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*Nothing spoills an evening, b

up a pl iation, or loses a friend so quickly as a case of halitosis (badleremih).

Nothing comguens this condition so quickly as LISTHFRINE, the quick deodorant.

SHOOT YOUR MAN
BY JANE JONES éf §MHTISE

DON'T care whether he looks like a Greek god, makes

love like an Italian, or writes out asix-figurecheckfor his
income tax,—I say, shoot him at sunrise—or even earlier
—if his breath is objectionable.

Too long have men gotten away with the idea that
women should be grateful for their mere presence, without
any consideration of what kind of presence it is.

In my opinion, a man whose breath isn't what it should
be, is nothing short of a Grade A bore and nuisance . . .
and should be so informed as adroitly as possible.

How to do it is a problem. After all, the subject is deli-
cate. If hints dp not work . ... if the power of suggestion
flops miserably . . . you can, as a final resort, send him a
Listerine ad—of course withholding your name.

Perhaps because of the heinousness of his offense, amno-
nymity is justified. If after all this he still doesn't take the
hint, dast off your revolver.

1 know any number of women who feel as strongly about
bad breath as I do and who, by a campaign of clever sug-
gestions, have transformed walking nuisances into really
agreeable suitors, A bow to Listerine for its aid in this
matter.

BAD BREATH
WORST FAULT OF MOST MEN

There's no doubt about it, men have hali-
tosis (bad breath) far oftener than women.
That is only natural. Men smoke more,
drink more, go at a faster pace, and are less
fastidious than women. Man! lafge 66R-=
cerns, recognizing that bad breath is as
fmueh a handieap in business aﬁ 1€ i§ !ﬁ
seeial life, insist that their @Fﬂ%!

Listerife Aﬁtl&ég 16 =8IRS ;’P y B@tefé
faking impertant business éalls

Listerine Antiseptic instantly halts the
fermentation of tiny food particles in the
mouth and on the teeth (the major cause
of breath odorsl, then overcomes the 0doks
themselves. After you have used i, yeuF
mouth feels eleaner, fresher, mera whale-
goe; and your breath is therefere sweeter
and puref.

Keep a bottle of Listerine at home and
office and use it before social and business
engagements as a precaution against
offending others needlessly.

LAMBERT Phzamvancal €o.
St. Louis, Mo.

LISTERINE

Chmjls f;a;u mﬁi&ﬂﬁ.
halitboisis
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Grand National

By JUDSON P. PHILIPS

Author of “Madiisom Square,” "Towgh Guy,” etc.

CHAPTER 1
LUCKY JADWIN'S BOY

HILIP Jadwin crouched in the

warm straw and listened to old

Danny Shane talking to Bow-
sirom, the jockey. Aferward Philip
remembered every detall of those few
minutes . . . remembered the smell
of the spetless stalll; remembered the
feel ot the ehestnut mare’s soft warm
miizzle as she fumbled at his sheulder,
at his neek, at his brightly eelered
seaf; remembered the way the water
dripped frem the brim ef Bewstrem's

ARGOSY

hat, for he had just come in from out
doors; remembered Danny Shane’s
voice as he repeated his instructions
over and over to Bowstrom; and re-
membered the anxious look in Danny's
kindly gray eyes.

“The first two jumps are nothiu,”
Danny was saying, “but many a rider’s
come to grief because he didn't take
‘em serious enough. YouTl be crowded
there, son. If you get away In frent,
all right. But if you're pushed areund
at the start hold back, se you'll have
some reom. Remember, you've got
plenty of time to make up lest ground,



The wheel of fortume spins and pounding
hoowes wmite the destiny of a million-
dollar jack pot.. . Here is a story to warm
your blood—a tale of human hopes and
four-footed courage that must be listed
among the best sporting novels of this,

or any year.

It's four miles. Four miles, eight hun-
dred and fifty-six yards, to be exact™
Bowstrom nodded. He was looking
at the mare. “She seems quiet emougin.™
“Yaurll not have to worry about her,
son,” said Danny “She’ll do her part.
But you've got to watch the others.
Don't let 'em crowd you. Take her
straight into the jumps—particularly
at the Canal Turn. They have a way
of runnin’ out there.” There was a straw
between Danny's lips, and it bobbed
up and down as he spoke. “Becher's is
where you've gotta keep your nerve.
When you get in the middle of that
one it looks twenty feet down the other
side. Of course jt isn't. It's that deep
to the bottom of the diteh, but you clear
the diteh and land on the uphill slope.”
“I know,” said Bowstrom. “She took
it fine in the workout yesterdiny.”
“It's different in the race” said
Danmny.” “I've knowed riders to tighten
up there—plenty of good riders, son.

It's the sight of the men with the ropes
—and the coppers standin’ there with
stretchers lyin’ beside 'em on the grass.
But yoiv just give her head and you'll
have nothin’ to worry abotit.”

Philip Jadwin's mouth felt dry. “Men
with ropes?’ he faltered. “Withat are
they for?”

“Tihey’re to pull the horses out of
the ditch when they can't get up them-
selif,” said Danny. “If you fall there
it's a broken leg or neck”

The mare’s breath was warm on
Philip’s neck, but he himself was cold
—cold and stiff with a dark, unhappy
foreboding.

Philip Jadwin was not far past fifteem
that day he crouched in the stall of the
chestnut mare. It was a day in March
of the year 1927. The rain was com-
ing down in torrents outside, It seemed
as if the heavens had conspired to blot
out the city of Liverpool, England, and
all the surrounding countryside. It was
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a day that meant a thousand different
things to a thousand different people.
It was Grand National Day . . . the
day when the greatest steeplechase in
the world is rtin.

A LREADY thousands and thou-
sands of spectators were crowd-
ed around the eourse and packed into
the stands, watching the preliminary
races. They were all seaked to the skin,
yet they didn’t seem to notiee it. Else-
where fallllens eof peeple crowded
areund radies, waiting anxleusly fer
the results. A few lueky persons with
tiekets en Herses drawn in the great
world wide lettery were tense with ex-
eiterent. a fortune dangling tantaliz-
ingly in frent ef them if their herse
eame eut ef tep at the end of this gruel-
ing getnd.

Owners and bettors at the track stood
to win or lose great sums of money.
Dockeys, tense, nerves rubbed down to
the raw, waited for time to go to the
post, for the moment when the tape
wotld fly up and they would be off on
the race that was certain to bring
broken limbs, cracked skulls, and per-
haps death itsel f o both man and horse,
and glory to some mud-splashed victor
who finally crossed the finish line in
front.

This was the day of days to all these
people. It was a day that would be long
remembered for its thrills, its triumphs,
its might-have-beens. But for Philip
Jadwin it was to be a day that brought
stark, unrelenting tragedy; a day that
ten years later, was to turn his life up-
side down.

Danny was still going painstakingly
over his instructions with Bowstrom
when Philip heard his father's voice
. . . the booming hearty, basso pro-
fundo of Lucky Jadwin. Everybody
knew Lucky Jadwin, even here in Eng-

land. Lucky's fame had started thirty
years before when he had struek oil
on a stretch of Texas land where ex-
perts assured him there was e oll. He
had run a thin dime inte mere milllens
than anyone eould eomfortably eontem-
plate. Lueky was a bera gambler, would
bet on anything en Ged's green earth,
and seered t6 have a special set of gods
watehing ever him, assuring him ef
SUEEess.

Lucky Jadwin, deep-chested, red-
faced, jowial, came into the little stable
followed by three other people. Philip
knew them all. The tall, tight-lipped
men with the little gray toothbrush mus-
tache was Sir Humphrey Tarrant, the
famous English sportsman. He looked
very elegant in his cutaway and his' gray
topper. The other two were Guy Tar-
rant, a boy about Philip’s age, darl,
good looking in a supercilious way, and
Jessica Tarerant, a ravishingly pretty
little girl of fouseteen. Phillp liked Jes-
sica almost as heartily as he disliked
Guy and their father, Sir Humphrey.
Phillp stoed tip, his hand still -resting
on the chestnut mare’s neek. She was
fumbling at his pecket new fof sugar.

“There she is, Sir Humplimey?
Lucky Jadwin boomed. “Bright Prin-
cess ! In an hour she’ll be the new Grand
National winner.”

Sir Humphrey’s lips twitched in a
faintly sardonic smile. “Iff your luck
holds out, Jadwin. I must say she’s a
splendid looking animail.”

“Amnd she can jump over the moom!”
said Lucky. “How about it, Philip ?”

Philip's mouth was dry. He moist-
ened his lips before he could speak. “I
wish you wouldn’t run Betsy, father,”
he said, very gravely. Betsy was the
chestnut mare’s stable name.

“Not run her!” Lucky Jadwin threw
back his head in a raftershaking laugh.
He turned to Sir Humphrey. “Tihe boy
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thinks something’s going to happen to
her. He's kind of goofy about this
mare. I tell him if he's going to fool
around horses he can't go fallin' in love
with 'em. There's always another one
just as good or better to be hadi”

THHILIP hated Sir Humphrey Tar-

rant for that tight-lipped smile. He
knew Sif Humphrey was armused by
Lueky Jadwin’s erudities. He khew the
thers, Guy and Jessiea, theught ef him
and his father as seme sert et barbas-
12hs:

“Your father’'s right, Philip,” said
Sir Humphrey, in his precise, clipped
manner. “Hwnes are just horses.”

“Not Betsy,” said Philip grimly, his
fingers clutching the mare's red mane.
“She's a—a personality. A—a friend.
She’s. ... .”

“What awful rot, Jadwim!" drawled
young Guy Tarrant.

Philip's lips closed tight. There was
no use talking to them. No use trying
to make them see.

“Daon’t worry, son,” said Lucky, and
gave him what was meant to be a
kindly slap on the shoulder—a slap that
staggered Philip. “Yauill get the great-
est kick of your life when the mare
wins. "She’s a prime favorite in the
books. Come along. It'll take us a while
to get through this jam to our box.”
Lueky turned to Bowstrom. “Good luck,
sof. Glve her the best ride you ean.”

Lucky didn't have a word for the
horse—the horse he expected was go-
ing to bring him fame. Philip hung
back, his fingers still clutching the
mare’s mane.

“I—I don't think I want to watch
the race, father,” he said. “I—I'd
rather stay with Betsy till she's ready
to go to the post.”

“What?" Lucky was incredulous—
almost angry.

“The lad’s daft about her, Mr. Jad-
win,” said Danny Shane, in his kindly
voice.

“Tihen he should be up there to see
her rum!” snapped Lucky. “Come,
Philip. At once. We haven't much
time.”

Unashamedly Philip pressed his face
against the mare’s soft cheek for an
instant. “Good luck, Betsy,” he whis-
pered. And then, with a lump in his
throat that seemed to hurt and stretch
the muscles, he turned away and fol-
lowed his father.

Philip sat in front of the box, his
fingers clutching the iron rail so hard
they were blue. In a few morments now
the horses would be comling to the post
for the start of the greatest steeple-
chase In the werld. Phillp watehed the
preparations with his heart peundlng
agalnst his ribs painfully. There were
policemen stationed a{taeh jump new,
standing there stelidly in the rain. And
as Danny had said, beside ezeh ene of
them was a streteher with 3 blanket
folded in it; lying oA the sedden tuFf.
Each of the offieers had 2 red and a
yellow fliag with whieh fe signal his
mates:

He saw the black motor ambulance
moving out toward Becher’s, a white-
coated doctor sitting in back smoking
a cigarette. He saw the horse ambu-
lance, drawn by two great dray hoeses
hitched tandem. He saw the men with
ropes, somber figures walting at Bech-
er's for the Inevitable spllls.

Then Lucky's voice boomed at his
side. “Hire they come to the starting
post. Boy, this is something, eh,
Philip?”

Philip nodded dully.

“Some day you'll be owning horses
yoursellf,” said Lucky. “Then you'll
know the real thrill of this, kid. I've
waited ten years to own the winner
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in this race. And by God, there she
comes!”

Philip had long since singled out the
blue and gold of Bowstrom'’s shirt.
Betsy was walking calmly, without ex-
citement. Bowstrom sat easily in the
saddle, reins slack, Betsy never wasted
her energy with anties at the start.
They were spreading out across the
track new, Beisy fifth from the rail,
Other herses were champing, rearing,
plunging with exeltement. Betsy was
still, her ears prieked baelk, walting fer
werd frem Bewstrem. Philip felt little
beads ot elammy sweat en his fere-
head. 1t weuld all be ever in abeut ten
mintes:

“Oh God, please, please . . .!" Philip
whispered. There was no use giving
words to his prayer. If there was a God
He would know.

And then the tape was up!

DYHILIP sat congealed in his seat,

hands gripping the rail, He heard
Lueky’s bull-throated shout over the
thunderoeus rear of the erowd as the
herses raced for the first jump. Beisy
had breken fast frem the tape, was a
goed half length in frent of the field
as they eame tearing aleng in frent et
the stands. Bewstrem was fellewing
Danny's instruetions te a T. He must
gither break in frent eF hang baek s
as net t6 be erewded: She sailed gver
the first ebstaele with the rest ef the
pask thindering at her heels—se easy,
g0 graceful. There was ne tugging, ne
wild-eyed exeitement sn Beisy's paft.
She kilew her jeb; was %rebably fuen
eooler than Bewstrem. One herse did
fall af that first jump 2nd sAGHAEF 4A-
seated his rider, But Philip saw Rene of
this. Al he saw was Betsy; her usually
Bright Hanks turped dark frem the
Seaking rain:

On they went to the second jump

with Betsy still leading, running easily.
Again she sailed over, going well within
herself, just enough in front of the
field to be unmolested. And now Bech-
er's . . . Becher’s, where these somber
men stood In the raln with ropes, wait-
ing! Phlilip’s teeth were biting inte his
lower hijp. He eeuld see these men—
could see the herse ambulanee with lts
erane glistening in the wet.

“Easy! Easy!” Philip breathed.

And then he saw something else. It
was that riderless horse, running along
the outside of the course, stirrups flap-
ping, neck flecked with foam, eyes
white rimmed—sunning like something
possessed, Betsy was leading the way
into Becher's, smooth as silk, ears
pricked ferward. Then Lueky Jadwin's
volee boomed out—it seermed as If Bew-
strom fust hear it even eut there.

“Uank: out"™ Lucky shouted.

Betsy was just rising to the jump
when the riderless horse, frenzied with
excitement, crashed into her. A deep-
throated roar went up from the crowd,
Philip sat transfixed. He saw the purple
and gold of Bowstrom’s shirt hurtllng
through space. And he saw Betsy,
curlously suspended ever the mlddle of
the Jump.

It was a bad mess. Several horses ran
out, refusing the jump. Several others
crashed. But Betsy was still in sight—
still grotesquely on top of the jump.
Philip, herror ceursing threugh his
velns In ley waves, heard the voiee of a
fman behind them.

“It's Bright Princess! She'’s caught
on top of the fence! The rail's snapped
and run clean up into her belly. Done
for, of course™

“Betsy!” Choking, Philip was on his
feet. Blindly, tears streaking his chalk
white face, he started to climb the iron
rail of the box. A hand with fingers of
steel closed over his shoulder.
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“Steady, kid.” Lucky's voice was
hard, emotionless.

Philip struggled despairingly to free
himself from his father's grip. He heard
the same voice of the spectator from
behind.

“TeyTl have a job to get her out
of there before the field comes round
agaim-ll

Philip saw them—the men with
ropes. He saw Betsy kicking feebly,
impaled on the top of the jump. He saw
a rope go round her neck—saw that
long soft neck he had stroked so often
stretched horribly. And then she crashed
out of sight on the other side of the
jump. The herse ambulanece was already
In place, the erane ready to drag her
abeard.

“Betsy!” Unashamedly Philip was
sobbing now—sobbing as if his heart
would break, They were dragging her
off the course. He wouldn't be able
to hear the sound of the veterinarian’s
gun beeause of the rolse the crowd was
malking. There was efly ene thing In
the werld Philip wanted, and that was
to get to her. But Lueky’s grip an his
sheulder was unbreakable.

“It’s lousy luck, kid,” Lucky said.
“But we'll have better luck next time.
We'll win this damn thing yet!”

Next time! There was going to be no
next time for Betsy!

A horse named Sprig was the winner
of the Grand National in 1927. Philip
didn’t know it till nearly ten years later
when he studied the records.

CHAPTER II
HALF A MILLION

HILIP never saw the chestnut mare
agalii. Semehow, blindly, he fol-
lowed Lucky out of the stands after
the race was over, They made their way
to the stable where they found old

Danny Shane sitting on a bale of hay,
his gray eyes red-rimnmed, his lips
drawn hard and tight together. Philip
had half heped, half dreaded that they
would bring Betsy baek here, but they
hadn't. Old Danny slid dewn off the
bale and teuehed his fingers to his eap
as they eafme up.

“That was terrible bad luck, sir,”
he said, studiously avoiding Philip’s
drawn, tragic young face. ‘That
damned runaway. . .”

“Never mind, Shane,” said Lucky
cheerfully. “W&1l find a horse that will
cop this race for us yet. We'll win it
it it costs us a milllea bucks. I've got
my heart set en it.”

“Yes, sir,” said Shane quietly. His
voice cracked a little, for Philip’s
fingers were clutching at his sleeve.
With an effort he turned his eyes to
look down at the bey.

~“Danny—will ey .. .. db tiey
s-shoot them  qui-quickly? Do
they. .

Danny Shane’s gnarled hand went
around the boy's shoulders and held
him firmly for an instant. “She won't
have suffered mueh, lad,” he sald
gently, "“Wihan they get hurt bad that
way the sheek of 1t . . . sort 6f AuUmbs
'efi. ARd the vet wasted ne time with
her, 1ad.”

Lucky Jadwin had planned a cele-
bration for that evening. It was not in
him to change those plans, even though
his horse had met with defeat, Lucky
was going to show these English sporis-
men that he eould take a licklng with
the best of 'em. That had always beef
Lueky’s ereed: Shew the same faee
when yeu lese as when yed wih. But
Luely had taken this beating harder
than he wsually did.

In the first place his heart had been
set on a victory. But down underneath
Lucky, who had gambled for millions
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at unbelievably long odds, was a very
superstitious man, If his horse had
been outrun in the race he would have
tossed it off lightly. But it wasn’t that
way this time. His luek had turned on
him. It eould be put dewn as nething
else but terrible luelk when that rider-
less herse erashed inte Betsy at Beeh-
er's. That had been a direct seewl frem
the geds of ehanee, and it disturbed
Lueley.

Lucky had ordered gallons of cham-
pagne for his guests, but he did not
like the stuff himself. Wihisky and water
was his dish—and he fortified himself
with an alarming quantity ef It befere
he went dewn to the hotel grill roem
to recelve his party. Lueley khew he was
in for a fide frem these fellews. He had
talked at length abeut the merits of
his herse befere the raee, and nething
ot Betsy’s brief perfermanee eould de-
tract frem her glery. But he had talked
a great deal mere sbout his hek—the
luele that had brevght him frem the ps-
sitien 8t & peverky strieken eaw puneher
{6 2 pesitien ot great wealth snd given
him 2 reputatien for being the Iuekigst
gambler iR the world 8% spor: Lueky
was proud gt that reputatien and e
didr’t 1eals forward 0 the kidding that
Re kRew was coming his way:

The kidding came his way all right,
but most of it was tempered with real
sympathy for the unfortwnate accident
which had thrown Bright Princess out
of the running. But there was nothing
of sympathy in the attitude of Sir
Humphrey Tarfant who sat at Lucky's
rlght that evening. The- tall, thin, as-
cetic-looking Englishman, immaculate
in dinner coat, sipping his wine with
the air of a eenneisseur, smoking his
scerited Egyptian clgarettes in a long
ivery helder, was far quleker than
Lueky at delicately polsenous repartee,
All gt Lueky kept up the jewial man-

ner for which he was famous, but un-
derneath he was seething with cold
anger,

“I don't suppose there is much in
the way of schools in the American
West,” Tarrant had said, smiling that
thin, twisted little smile of contempt.
“You'ie a sort of legendary figure, you
know, Jadwin. One wonders hew mtich
of what one hears of you is true, and
how mueh a sert ef natienal foll lore!”
And later: "It takes fere than a fat
barik aceeunt te win the Grahd Na-
tional. 1t takes a keen knewledge ot
hefses. Mind yeu, Jadwin, 1 den’t say
you weuldn't knew a seund herse when
you saw it. A fellew whe's been & esw-
hand eught t8 knew herses. But ysu
have te Be aBle 8 el 3 goed Jumper
when yeu see Him. They ean't Be
made . . : they're Barn. 1t takes luek:. 1t
takes 2 skdlful rider”

“Dan’t worry,” Lucky had said, still
smiling, with his fists tightly clenched
under the white linen of the table cloth.
“E find the horse and the rider, Taf-
rant. And I'll be back In a year or twe
with the winner.”

Tarrant smiled condescendingly.
“You had the best chance you'll ever
have today, I'm afraid. I'll wager you
can try for another ten years and fet
come close.”

Lucky's eyes were bloodshot, but they
glittered now with the light of battle.
“Wager?" he said softly. “Ders that
mean you'd like to place a bet, Taft-
raumd?”

Tarrant's slanting eyes narrowed,
and his lips curled upward in a faiatly
derisive expression. “I admire your
confidence in yourself, Jadwin, but
confidence won't win the Grand Na-
tional.”

Lucky leaned forward, his voice low-
ered, “I'll tell you what I'll do with
you, Tarrant,” he said. “Just before I
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came over here I cleaned up a half a
million bucks—dellaks to you!—in a
property deal. I hadn’t decided how I'd
reinvest it, see? Well, T'll invest it in
myself, if you say the word. A half a
million bucks I win the Grand Natlonal
within the next ten years, Is that big
enough to interest you, Sir Hum-
phrey?” he coneluded dryly.

QUOMVEETHHING of the color faded
) from Sir Humphrey Tarrant's
face, leaving two little hectic spots on
either cheekbone. He reached tp and
tugged at his mustache for an instant,
and his pale eyes saw the challenging
light In Lueky’s eyes. They had been
sparring all night, with Tarrant having
all the best of it. Now Lueky had him.
It was an absurd ameunt te bet en a
herse race. A mad, ridieuleus ameunt.
Yet the Englishman's lips tightened.
The ehanees of Luely’s predueing a
Grand National winner within ten years
was slight. Millienaire hersemen had
tried for years and failed. It was a
grazy bet=yet it was ene that ‘Tarrant
had an amazingly geed ehanee t6 win.
Tarrant's fingers sheek §iigml§ as he
lit 3 fresh cigaretie. *Dene!” he said,
very quietly.

“Now you're tallking!" cried Lucky.
He banged on the table for silence.
“Gents, you are witnesses to perhaps
the biggest bet ever made on a horse
race. Sir Humphrey has just bet me a
half million dollars I don't win this
Grand National within the next ten
years!”

A murmur went round the table.
Somebody said: “Tammant’s gone off
his trolley! Half a millimm!™

Tarrant sat at his place, still as a
figure carved from stone, Lucky turned
to him again. “I'll deposit my dough in
any London bank you choose tomorrow.
You do the same. The bank to pay over

the money to the winner ot the bet.”

Tarrant moistened his thin blue lips.
“it would be extremely awkward for
me to tie up that much cash at the mo-
ment,” he said. “1—"

“No ante, no bet!
grimly.

“I was about to say,” Tarrant cut in
coolly, “that I will put up my Hunting-
donshire estate as securiy.”

“Mantgage the old homestead, eln?”
This was Lucky’s moment of triumph.

“I think you will find, upon investi-
gation, that it is sufficient security,”
said Tarrant icily.

“Oh, it suits me,” said Lucky. “Wel
get a lawyer to draw up the terms
of the bet tomorrow. This was almost
worth losin’ the race for!” he added.

“Ome point,” said Tarrant. His eyes
were chips of steel as he studied Lucky’s
flushedl face. “Suppose something hap-
pens to you, Jadwin, before the term
of the bet expires. What then? Do I
automatically wim?”

Lucky looked straight at the English-
man. “Not a chance,” he said. “My
kidll stand back of this bet, and your
family will have to do the same”
Lucky laughed. “If we were betting a
half million that I'd outlive you, that'd
be different. And if you were puitting
up the cash, that'd be different. But
your son'll have to fork over the
securlty If you die and I wia within
the ten years. And if I die—and don't
eount on it, Tarrant—my kid's to have
the right te earry out the terms of the
bet. Agreedl?”

Tarrant drew a deep breath.
“Agrreed!” he said, in his short, clipped
fashion. Then he stood up and walked
out of the grill room.

Lucky watched him go, silent for the
moement. Then his booming laughter
filled the room. “Kiind of big time stuff
for'tthe old boy!” he said “Fiirst time

said Lucky
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I made a-big time bet like that 1 was
sick as a dog for the next twelve hours.
Waiter! More champaghe—and an-
other bottle of whisky for me!”

CHAPTER III
HUMAN INTEREST STORY

TT was early in-an evening in the
= fnonth of January of the year 1935.
The place was the tewn of Falrlelgh
in Cennectieut. Jehnny Addisen, bar-
tender of the Bar-B-Q Tavern and
filtivog statien was idly eleaning glasses
behind the bar. It was a dull evening
for him. Weekday nights were always
aull. On this partieulat eveping he had
had enly ene eustemer, the yeung man
whe sat in the eerner having a brandy
with his after dinner eeffee. This ysung
fan was gheut fweniy-feur, net very
tall, slim, wiry, brenzed, with a pair
ot very keen Blue eyes: He had streng
fausedlar hapds—nands with 1eng,
sensitive fingers:

Johnny didn't know his name, though
he was a sort of regular customer.
From what Johnny had been able to
gather in conversation this young man
was just out of college about a year,
and had a job tutoring the Bergstein
kids up on the hill. A couple of brats
those kids were, in Johnny's estima-
tion. This young man. in his well cut
tweeds, had the air of a gentleman—
or whatever went to make up class in
Johnny's imagination. Even. if the
tweeds were a little worn—even if it
was clear that this young man didn’t
have much dough to throw around. He
st be hard up, Johnny thought, if
he'd take a job tutoring the Bergstein
kids.

Johnny had tried once or twice to
strike up a conversation with the young
man, but it didn't take. Always very
pleasant, the young man had a way of

preserving his privacy without making
a fellow sore. He always sat over. there
at the same table, smoking a pipe with
his coffee and brandy.

Johnny had the radio going behind
the bar that night. Some crooner was
doing his stuff. Suddenly the singing
ended. Affter a paise a voice came over
the air, a voice charged with dynamite.

“You! And you! Amd yow!! Have
you tried Yellow Streak gasoline? Do
you know that it is the quickest start-
ing, most economical gas on the mar-
ket? Do you know that in secret tests
hundreds of drivers selectedr® it over
many higher priced gasolines. Have you
tried Yellow Streak? You owe it to
yoursellf—you owe it to your car. And
now—uwe bring you Melvin Spratt with
his human interest story of the day.”
There was a pause, and then a ealmer
and more cultivated voice came over
the alr.

“Good evening ladies and gentlemen.
This is Melvin Spratt, your human'in-
terest reporter. Well, 1935 has started
off with a bang. Prosperity seems fio
longer to be just around the corner—
it is here! New York ushered in the
new year with the biggest celebration
since the pre-depression days of 1928,
Everywihere people are looking brighter,
business is improving, hopes are higher
But tonight I find myself caught in a
mesh of sadness, ladies and gentlemen,
because a few heurs agoe I lest a friend.

“This friend had the biggest heart
I ever knew, was the freest with money
when he had it. He never turned down
anyone in trouble. The bigness and
warmth of his personality was some-
thing one seldom encounters in this
world of ours. He had colo¥, this feiend
of mine, a flare for the spectacular.
Everything he did was news, and yet
he never sought the spotlight. He knew
everyone of any consequence in this
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country and abroad, and numbered
them as his friends. Headwaiters and
bus boys and racetrack touts and
jodkeys and bookmakers and bartemd-
ers and bootblacks and bellhops knew
him, and loved him, not only because
he was always generous but because he
was a man! It is with a heavy heart
that 1 have to tell of his passing. The
world will be a duller and colder place
to live in, ladles and gentemen, without
him,

“Laucky Jadwin is dead! That's the
word that is being passed along Broad-
way tonight and over the length and
breadth of the country. Lucky Jadwin
is dead! Almost everybody has heard
some story about Lucky Jadwin. Al-
most everybody has heard how he
started in as a cowpuncher, grubstaked
himself a plece of land in Texas, struck
oll. Almost everybody has heard of his
fantastie ventures in the business world,
Almost everybedy knew that he had a
Midas teueh that turned everything he
handled inte gold. But very few people
knew that for six ef seven years Lueky
has been en the repes, eaught in the
faelsirem ot the steels market erash of
'29, wiped eut. And therein lies the
strangest stery of all—for Lueky jad-
win has, depesited in a great bank in
the City of Lenden, a half millien del-
lars iR eash—a half millien dellars
whieh He eannet feueh.

“TT was a nine days’ wonder when it

happened. Lueky Jadwia had his
heart set on winning the Grand Na-
tional, England's famous steeplechase.
For ten years he had tried, and for ten
years he had failed. And then he de-
veloped a horse called Bright Princess
—a horse that went into the race a fav-
orite. But Bright Princess didn’t win.
A runaway horse ran into her as she
was leading the field and she crashed

to destruction. Bright Princess had to
be destroyed and Lucky Jadwin had lost
his best chance to win the race. That
same night Lucky made a bet. He bet
a cool half million dollars that he would
win the Grand National before another
ten years rolled areund. He deposited
the money to eover his end of the bet in
8 Londen bank. There was ne way he
eould ever teueh that moeney agala with-
et winning the race—or In the event
ot his death, his sen eeuld retrieve this
great fortune by winhing withia the
alletted tifne: -

“Tihat was just a little less than nine
years ago, and Lucky never came close.
His great fortune was wiped out in the
crash and it did something to Lucky.
Lucky had endless faith in the gods of
chance who had watched owver him.
That faith took a bad beating in 1929.
Lueky has never seemed quite himself
sinee. But he has had ene everwhelming
passien. To wia the fabulous bet! I
den’t believe the meney was the im-
pertant thing te Luely, altheugh he
sorely needed it. I think he wanted
ehiefly te restere his right t8 use the
name his friends had always ealled him
By—=Lueky!

“Wiedll, Lucky is dead. He died this
afternoon on his Long Island farm. He
died as he stood in the cold and slush
in the paddock behind his barn, watch-
ing his groom try out a horse he had
just bought—a jumper! He must have
been keen when he went out there, His
heart must have beaten a little faster.
Had he come to the end of the trail?
Had he at last found the herse that
might sueecessfully earry his colefs to
vietery 1n the fameus steeplechase and
bring a illien dellars baek lnte his
bank aceount?

“Lucky never saw that horse jump.
The groom had just turned the horse
to head him for the jump when he saw
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Lucky down—down in the cold muddy
sleet. It was his heart. And so Lucky
came to the end of the . ...

Johnny the bartender in the little inn
at Fairleigh didn't hear any more be-
cause the young gentleman had come
across to the bar—the young gentle-
man in the shabby tweeds.

“Have you a timetable for New
York?” the young man asked. “I've got
to leave here at once.”

“Sure,” said the bartender. Then he
looked at the young man. “Hey, are you
sick, mister?’ he asked with concern.
The young man's face was the color of
ashes His teeth were clenched on the
stem of the pipe which had long since
gone out. His voice had a dull, metallic
sound to it.

“You better have another bramdly,”
the bartender said. “Wiat's wromg?"

The young man was gripping the
front of the bar. “I've got to get to
town at once,” he said, “Because, you
see, Lucky Jadwin. . . .* His voice
trailed off as the bartender handed him
a timetable.

“What about Lucky Jadwim?' the
bartender persisted.

The young man looked up from the
timetable. “He was my father,” he
said simply.

ARK CRAVEN had been Lucky

Jadwin’s lawyer for thirty years,
and it had been an exciting job. As he
looked across his desk at Philip Jad-
win, Craven felt acutely conscious of
his own age. Unconsciously he pressed
a finger into his rather paunchy stom-
ach., Onee it had been flat and hard
like Philip’s. Onee his face had been
unlined, brenzed. Net that his face
didn't have eharacter, Craven thought
He had been threugh plenty—had lived,
He never theught of himself as old, But
Phillp, so clean-limbed, so clear-eut,

made him conscious of the passage of
time—for he had been present on the
occasion of Philip’s birth—had been
soothing Lucky Jadwin who seemed
quite certain that he, Lucky, was going
to die!

Craven leaned back in his swivel
chair. His cigar was going evenly. He
heaved a long sigh. “W&l, Philip?”’ he
said.

“Wydll, sir.” Lucky had been buried a
week ago. The time had come for Philip
to find out just where he stood.

“It’s bad,” said Craven. “Very bad,
Philip. You know, everybody loved
Lucky He had endless credit with
everyone, but now that he’s gone I'm
afraid sentiment is dead. The vultures
will want to divide the remains.”

Philip smiled very faintly. “Arte there
any remains, sin?”

“Not much. There's the Long Tsland
place. He managed to hang onto that—
paid taxes by renting it every summer.
But it won't take care of a third of his
debts. There are his horses, I under-
stand he has about fifteen jumpers up at
the farm where he’s been living. You'll
know more about the wokth of 'em than
I do.”

‘T had a talk with old Danny Shane
this morning,” said Philip. “He thinks
we'll be lucky to get ten thousand for
the lot of them. They're worth more,
but this isn't the best season of the year
to sell”

“That's about all,” said Craven.
“There’s his car—warth a few hun-
dred. He never went in for jewelry. I
should say Lucky owed roughly in the
neighborhood of a hundred and fifty
thousand. We'll do well to realize halt
that on all his possessions. And that,
Philip, leaves you with notinig!”

“Rather staggeringly less than noth-
ing,” said Philip grimly. “I have about
five hundred dollars in the bank, and

1 A—1
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that's that. Of course I shall have to
find a way to pay off the balance of
Lucky's indebtedness . . . sometime . . .
somelnow/!”’

Craven studied the end of his cigar.
"“Of course you will. But it's your im-
mediate future that concerns me, Philip.
What are you going to do?”

Philip Shrugged. “I haven't had
much chance to think, sir. Jobs don't
grow on bushes these days. There are a
million young men with college educa-
tions looking for work. This job in
Connecticut has just been a stop-gap.
1 shall quit it because I'll never pay off
seventy-five grand earning twenty-five
dollars a week and boardi!

Craven's eyes narrowed. “Of course,
Philip,” he said evenly, “there is that
bet. If you could win it—and you have
two more chances. ... ."

Philip's blue eyes hardened. “That's
out, sir. Definitely out. I—I have been
dodging that bet for the last nine years
of my life. Everywhere I go people ask
me about it. Poor Lucky—it had him
off his head at the end. Well, Grand Na-
tional winners don't grow on bushes.
And if they did, I couldn't fimance
such a business”

“You might get someone to back you,
with a million dollars in the Kkitty,"”
said Craven.

Philip shook his head decisively.
“That's out, sir. 1 guess I'm a bit shell
shocked about the whole notion of the
Grand National. Lucky and old Danny
Shane have spent nine years trying to
pick a winner and failed. It drove Lucky
to his grave. Well, I'm going to write
it off the books.

“It’s a damned shame," said Craven.
“That money ought to be yours. It was
a crazy bet”

Philip tamped the tobacco down in
his pipe. “If Lucky hadn't made that
bet, sir, he'd have lost the money in the

3 A—1

stock crash. It's six of one and a half
dozen of the other. But let's forget
about Grand Nationals.”

Craven sighed and leaned forward.
“Alll right, son. And now I must con-
fess I've been holding something out
on you. But I had to make certain about
vour stand on the bet.”

“Hodldiing outt?”

Craven nodded, and pressed a button
on his desk. “Tihe day Lucky died young
Guy Tarrant took a boat from England.
He came directly to see me. He's in the
outer office now. He has a proposition
to make you.”

IDHIILIP stood up abruptly. He felt

a faint cold chill of anger run
along his splfe. Guy Tarrant. He re-
membered him as a supereilious young-
ster who had been meekingly amused at
Philip en the day that Bright Prineess
dled. The theught ef seeing him was
distasteful to Phillp. But it was tes late
te de anything abeut it. Alieady Crav-
en's seeretary was ushering Guy Tar-
rant inte the office.

“Hello, Jadwim!” said the English-
man.

Philip nodded curtly. Guy Tarrant,
tall, -dark, undeniably handsome, had
that same, thin-lipped sardonic expres-
sion that Philip remembered about Sir
Humphrey. Guy Tarrant was remark-
ably like his father . . . arrogant, cool
as ice.

“I haven't told Philip about your
proposition, Mr. Tarrant,” Craven said.
"Homever, he assures me that he had
no intention of competing for the bet.
I suggest you tell him what you have
in mind.”

Tarrant sat down with calm insol-
ence on the edge of Craven’s desk.
“It’s quite simple,” he drawled. “I'll put
my cards on the table with you; we’re
dashed hard up for money. My father
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needs cash to put into his business . . .
needs it badly. Ordinarily we could
raise money against our property hold-
ings, but our property is up as security
on this confounded bet. Of course we
knew your father would never give up
8s long as he lived. But we'd head!"—
and somehow Guy Tarfant managed to
make this seund exeeptionally nasty—
“that yeu weren't interested in eaFrying
ef. That yeu hadn’t mueh stemach fef
trying the Grand Natenal”

“Well?” Philip’s voice was frigid.

“Wedll, we need that money. Jadwin.
Under the terms of the agreement we'll
have to wait about a year and a half
to get it. Howewver, if you're not going
to compete, it occurred to us you might
dissolve the bet . . . for a eonsideration,
of eourse.”

“What sort of a considerstiom?”
Philip asked.

“Wihy, a slice of cash, of course!”
said Tarrant. “We'we heard that Lucky
wasn't so—er—llucky of late, eh?
You’ll be anxious to clear his name, 1
suppose. How much would it talke?”

Craven broke in. “Here it is in a nut-
shell, Philip. If you'll dissolve the bet
I think Mr. Tarrant will hand over
enough money to pay off all Lucky's
debts and give you a bit of a back-
ground to start on. If you're sure about
the bet—"

“Oh, I'm sure about the bet,” said
Philip. He was struggling with himsellf.
Of coirse this was a heaven-sent oppor-
tunity, yet somewhere, deep down in
him, was a curious stubbornness. He
hated to do anything that would be a
favor to Guy Tarrant. Yet, what was
he thinking of ? It would take him years
te earn the money to settle up Lucky’s
estate. But he wanted nethlng for him-
selt frem Tarrant—net one thin dime.

“I'll agree,” he said slowly. “Lucky's
property is to be auctioned tomorrow.

Afiter that we’ll know just what it will
take to clear Lucky. I'll settle for that
amount.”

“Amd something for yourself,” said
Craven quickly.

“Natthing for mysellf,” Philip said
stiffty.

Tarrant smiled, that little twisted
smile that was so like his father's. “Of
course you're getting a frightfully good
break, Jadwin. If we weren't in such
a devilish hole wed—"

“Settle things with Mr. Cravem.”
said Philip. “I suppose there'll be papers
to sigm?”

“In a day or two,” said Craven.

‘Then good mornimg.”

Philip wanted to get out of there.
He didn’t Wt to be in the same room
with Guy Tarrant. He understood now
something of the stinging fury that
must have lured Lucky into his fan-
tastic bet with Sir Huraphrey. Some-
thing about the Tarrants—something
that made you want to turn the
SCrews. .. .

CHAPTER 1V
SEVENTY GRAND PUNCH

THIIUF, the brim of his hat pulled
down over his face, his coat collar
turned up high, leaned against the rail
of the paddock—the paddock where
Lucky Jadwin had died. It was a cold,
raw day, but it hadn’t kept away the
crowd. Hoisemen of every type and
description were there, from members
of the social register down to fifth-rate
dealers. There were fifteen horses to be
auctioned—alll of them horses of quality
that Lucky had purchased in the hope
of finding a Grand National competi-
tor. Lucky’s hopes—going under the
auctioneer’s hammer.
A gnarled old man with a weather-
beaten face stood beside Philip, a straw



GRAND NATIONAL 19

between his lips, a look of tragedy in
his gray eyes. It was Danny Shane, who
had always been in charge of Lucky's
stable.

“The finest string of jumpers 1 ever
saw,” said old Danny. “Alll of 'em first
rate of a kind. But that's a terrible race,
lad, the Grand National. Four miles.
Four miles and five hundred and eighty-
six yards, to be exact. There ain't many
horses has the guts for that™

“Guaranteed sound of wind and limb,
gentlaman?” the auctioneer was shout-
ing. “From Virginia, this one. He can
jump anything in sight. Kid broke!
Anyone can handle him! You can take
him eut and hunt him tomorrow. That
goes for all these horses! They're in
eonditien—ready to go. Well, what am
1 efferedi?”

Philip’s teeth were clenched tight
over the stem of his pipe. “I'm glad
1 steered clear of all this, Danmy,” he
ssid. “You know what a sucker I am
abeut horses. Once I've been around
‘efi—well, they're like human beings
e me. 1 ean’t bear to have ‘em go.”

Old Danny’s eyes were fixed straight
ahead of him.

“Me, too,” he said. =

Philip looked at him sharply. Old
Danny was a horseman. You didn't ex-
pect to find an old-timer feeling that
way. That’s why Danny had understood
s0 well how he felt that rain-swept day
in Liverpeel, nine years ago.

“I have eleven hundred and fifty,
gentlaman!’ the auctioneer's sharp
voice was shouting. “Wholll make it
sixty? Who'll make it eleven sixty?
Seund, true, wind guaranteed! Do I
hear eleven sitxthy?’

“I've coddled all of 'em,” old Danny
said, “like they was kids. T know all
their tricks and habits, I know their dis-
positions inside out. And hell, they've
all give their best, even if they wasn't

what Mr. Jadwin was lookin’ for. I
sure hate to see 'em go.”

“Sold—for eleven fifty! Bring in the
next one, Pete!’ The auctioneer wiped
the sweat from his forehead and took
a drink of water.

“They’re bringing a little better than
I expected” said Philip.

TAANNY didn't answer. Danny was

# looking at the horse which was
being led into the circle. He was a big
gray, a little over sixteen hands high.
Philip saw the powerful chest and
sloping shoulders, the perfectly Sloped
pasterns, the rangy, well knit body, But
there perfection ended. The horse had
a serious blemish en his nese. A hige
raw bump that stiek up Just abeve his
nostrlls.

“Gentlemen, listen !” The auctioneer's
voice was confidential. “Tihis is the one
horse we're putting up today that we
don't unqualifiedly guarantee, He was
badly kicked in the nese when he was
belng truelked here from Vikginia about
six moenths age. It started some Soft
of growth. Lueky Jadwin had the best
veterlnary in the eeuntry operate en
him, But it wasp’t steeessful. You eaf
see for yourselves that iR every ether
respest he's perfeet. He's just seven

gars eld—=at his prime fer jumping:

Ut we den't guarantee him.”

“I should think not!” said a man
standing near Philip. “That growth
probably goes in as well as out. Nasal
passages are probably obstructed!.”

Old Danny Shane looked grim. “The
sweetest dispositioned horse 1 ever
saw,” he said. “It’'s a crime about that
bump—but it don't grow down. That
I'll swear t6.”

“Can he jump?" Philip asked idly.

“Don’t know much about him—ex-
cept what I feedl!” said Danny. “We
weren't able to put a bridle on him for
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a long time and Lucky—er, your father
kind of lost interest in him. By Ged,
I'd give my eyeteeth te ewn him. He'll
go cheap, tee, but mere than 1 eeuld
stand”

“A  hundred dollars!”
called in the crowd.

Danny gritted his teeth, “A hundred
dollars! God! The sweetest horse you
ever stepped in a stall with, He'll go to
one of them damned livery stable boys
and be hacked to death. What I
wouldn't give for a little eash. 1 got a
hunch T eould smoeth that bump off.
He'd be werth feney then. I'd find a
decent herne fef him.”

“A hundred and tem!” said another
voice.

Philip fumbled in his pocket for a
match and lit his pipe. His fingers
weren't quite steady. A crazy, quixotic
notion had occurred to him. This day
had brought back poighant memories—
memories of Liverpoel in the rain.
Memories of Bright Princess, her warm
muzzle thrust agalnst his neck, Mem-
orles of her tragle end and his ewn
heartbrealkc. Memeries of Danny’s
sympathy and widlerstandiing—Danny,
the enly ene whe understeed hew he
felt that day. Betsy had been his feiend.
New Danfy was seeing a herse abeut
whieh he felt as Philip had felt, geing
dewn the river.

The bidding had gone up to a hun-
dred and sixty-five. Slow going at that.
None of the real horse-owners were
bidding. The cheap dealers were wran-
gling over the only horse that would
come within their range.

“Wihere would you keep him if you
had him, Dammy?' Philip asked
casually.

“My sister's farm in Connecticut.
That's where I'm going when things
is cleaned up here. But,” and he sighed,
“there’s the little matter of money.”

somebody

“I have a hundred and sixty-five”
droned the auctioneer. “Do I hear
seventy-five? It's dirt cheap for this
horse. Do I hear sevemty-fie?"

Philip drew a deep breath. “Here!”
he said.

Danny jumped as if he'd been shot.
“Mr. Philip! You—you ain't? .. .

Philip's smile was a little tight at the
corners. “Lucky would have wanted it
that way. Danny. If you like that horse
we're going to get him for you!"

“But Mr. Philip—the money! —I
know how you're fikeetl”

“Nonsense, Danny. I'm fixed all
right. And it'll just be a loan. Wihen
you've got the horse straightened out
and can sell him, why, then you'll pay
me back.”

Old Dannv began to shake. “Tiat I
will. Mr. Philiyp!"

“Eighty-five!” someone said in a
bored voice.

“Do I hear ninety-five? Do I hear
ninetyfie?"

Philip laughed. Five hundred dollars
—a little less than that—was his en-
tire capital. This was madness—and yet
as he saw the almost fanatically eager
light in old Danny’s eyes—saw the hope
there—he knew the die was cast. He
raised his hand again. *Here!”

It went on, up and up by fives and
tens. Philip had an insane desire to
burst into laughter.

“Two hundred sixty-five!' he heard
himself say.

And finally the horse was his. Two
hundred and eighty-five dollars! Old
Danny went shoving his way through
the crowd as if he'd lost his mind. “I'll
take him!” he was shouting.

One of the auctioneer's men was ap-
proaching Philip. “Yeur name, sir ?"

“Jadwin. Philip Jadiwim.”

The man looked up sharply. “Gee,
Mr, Jadwin, do you think that horse—
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are you planning to enter him in the—
are you? . . .” Breathless!

Philip laughed. “Yauw've probably
read I'm not competing for the famous
bet. It's true. T was simply bidding for
a friemdl™”

INN\UTSIDE the hotel where Philip

Jadwin had taken a foom on
lewer Fifth Avwende, a low-hung
canary-yellow Packard roadster was
parked the next merning abeut neen.
Behind the wheel sat a giFl—a gidl I
a bright green eeat, bright green haf.
and a silver fex fur at her threat: A
wisp ef red hair peeped eut frem the
brir of the ralish hat: She had & litte
FHFH@Q:H% Rese and very merry hazel
gyes: Nabedy eauld have deseriBed her
8 2 beatsfy—yet RO one weuld have
failed #3 1a8k gt her fwies:

Shortly after twelve Philip Jadwin
came out of the hotel’s revolving door
and headed uptown. The girl leaned
forward.

“Hey!"” she said.

Philip, evidently engrossed in his own
thoughts, hadn't noticed her till she
spoke. He came over to the curb.
“Wihat are you doing here?’ he said,
frowning.

“Sleuthiimg!” said the girl. “Been on
your trail for two days, Philip. Now
T've got you. Get in.” She opened the
door of the Packard.

“Look. Connie,” he said. “I'we got

"Get in!" It was an imperious com-
mand.

Very slowly Philip's lips parted in a
smile—the first natural smile he had
contrived since Lucky’s death. His blue
eyes softened.

“You're such an ass, Connie,” he
said. But he got in the car.

"I like thatt!? she protested. “T wear
myself to a frazzle trying to find you

because 1 have the key to your destiny
in my pocket. And you call me names."

Philip leaned back in the seat anil
fumbled for his pipe. He suddenly real-
ized that he had been at the breaking
point for days. He felt relaxed now and
very content,

“Wiat does the key to my destiny
fit?” he asked.

“Yauw're going to be a writer,” she
said airily.

She started the motor and pulled the
car away from the curb.

“They laughed when I sat dojvn at
the typewriter,” Philip said. “Wihat's
the gag?”

“Yauill find out soon enough,” said
Connie Heath. “We're lunching at
Tony's with Tony.”

“You mean I'm to type his menus
for him?" Philip asked.

“Idiot. We're not lunching with Tony
who owns the joint. We're lunching
with Tony Brent, the book publisher.”

“Who loves you,” said Philip.

“Prrecisely,” she said calmly. “So
he'll do anything I say.”

“Fascinating.” Philip cupped his
hands around the match he held to the
bowl of his pipe. “And what has that
to do with my destimy?”’

“Teny is going to publish a biogra-
phy of Lucky Jadwin,” said the girl,
looking straight ahead. “Yaou're going
to write it. It'll probably make mil-
lions.”

TDHILIP looked at her sharply. She
was evidently quite sefious. “Look,
darling,” he said, “I've spent three days
turning down every newspaper syndi-
cate in the country. They all want the
story of Lueky’s life. Lucky wouldn't
like that kind of publicity.”
“But this will be a dignified biogra-
phy,” said the girl. “iLucky was a figure
—a part of a great age. Thousands of
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people will want to know about him.
It's a natural”

“I'm not a writer,” Philip pointed
out.

“But you know Lucky better than
anyone in the world. That's what
counts. Tony will give you an advance
to write the book, so we can get mar-
ried, and that will be thatt!” It was said
quite flippantly, but her eyes were fixed
with a peculiar intensity on the street
ahead of her.

Philip looked at her and the hard
light had come back into his eyes. “Lis-
ten, Connie, there's no use pretending.
It's simply out. I have about two hun-
dred dollars in the world and no pros-
pects. God knows when I will have any-
thing. 1 can't marry Jasper Heath's
daughter, no matter how much I love
her. The whole town would be scream-
ing ‘fortune hunter'—saying I couldn't
take it.”

“Has it ever occurred to you,” she
asked, a sudden edge to her voice, “that
my happiness might have something to
do with this? You won't marry me be-
cause of your pride, no matter how
much it may hurt me.”

“That’s it,” he said, rather grijnly.

“Then I'll just have to wait,” she
said, with a little sigh.

“You'd be a fool, Connie,” he said
sharply. “Ewerything’s muddled up in
my life. I've never learned any pro-
fession or any business. All 1 know is
horses."

“You could be a groom somewhere
and I'd be a lady's maid," she said. “It
would be fun, Phil.™

“Dan’t kid about it, Connie,” he said.

“You’d rather have me kid than dis-
grace you by bawling in the middle of
Fifth Awvenue, wouldn't you?" she
said, rather sharply. “Yaw’'re such a
pig-headed idiot, my dallimg.”

“You should marry a chap like

Brent. Somebody who's set—knows
where he's going.”

“I shall always cherish your advice,
Mr. Jadwin—my poor fool!"

The car turned into a side street and
pulled up in front of Tony’s. “I think
I'll skip this luncheon,” said Philip.

“You skip nothing, my lad. Tony's
paying for this party.”

“I suppose you arranged that before-
hand,” he said, almost bitterly.

“I did,” she said calmly, “wihen I
promised I'd get you to write your
book for him instead of someone else.
And if you don’t come into this restau-
rant at once, my angel, I shall throw a
fit right in the middle of the sidewalk!"

B ELUCTANTLY Bhilip went into

A\ the restaurant with her. Tony's
was, a popular hangout for many peo-
ple he knew. Philip wanted to avoid
people. They all asked him the same
guestion. “Anre you going to try and win
the bet your father made?” He was
weary with explaining that he wasi't,
and why-

Brent, the young publisher, was al-
ready there and took them directly to
a comer table before anyone else could
waylay Philip. Cocktails were ordered.
“I've already arranged about lundh,”
said Brent. “I hope you'll like it.”

“Stop being polite and get down to
business,” said Connie. “Tell my fat-
headed friend here what you have in
store for him.”

Brent smiled. “It’s simple enough,
Jadwin. We want a biography of your
father. You're the only person who can
do an authentic job.”

“But I'm not a writer,” Philip pro-
tested.

“I don't think that will matter too
much. A simple story of his life with
the anecdotes you remember about him.
1 den't see how it can miss. Connie
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tells me you're—ah, well, broke—to be
blunt! We're not a rich firm, Jadwin,
but we'll advance you a hundred a
month to live on—say for six months—
while you're writing it. We'd like to
have it ready for our fall list.”

“Listen,” said Philip ominously, “if
you're just giving me a break on Con-
nie’s accourtt—"

“Don’t be a damned fool," said Brent
sharply. “Any publisher in town will
tell you it's a natural. Frankly, I asked
Connie to approach you.”

Philip leaned back in his chair,
frowning. There was no reason why he
couldn’t do this. It wasn’'t the sensa-
tional sort of thing the papers wanted.
Lucky hadl been a colorful figure, and
there was no reason why he, Philip,
couldn't write a simple account of his
life. He leaned forward and was about
to speale when he heard a velee—a volce
that grated harshly en his nerves.

“So the bet's off!” said the voice,
short, clipped, sardonic. “Affter all,
when Jadwin came to me—begged me
to dissolve the bet and let him have
enough money to pay his father’s debts
—uwell, what could I do?”

Guy Tarrant! He was sitting direct-
ly behind Philip.

“Of course it was a sporting propo-
sition to us—purely and simply. The
old man would never have come crawl-
ing—but I guess the son is cut out of
a different bolt of clottin

Philip's chair clattered loudly as it
fell. He had stood up so quickly that it
went over backwards. He turned to
confroat Guy Tarrant who was talking
to a man—a man whom Philip had
never seen before. Philip’s face was
dead white.

“So I came crawling to you and
asked to be let out of the bett?” he said,
in a low, menacing voice.

For once the famous Tarrant con-

tempt was slightly ruffled. Tarrant
stood up. “I say, Jadwim!” Something
in Philip’s eyes must have frightened
him. He looked around like a cornered
animal.

“¥ came to you!” Philip's voice
swelled louder. “Why, you squirming
little heel!” Philip’s right fist shot out
and caught Tarrant flush on the mouth.
Tarrant went down in a heap, blood
trickling from his lips. Philip leaned
over and jerked him to his feet, His
voiee trembled with anger when he
spoke. “Now you ean walt for yeur
meney, Tarrant! And get eut of here
if yeu den’t want e te flatten you
again.”

Tarrant staggered off unsteadily to-
ward the coat room.

“Niice going,” said Connie Heath at
Philip’s elbow.

Philip turned, looked at her a little
dazedly. Then he sat down. “That’s
torn it!” he said. “Tiat wallop cost me
just seventy thousand dollars”

“It looked as though it might have
been worth it said Brent calmly.

CHAPTER V
BAD BILL

p NY SHANE had the big gray

' hotse cross-tied on the barn floor

at his sister's farm in Connecticut.

Danny was working on hiw—grooim-

ing him, as he worked he kept talking
in a low crooning voice.

“Stand still, ye black-hearted devil,”
said Danny, with love in his voice.
“Hom'll I clean the dirt out of your
filthy carcass less'n you stand still? I'm
asking you that, Billl"”

The horse's ears were cocked for-
ward, listeming. Danny had curried
him, Danny had brushed him, and now
he was going over him with a cloth.
“So your nasal passages is blocked off.
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eh? Well, ye’ll breathe if I have to ram
red-hot pokers into ye!” Danny's hands
were as gentle as if he had been caress-
ing a small child. The horse’s coat shone
lke silk. A sponge cleaned out the cor-
niers of his eyes. And new Danny had
an old eoffee ean filled with a mixture
of pine tar and sperm oil which he
painited en the gray's heofs with a small
brush:

Danny finished his job. Then he went
to a shelf and got himself a jar of
vaseline and went to the gray’s head.
The nasty raw gash on his nose looked
slightly better than it had two weeks
ago at the sale,

“Maybe we'll not take this bump
off'n you, William, but we'll grow hair
on it, or my name’s Aloysius Prender-
gast!”

The first days the horse had tossed
his head and attempted to pull away
when Danny worked on his injury. Now
he held it still—submmitted to the gentle
rubbing without protest. He even fum-
bled at one of the buttons on Danny’s
sweater with his lips.

“Stay away from that, ye son of
evil!” Danny grumbled. But he made
no quick gesture, and his fingers were
gentle as he pushed the big gelding's
nose away, ‘““Tihere ye are—shinin’ like
a mirror and ready to go places. And
soon we'll be knowin’ just how vou can

' go, nladl”

“Nice looking horse™ A strange
voice.

Danny turned to face a square chunk
of a man, dressed in a dark blue over-
coat and wearing a derby hat. Eyes too
close together, a hard mouth, Danny
thought.

“He is that," said Danny.

“My car seems to have boiled over."
said the stranger. “I was wondering if
I could borrow some water.”

Danny pointed to a full pail in the

corner. “Help yoursellf,” he invited.
But the man ignored the water.

“Wat’s his name?” he asked.

Danny's hand was stroking the
horse's neck. “Widll, his right name's
Gray Dawn, but I calls him Bill—Bad
Bil

The stranger’'s eyes widened. “Gray
Dawn! Wasn't that one of Lucky Jad-
win's string that went at auctian?”

Danny Shane was always talking
about feell. “Whwen I look at a horse I
can feel whether he's sound of not.” he
used to say. “If 1 feel there’s somethin’
wrong with him, then 1 set eut with
my brains to find eut what it is.” Danfiy
looked at the stranger, and suddenly
all his senses warned him that there
was semething wreng here. The
stranger didn't el right te Danny.

“Yes,"” he said slowly, “this was one
of Lucky Jadwin’s stwiing.”

“You buy him?” asked the stranger.

Caution and honesty were struggling
in Danny. “W&dll, yes and no,” he said.

The stranger offered Danny a cigar,
and when Danny refused he lit one
himself, Then he struck his hand
against his thigh. “By Ged, I've get
it!” he said, ‘“Tiis s the horse young
Jadwin bought himsejf. 1 read about It
in the papers. They said he ¢lalmed he
was just buying the heorse for his
father’s old groom. Say, are yeu Danny
Shane?”

“That’s right,” said Danny grimly.
The stranger felt very bad to him now.
He knew too much—remembered
things too easily. His eyes were alight
now with interest—yet Danny mis-
trusted him.

“Is it true Jadwin is really figuring
on entering this horse in the Grand
National next year? They say around
town his rich feiends lay off the bid-
ding on this horse so he could buy him
in cheap. Anything to #t?"
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Danny's lips tightened. “The only
one as knows anythin' about Mr. Jad-
win's plans is Mr. Jadwin,” he said
pointedly.

“Oh, no offense meant,” said the
man. “But 1 was wondering if Jadwin
meant to run him, or if he might be
for sale. I've been interested in buying
a jumper for my wife. 1 thought
maybe—"

“Billl ain’t for sale,” said Danny
sharply. “And now, if you'll excuse me,
I'll be puttin’ him back in his stalll.”

“Wedll, maybe I'll see you agaim,”
said the stranger. And he walked off.

Danny's fingers rubbed the gray
horse’s cheek. “It’s funny, Bill, but he
forgot the water he was so anxious
for.” he said.

DON'T like it,” said Danny,
shaking his grizzled head, “I don't
like it.” He was sitting by the stove in
his sister's kltchen, smoking a stubby

elay pipe.
“And what is it ye don't like,
Daniell?” asked Mrs. Westiom; his

widowed sister. She was ironing ene of
his shirts.

“His car boiled over, he said,” Danny
muttered. “Amd then he's that glib
with questions. ‘Isn’t this Mr. Jadwin's
horse,” he asks. ‘Ain‘t you Danny
Shane? he asks. And then he forgets
his water.”

“Maybe he's like you,” said Mrs.
Weston dryly. “Mayhe he gets moon-
struck at the sight of a fancy piece of
horseflesin.”

“Not him,” said Danny. “Tere was
nothin’ moonstruck about him. He
knew what he was tryin' to do—which
was to pump information out of me.
But that ain’t the wokst of it!”

“It don't none of it sound very terri-
ble yet, Daniel,” said Mrs. Weston
placidly.
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“I ride Bill down the lane this after-
noon and head him over a fence or two!
Lord, he's a grand horse, Lucy. A little
schoolin’—a little competiti toa—and—"

“So what happened down the lame?"
said Mrs. Weston, knowing that when
Danny got off on a rhapsody about the
gray horse he’d never get back to the
point.

“Wiedll, T head Bill over a fence or
two—and just as I'm startin’ back who
do I see sittin’ on the hillside but this
stranger. He's been watchin’ the work-
out!”

“I see nothin' so dreadful in that,
Daniel. He talked of buyin’ the horse
for his wife, didn't he?”

“Yes, he talked of it!” said Danny,
shaking his head.

THOHILIP JADWIN read the post
card and chuckled.

Dear Mister PaILIP:

Hoping this fines you well as it leeves me.
I was womndering if you couldn’t come up to the
farm for a day. There is some things I'd like
to talk to you about importantly. Amd mostly I
would like you to see the gray horse.

Very sincerely your old friend,

DAL SHANE.

As he slipped the post card in his
pocket the dooribell rang. Philip had
found himself a little one room apart-
ment in Greenwich Village, four flights
up. This was the street doorbell. He
pressed the buzzer that weuld unleek
it. A few mlautes later there was a
knoek at the apartment deer.

“Don’t tell me this isn't maidenly of
me,” said Connie Heath, when Philip
discovered her standing in the hallway.
“You won't put in a telephone! And
you won't call me from outside.”

“I can't afford a phone,” he said,
“and I haven't called you because I've
been trying to earn the money your
friend Brent is giving me to live on.”

%
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“How goes the great work?” Con-
nie asked,

“Waemderful!” said Philip dryly. “I
write; Lucky Jadmvin, a biography by
Philip Jadam. No good. 1 try again.
Lucky Jadbenvn), Miis Life casad Thvnes, tay
Philip Jedwnin. No good. Then I try
The Life of Lucky Jadwvim, by Philip
Jdadbeuin. Tiven] | writtermmatsaagresatrmaayy
rimes and go soak my head in the wash
hasim ™

“It sounds perfect,” said Connie.
“Since you've been working so hard
you clearly need an outing. I've brought
the car. We're going places.”

“No can do. I have to work.”

“Yaur're going places with me,” said
Connie severely, “or I'll tell your pub-
lisher you haven’t written a line”

“That's blackmsilY” said Philip.

“Sue me!” said Connie.

Philip sighed. “Okay, Boss. But if
you really want to take me places in the
car)) lnow sibout dirivimg me wp to Dammy
Shane’s farm in Connecticut? The old
boy has something on his mind. I'd
like to find out exactly what.”

l(Done!”

T was a clear day, warm for that
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bright look to them as he turhed te
Danny.

“He's fine, Danny—all but that nose
of his.”

“It don’t improve his looks nene,”
said Danny, “but it def’t harm him a
mite. You must ride him, M¥. Philip.
You never sat a horse like him ever a
jump, He’s a reelln’ ehair oen legs. And
he'll go forever witheut drawin’ a deep
breath.”

“If you can clear up that bump,
Danny, he should bring a fat price,”
said Philip.

Danny frowned. “It's about sellin’
him, in a manner of speakin’, I wanted
to see you,” he sald. And then he
launched inte the story ot the interested
stranger, and his seeutlng expeditien.
"But that's net the end of it. The fext
day he eemes, offers me four hundred
for the herse. §a§y§ he knews we paid
twe eighty-five for him, that it eest
semethin’ te truel him up here and
keep and that we have & right 6 a
pretit. 1 teek the liberty of turhin’ him
dewn, Mr. Bhilip”

“He’s gour horse, Danny. It was no
liberty.”

“He’s your horse till T buy him,”
said Danny grimly. “Wall, this fellow
keeps boostin’ the price till he gets it
up to seven fifty. Then he goes away—
but he’s out in the field watchin' me
when I fede him that afternoon, I tell
you, 1 den’t like it, M¥. Philip.”

“He’s just interested in the horse
said Philip. “I don’t blame him.”

“Tihere's more to it than that. Mr.
Philip. I fead itt?”

Philip laughed. Danny had been feel-
ing things ever since he could remem-
ber.

“But I want you to ride him,” Danny
said eagerly. “I want you to see what
a horse he is.”

Philip looked a little wistfully at the




GRAND NATIONAL 29

big gray. He had ridden all his life.
He'd like to try him,

“I'we laid out a little course down
the lane and around the meadiow,"” said
Danny. “Six jumps. It's just about a
mile and you can take him owver it hard
and he won't turn a hair.”

Philip reached out his hand to the
horse. “VWWant to go places, Billl?”

Bill reached out and nibbled gently at
Philip's fingers.

“Put a saddle on him, Danny,” said
Philip. He turned to Connie. “Mind?
I won’t be a minute™

“I'm crazy to see him go, Philip,”
she said.

A FEW moments later Danny led
the gray out and Phillp swung
up into the saddle,

“He’s got a mouth like a A
crooned Danny. “You can ride him
right up in your fingers—but I don’t
have to tell you that! And you don’t
have to rush him at the jumps. He
takes his own time, and he won't let
you down. Just keep him at the middle
of the fenoss!™

Philip rode off slowly down the lane.
The instant he was in the saddle he
,knew that the gray was all horse under
him. He was quiet, easy, but gave the
sense of being tremendously powerful.
Philip eased him into a slow trot. From
the top of a rise he could see Danny’s
jueaping layout. A couple of rail fences,
three stone walls, and a ditch with some
evergeeens growing in front of it.

And then, as they moved slowly to-
ward the first jump Philip saw a man,
squatting on the hillside that bordered
the little course. A man in derby hat
who had a pair of field glasses focussed
on the horse and rider. Philip’s jaw
muscles tightened. Suddenly this man
fddkt wrong to him. Just as wrong as
he’d felt to Danny Shane.

“Bifi,” he said softly, “maybe we'll
have some fun. Let’s go, boy.”

As he picked up the reins the big
gray broke into a long ground-eating
canter. It wasn’t a gallop, but he was
moving very fast. Philip felt his heart
start to beat a little more rapidly. If
this fellow really opened up! . . .

They were coming to the first jump,
with Philip well forward in the saddle,
his hands down. He was going to let
the horse do his own jumping, and for
an instant he thought he had made a
mistake, for Bill took off way back
from the jump.

But only for an instant was Philip in
doubt.

The gray sailed—literally sailed
through space. Philip had never felt
anything like it under him. Amnd when
Bill landed there was no jar. He seemed
to be already under way when his feet
touched the ground. He didn't accer-
ate his pace, didn't start racing—just
bore down on the next jump. Philip
felt a sudden wave of unadulterated
joy sweep over him. This was tops! He
had ridden hundreds of jurpers, but
this gray! . .. Over the second jump—
a rail fence—Bill surged in a sort of
power dive. Philip reached out and
stroked his neck, pulling him down
gently.

“Now we'll see if you can really
jump, old fella, or if you've just learned
this course by heartt!” he said.

Separating the hillside where the
stranger squatted from Danny's little
course was a stiff, five-foot fence. As
Philip swerved the gray off the course
the big horse didn't fight, as horses will
who are used to a routine. He headed
straight for the five-foot barrier with-
out faltering. It seemed as if he con-
veyed to Philip his own pleasure at the
novelty- of this new jump. Onece again
he took off frem far back and seemed
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to soar straight up like a rocket—only
to drop gently on the other side. A per-
fect jump.

But Philip was concentrating on the.
stranger now—for the man acted
strangely. He had turned and was run-
ning toward the highway at the other
end of the field. Surely an innocent
watcher wouldn't turn tail and run.

“Let’s get him, Bill I

A frown etched itself deeply across
Philip's brow, and his eyes were glint-
ing pinpoints of anger. He dug his
heels lightly into the big gray's flanks
and gave a little flick to the reins.

Gently Philip touched the gray with
his heels. They had been moving fast.
Suddenly they were flying. The stranger
looked grotesque—as if he were run-
ning in place. It was a matter of sec-
onds before Philip pulled up beside him
and swung out of the saddle.

“Stand!”" he said sharply to the
horse. Fie didn't really expect anything
hut to see the gray horse head for the
barn. But he stood like a statue. Philip's
fingers had caught the stranger by the
hack of the collar and now he spun him
around.

“Wedll, I'll be dammedi!” said Philip
slowly.

TO BE CONMI®
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The stranger was the man who had
been lunching with Tarrant that day
at Tony’s.

“Alll right, my fine friend,” said
Philip grimly. “Wet’s the game? Why
did Tarrant send you here?”

“I don't know what you're talking
about,” said the man. He was breath-
ing hard.

Philip sighed. “Ranthaps you'll recall
that 1 don't play when I sock some-
body. I'll give you just five seconds to
start talkimg—or I start pumchimg.”

The man shrugged. “©kay, okay,
pall!” he said. “I was sent here to find
out if you owned this horse, and if
you did, to find out if he was any good.
If possible I was to buy him.”

“Why?" snapped Philip.

The man laughed, a short, mirthless
laugh. “It would be an awful headache
for the Tarrants if you were to enter
a horse with a real chance in one of
the next two Grand Nationals,” he said.

At that instant Philip felt the big
gray horse’'s nose pressed against his
arm. Instinctively he reached out and
stroked the long, arched neck. His eyes
had a curious, excited glint in them.

“So it would!” he said softly. “Se it
would!”

JED NEXT WEEK
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Burnout
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the third time in as many .

1 minutes Matt Paddigan went
down under Steve Armory'’s
fists. Again, it was not a blow that
crashed him, but his own cunning. Pad-
digan was yet unhurt by the half hour
of slugging, but his bad leg was caving
under him. The old shrapnel scars were
as molten wires twisting through the
flestn and bone of his right thigh. Tor-
ture and strain took him down,

As before, young Steve Armory
stood back, waiting for Paddigan to
come up again or quit.

“The damn' fool,” thought Paddi-
gan. “Now I'll take him.” fire.

Deliberately wobbling and lurching
on hands and knees, as though near
a kmockout, Matt Paddigan teck a
quick sizeup of the circle of men about
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young Armory and himself. Some forty
loggers in winter rigging packed the
ring, dark shapes in the rain-smeared
rays from the single dock light. Eyes
gleamed unwinkingly from blurred
faces. Not a sound, not a movement
came from the circle now, in this prime
moment of suspense. The roar of wind
from bay water and shore timber
seemed thunderously loud. Through it
Steve Armory’'s spasmodic breathing
slashed. He had fought crazily since
that first kmockdown,

Paddigan considered it all with steel-
cold mind, without a spark of fighting
fire. He knew what gripped the watch-
ing loggers. Not the brute excitement
of battle between twe tough men, net
even the drama of a fight abeut a were
an, but this: Matt Baddigan was at last
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taking a beatiimg; Matt Paddigan had
come to a burnout; this was a story to
be told along the timber coast for years
to come, and they were the witnesses of
it.

“Too bad to spoil it,” Matt Paddi-
gan thought on. “Amd—mmybe I
wom'tt!"

He had his second wind. There was
plenty of power in his body, from the
bad leg up. And that was rested. If
he could finish Armory, put him down
once, inside the next five minutes. . . .

So thinking, Paddigan shoved up
into a swaying crouch and seemed to
stagger helplessly from young Ar-
mory's flaming charge. He met it as a
machine in which each minute nerve
was tried and adjusted to the work of
taking and giving punishment. Old
stuff to Matt Paddigan. too old. As
Steve Armory gambled everything now
in an afttack that was an explosion of
physical fury, Paddigan was dead sure
of winning.

The tense and silent watchers saw
Paddigan reel and rock from the swing-
swing-swing of young Steve's arms
and bleeding fists. Paddigan's rested
legs took him surely backward from
the blasting drive. Crouched, head set
between hunched shoulders, belly drawn
in, elbows sideswiping four out of every
five of Armory’s swings—so he rode
the blows until he felt their steam go
down. He staggered into the center of
the circle, as though out on his feet.

Steve Armory lurched after him,
hauled up, measured him for a finish-
ing smash. For a split-second Armory
stood wide-open, breathing like a loco-
motive exhaust, while he cocked a fist
for a haymaker.

In that instant Paddigan came alive,
sledging a low-slung uppercut at
Armory’s middle. The big lad's body
buckled over the blow.
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A woman’s cry siruck from the outer
shadows. Armory, going to his knees,
came back up like a released spring.
The fight surged on. But now it was
Matt Paddigan who took the lead.

Yet without fire. The fighting ma-
chine had a job lined out, and settled
down to doing it. Paddigan walked
slowly, steadily, after Armory, punch-
ing from his shoulders, saving his legs.
The loggers saw the end. “Maitt's set
to chop the kid down,” Lafe Burns
growled, and agreement sounded around
the packed circle of men. Paddigan
worked deliberately on. Old sfuff, just
another fight to him, as Kit Burns was
just another woman.

The rain-drenched light fell full on
young Steve’s face. Smeared, swollen,
contorted in a mask of exhaustion and
strain, it was yet illumined by the soul
of youth at test under fire. Steve Ar-
mory had only begun to live. Nothing
like this battle with Matt Paddigan had
happened to him before. It was glory
and destiny for him.

Paddigan saw that, and envied him.
A mood came upon him as a winter
night wind blows open a door and
freezes into a room. A sense of the
times past, of life lost in the living of
it. Matt Paddigan was through. A
withering shell of flesh, a sinking flame
within. He was at the gray years. The
burnout. . . .

The fighting instinct that Steve
Armory had failed to arouse came alive
in Paddigan now. That was the way of
it these times. In the woods he caught
no spark of exultation from beating a
tough job. He was emptied of the pride
of being a king-jack among the bullies
of the tidewater towns. And so he was
with women, a shell of a man.

It was worse than hell, life coming
to nothing at all. In his struggle to hold
up from that Matt Paddigan resorted to
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his memories, strove to revive the white
heats of his experience. So now. That
desperation of soul evoked flashimg im-
ages from the smolder of old fires, to
sustain and inspire him. . ..

T TE had grown up in a lumber and

1 fishing port on the lower Colum-
bia River. The sawmllls, the log rafts,
the river sternwheelers, salmon boats
and deep-water ships, the timbered
mountalns that lifted from the valley,
the logging eamps and railfoads—these
filledl the bey’s dreams. He eafne of age
with flesh and spirit allke unsolled.
It was eneugh for him te be a legger,
with a man’s part in the life ot the
weods.

A good life to young Matt Paddi-
gan. Good to awaken like the spring
sun from a soft cloud of sleep. Good
to breathe the clean dawn wind and
the hunger-stirring odors of the cedars
and firs. Good to sit at table with the
appetite of a bear, good to laugh and
talk with other men on the trail to the
day’s work. All was glorious to the big
young axman. Always the sunrise
mountain rims, tree-fringed, feasted his
eyes, He ‘responded lustlly te the stells
of rain-sweetened earth as he tred it
to the seunds and mevements of timber
beasts and birds, and, mest ef all. te
his werk in the weeds. The heurs that
-unileesed his strength, that let his bedy
play in pewertul harmeny with the ring-
Ing strekes ot an ax blade in big tirber,
seerned the best et all t8 ysung Matt
Paddigan.

A man at his work, yet a boy in his
reactions to the common world, most of
all with woman. He shied from the
restless fever the nearness of a giel
would stir in him, from the desires that
struck through. The high fiush of
youth, the bid of manhood—ihat was
the golden season of memory.

It ended violently, in his first man-
sized battle, the climax of his timber-
fight with Bad Ax Larsen.

Larsen was in his prime, the king-
jack of the lower river loggers. A
timber-faller, he gyppoed in the woods,
taking his pay according to the log scale
of his daily cut instead of in wages.
It was big money, while it lasted, for
any faller who teamed tip with Bad Ax.
Commonly he workked a partner off the
springboards in a month or less.

Then chance brought Larsen and
young Matt Paddigan together. Day
after day the king-jack stepped up his
pace with the double-bitted and cross-
cut saw, and still the big lad held up
and on. Wiith Matt it was a game.
Wihen he saw enmity growing in Bad
Ax Larsen, he was only puzzled by it
The fan seered pessessed by a devll.

He stepped their work into a murder-
ous pace. Despite Matt's own feeling
about it, he was caught in a timber-
fight. So the loggers of the camp began
to talk it up, and so Bad Ax Larsen
lined it out. Matt had to make it a
fight on the springboards, or quit, He
made it a fight. Now he not onh
matched Larsen, swing for swing, a<
they axed out undercuts, and pull for
pull en the eresseut, but toek the lead
and set the pace. A new temper wa-
alive in yeung Paddigan, a smeky red
flame aeress the golden days.

The Fourth of July shutdown saved
Bad Ax Larsen from being worked out
of the woods. By then the meat was so
sweated from him that his logging
clothes hung in folds from his big-
boned frame, his face was drained ift =
a mask like worn and weathered leather
his eyes were stnken, red-rimmed
fevered.

Wiith the shutdown, the loggers
stormed for the river town. There Bad
Ax cornered Matt Padigan for a fist-
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and-boot fight to a finish, in the cellar
of the Red Bell Saloon. Men who had
witnessed the two-hour fray still talked
about it, twenty-five years later.

“The last fight of Bad Ax Larsem”
said the old-timers. “He died of it. And
of it a hellion was born in Matt Paddi-
gan. ...."

Memory flashes. No more. For sec-
onds Paddigan held the illusion in the
rainy light and the grim circle of men
on the Palouse Bay dock. For a mo-
ment he knew a rush of white heat.
Again he was the young tree of a man,
tireless, tnbeatable, who hammered Bad
Ax Larsen down for the last time, on
the blood-smeared sawdust of the Red
Bell's floor. Bruised and slashed, a
two-hour strain of violenece on him, yet
blazing with trlumph, a king-jack in
his weFld, . . .

TEVE ARMORY was down. Pad-
digan saw him new in cold reality,
as a sudden wrenehlng paln knifed up
from the bad leg. It buckled and he
lurehed to the left and held up, sway-
ing. The fighting burst was blewn eut,
with pain sense smothering the impulse
to finish Armery with the beots. 1t was
a kneekeut. What else mattered? A
dene jeb.

But it was not a knockout. A slim
figure strained over the big arm of
Lafe Burns, a face smaller and whiter
than any other in the circle, peered
down at the twisting huddle on the
soggy dock planks.

Paddigan watched Kit Burns, heard
her cry Steve Armory’s name. He was
no way surprised to see the kid respond,
stiffen up to his knees, jerk to his feet
as though in a dream. He was out,
blind, witless, but one deep fighting
flame in him burned on. Life, young
life, that must win or die. Matt Paddi-
gan, not venturing to move, to shift

from the one good leg that was not so
good and the other that was but a prop,
remanteeedd. ...

T 1FE at its worst, and he had taken
& it and liked it—and beaten itt!
Not with force that second time, but
with cunning. Not with his fists as man
against man, but with his wits, as a
trapped wolf against his keepers. For
the law had tallied the finish of Bad
Ax Larsen as manslaughter. Matt Pad-
digan was sent up for seven years.

In that stone-walled world of crime
and punishment, he-lived for his liberty,
made it the secret purpose of his every
action and word. So from the first he
put down remorse, regret, self-pity, any
mood of wreckage and disaster. A
hellion lived in Matt Paddigan now, but
it could be eunning as well as violent,
could plot a course of action far ahead
and follow It In striet caution as well
as blast eut 1A a murderous fury.

There were five lifers in his cell
block and at his bench in the prison
shoe shop. Train-robbers, killers, out-
laws born. Seemingly tractable, Paddi-
gan was sure that they were neverthe-
less waiting and playing for a break.
And he, in turn, began to play the five
for his own freedom.

He avoided both their confidences
and their suspicions. His part was that
of an overgrown greenhorn kid who
was in the Big House through simple
bad luck. A big ox, dumb, good-
natured, who took whatever was handed
him without thinking about it. What
Matt picked up and pieced together
from the five, he kept to himself. There
was never a thought in him of turning
stool-pigeon or being made a trusty. He
was making a big gamble for a full par-
don. Freedom or nothing. Win or die.
He was yet so young.

He had done a year of his sentence

2 A—1
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when the five lifers tried a crushout.
Somebody on the outside smuggled in
a six-shooter and ammunition, n a
small keg of hobnails. For months Pad-
digan had been as keenly on watch for
that as the lifers themselves, had figured
with them the how, when and where of
making a break, ence they had a gun.
Through his dumb mask he had studied
thelr looks, the movements of their
lips, untll he was nigh ene ef them.

The break was at twilight, just be-
fore quitting time in the shoe shop. As
the five rushed for the doors, the leader
jerking up the revolver from the nail
keg, Paddigan went with them. He
drove in behind the killer with the gun,
knowing that the plan was to.shoot
down the two main-door guards, take
their arms, afid blast on over the rear
wall. At the first shot, outside confed-
erates would come into action, What
their part was to be Paddigan had not
learned. Nor was he interested. His
gamble was agalnst any first shet.

His left fist chopped the leader be-
hind the ear as the gun came up, and
his right hand hooked for the gun as
the man went down. The other four
piled down on the two of them. Matt
Paddigan tore the massed bodies apart,
kicking them off with legs like flailing
fir boughs, clubbing them with the re-
volver—and then he was up, gunning
the gang into quiet as the guards
charged in.

In two weeks Matt Paddigan was the
free man he had fiercely dreamed and
cunningly schemed to be. But the way
of return to the good life of the golden
season was barred. Matt Paddigan was
now a timber-coast name that imaged
a killer and a jailbird in the eyes of
others. Wherever he worked, soon or
late his reputation would catch up with
him. Then the loggers stood him apart.
Somebody to shoot at or run from. A
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troublemaker to the bosses. A desperate
character to the law in the tidewaten
towns.

And there was a changed character in
Paddigan himself. It was no good to tell
himself that it was not his crime but
his bad luck to kill a man in a fair fight,
no good to know that he had kept clear
of the degradations of the condemned.
If he had not let himselt live life at
its worst, he had yet faced its realities
for a year. He had seen men hanged.
He had lived with dead souls in animate
bodies, the old lifers, Unspeakable bru-
talities and perverslons were known to
him,

Yet his lusty youth but saw his
triumph as the greater for all that,

“I beat it all,” Matt Paddigan
boasted. “I won out with a full pardon,
and I came out clean, by God! Nothing
can take me down after that, no evil
can harm me now! Man, I can whip
the world! . . .”

TOADDIGAN remembered that boast

now, as he held his legs up under
him in iron strain, and watched Steve
Armory lurch up and at him. It rang
in his memory like the eche of a far-
away bell, and was sllent. An eehs, a
moekery. Here was the ene real thing
to think abeut. He fust held up, let
young Steve come to him, strike te eut
him dewn, strike enee. One shet left.
It it falled, he'd fall frem his ewn
weight.

Armory’s blindness did him a lucky
turn. In his instinctive charge he
lurched away from Paddigan and
bumped into the men who held the ring
there. They shoved him up and toward
the waiting old-timer. Paddigan
cautiously shifted to the left, If he
could pivot on that good leg at the ex-
actly right instant, swinging his outside
fist at Armory—
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But his timing was slow. Paddigan
glimpsed his own right fist grazing
Armory’s bobbing head at the end of its
swing, felt its force tugging him on,
off balance. Autoratically he brought
the bad leg on in the pivot to prop him
from a crash. As his weight drove on it
a shock of pain tore up through him,
struck in his head like an explosive
blow. In that blast Paddigan did not
feel the collison with Armory, had no
sense of the other holding him up, or
of the fists beating his body.

At the moment both fighters were
nigh out on their feet. Once more
that silent tension gripped the circle
of men. Time slowed in a climax of
action. For seconds that the watchers
would vividly remember where months
of their lives were forgotten, they saw
Matt Paddigan sagging on Steve Ar-
mory's hunched shotlders, while with
blind instinct the big lad beat in at the
old-timer’s body.

“Tihe damn’ fool, he’s holdin’ Matt
up,” Lafe Burns muttered. “Givin'
Matt the use of his own legs. Them
punches don't hurt.™

Kit Burns screamed, “Steve! Get
away from him! Shake him off yow!"

Both men heard. Paddigan felt con-
sciousness come back in him, flowing
like a black tide of snow water. Steve
Armory was stiffening under his
weight, straightening up, straining
away. It was a play into the other's
hands. Paddigan lurched with him,
thrust his hands around Armory,
locked them at his back. In his arms
there was yet a giant’s strength. So he
held on, as he had always held, more
times than he could remember in the
very teeth of death.

Holding on to win through, always
until now. Again Matt Paddigan
strove for the spirit, the fire, of his past
to sustain him. , . .

E night he had held himself on
a runaway string of thirty loaded
log cars, driving over the swaying
pyramids of big timber, from brake
to brake, with one chance in a8 hundred
of stopping the string before it can-
noned into the trestle curve oM the
ninety-foot gash of Sleeper Canyon.
That was helding en and up, with death
in your face in every eliek of time and
inch of metien! That was living te re-
member |

And it was no foolhardy impulse
that brought Matt Paddigan to such a
test. Mostly it was the wolt-like instinct
that prison had fostered in him,

One night in a mountain loggiing:
camp Paddigan kept watch on a log-
loader, a little black knot of a man who
called himself Joe Jones. The loader
had quit his job, after an argument
and a one-sided fight with the push.
Paddigan saw an insane purpose in the
eyes that burned from a battered face,
read murderous threats in moving lips
as Joe Jones muttered to himself. The
little man was of a kind common
enough in the woods, an avowed frebel,
But Paddigan had sensed a fanaticism
that was neighbor to mania from his
first acquaintance with this self-called
Jones, and had tallied jail signs from
him. Paddigan’s interest had been
curious until now. But tonight he saw
a devil in the beaten little logger.

Paddigan kept awake, after lights-
out. An hour later Joe Jones catfooted
out into the camp yard. Paddigan
trailed him. It was a moonless and
cloudy night, and he lost the man. He
groped quietly through the thick shad-
ows for the bosses’ quarters, but
caught no sign or sound of disturbance
about the building. All was likewise
quiet at the commissary. Paddigan was
turning back, with the notion of rout-
ing out the camp push, when he heard
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i dull iron bang from up the railroad
tracks. There the log cars were set for
the morning haul-out. Paddigan in-
stantly guessed Jones' revenge.

He yelled a warning, then ran
through the darkness for the tracks.
Twice he pitched to his hands and
knees, and at each fall that eminous
iron banging from the darkness lifted
him on. Then, the grind of steel wheels
on steel rails. Enough brakes had been
knocked off to start the string relling
down the steep feuftaln grade.

The grade pitched sharply below
camp, toward a trestle over a small
draw. Paddigan, swinging tip on the
first moving car, was stire that he could
brake it and the second one before
many of the thirty were drlving dewn
the piteh. But as he swayed up en the
tep leg of the ear, the eamp yard lights
flared en, and gunfire erackled.

Paddigan was made a lighted target
for a madman at the upper end of the
moving cars. And the devil could shoot.
One of three sligs ripped through Pad-
digan’s mackinaw ecollar. He dropped
to eover alengside the legR, but he did
net ge en te the ground. He was if a
fight of a kind new te him, and he enly
burned te beat it.

There were two more shots, widely
spaced, as Paddigan was drifted from
the sweep of the yard lights. Then,
shoving up, he saw Joe Jones drop
from the bulk of a car into the yard,
piteh from his feet and roll over and
over, while men ran from the bunk-
heuses. The shoulder of a roek eut out
the seene. The logs underfoot swayed
and sheok as the rmementum 6f the
Funaway string sharply ifiereased dewn
the piteh. Matt Paddigan went for the
first brake-wheel.

One man against all hell loose and
the law of gravity. A race through
black darkness, with a plunge down the

sheer rock walls of a ninetty-foot canyon
at the end. The fact that it lasted but
a quarter of an hour was something
that Paddigan could never afterward
realize. A white-heat of living. The
smallest detall ot action and feaction
ot time seared in his mind like a log-
brand. He dreve reeklessly ever eaeh
binder leg at the peal of every earlead,
yet he seemed te erawl. Whenehing a
brake-wheel if its ratehet until the biRg-
ing shees beneath sereamed and Show:-
gred sparks was 2 matter of sesends,
gt ?aaql R felt egeh s 2 legden drag.

g EBHIQH t s6e 3 ehanes,; But he kept 8h:

On, while the set brake-shoes burned
free behind him, or broke from the
strain. On, while the speeding cars
rocketed into faster and faster speed.
By the force of the wind and the beat of
the wheels ever rail joints Paddigan
tallled the runaway at sixty miles an
heur when it reaehed the last half-mile
to Sleeper Canyen.

Ahead the tracks leveled, then took
a gentle lift over a saddleback in the
high ridge above Sleeper. Afiter that, a
plunging coast into a sharp curve and
the big trestle.

As the careening cars hit the level
stretch their speed began to slacken.
Paddigan took little hope from that.
The white heat in him sank as the fury
of the runaway ebbed. A foel, he
thought, to have risked his neck se far.
The ene thing new was te save it. The
slowdown en the lift to the §addleba@k
falght be eneugh for a safe jum g
slepe of the eut was mainly se dlﬁ
1t he missed the beulders—

But even as he cooled to a point of
reason Matt Paddigan was driving on
over another pyramid of logs, swinging
down, seiting a brake-wheel, scrambling
up and charging along another ear, He
eould net quit, even on the last ragged
edge of hope.
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Luck was waiting for him there.
Swinging to another brake-wheel, he
stumbled over a glant splinter that
jutted from a butt log. As it gave under
him Paddigan saw his final fighting
chance. Threwing his arms abeut the
jagaed ehunk ef timber, he wrestled as
thetigh he was en the heras ef the devil.
WrenehR By wreneh, strain by strain, he
werked the huge splinter free of the
Butt 1eg. ANl the while his ears were
alive £g the beat ot the wheels belgw him
=SIBWRF . . : slower—HihRn iR sMinausly
incregsing rhythm that feld him the
leading ears Were over the hump. New
he was Being barne past the slepe 8t He
eHE: Racks shead—and the gorge—=hut
Whe 9ave 2 damn! \Wiikte-hat agant
A mafl 18 beat hell: Matt Paddigan!

And he beat it. The big splinter broke
free. He turned it into the gap between
the car bunks, and let it go. He heard
a monstrous grinding from that bottom
blackness, then a giant jolt hurled him
agalast the butt log, a jerk as heavy
flung him away. He struck against tfre
brake-wheel, and instinetively threw
arms and legs abeut the shaft. And
there he rode, praylng fer binding
ehains te held en the leg leads, while
he teek an earthguake shaldng frem
the bueking sf the derailed eaf:

The luck that Matt* Paddigan had
fought to find stayed with him. The
cars had not picked enough speed to
buckle on the one he had derailed, and
the haul from the running cars ahead
kept it rolling on the ties. So the string
was halted, with Matt Paddigan aboard

It was the high heat of his memory
that time. Never again was he to
hlaze with such exultation of power
and triumph as in the moments
when he stood atop the stalled cars of
logs, with the realization that he had
fought them to a standstill. They had
been alive to him. like some fabulous

monster on a rampage. That was his
feeling, as he looked over the silent
black bulk that loomed either way from
his feet in the darkness. And he, Matt
Paddigan, had beaten it, by Ged!

He was made a woods boss for that.
Five years from thirty, and the push,
the works, over two hundred men. . ..

much Matt Paddigan remem-
bered, while he held &n iron grip
on Steve Armory. 1mages of times past,
a flare-out ot youth, fading sparks, and
again reality. Wonse, he new felt a
deadening reaetien, a sense 8f his eeme-
dovwn these last years. Dewn te FURRIA
a haywire legging shew en 2 baskwesds
reaeh of tidewater. Dewn e a deghght
with 3 fuzz-faced yeung hunk ef a
greaseball, 8 tractor-puncher. A Brawl
gheut 3 weman. Matt Paddigan had
eeme 18 that.

And to a beating, as the setup looked.
Anyhow he was in a bad way. That leg
was wrecked for weeks to come. One
more blast of pain from it like that
other, and he’d buckle. A mood of de-
feat clouded through Paddigan. Why
not go down and eall it enough? What
the hell! He was a threugh fian, a dene
fighter, new oF seen.

His grip slackened. Armory broke
loose, staggered away, fell, then labored
back to his feet. He stood wobbling, his
bruised, dazed eyes peering through the
rain and bleared glow, in an effort to
focus on Paddigan.

The old-timer held up for seconds,
stiff and straight as a tree, on his good
leg. But it was like a tree cut and
wedged for a fall. Great shudders shook
his giant feame, he toppled to and fro
on the one leg, the other sagging like a
broken bough. Then he crashed. And
then Steve Armory lunged for him.

Armory was now past holding to his
fighting code. In the old style of the



BURNOUT 37

woods he came on for the kill, to put the
boots to Paddigan. Twice he kicked in.
Protests roared from the circle. Three
of the older loggers broke out, going
for Armory. Lafe Burns swung for
them, dreve them back.

“Paddigan ain’t out,” Burns growled.
“iHeeTl say when he's quit. This fight
ain't over yet.”

For the third time young Armory
swung in with a spiked boot. Paddigan,
goaded by the two smashes at his ribs,
rolled desperately from this one. The
spikes of Armory’s boot raked his
shirt, caught, and as he stumbled an
iren arm hoeked his ankle. And new
the big lad was dewn. The two flighters
tangled and frelled in the muek of the
deek planking:

Paddigan ironed it out. With Armory
pounding and tearing wildly at him, he
held his grip on the booted ankle, inched
stronger leverage on it, and buckled the
straining leg back from the knee as
though he were closing a toggle. Armory
stralned backward, clawed futilely at
the clamping arm and hands, then
lurehed forward again, Hands propping
him from the dock, his head jerked up
and doewn, his face muscles writhing
frem the punishment he was taking.

Again Kit Burns cried out, and
struggled against her father's arm. And
again young Steve took fire from the
girl's cry. He heaved and lunged, and
drove his hands from under him. The
left caught the breeches on Paddigan’s
bad leg. No resistance there, he inched
it to his right, caught a solid hold, and
bore down.

“Stop it!" shrilled a horrified voice
from the circle. “We gotta stop it—
they're tearin' each other apantt!”

“Let 'em,” rumbled Lafe Burns, “if
they want to. Their tongues ain’t hurt
any. They can say when they want to
quit. And you, Kit, you shet up, or I'll

bat you one. Your doin's, and you got
to like it. Back up that ring, you men
yonder. Hear me?”

Lafe Burns was the bull-buck, the
second boss of the outfit. The loggers
heeded him. The girl was still.

This was the finish. The watching
men were once more motionless, but
every eye was fevered with an image of
the end. The younger loggers burned
for Steve Aemory, and for Kit Burns.
To them Paddigan was a man-driving
hellion without a redeeming quality.
They put no blame en him for playing
loose with Kit. She’d run wild with
other fen before he came to Palouse
Bay. But why the devil hadn't he let
hef ge, when she and Steve fell se hard
for each ether? Handing her a life
abeut her being trapped in a Shaek-
town ferever, It she married Steve, tied
there by a husband and lkids. What et
it? Why net? She was ne better than
the ferty-odd ether wemen whe were
like that en the bay shere, but Paddi-
gan had made her believe she was:

Paddigan ' had talked her into whip-
sawing Steve and making a runout to-
night on the Seattle ferry. Steve was
putting up a fight to hold and keep Kit
Burns. By the Lord, they were for hiim!
They leaned toward the straining men
on the dock planking; their arms and
hands werking with Steve’s haul en the
bad leg of the giant woeeds bess, they
looked hate at Matt Paddigan.

But there were older men among the
loggers who sickened at the sight of
Matt Paddigan taking a beating. Some
had followed his lead in their own best
years—in the log-jam battles of spring
floods, in hell beating fights against
summer forest fires, in logging through
winter hurricanes—always to a winning
finish. That lifted logging above work
for wages, themselves above laborers.
For Paddigan was more than a job
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boss. Things happened in his outfits,
big things to remember. Paddigan made
them happen. He was a woods bull to
call on when big timber was to be cold-
decked and sky-lined from impossible
ridges and gorges, when log shortages
demanded logging through the mud,
blowdowns and rainy hell of January
storms, when crown fires were cyclon-
ing treetop brands for five miles in
sweeps through mountain wilderness. In
those days a certified Paddigan ‘logger
was a king-jack in any company on the
timber coast.

And this was Paddigan’s finish, at
the hands of a fuzz-faced greaseball, a
greenhorn timber mechanic. A dogfight
over a shack-town girl! Paddigan, down
to that, taking a beating in the mudi!

FINHERE was one in the circle who
A could not believe it, this reality un-
der his eyes. Lafe Burns was more
nearly one with Paddigan than any
other, had followed him at war as well
as in the woods. No other here, not
even Kit, knew that in Paddigan’s gear
were the bars and insignia of a ma-
chine-gun captain, and three medals of
valor. And Lafe Burns knew how he
had gotten them.

The bull-buck remembered another
time of cold rain and wind, another
woods country, the Argomme. Paddi-
gan's company dug in, at the nub of a
ridge salient in the brigade sector. Three
days and nights of that, shot up by
counter attacks and box barrages, but
unshaken. Matt Paddigan bossing lus
outfit in war as he had bossed his out-
fits in the woods. The king-jack of the
timber coast a fighter in Erance to write
to Headquarters about and to pin
badges and rank on. Bulldegging on
that hogback of hell for sevemtty-two
hours and more, with a spray of
shrapnel in his leg from the first

bouquet the krauts had tossed them.

Then that G-I can, a quarter-ton of
corrugated shell and high explosive,
squealing through the twilight murk
like Paul Bunyan's fiibhertsg—whe
was powered with nlnety-galloa lungs.
It bull's-eyed the center of the ridge,
blew and splashed. The lights went sut
for Lafe Burns.

It was three months before he saw
Matt Paddigan again. A base hospital.
The dead-horse ward. Paddigan and
white worms were fighting a gan-
grened leg.

“Ihe docs specify they'll have to
amputate.” Paddigan said. "“But we'll
beat 'em, me and the maggots. Another
year, old-timer, and I'll be getting eut
the logs agaln. Want te bet en it, Lafe?”

Lafe Burns could only shake his head
at that. He was seeing green, and things
inside him were turning over Matt
Paddigan lay there grinning, In the
gnawing torture of the maggets at the
exposed flesh of his leg wound. Lafe
Burns had fe heart, er stemach either,
for a bet en that battle. But he esuld
see only ene end to it, with the nAufses
and the dees. Matt Paddigan weuld
lese that leg or die in Bed:

But Paddigan won. He was three
years beating back to his old life in the
woods on both legs, but in the end he
made it. Afiter that Lafe Burns saw
Matt Paddigan as unbeatable,

So he saw Paddigan now. To Lafe
Burns his old captain was the image of
what the soldiers meant when they
used to say, “A man is the toughest to
beat and hardest to kill of all things
alive.” He had fio more words for his
faith. Matt Paddigan was just all man
te Lafe Burqs.

He felt it now to his bones, with a
power apart from his own and Kit's
concern in the outcome of the fight.
Something from the deeps of his breed
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and blood rose to take hold of him. It
was his kinship with Paddigan, stronger
than his kinship with his own get. It
was the primal force of Lafe Burns’
being. Now, amid the wind thunder of
the shore trees, the surges from black
water, the blowing rain in the dim east
of light, he was as a tribal fellewer
of old Ug, at battle with yeung Ag,
under terches, in a eirele of skin-elad
FAeR. U%‘_ the uResnguerable, Braver
than the lien, eunning beysnd the welf.

Man the fighter. This was Matt Pad-
digan in his last ditch, at his burnout.
A spirit stronger than reason, will, pain,
disillusion. The white heats were ashes,
his flesh surrendered, but the primal
foree in him weuld net yield. . . .

T YIS iron grip unshaken. Paddigan

&« saw Steve Armory bear down on
the bad leg and twist it toward a shat-
tering break. All conscious thought and
instinct were fixed on the fighting
chance that moment would give him.
He set himselt to withstand the bomb
of pala that weuld burst in his head,
and the numbing chill of reaetien.

Then it happened. Armory lurched
backward, Paddigan's broken leg bend-
ing with him, its unnatural twist from
the thigh a sudden sickening horror in
his eyes. Steve Armory was young. He
was green in battle. He was yet to see

the reality of death and pass the ordeals
of agony and terror. For one moment
he was limp in a weakness of revulsion
at what he had done.

Then Paddigan took him. . .

The ferry whistle boomed through
the wind and rain. Wiith the sound of it,
reality returned to the Palouse Bay
dock. Matt Paddigan shoved up on his
one good leg and stood, tree-straight,
over the man who lay knocked out at
his feet. He watched the circle break,
saw Kit Burns drop, crying, to her
knees beside the big lad. Then he, llvoked
up and reached a hand to the support
of Lafe Burns' shoulder.

“IM not be back, Lafe.” Paddigan
spoke in a flat, wooden tone, as though
they were on a job in the woods. “They
can have the leg this trip if they want it,
and they will. I'll see to it that you are
put in my place. Let Steve keep his job.
That's all, only you can give me a hand
to hobble on the ferry.™

He said no more as he stood there,
waiting for the ferry to churn in. The
younger laggers crowded around Steve,
yarded him up and started with him
and Kit for the waterfront street. The
others stared in a queer quiet at Matt
Paddigan, the wind and darkness abouit
them all, the rainy glow upon himseif.

His eyes were like windows at night,
as a lamp goes out beyond them.

THE END
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This is a story of war and revolu-
tion, of men who walk in the
footsteps of deathh—for of such is
Red O’Shaughnessy. But it is also
the story of a love that was
greater than all of these—for it
was O’Shaughressy himself who
said that miserable is the man who
has nothing to die for

The Faith Unfaithful

By WILLIAM CORCORAN

Autiher of “The Dark Waters” etc.

myself out of this story entirely,

but 1 find I can't tell it that
way. It's not my story; it is Red
O'Shaughnessy’s own story—el Colonel
O'Shaugihnessy to the tough volunteer
infantry column of half a dozen nation-
alltles he commanded in that miserable

IT would please me no end to keep

and merciless campaign in the wild
snarl of the Guadarramas mountain
country north of Madrid. Red (I
never learned any other first name for
him) is an American—uwilkss the
State Department has long sinece de-
cided otherwise. AN his life he has
been a professional sgeldier. The last
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I heard, he was still alive and stll
fighting, and since he may, and most
likely will, miraculously survive the
carnage of the Spanish Civil War,
win or lose, 1 shan't say which side
he fought for. As a roving war cor-
respondent, early on the scene, I had
the luek to visit both sides, so this
wen't give him away. I'd hate like the
devil to de that. 1 like and admire Red.

1 don't think anyone could help
liking O'Shaugfmnessy. Oh, you might
fear him at the same time, especially
if you were one of his well disciplined
and efficient troopers, but then you
would probably adore him. He looked
mere llke a soldier than any be-
medaled veteran I've ever seen. And
he was sueh a fMaR as any woman
might leek at net ealy twiee, I'd say,
but for as leng as he was areund. He
was six feet three, yet lseked blunt
and stoeky beeause of his Build, wide
and pewertul. Even at fifty of there:
aheyts he was 3 pewerful man, elean
ot limb, ereet a8 3 fine thoroughbred
I8 ereet, with quiekness and speed and
challenge in the very leek 8 him: He
had small feet 2nd 1e2R; quick hands:

COMPLETE ADVENTUHRE NOVELET

1 guess it was his jaw as much as amy-
thing that gave that effect of stocki-
ness, for it was a broad, firm jaw. It
was fine of line, without jowls, and
the lean mouth was fully as much a
sign of strength, with the addition of
that indeseribable mark of quick wit
and humor in the eofners. But it was
the eyes that were the man; they were
a kind of blue that made me think of
the bBlue in the stars and stripes (fesl-
ishly eneugh, I'll admit) and they
were elear and keen and healthy as a
baby's. And they were just 36 damned
gleguent! 1l swear they eeuld wilt
the whele General Staff et any army
with ene iey glanee. They eeuld eer-
tainly make yau 1augh, fér Re reasen
whafever, just By the way he esuld
esek fthem at yoy, Brimfdl 8F pged
Rumer and mischiel, when he felt In
the mesd and felt like making you
I2Hgh.

I hope that gives some glimmer of
acquaintance with O'Steuugihmessy. 1'd
already known him for some days
and had come to a considerable ad-
miration for his wild courage, his
experienced military mind, his blend-
ing of Hibernian wit with martinet
bluntness, when he finally epened up
ene chill night as we hunehed alene
together over a glewing éharesal
brazier in a tiny hut and really get
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acquainted. I was a privileged char-
acter, and knew it. But the fact that
I'd covered a couple of wars he'd
been engaged in himself was a factor
of no small bearing on the matter. I
knew war, he discovered—so he talked.
Maybe he found relief in talking. Per-
sonally 1 wouldn’t have a colonel’s
job for any money, anywihene’; any
time, in war or peace. Too damned
lonesome.

Let me remark here that I have ob-
served that men of all professions in-
variably wonder what in time induces
men of other professions to put up
with it all, to take the punishment and
carry on and come back for more. Here
was I, for instance, on the story of a
lifetime, with a background to under-
stand it and bosses to appreciate it—
and yet Red O’Shaugihmnessy only won-
dered, I know, why in thunder I de-
liberately chose to invite misery and
exposure and even quite possible loss
of life for sake of nothing better than
so much space in a daily newspaper
that would be thrown away next
morning.

Well, I in turn wondered what on
earth had ever moved Red O’Shaugh-
nessy to come to this unhappy and
benighted country and put up with in-
finitelly more than I, to kill and per-
haps be killadi—for what? Money?
That's a laugh. Did you ever hear of
a soldier getting rich? Fame? Dittio—
with native politicos grabbing any glory
handy, naturally. Wihat then? I asked
him.

“Well—" he said, and stopped. He
had to think that one over. His cynical
wit was still now; he was really think-
ing. He said, finally, “Tiat’s a tough
one to answer, if it's the truth you
want. I know a dozen easy answers,
but you wouldn't have them. It might
be what the psychologists call com-

pensation. 1 went to the Point, you
know.”

I was astonished. “West Poimt?”

“West Point. They threw me out.™

“WHHY?"

“I doubt they could remember if
they tried. It's no matter. ‘But that's
one thing. I was pretty hard hit and
fighting mad about it. Well, I've cer-
tainly compensated for that blow to
my pride and ambitiom.”

A/AY SILENCE evidently conveyed

to him the idea that I was not
exactly impressed. He latighed a deep-
throated, chuckling laugh, and there
was, so help me, what I can only call
a twinkle in those keen and somewhat
ribald eld blue eyes.

“Ah, but I got back at them! By the
Lord, I got back at them! I put my son
through instesdl”

I looked at him. The man laughed,
yet he simply couldn’t keep the pride
out of those words. I said, “Son?”

He went on, “Tthe boy came through
with hopors. He's a first lieutenant to-
day. Engineers. U. S.: Army. Career.
He's a soldier. By the living Judas, he’s
a soldier¥”

“And aren't yow?"

“By Heaven, no!"

The denial was vehement, even vio-
lent. The man meant it.

He said, “Tthe boy’s a regular. And
always will be. You know what I
mean by that—a regular. I'm an irregu-
lar, and always have been. I've been
fighting a lifetime, but always in sere
other man’s battles. I'll lay elaim te
drawing the line here and there, may-
be; and I've qult my command enee oF
twiee when the true nature of the eause
I was fighting for beeate #98 Wh-

leasantly elear. But I'm still an irregy-
aF, a hired mereenary, even here”

I demurred, asking him if he felt
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no sympathy whatever for his side in
this shambies.

“Oh, I do, in a way. A hell of a
ways, I guess. But the fact remaimns™
He picked up a fistful of powdery earth
from the hut floor. “This miserable
soil—this soil isn't mine, and never
will be. I'ea fighting for it for pay.”

“Amd would you switch sides for
higher pay?"

That stopped him a second. “No.
By the Lord, I've never done thatt! 1
don't know why altogether; it's not
logical, but it sticks in my craw.”

“Well, suppose you ran into, let's
say some information, something that
pretty clearly convinced you the other
side was right and you were serving
an unjust cause. What then? Would
vou go over?”

“No, I guess I'd quit” He fixed
me with those gimlet eyes. “Look here.
The other side still wouldn’t be my
side. This soil still wouldn't be mine.
In order to switch sides and be—well,
let's call it ‘honest—a man's got to
be somehow touched in the heart of
him. To turn against your own, even
though they were such for ever so
little a-while, should be something that
money can’t buy. There’s nothing illog-
jeal about a man’s willingness to fight
and maybe die for hire. A deep-sea
diver, a bridgewosker, they take their
ehances, for hire. What I mean is
something other than hire. For in-
stance, to go out deliberately with the
feellng in you that you may dle, In faet
probably will, without a single dollar
inivelved In the theught of it—well,
new there you've got sometinine.”

“Such as patriotism? Semper fidelis
and all tlinett?”

“Yes, 1 suppose so. And I don’t mean
flagwaving. 1 mean facing the music.”
He paused an instant while his brain
wrestled with unfamiliar abstractions.

“Your'we got me all wound up. But I'll
try to tell you what I mean. | think
that every man alive is born with the
need in him of somethimg—something
so grand and driving a thing that it'd be
worth dying for. Some have a lot of
such things. It's a miserable man who
has none. The average man has the
need of it because if he’s called on to
die any time, and men always will be,
he can at least feel with his last breath
that it wasn't all wasted and vain.”

And 1 thought, and still think, that
Red O'Staughnessy did a good job of
telling me what ‘e meant.

The effort spend his zeal, even left
him a little embarrassed. He turned
matter of fact. But the warmth was
still in him. And because of it, he was
still full of talk. Amd his mind was
focused on certain things, and because
of that he had to talk about them, And
he did, and out of all the talk came
the story, the number one story, the
very key to the man who is Colonel
O'Shaughnessy, a great and obsecure
soldier and a gallant and generous and
pitiless fighting man.

So bear with me while I tell that
story in my own way, as I've got to.
I must tell it, even though it's not the
usual kind of story at all, but a very
real story with the poignance and sad-
ness of life itself in it. It goes back a
full quarter century, and crosses far o
another hemisphere, and brings inte
misty yet breathtaking focus the levely
Alexandra, whom O'Shaughnessy
loved, and whose beauty afnd witehery
will never pass from the earth.

I

TPIRST, there was the day, In the
Mexican town of Azulita, when

Red O'Staughnessy met Alexandra.
There had been a skirmish out in the
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valley, out Loresco way, a kind of
haggling with death, a brutal, running
clash with the Morelistos. O’Shaugh-
nessy was tired, disgusted and thirsty
when he led his patrol into Azulita,
with twe men fissing. At the out-
skirts of the town he turned the little
eommand ever t§ yeung Lleutenant
Eseandrille, and walked his fine bay
briskly threugh the streets teward the
eefter et tewn, teward the indelent
gf@eﬂ laza and the shade ot the Mari-
? tel verandah. The reflested
WFy 8f & Me&ma s beat baek frem
the §8ﬁl HHF@ Iaster walls lining me
steet. was §W€§
diFty, JH§HR\V88 2nd did net care.
wanted 2 HHHK 3nd immedigtely.

The O'Shaugnessy was mad.

It was a time of war then, too, you
see, that terrible time in Mexico when
the Revolution, tincertain of itself, sud-
denly lost all its bearings. Madero, the
liberatof, lay murdered. Huerta, his
murderer and successor, sat in the
president’s ehalr and offered the torn
land, by all the sighs, ne more than
another tyrant's relgh. Villa ravaged
Chihuahua in the nerth. The Revelu-
tienary Ay, new the efficial Federal
A¥iny, did a despet’s nspeakable werl,
and tried 8 puzzle eut what advanee
had been fnade beyend a greater dis-
EQE@B in the shedding et Mexiean

And one ardent young volunteer
HMrmericano in that army, el Capitdn
O'Shaughnessy, was increasingly fed
up on the dubious slaughter, the arro-
gance of stupid generals, and the in-
difference of the capital to the fate of
isolated and beleaguered garrisons.

As Captain O'Shaughmnessy tied his
horse to the rail before the Mariposa,
he stared at an astonishing sight oh
the hotel verandah. It was a girl. A
number of forlorn women still lingered

in the half evacuated town, to be sure,
but not of this kind. She was a little
queen, and the world was hers. She sat
there in riding habit, chatting and
laughing and fasecinating the officers as-
sembled en the verandah. She was un-
bellevably yeung, hardly fefe than
twenty, and very levely. She had dark
hair and vivid Blue eyes, ineredibly
vivid blue eyes, and a s% eeigely mebile,
m@ekmg% warm meuth; and the Bedy
beneath fhe fiding habit might readily
be asstmed; right then 2nd there; 8 B8
semething sublimely healthy and Bea-
Hidl. These officers; 8 18A8 6R cam:
paign, were knocked ot thelf feet, and
she khew It

O’'Shanghmessy met her inquisitive
gaze, and it shot through him and
rocked him a little—a blue, violet-
tinted sensation. O'Siaughnessy, no
saint by any means, had been long on
campaign himself. But he walked on,
heading for the bar in the cantin@ for
that drink right new i a hurry.

It was Major Gomez who halted
him, his sleek voice purring, “Captain
O'Shaughnessy—you would hardly be
so rude?” It was a question, but alse a
corrand.

Under his breath O'Shaughnessy
swore. Apart from wanting that
drink, he-was a sight and a spectacle
alongside these immaculate, off-duty
men, and he had enough vanity iA him
to feel that. Besides, he knew all tes
well the glint of dislike and maliee i
the majer’s eye. It was an ynreassnin
dislike, animal and instinetive, fann
inte lasting hatred by divers small
fhatters between them—a girl, just fer
ene, whe e a Right in Mexies City had
laughed iR the majer's face 38 she

walked off en the arm ef the FHHH%I-

QHE O'Shaughnessy; and a eaveted

Bree, for anether, whieh had EHQH%@
BAekehip ever 2 card table when the
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O'Shaughnessy played with the devil's
own luck, Such things were uncannily

frequent. There was no love lost be-
tween these two whatever, but he
obeyed, and he bowed sardonically
when he was presented to the girl.

HE calmly took in the dust, the di-
shevelment, the set of the angry
shotilders. And the brownish red
hair, the beld jaw and look of him, the
casual ereetness, handsome and hard
and maybe a bit insolent. Eyes glowing,
she missed nething.

“Ah, you have been fighting, mi cap-
itdm, no? You have been out in the
valley?"’

“I've been fighting, sefiorita. I lost
two men, 1 got about seven. All ten
were named Lopez. It was one of the
decisive battles of the war.”

She laughed. She was interested.
“But you are un Almevicano, no es?’
Then she switched smoothly to flluent
English with a bare trace of an accent
he could not name, except that it was
not Latin. “You risk your life so reck-
lessly to fight Mexico’s battles? Why
is this?”

“Wedll, I was once kicked by a mule,
sefiorita. In the head.™

“Dear, how sadl! And such a heno!

“Oh, the mule broke a leg and we
had to shoot him. Anyway, it convinced
me I belonged in the army.”

“But—tthis anmy?"

“Tihis happens to be the only army
working at it right now.”

The girl was laughing at him, but
he did not mind. That was part of the
game He could read the signs clearly
when a woman was interested, for this
was b\ no means the first one, and
he studied her, his frosty-blue, gimlet
eyes piercing, a little daunting. He went
on, “Senorita—itt the major will for-
give the rudeness—what on this be-

nighted earth is a girl like yourself do-
ing out here in the war zone 7"

Now the girl smiled, a little vainly.
She glanced at the others, who were
already glowering at this intrusiom of a
foreign tongue. She switched back to
Spanish. “I am writing about all of
you. About the Revolution. Eor the
foreign magazines, chiefly the Erench.
It is thrilling—and important, no? I
have a pass from the president himsd¥K;
he is my friend. 1 came on the military
train this morning, and, oh—I am so
excited to be here! I want to see every-
thing—everything that goes on."

“Ah, and you will,” O'Shaughnessy
told her. “Tthe boys will attend to that.”

“Amd you?" she said. “You will at-
tend to that somewhat alsp?”

He eyed her oddly for an instant,
and smiled, the eyes cocked at her be-
guilingly. “It looks as if you've al-
ready made up your mind about that,
sefiorita, mo?”

The shot scored. Her soft laughter
pealed, all gay and silvery, telling him
so. It told him more, and he was to
remember it like the echo of distant
bells for hours afterward. That—and
the hot glint in the eye of the staff
major, Gomez, who was already ac-
quainted with the uncertainties of rank
and precedence in dealing with the
unpredictable O'Shaughnessy.

A ND so that was the beginning of
it. It was eertainly net the end.
Life is a headlong thing in wartime,
and so too is love—and this is a stery
beth of leve and ef war. It will be teld
as speedily as the events lend them-
selves to the telling.

O'Shaughnessy saw her again. He
saw her daily. She was everywhere,
seeing everything. Officers swarmed
wherever she appeared. She was some-
thing never seen before in Mexico, a
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young girl unaccompanied. But el
Presidente’s signature on her pass was
a talisman that halted loose tongues
and ambitions, even if it could not
quite still every ardent male thought.

O'Shaughmessy watched, amused.
She sought him out and she teased him
—and so they went riding. They talked,
sparring deftly. She bade him be her
guest, and they dined alone together
in the lovely little patio of the Mari-
posa beneath the ancient cireula trees
They talked, long and murmurously.
They beecame acquainted, well aequaint-
ed. Neot of course, without some hin-
dranee, for Major Gomez, who was the
glFl's eseort as often as he could ar-
range, and whe fumed and sulked when
he eeuld net be, saw te it, wsing his
Fank, that O"Yrauginmessy was assigned
e seme sort of disagreeable duty as
often as pessible. But sinee Alexandra
wished i, ahd O'Snrawvgmessy willed
it, stubbornly, the majer had ne way
ot preventing their being tegether
father eften, fer all that. And they
werg, iReregsingly, in spite ot Gemez,
iR spite of the afficers sWarming:

Days passed. They walked together
in the dusk along the walls guarding
the deserted homes of the old hidalgos,
brushed by the billowing riot of purple
bougainvillea. They strolled by moon-
light in the pretty little park which in
better days had been Azulita’s pride,
along formal paths between hixuriant
growths of the night-blooming huele
de noche. They became acquainted in-
deed—and something more. The forces
of life, as if in self-preservation, do
not eountenance halfway feelings when
death is riding, galloping. That yoeu
must understand, in order to under-
stand all that eafe to happen.

She talked of herself freely, teasing-
ly. “You find it a little hard to compre-
hend me, my Red ? That is not strange.

I am not like the sefioritas of Mexico,
sheltered and chaperoned, am I? I go
where 1 will, and alone. 1 go among
men if 1 wish. I come to war as freely
as the faithful soldaderas who follow
your Juaunes, your common soldiers,
into battle”

“You'we knocked the breath out of
this army a little” he told her.
“Wamemn are not exactly a novelty,
God knows! But a, now—well, let’s say
a lady—a lady on the firing line is
certainly something new to be seem.”

That word as he used it conveyed
something. She said, “Yes, that may
be.” Then disturbed, “Yet I am a
woman too, Red.”

He abruptly lit a cigarette. “I know
it,” he said curtly.

She laughed, and it was a young
laugh. “You do not think all this is
wrong and disapprove, my Red? You
do not think—oh, badly of me?”

He glanced at her. “Daoes it mattiar?”

He thought for a moment she
would not answer. Then she laughed
again, and it was now an older, shorter
laugh. “Matter? 1 care what no one
thinks. 1 live my life as 1 wish.”

And he caught her wrist. “Don’t talk
like thatt?”

‘iwmy Mp’ll

He had no answer. And he had to
answer that. He stared at her, so close.
And so it came about that he was kiss-
ing her, in that way that a man kisses
when it is done without any fore-
thought at all.

She kissed him in return like one
who has been waiting., And she had
been waiting, and he knew that, and
he was shaken. In the far, secret places
of his heart he cursed to himself that
this should happen. He was not the one
to be shaken by a woman’s kisses in
the night, and yet incomprehensibly he
was. He wished, out of some troubled
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instinct, to be wary, and he was not
at all. He did not like mystery—and
she was mystery. Not the mystery of
intrigue and ecounterplot surely; she
was as open as the day. The mystery
of Woivan. Not wemen. There Is a
differenee.

mi™HE mere facts of her life he soon

learned. Dramatle, they were . . .
Her Russian birth. Her father's imprae-
tieal meddling in republiean theught, Ia
the revelutlonary movement. He had
been a professer of Romanee languages
in the University at St. Petersburg.
Warned. just in time, he got eut of
Russia less than half a day ahead of the
Czar's seeret peliee. His family joined
him in Paris, impeverished. 1A Paris he
barely managed t6 keep a roef ever
their heads by translating fereign dis-
patehes and artieles, ill paid petty jeuf-
halism:. Alexandra, theugh equipped
with geed birth and edueatien and
Backgreund, learned very early all the
lessens ot hardship and the making ef
ene’'s awn way in a treaehereus werld.
Ne Beu_f%@aig security guarded her
yeung girlhesd.

Through her father's connections,
she began writing and selling fugitive
pieces of her own. She inherited his
knack for languages. Then she had
suddenly taken fire with the notion of
going to Mexico to cover the Revolu-
tion there. Nothing could stop her, and
she came. She carried introductions that
got her quickly into high places, and
she had soon met and charmed the
president—and here she was.

“Allready I have been to the North,”
she told Red proudly. “®Pancho Villa
himself received me. He was gallantry
personified. He talked and told me, oh,
so much. I came away with more copy
than I could take care of. I made much
money."

“Money?” snorted O’Shaughnessy.
“Muetk money—for taking your life in
your hamdis?”

“I did not take my life in my hands.
He was very nice to me.”

“Wedll, you must have got clear away
before he had time to think twice, and
wonder why the devil he wasted time
talking politics to a pretty girll!”

She smiled a little, confidently. “No,
my Red. It is not quite that way in
life. I'll speak frankly. I have what is
called breeding, and I am forthright,
and I have all the courage of any man
I'll ever face. I need no more. Danger
is not new to me. Men are not new to
me. I have what is stronger than all
the duenas and guardians on earth.”

He looked at her. “My God, you are
young!"

And she laughed and all she said
was, “Am I? I wonder . . ."

Now while these two were walking
and riding and hastening toward a
climax that was like a destiny they
could not escape, that vicious little war
went on steadily outside their private
little world without let-up. Wihen they
were together they did not talk about
it much, because they were never alone
enough to suit them as it was, and the
war filled every other moment of their
days. Yes, and the nights. In their
proper turns, men might sleep—but
Anulita itself never. The little town,
centuries old, sleepy with history, dozed
yet never relaxed, watchful of the
dusk, watchful of the dawn.

You see, Azulita, the entire valley,
were very humble and small beneath
the lowering grandeur of the vast
desolate mountains all around. Those
grim mountains were the lair and the
eyrie of the terror of that entire great
state—Francisco Morel and his horde.
Morel, rebuffed as a savage when he
was all ready to embrace the Revolu-
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tion, had flown to the hills with his
men to fight for liberty in his own way.
And his incredible war was succeeding.
He kept an invisible cordon tightly
irawn about Azulita, harrying its de-
fenders, raiding like lightning and van-
ishing like smoke. The capital paid no
attention to the garrison’s plight. And
it was a bad plight. The railroad alone
kept the town in touch with the out-
side world. It ran fitfully, every train
swarming with guards—but it ran. It
was the last slender lifeline. The garri-
son at Azulita hung on, neglected,
herole, fighting a war of depletion with-
eut passien ef hate.

The alarms and excursions were
many. Sometimes it was mere nerves,
sometimes the discovery of a small
enemy party prowling the night for
stray horses. One midnight brought an
attack that rocked the town with the
force of the blow. The outposts were
slaughtered, and a raiding party was
loose in the outlying streets before the
garrison could turn out in force. There
followed a retreat and then a blind
rifle duel in the darkness just outside
town. It had been a narrow escape, and
chat pointless, crazy battle was fero-
cious with fear of the unknown in the
night.

O'Shaugihmessy was in the thick of
it Lieutenant Escandrillo was with
him. Escandrillo was a tall, handsome,
high-strung and utterly fearless young
officer, and O'Shaughnessy daily dread-
ed to lose him, for his zeal often out-
ran discretion. Tomnight he was all in
a fever.

“Captain O’Shaughnessy—let me
mount the men and charge. They are
dismounted out there.” Escandrillo in-
dicated the long thin streak of rifle
flasihes in darkness that marked the
enemy’s line. “I can cut them down
like rabbits.”

“When did you ever cut down a
rabbit, little one?’ O'Shaumghnessy
asked dryly. “Dom’t you know that’s
just what they want us to do? Ten to
one there’s a party on the other side of
town only waiting for us to be drawn
out there and disorganized.”

He was a soldier, this O'Shaugh-
nessy.

But even the O'Shawugfmessy could
be unmanned by the utterly unexpected.
He was aware just then of someone
near, coming close. He made out a
little V of white that was the frilfy
front of a shirtwaist. His heart froze.
It was Alexandra.

IT

TN HIS passion O'Shaughnessy
= yelled at her, “Wiat in hell are you
doing here? Get back under eover?’

“Please, Red—don’t send me back.
1 am—oh, Red, 1 am truly thrillketl”

She crouched beside him, and he
could make out the luminosity of her
eyes, gazing in some pagan soaring of
spirit at the long string of unearthly
blue flashes winking out there in the
thunder and the darkness.

“My God, go back, Alexandra, or
I'll have one of my men fun you badk!”

Then a voice spoke sharply. “That
will do, Captain.” It was Gomez. “I
have escorted the Senorita Alexandra
out here at her express desire, and I
will be responsible for her.”

O’'Shaughnessy’s tongue was stilled,
but not the fury in his heart. He
reached for the lapels of the tailored
jacket and jerked them over the tell-
tale V.

“Fasten that,” he ordered.

“Tiank you,” she said meekly, and
obeyed. “Plkase don't be angry with
me, Red. This is what I came for. It is
my job and my life as well as youirs.”

3 A1
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He could not answer. He could only
endure the coldness tight about his
heart and a dread of battle that he had
often seen in men and himself never
before known.

The dawn broke owver an empty,
peaceful valley. The whole thing ended
as so many of such battles did: it
petered out, and first light found the
enemy nonexistent, vanished over the
pedregal. Some horses were gone and
others slain, a dozen men were killed
and many more wounded, and a night’s
sleep was lost, and that was all.

O'Shaughnessy’s orderly awakened
him after two hours’ rest. Miguel was
a stocky, stolid Indian with the massive
jaw and sloping forehead of the Toltec.
He brought weak hot coffee for el cap-
itdn—a minor miracle in a town where
even basic supplies were very low. The
sun streamed in the doorway of the
adebe hut, and Miguel squatted while
O'Shaughnessy sipped the steaming
coffee, and they talked, as was their
custom,

Miguel's talk today was ominous,
even if ambiguous. O'Shaughnessy
said at last, “So there are treachery
and evil men in town, Mike? Who, for
instamoe?”

Miguel shrugged. He was never vol-
uble, and never one to go off half
cocked. But evil was in the air, he
said. “I know. 1 feel.”

O'Shaughnessy knew then that
something was coming, and he said,
“Keep on talkimg."

Miguel was, in a way of speaking,
O’Shaughmnessy’s left hand and his third
eye. He was no mere servant—the
knack of servility wasn't in him. His
quiet wanderings, his ferret-like watch
over all that went on, the gleanings he
gathered of gossip by the campfires—
all these had before this proved valu-
able indeed to O'Shaughnessy.

4 A—1

He talked, and O’Shaughmnessy
listened and said, "I'll grant you that
Gomez will bear watching, Mike. I
know him too well, and he's plain gwd
by instinct. He’s been after my hide
since we first looked each other in the
eye, and for no good reason on earth.
But tell me—why de you not trust
the young foreign girl?”

Miguel gave him a basilisk look.
“Some people I do not trust. I do not
ask why. That is enough. The time is
yet to come when 1 am mistaken.”

O'Staughmessy  swallowed  that,
shrugged slightly, and did not press
him. He was not invited to. Miguel
was well aware of his attachment to
the young foreign girl. He spoi® his
mind in spite of that, perhaps because
of that. And it was a mind of other
insights and other wisdoms than
O'Shaughnessy’s.

Red O'Shaughnessy’s thoughts that

day were long thoughts, very long.

A S SOON as he mas free in the late

afternoon, O"Shaughirssy went
to the Mariposa. He was In time to
see Alexandia and Major Gemez
mount their horses for a ride. The
officer wore a glorious new uniform
that had never seen light ef day in
Azdlita before. Alexandra, of eeurse,
looked levely. They made a dashing
pale as they tretted frem the plaza.
Alexandra waved t6 O'Shhaughnessy,
with a leek in her eyes that was at
ohee Meeking and pleading. He
watehed them g8, and there was & kind
of fever rising in him. He walked ints
the Bar and resumed Ris thinking Bver a
eopita of brandy.

Late that night a ragged pefado
brought O'Simughmessy a note from
Alexandra. He glanced at it, grabbed
up his hat, and hurried out. She was
waiting for him in the shadows of the
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Mariposa patio. She was gay and
talkative and intimate, her voice caress-
ing, her hand touching his sleeve pla-
catingly, her pleasure at seeing him en-
treating to be shared. But she eould
niot carry it off in the faee of his silenece.
She wilted a Httle.

“Red . . . you are angry with me.
Why?"

O’Shaughnessy’s reply, quiet as it
was, seemed to come rushing out of a
far cold remoteness. “I'm not mad. But
1 want to know somettiiwg.”

“Yes?"

“Exactly what is Major Gomez to
jou?”

She gripped his arm. “Is it Gomez?
Is it really?”

“No. Only partly. I damned well
want to know, too, just exactly what
it is you're doing here in Azulita ?”

LV Dwinge?”’ She sat still, looking at
him.

“Yes. How about those articles of
yours? 1 haven't seen you doing any
writing to speak of.”

“‘Red ... "

“Well?”

She was on her feet. She was in a
storm of urgency. “Come! Come with
me and I will show you.”

“Come where?"

“I have the papers and magazines in
my room. Wiith my own name printed.
1 demand that you come and look at
thlelmﬂ.-"

He decided to look at them. They
mounted by an outside stairway of old
fmasonry to the upper floor, and in her
room Alexandra tore into a small
trunk in a corner. She brought out
half a dozen publications. At that time
O'Staughmnessy understood ne French,
but the pame signed to the artleles was
undeniably hers. They were war
pieees, travel pieees.

“Now!” she said. “You have seen.

Now tell me what is wrong. Is it stlll
Gomez?"

He could not answer. He could not
tell her about Miguel, about the doubt
and suspicion that his Mike had sown.
You see, there was the conviction In
the very heart of him that his Mike had
damned well called the turn. He always
had. O'Shaugihnessy eould tell her
nothing, net even the resentment IA
his ewn seul, Aet a hiat ef the bitter-
ness berd of battles fought witheut
heart for leader or eaiise. Yet they were
strangers Beth in an alien land, the
twe of them. He eould Aot answer, But
he eould say, must say, helding her
befere him By the firm small sheulders,
‘Dt mind me, Alexandra. 'm a
seldier, 1 guess, with 3 ssldier's way:
But talk te me. Tell me what yoH Knew
3bsut Gemes. 1 like 18 hesr”

“But I only know what you know.
That is all, Or . . . but, Red, is there
something I should know that 1 do
not?”

“How can I say? Keep on tallkiimg.”

“Wihy, 1 know he is the son of good
family. I know he was cashiered out of
the army before Madero’s time. He was
cast off bv his own people in disgrace.”

“Yes?"

“I understand it was because he
agitated for the Revolution even them.”

“Rigfht . . . even though I've heard
tell that the agitation involved regi-
mental funds. And?”

“Amd that is all. Everything.”

“Ewerything?"”

“Ch, well . . . there are maybe de-
tails, all of no importance, from ac-
guaintance here in Azulita.”

“I see. You mean you never met him
before you came here?”

She took a deep breath. “Red, is that
what you are trying to find out? Why
do you not ask me first? Of course I
et him here.”
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T IEE NODDED. He looked at her,
%=~ and she studied him, but O'-
Shaughnessy's thoughts were not to be
read on his face. He was thinking that
he was no good at this, at baiting her,
even if she was lying, and that not
even the torment of doubt in him could
drive him on. And he was thinking
of other things alse. Ot the fragrance
that came from her, so close. Of the
soft warmth ot her in the grip of his
twe hands. Of these things that can
reb a man of all sense and eool judg-
frent. Aad on top of all, of still an-
other thing like a horror that he tried
to keep blurred in his mind so he
eould net see the image ef it, of the
dawn and a line of fifles leveled . . .

He said. “Alexamdra, Alexamdira—"
and he stopped. And then he said, “Oh,
hell, let's forget about it. 1 was only
wondering."

He released her, but she would not
go. She held him, and was even closer
now, holding him. “Red, what is on
your mind? What are you thinking?
What is this Gomez to me?"

“That’s what 1 got to wondering."

“He is nothing. He is what you call
‘copy’. You know that, Red ... ¥

“Wthat?"”

“Tell me the truth. Is it that you
are—made jealous by this Gomez?"

And so O'Shaughmessy lied. He said,
“Yes, I am.” And yet, and a curious,
tormenting thing to consider—it was
not really a lie at all.

He could feel her tremble. Her voice
was a little husky as she said, “My
Red . ... do you know what love is?"

“I guess I do.”

She whispered, “Red . ... I love you.
I tell you so because 1 know in my heart
that you love me. Isn't that so ?"

And it was so. By all the saints in
heaven, it was so—and he could no
more deny it than he could deny the

sun or the moon or the stars in their
courses. It was her hour and her
triumph, whatever the cost.

And so the trap that life had set for
these two was sprung at last, although
neither felt the pain of the grip of it
then, nor even thought of its existence.
They thought only of that hour that
was theirs, so wholly theirs, and of
nothing else and of no moment of time
beyond it. They had found each other,
who had never dreamed of each other,
and they were together, and that was
all that mattered. They loved, and they
were lovers, and the world was sus-
pended for a time in favor of a uni-
verse they occupied alone.

ITK

HE night passed, and temeorrew

eame, and life went en, unpredist:
able and indifferent teo this miraele they
had diseavered. The war did net pause
for them. It Hamed en, ever mere tef-
riBle. A few days later O'ShaugRRRSS
was assigned the jeb ot leading a eel-
umA eut inte the valley fer a reeen-
naissanee patrel in foree. 1t was a dan-
gerous business, but he set abeut it
with grim' zest. Tt meant sermething. It
was werk 18 de. It was 8 ehanee 8
elear eut of Azulita {la%t fer g little
while, perhaps t8 g@t elear of 8 stormy
sea of theughts and feelings, Bgfha?§ 18
find semething in the way ot calmer
new enes te replaee them.

A bit of a surprise came with the
last moment of preparation, when
Major Gomez announced that he was
going along with the patrol. Net to
take over command. These were not
his men. It was O'Shaughnessy’s job,
by specific order. He was a soldler,
and headquarters was well aware of
that. Gomez, it seemed, was geing
along for the ride.
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The patrol, as O ex-
pected, found nothing. They never did.
The outposts were vigilant. The blue
haze of dusk over the great valley was
peaceful and empty. The small rise
just south of town, used for artillery
emplacement and observation, reported
all quiet. The column rode on, swing-
ing a wide circle in the twilight, the
stealthy, swift twilight.

Then something happened. O'-
Shaughnessy was riding in the van with
Gomez when the major made a peculiar
sound in his throat, spasmodic and hal f
choked. Then he found voice and
screamed, “Mhuis empieza! Morelistos!
The barranca, the bamramca!™

It was sheer madness. Erantic, it
paralyzed the column. But not O'-
Shaughnessy. He saw it clearly in a
flasih. The enemy. Morel's patriotas.
The brushgrown bank of the dry water-
course just ahead was alive with them.
They were in effective ambush, creep-
ing into firing position, their mounts
out of sight in the cut.

O'Shaughnessy’s first act, amazingly,
was to jam his pistol hard in the ma-
jor’s ribs. “Gomez—mnot a sound out
of you!”

It did the trick. Wihatever the major
next intended, if anything, he now
looked at O'Shaughmnessy, glared at the
gun, but he did not speak. There was
a veritable madness in the man's eyes.
Wihether of terror or reckless hysteria
or fanatic courage, O'Shaughnessy “did
not know. Nor care. It was not the
moment for madness of any kind.

All this was in a single explosive
instant. O’Shaughnessy’s next act was
to flash his saber and give the long
electrifying yell of a cavalry combat
command. The troop moved promptly
to a man. And a long crackle of rifle
fire opened from the line of the Morel-
istos.

Now what followed was routine.
Dirty, bloody routine, to be sure, but
too familiar a business in that war to
chronicle in detail. You see, they all
knew they were hopelessly outhum-
bered, else the ragged patriotas would
never have remained to give open
battle. The military objective of that
column was to get away from there as
fast as God would let them. The en-
emy's objective was to whittle them off
as fast as possible while that was being
done. It will be enough to say that
OShaugihmessy got his little foree,
trained and tough of morale, speedily
into full retreat with a minimum less
of time and men and military henor.

There was pursuit, of course, im-
mediate and grim. The valley floor was
suddenly flooded with Morelistos.
There was a horde of them. They came
yelling, racing on frenzied animals.
They came without formation or order,
and overtaking an unfortunate Federal,
wounded or straggling, they left a dead
man behimd:

And it was at that stage of affairs
that Major Gomez’' handsome mount
either stumbled or stopped a bullet,
and flinching, threw his rider head-
long to earth.

It was a strange thing O’Shaugh-
nessy did then. Am insane thing, bv any
reckoning. It was a rigid convention
of that war that any man fallen behind
must be abandoned—and the enemv
took no prisoners. Now, the instant
he realized what had happened, O'-
Shaughnessy wheeled his mount like
a whip snapping. His sergeant tried
to stop him, but O'Staughmessy was
off to the rear where Gomez had fallen.
The sergeant shouted in frantic inde-
cision, and then joimed him. A little
private, for no reason within the under-
standing of man, suddenly left the
ranks and went along, yelling what
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might well have been an ancient Aztec
battle cry.

The major, evidently, was half stun-
ned. He was on hands and knees, shak-
ing his head. O'Shaugihnessy pulled up.

“Up, Gomez! Up belimd!™”

“‘Wo puedo. 1 canmot.”

“IDhizss, si puedes! Nite, witel”

Then the enemy thundered upon
them.

O’SI—IAU’G[—INESSY was too des-
perately busy with his man to
take clear note of all that went on.
There was a clashing of sabers on
fiachetes. There was a cursing and
yelling and seream of horses. There
was ho shootlng—iihat was the queer
thing. His twe men seemed to be en
all sides of him as he hauled the major
frem the ground by catching one wrist.

Miracles occur at such moments. One
occurred here—O'Shauginnessy, by his
oewn sole strength, you might say, had
the major mounted behind and was off.
And they made it. Their own rear-
guard, fallying and charging, made a
demonstration that scared off the
sluster gf Adorelistos. It came just Ia
time.

In time, that is, for O'Shaughnessy
and the major. The sergeant and one
now long forgotten little private lay
slain in the bloody dust.

And so that minor engagement t0o
went sputtering out. The entire col-
umn was halted and thrown into action
by Lieutenant Escandrillo. The Morel-
jstos hesitated, milled about, and de-
clded to call it a day. Both sides could
malke out by now. you see, the relief
eolumn already burning up the road
frem town,

O'Shaiugihmessy rode with Gomez on
the return jourmey. He kept, so to say,
half an eye steadily on the man as they
rede, and it was an icv, inquisitive sort

of eye. The major was quite fit again.
He was grim, unreadable, silent, but he
was plainly containing something that
would soon out. It was when they were
safe home that he spoke, stiffty, malig-
nantly.

“For a gallant deed, 1 shall com-
mend you to our general, Captain O’-
Shaughnessy,” he said. His gaze did
not waver. "But 1 am yeur sujperior
officer. It is unfortunate., Because for
insubordinatlon under fire, and fer
cowardice in ordering a retreat witheut
engaging the enemy, 1 am compelled to
fake eharges”

O'Stamghmnessy smiled. It was not a
very pleasant smile though. He said
almost gently, “Of course you know
there is usually only one outcome o
charges of that kind, Major Gemez."

“Tthat, Captain O'Shaughmnessy, is
for the general to decide. You mmay
consider yourself under arrest ifi your
own custody until further erders”

O'Shaughmnessy did not move as the
major stalked away. He only stared,
and beneath his soldier’s tan his face
turned slowly white. There are men,
you know, who turn red with rage,
and there are some who turn qulite pale.
The first may react reasonably te tact
or to warning, but in the ease ef the
latter, unless you are terribly sure of
yourself, there is enly ene thing te da
—get out of the neighberheed, guiekly.

O'Shaugthnessy went directly to hi<
quarters. He looked for Miguel, but
Mike was not around. He asked a sen-
try if the man had seen him, but th-
sentry had not. Grimly O’Shaughnessy
fnarched to the adebe hut Eseandrille
shared with another officer and went
threugh his effects. He found what he
was after. 1t was a bettle gf Brapdy.
O'Shaughinessy toel it heme with him,
peured half a tumbler, and sat dewy
with it; te think and 18 eansider.
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Now there are times when the
thought a man may not be put on
paper, for they are not wholly thoughts,
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the mockm birds scolded sleeplly in worry at
nothingness over the empty glass.

It was a voice calling querulously
into the darkness of the hut that
aroused him. It was a messenger, a boy
from the hotel, and he had been look-
ing everywhere. A note for el capitan.
From laseiiorita. And, Dios, of a most
tremendous urgency!

Alexandra was more than urgent.
She was even a little hysterical. She
had heard evil news. He must come,
he must come without fail, and he
must see her and they must talk. Let
nothing, nothing delay him. She was
frantic, and he could not know how im-
portant it was. She would expect him in
exactly one hour of the writing.

O'Shaughnessy glanced at his watch,
paused only to freshen up a little bit,
and hurried out.

HERE was even more than the
usual gathering of officers on the
Mariposa verandah. Lanterns swung
gently in the soft evening breeze, and
the mocking birds scolded sleepily in

plaza. It was a scene of leisure aff RGQOSY

the deep shadows of the trees on the
plaza. It was a scene of leisure and
tranquillity, as false as the eternal
brooding peace on the face of the
mountains that walled in that doomed
valley.

Alexandra was there, languid, softly
laughing, bantering with the attentive
group of men. She was not seated with
them. She stood in the doorway, wait-
ing, the light from within making a
halo of her dark, glinting hair, her
body a silhouette of slender, firmly
rounded perfection. Tonight she wore
a gown, white with a dull shimmer,
that fell to the very toes of her startling
red slippers. Over her shoulders she
wore a black silken shawl with an enor-
mous fringe that swung and rippled as
she laughed. O'Shaughnessy's heart
felt something like a fist suddenly,
painfully clenched as he saw her.

Without parley O'Shaughnessy car-
ried her away—to the chill, disconcerted
silence of the men on the verandah.
Together they crossed the plaza, un-
hurried but explicit in their strolling
pace. They walked past the massive
government house first built by Cortez.
They passed along a narrow sidewalk,
lost in the shadows of the bougainvillea
billowing over a plaster wall. They
talked lightly of trivia, unimportantly.

Then all at once Alexandra went to
pieces. It was without least warning,
with a sudden, muffled, gasping sob.
She halted O'Shaughnessy and clung
to him in a frenzy of desperation. He
drew her quickly into the angle of a
darkened iron gateway, and held her
there firmly, talking to her quietly as
he might talk to an hysterical recruit.

"Oh, Red—my Red—what are they
going to do to you?" she sobbed. "I
have heard. The charges. . . .I"

He told her they were nothing, no
worry at all.
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She said, “Oh, but that Gomez! He
is a devil, a figntf

“I'll take care of Gomez, honey.
Don't you worry.”

“But he will have you shot

“He will not! The general gives the
orders around here.”

“Yes, 1 kmow," she moaned. “But oh,
that Gomez! You do not know him. |
should have warned you.*

He paused. “Warmed me of whatt?”

“The kind of man he is. | knew
him. 1 lied to you.”

He laughed and told her gently, I
know you did. But that matters 8o
little™

“I was afraid. You were jealous: 1
lied so you would not be jealous: T met
him just once in Mexico City."

“Sure, sure, honey. Let's ferget
Gomez."

A new fear assailed her. “But; Red=
1 did not lie when | said he was nothing
to me: | swear 1o it: You are {he 8ly
R, there Wwas REVEF apRwer.”

“I've never asked you if there wag,
have 3

“And you believe me when 1 sy
that, Red: You de believe me?"

He elesed his ‘é\/@% foF 3R instant,

but he said ams{ly I Beligve yau.~
She meaned, “O, Red; \{ﬂy Red—=]
leve ysu &8 m%h

EY stood in the gateway angle
a long time. She quieted as that
sterm spent itself, even though she was
still tense, and sfill insisted on talking
abeut Gomez, about the charges, about
eans ef countering them. He thowgint:
she is both revealing and deceivimg;
she is torn between the two and does
net knew her own mind. And he
theught—we can neither of us speak
auf minds, for we dare not.
But something was working in her,
even though it was slow and fearful

in coming to a head. “Red,” she said,
“you tell me you love me.”
"“Yes”

“Waudld you do something for me?"

“Maybe."

“I am afraid you will say no.”

“Tihen 1 likely will say no. Tell me
what it is

She paused, and her hand sought his
face and stroked his cheek, pleading.
“Red—woulld you come away with
me?"

“Come away ? Wiith you? You mean
to desatt?”

“How can you say that—to desert,
What is there to desert? I am young,
but 1 am wise, Red. This army is fin-
ished. There is only a little time left.”

“How do you kmow?”

“Dom’t you know? Can't you see?”

He did not answer. She went on,
“Allready the govermment has deserted
you. You are abandoned here. Your
men know it, and I do not have to tell
you about the great number that have
already slipped away by night with
their rifles and ammunition te go o
join Morel. Can you call them de-
serters?”’

“I can,” he said harshly. “I've shet
two of them.™

She made a sound of pity. “Oh, Red
—but winy?”

“Why? Because in war, with an
enemy trying his damnedest to kill you,
you rely on the man next to you. You
need him. You know that without him,
all alone, you're a gomer. You can't
keep watching him, you count on him,
and if you find him doublecrossing you
or quitting you, you kill him as quiek
as you can, because that's the onlv
way you can stay alive. There’s 16
other way in war.”

“No other way?"

“Nome that I know of.”

“But there is! Ah, my Red,” she
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groaned, “you give reasons, but you
do not talk common sense now. You
are facing charges that are lies, and
you may even face a firing squad. Your
cause has abandoned you, your own
comrades are abandoning you—and
you talk ef relying on others.”

“I do because I've got to."” He swore.
“Listen, Alexandra. I may be a damned
fool in your eyes, but there are rules
a man simply has got to stick to. I
couldn’t go through life splitting hairs
every decision I came to. Regardless
of my cause oF my comrades—and I
eount on a little common sense to-
merrow—lbut regardless of everything,
I have a little mob 6f unbeatable ifno-
eents in My ecemmand whe leok to e
for everything frem hell te breakfast.
TheiF lives; even. Den’t yeu think that's
8f consequence? They trust me—they
trust me beeause they kkhew 1've spared
theif lives en eeeasien at the eest of
my ewn little glary, snd beeause of that
they'd storm the very eitadel o Fran-
ciség Marel if 1 eauld lead them 8 it: 1
CaR't Quit them cold”

“No? And who will look after them
when you have been placed against a
wall and shot, my brave hemw?”

He took her arms and began to
push her from him in the cold delibera-
tion of anger. But she would not go.

“No, do not, Red—do not put me
away. Hold me, hold me. Oh, I do un-
derstandi! It is only that I am racked
by a thousand fears for you. I know
what they are capable of doing. And
I won’t let them. I want you for my-
self, 1 want you.”

He suffered her in silence. She went
on, “I must go soon. In five days. My
pass expires. I go to Mexico City. I
shall stay there. You can come and
join me. No one will dare harm you—
you are an American. If you want, I
will even go with you out of this des-

perate country. I will go anywhere.
Don't you see? Oh, I want you so,
my Red. Don’t you want me?”

He was silent. She whispered in-
credulously, “Red . . . don't you want
me?”

“I do,” he said. “You damned well
know. But I'm not going with you. And
apart from all scruples of conscience,
there’s a quite insurmountable reason
I think you should readilv guess”

“What? Gomez?”

“Gomez? Gomez be damned! You
know what I meam!”

“Wthat just do you mean ?”

He said in an odd tone, “Nothing.”

She was shaking as if with cold.
“Red . . . what are you—pllanning to
do?”

“Natthing.” And he added, “Hadn’t
we better end this conversation right
at this point, and save later regreds?”

“Oh,” she moaned. “Alll right. If
you wish.” And she stood there for a
time as if helpless, wilted and unstrung
and shivering, and then she said, ‘"Take
me back now, please, Red.”

T TE STARTED walking toward the
. & Mariposa. She walked alongside.
They did not talk. On the way she
began to cry, and she cried very guletly
until they drew near the plaza, and
then stopped and dried her eyes and
put on some powder and covered all
signs.

They strolled up to the verandah of
the hotel as they had departed, un-
hurried and talking of trivia, unim-
portantly.

O’'Shaughmessy went home after that
and turned in without seeing anyone.

He did not sleep. As he lay there
alone the sounds of the night crept
into the room to occupy it with him,
each one like a presence. There was
the tiny rustle of the myriad living
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things in the great wide world, so ob-
livious of the meaningless concerns of
man. The sound of leaves and insects
and the night breeze sighing. The
horses in the corral—a soft blowing
of nostrils, then a whinny, shrill, quer-
ulous. Two soldiers in muffled argu-
ment somewhere, Latin, unappeasable.
The creak of a native cart on some end-
less midnight jousney. A baby crying,
in Azulita an awesome, incredible
sound. And far acress the town, a gui-
tar and a voice singing numberless
verses, each one beginnlng, "Wk ecora-
zom——"

Mi corazon . . . my heart, my dearest
heart . . .

For an hour O'Shaughnessy stuck
it out doggedly, and then gave up. He
got up with an oath and went out and
he walked. He walked like one pos-
sessed. Once of twice a sentry chal-
lenged him, and let him pass. He strode
the dark, deserted streets of the old town
as though hastening to a rendezvous
he could not keep soon enough, and
his enly alm was to be alone, to keep
going, to wear down the persistent, vio-
lent beating of his heart, that weuld
Het gulet, but beat en as it oppressed
by suffoeatien,

And O'Shaughmnessy came at length,
in the stillness of the night, to the one
place he knew where the violence might
be stilled and the oppression ended. He
stood in the shadows of the ciruelas in
the patio of the Mariposa, and he
looked up and there was a light in
Alexandra’s room. He climbed the old
outside stairs and made no sound, and
he scratched a nail softly on the panel
of her door.

She froze, standing there, when she
opened the door and saw who it was.
A single question was tremendous in
her wide eyes, a single, dread question.
She was in a white silken negligee, and

the room behind her was strewn with
clothes and feminine gear and two
traveling bags were open on chairs.

“Red?%be said. “Red . . .?2" And
she could not name her dread question.

He slid inside the door and closed it.
“I'm all alone. This isn't official. Don't
worry."

She reached out and touched him,
tentatively. She could not be sure, sure.
He looked at her, motionlkess. She
searched his face and was baffled, and
she closed her eyes slowly and leaned
against hini, limp and fear-woen and
wordless. And then suddenly her ares"
enclosed his neck and her lips/
his; and he was holding her tightly,
tenderly and fiercelly; and that vicious
little war and all the world vanishad
in a flash into limitless space and tl
and they were together alone, withowt
thought eF doubt or guestien.

Afar, the guitar played late in the
night and the voice sang, plaintive and
poignant, the song of "Wk corazon . X"

My heartt, my deavestt heartt . . . wiv
belowe one . . .

1V

FINVHE following morning Miguel e\
tered O'Shaughnessy’'s hut wiaik

the sun was an heur high, and theugh
he spoke urgently, he was forced to
shake el eapiidin By tthe sshaultiar thalone
O'Shaughinessy roused. One leek, and
OShaughnessy was out of bed and
awake. These obsidian eyes were afire
in thelr secret depths with purpese and
savage safisfaction.

“The general sees you today, mi
capitdm, no ?"

“Furst thing this morning, 1 hope.”

“Buemol/! Have no fear. You may
talk. You may crucify this Gomez.”

“How?l'

Miguel placed in O'Shaughnessy’s
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hand three soiled and crumpled pieces
of paper. On each was much writing
in ink, two of them violet and one
black. Before reading a wand, O’-
Shaughnessy reflected, as if in the
back of his mind, that the ink supplied
at the Mariposa was violet and that
headquarters always used black.

“Where did you get these?"

Miguel was again ambiguous. Enough

that he got them. A miserable pelado,
a woodcutter and peddler, had carried
them. He was on his way out of town
with them—on his way to the hills and
Francisco Morel. Miguel had been
watching him, coming and going. He
had ferreted out the spy and eaught
his game at first pounce. O’Shaugh-
nessy dld net ingulre inte the fate of
‘he weedeutter. He knew that the maf
veuld net be heard frem agaln.
. Miguel saittl: “These things Gomez
says are Hes: 1 have heard this frem
the men whe rede with yeu, even if 1
did net already khew. If the general
weuld fistan="

“Generals don't listen to the men
who do the fighting, Mike.”

“That 1 know,” Mike said grimly.
“That is why my heart is made glad by
this, and my spirit now is content.”

O’Shaugfhmessy smiled a little. “You
quite enjoy seeing people killed, Mike,
don't you?"

“The right people, the people who
have earned death, yes! And, por Dies,
did I not name—the right peoplke?"

O'Shaughnessy had no retort. He
could not meet that challenge. He
studied the grimy documents. Then he
stared into space a moment, granite-
faced. And he said, “You will say
nothing of these to anyone, Mike.”

Mike said, watching him, *“The
senorita takes the military train this
afternoon for Mexico City. So I have
learned.”

O'Shaughmessy faced that black,
opaque gaze squarely, and said, “I
learned that myself last night. You
have my orders*

Miguel stared an instant, then drop-
ped his eyes and murmured ackmowl-
edgement. He had his orders.

EQURTS martial in that army and

at that time were never affairs
of much ceremony. The accused was
lucky to get any kind of a hearing at
all. The comemanding general, an edu-
cated savage, was shrewd and ruthless,
and he was both court and advecate. Se
O'Shaughnessy, well aware of his value
to the forces, counted on at least an
interview with the general. He got even
more, for when the summmens eame, he
was allowed to eall on withesses iA his
defense. He invited enly Lieutenant
Escandrille to voueh fer him. The ley-
tenant was badly upset, and eeuld net
understand O'"Shaughnessy's refusal te
be alarmed.

Major Gomez, baleful and silent, was
with the general when O’'Shaughnessy
faced him. The major had already told
his story, and doubtless eloquently. O’-
Shaughnessy told what was the same
story, fact for fact, dryly, imperson-
ally, advancing, no argument. He said
nothing at all about Miguel's three
documents. The facts, he sald 1n effect,
could speak for themselves,

It was Lieutenant Escandrillo, fairly
incandescent with passion, who brought
drama into the hearing. He interrupted
O'Shaughnessy and would listen to
nothing until he had told his own story.
It was more than a heated defense, it
was eulogy. The captain had been
forced to throttle the major’s hysteria
at the very outset of the encounter
with the enemy. He had saved the
morale of the troops, and without a
second’s loss of time had extricated
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them from a death trap. The enemy,
three to their one, were securely en-
trenched ; only a suicidal maniac would
think for an instant of engaging them.
The captain’s retreat was brilliant tac-
ties. And to cap it all, when the major
was down and doorned to certain death,
the captaln had abandoned all caution
and effected a reseue. If this, the lieu-
tenant eoneluded, was to be adjudged
insubordination and cowardice, he,
Emllile Juan Eseandrille y Cadonzes,
demanded the right to take his place
alengside his eaptain when the sentence
of the eourt was exectited!!

O'Shaugihinessy wore a sardionic
smile as he looked on. Good kid, Escan-
drillo—with a rare gift of friendship
and loyalty. The general was another
matter. He was a great powder barrel
of a man, in bulk and temper; he wore
sweeping black mustachios and a poker
face. He was a great soldier—but then,
O'Shaughnessy reflected grimly, Hu-
erta had also been a great soldier, wor-
shiped in the early days by his men
for the victories he gave them. The
later days were again another matter,
Nothing was fixed and fast and reliable
in this gueer, unhappy eountry.

The general, no fool by any means,
heard the lieutenant out, cutting him
short within no more than a word or
two of his conclusion. Then he abruptly
roared for silence, thereby gaining an
effect without loss of anything he
wanted to hear. Gomez stood stiffly by,
red with fury. In the silence, the gen-
eral’'s ominous gaze swung te O’-
Shaughnessy and pianed him fast.

“You are an Amevicano, Captain
O'Shaughnessy,” he told him. “In less
polite language, a gringo. It is unfor-
tunate, but the people of your country
are the least beloved of any natien
by the people of my country. You have
served well, but you have not walked

softly, I may say, and you would do
well to walk softly, my captain. There
are spies and traitors, and sometimes
we find them underfoot, very con-
veniently.”

“I've found that often to be the
case, General” O'Shaughnessy said
dryly.

“I will dismiss the charges, though
they may still be debatable. We will
ascribe this affair to misunderstanding
under stress of action with the enemy.
But I do not wish to see you here
again on any kind of charge. Do you
understand thiat?”

“Parfiectly. But may I ask why I am
to be made an exception ?”

“Because you are of yourself an ex-
ception. You are not one of us. Your
loyalty to the Revolution—wthere is it ?
What man kmnows?”

O'Shaunghnessy glanced at the cha-
grined Gomez. The man suffered, stew-
ing in his own juice. O'Shaughnessy
respectfully shrugged. “Im this army,
my own command is all the country
I own to. My loyalty is theirs as long
as it is welcome. I beleng to no man
of party other than that, I guess, But
I hope that's satiistectony.”

The general rumbled in vague irri-
tation. “We will see. I think we have
no more to say now. Dismiss!”

A ND that was that, leaving O’-
Shaughnessy somewhere between
heaven and earth surely. He had a
drink on it in a most sardenie moed.
There was quiet of a kind in the soul
of the O'Shawghnessy, a strange and
peculiar peace such as Caesar is pre-
sumed to have known after he had
crossed the Rubicon. It was not the
peace of end of strife, it was only the
beginning. But it was the end of inde-
cision.
What pain and regret lay ahead,
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O'Shaugihmessy could not possibly

measure, and he forebore to try. What
was coming, would come—and by
Heaven, he told himself, it would likely
enough be plenty before all this was
over!

O'Shaugihnessy sent a note to the
hotel, telling Alexandra that he would
come to escort her to the military train
—alone. The company of Gomez or
anyone else would be unwelcome. He
left to her the management of that,
sure she would obey. He had not op-
posed her sudden flight. He had not,
last night, even let her diseuss it. He
had not let her discuss anything that
touched on the future or the past, even
though, baffled and frightened and
heartsick, a half wild ereature in the
very hour of that ecstacy, she had
wanted to talk, was siek with wanting
to talls, to know. She leved hifm.

Alexandra was waiting, with her
bags already stowed in a mule-driven

hack when O'Shawgihmessy came for
her. She got in, and they started, with

OShaghnessy riding alongside. The
distance was short, and they did not
try to talk, but her eyes never left him.
No one eould have told from the calm
look of him all that was going on in-
side the fman.

Presently they stood together in the
bustle of the depot, alone and isolated
on the tiny island of their own con-
cerns. A rapid firing gun was being
mounted on a flatcar with a great con-
fusion of orders. A small horde of
regulars assigned to guard duty lounged
in patehes of shade, awaiting the order
te board the roottops of the ears. War
was at enee a near thing and a very,
very far thing.

“My Red, my Red," she said, taking
between two fingers just a little of the
cloth of his sleeve. “You will not come
with me.”

“No, I'm afraid not”

“Amnd am 1 never to see you agaim?”

"Who knows? Maybe. Some day
there'll be peace.”

“Peace? But you know what kind of
peace will come here to Azulita before
them!”

He smiled slowly. “You mean anni-
hilation? Well, maybe. I'll have some-
thing to say about that. My men alsp.”

She jerked the cloth of the sleeve
this way and that, exasperated and des-
perate. “But Red, don't you kmow?
Don’t you understand?”

He took a deep breath and brought
from a pocket two crumpled pieces of
paper, two pieces closely overwtritten
in violet ink. “I guess I understand well
enough, my dear. But it's not as bad
as you think. 1 stopped these from de-
ing any damage for the present. You
ean have them back, but I’d advise you
to destroy them.”

T IEER eyes went wide with stark

fear. She was transfixed. He had
to take her limp hand and held it ever
the erurmpled papers.

“You—" she said, and could not
speak. She swallowed, and went on,
“You know everything? I thought you
only suspected, Red.”

“I began by suspecting. I wound up
with these. They are devilishly clever!
I think you're quite right in your een-
clusion that an attack in foree might
easily swamp us. As a professional re-
port on the garrison and the towR's
defenses, these would de eredit t6 anv
soldier. And my dear, are thev—every-
thing?”’ )

“Tey"re everything.” Her eyes were
bleak and her face was bleak. “Every-
thing except my first notes to Fran-
cisco Morel, establishing contaet with
him.”

“Who sent youw?”
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She looked at him, despairing, doubt-
ing. *fRancho Villla sent me. He is join-
ing forces with Morell

“Amd where does Gomez fit im?"

She shrugged. “it has been known
a long time that Gomez was not too
loyal. But he was cautious. He de-
manded money and much reassurance. It
was part of my mission to persuade
him, It was not difficuit—but he is
trusted by no one. He is no patriot. He
is enly a traiton”

“WHat ever induced you to get
mixed up in this sort of thimg?”

A spark of fire flashedi briefly in her
gaze. “You don't think I have reasom?
Hounded out of my native country as
a child? My father barely escaping
with his life? You ask me that? The
cause of the Revolution is my cause,
anywhere there exists tyranny and op-
pressiomn”

“WiEll . . . that's as good a reason
as any other, I guess”

And then suddenly she was crying.
“Oth, but I don't care any more. Red,
Red, why did this have to happen to
us? I want you so, and my heart is
breaikiung”

He stood there looking at her, and he
was turning white for all his burnished
tan and his eyes looked very young
and almost frightened. *“Dum’t, honey.
Don't, for God's sake! This isn't any
too easy for me. I've done all I can do.”

“You havemt

“I've signed my death warramt—if
they ever find out that I let you go
like this. Isn't that A

“Yaou know it ismt?” She ignored
the indifferent soldiery, the milling and
confusion, and beat at his rigid breast
with small clenched fists. “Iff you loved
e, you'd believe me and you'd come
with me.”

“Amd join Morell?"

“No. Abandon them all. 1 only want
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you to save yourself. Even if my mis-
sion has failed, others will not. Nothing
can save this town. No one here will
escape. The end is already near.”

“It isP”

“©h, but it is, Red! I'll tell you this
much more. The news has already gone
that I am leaving today. That required
no writing, no notes. This town is fufl
of friends of Morel. And this will be
the last train ever to leave here. The
track will be totally destroyed. I know
the plains”

He said nothing.

She went on, pleading, “I can’t con-
vince yow?”

Through set teeth he said, “¥&s, you
can convince me, Allexandra. But, by
God, you can't persuade me! Judas
alive, I've doublecrossed my people, the
men I've fought with. I've betrayed
men who have died for me by lettlag
you go. I should have yeu shet, by fmy
oath, though Ged help e, 1 ean't. I'll
square that with my esnseience, But
beyend that I'm Heked. 1 esuldn't faece
It eut. And I weuldn't want to faee it
with yed : . : hating you”

“You would hate me?"”

“WiHet do you thimik?"

She took a deep breath and dropped
her eyes, and she plucked, all unseeing.
at the edges of her crumpled handker-
chief. She had no answer.

He said. “Yoou'd better get aboard.
They'll be off any minute”

QVHE began walking toward the coach
KO steps. He walked along with her.
She did not say anything. The centhero
had already placed her things abeard.
She stopped at the steps, not looking at
O'Stmughnessy. He stood there, and
there were no wardis iim Hitm.

And then in a flash she had her arms
around his neck and she was clinging,
sobbing as if her heart would break.
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“Oth, how can I leave you, Red?
Don't send me away. Keep me. T'll
stay here with you. I don’t care what
happens to me.”

“Dom’t, honey, dom't.”

“IKewep me here, keep me, Redil”

“No. That would be suicide. Eor
both of us:!

“I don't canect”

“fien I'll do the caring for two.
We were licked from the start. I can't
go and you can't stay. You'd better
get abogudi”

She went limp and still, and he
thought for a swift instant that she had
fainted. But she only leaned against
him for a moment, and then pulled
herself together.

There was a bawling of orders, and
the idle guards rose and moved upon
the train. They began to clamber all
over it. A great hiss of steam came
from the ancient locomotive.

Alexandra gave O’Sthaughnessy one
look as if to fix the image of him for-
ever in her sight. She said, “Good-by,
my Red.” And she ran up the steps
into the car.

The last O'Shaughnessy saw of her
was a white hand flutterimgy from a
window as the train pulled out of the
depot. The hand released a slip of
paper that floated and sailed aloft in
the disturbed air. He walked along
the tracks and picked up the paper.
Tt bore an address in Mexico City and
the single sentence, “If ever you want
fne, ask here where 1 am and they will
tell you”

O'Shaughnessy read it over many)
times, and then struck a match and
touched the flame to the paper. He got
his horse and rode back to the Mari-
posa. He called a boy from the plaza
and gave him a coin to take the animal
to its corral. Then he went into the
eantina. He ordered a glass and a bot-

tle of brandy. And so provided, he pro-
ceeded to find out how thoroughly and
painstakingly drunk it was possible for
a man to get.

He found out. In fact his success
made minor history in Azullita that
night before Miguel, hastily sum-
moned, firmly escorted him home to
bed to sleep it off.

\"A

# N6 SEAALGGHNESSY awakened well

past sun-up next morning. It was
like awakening in a minoy hell of his
own making. But when he saw the time
he quickly sprang from bed. Miguel
had been walting patiently outside the
hut, and he entered when he heard el
eapivdn stirrling. He was as fueh the
basillsk as ever and had nething te
say, Bu’é o sy felt his sery-
tiny. 3y laughed, 2 Bit
Eﬂmly Mike was clearly wendering

Ris master fared this MSFRIRG,
but he might have saved himself the
eeneers: © e33y's vast physical
energy eould tske 1@9 gt BHH{éH
fRent. He sent Miguel off 18 BFIRY Eiey:
gsgg%{gﬁéeaﬂﬂﬂus WH!I‘&‘ he shaved and

There was concern also in the lieu-
tenant's attitude when he arrived, but
O'Shmughmessy quickly allayed it. He
talked as he finished dressing, erisply,
vehemently.

“Woonng one, you'll remember, I'm
thinking, that free-for-all that went en
yesterday out in the valley while I was
getting Major Gomez up and mounted
behind me?”

6-‘[ (h..’rl

“Weas there any shooting that you
recall

“Shooting? Diass, yes! Plenty of
shootimg,”

“I mean right on the spot—right
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there where 1 picked up the major?'

Escandrillo thought, then shook his
head. “Nw, when 1 stop to think. I re-
member none. It was all sabers and ma-
chetes

“Amd how would you account for
the fact that no shots were fiineshi?’

The lieutenant shrugged. “Tlihe sheer
excitement of close quarters, maybe.
Men forget good sense at times.’

“Some men. But not every man in
an army. Those fellows did not fire
because they had orders”

“Onders? But winy?”

“So they wouldn’t harm the major.
He was to be their guestt’”

The lieutenant's stare was blank.

O’'Shanghnessy laughed. “iIt takes a
little believing, doesn't it? Luckily [
have the proof. By Heaven, 1 have the
proofi! Gomez has been in touch with
Morel.”

“Wiith Morel? Gomez?"
¢ “Yes. 1 imagine most of the ex-
changes were verbal, coming cau-
tiously to terms. But it seems that
Gomez finally notified Morel that he
was ready to come and have a talk with
him. His value to Morel would be
small if he simply deserted. It would
be much smarter to let himself be cap-
tured. Then later, after a good visit
with Morel and an understanding ar-
rived at, he could conveniently escape,
and tura up here again—a hexo!!”

“But why should he run all this
rigk?’

‘Bhrause he's yellow, primarily.
That's not as contradictory as it
sounds. He feels we're licked, and he's
been ready to switch over for some
time. God knows, I've seen the thing
in his face myself, not knowing just
what it was! I distrusted the man yes-
terday, 1 distrusted that fall he took;
and in distrust and stubbornness 1 res-
cued Hhikm "

“But -why, if this is true, did you
not shoot hiim?"

“Blarause 1 didn't know his game.
I was only guessing. It happens I
guessed right. You see, young one, his
chances of commanding a regiment
under Morel would be greatly increased
if he could but contrive to doublecross
this garrison in some manner before
showing his colors. There are a thou-
sand ways a staff officer could do that.
I think he even had one of them in
mind when he seemed to be going off
his head out in the valley yesterdtzy.”

Escandrillo looked at O’Shaughmnessy
and there was fury in his eyes, and he
began to curse in a picturesque litany
of Latin imprecation. But there was
uncertainty in him too. O'Shaughnessy,
after a glance at him, went to his
jacket and got the third piece of paper.
the crumpled piece with the writing in
the black ink. He handed it to the
young man.

“fhat’s the message Gomez sent off
to Morel last night after we got safely
home. Take note of the handwriting.
You'll find the whole story there. He
regrets that their plan fell through,
damn his black soul, because of the
interference of a miserable AMueeiano,
and he promises better luek next time,
and that a bit anxiously. Read it—see
what you make of it.”

Escandrillo read the message. He
swore, slapped a hip, and started for
the door. O'Shmughmessy spoke sharp-
ly, halting him.

Escandrillo begged, ‘ilet me take
care of this. They cannot then say it
was revenge, as they may do with you”

‘Reevenge or not, you'll take my
orders. This will be according to regu-
lation. Get a couple of files and bring
them here with fixed bayonets. And
keep your mouth shut and that temper
cool.”
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“¥You mean—to arrest hinn?’

“What elsas3*

Escandrillo did net say what else,
but his very silence was eloguent.

O'Shaughnessy growled, “You have
your ordens

Escandrille shrugged uncomprehend:-
ingly and vanished.

E grim little party found Major
Gomez in his quarters. Gomez oc-
cupied an apartment in a handsome
residence surrounding a patio cool with
flowers and a singing fountain. O'-
Shaughnessy halted the detail in the
patio, and without ceremony opened
the door to the major's sitting reem.
Escandrillo was close at his heels.

Gomez, writing at a paper strewn
table, looked up in surprise, then indig-
nation. “Wat means this, Captain?
Wihat permission have you to enter this
way ?"’

“I don't need permission, Major
Gomez,” O’'Simughmnessy told him gen-
tly. “Woou're under arrest. Treason, I
guess they'll call it.”

“Wimt are you talking about? Are
you out of your head #'

Escandrillo snapped, “We are not.
I have read the message mysalff”

“WiHmt messzge?

O’Shaughmessy shook his head. “Bad
luck, Gomez. The fortunes of war. I
intercepted your letter to Morel”

For a long moment the major sat
without motion, without expression,
looking at them. Then he relaxed. He
picked up a cigarette and lighted it.
“THmat is bad, isn't it?" he drawled. “I
don't know what there is for me to
do—exxept to deny everytihing

“Nooatlll have all the opportunity in
the world. But right this minute you're
in process of coming into custwdiy’”
O’Shaughnessy's tone changed, and it
was like a whip lashing. “Stop fum-

bling and get out of there or I'll have
my men haul you out.”

Gomez arched his eyebrows delicate-
ly and got up. He walked from behind
the table submissively. And like a cat
springing, he was abruptly tearing at
the revolver in a holster hanging on
the wall.

Escandrillo flew into a lashing,
scrambling motion, pulling his own
gun, but O’'Shaughmessy struck down
his arm. O’Shaughnessy’s revolver was
already out, and he fired.

He fired twice, a third time, and a
fourth time, deliberately, as the winc-
ing, collapsing figure of the major
slid slowly down the wall against which
he leaned. There was at first an ex-
pression of the most intense hatred on
the officer’s face, but then, like warm
butter running, it melted, and the face
turned slack and vacant. The body
rolled on the floor, twitched once or
twice, and that was all.

O'Simugihmessy stood there, looking.
He swore slowly, dispassionately. Then
he turned to Escandrillo and handed
him the revolver.

“I’ll surrender this to you. You will
kindly place me under arresit”

“Il do nothing of the sontt!”

“Womilll damned well do as you're
tolidi"”’

The lieutenant glared at him.

O'Stmughnessy said, “Young one,
wouldn't you, in my place, rather be in
custody of a friemd?”

It dawned on Escandrillo. There
was a bit of a flush on his face, but
he accepted the weapon and stepped

aside for O'Simughnessy to proceed

him out of the room.

HE killing, of course, was a sen-

sation, for all the familiarity of

death in that town. It had all the over-

tones of personal drama, of feud and
4 A—1



THE EAITH UNEAITHEUL 65

vengeance and murder. The captured
message to Morel made it plain, how-
ever, that O’Shanghnessy’s motive was
thoroughly military, and Escandrillo's
testimony made it plainer. O'Shaugh-
nessy had a brief and stormy interview
with the general, in which he permitted
himself to give as good as he took,
explaining how he came by the mes-
sage and justifying his choice of ac-
tion upon it. Thereafter he was de-
tained in a comfortable room in the
palatial summer residence where the
general made headquarters. He had
accounted for everything. He asked,
experimentally, for a brandy and
water, and it was speedily provided.
Wiith the glass and a cigarette he sat
down and waited.

It was a long wait, longer than he
expected, and it gave him all too mueh
opportunity to think, which was un-
welcome. He did not think of Gomez
especially. He had seen men die before.
There was another kind of death, how-
ever, that he could think of only as
purely fortuitious and horrible, and the
thought of it haunted him. He was
thinking of .Alexandra,

And when he thought of Alexandra,
lie was only satisfied that Gomez was
dead. A mouth was stilled. A secret
was safe. A life, a life so damned in-
credibly precious was secure!

O'Shaugihmnessy strove hard to ap-
praise and come to an understanding
of himself in the trying hour of that
wait. He had violated a trust, and vet
he did not care. He had let Alexandra
go, when every duty bound him to de-
liver her to the authority he served, the
very authority which now sat in judg-
ment on his own life. And he did net
care, although he could cheerfully die
rather than endure the self-contempt
of any other smallest relaxation ef his
soldier’s trust.

The truth, of course, was this. He
was masterless in chaos. He had al-
ready been cast ofif by his own. He had
found no faith and trust in those he
had come to serve. Quite by chance,
he had come across a guiding star, a
conviction and a passion, and he let
it lead him, and he regretted nothing.

He regretted nothing. He counted
the hours, and knew that Alexandra
had arrived in Mexico City in ample
time to catch another train for the
north or for wherever she would find
refuge. The secret was safe with himm—
although he knew that no secret is ever
safe. He thought of her and remem-
bered her. He could see her suddenly,
flesttiinglly;, in the shadows of the cor-
ners of the room, and he could feel
the warmth and softness of her siiil
lingering in his hands, and was glad
with a soaring of spirit that this per-
fect recollection was secure, safe,
somewhere alive and living.

A young staff aide, crisp and imper-
sonal, at length came for ©O'Shaugh-
nessy. He led him to the late drawing-
room of the house. There O'Shaugh-
nessy was mystified to discover most of
the officers of the garrison assembled.
The room was blue with smoke, as if
after prolonged conference. The officers,
silent and expressionless, lounging all
over the big room, looked at O'Shaugh-
nessy without a sign of recognition.
He felt the cold breath of enmity strik-
ing him, as if these men, all of one
blood, had already set him apart, an
alien.

The general, seated at the head of
the long table in the middle of the
room, gave him ample recognition,
however. O'Shanghmessy tried, but
could read not a thing in that poker
face nor find any comfort in that dark
and opaque gaze.

“OStrughmessy,” said the generall—
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significantly omitting the cappinan—"1
have investigated the killing of Major
Gomez. I called in my officers to wit-
ness this proceeding, because I thought
it would be most edifying. I was not
wromng.”

O’'Shaugihnessy could only say, “Yes,

sir.”

FFYHE general went on, “I find the
circumstances of this killing as you
related them to me to be entirely cor-
rect. I give my approval to the course
you chose. I commend you for saving,
quite possibly, this command from
unexpected and unjustified disaster
through the treachery of a scoundrel
who was a traitor to the Revolutiem’™
O'Stmugihnessy took a deep breath
and waited what was coming. Some-
thing was coming. The general got up
and walked around the table.

“Amd having disposed of all that”
said the general, “I now call upon you
for explanation of certain other cir-
cumstances not yet accounted for—and
for the surrender of the two other
documents you capthuresti”

“Two other documemts?’ said O'-
Shaughnessy.

“Can it be possible you have for-
gotten them ? I refer to the two military
reports addressed to Erancisco Morel
by the fascinating Russian you escorted
to the train yesterday afternoom.”

O'Simugfhnessy looked steadily at the
general, and that gaze between them
was like two forces locked in combat.
“f have no such documemtts’

“THen what disposal did you make
of tihem?

“They were destoyed’

“By wihem?”

O'Sthaughnessy had no answer.
There was no possible answer, The
general waited, and then smiled, with
a narrowing of his eyes and total ab-

sence of humor. He returned to the
chair at the head of the table.

“Ssmor O’Shaughnessy—yaur order-
ly, Miguel, is devoted to you. But
you failed to take him into your
confidence. From him we obtained a
story somewhat more complete than the
one you told me. You were aware, not
only that Gemez was a traitor, but that
the seductive Alxandra was a Morel-
iste spy. I'll eoneede without guestion-
ing that yeu dld net permlt her mes-
sages te reach thelr destimeritn®

“i did nott™

“fhat is good. It saves you from a
painful death on an ant-hill, mi amigo.
It is unpleasant, and grieves me al-
ways, but I have been compelled by
the folly of men to order such a sen-
tence executed on more than one oc-
casiom.”

“It will not be necessary now.”

“So 1 had hoped. And with further
regard to these messages, I will pre-
sume that you either destroyed them
yourself, or perhaps gallantly returned
them to the writer as she was leaving.
This will allow me the privilege of
presuming also, in view of her hasty
departure, that she left on your ewn
urgent adviee”

“She left entirely of her own ac-
cordl”

“I see. But nevertheless, may we not
believe that her departure was hastened
by the fact that she knew you were
acquainted with her missiom?”

O’'Smunghnessy merely shrugged, for
words had passed all usefulness. The
general was baiting him as pitilessly
ao a cat might a mouse. That ruthless
mind was already made up.

The general went on inexorably,
“Yaou are a good soldier, O'Shaugh-
nessy. But you are a very bad soldier
of the Revolution. You have caused
trouble before. You have conspired
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with a spy and assisted in her escape.
You have implicated yourself in trea-
son. I am not surprised at this outcome.
And it is only with a philosophic regret
that I now come to an unavoidable de-
cision. This army is at war. The ver-
dict is mandatory. It is my order that
the sentence of death be executed upon
you at dawn tomorrow.” The ironic
tone abruptly changed. ‘liruitenant
Mercadio! Refmove the prisomar”

And that was that. All within a mat-
ter of seconds, without even the chance
of an attempt at rebuttal, O'Shaugh-
nessy, sardonic and outwardly serene,
was marched out of that room in dead
silence, and the eyes of every man that
watched him were as cold and expres-
sionless as death itself.

ERE is no need now to relate
the tortuous travels of O'Shaugh-
nessy's thoughts during the hours of
that night in the tiny, verminous cell
into which he was thrust. They were
no different from those of any man in
like pesition, except that in facing the
issue of imminent death the O'Shaugh-
fiessy had a strength and a consolation
beyend that whiech is granted to fost
eendemned. His life was a payment
that was due, and what it had pur-
chased was well werth the while.

Life was sweet, to be sure. He had
only learned how sweet it could be to a
man. He would have liked living on,
would have liked fighting and working,
loving and building, and liked growing
old in his time. And Alexandra! He
would have liked, if only once, to be
with Alexandra again before embrac-
ing death. Those were the thimgs!
Death itself was nothing, a negative
thing, so easily dismissed and done
with in a flash, as no one knows better
than a soldier whose business is death.

The new day was stealthily gather-

ing somewhere in the eastern darkness
when a key clicked softly in the lock of
O'Stmugihnessy’s cell door. He was ly-
ing on the cot, sleepless, and he glanced
toward the door. He heard it creak
ever so faintly as it was opened with
care, and he sensed the presence of
someone in the eell.

“Wi: capitdm,” the unknown whis-
pered. “Cuptain O'Shaughnessy.”

It was Miguel, of all men! O'-
Shaughnessy was out of the cot in one
movement, groping and finding the
Indian in the darkness.

"Wilke—wHmt in hell are you doing
here?”

“Wou will go now,” said Mike. “I
have made all readiy.”

“Whatp?”

“fiieere is a horse, with blanket and
food, in the little alley behind the jail.
You will find also a rifle and revolver.
I have made the guard very drunk,
and no one will stop you. But go
quicklly.”

“WMiike!” O'Simughnessy pounded
the hard chest of the Indian with his
fist for lack of adequate words. “Why
on earth did you do this? Den't yeu
know they will find you out? What
will you do?”

Wit will I do?” A pause. “I go
now to Francisco Maorel. There I will
be among friends. I do not like this
Revolution, this government and this
army. It will be well, and it is time”

“Whike, my life is yours. If there
is anything I can do, tell me.”

“I took away your life, I give you
back your life. Yesterday I betrayed
you, without knowing. I told of the
sefionitadds messages and did not knew
you had not spoken. I did net knew
you had not given them to the generatl”

“Wieire square, Mike. Newer think
of it agaim’

“I will think often. I will hope and
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wonder if you came safely through this
ride tomigintt

“I will, Mike

“smd 1 will wonder, too, if you have
found the seiioviita. 1 think that is what
you will do, is it not—go in seandh?”

“I guess so. I have nowhere else to
go now, Mike

“fHen I hope you find her. 1 think
she is all right. She was my enemy for
a little while. That is all. Now it is
over. I wish you good fortune, mi
capitdm™

‘Wl amigm,” O'Shmughmessy cor-
rected. “Amd all the good luck in the
world to you. Adinzs, Mike!"

And he moved silently, swiftly, down
the jail corridor, and in a moment the
dark night received him, and embraced
him, and assured him with its myriad
small voices that he was free. There
was no alarm or challenge. He was
free!

And that night all the stars in the
heavens were incredibly bright as O'-
Shaughnessy rode through the hours
—amnd the North Star as it wheeled
in its course was the brightest by far
in all the firmament. And that is some-
thing 1 think you will understand with-
out any more elaboration.

£ &

HAVE skipped and foreshortened

much detail in telling the story
O'Steugihnessy told me that night in
the mountains. And 1 must skip and
foreshorten again, for the tale of his
escape, of ‘his arrest in Mexico City
and his second escape, is a story in its
ewn right apart from all this. Enough
that he got away, clear away, and that
he found Allexandra at last.

It took him six months to find Alex-
andra. They were six difficult and dan-
gerous months, and he could easily have
gone farther north and crossed the
border safely and forgotten all about it,

except that it was impossible for him
to do that. He persisted, and he found
her. And when he found her, he did
what you'd expect him to do, of course
—ihe took possession of her and mar-
ried her. She was in rather bad need
of him then.

“It was a shock, finally to find her;,”
he said. “For more reasons than one.
Too much of success, too much of what
we call happiness, can be as much of
a shock as disappointment or defeat.
Warse, maybe, because you can be
philosophic in adversity, but in tre-
mendous good fortune you can't count
on keeping your head. I tried. I had to.
I had damned little money and no job.
And the little bit she had was urgently
needed. Ah, it was nesdietl”

“Blor so?'

“Somilll understand in gemimute. I
kept my head pretty well, though it was
hard. I took her north. We stopped in
El Paso. The town at that time was full
of Mexican exiles and intrigue and
plotting. I found I could make mysel
useful to certain parties because of my
experience. I made money. There were
matters of gun-running and such, and
delicate dickerings with people in Wash-
ington that I knew how to handle bestt”

“Amd was Alexandra satisfied and
happy?’

"Sttfisfied and happy?’ He rocked a
little, brooding, just barely smiling and
just barely aware of my presence. “She
was. 1 have that—by Heaven, 1 have
that! I have it to remember till the day
1 die. Maybe it was the first flush of
marriage, maybe it was because we had
just by a hair escaped tragedy together.
Anyway, I‘'ve never seen what you'd
call happiness to compare. Myself, I was
worried, I was a bit dazed by the crazy
way life ran on, but I was certainly in
a heaven all of my own. And she was
there too, with no worry, no doubt, no



THE EAITH UNEAITHEUL 69

thought of the wars or the world or
the Revolution, or a thing but us. Uks—
do you umdiensitard?’

I didn’t. He laughed, and went on.

“Deever mind then. You will quickly.
1 could talk till next Thursday noon
about that time. I used to stop and
think and wonder—how little I'd
planned it out, how little I'd even
known about wanting it, and how con-
tent I was. I was a fool for luck, and
I never gave a thought to my old com-
mand or the general or "

"Wt ever happened to Azulitew?"

“It was practically wiped out. The
railroad was wrecked as Allexandra
promised me—far too ruined for re-
pair. The army evacuated the town and
left it to its certain fate and retired on
Mexico City. It was a running battle
all the way, and they were badly cut up.
Aftter that Francisco Morel had his way
in that valley—until an assassin's bullet
ended his career a year or two later. It's
a long time ago now, and they're all
dead and gone: Huerta, Zapata, Villa,
Carranza. There are mighty few left
who can tell any tale of the high places
of that time. Dead and gone and almost
forgotten—tihermselves and their causes
and the loyalties they received from a
million or more mem”

“Ihciluding your own,” I said. “Red
O’'Stmugfhnessy, have you ever felt a
Jeast twinge of regret over anything you
did in those days ?"

“MNexer. To this day it's still muddled,
in a way, and yet it's always rightt"

T REMEMBERED something. A

quotation that sprang into memory
like an electric sign flashimg. 1 wasn't
too sure of myself, but I quoted it. “It’s
Tennysom,” I told him. “WEagibe it fitks”
And these were the limes:

Hits honor rooted in dishomor sivod,
Ard faith unfaithiul kept him falseb tride,

O’'Shaugfhmessy had me repeat them,

and he recited them after me. He
chuckled.

“feanmyson called the turn, I guess.
I'll remember that. And now look hera””
He delved into an inside pocket and
brought out a wallet, and from the
wallet he took a snapshot in a trans-
parent cover. He handed it to me.

It was a picture of a young American
officer, a photo taken in the field, show-
ing the young man looking up from a
table spread with maps. He was a very
handsome and soldierly looking young
officer, and he had the O’'Shaughnessy
jaw and the insolent, likeable look of
the old man. He had that look of im-
portance that is only bred in the very
bones of a man, and that marks a young
man for prestige and position years
ahead of his time. I no longer marveled
at the pride in the voice of Red
O 'Stmughnessy.

“fiihat’s the boy,” he said. “What do
you think of himn#"

1 admitted my real admiration.
= O’'Shanghnessy said, “Hke’s every-
thing I could ask for. He's a devil and
stubborn, and he fairly disowns me for
roaming the world like an unregenerate
old pirate, as he puts it, but I think, at
the bottom of it all, he's a little bit
proud of his old man at that. He thinks
I'm a soldier. I like to think he may
be right. He was born in El Paso, by
the way."

“Amd Alexandra? Where is sine?”

He paused. “She’s in El Paso. I had
to leave her there

“Leave her?”

“$he's buried there. It was as sudden
and unexpected a thing as I'll ever
meet again, and a blow, you needn't
doubt. I was a wild man for a little. I'd
never even dreamed. But something
went wrong, and she didn't pull through
when the boy came”
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I couldn't say anything. He went on,
“She said to me, ‘Don’t be sad, my Red.
We've cheated life. We were both
marked for death, and we cheated life
and beat it. We're still ahead, we're still
winners, aren't we, Red?' . ... 1 told
her, yes, we certainly were. And 1 guess
we were!”

He took the snapshot from me and
looked at it. He said, “Regret? You ask
if 1 have anything to regret, no less!
Do you realize this is what we needed
that little money for? That this is the
reason she lost track of wars and revo-
lutions and the world itsellf? This is
why I had a little heaven all to myself
for that while. Can you feel a little the
shock that 1 felt when 1 found her, with
a son of mine in the world and coming
to being 7

He waited for no answer, but added,
“Hamor? Loyalty? Duty? I've lived the
most of a lifetime by those things, and
yet I'm a fool to give the breath to
utter them. No words can define or limit
such things. I should have, on my oath,
turned Alexandra in at Azulita, and
she's so long gone now it almost seems
it wouldn't have mattered in the end.
A man can get over things. But do you
know what I'd have done if 1 did thet?"

“Whtemt 7

He stared, a little transfixed, at the
snapshot, and the kind of feeling of
miracles that very likely visited his
dreams on certain nights seemed to
hover over him right then.

“I'd not only have had her shot,”’ he
said. “Dlm’t you see? I'd have shot
him! As surely as if I took a pistol to
him as he stands there. I didn't know
it, didn't know what was happening in
my life, and I'd have killed him!™

A little of that awe crept into my
own consciousness. Imagine—carrying
that macabre thought for a quarter of
a cemtturny!

O'Simughnessy put the photograph
away. “HHe has his own mother's eyes,
even if he has his own father's jaw.
He's a soldiier:” He added, with fimalitty,
“#th, but if you only had seen her!
There will never be anyone like her
agaim” He was quite composed, but
with that he was finished and his story
was done.

And so that's Red O'Shaughnessy's
story. It's a sad story, maybe, and yet
he himself is not sad. I had to tell it
And I know now, and 1 think you will
know, what he meant when he said that
miserable is the man who has nothing
to die for. He knew what he was talk-
ing about, the O'Shaughnessy.

THE END
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E father of Lady Cecil Margaret
Agnes Kathryn De Waters was so
very Britlsh that he seldom left England,
even to visit Lady Cecil, in her flat in
Paris. Lady Ceeil was so very mueh more
British that she wsed her Paris residence
merely as a jumping-off place for the occa-
sional seeret serviee work she had under-
taken to do for the Empire.
On this particular evening, Lady Cecil's
plans included nothing more spectacular
than a quiet dinner with a young Belgian

admirer. That is, they did until Fate
knocked at her door, like the postman—
twice.

.Eirst in the person of an American mear-
do-well, William Gloster, called “Wiillie"
by his friendis, because he wasir’t at all the
“Willie” type. All Gloster wanted from
Lady Cecil was dinner and her promise to
marry him.

But Fate's second rap was more urgent,
coming in the form of a phone call from
Mr. R.—tthe head of the British secret

This story began in the Argesy for April 24

71



72 ARGOSY

service—in London. “WEapgie’s pictune;”
came the voice over the wire, “is gone and
Papa Jacques knows nothing about it.”
Lady Cecil translated quickly. Maggie's
picture—the plan of the Maginot fortifi-
cations along the eastern frontier of
France; Papa Jacques—the French nation.
“Mir. Hendriksen has the picture” Mr. R.
goes on, “iHe is now in Germany, and you
will please go after him and recover it.”

ADY CECIL can think of only one

person who can help her—the mys-
terious, miraculous Monsieur Jacquelin,
free-lance secret agent. But no one knows
who M. Jacquelin reglly is—no one except
8 Parisian journslist, Julte Cailland, who
is running a sensational series of articles
abeut him. If Callland divulges M. Jac-
guelin’s five idienity, Lady Cedll knows,
at least twelve governments will send
agents to kill M. Jacguelin. He knows too
el abeut all of them—they eould net
let him live.

In something like desperation, Lady
Cecil turns to Willie Gloster, who is big
and strong, and rich and courageous and
pleasantly gay, and who—most important
of all—owns a fast monoplane.

Lady Cecil and Willie fly to Germany
and manage, without too great difficulity,
to corner Hendriksen and persuade him
to part with the vital map. After a brief
but hectic skirmish with von Emsdorfi—
the biggest cog in the German counter-
espionage mechamismm—and his men, Lady
Cecil and Willie skim out of danger.

"Meanwhile, in Paris, the journalist Cail-
land has received warning that Hendriksen
bhas talked, and has exposed Cailland's
part in the theft of the plans. Pretending
to fear the wrath of M. Jacquelin, pre-
sumgably aroused by Cailland's disclosures,
Cailland runs from his office, and quietly

disappears, .....

ONDON. Hither come Lady Cecil

and Willie anxious to return the
Maginot plans to Mr. R.—aitherwise Win-
ton Jones, . . . Hither comes Jules Cail-
land, hiding, frightened, . . ,

But before Lady Cecil can hand over
the plans, they are neatly grabbed by one
of von Emsdorfs agents. The young
peeress is bitterly dismayed. Her failure,
she feels, has made a blot on her honor
that only she can wipe out. Again her
thoughts turn to M. Jacquelin, who, she
has decided by this time, is none other
than Cailland himself.

Willie Gloster, who knows Cailland,
scoffs at the idea but offers to introduce
her to the French journalist. Gloster
gloomily advises Cailland not to bother to
deny that he is M. Jacquelin.

“She’s made up her mind that you are;”
he says.

‘No, ne Cailland’s protests are almost
hysterical. But when Lady Cecil looks at
him in obvious disappointment, he bows.
“But Jules Cailland is at your service,
mademoiselle. Make use of him.”

Willie tactfully leaves Lady Cecil and
Cailland alone for a few moments. Return-
ing, he findis nothing but a brief note from
Lady Cecil telling him that she and Cail-
land have gone off to recover the plans.
Willie swears helplessly and scowls, at the
walls that are all that is left for him to
scow] at. . ..

CHAPTER VI
CABALA UND LIEBE

INTON HOLLING JONES

walked home every day to

stretch his scrawny legs and
fill his cramped lungs with air. At
every corner he paused, regarded the
traffic, and then crossed the street with
caution, just as that mind of his
crossed with caution all the traffic of
international problems, for it was hard
to separate the Winton Jones of ordi-
nary affairs from the Jones whe een-
trolled the secret service of his esun-
try. He looked upon his dinner plate
with the same misty far-sigihtedness
with whieh he viewed an imbreglie in
the Fa¥r East,
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He had just made one of these cor-
ner hesitations and started across the
street when a big-stepping man drew
up beside him and a voice round and
resonant saidi:

“You can control your own agents,
Jones, can't you? They don't go off
helter-skelter without your sending
them, do they? Then call back Lady
Cecil, will yow?”

“Gone where?’ asked Jones, vain-
ly lengthening his step to match the
stride of the other. “lLady Cecil gone
where, Mr.—er, Glostiar?’

“To hell, I suppose, with Jules Cail-
land. She thinks that he's Monsieur
Jacqueliim*’

At this Wimton Jones halted and put
his hand on Gloster's arm and looked
up into his face. He glanced up and
down the street as thought te make sure
of their privacy, but though the street
was quite empty he merely shook his
head and walked on again, more slow-
ly. One might have thought that he
suspected the crawling London mist of
being a sentient thing, capable of -over-
hearing unguarded remarks.

They entered the park. The trees
drifted slowly past them. In the dis-
tance the trees stood still, gathering
dim mantles of evening. The street
lights left wavering yellow water
marks along the pavements.

“Gone with Jules Caillamdit” said
Jones. “Well?"

“Calll her badk," said Gloster.

“How can I?"” asked Jones. “Iff she
has taken to the air with Cailland, how
can I call her back? I can't whistle
down that bird yonder, you know. Real-
ly, I'm not Gadil”

“ffhen why do you play His pantt?”
asked Gloster.

“Ah?” said Wimton Jones.

‘Hiease don't be so damned Eng-
lish,” said Gloster.

They walked on for a time in si-
lence. Afiterward, Jones said, *I think
I should beg your pardon, Mr. Glos-
ter.”

“Giranted,” said Gloster. “Now about
the girl”

“Wen did she leswe?”

“Am hour ago."

“She’s a headlong creature. I'm
afraid they may be in the air alresdny”

“I know that. Call her back! Will
you call her badk®’

“If I called her, would she come?’
asked Wimton Holling Jones. “I’'m
afraid not. If she sees her goal, will
she turn from it? If the plans of the
Maginot Line which she Jostt—"

“You were there. It was your fault,
not hers,” said Gloster.

“Ath, but certainly that's true,’ ad-
mitted Jones. “Omn the other hand when
I see an intelligent, high-spirited, rich
girl ready to break her heart to be of
service to her country, what a singular
man I should be if I opened her eyes”

He gestured elegantly.

“WMill you look at it another way?"
said Gloster. “Siw's a clean-bred girl
but she's been raised in a rotten cen-
tury where the women no longer give
their hands with their hearts but with
their brains. She thinks that Cailland
is Monmsieur Jacquelin. The thought
may sweep her off her feet. Do you
follow me?”

“I follow you. Umwillingly, I fol-
low youw”

“Waou have long arms. Wiill you call
her badk?"

“How shall I find hex?”

“If I find her, will you make sure
that she has to retuwnm?”

Wimton Jones took six long steps
while he measured this request. Then
he said, “Yes—I shalll”

Gloster held out his hand, “THait’s a
gentleman's agreement.”’
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INTON JONES regarded the

hand. He looked up into Glos-
ter's grim, half-ugly face and then
took the hand with a sudden gesttire,

“Yees, my dear fellow. Yes, yes!” he
said. “But will you go after her? Are
you going to jump into the fire again ?°

“I am,” said Gloster. “Wflith way
shall I jump to find it? Von Emsdorf
is the thief. He has the stuff. Wiill he
take it straight to Wilhelmstirasse ? Is
that where 1 have to go?”

“No,” said Jones. “Nat there

“Weare, them?”

“I don't kmaoww.

“Wou have something in mind,” in-
sisted Gloster. “Wihat is itt?”

He had to wait again while the nerv-
ous feet of Wiimton Holling Jones put
another stretch of the black pavement
behind him.

“Why should you go at all except
with your eyes opem?’ asked Jones.

Gloster said nothing.

“fere is a caball’ said Jones. “And
von Emsdorf is part of it. He may be
the guiding brain of it. Perhaps he is.
I think he is and 1 think he stole the
Maginot Plans twice to serve an end
that was as much personal as national
—as much international as national.
Let me sketch everything briefly from
the beginning. A good deal of it you
know already. But let me think aloudl”

“Flease do,” said Gloster.

“Gernmany is desperat” said Win-
ton Jones.i “A few facts prove that.
She has less than two million unem-
ployed, within a half million of the
best figure since the war. But she's
employed her people making war mu-
nitions. She's paying them with her
blood. I'll give you some figures. Ex-
ports in 1929, thirteen billion marks.
This year, four billion. The gold
Reichsmark costs too much. Foreign
trade is dying. But she has to buy raw

products—tin, copper, silk, rubber,
manganese, chromium, tungsten, tex-
tiles, iron ore, and so forth. She has
to have nickel for war material. She's
trebled her purchases of it. She works
like a madman, day and night. She
makes substitutes—sugar from wood,
flour from potatoes, gasoline from coal,
margerine from coal. It turns the
stomach to think of what German
patriots will have to eat during the
next war! But how, with a failing for-
eign trade, can she afford to pay for
her enormous imperts? How ean she
carry on an arms program that eosts
her fouf theusand milllens ef dellars
a year?

“fihe cleverest financial juggler in
the world controls the purse strimgs—
Dr. Schacht. Whiat does he do? Well,
he draws ‘voluntary’ contributions.
The bank clerk gets two hundred and
ninety Reichsmarks a month, but fifty
he pays back as ‘contributions.’ That
helps, but poor Schacht is still in the
fire. He gets internal loans that are
forced Joans, Last summer, the banks
gave him five hundred million Marks.
The insurance companies gave him
three hundred millien Marks. But he
ean’t get that from them again, and
he knews it. They are bled white. 1A
return they have 10U frem the gov-
ernment whieh, 1n ease et a erash; will
mean exaetly nething.

“Amd while he struggles like a devil
to find more money, the air ministry's
budget under Goering goes up by two
hundred million Reichsmarks for the
year! That's the financizl background.
You see what it means? Germany is
arming hersellf, but she is paying with
her blood. Presently there will be no
more money left in the national veins.
You follow?”

“I follow," said Gloster. “Amd she
feels that she must fight or die”
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“Exaactly,” said Jones. “She feels
that she is being strangled to death by
lack of room. Her birth rate is actually
decreasing. It's estimated that her pop-
ulation in fifty years will be under
fifty million as against sixty-five mil-
lion today. Are Germans going to sit
still while fifteen or twenty millions of
them vanish from the face of the earth?
I don't think so. So Germany rushes
on her preparations. She feels a re-
ligious eagerness. Hitler says:

“‘In the annihilation of FErance,
Germany sees merely the means of our
nation to obtain full development in
another direction. Our foreign policy
will only have been correct when there
are two hundred and fifty million
Germans, not crowded like coolies in
a factory, but free peasants and
workers. Almighty God bless our
weapons! Judge if we have merited
freediomm! Lord, bless our combatt!” ™

“I'we read thatt"” nodded Gloster.

“NITOW we come to the crux,” said

v Jones. “Germany has been arm-
ing as fast as she can but she’s still far
behind in guns of big caliber and in
heavy tanks, and such things. Further-
more, it will be a long time before she
is up-to-date in those directions, These
big guns cost like the devil—like the
very devil, you know. So do the heavy

tanks. Like inland battleships, you
might say.
“So Germany's preparation lags.

There are two opinions among the war-
minded in Germany — and the entire
nation is really warsminded. A ma-
jority of the conservatives want to wait
until the preparation is complete. Der
Fiiwarr leads this opinion on. Remem-
ber that he is only a great orator. In
the war he did nothing as a soldier.
He was a corporal at the end of it. His
mind runs to words rather than to ac-

tions. Therefore he favors delay be-
fore the great crisis. But the minority
disagrees.

“fihey see that their preparation is
incomplete but they count on the fer-
vor of the people and the war-weari-
ness of the rest of the world. The
shame of defeat still makes the blood
of every German boil. And with rea-
son, poor devils, for God knows they
fought like heroes! But let that go.
There are in Germany certain men
made of steel who desire to strike now.
As their own'preparation goes on, they
see that other countries around them,
richer in gold, will be making still
greater preparations. They feel that
their chance is as equal now as it ever
will be. Leonhardt von Emsdorf is
one of these. Steel, all steel. There’s
not even iron in von Emsdorf. He
wants to strike now. Amd he has enor-
mous influence. Wiith der Fifiver,
with Goering, with Colonel-general
Blomberg, with von Fritsch. Von Ems-
dorf has the ear of all of them. Still,
he’'s working to a certain extent with
8 lone hand. His cabal has to do not
so much with other Germans as it has
with other countries, for when Ger-
many strikes she wants to invelve other
natiens all around her so that her
flgnits will be secure as she faces west.
Whll, dees it still make semse?

“It still makes sense,” said Gloster.

“Wieeive known about this cabal for
only a short time, but we have the
names of his correspondents in certain
countries. There is Jacques Louvain in
Belgium, Johann Gleich in Austria,
the Conte di Parva in Italy, and that
queer monstrosity, that great orator
and beast, Gregor Raskoi in Russia it-
self. More than this, we know that
on this very day all four of these men
have left their own countries and
started for Germany. But we don't
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know their itineraries. Only at one
point—Raskoi changes from plane to
train at Landsberg, in Prussia, and is
passing on through or to Berlin. That
seems to indicate Berlin as the meet-
ing point for all of them, but we're not
at all sure. But does the picture grow
on yow?”

“Von Emsdorf opens the meettiig,”
Gloster said. “iHle tells them that the
time to strike will never be better. Italy
to strike for more colonies in Morocco
or Algters, Russia to clean up the
Baltic nations, the Awstrian Nazis to
make a great putsch to unite their
country with Germany, and Germany
itself to pour west on a France that
trusts to the Maginot Line—wihiich will
be almost non-existent now that the
master plans are in German hands. The
cabal agrees; von Emsdorf brings to
dev Fiilserr a practieally eompleted faet.
It der Fuwesr is net eonvineed, then
perhaps ven Emsdorf intends to reach
abeve his head and appeal to the swerd
ot Germany, the disciplined troops of
the Redifisweliky. And s6—a leap at the
threat of Eurepe”

Wimton Jones paused. He turned
and looked up steadily into Gloster's
face. “You seem to know your Eu-
rops,” he said.

“Yaou can't wander around the world
as I do without hearing bits of news,
now and them"” said Gloster.

“Tirue,” agreed Jones, walking on,
but with a thoughtful air. ‘But now
that the picture is clear in your mind,
what could you do about itt?"

“Fimd out the meeting place of the
caliedl” said Gloster. He hummed a lit-
tle senseless tune. “Catduile und Liebe.
Schiller, you know. €abal and Love."

“Amd how will you find out where
the cabal is to meett?”’ Jones asked, ig-
noring the interpolation.

“Get to Landsberg before Raskoi

takes his train and then tail himi to
the finish of the trip. I can speak Rus-
siam.”

“Amd at the finish of the trip?’

“Il find Lady Cecil and take her
back to England by the scruff of the
nedk” said Gloster. “WMith your as-
sistance in case of a pindh’

“Is that all you'll do?” asked Win-
ton Holling Jones, in a weary voice

“Suyppose that I get to the spot, what
would you hawe me do?” asked Gloster.

“WMat would I like to do if I were
there in persam?” said Jones, dreamily

“Yees, put it that way."

“I'd try for some meams,” said Jones,
“of killing them off. Not a quick
death, you know. Something slow. So
that they would have a chance to look
around them. And then I'd want them
to see me, laughing, not too far away.
Laughing, Gloster, and rubbing my
hands. And watching them go up in a
fime stench of smoke. That's what I'd
like, Gloster, so that another ten million
men wouldn't have to die, and leave the
world poisoned with hate for fifty
years."

CHAPTER VII
AND NOW BERLIN

REGOR RASKOI threw a bomb
when he was fourteen years old,

and was sent to Siberia for it. Siberia
had only a year to toughen him before
the Bolshevik revolution brought him
back to Moscow as a boy hero. He lived
violently all the time, He served with
the. Trwotsky forces when they were
hunting down the Wihite Russians
Wiein he came back as a colonel, he
betrayed Trotsky to gain the faver oi
Lenin, because there was only one great
quality in his mind, and that was an
ability to know, in advance, whe
would win the argument. Then he
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went out as a red-handed headsman
for Lenin, being a good deal more sav-
age about it than Lenin ever imagined.
He never talked about his deeds of vio-
lence. He only laughed about them,
Stalin took him over when Lenin died,
too busy to know exactly how savage
a monster he’'d inherited.

He was a whip in the hands of his
masters. He grew to be such a great
whip that only one person could han-
dle him, and that was Stalin. And even
Stalin was dumbfounded by some of
his performances. Affter a while he gave
up actual bloodshed except on rare,
holiday occasions. He preferred the
more delicate worlk of extracting con-
fesslons frem these ameng the ae-
eused whem he felt it partieularly im-
pertant te eenviet. This laber ap-
pealed to his mere mature talents, as
they ripened. The ecenfessiens whieh
priseners fake in Russia semetimes
amaze the werld, but that is beeause the
World dees net khew that there are
SHER experts a8 Greger Raskel: Qregsr
ﬁ??ssi; in shert, was & law nts him-
335 §

He worked chiefly with electricity.
He knew how to step up a harmless cur-
jent that could not cause death but
which traveled along the nerves like
saw-toothed probes and wound up by
jabbing into the brain. You can't re-
sist electric torture. You can’t resist
it because it destroys your will power
at the same time that it puts the body
84 the rack.

Big men—big, passive, hard-headed
Slavs with no more imagination than
lumps of wood could not resist the de-
vices of Raskoi. Presently their heads
twisted back and they began to scream,
monotonously, terribly, with grating
shrillness. Raskoi liked that. It was the
enly sort of music that appealed to
him. Wiat he preferred was to take as

many as half a dozen and work on
them at the same time with the cur-
rents stepped up to varying intensi-
ties. He could turn a bass into a shriek-
ing tenor just by varying the inten-
sity of the electric shock, and when
half a dozen strong men who would
have laughed at cannon were all
screaming together and making the
only sort of harmony that fed the soul
of Raskoi, then Gregor would throw
back his own head and show his white
teeth and the red of his throat as: he
laughed .

He came to know just how much to
give his—patients. He would dose a
man so well that half an hour later,
when the fellow had to appear in court,
he still had no more will power than
a baby and confessed with tears and
sobbings that seemed to be of the ut-
termost contrition. Gregor Raskoi
could have made an angel confess that
it had stolen its wings.

He had specialties. To make a young
girl, a pretty thing, accuse her mother
of various dreadfulnesses was one of
Gregor's principal joys. He could cause
a newly married couple, still sick and
trembling with the joy of love, to de-
nounce omne another in screeching
voices before an astonished court.

In short, Gregor made himself in-
valuable to the Revolution.

Afiter a while he discovered that
vodka, though heavenly, was not the
only drink in the world. Wiith vodka
he got himself drunk in an hour or
two, and that was too soon; with red
French Burgundy he could keep his
throat awash a dozen hours at a time
before he was done in. He kept him-
self well drunk more than half the
time, and the cost of the Burgundy
was often tremendous. His taste im-
proved. Once he drank nothing but
Ramarcee Comtii for an entire month
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and even kings hardly revel so mag-
nificently as that.

Lenin, it is said, once sent for him
and remarked: ‘Gregor, you are a
beastt”

“True,” said Raskoi. “I'm your
beastth

“Yooumr beastliness costs too mudi™
said Lenin.

Raskoi began to travel around in
a high-priced limousine with the Bur-
gundy packed in special side pockets.
He learned how to knock the neck off
a bottle and pour a whole guart down
his throat while he was traveling at
full speed, but when there was snow
on the ground he always squirted out
the last mouthful so as to leave a visi-
ble peace offering to Mother Earth.

Raskoi had three wives, one after
another, but he sent them all away and
their children with them.

“Red Burgundy is my wife and my
childi” he said. “it is also my father and
mother. Lenin was only my grand
uncle and Stalin is my uncle. There . . .
you know all about Gregor Raghkail”

But people did not hate him as much
as you might suppose. He had a way of
doing big things. Money made no dif-
ference to him. Clothes made no dif-
ference. He liked the automobile
because it went fast. All he wanted was
plenty of wine. And when that soured
his belly, he freshened his stomach with
a pint of vodka and began on the Bur-
gundy again.

E had a bottle of Clos de Vvagpot

in his hand when Gloster first saw

him walking up and down in the station
at Landsberg, waiting for the train.
There were no guards about him. That
was one of the things that the Russian
people liked; Raskoi never had body-
guards, He used his own strength in-
stead of hired guns. Once when three of

the men he'd tortured set on him in the
street, he knocked the heads of two of
them together, and let them escape
while he strangled the third man with
his hands.

He lay down on the dying man and
as the swollen tongue thrust out be-
tween the teeth, Raskoi kept shouting,
“Farther! Farther!” In fact, he feared
nothing in the world except Stalin, and
him, only a little. He used to say, “I
will be a dog to only one mam”

That was why he was walking up
and down the station with his bottle of
Burgundy, unguarded and unafraid.
He was about the height of Gloster,
and like him he was big with strength.
He gave a sign of it while Gloster was
watching. He was munching a sausage
of fat bacon, and a big street cur came
up and begged for a share. Raskoi
swung his thick leg and kicked the
mongrel away. The dog went off hob-
bling as though its ribs had been
broken. Raskoi laughed and continued
his promenade. EFrom time to time he
burst'into song.

Gloster got out the little pocket ac-
cordion and accompanied him. He sang
an under part for Raskoi's somg—in
fact the Russian had a very good voice,
It was a little rough and there was too
much of it, that was all. Raskoi went
up to Gloster at the end of the song
and saidi:

“If you can speak Russian, why do
you sing like a damned Frenchman,
through your nose?’

Gloster laughed. “I'm still too close
to Russia to answer you,” he replied.

“Ah,” said Raskoi, “you are an
ewiigree, perhaps. You are one of the
ones who ran away with your pockets
full of rubies and roubles? Is that #t?’

“No, but I saw Raskoi and went
away. I knew there wouldn't be room
for the two of us in one little Russia”
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Raskoi was too drunk to understand
at once. But when his eyes had swal-
lowed the sense of these words he
laughed with his whole heart, like
thunder.

“Im Berlim"” said Gloster, “I could
see you”

"“Wees, by God, in Berlim!’ said
Raskoi. “I will make you drunk and it
won't cost you a penny. Not a penny.
Oh, Saint Catherine, how drunk I shall
make yowl”

He was still laughing at the thought
when the train arrived and they sep-
arated and got into it.

E train reached Berlin in the
evening, about twenty-four hours
after Gloster had said goodbye to Win-
ton Holling Jones. In Berlin people
meve guiekly, like Americans; some ot
them have blg stormaehs frem beer but
fest of them are rather pale and their
faces are set a lttle with the straln
ef laber. But a German, lke an Ameri-
ean, will peur eut his whele life-
sirength  father than deerease Hhis
standard of Hving. The junkers are
that way mere than the lewer elasses;
they keep their jaws set almest all the
way threugh lite gnd their eyes are
sharply feeused sn the best ehanee.

Wihen he got off the train, Gloster
found Raskoi no drunker than when he
got on it. ‘Remmember,” he said, “you
are to get me drunk tomigit”

“Diid I say tonightt?” said Raskoi.
“WAll, you come and see me. I'll be at
this hotel. You come and I'll get you
good and drunk. I'll make wine run
into your eyes! If it doesn't run out
your ears, I'll keep on pouring it down
your throat until it does. You come and
get drunk with Raslkaiil”

It seemed an immense joke to him.
He laughed so that his hand shook as
he held out a card to Gloster with the

name of the hotel written on it in
German script. It was a place on Unter
den Linden.

“Come at tem,” said Raskoi. “I don't
begin to drink well till ten. I only have
little drinks before ten, but then I have
it by the bottlke”

Gloster went off through the long,
sraight streets of Berlin and looked
sadly at the rococo buildings of an
earlier period, with harsh, faceless
slices of modernity crammed in, here
and there, like fists among dumplings.

Night was coming, and Lady Cecil
was somewhere; and Jules Cailland
was not far from her.

He went into a restaurant but he
could not eat because he kept thinking
about Cecil. The blue evening which
was rubbed across the window of the
restaurant made him dream of the dusl
in London through which he had
driven with her. Remembering that me-
ment, he eould repeat all her werds,
ene by ene. He epuld take them ints
his ewn fheuth and re-say them. They
left 2 sweetness A his brain, like wine;
and they left a serrew that sank 8
his heart and fmade it esld:

He told himself that she was only a
woman, like any other woman. She
would get middle-aged, like all of them.,
She belonged to Cailland. Cailland had
her. Cailland had made her his woman,

The thought made him so sick that
he put his knuckles against his fore-
head and ground bone against bone.
But even when his eyes were closed,
the memory of the girl got inside his
eyelids. She shone upon his mind and
he knewr that that special light never
would leave her. O¢ him. Age weuld
not dim it. She would be beautiful fer-
ever.

He sat in the restaurant for a long
time, sipping Rhine wine and eating
green olives. The wine was iced so that
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it made his palate ache but the delicate
perfumes of it went up into his brain
and joined the thought of Cecil, which
was lodged there. He was taking the
advice he had given to her and was
adding sorrow to sorrow, resolvedly,
but he could not break down the cold
iron that bound his soul. He could not
dissolve it by wallowing in regrets.

It came to be ten o’clock and he went
to the address of Raskoi but all the
way he felt that it was a losing game—
that it was too late—that the ruin al-
ready had been accomplished. His feet,
not his mind, took him to the hotel.

Wihen he tried to telephone to Ras-
koi's room, the operator said, “You
will just have to go up. He has broken
the telepitomed!”

Gloster remembered the weight of
the gun which he carried under his arm-
pit. The fact that the telephone was
broken seemed to give him an oppor-
tunity, in some way. He could not have
said exactly how.

Wihen he got up to the door of Ras-
koi's room, the Russian’s thick, rich
voice bellowed inside, and he walked in.

T{A§K@il lay on a eeueh in the liv-
ing room. There were some very
modern, garish colored prints on the
wall of the room. Some of the figures
were mere ideas, not images, but Glos-
ter could recognize a blue stallion gal-
loping over the top of a green hill
and the sky was a gray background,
stippled in, The furniture was com-
fortable, overstuffed, upholstered in
gray, and there was a thick gray rug.
It was a good hotel, new in every way.
It lacked the Sctmankt and smoky old
beer-flavor of Berlin's more seasoned
hostel ries.

Raskoi lay on the couch, stripped to
the waist with his feet bare, also,
though the evening was quite raw.

“hhai, brotiher!” called Raskoi. “Are
you my brother, pig #*

“I am not from the same sty,
though,” said Gloster.

“Weot're not from whatt?”’ demanded
Raskoi, heaving himself half off the
couch. He looked like an animal ready
to spring from all fours.

"“Wot from the same sty,” said
Gloster. “Amd don't look at me like

thatt,”
“How shoull! 1 look at you ' shouted
Raskoi. "Till break your badki” he

yelled and jumped at his guest.

Gloster hit him with all his might
on the corner of the chin, so hard that
the bone bit into his knuckles painfully.
It should have knocked Raskoi right
across the room. Gloster’ had never
in his life struck a man with such force.
But the blow merely stopped Raskoi's
rush and made him take one step back.

“Ah?"” he said, and lifted his hand
to his chin. His fingers came away with
blood on them. “thhii, Elise!” shouted
Raskoi.

A girl came into the bedroom door.
She was blond as a Prussian and had
a pretty, rather delicate face.

“Hllise, lodk!” said Raskoi, and held
up his hand with the blood on it. “He
did it!” said Raskoi. “He did it. That
little man. He did it to Raskoii”

He began to laugh in a great up-
roar. “flihat little man did it to me”
said Raskoi. “Shalll T kill himmn?"

“No, don’t kill him,” said Elise,
looking at Gloster, smiling on him.

“Alll right, T won't kill him,” said
Raskoi. “iHe hit me on the chin and I
can see my own blood.”

He laughed again and hardly could
stop his merriment. “Brather,” he said
to Gloster, “do not get too drunk, be-
cause I might strangle you if you fall
asleep. Sit down and diriimit”

There were two cases of Burgundy
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straw-packed in boxes on the fioor. He
picked up two of the bottles and
knocked their necks off against the
radiator. Other bottle necks lay already
on the floor.

“Now!"” said Raskoi, giving Glos-
ter one of the pair. "Now, deep! Make
the last pint splash on top of the fiirst
pimtt”’

Glosttar drank off the whale bottle.
His head rang.

“Give it to me!” said Raskoi. He
took Gloster's bottle and held it upside
down. No liquid ran out.

“By God,” he said, *you must be a
Russian, and a noble! Elise! He is
a Russian and a noble. Get down on
your knees and kiss his feet—down on
your kinggs—"

T TWE lifted his big hand and the girl

dropped. Gloster caught her un-
der the armpits and lifted her to her
feet,

“He doesn't want you to,” said
Raskoi, dazed. “He doesn't want you
to, by God . .... I don't wafit you,
either. Go get to bedi! Be off with yow

The girl disappeared into the bed-
room ; her dark, slant eyes looked back
over her shoulder towards Gloster as
she went.

“Now we'll drink,” said Raskoi.

He knocked open two more bottles
and placed them on the table as he sat
down. He was a little fat, but not very.
The loose of his belly overhung the
top of his belt somewhat and there
were some clots of fat under the skin
of his neck, but his strength had not
yet rotted away.

He sang, and Gloster accompanied
him on the accordion. He drank, and
Gloster kept pace with him, sweating.
He felt that he had to keep pace or
else what he meant to do would be more
foul and dishonorable. He had to set

his teeth and say to himself every time
he took a swallow, "I won't get drumid’
So his will power kept his brain on ice
and kept it from getting hot with alco-
hol.

“Ill tell you a story,” said Raskoi,
after an hour. “Hlise, come in and hear
my story.”

“I haven't anything to put on,” said
Elikse.

“Came in, damn you,” called Raskoi.
"Iff you had anvthing on I'd tear it
off.”

She came in wearing a nightgown of
thin, pink silk.

"Laok at a womam,” said Raskoi.
“feyre all loaded in the hips and
gone in the shoulders. If a horse
looked like a woman, we'd shoot it to
put it out of pain. Look at her! Are you
fat inside the knees? No, she’s not fat
inside the knees. If she was, I would
have knocked her over the head. . . .
Come here!”

He pulled her into his lap. “Take
some of this” said Raskoi.

“Dom’t cut my mouth,” said Elise,
holding up her hand for protection
from the sharp edges of the broken
bottle neck.

He slapped the hand out of the way.
“I won't cut your mouth. That would
only give you red kisses, you fool.”
said Raskoi. “I'm going to tell you
something. Listen to me.”

She lay back in the arms of Raskoi
and looked up into his face like a baby,
inert, watchful of strange things. Un-
der her blond hair and her blond eye-
brows, her eyes were exceedingly dark.
The eyelashes were sooty shadows.

“ithe first time I saw a battle, it was
like this,” said Raskoi. “l was off with
the cavalry on the left wing. I looked
across the battlefield. It was nice to see
the infantry go on in lines. It was pretty
to see the artillery gallop out in front
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and unlimber. Little puffs of white
blooming like white roses. Lovely!
Whhiter than your throat, sweetheart,
and the sky was bluer than this veimn—
this one that I pick up between my
thumb and finger. You see, brother?
And we sat up there on our horses,
watching. . . . Give me another bot-
tle . .. . to war—to fight—there’s the
sport. I think of men who play tennis
and my belly turns over. They could
play war, just as well. ... ."

E poured down his bottle of wine,
Gloster finished his at the same
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there no wine? D'you think you can
steal #tt?”

Gloster opened two bottles, Raskoi
poured down one of them at once.
Gloster fought his own bottle down
by degrees. He knew that he ecould net
take another,

Raskoi stood up. He was shouting.
Amnd he had thrown the body of the
girl across his shoulder.

“I said to the messenger: ‘Wiere are
you shott?'

“ ‘“Through  the lungs,” he said.

“ ‘You're going to die,’ said 1. ‘You
know that? You're going to die.’

“Amd then something made me laugh
at him.

“He spat in my face. He spat all over
my face and when I wiped it away, 1
saw that it was all red. It was blood.
And 1 laughed. It's only the second
time, tonight, that I've had bloed in iy
face—and both times—I lawsheil—I
laughed. . . .~

He began to stagger. “I laughed . .
shouted Raskoi, roaring with mirth.
He reeled and fell by the couch. The
girl got up from him. Raskoi lay still
with his arms and legs spread wide.

“Now!"” said the girl. “You can get
aww!h'

Gloster went to the door and stepped
out. There was a numbness through his
brain out of which a thick voice kept
saying to him that he could net harm
a drunken man.

He went downstairs through the
lobby to the open street. The sweet
coldness of the air blew through his
lungs. He walked for half an hour,
with his knees strengthening and the
fumes blowing out of his brain. Then
he turned and came back to the hotel.

He was sober enough to know that
he must not go back through the lobby
into the hotel. He had been seen going
out and he must not be seen returning,
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The room of Raskoi opened on a fire
escape, so he went around through the
alley behind the building and jumped
to catch the lower end of the fire
escape. There was enough strength in
his arms to pull his boedy up but when
he got to the first steps above, he had to
crouch for a moment. His heart was
racing so from the effort that he lost his
breath and it weuld net come back.

The alcohol sickness was on him, too,
making lights spin before his eyes. He
forced himself to breathe regularly,
looking down, trying to regulate his
pulse by force of will. Then his natural
strength rose up in his body and cleared
his brain and his heart began to pound
steadily. He commenced the upward
€limb.

CHAPTER VIII
A ROOM AT THE ADLON

HE straight-edged backs of three

buildings rose beside the alley. All
the nonsense of decoration and false
front was stripped from them. Seen
from the rear, they showed the builder's
mind as it really was. Down below, as
Gloster climbed, the light in the alley
shrunk smaller and smaller and com-
menced to throw out separate rays, un-
wearingly. Three other fire escapes
jagged up the backs of the neighboring
buildings, dodged the windows, climbed
and climbed to the roofs. Behind one
window whose shade was pulled down,
a light burned and made a blind, yel-
low eye which had some sort of spirit-
wal significance to Gloster. He could
not tell what it meant but he knew that
it filled him with fear.

Then he got to the window of Ras-
koi's room. He recognized it by the
rank, sour breath of wine that issued.
He climbed in over the sill. It was not
wine alone that fogged the air. He felt

that he had come into the lair of some-
thing less than beast and more than
man.

He sat down on the arm of an over-
stuffed chair and waited for his heart
to quiet again after the climb. He could
hear Raskoi breathing in heavy sleep.

Gradually the light came into the
room, not the light of moon or stars
but the glow of the city reflected from
the miserably low clouds. By degrees
his eyes felt their way around the
chairs, the table, the lump of dark-
ness on the floor that was Raskoi.

The coat would be in a bedr©om
closet. He got back into the next room,
softly. The bed was a square of pale
gray. He leaned close to it and heard
the girl breathing. She had not taken
her chance to leave the big drunken
beast. She would wait for the morning.
and money. If Raskoi gave her enough
money ne deubt she weuld stay en and
hate him and serve hifm. Perhaps he
weuld beat her inte seme sort of an
affeetion, 1t he cared te take the time.

She began to whisper in her sleep:

"Je tie sois pas. Je ue sais pas. . . ."

Gloster stepped back from the bed.
He tried the wall to his right, running
his hand up and down for doorknobs.
When he found one, it was cold glass,
cut.to crisp edges. He opened the door.
On the inside wall his hand touched
the icy tiles of a bathroom.

He went on exploring. The newt
door opened on a closet filled with
shelves. Amotther door gave him access,
at last, to a coat closet. He touched
the rough flimsy of a woman's coat,
then a man's jacket. That must be
Raskoi's.

He stepped inside the closet, closed
the door until it was only an inch ajar,
and used the little flat pocket torch
which he carried. The shaft of light
made a spot of burning white on the
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wall, with yellowed circles around the
central core. He could see everything
very well.

He went through the pockets of the
jacket. He found an old-fashioned
turnip watch with a heavy case of soft
gold, dented in several places. It ticked
too loudly to suit Gloster but it was
telling the correct time. A gold chain
connected with the watch, and at the
end of the chain there was a big green,
rough stone, an uncut emerald. A flat
round of steel projected under the left
armpit of the coat. He pulled at it and
a8 straight-bladed dagger came out, He
fitikell the thing into his hand and the
double-edged blade projected between
his second and third fingers. He pushed
the knife back Into the leather scab-
bard whieh was sewn inside the lining
of the coat. He found a elgarette lighter
of English malke, a eheap eomb with
seme of the fine teeth broken eut and
hair twisted in ameng them, speekled
with dandrufif. There was a nete beek;,
ehe side ot it stiffened with eardbeard
te make it firm fof writlag upen.

E opened the book and com-

menced to run through the pages.

The Russian was hard for him to read

but he made it out. The opening insert
was:

Merciful God, lead by the hand, guide
with your voice your pitiful servant, Gregor
Raskoi, who lies here weeping at your
feet.

On another page:

Under the fingernails! Wihat a fool T was
to forget to commect the current undér the
fingemaills. It must be like driving splinters
into the quick. How much time 1 waste,
being a fool!

Again:
Up. Raskoi! Up, up, Raskei! Up, up! . . .

Well, he makes me his dog, but will
bite all the other dogs. I will drive them

mad. I will make them foam at the mouth.

Mad dog! Mad dog! ...

Oh womam, when shall I find a mate?
Why do you crumble under my hands?
Wihy do you melt away in my arms? Why
are you softer than butter! Beasts, you
are not worth buying, you are not worth
having as a gift. On a black day, God threw
you down on earth. He swept you out of
heaven. He saw you fall. Afterward, he
began to ache all over but he was free of
you.

Several pages followed filled with
figures very neatly written in and
totaled. Perhaps these were expense
accounts.

Then:

She was fat all over, like a swine, and
she squealed like a swine. She never had to
draw breath after the curremt struck her
under the fimgernaills. She never stopped
screeching. Womthorfiul, wonderful lungs!..".

Miserable Gregor, lowest of beasts. God,
behold him! . . .

Almost on the last written page he
found, written in German, not in Rus-
sian:

Tuwesday. 9 A.M., Adlom, Winterberg.

This was Monday. On Twesday at
nine in the morning a person named
Wimtterberg was to be met, it seemed.
Or was Raskoi to go from the Adlon
to a place called Wimterberg?

Here the door of the closet blew
softly open. The lights of the bedroom
snapped on and he saw Raskoi naked
to the waist with his lips grinned back
so that the stiff rolls of flesh bulged
up under his eyes.

He did not speak, but reached a
hand out for Gloster’s throat, and Glos-
ter smashed a fist into the middle of
that grin.

The blow jerked back Raskoi's
head. Gloster came out of the closet
behind a shower of blows. Blood
spurted on the face of Raskoi but his
head was India rubber. It was knocked
back and forth and yet his body
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swayed back only a small step with
each shock. The girl sat up in her bed
with a screaming face but it seemed
to Gloster that she made no sound. He
was cutting his hands against the teeth
of Raskoi and against the hard, bony
ridges of his brows and jaw.

The Russian ducked in under a driv-
ing punch. He caught Gloster, around
the body and buried his teeth in the
coat and shoulder. The pain was fire,
as though Raskoi were biting out a
lump of flesh; and all the while he
kept kicking up with one knee. There
was no end to the strength of his arms.
They tightened and tightened like rope
eable. They erushed the wind eut of
Glester's lungs se that he esmmeneed
te bite at the alr llke a dog whieh Is
held by the threat. He had his right
hand free and with the secend
knuekles he began t6 beat behind the
ear 8t Rasksl. The Hesh turned white.
1t spiit. The bised ran dewn.

Suddenly Raskoi winced and jumped
back into the living room doorway.
Gloster could not follow. His heart,
thundering in his throat, choked him.
Then, behind Raskoi, he saw a dim
ghost with a maniac’s face. A bottle
swayed up in two hands and came down
en the head of Raskoi. The glass did
net break but the bone crunched.
Raskel dropped on his face.

He had not made a sound. Neither
had the woman as she struck. There
was only the fat, plopping noise as
the loose flesh of Raskoi struck the
floor. Blood was running into the
matted hair at the back of his head.

OOK at him,” said the girl
through her teeth. “is he dead #*
Gloster looked at the smashed head.
“He’s deadi” he answered.
“lke's dead—the beastt!”’ nedded the
girl,

“fithare’s blood on your face said
Gloster. “Go wash it off. Amd then
dress”

She got as far as the bed and fell
on it, her arms twined around her head.
Gloster went into the next room and
lighted a cigarette in the darkness. The
burning coal drew out to a long,
crooked, red triangle; the heat of the
smoke scalded his tongue.

He turned on the lights and opened
a bottle of Burgundy. At the first swal-
low, his heart stopped racing and his
stomach was warmly comforted. It was
good Burgundy. There was *nutiting
green in its taste. It was a little sweet
but all Burgundy is a little sweet. It
was full of marrow and fruit, as the
Erenchmen say. He found himself
thinking about the wine and nothing
else in spite of the other things that
needed thought. The night voice of the
city groaned in the streets and the
memory of Lady Cecil came up to him,
embodied in the sound.

Gradually a door opened in his mind.
He kept slamming the door shut, turn-
ing away from the grim opportunity
which lay ahead, but still with a quiet
logic the thought persisted.

Russia was far away and Russian
leaders are not publicized in the west-
ern world; we do not know their faces.
People know how Stalin looks, and
that's about all.

He went back into the bedroom.
“Get up and dress;,” he said to the girl.

She did not move.

He turned the body of Raskoi on its
back and looked at the face for a long
moment. Then he studied himself in
the mirror. There were disheartening
differences. Fear began to come up in
him as when a man drives an auto-
mobile too fast and frightens himself
and still keeps on driving faster and
faster. He knew that he would follow
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out - the idea which had entered his
brain. At last he surrendered to it en-
tirely and began to act upon it.

He pulled the trousers off Raskoi.
There was a spot of blood on the knee
of one trouser leg. He undressed.
Raskoi's trousers were a little too big
around the waist and hips but they
were not a very bad fit. In the closet
he found Raskoi’s gray flannel shirt.
There was a black necktie to go with
it. In a suitcase were more shirts, un-
derwear, socks of soft woel, some Rus-
slan clgarettes, a flask of vodka, a
velume of Pushkin, a paek of goese-
guill teethpleks, twe paeks ef eards,
a big auwtematie, loaded; and an aule-
mebile map ef Germany.

He took a swallow of the vodka;
it seemed to send smoke out through
his nostrils but it was good vodka.

Yes, there was heart in it.

He took off the trousers again and
dressed himself from underwear out,
completely, in the clothes of Raskoi.
In the shoulders the coat pinched him
a triflie; in the waist everything was
still a bit too large, but on the whole
he was comfortably dressed. There
were stains on the front of the coat,
which was a good, tough tweed, of
dark gray. One of the stains was
grease; another was sticky, perhaps
from a sweet of some sort, and the dark
red Burgundy had left its traces, na-
turally. Glester seemed to see it hang-
ing i dreps frem the chin ot the Rus-
slan:

He had hard work, then, dragging
his own clothes onto the body of
Raskoi. When that was done, he picked
up the hulk under the arms and dragged
it to the coat closet. He took out the
girl’s coat and Raskoi's old raincoat,
which was black with grease around
the inside of the collar. Then he shov-
eled the body of Raskoi into the closet,

locked the door, and dropped the key
into his pocket.

A ETER that, he washed in the bath-
room. His hands had stopped
bleeding. He pulled off some bits of
loose skin from his knuckles and then
noticed that the hands were swelling
a little, Back in the bedroom he leaned
over the girl.

“Get up!” he commanded.

She lay as though senseless. He
turned her on her back and made her
sit up. Her eyes were dead, her face
twisted into set lines of nausea.

“Yomive got to dress,” said Gloster.
“fliry this. It will buck you up.”

Her head went back helplessly
against his shoulder and he poured a
long swalllow of the vodka down her
throat. That got her off the bed and
made her stand up, shuddering.

“litten to me,” said Gloster. “He’s
dead. Raskoi! Raskoi is dead!”

“I killed him,” she whispered. She
looked up at him with the smile of a
contented child. “I killed him!” she
said, and closed her eyes again.

He wrapped her in a blanket, and
laid her on the bed, because the cold-
ness of her body alarmed him.

“Who sent you to pick up Raskaii?”
he asked. She lay with her eyes closed
and made no answer. ‘Raskoi! Why
did you kill him?” asked Gloster,
“Reskoi—you hear me?”

“Wintton  Jones,” she whispered.
“Am I going to diie?’

“NMoouve had a shock, but you're not
going to die,” said Gloster. “Ywu’re
getting better fast. In ten minutes
you'll be all right”

“I want to sleep!
Maonsieur Gloster. . ... .

The name had hit him hard. He
wanted to have Wimton Jones there
and curse him. The color was coming

I'm

»

sleepy,
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back in her face. now. “Diid Wiinton
Jones tell you to kill Raskaii?” he
asked.

She opened her sleeping eyes sud-
denly and saidl: “God told me to! I
saw my brother screaming and dying
and Raskoi laughing. I saw .... .”

She sat up in bed. Her voice went
into a screech. Gloster put his hand
over her mouth. The softness of the
lips kept struggling against the palm
of his hand. Affter a moment she fell
back into the pillows and lay there,
panting.

A hand tapped on the living room
door.

“WMill you be quiett?’ asked Gloster.
She looked up at him with frightened
eyes and nodded, so he went into the
living room, singing loudly the old
Volga song which goes something like
thniis:

My sweetheart wears but wooden shoes
Wamdlem shoes, wooden sihoess;

And a sack around her middle,

A sack around her middle,

And a skewer through her hair!

He roughed up his hair, took a bottle
in his hand, and opened the door. A big
man with a hard, square, Prussian face
stood in the hall.

“fhe noise, Herr Raskwi!” he said.
“The trampling and dancing and the
singing. How can your neighbors

vl

“Pour this down their throatss” said
Gloster. “TiHmt will choke off their com-
plaints. And what's left pour down
your own throat and choke yourself,
and be d@mmreHt!

He thrust the bottle of Burgundy
into the hands of the clerk and shut
the door in his face. The hand did not
tap on his door again. He waited, feel-
ing a greater and a greater strength.
A voice inside him seemed to be speak-

ing.

W 7T E lighted a cigarette and went into
& the bedroom. He was amazed to
see the girl already dressed, sitting in
front of the mirror to do her hair. She
smiled over her shoulder at Gloster,
lifting her eyebrows in a question.

“Alll right,” said Gloster.

He watched her face and throat in
the mirror. It was a street dress but
it had a collar of fluffy lace that framed
the picture softly. She was no longer
beneath desire. She seemed to know
the difference when she stood up and
met his eye. She straightened the dress
with her hands and put on a pale blue
hat that slouched to one side and had
a red feather in it

“Now that I'm all ready, do you
really want me to go?"” she asked.

“Do you know what's in there?”
asked Gloster.

She looked toward the coat closet
without the slightest shock or disgust.

“I wonder what part of hell he's im?"
she asked.

“Come along,” said Gloster. “Yaou're
getting out of here

“Wees, Momsieur Glostien:”

“Raskoi,” said Gloster.

She looked at his clothes and
nodded, as she started for the door.
“But that won't do,” she said, point-
ing to the floor.

On the painted wood the blood of
Raskoi lay in streaks and globules, like
red oil. She went into the bathroom,
brought out a wet washrag and
cleaned the floor. Affrward, she
rinsed the rag clean, scrupulously
clean, in the washbowl, and dropped it
over the edge of the bathtub. Wien she
came out she saudi:

“He didn't tie his necktie like that.
Have you forgottem? This way.”

She undid the tie and unbuttoned
the neck of the shirt.

“It was open, like this," she said,
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*and he made two wrappiipgs—swo—
Monsieur Raskoi. Commee ga.”

She smiled at him as she worked.

“Amre you all right?” asked Gloster.
“Wou look all rightt”

She nodded. “I'm happy. 1 could
sing,” she said. “I could simg—and
dance on his dead face! Are you sure
you want me to go ?”

“Yees,” said Gloster,
money have yow?"

‘Plemty. 1 don't need money,” she
told him.

He took her purse and counted eight
hundred Reichmarks in it. “fHat’s not
enougin,” he said, and gave her two
thousand more.

She merely said, “ilt’s not right.
ought to do the paying! I've had the
pleasure

“Now come along,” said Gloster,
and took her from the rooms into the
hall.

He was rumbling deep in his throat,
as they took the elevator down, the
same old Volga boat somg):

“How much

My sweetheart has but wooden shoes,
Wooden shoes, wooden shoes . ... .

They walked out onto the main floor,
where rugs were rolled up and the
cleaners scrulbtbed busily. They
scrubbed on their hands and knees,
working thoroughly. No one was visi-
ble behind the semicircle of the desk
and he was glad of that. They walked
out into Unter den Linden and saw
the dreary gray of the morning begin-
ning on the horizon, making the sweep
of windy clouds blacker and heavier.
A taxi driver saluted like a soldier.
Gloster waved him away and they
walked on through the great Branden-
burger Tor with its silly horses gallop-
ing endlessly into the sky above them.

“Mfleere do you go?" he asked.

“Zuwm Weettens,” she said.

“Get out of Berlin” said Gloster,
“I'm going to leave you now. Get eut
of Berlin. Get out of Germany. You'd
better take a plane and fly out. Ge
fast. The German police are the devil.”

She dropped a hand on her hip and
surveyed him with a smiling delibera-
tion.

“Do you think I'm afraid to die?’
she asked. Her head jerked back with
a full, free burst of laughter. “Do you
think I'm afraid to diet”” she repeated.

CHAPTER IX
MEN OF DESTINY

T 1T E went back to the hotel, and took

an elevator with two couples who
had been out doing the town. Wiken he
got out at his floor he heard the ele-
vator boy saying thfcught the closing
doors, ‘Raskei. .

And one of the women almost
screamed, “WHmt? Raskoi? . . .”

The closing of the metal doors shut
out the voices; only the whirring of the
elevator was audible as he went down
the hall, wondering if he had played
the part well enough. But after all even
Raskoi must have his down moments
and could not be continually exploding.
He put his hand on the knob of the
door and waited there for a long mo-
ment before he pushed it open. But
nothing lived in the room except the
blue stallion galloping over the green
hill into the sky.

He looked into the bedroom. A
blanket had fallen to the fioor; the
top sheet was twisted into strings and
wrinkles. On the floor he examined
the bare paint and then the rug but
found no recent stains. He had had a
sense that blood was flowing and spat-
tering from the beginning of the fight
and yet the only blood had been on the
spot where Raskoi fell.
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The living room looked like a
stable, with the broken bottle necks and
the littered straw jackets in which the
Burgundy was packed. He lay down
on the couch, folded his hands on his
stomach, and closed his eyes. Weari-
ness set an ache behind themn; alcohol
weighted the base of his brain. And
then sleep in great numb waves seemed
to move upwards from his feet. It
broke in showers of darkness across his
mind.

At eight o'clock a tap on the door
half roused him; a mechanic stole in
with a kit of tools. Gloster cursed him
in Russian, then in German. The blond
Prussian reddened with savage anger
and set his teeth and went on working
at the broken telephone. Gloster closed
his eyes and snored, with a deep, rat-
tling intake and a whistle with each
outward breath.

“Swine!” said the mechanic under
his breath. “Stheeinin!” he whispered
again, as he left the room.

Gloster sat up and used the telephone.
‘Breakfastt!” he shouted. “No damned
German Fvidtistiiekl, hovarn Swf? This is
Raskoi! You hear me? Caviar, and half
a dozen boiled eggs, and some fat pork.
Fait, you hear? And a quart of black
coffee; and some stale bread. Stale
bread, I tell you, sheep’s head, wooden
block!”’

REAKFAST came and two fright-
ened waiters with it. Gloster
snored on the couch till they were gone.
Then he ate what he could and threw
the rest away,
At nine o'clock, precisely, came the
rap on his door.
“Bierimir!” shouted Gloster.
The door opened on a tall man with
a long, thin face and hair dead white
above the ears, dead black over the
rest of the head.

“Wirtterberg?” asked Gloster, with-
out rising.

“Wirtterberg?” exclaimed the Ger-
man. “No, Herr Raskoi. Hans Grau-
stein, only—to serve you, Herr Ras-
koi, if you will come with me?"’

“Were?” said Gloster, rubbing
his eyes and yawning.

“‘WAeare they agreed to wait, Herr
Raskoi,” said Graustein, looking puz-
zled.

“My face itches” said Gloster. “I'il
shave firstt”

“But, Herr Raskoi, they all are wait-
ing! They are readiy!” said Graustein.

“ILet them wait and be damned for
it,” said Gloster. “I told you my face
itches™

He went into the bathroom and
shaved, deliberately, and as he shaved
he sang, over and over, the chorus of
a Moscow street ballad, full of Orien-
tal whine and with very little tune at
all.

Graustein was a very nervous man
when Gloster went down with him to
the street to a closed automobile that
whipped them out through Friedrich-
strasse and stopped in front of an old
stone house with a brown front and a
coat of arms over the door, a unicorn
and a bear rampant on either side of
a disk covered with indistinguishable
figures.

The door opened into a big hall
with a double staircase rising from the
farther end of it, and a huge, crystal
chandelier descended from the middle
of the ceiling. It was more of a palace
than a home.

RAUSTEIN took Gloster through
two or three rooms with gilded
consoles in the corners and many great
mirrors and rugs that flamed hotter
than fire underfoot. Finally, opening
a door, Graustein bowed him into a
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library done in time-darkened oak,
with racks of books rising eight feet
all around the room, and hunting tro-
phies affixed to the walls above.

“iHearr Raskaii®™ announced Grau-
stein, and four men rose in the room
to greet him.

One of them came forward. He had
a face like a wolf, heavy*in the jaws,
meager in the muzzle, with wise
wrinkles of thought cleaving the mid-
dle of the forehead. His manner was
distinguished, calm, and easy. He took
Gloster by the hand.

“Won Emsdorf,” he said. “A great
pleasure, Gregor Raskwii."

He brought Gloster on toward the
firglbmee where five-foot logs were
hissing and burning without throw-
ing up a clear flame.

“Comte di Parva — Herr Johann
Gleich—Maomsieur Jacques Louvaiim*
said von Emsdorf.

Gloster noted them one by one. The
Belgian, Louvain, was a fat man who
was so short of wind that he panted
as he smoked his cigar, holding it ex-
actly in the middle of his mouth and
making almost inaudible smacking
noises with his lips. He was sixty, at
least.

The Austrian, Johann Gleich, was
only a lad of twenty-cight. He looked
like an athlete and a desperado and
sneered every moment as though he
found what each moment contained
really beneath any serious interest.

Conte di Parva represented the
hearty comtadino type of Italian, with
plenty of neck girth and not much
back to his headl; and yet there was
something about his big face, the very
crook and size of his huge nose, that
assured Gloster that the man was of a
very old family, indeed.

They greeted Raskoi one after the
other, and Johann Gieich saidi: “We've

been waiting almost an hour for you,
Herr Raskoi.”

“I would have made you wait two,
but I felt good-matured this mormimg;”
said Raskoi.

The four looked at him silently.
Young Johann Gleich ran the red tip
of his tongue over his lips.

“Yam little Westerners,” said Glos-
ter, "thave to get used to waiting for the
real people” He turned his back on
them and spat into the fire. “Give me
some Burgundly,” said Gloster. “I’ll
be on time to drink that, anyway!’ And
he put back his head and roared with
laughter.

They kept on looking at him, silent-
ly. Then von Emsdorf walked to the
wall and pressed a bell.

"Little Westerners!” said Gloster,
waving his hand. ‘iLiittle people with
no backyards. You have to plant your
crops in your cellars. Get away from
me! I laugh! Raskoi, he laughs! . . .
I kept you waitimg? You thank God
that I came at all and don't start talk
about waitiing

“I'm going to tell you,” said the
hard, ringing voice of Johann Gleich,
"that your Russian . . .”

"Johamm!” said von Emsdorf.

Gleich looked down at his hand,
made it into a fist, and then slowly re-
laxed the fingers one by one. Wihen he
looked up, he had himself under con-
trol again.

OOD-NATURED Jacques Lou-

vain said, “Yaou know, Greger
Raskoi, it seems to me that you've
grown a new face since I last saw you
in Russia”

Von Emsdorf was prodding at the
fire with a long poker. He turned his
wolf's head, slowly, and looked Glos-
ter in the eye.

“Yees, I have a new face,” said Glos-
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ter. “Amd it cost me money to get it.
You know how I got it?” He laughed
and went on without waiting for the
question. ‘Burgundy! You water your
wheat with red wine and it will be
red wheat! I used to be thin. When
you saw me, little man, I used to be
light. But now when I come they hear
my step on the stairs. Yes, they hear
fie en the stairs and it makes their
flesth erawl. They hear my foeotstep and
they hear my velee, toe. Beeause I
eofme slnging. Ia Russia there's fe
reem for filthy aristoerats; there's ne
reem for esufits oF visesufts, either,
and there’s ne reem fef fat bankers
but there’s reem for a man and his
song; t86. You hear that, all ot yew?”

No one answered him. A servant
came to the door.

“Hkarr Raskoi will have some Bur-
gundy. Red Burgundly,” said von
Emsdorf. “Mimt sort will you like,
Herr Raslaii?”

“WHeat sort will T like? What is
the best? The best may be good enough
for me. Bring me a bottle of Romaree
Conti.”

The cold, even voice of von Ems-
dorf said, “A bottle of Ruwmamee
Comtfi. 1 think there is a little left.”

But the German had flushed;, and the
big muscles at the base of his jaw were
bulging.

“You know,” said Loeuvain, *it still
is rather strange to me. I wouldn’t have
recognized Gregor Raskoi. And yet I
sat at the same table with him. The
table was rather long, to be sure. I
thought it was quite a different face!

“Ah, did yow?"” asked von Emsdorf.

“I did," said Louvain, with in-
creased surety.

Von Emsdorf drew some papers
from his pocket and selected an en-
velope from among them.

‘Hkave you any specimens of your

handwriting, Herr Raskaii?” he asked.

“Specimens? Wiy should I show
you specimens? I show specimens to
doctors, not to von Emsdorfs. But if
you want to see if Gregor Raskoi can
write, he cam! Look for youmsedfft"

He snatched out the notebook of
Raskoi and flung it at von Emsdorf.
The German caught it in his hand,
stared a cold moment at Gloster, and
then opened the little book.

He read aloud:

For roasted pig's head, plenty of mustard,
roast apples, soft bread for the gravy,
served by a maiden ff you can find one in
Russia,

Gloster shouted with laughter. He
took hold of the back of a chair and
laughed some more.

Von Emsdorf closed the notebook
flidket the pages with the edge of his
thumb, and returned it to Gloster with
a bow.

“Wou write very well, Gregor Ras-
koi,” he said. “You write—with a great
deal of feelimgy™

“I write what's in me,” said Gloster,
“and by God, some of it would take
the skin off your noses. Some of it is
hot enough to burm

“Do you bring me any word from
our friend of the Central Executive
Committee?” asked von Emsdorf,

“Ah, ha said Gloster. “I know
what you mean, Our Beloved and Bold,
our Wise Inspirer, our Genius, our
Shock-worker, our Best of the Best,
our Guiding Star, our Coemrade, our
Friend, our Stalin! That’s the one you
mean, is #tt?”

“fithat is the one I meam” said von
Emsdorf.

“I carry my master's words in my
brain, not in my pockett;” said Gloster.
“I’'m the dog that barks when he bids
me but I put my teeth in other mem”

“Yees,” said Louvain, suddenly.
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“filhat’s Gregor Raskoi. That sounds
like himm

“But if you want to know what
authority sends me here,” said Gloster,
“Ill tell you. It's the authority of
Gregor Raskoi. Is that good enough
for you? You, Gleich, or whatever
your damned name is, is that good
enough for you? Do you want soime-
thing more? Don’t rouse me, you little
Wesherners. Look at my hands! 1
barked the skin eff them en a weman'’s
head but there's plenty of teugh weed
under the bark, and 1 ean use it eR
wesl-hearted, piling, seft-faced,; white:
bellied aristocrats! Yeu—I mean yeu,
Glek”

“Johamm!” barked von Emsdorf.

Johann Gleich turned his back and
walked to a window with his head
bowed.

ON EMSDOREF said, “If you keep
on talking like this, Johann Gleich
will murder you, Gregor Raskaii”

“Ath, will he? answered Gloster.
“Will he do that? Perhaps I was
wrong. Perhaps he is my brother.
Gleich, come and give me your hamdi’

Gleich turned slowly, with a white
face.

“Johann, give him your hanmdi” said
von Emsdorf.

Johann Gleich crossed the room and
touched the hand of Gloster silently.
Behind him, von Emsdorf's German
shepherd dog slunk suddenly out of a
corner where it had lain as obscure as
the shadows, and as though it recog-
nized with a devilish surety the pas-
sien that was in the young Austrian.
It new slipped aleng at his heels, and
shrank away agaln as he turned and
left Glester.

Gleich merely said as he took the
hand of Gloster, “I won't save your

words like momsy!”

Then von Emsdorf took control of
the group and pushed forward their
business.

“YWe have not much time,” he said.
“filhe fewer moments we spend to-
gether the better, as you all will agree.
And there is nothing in our work that
cannot be done suddenly. Raskoi, here
is your wine. Take this chair. Parva,
let's hear from you, first”

“I cannot tell you exactly how Italy
will move. If anybody could read the
mind of it Duew)”’ said Parva, “he
would be the leader himself and
Mussolini would be something else.
But I think he will act it he has the
chaenee; that is to say, it there is some
opportunity whieh opens the doeor. Our
last nermal year was 1934. The defielt
that year was halt a billlen dellars.

“Do any of you realize what half a
billion dollars a year means in a poor
country like Italy? Il Duew can’t af-
ford to let the country stand still and
discover what’s happening to it. Forty
percent of the total income of the coun-
try goes into the national reveniie, Can
any of you imagine that? And in addi-
tien, there’s the five percent eapltal
levy, eellectedl! Meo¥e than a year's in-
€emme at a streke.

"Iff il Duae allows the country to
pause, it may be overwhelmed with
despair. It has to go forward. Where?
It's hard to tell. Take a slice out of
Jugoslavia? Those Jugoslavs are hard
fighterss, and they offer us nothing but
barfen mountains and highlands.
Rumania, Turkey, and Greece are solid-
ly behind them. That's why we turf
nerth and leek at Franee beeaise of
her eelenjes. Shew us a gate that ean
be epened and we'll meve. Net beealise
we hate Franee but beeause we ean't
stand and starve eutside the enly deer
that ean be opemay”’

“Tis is more than mere thimlkiimg?
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You've made wide inquiries, Coumt®"
asked von Emsdorf.

“#Among the people of whom I told
you. No, it is not mere thimikiiggy"

“Wow you, Louvaim?” asked von
Emsdorf,

The fat man's cigar waved.

“fIhere is a party in my country, as
you kmow,” said Louvain, with his
pleasant smile, “wihich never wanted
to be tied to France and the gold bloc.
It has seen the gold bloc fall and it is
ready for change. The party is quiet,
but it is very strong. If a powerful
movement were made toward France
souwith of Belgium, I can guarantee that
there would be no flank attack deliv-
ered by the Belgian army on the in-
vaders. It would remain on the fron-
tier to observe. It would stay there
observing.”

“Im spite of the treafties?’ said von
Emsdorf.

Louvain laughed a little. “Tireaties?
Today?” he murmured. “My dear von
Emsdorf! After Ethiopia? Afiter the
occupation of the Rhinelmrdi?”

Everyone in the room smileds except
Johann Gleich.

“We would see to it—we peace-
lovers—that there would be no Bel-
gian flank attadk said Louvain.

“ A ND you, Gleidh?” asked von
Emsdorf,

Gleich said in his clear, rapid veiee,
“iIt is better to starve in ecompany than
to starve alone. Austria weuld jein
Germany for a strong blew; and
Austria would be linked teo Germany
forever. Bloed tells. We are the same
bleed:” )

“And Russiad’ said ven Emsderf.

Glester lifted the bettle and peured
a leng draft down his threat. He low-
ered the bettle. A few dreps ran dewn
; on hig chin and eollected there.

“atwiia — Esthonia — Lithwemiaa—*
he said, and felt the drop fall from
his chin and gave no heed.

He saw the face of Gleich twist with
disgust and straighten gradually again.

*Go on, please,” urged von Ems-
dorf.

*Go om!" said Gloster, waving his
right hand. “Go on Weest, you little
peoples. We will take the East. And if
Poland jumps on your back when you
turn West—Husssia will take a slice of
Polish cheese. ¥e have good stomachs.
We digest bad meat -easily?” He
laughed as he said it.

"Sitalin?” asked von Emsdorf.

“Wes, Stalin,” said Gloster, nod-
ding, and half closing his eyes.

“He understands what we must
have. We need Germany, because Ger-
many is full of machines which we
must have. Germany can make them.
We will buy them, little machinists. Yes,
yes, we will buy many of them. You
will be able to drink your beer and get
fat again and smoke your crooked
pipes and beat your wives—"

He laughed, leaning back in his
chair, thrusting his legs straight out.
In this moment, von Emsdorf looked
steadily at him and observed the big
shepherd dog, black as night and yel-
low-eyed, come stealthily up to the
hand of Gloster; and the hand of Glos-
ter, absently, as though of its own
volition, found the head of the dog
and stroked it, found the shoulder of
the big beast, drew it close to his chair,
3nd went on caressing, with an in-
stinctive, wandering gentleness of
touch. The eyes of von Emsdorf nar-
rowed as he watched.

“So—" he said. “It is enough! We
meet again this evening, here. Then I
will show you what gate is to be
openedl”

“Do you mean that we stop now,
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when we've commenveet
snapped Gleich.

Von Emsdorf let his glance rest
upon each of the faces around. His
eye was bright, his veice a silken
rustle:

"We've more than commenced.
We've seen the faces of one another.
We'we heard one another speak. This
evening I'm going to start opening the
Weastern door for you. I shall show
you the way.”

hardly

ON EMSDORF sat at the table

alone when the others had gone
from the room. Heavy doors hushed
away all sounds from this inner place,
yet the echoes of Gloster's great laugh-
ter still remained with him. There was
black earth in that laughter, the Ger-
man thought, and it was unclean.

His long finger felt along the sag-
ging line of his jowl. . . . Louvaim—
yes, that fat one could be counted on.
Slow, perhaps—a coward surely—yet
Louvain was an old hand who knew
the traitor's penalty too well. . . . Di
Parva—a parrot only. A puppet who
spoke the words he had been taught.
. . . Johann Gleich, a patriot, a fire-

brand. Yes, that was the surest kindd. ...

But Raskoi—? Wihat of Gregor
Raskoi ?

Von Emsdorf's lean lips com-
pressed. His narrowed eyes pondered
infinitely. They had warned him, of
course, that the Russian was half-
devil, half-cur. Trouble walked in the
footsteps of Raskoi. Wiy had they
sent such a filthy pig with so much
weighed in the balamce?

He leaned back his head and his
fumgentifss touched. Little mechanics,
eh? The Romanwee Cont only he would
drink? He would treat them like the
unwashed diogs—?

"Ah,” said von Emsdorf softlv.
“Dbygs. .. "

Yes, it might be that they had sent
this Raskoi to defile and insult them
all. To make a furor of this meeting
and dynamite all plans. Yet Stalin was
too wise for that. There was too much
to be gained.

"Doge—" he said again, and his
thin lips pursed.

He turned in his chair and his gaze
was bright upon the black shepherd
that was stretched out near the fire-
place.

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK
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Acitic Jostice
By HazoLbd WILIARD GLEASON

1. The Crime

Five snewbeund meens of shuddering loneliness
The Atetie trapper feught with ruthless foes:
wgg winier, swift te %ggk& at tgla;ﬁ% distress;

1t ghawihg g all repese;
With prowling welt and keen-fanged eareajou
That stalked him, slavering, savage, en the tradl;
With fear—the hewl of tem leup-gare
Shrl in the shadews round his wangah trail.
Then, with the erash and rear of shattering ies,
Tie slithering hush of snew frem bush and treg,
Came Mareh—xeprieve! Te hifm ne eommen viee
Besloned . . ... But Goall five monihs of fish anprbeat
He robbed 2 cache—the mark H. B* it bere=
And wolfed il glytted; he eould gorge e mere : . -

IT. The Punishment

Baek at the Pest he seanned ezeh face . ... No eye
Of these grif fur-clad factors gathered there

Shewed pity . . . Dewnward pressed the leaden sky;
Chill stinging sleet with menaceRllarihe i

Ne merey . . . Woe betide the waster rash,

The selfish feel whe, Unassailed by feed,

Dare vielate a eairn-protected eaehe,

Stern saered symbel ef the Aretie ereed! _
Degs snapped and snarled . .. He slung upen his baek
The futile theng-beund peueh of food allowed
(\renic towahY) to stay his lonely traek

Inte the dread white veid; then, sheulders bewed,
Lurehed eutward, racgueties erealdng, with 3 eurse,
To face 2 spofiers doon=—la 1ohpie traverss . . ,

III. Retribution

‘Come soon! Corme sosH1” Threugh erusted lips the prayer
Wailed esrily aeress the frozen waste , . .

With broken baels the euteast huadled there ... . .
(Already miles away, with eluhsy haste the Pest
Shutitivig, taxed racquelies proaning, teward

A ehanee-met eonniey braved bleak wilderness

For help . . .) Befere the exile like 3 ghest
Blask gathering sterm-cleuds meeked his sore distress.
Eaeh move shesr sweating ageny; he fed

The blaze beside him frem 2 store

of jacl-pine branehes . . . Faint, afaf, the dread

Hewl of 2 welf rose shrill . . . He knew RO mere ; .,
Efe gale-tern seud revesled a baleful mesn,

His pitesus plea was answerer—gbath eame s68R . . 5

$Hudson’s Bay
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She clapped her

hamdi over Mhis

mouth as he stared

at the gemeral's
pistol

Revdution—With Pictures

By EUSTACE L. ADAMS

Autihor of “Red Chaos by Night,'” “Skyway to Peril,’” etc.

ALLY SHANNOXN and Joe Gray, of

the Apex News Weaeekly, earned their
living by following trouble around the globe
and taking its picture whenever they were able.
In Viscaya, they found admirable scope for
their activities. They also found their old rival,
Tweortitme Muweller of the Globe Movienews,
ready to make things as difficult and dangerous
and troubleseme for them as he eould.

After President Vallejo, the Benevolent, died,
General Garcia had seized the government.
Garcia’s methods were high-handed, his dis-
cipline cruel, and his nature suspicious. Trem-
bling patives named him the Eye—and shrank
to eall their souls their own.

IGUEL VAILIFEJQ®, son of the former
president, is ambitious to change all this
and to restore his country to the peace and pros-
perity it enjoyed under his father. But Garcia
learns of Migwel's proposed return from Amer-
ica, and sends soldiers to take him off the boat.

Vallejo, warned in time, has slipped oft the
steamer. Sally Lane, a young Ametican partisan
of Miguel’s, tells Wally and Joe Gray that
Miguel is in hiding in a small coastal village.

Wallly and Joe have knowm and liked Miguel
some years before in Pamama, and partly be-
cause of that and partly because they cannot
keep out of whatever trouble seems to be hand-
iest, they agree to help him. Just to keep the
balance, Mueller is on Garecia’s payroll.

Tlie trio of Armericams charter a schoomer to
take them to Santa Ysabel—amd find Two-time
Mueller stowed away on board. Sally and Wally
manage to land at Santa Ysabel, leaving Joe
Gray holding the ship at gunpoint.

They rescue Migmel, precipitate a running gun
fight, capture a govemnmmemt launch and start
to return to the schooner. But Joe Gray has had
more than he could do to hold the Thpwdipo's
crew in submission indefinitely. Wounded, he
jumps overboard and swims to the launch.

This story began in the Atgtsy for April 10
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ND the schooner puts out to sea. Tihe only
way for Miguel and his friends to reach
the - c&’ﬁ‘x‘(alfoﬁow igide IbanqhBisjpierdstridl, repyb
$Reveleritatedidy! biit ghimireconideat thiel plow
éhe‘(ﬁl‘iﬁxg‘ﬂeﬁ dk’GnQWHHé‘rﬁ@E'sf it ey Glay
ﬂ?of)@r%'ﬁh Wtoken wilderness until Joe Gray
drapsipiteie¥eSally ahead in an attempt- to
rea\’Xﬂ”MxEﬁ&qss Jeitndensad B PndtETHNCLER
LeRrth USRS Sacitiods 18094 y60fg aVERRY.
a”@eﬁe?ﬂﬁrﬁo%c"l\f&’u 9 JHids Y8 rYet! 1 5e-
cef¥ SgefﬂémLSbt{tt}M gﬂﬁlcﬁuﬂ] eﬁut 94?15‘1135(:
3‘%"%&5 Eegb 2o \1ch‘ﬁ’1'm”% fikefiAna
t

VNS Wit fine tf ‘E‘lggéf%n 'éX ore

cap '§$ 8 MR anl "yt nng.

R be 8H until nightiall, the

gg%%b g‘y H% bg %g termsmiil I{P
w&ﬁ pever find h ;m, he §&9Fm§¥8 %@rgg

fector and §tvstshsr -bearers RGN, oF 11l get help
myself: You an your damned revelution can g9
plumb to hellil™

There is a brief, crushing silence, and then,
at leng last, the gensral uUFmuFs gently. “f
wish, young man, that I had thres friends in all
the werld as Feree and leyal as yeu.”

CHAPTER XVI

FLIGHT INTO DARKNESS

OME of the strain went out of
Wally’s haggard face. “We start
immediately, thext”

“Wallyd” Sally blurted. “You—you
canm't go all the way back there now”

Wally stared at her in astonishment.
“Do you think I'm going to leave him out
there one second longer than I have tw?”
he demanded.

“Sau've got to restt!” Sally wailed.

‘{listen, sistern,” Wally said, patiently.
“TFere are three things I'm going to do
before 1 worry about resting. I'm going to
bring Joe in. I'm going to get my camera
80 Il be ready to shoot pictures if trouble
comes, Andi—" be grinned wolfishi—
;'de I'm going to kill Twe-time Muel-
m!”

It was odd, Sally thought dimly, that
she was not shocked. At least the events
of the past two days and nights had done
this for her: They had taugbt her to know

reality—and death was the last, the fimdl),

fact of reallity. She could endure, now, the
knowledge that men—men she kaewy, mem
whose hands had touched her, men whose
arms had carried her—could go in search
of enemies and slay them.

What had happened to her, she ackmowil-
edged in this moment of self-revelation,
was even worse than that. She, whose girl-
hood had been spent in the ordered, frigid
calm of Boston, who had thought the Ice
Carnival at Wellesley College the most
exciting thing in the world, who had em-
barked on this tropic adventure merely to
watch Miguel Vallejo march, with bands
playing and fllags flyingj, into the Pres-
idential Palace—she could calmly consider
the killing of a mam—and approve it!

“.... and it will take perhaps three-
quarters of an hour to summon Dr. Guerra
and Lieutenant Lopez, whom you will lead
into the jungls” the general was saying
quietly. “Yau will consult with Lieutenant
Lopez as to the best means of getting in
and out unobserved. Meanwhile, I suggest
you bathe and rest. And will you do me
the honor of taking coffee with me?"

An immense relief swept over Sally. So
the general had accepted Wally Shannon
and herselff, two tatterdemalions from the
jungle, as allies. It seemed to her that Joe
Gray was already in a clean white bed,
Miguel Vallejo already president and
she . ..

But it was at that moment, when every-
thing seemed so fine, that the thing hap-
pened which was to cause, later, so much
trouble, heartbreak and tragedy. Sally,
slumped on the couch and glancing tiredly
down the room, saw it begin.

The spy, standing against the wall be-
fore the nightgowned figure of Ramos the
servanit, suddenly bent down and lanced
his body at the guard in a quick, stifff
dive. His careening shoulder struck Ramos'
gun arm, knocked it up. The gun spat fire
at the ceiling. Ramos' body plummeted
backwanrdl; his head struck the flloor with
a thump that echoed the full length of
the sala.

The spy was up like a cait Five flyimg
steps he took toward the nearest Erench
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window. The general, after one imtreditlious
look, brought his gun up. The spy made
no effort to pull open the jalousies whose
slats, by day, kept the sunlight out. He
ducked his head and went through them
like a swimmer plunging into the water.
But even as his head sloped dowm, the
genexal's great pistol roared. The spy's
voice lifted in an agonized cry of protest,
trailing behind him as he pitched out of
the window. There was a splintering crash
and the man was gone, leaving the slats
of the jalousies split and awry behind him.

The general raced toward that window,
running with the speed of a man half his
age. And Wally was right behind him.
The old man wrenched the jalousies open,
and stuck his gun out; but there was no
explosion because the spy had gone, leav-
ing the patio door open behind him.

“Give me that gumi!” Wally shouted and
grabbed the big pistol out of the general's
hand.

E LEAPED for the groumd, and was

running even as his feet hit it. He
skidded through the patio door and found
himself on the wide, lighted expanse of
the Avenida, There was a car parked three
or four houses down and the spy had
almost reached it. A dark figure popped
out to help him as he staggered. With one
hand the man from the car jerked the
fugitive toward the open door. With the
other he lifted something that was dark
and bulky.

There was a puff of fire and a spiat of
sound, and a bulletniippediy Wally's face.
Another, and Wally’s coat jerked violently.
Wally fell flat on his face on the sidewalk,
Holding his breath to stifle his panting,
he firedl one bullet at the gunmen. He
stretched his arm out along the pavement,
resting his fistt on the concrete, Something
hit the concrete directly before him, spit-
ting powdered dust into his face and rico-
cheting away with a whining scream,
Wally blinked the dust out of his eyes,
cursing like a madman. The gunman was
now wrestling with the spy, pushing his
head down and jamming him into the

tonneau of the car. Wally squeezed the
trigger carefully and firedi two shots more.
He knew they went true because, with a
convulsive jerk, the gunman straightened.
Wally put another bullet into him.

Hands came out of the rear of the car,
grabbed the spy's arms and jerked him
inside. The motor roared. The gunman fell
to the sidewalk and lay therefflappiirggliis
arms and squalling at the car which was
already underway. His screams bit through
the night air, probing deep into Wally's
ears, He firedl once agaln and the ugly
commotion stopped. Wally started toward
that now-guiet bedy. He heard running
footsteps at the next esrner. He saw lights
flagh en iR the windows n . He
ehanged his mind and hurried baek te
General Lebe's patie.

The old man and Sally had opened the
front door.

“He got away,” Wally said, simply.

“WHo—who was screamingy?’ Sally
asked, faintly.

“One of his friemtls” Wally said.

Sally looked at him searchingly, her
eyes big and round and very dark. “I—I
could—use a drink of water,” she
whispered.

But she could not wait for the drink of
water. She sighed quietly, closed her eyes
and went forwaxrd. Wally caught her just
before she hit the floor.

NDERLY Wally Shannon put Sally

on the couch. Ramos, his night-gown

flapoiag absurdly around his ankles,
brought a glass of water.

“No,” Wally said. “Don't try to bring
her out of it. Let her stay that way. It
may turn into sleep. Anyway, it's rest of
a kimdl” He tumed to the gemeral, “"That
spy got away,” he repeated, significantly.

The glass in Ramos' hand shook until
Wteter slopped over the edge. The servant's
face was stricken with shame. “Yawr
Excellenoy,” be said, hardly daring to look
at the general, “it was my fault, amdl—""

The general cut him off with an absent-
minded gesture. “I knew I was suspertisi]”
be said, “wthen they relieved me of my



REVOLUTION—WITH PICTURES 99

command. 1 had the Second Regiment,
you kmowu” A look of pride came into his
eyes and he squared his shoulders. “Per-
haps Miguel did not tell you. I was in
command of the Presidential Guards when
his father. Vallejo the Benevolent, was in
the palace.” He strode to the window and
looked out. Already the sky in the direc-
tion of the harbor was growing pink with
approaching dawn. “In halt an hour” he
murmured in & troubled voice, it will be
broad daylight. And that spy. . . . Ramos,
dress instantly, Young man, you will have
to postpone yeur bath and breskfast. We
must leave this house”

“About getting the doctaw;” Wally re-
minded him. “Or do I have to go back to
that jungle alome?"

“You can't go back if you're in the
fortress, can you?' the general snapped,
hurrying toward the doorway.

“I war't be in the fortress” Wally re-
torted. “I'll be on my way to hunt up a
doctor and some stretcher-besrens”

The general spun around. He tramped
back toward Wally, a tall and commanding
old figures, majestic in anger wnatln. “Before
1 let you do that” he said, tightly. “I’ll
shoot you myself. Do you think that after
all these years of waiting and planning and
praying we'd let you spoil everything at
this last minute? Don't you know that an
entire nation is waiting for Miguel to enter
the city? Do you think we're any less
anxious to rescue him than you are to
help your friemdt”’

“Wiell, why don't you get started themx??”
Wally demanded, coldly. “I don’t know a
damn thing about your plans, but mine
is simplle—I'ta going to get Joe Gray out
of that jumgjée™

The pgeneralls angry stare swept him,
took in the fatigue-chiseled lines om
Wally's face, the redness of his haggard
eyes, the tired droop of his broad shouldérs

and the stubbornness of his rexikless moutth.

And suddenly the anger went out of the
older man’s face. He put his hand on
Wally's arm.

“I shall be fast, my som,” he said with
unexpected softness, “and 1 promise you

no time shall be lost. Please believe that
and be patientt” He turned and burried
out the room.

Wally stood where he was. Weariness
made him sway, and he recovered his
balance only by taking a quick step for-
ward. He realized he was practically out
on his feet. But he knew that if he were
to sit down, even for a moment, sleep
would club him with unconsciousness. He
tried to remember when he had slept last.
This was, he thought, Thursday. Last
night they bad been marching through the
jungle. The night before they had been
sailing on the Tupelpo and be had had to
remain awake to watch Mueller and Ro-
sario. And the night before he had slept
but three hours because he and Joe had
been playing poker with the Pathe and
Gaumont cameramen, whom they had not
seen since Addis Ababa.

HINKING of Joe made Wally's heart
contract. He could bhardly imagine
golng on if Joe were dead, They had been
together too long, shared too many dengers
and hardships. Joe had been with him on
every assigniment sinee the newsreels had
firsst begun to use seund. Toge¥her they
made a perfect unit, worldng In utter
harmeny, knewing and uhderstanding eaeh
other's likes and dislikes and—=well, a
future witheut Jee was unthinkable.
What was it, Wally wondered dully, Joe
had said about Sally? He could see the
gitl now, stretched like a sleeping child
on that couch, a tiny bit of color coming
back into her cheeks, her red lips slightly
parted as she slept. Good kid. He'd had to
be tough with her, but she had taken it
on the chin. He didn’t like to think how
she must hate him; but there was nothing
he could do about it. He had had to get
her through the jungle, had to drive ker,
no matter what it had cost him. If he
badn’t she’d have been out there now, just
a few miiles this side of where they had
landed in the shot-riddled beat.
All his life Joe had been looking for a
girl like Sally and now Sally was going to
be Madam President. Wally winced and
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closed his eyes. Instantly he tottered and
had to grab the nearest chair to keep him-
self upright. So Joe loved her, tqp? Well,
that was the price a camera mug had to
pay for the fun he got out of wandering
to far countries. You didn’t have time to
meet girls—nice girls—so you never found
one you waried to marry, That was, you
never found one in time. When you found
a Sally; someone else was going to marry
her;, sofesne whe hadi't been sheeting
pictures of white Indians up the OFrinees,
ner of assassins of kings in Marseilles; her
zet of esnguering Italians in villages se
pt that—

“‘Ready, sefior?” came a voice that
seemed to come out of his dreams.

Wally shook the sleep haze out of his
frzin. The general was entering the room,
rlad in the gold and blue uniform of the
Second Regiment. Behind him was Ramos
in the blue denim of a common soldier.
Both were wearing gun belts. They began
to cross the room toward the spot where
Wally was still helding en te the baek of
a char, But suddenlly, halfway acress the
reom, they eame to a full step. Beth, as if
impelled by the same impulse; leeked
toward the windew threugh WH'I@H the spy
had made his eseape.

A sound penetrated into Wally's tired
brain. He bent his full attention to that
sound and identified it as the purring of
a high-powered motor.

Ramos darted to the window, peered out
through the broken slats of the jalousies.
He turmed back, his face chalky. “Gen-
erdl” he whispered. “Tike secret policel
A whole car fulll?”

That cut into Wally's consciousness like
the edge of a razor. His hand fell fiiest
to his holster, where tine ggereeuhsesiopmontss
weapon had somehow found a place. But
that gesture was entirely automatic; his
heart and his brain drove him toward
Sally's quiet form on the eoueh.

“Quidti!!” the general said sharply. “Out
the back way. Into the rear patitd!?”

The imperious drumming of a fistt on the
sturdy front door reverberated through the
hallway and into the sale. Wally's big
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arms scooped Sallly up. She stirred faintly
and opened sleepy blue eyes. She was soft
and warm and fragrant in Wally’s arms.
In spite of the weariness that dragged at
every muscle in him, he felt that he could
carry her anywhere, forever.

“I—I passed outt” she szid, apologeti-
cally. “lLet—llet me down?”

“n a mimutes” he said. “Mere’s
trouitle”

And, carrying her, he galloped down the
rear hall after Ramos, and ahead of the
genera] who, gun in hand, brought up the
rear, The servant pamted, “Tthis way, Ex-
cellensy,” and turned hard left at the edge
of the patio.

“I can wallk” Sally murmured.

“Yaou'd have to rum” Wally said, and
continued to carry her. In a little while
she would be Madam President but now
she was just a tired girl to be carried out
of trouble, out of danger. “lin a minute
I'll put you dowmn?”

There was a great ffloweringy bush.
Ramos circled it, disappearing instantly.
Wally could hear the generalfs feet pound-
ing behind him. On the other side of a
bush there was a low, inconspicuous gate,
Ducking his bead, Wally scooted through.
Ramos had disappeared.

“Tithe garage, senorl"”’ the general called.

ALLY heard the high whine of a

starter, the churning ef a meoter
belng turned over. Then he saw the open
door of the garage and raced inside. A
car was there, a great open Dalmiler.
Ramos was behind the wheel on the right
side and already jerking at the gears.

“On the floar in the ream,” the general
commanded. ‘“Both of yow”

There was just time to wrench the door
open, just time to throw Sally in and climb
after her. The car was already moving out
of the garage when the general leaped for
the rumning board. To a great iron-hinged
double gate the car moved and the general
hopped off to swing the doors wide.

The bark of a heavy pistol slammed out
of a window in the general's house and a
bullet pinged against the metal body of
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the car. The general, calmly seating him-
self beside the driver, lifted his pistol and
sent four bullets crashing up at that win=
dow. The rear wheels kicked up pebbles
and dust. The car leaped ahead, skidding
wildly as it roared down the alley which,
but an hour ago, Wally and Sally had

entered on their way to the gprenalishmises.

Wally was crouched on the floom;, his
head well below the tonneau's edge. Sally
was beside him, her sleep-drenched eyes
wide and unafraid. Wally grinned at her,
approvingly, and she stared at him, won-
dering at the quality of that smile. He had
not smiled often like thatt; mostly, in the
time she had known him, he had not
smiled at all.

The car heeled like a sailboat as it
slewed around the corner of the alley and
debouched into a side street. The general's
calm voice struck back through the drum-
ming of the motor:

“For seven months, senor, this car has
been ready for this moment. Are you all
rigitiy, myy fhieada’?

Wally glanced at the girl, “I'm fine"

Swift tropic sunrise wes laying its pink
paint upon the stucco fronts of all the
houses. The feathered tops of the palms
were stirring lazily in the firsit breaths of
the morning trade winds from the Carib-
beam. The car yawed twice, turning
corners, then straightened out for a leng,
straight run for somewhere,

“Nfeat—what about Miguel and Jogs?'
Sally asked in a small voice.

Wally's face turned hard. “We have to
get out of this before we can help themn”

“That,” said the genexal's voice over
Wally's head,, “is badi’ He was glancing
back and what he saw did not please him.

“I told you, Your Excellerny;”’ Ramos
said in a dissatisfied tone, “tthat we needed
a faster car. A Yaengui car, or a Bugattii”

Wally shot a quick glance above. The
generall'sffime-chissd¢d dface, still tumed to
the rear, looked set and a little sterm. A
moment later his gun arm reached out,
straight and level above Wally’s head.
Flame lanced from the heavy barrel of the
pistol.
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CHAPTER XVII
HELL ON WHEELS

NSMILING, his nerves keyed to

high tension, Wally shoved Sally's
slimness hard against the back of the
front seat. Facing rearward, he put his
own body between hers and whatever it
might be that the general was shooting at.
The pounding of the motor was a steady
roar now and the motion of the car un-
even, The driver was running her wide
open, and they still needed more speed.

Swaying carefully to the right to avoid
knocking his head against the general's
extended arm, Wally brought his eyes up
to the level of the back cushions. Squint-
ing over the lowered top, he saw a sedan
of American make close behind them. In-
stantly he knew that the other car would
overtake them easily; he remembered hav-
ing shot pictures of just such a car in
Chicago when a gangster chief was thveugh
with it—forever. Twelve cylinders, and
the power of some one hundred and fifty
horses.

He turned his face down at Sally, who
was looking up at him, her blue eyes care-
fully reading his expression.

“L. might better have left you in the
jungjs” he said.

“I'm all right here;” she said.

Ramos swung sharply at the mexttconmeet.
The big sedam, racing at higher speed,
careened up on the curb and nearly
skidded into the wall of a house before
its driver wrenched the wheel straight and
came on after the Daimler.

They were running down a narrow
street, now, and Wally thought they were
heading toward the center of towm. But
he knew;, defimitely, that they would never
get to wherever it was they were bound
for. Twelve cylinders could besat six, espe-
cially these six—and be could hear Ramos
frantically shifting from fourth into third
and back again every time they turhed
a corner.

He put his gun up and waited. Wihen
the Yangui car pulled up he raked it with
an entire cylinder-full of cartridges, But
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aothing happened. The thought struck him
that the pursuing car had bulletproof
glass, like gangsters’ cars up in the States,
These secret police were gangsters, all
right—he bad heard the rumor that they
took lessons from the cowboys of tra-
ditional American fictiom and cut notches
in their guns—so why shouldiv't they use
bulletproof glass?

They were on a wide boulevasd—he
thought it was the Avenida Presidente
Garcia—when he saw a tiny round panel
of glass slide open in the windshield of
the pursuing car. He saw something push
its way out as the ear suddenly leaped
ahead.,

He smacked Sally to the floor and put
his entire weight on her, covering her with
his body. The ugly dark snout of the
sub-machine gun flamedl and the entire
world seemed to be filled! with humming
wasps which stung the car with vicious
probes of steel. Wally ducked while the
wasps sang overhead.

The car lurched sickeningly and Wally's
heart clogged his throat. But Ramos
straightened the wheel and the screaming
tires, skidding in a full quarter-circle, took
hold. The car roared off at a new angle,
heading straight for the lamp post at the
sorner. Ramos dodged it by thin inches.

Wally, sticking his head up, saw the
American car almost miss the corner. The
driver whirled it in a crazy skid, followed
the Daimler down this new and narrow
street, a street so threadlike that Wally
thought he could have touched the houses
on both sides merely by putting out his
fands. But something was wrong.

“Payand?”’ Ramos screamed in a choked
voice.

The rest happened too fast for even
Wally's trained senses to follow. The left
wheels of the Daimler leaped the narrow
curb. The mudguards raked the blank
sides of the closely set houses. The car
rocked willdly—socked too far! Wally felt
it go ever. Hefhattemwlhis bodly, shielding
Sally as best he eould.

The car rolled over on its side and slid
a base-runner sliding for secomdl There
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was a tinny screech, starting high and rip-
ping down the scale. Wally found himself
on the street, holding tight to Sally, and
the car going away from him, still on its
side, still with its wheels spinning gro-
tesquely. A slick of oil and gasoline marked
its path. Oil and loose gadgets were every-
where.

All this Wally saw in a split second. He
saw the general push himself up from his
hands and knees, peer across the over-
turned car, wheel and start to run away
from it. In the slow ticking of two seconds
Wally knew what he was running from.
He pulled Sally to her feet, dragged her
along the pavement. And over his shoulder
he saw the great American car come on,
its engine roaring. . . .

E driver tried to swerve, but there

was no room A this narrow street.
His brakes squesaled, hot smoke puffed up
from under dragglng tires, Wally saw the
driver put his head down as the big sedan
plunged head. on inte the overturned
Daimler.

Metallic thunder bounced back and
forth from the facades of the houses on
that quiet street, followed by a terrific
crash as the tremendous motor car turned
a conplete forward soniersault over the
wreck and landed on its roof almost at
Wally's feet.

For a long, terrible second it lay there,
no sound coming from its interior. Then
there was a quick fllash of yellow ffiame,
rapidly spreading. There was sound, then.
A high-pitched scream cut through the
dull hiss of the flames. Someone cried out
from the interior of the big sedan. It was
fot to be believed, the way those flames
spread!.

Wally had no intention of interfering
with those who had, but a few long sec-
onds ago, been trying to kill him. Yet
somehow his legs took him away feom
Sally, carried him toward that motor car
whose wheels looked grotesque, pushed up
that way into the smoking air.

The general limped into Wally’s range
of vision, a vengeful old man with a face
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wickedly angry. He came up to the car,
pushing his body -effiortdfullly against the
heat that struck out at them. Sally was
beyond that circle of blistering warmith.
She had her hands to her ears, trying to
clese out those grisly screams, but she
could not yank her eyes away from the
waeck.

There wes a dull boom. Blazing drops
of gasoline spewed out of the tank, shot
like fiamiingy bulllets in a wide radius. The
Daimler suddenly caught fire, adding its
tankful of gas to the holocaust.

A screaming figure suddenly scrambled
out of the midst of thatflaminsgpyre. His
elothes were afire. So was his hair. He ran,
blindly. Wally tried to catch him, but he
ran with the speed of the wind, his cries
horvible to hear. Wally could not see the
man vup like that. He lifted his gun. But
the genexal's big pistol barked first. That
did it. The human torch fell, rolled, and
lay still. There were no more screams,

Windows opened in adjacent houses.
Heads peered out in the pink-tinted morn-
ing, gazed down with horror at the two
blazing cars. But at the very first shot
they popped in again, and shutters
elattered, in elosing. Within thirty seconds
every facade was blank.

Wally, his tattered and jungle-stained
coat pulled around his face, was darting
at the wreckage, ttying to get toward the
Daimler. He could smell his own hair
frizzling in that gushing heat. When he
opened his eyes to squint at the car pain
stabbed into his eyeballs. But still he tried
to push on.

A hand grabbed his arm, pulled him
away: “Wibat are you trying to do?" yelled
the general.

‘“Ramos must be in theney” Wally
panted. “I don't see him aroumdi”

The general pulled him still further
away. “He is in theney” he said with an
audible catch in his voice. “Mhat’s why
we overturned. He—he was dead before
we stopped slidimg;

For a moment they stood there, he]p-
lessly staring at the Daimler which in
these few short seconds had become a livid
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mass of white hot metal, squirming, as if
it were a living thing.

“We must go,” the general snapped
“MMere’ll be other cars of the secret po-
lice. Comed!”

Sally was standing a little aside, her
face in her hands. Wally took her arm,
swung her around, pulled her along after
the general. Behind him, flames still ate
at whatever there was to feed upon in
that funeral pyre.

CHAPTER XVIII
RED SKY AT MORNING

T FIRST Wally thought the general

was golng to lead them straight to
the presidentlal palace itself, so close did
the silent trlo approach the great grim
buildlng where Garcia, the Eye, lived,
ruled, and cast his bloody spell of fear
across the land.

But just before they reached the plaza
which faced the palace, the general tunned
in at an alley. His hand was on his gun
holster and he was looking warily at the
shuttered windows of the adjacent houses
as if ready to shoot anyone who might
show himself by swinging wide one of
those shutters.

In the fast-growing light, Wally could
see that Sally's face was dead white and
strained with horror and fatigue. She was
staggering a little, but she was trying
desperately to keep pace so that her weigit
would not drag on him,

“f—if 1 see just one more terrible
thimg," she said with a break in her low,
sweet voice. “Wally—I can't stand any
more. I'm sorry~but I just can't. . . .”

Wally knew that this day just dawning
would be a bloody one; for the secret
police were out, and Miguel would be com-
ing in from the jungle, and it was wholly
likely that riots—perhaps the revolution
itself—would break out before nightfall.
And of all wars, a civil war is the most
brutal, the most savage, the mnostt atineimss.
He knew. He had seen film ‘“rushes” of
the Spanish war too horrible to show on
anv screen in the world. But he did not
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tell Sally this. Time enough for her to
know when she saw it with her own eyes.
And he wished with all his heart that he
could keep her from it.

The general came to a stop before a
wall that surrounded a house set in a wide
patio. No chance of scaling this wall. The
glitter of broken glass set in its top was
warning enough. They were apparently at
the rear; the fromt, Wally guessed, would
face the plaza—and the palace. It struck
him that for a hideaway it was entirely
too clese to the Eye for any comfort at
all.

The general stepped to the massive gate
and, ignoring the pull-bell which hung
from the pillar, rail his fingenss along the
old mahogany of the pillar and pressed
something. Instantly the gate swung open
on well oiled hinges. An unfriendly face
appeared at the crack. “Quickly,” the gen-
eral snapped. “We are being huuntest!”

The portero’s dark eyes swung to Sally
and to Wally. He flung the gate wide opem’
and they entered. Instantly Wally revised
his idea of this silent, apparemtly sleeping,
house, Flanking that patio gate were two
fnachine guns, set on tripods. Beside them
lay men, sprawled in sleep—perhaps then
=llost. The rear door of the house itself,
invisible from the alley, was pierced for
the ugly sneut of a mmaechine gun which
stared eoldly at them as they entered.

Three or four men leaped to their feet
beside the guns and came to rigid atten-
tiom; then turned as if to kick the slumber-
ers into wakefulness, but the general
stopped them.

“Let them sleep” he said, gently. “God
knows when they'll sleep aggiiri!”

An officer in a uniform Wally did not
recogmize, met the general in the hall. His
face was anxious. “Tihwuble, gemen=P?”

“Miuch. The secret police raided my
house”

“Whings commenuss” the officer said,
drily, and stared at Sally with entire ap-
provzl. His gaze drifted to Wally, marked
his unshaven cheeks, his ragged clothes,
and swung away with complete disinterest.
“fHiave you heard anythiigs?”’
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‘‘“higuel,” the general said, “is in the
jungle, a mile or two beyond the city.”

“And someoms”’ Wally cut in, grimly,
“iis going after him—now”

The officer’s glance grew interested.

“Tthis seFior,” said the general, “is Don
Wallace Shanmon, the motion picture man
of whom you have heandi”

E PUSHED on, leaving Wally,
astonished, to follow Sally through
the hall. He had not told this quiet old
man his name., Now he remembered that
the general had not asked. How, then, did
he know? But he was too tired to try to
puzzle it out. His brain felt beyond the
power of thought. To one fact and one
fact only, he clung savagelly: He was going
after Joe within the next few minutes—
alone if he had to, but going . . . some-
how. ... .

The general turned to the right into a
vast front room, almost as large as a tennis
court. It was no longer a living room, but
a conibination nmachine-gun nest and of-
fice. Men lay limply asleep on cots beside
sandbagged and steel-shuttered windows
where machine guns squatted on tripods.
An officer with the insignla of a lleutenant-
colonel sat at a table which was eovered
with large scale maps of Sap Pedro and
the surreundlng eountryside. A junier of-
ficar, adePi i t HaAtbiDheegwhsy umiiberin wiliigh
was strange to Wally, sat drewsily at a
shaller desk; en whieh was a telephene
and a seraten pad, nething else.

As the general, Sally, and Wally entered,
the officers stood up, hastily, and saluted.
“I bheard you say, gemerdl” said the
colonel, “tthat your house was searched ‘by
the secret police. The Eye is awake them”

“Yes,” the general said. “{He has struck
firstt. So today is the Day.”

Wally’s tired eyes saw a dark bottle and
a glass on the table before the colonel. He
was much too tired for politeness. He
strode over to the table, poured one fimger
of the liquid into the glass and sniffed it.
Cognac. Good. He carried It over to Sally,
who was leaning against the wall.

‘Dnimk that,” he commanded.
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She crinkled her nose, but drank it. He
went back to the table, filledi the glass
full.

“My Godi” the general gasped. “You
can’t drink that”

“Watch.”

He tossed it off nest. The raw liquor
hit his stomach like a projectile, sent heat
through every vein, every capillary, in his
body. He took a long breath.

“Now, gemenall” he began. “About those
two out there in the jumgjee—"

But from the desk came a small whir-
ring sound, loud in that quiet room. The
officer picked up a telephone and whigpered
into the transmitter. Then he listened. And
as words came through the receiver into
his ear, his face went white, his eyes tragic,
He put the instrument down and looked
up at the general.

“Speak, fodl” the general cried:
“Wiat’s the matttent?”’

‘“Firom one of our agents, mi General,”
he said in a dull voice. “He reports that
the Eye's men have come out of the jungle
in the Cerrada quarter. They have cap-
tured Don Miguel and an umknown man
who js badly wounndksd]”

It seemed to Wally that a thunder clap
had sounded in that room. Black bitter
ness crashed into his brain. And with it
burst a great wave of anger. How long
since he had firstt told that umiformed old
goat to send a party after Joe and Miguel?
Not long, but long enough.

“, ... but they are not being taken to
the fortress, mi General,” the young of-
ficar was saying. “Tthe car drove not up
Calle Gloria, but down the Avenidia—
toward the paltaze?

For the firstt time, the genexal's com:-
posure cracked. He strode to the sand-
bagged window, squinted out through an
almost invisible peephole.

“fn three hours they will be deadl! That
is his way! He will question them, and
play with them, like a terrier with a rat.
And then he, himself, will put his gun to
thelr heads. Remember Pancho Guemz”

Wally took a long breath. He could not
think very clearly. His head spun with
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weariness, hunger and the rising fumes
from that big slug of cognac hitting on
an empty stomach. But he did not have
to think clearly. He knew well enough
what be must do. Grimly, silemtly, he
turned and started for the door,
“Wally,” Sally cried, where are you

“T'm going to the palacs” he said.
“Nere else would I be gommgy”

E general wheeled, stared at Wally.
“Stop him!” he said in a quiet voice.
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tured and I hope they hang him, but that
doesn't help Poed?

‘Ome mimutes” the general cut in,
quiedly. “I saw you for the first time less
than an hour ago. Much has happened
since them, but in reality very little time
has been lost. Now, if you go out of this
dicor and start marching across the plaza
like that with a gun belt on, you'll have
lost whatever chances we may have of
saving Miguel and your friend. Are you
so anxious for action you are willing to
increase their dangm™’

But anger and despair drove Wally
recklessly on. “fim going to get Joe out
of this crazy jackquat?”

“Baamp. But firstt will you listen to
me?"’

“¥Yes, but not for long,” Wally said,
harshily. “Trhere’s been too damned much
talking alvemdiy”

‘‘Hiere are my orders them” General
Lobo snapped. He turned to the young of-
ficerr at the desk. “Is our secret line in
ordien?”’

“It is, mi General. It is over that wire
I just got the message about Don Migusll”

“Baemw. Telephone to Cuesta. Have him
communicate with the colonel of the Sec-
ond Regiment. Have him tell the colonel
to march upon the city, instantly. Send a
dispatch carrier from here, in civilian
clothes, to confirm the message in person,
Telephone Weyler to pass words to his
agemts. Have them spread mews, quickly,
that Don Miguel has arrived in the city
—don't tell him Don Miguel is a prisoner.
Have them hurry from cantina to cantina
the moment they opem, to get the news
passing quickly among the people. They
bave already been instructed what to do
when the moment comes—and this is the
moment! Dgp misat”

Dimly, listening to the generals rapid
finee orders, Wally realized that he was
probably the firstt newsreel man in the
world to be in at the starting gun of a
revolution which, if successful, would
shake two continents. He would cheerfully
have given both legs to have had his equip-
ment hete—and Joe by his side to catch
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the momentous words on raw ffilm’s
marginal sound track, But he didn’t have
his equipment, and he didn’t have Joe, and
it was looking very much as if he would
never have Joe again.

E young officer had picked up a
handl-set, had eranked a military type
transmitter and was even now rolling
sonorous phrases into the instrument, The
general was standing alertly by his side,
listening, and the lleutenant-colonel, at
the big desk, was closely scanning his map.
Nobody slept now in that charged room.
The machine gunners were all sittlag up.
or standing, listening with their mouths
open. There was a clatteriag of boots on
the stalrway which led up into the dim
recesses of a second—and perhaps a third
flssrc. The door was suddenly crowded
with soldiers who stared at Wally’s gun,
then looked to the general for instructlons.
But General Lobo appeared to have for-
gotten all about Wally's gun. Certainly he
was paylng no attentlon to it

“fif we can get the people to make a
demonstration in the plazs” the general
said, wheeling toward the lieutenant-
colonel, “the opportunity that we have
waited for would surely comme”

“fithe opportumity, gemena P asked the
other officer.

“To use the passaggway

“It is my opimion" said the colonel,
slowdy, “tthat it would be best to wait the
arrival of the Second Regiment. Then, in
the confusion, we can try it

‘“Wihat passzgeway’”’ Wally asked, in-
stantly alert.

The general looked at the the communi-
cations officer, who was still mumbling
into his transmitter. He met Wally's tired
eyes, not even glancing at the pistol. Re-
luctandy Wally shoved the gun into its
holster.

“Iit will do no harm to tell you, amigp”
the general said, ‘mow that events have
begun to march. Twenty-one years ago,
when I was in command of the Presidential
Guards under Vallejo the Benevolent, a
secret passageway Was cut beneath the
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plaza to this house, which the president
himself had purchased. There were then
rumors of a revolution, and the passage-
way was to permit el Presidente to escape
if the palace should be besieged. Only the
European workmen who constructed it,
Vallejo, his secretary, and I knew it. The
workmen were pledged to secrexy—it was
supposed to be a drainage system—and
were sent home to Europe when it was
completed. Vallejo died. His secretary
proved to be a traitor, and 1 killed him,
That left only one living man in Viscaya
to know the secrett—myself.

“Mien the Eye proved himself to be a
tyrant, a killer, the leader of a gangster
government, 1 determined that one day
Miguel Vallejo should restore the benevo-
lent rule of his father, under whose leader-
ship this country was so happy and pros-
perous. I bought this house, whose owner
had never discovered this end of the secret
passageway. 1 made this our secret head-
quarters, No man, not even Colonel Fer-
rand, here, was told of the passageway
until a few days ago, after Miguel had
sailed from New York, Thea we gathered
together these loyal men, who pledged
themmselves never to venture from this
house umtil the Day. And this is the
Da 195

“Well,” said Wally restlessly, “what are
we waiting for? We have enough men here
right now to go through there and clean
out the whole palled?”

The general shook his white head. “Not
now;” he said, decisively. “Since word
leaked out that Miguel was on his way
here from the States, the Eye has the
palace swarming with guards. Like all
tyrants, he is a coward. If we were wiped
out in there, there would be no revolu-
tiom”

“And if they kill Miguell” Wally said,
hotly, ‘“tthere wom't be any use having a
revolution, You—"

But the general cut him off with an im-
perious gesture. All the old man's attention
was focused upon the young lieutenamt,
who seemed to be having difficultty with
his telephone line.
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Wally glanced at Sally, whose heavy-
lidded eyes were glazed with fatigue. She
was sitting in a straight-backed chair and
she looked so young, so tired, so helpless,
that Wally’s hardboiled heart went out
to her. But she was all right for the
moment and other things—more imme-
diate and urgemt—clamored for the full
attention of his exhausted brain. He dug
his fist against his forehead.

“Back in a minute, Sallly,” he said,
starting for the room beyond.

Instantly she was out of her chair and
following him. “MHere are you goimgp?
she demanded in sudden pamic. ‘fHlease
don't leave me”

“I'll be back in a mimute;”’ he repeated.

He knew that the slug of cognac had
hit his empty stomach with a heawy jolt.
He was having trouble framing his words.
Or maybe it was just that he was so tired
he couldn't talk straight. Anyway, it didn’t
matter.

Joe, wounded and sick, was going to
die in the palace—if, indeed, he wasn't
dead already from his wounds and fever
by now. A revolution of tremendous im-
portance to the two Americas—to the
entire world—was about to start and he,
Wally, had no camera with wisiichn tio neecondl
it. After being sent by his editor to San
Pedro, he had fallen down on the job—
would probably have no job to fall down
on when the editor falled to receive plc-
tures of the fightlng.

Nor were these his only troubles; he
had Sally to look out for so that if, by
any chance, Miguel lived long enough to
become president, Sally could become a
president’s wife. To bell with her, To hell
with everybody.

“Get back to your chain!” he snarled
at her so viciously that she took a quick
step to the rear.

And it was exactly at this moment that
from the direction of the front door there
came a terrific thunder of gun butts bang-
ing on thick wood panels. Before the
sinister sound had died away in that sud-
denly silent house, the noise was dupli-
cated from the rear patio.
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“‘Generall” someone cried. “The secret
police! Many of them! They are at the
front dowrt?

And from the rear hallway, an anxious
hail: “Atttention! There are soldiers at the
patio gate!' The alleyway is filled with
thenm.”

A shout fiilteredl down from the second
flomr . Yourr Bxcetidaogy! THechouseeidssaur-
roundied”

The general took a very long breath.
His shoulders sagged with utter weariness,
‘Banayed once mows” he murmured in
® voice washed dry of hope.

CHAPTER XIX
BLOOD IN THE STREET

E silence which pressed down on
that living room was thick and utterly
sinister. It was like the steslthy, re-
menbered quiet of the jungle. Every man
in that great jala stood as if his feet had
been glued to the marble floor.. Every head
was turned toward General Lobe, who
stood for & long, long moment saying noth-
ing at all. As his eyes swept slowly around
that circle of waiting men he looked eom-
pletely disillusioned; a bright dream bhad
faded out of his eyes and he would not
live loeng enough to fashion another dream.
From the other side of the heavy front
door came a command. “lin the name of
His Excellency, el Presidente, openi!

The general sighed and squared his
straight shoulders. “My childeen” he said
in a low voice, “go to your posts”

‘‘Ganeral Lolbnl™” roared the voice from
outtside, tore a muifiled path into the room.
“[t is knowa you are here. I have orders
to break in if you do not surrender in-
stamtily”

There was a clicking of bolts and
chargers as the gunners got their weapons
readly. Eeet shuffied quietly upon that old
stone floor.. Men swung steel shutters,
camouflaged from the outside by the
slatted jalousies. FEingers reached for
triggers and bodies became taut with the
strain of waiting.

“Iif all goes welll’ the general said in a
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low voice, “ithe Second Regiment will have
rebelled by now and will be marching into
the city within two or three hours, We
must bold out until them.”

Wally Shannon turned back into the
room. He walked to the table, reached for
the black bottle and poured himselt an-
other huge slug of cognac, which he drank
without pauslag for bresth. He wiped his
mouth with the back ef his hand and spua
around to face General Lobe.

Sally, watching him, took a long, harsh
breath. From the look on Wally's face she
knew that trouble was coming. His bel-
ligerent chin was lifted and his gray eyes
were stornay.

“Two or three hours, eh?”’ he snarled
into that crackling silence. “#mnd where
will your nice, new president be then?
Dead as hell, that's here he'll be, and then
what good is your revolution? And where
will Joe be? Dead, too—"'

Darkening faces came away from the
windows and glared at him. The general
wheeled as if he bad been stabbed in the
back.

“Be still!¥ the old man roared. He
glanced at the black bottle. “nulire drunk!
Drunk!

‘“Meaytbe I am,” Wally said, carelessly,
‘“hut I'm telling you just the same! It
you havew’t any more sense tham—"

“Wally” Sally cried.

She leaped out of her chair, took three
hasty steps and clapped her hand over his
mouth. Roughly he pushed her away. He
opened his lips to speak again, found him-
self staring straight into General Lobo's
big pistol. Tableau—silent, deadlocked.

HE stentorian banging upon the door
recommenced, blankiag out the rest of
bis angry words. And the voice from out-
side came to the anxious listeners like the
tolling of a death knell.
‘Omne at a time, come out. All those who
are arrested will have a fair trial amti—"
One of the machine gunners, a private
with a long, horsey face, began to lamgh
hystericallly.
“Mihen has the Eye given anyone a
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fair tridl?”” he screamed through the emr
brasure. “My wife’s brother, did he get
a fair wrigl? They put a gun fo the back
of his head and blew his face off from be-
hM!”

“Amtonid” cracked the voice of the
colonel, who had risen from his table and
was standing tensely behind the gunners.

But Antonio had worked himself into
a franzy. He slapped the lock bar and
swiveled the machine gun down so it cov-
ered those at the front door.

“My brother’s wife sends her kisesdt
he squalled. “And this is from my brother’s
seven chilldiesni

His gun vibrated and danced upon its
squat tripod. That started it. A machine
gun upstairs burst into staccato chatter.
Another, in the rear of the house, added
its sharp voice to the growing chorus.
Wally, his dark, unruly bhead cocked to
one side as he listened, could hear the
returning bark of service automatics, the
distance-quenched slapplng of hurried feet.

General Lobo turned his calm face to
the communications officer.

“Tanianite,” he asked, “are you getting
any answen??”’

The young lieutenank, his face very
whiite, cranked his instrument again,mur-
mured imo his transmitter and listened
intemtly. Then he shook his head. “No
use,” be shouted above the rising clamor.
"Our line nmust have been discovered—
md @M-”

Bullets were clanging against the closed
steel shutters at the windows, were rattling
sgainst the outside of the house. A slug
darted through one of the holes pierced for
the machine guns, It whined obliquely up-
ward, gouged out a V-shaped hole in the
eeiling. Dustfiltercdowsn, spread through
the air in white layers, powdered Sally’s
haiF like shew. Gun smieke lifted and! fidlliin
wispy layers. The neise in the house wesiin-
describable. From somewhere in the rear
came & high, sustained shrieking whese
{one eut inte Wally's ears like the thrust
gf 2 knife:

Sally, sat perfecdy still because there
was nothing else to do, sat silent because
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there was no sense in trying to say any-
thing. She felt herself dragged away on
this tidal wave of violence, as helpless, as
buffeted as a tiny chip of wood floating
on the swelling deep. It was clearly a
miracle that she remained alive from mo-
ment to moment. And after a little more
of this she knew she would no longer care
very much whether she lived on or not.

A soldier at the nearest machine gun
screamed and clapped his hands to his face.
Scrambling to his feet he began to rum
crazily around the room while blood ran
swifily through hisfiingerss diowm lnis sleeve
and dropped from his bended elbows. He
bumped against the colonel’'s table, almost
upset it, then caromed away. Someone put
out a foot, tripped him and caught bhim
as he fell, He was carried, still screaming,
out of the room.

ALLY, brushing past the watchful
figureeoff (Yepeentl Ilabla), nmoeeed Hee-
hind one of the mmachine gun crews,
squetted and peered across their shoulders
through the peep hole in the shutter.
He could see a curtailed segment of
the street and the plaza beyond. The secret
police had been caught napping, and most
of them had paid for their carelessness
with their lives. He could see them lying
out in the early moming sum, flat and
shapeless bundles in their dark civilian
clothes. Some, who were taking longer to
die than the others, were trying mechani-
cally to crawl away, dragging invertebrate
bodies across the blood-slimed pavement.
Watching them flloundiar there, Wally
wondered what they thought now of gov-
ermnment by violence, government by will
of a dictator—any dictator—who gained,
and mainiained, power through bullets, not
ballots. Wally had seen secret police in
action in Rome, in Berlin, in Moscow.
Supermen, they were, as long as they had
guns and the other man didm't—but when
you shot them, they were always aston-
ished, and they suffered more exquisite
agonies in dying because they had thought
themselves invulnerable, Gangster govern-
meni—sooner or later those participating
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in it die as they lived—violemtly; and as
far as Wally was concerned, they could all
go screaming to hell.

Squinting through the round orifice, he
could see others who had mot been struck
down by that surprise burst of machine-
gun fire. A saturnine, dark-faced plug-ugly
was directing them, scattering them behind
hibiscus bushes in the plaza, getting them
settled for a siege.

Antonio, crouching behind his machine
gumn, pumping short, vicious bursts at the
men outside, straightened up, staring at
the leader who was directing his men.

“Carrlos, loa™ he cried above the heavy
rattle of fire. “Mhere is the gallego who
burst into my brother’s house! He knocked
niy brother’s wife down and kicked her!
Watdi’™

He swung the muzzle of his machine gun
up, squeezed the trigger. Wally, watching,
saw dust-puffs scamper diagonally across
the pavememt, drawing a dotted line to-
ward the hardi-faced leader of the secret
police. They ended at his feet, and his
body suddenly jerked as if an unseen hand
had tied an invisible string to him and
were twitching it with cruel glee. The man
was dead before his twisting figure struck
the dusty grass of the plaza. But even then
Antonio was not safisfied He kept
on firimy. . . .

A squad of uniformed men came trot-
ting around the corner from the palace.
They deployed carefullly, taking positions
behind bushes, behind shining trunks of
royal palms. A motor car was standing
near the bandstand; four soldiers crouched
behind it and began to shoot at the house.

“They've called out the Presidential
Guandd$” Antonio snmarled through his
reeth. “Neext wall be the artiilteyy!”

Wally, about to turn away from the
peephole, saw something that made his
heart leap. A white truck, shaped like a
delivery wagon, careened into the plaza
and stopped abruptly. Two men jumped
out. One pulled from the rear compartment
a hesvy camera, his companion a micro-
phone and coils of sound cable. The
cameraman scrambled to his platform atop
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the truck, set his camera up and swung
it to point at the beleaguered house. The
sound engineer raced forward with his
microphone and dragging cable, coming
well within range of the defenders. Wally
held his breath, expecting to see him fall
at any moment. He recognized the crew
immediiztielly; the Pathe unit, Mejat and
Dupont—he had played poker with them
the night before Sally had landed—how
many days, years, ago had that been?
The man set his microphone on its tri-
pod, flew back to his car, and Wally drag-
ged in a deep breath of rehief. Where, he
wondered, was Two-time Mueller? Two-
time Mueller who, by slugging him and
reading that note from Miguel, had learn-
ed of Miguel's disappearance—and let
Garcia know about everything! If it hadn't
been for Mueller, Joe would not now be
wounded, perhaps already dead; Sally
would not be trapped in this house—and
he, Wally Shannon, would not be standiing
there, half drunk and so tired it was a
job just to stay standing on his feet,
watching his rivals making sequences
which he, himsdlf, should be filmiigg.

E whirled away from that peep hole

and his stormy eyes raked the room.
The general had disappeared—upstalrs,
perhaps, looking to the defenses there. At
least Lobo was not among the three dead
men who lay so flatly en the bleed stained
marble floor. The colonel was standing be-
hind one of the other machine guns, di-
reeting itsfiire Unless something happened,
they would all die very seen new. There
was no way he could see of helding this
place meore than an hour—twe at the out:
side. Only a very few minutes if they
brought up the artillery.

With sudden impulse, Wally strode to-
ward the door which led to what had
once been the dining room. Passing Sally,
he reached out and grabbed her wrist.

She followed him without question.
Through the dining room they walked, and
nobody noticed them, so great was the up-
roar within that big house. There was a
door at the left. Wally went through it,
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Sally still in tow. It led to the service
quarters, as he had hoped. He searched for
another door—one leading into the cellar.

A soldier came hurrying through the
servamts’ pantry, almost collided with
them. Wally put out his hand and stopped
him.

“Nmigo,” he said, gemily, “be so good
as to show us the passageway leading to
the palage”

The soldier gasped. He was about to
step aside and to brush by when he felt
something sticking into his stomach. He
looked down at Wally's pistol pushing,
pushing at his belly. He sucked in his
bresth, trying to pull his stomach away
from that gun.

“I am in a humy, compadre,” Wally
said, still in that quiet voice which was
somehow more sinister than a shout. “Miust
I kill you and findl another guidis?’

Fear drove all the color out of the
soldier's swarthy skin. He licked his lips,
swallowed hard and nodded.

“Com s permiso, senor,” he murmured,
“I will show the way.”

“And what you will be feeling against
your backbars” Wally rejoined, levelly,
“wrill be this gun. Hold that thoughitt”

Shakily the soldier turned and moved
down a corridor, with Wally at his heels
and Sally following. The whole house was
a bedlam, veverberating to the sound of
running feet, to the hammering of machine
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guns, to the rising yowl of men dying.
Sally moved along as if she were walking
in her sleep.

Wally went down a stairway after his
guide; Sally remained close enough to
touch him, to hang onto him if need be.

“Gracids, compahero,” Wally said,
gravely.

Sally, marching on, bumped onto him,
He reached out, quickly, with his free
hand, and steadied her.

“Tangh goingy,” he said. “Some day
this'll all be over.”

But she knew it wouldn’'t be. As long
as she lived she would stumble on through
a fog of hunger, fatigue, frigint. It could
never be any differemt than it was now.

Wally's gun was still leveled at the
soldier, who was swinging open a door
which seemed built of massive masonry,
like the walls of this cellar. But he swung
it so easily that Sally realized it was made
of something lighter, and just camouflaged
to look like that. She didn't care what it
looked like, She just waited for Wally to
enter, and then she would enter, too.

“And now;” Wally was saying to the
soldier, ‘{please go back upstairs. Go right
along. If you should turn back, I should
regret it, for I would have to kill you”

With a quick, sharp gasp of relief the
Latin turned and ran for the stairs, dis-
appearing instantly from Sally's range of
vision.

D NEXT WEEK
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He sprawied on his
face as shotgun peliets
haiied on the mailbox

Camera Tells a Lie

By DALE CLARK

Author of “A Racket in Blgndes,” “The Devil in Hellyweood,” etc.

OHNNIE SQUIRE said softly, “Oh,
boy! Boy, oh boy! Hotchal™ His
grin widened, and his feet did a
shuffiteaifftto Bufiidlo on the sidewalk in
front of the Riverview First State Bank.
Main Street at high noon stretched,
practically deserted, between rows of brick
buildings down to the bridge. There was a
glitter of blue water, and then abrupt,
forested bluffs on the far side of the
stream. Nobody noticed Johnnie Squire’s
jigging feet, except four hillbillies in a
parked sedan across the street. The
driver's bearded face split in a grin, and
a man with a scarred face in the back
seat drawled!:
“Yamh. Reg'lar coon show, aim't he?”
Johnny Squire flushes zmd went hastily
up the bank steps into the cool, shaded
vestibule. He knew the contempt in which
hill folk held ‘Gity fellers"—iRiiverview,

population 14,000, classifying as a €ity.
Being employed at the lumber yard, it
was up to him to maintain a businessman’s
dignity; only dignity didn't always sit se
easily on twemty-year-old shoulders.

It didn't sit easily now. The flush deep-
ened around Johmnie’s blue eyes as he
thrust his savings passbook under the
cashier’s grille.

Tight-lipped, hatchet-faced), wiiitie-haired
old Thaddeus Revere stood inside the cage.
Cashier and president of the bank, old
Thad knew all his depositors by sight;
knew their business, too.

‘breawing out forty dollars? Why,
Johnmie, that leaves you a balance of ex-
actly”—siilver hooped brows lifted disap-
provimgll—'Sixty dollars and forty-three
cemtsd”

Johnnie Squire said, “¥es, sir,” and
heartily wished Brownlow, the assistant
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cashier, or young Thad Revere were inside
the cage. But they were out to lunch. Eor
that matter, Jobnnie Squire was on his
lunch hour,

He fidgeted while old Thad said:

“Tihat’s a pretty hefty withdrawal, my
boy! Elying a little high, ain't ye? Living
beyond your means, mayhe?"'

Johnnie Squire repressed a sharp retort.
Old Thad owned), besides the bank, a large
share of the lumber company. Also, no
doubt of it, the old duffer meant well,

“No-0. This is an investmentt”

“An investment is something you sh'd
talk over with your banken:” Gray eyes
nettled. “Is it insurance, Jomnig?' Old
Thad sold insurance. . .

“No,” Johnnie Squlre replied hastily.
“No, nothm. like thait”

“Not making a down payment on some-
thuigy”’

Johnnie Squire's glance went to the wall
clock. “No. I—I'm buying a camena.”

“Wihat? Ancthen?’’

The young man grinned. “You wouldn't
say a fellow shouldin't buy a book because
he already has a bodk”

‘“Camera’s diffenentt’” The banker shook
his white mane. “Taint the first cost, it's
the upkesp”

“Well, you can't take pictures with a
bankbook. Now, can you? Johnnie Squire
laughedi—alone. ‘Homest, Mr. Revere, this
is a buy. It's an imported job. all kinds of
features, cost a hundred dollars new. Some-
body just traded it in this morning on a
Leica—I"m lucky to get it at all.”

“Tthat kind of luck will wind you up
in the poorhouse. Camera’s a millionaire’s
plaything. Why,” said the banker, “your
average deposit has gone down to two
dollars weekly since you started this
nonsense”

He deailt the money out, hesitantdy. And
kept one thumb planted on it. ‘HRetter
think this thing over a day or so frst,
young mazm””

“Gash! And have somebody else buy it
while I'm decidiing’” Johnnie Squire thrust
the money into his pocket.

He sailed out through the vestibule,
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scooted up Main to West Water Street,
and darted into the gloomy little photo
shop.

He remained inside less than two min-
utes.

MING out, he wore both a broader

grin and a slabsided case that dangled
on a shoulder strap. The case bounded
lightly over a pocket crammed with ffilm
packs, for Johnny Squire carried his
precious acquisition in lean, excited fingeeyss.
Stepping along West Water Street, he
lamped passersby through the eye-level
findéey; turned the eamera this way and
that; fiiipped open its back ang sighted a
barber's pole upside down on the ground
glass, fllipped! the thing around, and read
off the numbers around the lens. He said
fondly, “My baby! My heisy"™

He fiddled! with this dingus and that,
clicked the shutter, tinkered with the lens'
stops, pulled the bellows to double-exten-
sion. He acted like a kid with a new toy:
or in other words, like any enthusiast with
a nmew camera,

He came to the corner of West Water
and Main, turned toward the lumberyard
where he worked and was due in five min-
utes; turned, but stopped. . . .

Johnnie Squire said, “‘Quaoh, goshi?

It was the usual stréet, withi the smug
white brick First State Bank in mid-block,
with a church spire behind the bank. What
caught Johnnie Squire’s eye was the sky
—ijiust an average blue sky, but with two
streaks of high white cloud in it.

Johnnie Squire said, “Gollig!”

Eor you do not get cloud formation like
that twice in a lifetime. The cloud bars
were separate, of course. One of them
was possibly three or four thousand feet
higher than the other. Different strato-
spheric air currents formed them. And they
bisected each other at rightt angles. They
were cross-shaped. ‘The church spire point-
ed up to a cross in the sky!

Johnny Squirefftashesiblue eyes around
quickly. He had no tripod with himm; but
there stood the parcel mailbox on the cor-
ner. The mailbox would do fine:.
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He moved fast—he had many things to
do. Clouds, like time and tide, wait for
no man. They change form with incredible
rapidiity.

He planted the camera on the mailbox,
looked to the spirit bubble, monkeyed with
lens and shutter, What he found on the
ground glass was halt of the chureh spire
—upside dowm—the bank, and the hill-
billy’s sedan.

“My swetiresatt” said Johnnie Squire
joyously, for at this point be would have
been ditched by his other camerss; here
be just applied thumb and forefinger to the
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around, he saw the car charging down hill
—straight at him, it seemed. He jerked
back, and the sedan swerved.

He saw an open window, and a face like
a square mask with a white scar seam
making a U on one cheek. A splash of
mouth, and slotted, blazing eyes piercing
the mask. Johnnie Squire did not see the
revolver until it belched flame and roar.

Then he sprawled flat on his face; not
too soon. A shotgun poked through the
open back window as the car swept past.
It bellowed, and shotgun pellets hailed on
the mailbox, rattled off the wall behind

risihgoffemnthihiaganityidT Rbetsteechhdidll Johniie,

tti:e bank but its reef moved off the ground
glass,

Meanwhile, a truck rattled up from the
river, shedding gravel and dust from its
tailgate. Jobnny Squire growled, and
whipped out 8 handkerchief. He wiped the
lens; this he did as tenderly as a mother
wiping herfiitst-bari's s@yes He losked 2
the sky. The eress still held, but a plume
of smoke elimbed frem the river betiem.

And three men got out of the hillbilly's
sedan.

OHNNIE SQUIRE cdlicked the shutter

on several varylag exposures, The
smoke bothered him. If it came from a
switch engine in the yards, it was not
fmuch madter; but if from a river boat,
it would certainly elimb up to devour all
his sky in ene black maw.

The three men slouched up the bank
steps.

Johnmie Squire changed film packs; he
meant to shoot on both pan and chrome.
He changed flilters;, too. He meant to findi
out just what this camera would do.

The smoke plume fattened and climbed
halfway up the sky. A boat, no doubt of
it. Its whistle blew. The three men reap-
peared on the bank steps, one of them
gripping a gunmysack. Johnmny Squire
touched the cable release. The men hurried
down the bank steps.

Johnnie Squire bent his head over the
problem of changing exposure time. He
heard the roar of a motor. Spinning

“Wy, the crazy—!" Cheek flat on the
sidewall, he saw the bank’s bookkeeper
run out into the street, rifle in hand, A
crisp, sharp explosion from the sedan beat
the rifle’s crack. Johnnie Squire saw red
liquid spurting over the bookleeper.s hands
as the man sat down grasping his thigh.

The bandit machine bounced its four
wheels off the pavement, shooting owver
the hump onto the bridge.

Johnnie Squire sat up, shook his head.
The river was black with smoke now. Gates
fell at the bridge end, a red-eyed sema-
phore swung over the street. The bridge
tender, being old and deaf, had caught
nothing of the rumpus in the street.

The sedan rushed into the woods across
the river, was lost in thicker smoke—while
the bridge divided, reared up—and twin
funnels poked into view at the foot of
Main Street. Brakes squealed. Riverview's
one police car screamed to a slueing stop.

Officers sprang from the machine, They
swore futile oaths, something like the
barking of dogs before a fox hole—futile,
because the bridge could not be let down
‘new untll the steamboat had cleared,

Johnnie Squire said, “Gosh! They sure
fignredd—"" and then his stare fell on his
camera.

His camera? No. Pieces of it. There was
the holder, the film blown right out of
it, just a broken frame queerly left hang-
ing on the mmilbox. Nothing else on the
box, though. Only a rain of glass remained
of an imported f435 anastigmat leps.
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Shreds of the bellows looked as if they'd
been chewed by angry moths.

Johnnie Squire’s face grew very white,
his lips very thin. He readied a hand out
mechamiczllly, began to pick up pieces here

and there. .

ERE was no sense in doing it, for no
power on earth could patch anything
together from those pieces. He knew this,
but could not immediately realize the fact.
When he did, hisfingerssstopped fumbling,
his blue stare fogged. He shivered.

“Why, the dintyy—!*

A cop stood over Johnnie Squire. “Mihat
goes on hexe””

“Tihey blew my camera all to helll” said
Johnnie Squire. ‘Dmn them, they didn't
have to do thatt?”

“You got off lucky! Come on with me.”

The officer headed for the bank, and
Johnmie followed on dragging feet. What
felt like a hot lump burned in his throat.
His fingers curled into angry, impotent
fistes. Hitel buket sxonimd dlillly.

Already the street teemed with action.
Cops paced to and fro, waiting for the
bridge to lower. Other men carried the
wounded bookkeeper toward a doctor’s
office. White-haired old Thaddeus Revere
stood on the bank steps, a useless pistol
dangling in his fiagenss. He was telling his
son about the robbery,

Both Reveres followed the officer into
the bank, and young Thad closed the doors
to keep out the curious crowd.

“Now?” the policeman said. “I want
descriptions of those men and their car.
We're not going to catch them easily. They
evidently planned it out—to escape just
before the bridge went up, and it worked

oy

Old Thad growled deeply. “Tthey made
as lie face down on the floor in here. The
rimgjéadeie thisdd a akidddobflititdehbraeshbee
scar on his cheeli—that's about all I sasw”

“And you?’ The policeman turned to
young Thad.

Young Thad's face was pink under a
map of flaxem hair. “Withy, I wasn’t here,
1 was out to Juncin?

“Ch. Any idea how meucih they stiode?”

“About twelve thousasd|” said eold
Thad.

“©f course the bank’s insured on thatt,”
his sen added.

“‘inamrance wor't help Charley’s leg
muclhy” snapped old Thad.

“Yeah, and my camera wasm't insured,
eithen!” Johnnie Squire said bitterly.

The banker sniffedl “I told you not to
waste money on junk like that. You’'re
money ahead if they did smash it.”

The cop turned to Johnnie. “Seems like
yon had the best chance to identify them.
What did they look like?”’

Johnnie pondered. “I wasn't looking at
themn—I was taking a picture. The driver
had whiskers. Another one had a sear on
his face, like Mr. Revere said. That's about
all I noticed!”

“Mibat kind of a car was it?"

“A sedan. Blue or black. Dark blue, I
guesss’

‘litvense tag numlten?”’

“I wasn't paying any attention to them
until the shooting started!” Johnnie Squire
shook his head. “And then it all happened
m f .)'l

“¥au could have seen a license number
after the shooting stoppedl”

Johnnie said, ‘Maytbe, but I didm't. 1
looked at my camera, that’s what I looked
at! Forty bucks—and all I have to show
for it are three-four films”

The cop’s face changed. “¥ou got the
pictures! Say, if those birds or their
m,-_)!

‘No. Not a chamees” Johnnie muttered.
He rubbed one hand tiredly over his face.
“I was taking a cdoud picture”

“Are you sume?”

Johnnie Squire fiushed] squinted through
angered blue eyes. “Yeah, I'm sure! I wish
I wasw’t! Boy, how I wish I had the goods
on those hooyaliss” The resentful seowl
etched his tanned features. “Amyhody
mean enough to bust cameras’d feed fit
polson to babiws!”

Young Thad granted, shrugged blue
blazerclad shoulders. “But they thought
you were snapping thes.”
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‘Noats! Who'd be dumb enough to
stand out in the street taking pictures of
a bank rolitwrye?’ Jiolmmie growledl “Be-
sides, I started snapping before they even
went into the bank. No, it was plain cus-
sednesss; they’d have shot me, too, if I
badin’t flopped! behind the maillox<”

“Railibery or no robbeny;” young Thad
was provokingly cool, “tthey could have
thought they were on your film.”

“Weell, they werenit—worse lugkd!”

OHNNIE SQUIRE stumped along

West Water Street to the lumber
yard. He didn’t feel any better about los-
ing his eamera as the day wore on. It
washrt Just the ferty dellars; he weuldn’t
have felt a guarter as bad if the gang had
eorme inte the bank a little earlier, had
taken the eash out of his peeket. It was
the eamera—the wanten destruetien of it.
Sailers ean feel that way abeut ships, other
men have 2 sihilar feeling fer degs ef
herses:

Eeel any better? No, a blunt anger grew
in him—pointless because hunting outlaws
in the hills was like seeking needles in
haystacks. It had been tried before. Posses
had scoured the back country, yet half a
score of dangerous gangs had secure hide-
outs there.

Huh! Those fellows wouldi't be caught.

So thought Johnnie Squire, until he went
into the bathroom off his bedroom that
evening—slapped black oilcloth over win-
dow and door, got out his trays and
chemicals.

One stare at the developing negative
by safelight—and in the darkness his face
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fair-sized image. There was no doubt
about it at all. He had a picture of a
persom

Moreover, Johnnie recognized the per-
son. It was young Thad Revere.

How could that be? The banker's son
did not appear on the film like an angel
descending from the skies. Johnnie Squire
recalled that he had adjusted the rising
front of his camera so as to exclude the
street and the bank—but not all of the
bank; its roof remained in the foeus,

What Johnnie had was a picture of
young Thad Revere on the flat roof of
the bank. “But how in the hec<—

He slipped out of the dark room, sat
on the edge of the bed, lighted a cigarette
—and pondered, First off, no question at
all that this waess Thad Revere; the blazer
bhe wore would have settled that even in
a nuch less satisfactory print. But the
banker’s son had not been visible on the
roof at the time Jobnnie Squire had made
his aground glass observation. He had
popped into sight after that. And he hadi't
stayed there leng. There was ne sign of
him in the later negatives—

Eor Johnnie Squire could arrange these
shots in order of taking. Conclusively, he
could show a progressive drift in the posi-
tion of the cloud-cross. It moved slightly
leftward of the fixedl spire. In the last
picture a little smoke appeared to the
right.

“Gosh!” said Johnnie Squire,

CHAIN of logic began to forge itself
in his mind, He closed his fist, re-
something, Obviously yeung

Imembering
flustieddreddeert baantbiecrublyldmpp Thevee Thad had pepped up on the roef at a

was something on the filmd!

Something, that is, humamn!

This seemed perfectly preposterous.
Johnnie Squire slid the film into the solu-
tion, rocked the tray with trembling hands.
How could he have caught a person in
such a photo? People don’t go flloatimg
about in the sky.

He rigged the Graflex with its enlarging
device. All this took time—and patience;
but presemtly he stooped scowling over a

partiedlar mement, then had duelked out of
sight. Jehnnie Squire had net neticed him
at all, for his stare had been feeused
alternately on his eafera adjustments and
en the cloud fermatien. But the eamera
had been in foeus at infiniy, registering
everything beyend a hundred feet. But
what was the partieular mement?
Johnnie Squire chucked out his cig-
arette, popped into the dark room, popped
out again. The picture on which young
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Thad appeared had been the firsk taken
with the filten;; and just after he'd taken
that, three men had climbed out of the
sedan and headed for the bank,

Johmmie Squire lit another cigarette and
thought about this. Could there be more
than coincidence to this? Johnnie muttered
in a shocked tone, “Golly day/!"

It came hard to believe that the banker’s
son had given a signal to the bank robbers.
Hard? Next to impossible!

Still, the camera couldn't lie. Young
Thad Revere hed been on the roof—and
for what earthly reason? Another question
deepened Johnmnie Squire’s frowm. Why had
young Thad told the cop he'd been at
lunch during the stickup? And why had
he blushed when he said it?

“Huh?" thought Johnnie Squire. “Say!
1 got to findl out somettingg!

And no sense waiting, either.

He slapped a cap onto his head and hur-
ried out. He walked briskly, ten blocks
to the bank. The lower flloarrwas darkened.
Upstairs, a light burned behind one win-
dow—the upper floar being remted, mostly
to dentists. Johnnie Squire poked around
to the rear and the fire escape.

He climbed thisffirecescape. It went only
as high as the secondflloarriexell. By stand-
ing on the railing, Johnnie Squire could
reach his hands to the roof’s waterspout.
He tested this; it held. Johnnie Squire
chinned himsellf, swung one leg over the
rain gutter, and pulled himself onto the
tar and gravel roof.

He saidl, “Yes sir-es” for a trap door
inclosed in a roof hatch told of an easier
access to the roaf. He looked at the build-
ing fromt, with a two-foot cornice that
would easily have sheltered a prone man
from view of the street. Then he stared
around.

Sure! This roof commanded a view of
the river!l Amyone up here wonild be able
to sight a steamboat approaching the
bridge.

Now—the cop had pointed this out—
the bandit raid had been timed for an
escape just before the bridge rose. The
raid might also have been planned at a
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moment to catch twelve thousand in cash
in the bank.

“IIthe cops would laugh at me,” thought
Johnnie Squire. “Thad’d bhave a reason
for being on the roof—or he’d invent one.”

In fact, he would have laughed at the
idea himself. Only he remembered his
camera, and that was no laughing matter.

He dropped from the roof onto the finee
escape. And held his breath; dodged up
to the wall. For someone was coming out
of the bank’s back door, directly under
Johnnie Squire. The someone went into
the alley, went to a roadster parked there,
stood for a moment beside the roadster.

A matchflaresbiat the end of a cigarette.
Johnnie Squire gasped. It was young Thad
Revere who'd come out of the building.
What brought him to the bank at night,
and why didn’t be turn on the lights in
there?

Johnnie Squire started down the ffire
escape with Indian stealth.

Young Thad opened a door of the car.
and by the dashlight, Johnnie Squire
watched young Thad transfer an object
from his blazer pocket to the door’s com-
partment. The object was a revolver.

OHNNIE SQUIRE made a snap deci-

sion, It was like actlon photography:
you take the thing on the spur of the
instant, or you do not take it at all. You
cannot for example ask a bird to pose in
mid-air while you snap -it. In this case,
Johnnie could not run to a telephone and
confide his suspicions to a cop. Young
Thad was already in the roadster, and
toelng the starter.

The car started forward—Johnnie Squire
darted into the alley and hopped the
bumper. Young Thad was busy tuming
the commer into West Water—Jahnnie
Squire slid to the floor of the open rumble
compartment.

He hunched there while the roadster
purred down Main and across the bridge,
and he didn't have an idea of what he
might be getting into. The notion of danger
never came into Johnnie Squire's head.
Gun or no gun, he wasn't afraid of Thad
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Revere. And if it came to that, he ¢ould
explain his business in the rumble seat as
easily as the banker’s son could explain
being on the roof just before the robbery
—or explain the nature of this armed er-
randl.

And if it turned out Thad Revere had
any connection with the broken camera,
Thad would pay dearly for it.

A ferocious and almost unreasoning
hunger for vengeance grew and grew in
Johnnie Squire—and growing, pushed bhim
into action.

Overhead, above the open rumble space,

the night reeled off in a moving black fillm.

It was spotted by white bulbs strung over
the bridge, then by clotted boughs of trees
overhanging the river road. Presemtly, as
the car turned, these overhanging branches
came very low, They were evidently fol-
lowing one of the side roads up into the
hills, Presty soon the bouncing of the
roadster gave proof that the highway had
iwindled to a mere rutted trail.

Thad Revere had driven ten or twelve
miles when he stopped the car. He grunted,
got out, slammed the door.

Johnnie Squire counted ten secondis—
“@ne thousand and one, one thousand and
tws¥—as a photographer coumts exposure
time. Then lifted his head.

The roadster was parked on a hilltop,
in a black tangle of shade under the trees,
A stake-andyumnner fence marched on
skeleton legs over the hill. Thad Revere
went through a patch of moonlight beyond
the fence, went on under the brow of the
hill.

Johnnie Squire followed.

Young Revere led him across pasture
land, a close-cropped slope of grass with
boulders that shone like dim white skulls.
Johnnie Squire hesitated. He could not
follow young Thad direcily, since one
backward glance would betray him. The
pasture ran on for a quarter mile, stopped
where a second picket fence bordered a
thicket, Johnnie saw this. He could not
give Thad that quarter mile headstart,

So be swung left, following the sweeping
brow of the hill. He kept this hill between
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him and Thad. In three or four minutes,
both of them had reached the second fence,
but Johnnie was now a hundred yards left-
ward of the banker’s son.

E thicket seemed to be mastly wild
plum, and goosebertry. Thad Revere
plunged into it. Johnnie Squire bad his
choice of two plans, but little time to make
the choice. He could hutry along the picket
fence and then plunge into the thicket be-
hind Thad; or he could go into the
brambles now, trusting to come out on the
other side at the same time the other did.
Johnnie Squire liked this last idea bet-
ter. He liked it because it kept the hun-
dred yards between him and the banker’s
son. By this time Johnmie’s nerves had
tightened considersbly. Also he reflected
that Thad must be coming out here to meet
someone. And he knew he would ngt get
through the thicket without making more
or less noise.

He knifed right into the bushes, Spine
studded branches belted his hands and
face. His clothes kept getting stuck. He
had to stop to release them, and when he
did, the needles pricked his ffingers to
bleeding. He was crawling shake-fashion
by the time he reached the other side of
the tangle.

He stopped, held his breath.

A foot came down within inches of his
outthrust hand. Johnnie Squire lay log-
still. The foot lifted and went on. Johnnie
poked his head out of the bushes, and
started.

In front of him stretched what had once
been a potato patch; only a weed patch
now. To the left, his gaze found a house
—aon the hillbilly lean-to order—at the
upper end of the ex-potato patch; its win-
dow gave a chink of yellow light.

If it had not been for the light, this
place would have been exactly like any of
a hundred other farms in the hills that
bad reverted for unpaid taxes. If there
had been potatoes in the patch, it would
have been like any of a hundred farms
still inbabited.

The potato patch widened in a wedge
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shape beyond Johnnie Squire, to the right;
Thad Revere had apparemtly come tihrougin
the gooseberry thicket where it was much
narrower, and was now tramping through
the weeds toward the house. In doing so,
he had come within inches of stepping on
Johnnie Squire’s hand.

Johnnie Squire stayed on his hands and
knees, waited for young Thad to go into
the house.

Meanwhile a head and shoulders popped
up out of the black shadow next to the
house—popped up into the yellow chink
of windiow-light, peered into the window.

Johnnie Squire thougi, “Huh? Why—"
And stared in honest puzzlement.

Eor this head was bare, and fflaxen-
haired, and those shoulders wore a blue
blazer. Thad Reverell Sunee—Thad look-
ing in through the window—

But then, who was it who had almost
stepped on Johmmnie Squire’s hand?

There was still that other man, prowling
along the end of the weediplot now. No
doubt of it at all, young Thad had picked
up a second pursuer.

And as Johmmie Squire grappled with
that fact, the other man sprang into the
window light behind young Thad. He gave
no warning. There was a pistol in his hand,
and the pistol flashed! in the yellow light.
Its barrel came down, thwnis, on Thad’s
skull. And Thad fell. He folded up with
a windy grund, like an accordion.

T WAS done without amy more fuss and
bother than that. The assailant knocked!
the young man cold as matter-of-factly
as shaking hands, Now he got hold of the
blazer collar, and dragged Thad Revere
aleng the side of the house, threw open a
deor, and dragged Thad into the building.
The house swallowed them beth, and
presented a blank face to the right.

Someone in the house said loudly,
“What in hdl—”

The man in the doorway said, not so
loudly, “lit’s the damm' boy scout agaiim,”
and laughed. He closed the door, turned
when he dlosed it, and Johnnie Squire saw
the U-scar on his cheek.
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A short, muffled grunt crossed Johnnie’s
lips. Pads of flesh pushed up and hardened
a scowl around his eyes. He said in a

“Yah! You're the gup!”

Now it would have been an excellent
thing for Johnmie Squire to clear out of
there; to start Thad’s car if it could be
started; but at any rate, to clear out.
These men were desperadoes, and armed
to the teetlh— But the excellent idea of
leaving never occurred to him at all.

These were the guys who had busted up
his camera, and somehow or other he
would make them pay for it. That was
the idea which did occur to him.

Emerging from the bushes, Johnnie
Squire came skulking through the aban-
doned potato patch up to the side of the
house. He tiptoed to the window and
looked in.

Inside, a gas-lantern burned on the
wooden table. It threw its light on three
bearded faces, and on the face of the
U-scarred man's feet.

The window had been broken and had
a piece of €in logsely stuck in the place
of one pane, and Johnnie Squire could
hear every word that was said inside.

“Sure! He came alomed” the scarred
man said. ‘tHe’s just the kind of blame
young fool would come prying around
alone. Like he done befired?”

‘IvEnytbe, but I don’t like it! It dom’t
make sense to mel” protested another
bandit—one with a reddish beard.

“Well, Joe, this here boy scout hasm’t
got good semse That's winy!” Scarface
said. “I was there in the bushes, watching
him. He's alone, all right; besides, why
would a posse send a sap like him to look
the place over? That don't make sense,
either.”

Joe replied with an oath, he still didn’t
like it. “I say, let’s get out of here before
a posse does comed!”

Scarface gave a laugh.

Johnny Squire pressed closer to the
window. There was something in Scar-
face’s laugh that made his body tense and
sent a dryness to his moush,



122

“Tihey got the posses watching the
bridges, 1 bet. That's what they fiigmre
we would do—try to get further back in
the hills. The smart thing is for us to lay
low right here. You boys give me a few
days to grow whiskers on my face, Then
you shave. Then we can ride right through
Riverview without being suspestied. They’re
looking for three bearded guys and one
shaved—not the other way around. We’ll
ehange the lieense tags on the ear. We got
nething e werry abow”

Johnnie Squire could smell trouble in
the room; Scarface talked too long, too
conﬁdhmlby His eyes were not confident,
though. They kept shooting oddly worried
glances at his three bearded companions.

“ILasteni” Scarface said. “This lad here
is a break for us. He’s a hostage. If a posse
does come, all we got to do is push him
out in the open and threaten to shoot him
if they make a rush—then they won't
dare fire at uwsd?”

Young Thad let out a sickly groan from
the floart.

Johnny Squire heard that groan and
his scalp got queerly tight. It was right
about then, too, that he almost forgot to
breathe.

“Nuts!” said Red-Beard. “I say let's
shave and get out of here before any
posse comes. This boy scout seen us here
before. He might have talked, and I say
it’s too blame risky to stay any longer.”

The other two men did not say anything
at all. Scarface looked at them. “fiat’s
all right for you,” he said. “What’s fine
for you, because it don’t take ten minutes
to shave. But what about me? I got to
grow whiskers and cover up this cheek of
fmine, You boys wouldn’t ditch me, would
you His voice hardened on the last
wordss,

Red-Beard shrugged. “You can stay
here. You're the one that wants to. You’re
the one that thinks it's safe.”

And now the scarred face grew very
hard.. “Meeire all staying]” Scarface criedi”
“T'sn a-going back where that car's hid in
the bushes. I'm a-going to be watching
that car—and the razors in it. If any posse
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comes snooping around, I’ll start shooting.
And I could easy make a mistake and
think you was a posse in case you come
snooping around out thened?

E TOOK steps backward, opened the

door, and went out. Wihen be did
that, Jobnnie Squire ducked below the
window and flattened himself on the
ground close to the house. And when he
fladtemed( hbef danddssaretitirigghhedd undeer
his chest—an object that had fallen from
Thad Revere’s hand at the moment of the
slugging.

Johnnie Squire closed hisfiingerssaround
this object. Meanwhilee Scarface went
tramping away across the oldi pasitstiopeatdh.
And inside the house, Red-Beard spoke.

“Mmow some water on that-there boy
scoutt” he said. “We got to bring him
aroundi”

One of the others said, “Why?”

Red-Beard glared at him and made a
pretty critical noise with his lips. The
beard waggled, like a bright and angry
flaneg , anddt Heernaarss sanatlllegyss gyeswvenean
smaller with his displeasure.

“We’ll make him go down there in the
bushes” Red-Beard growled. “Gzorge will
take @ shot at him or else jump him; and
then we’ll know where George’s hiding at,
snd welll jump him”

“We aim’'t stayimgy?’

“Why in hell should we stay? There's
bound to be a posse scouring this country
before George grows enough whiskers to
cover that scar on his mug”

Johnnie Squire heard a splash of water,
and heard Thad Revere groan. He didn't
wait to hear any more.

It was plain that it didm’t matter much
whether a posse came or not. These men
would wind up Killing each other offf; but
they would kill young Thad first of all,
would do that before Johnnie Squire could
possibly get outside help.

So Johnnie Squire went swiftly and
silently along the edge of the old potato
patch. He was following Scarface just as
he had followed Thad, by swinging to the
side of him. Johnnie Squire had never
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hunted a man before; it made his heart
pound violently in his chest.

And then his heart' almost stopped beat-
ing at all. Scarface had walked clear to the
other end of the potato patch; he kept
looking back over his shoulder—was
watching the door of the house. Now he
stopped beside a tree. Johnnie Squire saw
bim tuck his pistol into the waistband of
bis trousers.

Then Scarface put up his hands, and
Johnnie knew that he was going up into
the tree.

Johnnie also knew that he himself would
be helpless once Scarface got up into that
tree.

So he took four or five long steps, and
saidi;

“Keep those hands ugd”

The scarred man did just that, For
Johnnie Squire had shoved something
hard, cold, and circular against the fel-
low’s spine.

Leaning hard on his weapon, Johnnie
Squire reached one hand around the
scarred man’s waist and jerked the re-
volver out of the belt.

The man stood very quiet, tensed and
waiting like a panther ready for a spring.
Johnnie Squire felt as if he were holding
a match over a keg of powder.

“Il drill you if you let out one yip™
said Johnmie Squire.

The scarred man did not let out even a
tiny yip. In a few minutes he could not
have yipped had he dared to; he was
gagged and tied to the tree. His wrists
were bound with his own shoelaces, and
his neck was strapped by his own belt
around the bole of the tree. A large part
of his shirt filledl his mouth.

Then Johnnie Squire Indian-sneaked
back to the house. A tree grew in the yard
not far from the door. Borrowing an idea
from Scarface, Johnnie Squire climbed into
this tree.

He waited,

Something was going to happen very
soon now;, and Johnmie Squire felt as ready
for it as he would ever be. He even had
a sort of strategy worked out in his mind,
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RESENTLY the three bearded men

and Thad Revere came out of the
house. But they did not come out by the
door; they used a window on the other
side of the building for their exit.

“Now, you walk ahead of us,” Red-
Beard was telling young Thad. “Re-
member we're right behind you, and we'll
shoot if you stopm”

Thad didn't like
What's the ide=?

‘“We want to see if you brought a posse
with you,” Red-Whiskers grunted. “ilf you
didm't, it's going to be all right If you
got a posse in the bushes, better say so
now.”

“IThere’s nobiody but me—"

“Then get going!t”

Red-Beard put a big, wide-fingered paw
on Thad's shoulder and set him into
forward motion with a hefty shove. Tthad
tripped, caught himself and started ahead.

Johnnie Squire waited until Thad was
nearly to the other end of the potato
patch. The three bearded men stood be-
side the house, guns ready in their bhands.

One said, “’Sfunny George don't shoot
it

Johnnie Squire yelled, ‘Hands upl
You'’re summaundsed?”

Two of the men whirled and threw away
their guns. Red-Beard carried the shotgun,
and he used it. Pellets hammered the trunk
of the tree under Johnnie Squire. Johnnie
squeezed the trigger of the scarred man's
gun, He was no pistol shot. He missed.

One of the men who had thrown away
his gun said in fear-strangled voice:

“Himh! You wanta get us all killkeH?

And he hit Red-Beard right on the
whiskers.

Johnnie Squire shouted, “Thad! Thad,
come and tie these lugs upl®

Thad tied them up. He did a good job,
one that took all his attentiom; when he
had finishedt), he started thinking things
overy

“Johmnie Squire! What in heck are you
doing out heres?

“Hiuh, that's the easy part. I followed
you.” Johnnie Squire dropped out of the

the setup. “Sayl
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tree; came up to Thad. “Wihat were you
doing on top of the bank today during the
stickup? What was your idea coming out
hene?”’

Thad’s fluskn showed even by maoonlight.
‘On the rroof? Did you kmow—I was
coming back from lunch, see? And I saw
you putting up your camera, and I saw
the sky, too. It looked like a swell shot,
and I wanted to try out my new Leica.
So I beat it up on the roaff”

“Y¥ou were the one wimpe—"

Thad said, “I couldm't admit it. You
know how my old man is about wasting
maney! He'd raise plenty Cain if he knew
I spent a couple hundred bucks for a
camera. He dioesn't even know I've got a
darkroom rigged up in an empty office
upstairs. That camera you spent forty dol-
lars for—well, I traded that in on the
Leica, see?”

“Good gosh! I never guessed yom—"

Johmnie Squire stared at Thad Revere,
blue eyes popping with blank surprise,

“It’s pretty much a secret on account
of my old mam” Thad said. “I generally
go off somewhere in the coumtry when I
want to take pictures. I was bumming out
this way last week, and I ram onto this
place. I ran into these guys, too—fact is,
they booted me off the place. Didn't want
their pictures taken, se=?’

Johnnie Squire said, “%eah, I found
that out, too, and I wasnm't even taking
their picture”

He thought angrily of how much they'd
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hated to have their pictures taken, smash-
ing his camera that way.

“Surel Well, look” Thad urged. “I
heard you and dad describe this fellow
with the scarred face. I fiiguredi, suppose
this was their hideout. You know, that
camera of mine can almost take a picture
by candlelight. Suppose I got their pic-
ture with it, and my dad identified them
from it, and we had the sheriff come out
here with a posse! Then the old gentleman
would have to admit there was something
to this photo hobby, and I wouldn’t have
to behave like a sneak thief. That's part
of it, and the rest of it is that the Bankers
Association offers a standing reward of
fiwee hundred dollars for evidence on bank
robbers, My picture would be evidence,
because a camera can't lie.”

Johnnie Squire laughed softly. “Yaurs
didl”

“Why—athat?”

“Y¥ou dropped that candid camera of
yours when the scarred-faced guy slugged
you. I picked it up. I used it to take him
with—the lens felt like a gun against his
badid”

Then young Thad showed he had some
of old Thad's blood in him. “MHat reward
—five hundred dollars. Will you split fifltsy-
fiffty? Because if it wasm't .for me—"

“Huh?” said Johnnie Squire. “©h, sure!
1 didim't know there was a reward, but I'd
sure like to get the price of a brand-nesw
honey with feattires like a rising-front and

THE END




Doomed Liner

By GARNETT RADCLIFFE

CHAPTER XVII
SEARCHING PARTY

R. PETERS paid no attention to
the police officers when they
ran towards the house. His un-

hinged brain had collapsed altogether.
When they came nearer they saw that the
side of his head was a mass of dried blood,
evidently where Inspector Eastman’s
bullet had struck him the previous night,
And his painful movements hinted at the
presence of another wound in the body.

That he had not died was a miracle.
Eastman snapped a hurried order.

‘Llook after him, Bates. Come on the
rest of you”

With drawn revolvers they ran into the
dark halll. As they did so a man appeared
through a door on the opposite side. He
was a dwanfiishy, shock-headed creature
with eyes like a wild beast’s. For an in-
stant he glared at the intruders. Then with
a smav] e whipped out a revolver and firedd
point-blank.

A detective valled Upton grasped his
shoulder and reeled back. Two guns
barked as one. The dwarf made no at-
tempt to run. Crouched like a wildcat at
bay he hurled shot after shot until a great
blotch of blood suddenly blossomed on his
forehead. Limply be toppled.

“Wait—" Eastman advised breathlessly.
“THere may be more of them?

In their position of vantage whence they
could command both hall and stairs they
waited for perhaps half a minute. Then
they heard a sound of muffled hammering
that came from the upper regions of the
house.

Dr. Rennet? Leaving his subordinate to
attend to Upton who had sustained a fllesth
wound in the shoulder, the Inspector raced

up the stairs. Now he could hear a faint
voice calling for help.

The sound came from a room opening
off the gallery above the hall. The Inspec-
tor pulled back the bolts and was con-
fronted by the pale and bearded ghost of
Dr. Richard Rennet. He was handcuffed
and his ankles had been secured by a
short length of rope so thet he eould
barely hobble.

Allington was lying on a bed at the
further side of the room. He seemed to
have suffered more from his captivity than
Dr. Kennet. One arm was in splints and
bis flushel face and brilllant eyes pro-
claimed a high temperature,

The first installment of this six-part novel, concluded
herein, appeared in the Asgosy for March 20.
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Rennett's laugh was almost hysterical.

“Just in time, Inspector. Those devils
were planning tofiinigthus off this eveming,.
God, what fiemi$d! That dwerff?”

“He’s dead. Dalziell—or Peters—seems
completely bughouse so we can't touch
him. Were there any othens?’

“Yes, three or four others. All foreigners
—ahbsolute scum of the earth. I expect
they've cleaned out by now.’

A search of the house and grounds con-
firmed that idea. The other men must have
taken the alarm in time to make good their
escape. A quantity of weapons and a store
of food and drink were found in a down-
stairs room. But look as they would the
police officers could findl nething to prove
whe was behind this affair. .

Two hours later Dr. Kennet related his
story to Inspector Eastman and Superin-
tendent Nettles in the one little hotel
Abingfield boasted. Allington, too ill to be
questioned, bad been taken to the local
hospital 16 an ambulance. But Kennet
could teB them what had befallen the
publisher.

“. ... They took him on the might his
offices were fiiresbiwiliem e was dinivimg back
to his home. A pretended breakdown in
Figgis Road. When he got out to assist
three fellows jumped on him and slugged
ki, He was laid out and got a broken
arm. Next thing he knew be was in that
foom with me at Chalk House. Poor devil!
Even to be suspected of knowing toe much
about Sotan and his friends is dangeraws”

Then he related what had happened to
himsellf. How he had been decoyed to No.
10 Hutton Street and given the “thum's
rugli’ by the man they now knew to be
William Dalziel.

“He put them on to me in the ffirst
place,” he saidk “In his capacity as butler
at Kmnockweather House he must have
been a useful spy.” He looked at Superim-
tendent Nettles. “I suppose you're stfiisfisd!
now it was Dalziell and not Tom Vachell
who killed Montfalasw?”

“Vachell was released days agm))’ Nettles
told him. “And now I'm going to ask you
one or two, Dr. Kennet. In the first place
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can you give us any proof that Mr. Sotan
was responsible for your being kid-

Kennet shook his head.

“I cam't. It's all suspicion founded on
coincidence. The men who guarded us
never mentioned his name. 1 doubt if they
even knew who was employing them”

“And you can't tell us where to ffind
this Miss Vansittart who was engaged to
Major Greswes?”

“I can'tt When I talked to her she
thought Greaves was dead. Perhaps she
knows the truth now and is helping him”

Nettles grunted.

“lLet’s hope it is so. We’ll need all the
help we can get to down these people. It's
their money gives them the pull. They
can fix up any crime from sabotage to
murdier; the lesser fry get caugint, but the
big ones remain safe, Anyway, I think
we've scotched their plans a bit this time.
After all that's happened they won't dare
take a stab at the Queen Elizabeth.”

“No—?” said John Eastman drily.
“Wfhat's the betitiongy?”’

NSPECTOR EASTMAN'S uneasiness

had pereolated to high gquarters. D¥.
Kennet and Mr. Allington had been
rescued on Wednesday, and the Queen
Elizabeth, new fully repaired, was sehed-
vled to sail from Seuehester for New York
6n the fellowing Friday. But en the Thurs:
83y night there was a pelieg raid iR Sey-
chester harbor. 1t estensible reasen was
te detest infringements of the Hargreave
Act forbidding the expert of eeHaiR MuRi:
tiers, But in f@é‘!i it was 3 preeauiivn
égélﬂ& the Bueen B@lﬁg sabotaged &t sex:

Permission had come from a very high
quarter indeed. So high that Colonel
Bruder had to remain standing while
Authority spoke.

Authority, represented by a delicate
looking old gentleman with the face of a
born diplomat, spoke slowly, leaning back
in his chair with his eyes half-closed and
hisfiimger-tipospressed together.

“T've read your confidential report,
Colonel. Your allegations against certain
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well known gentlemen who are held in
high esteem in the City are ridiculions”

Bruder pursed his chubby lips.

“I canm't agree, sir. The disclosures aris-
ing out of the Montfalcon nmundtr—"

“I've read your report camefnlliy” the
elderly gentleman snapped. “I say again
your allegations against this ring of muni-
tion-makers are ridiculous. They seem
merely to be founded on statements made
by a shellshocked man and a neurotic
wontan neither of whom can be found. Are
you asking me to take actlon on thau?”’

“Yes, sir. When those statements made
by Major Greaves and Miss Vansittart are
considered in conjunction with what has
actually happened—"

“I know, I know” Authority spoke
testily. “And they can also be considered
in conjunction with reports from Intelli-
gence of which you know nothing. You
can have your raid. Purely to find out if
suffocation-gas is being mmade at Carding
and shipped to Japan, Wexe doing this te
oblige the League of Natlons. 1 leave all
details to you: youw'll have no orders In
writing and if there’'s any subseguent
trouble my hame must net be mentiened.
In plain English I'm giving yeu a free
hand to take any measures you thinlk
necessary to proteet the Queen Elizabeth.”

“Tank you, sir,” Bruder said grate-
fully.

Authority almost winked.

“I'we three grandsons of miilitary age.
The idea of them dying for the benefit of
an Armenian’s bank-roll doesir’t appeal to
me. Good-morning. . . .”

That most unofficial interview bore fruit
about midnight on Thursday. While a
convoy of lorries packed with police from
Souchester converged on the factory at
Carding, four launches owned by the
Souchester dockyard police were preparing
for a dash across the barboer in the very
shadew 6f the Queen herself.

Inspector John Eastman had elected to
accompany the water raidingparty, whose
destination was the Sotan Company’s pri-
vate wharf, He had arrived in Souchester
by the midday train and had spent the
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afternoon supervising yet another search
of the giant liner, carried out by dockyard
officizlls aided by expert searchers from the
customs.

The searchers had penetrated every
nook and cranny of the enormous ship.
Tank-top, illuminated by a specially fitteel
electric plant, had received their special
attention. Nothing had been found, and
even John Eastman had been forced to
agree with the junior staff-captain that
the search had been an entire waste of
time and energy.

“To say nothing of the delay in load-
ing,” the staff-captain had grumbled.
“Let’s hope this ism't going to happen
every trip we make. If it does the owners
will findl her an expensive luxuny:”

While he spoke the process of taking on
cargo was going on apace. The Queen
Elizabeth had been warped by tugs along-
side her loading jetty, and gangs of men
bad been carrying stores through the
opened side-hatches. Passengers’ heavy
luggage was belng slung up to the sorting
deck, motor cars were being driven Into
the garage, thousands of ecrates of food
were being passed inte the eommissariat
department, barrels, pianes, pieces of
maehinery, furhiture; erales of ehina, gas
eeekers; bales of rugs; and a theu§aﬂd and
ene ether whdefinable odds and ends were
swifthy disappearing inte the ship’s maw.

Now some live-stock were being taken
on board. John Eastean replied with his
eyes on a pair of sprightly greyhound pups
which were being conducted to the Pets’
Run,

“It wom't be necessary again. If she
survives this trip without trouble you'll be
all right”

“Timnk the Lord,” the staff-captain had
answered.

E searching and the taking on of

stores had been completed before nine

in the evening. Agaln the Queer Elizabeth

was nosed back to her mooring station by

the tugs. When the passengers bad efi-

barked the following morning she weuld
be ready to sail,
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Her thousand-odd feet of steel, studded
with lighted portholes, loomed like the side
of some tremendous cliff above the police
officers passing from the tender into the
waiting launches, One by one the launches
shot away llke vengeful sharks, Deadly,
efficient and silent they raced across the
fhist-exveleped harber.

“My dad was at Zeebruggs” Mr. Quin-
nell croaked in Eastman's ear. “I guess
he’ll have nothing on me after tomighit”

They were in the leading launch head-
ing for the southern end of the Sotan
whanf. Soon they could see the long out-
line of the warebouse silhouetted against
the sky. As on the night John Eastman
had paid his single-banded visit in the
dinghy there was a tramp moored by the
jetty. She belonged to a German line and
was flying a warning signal fo denote the
presence of explosives.

The look-out in the prow raised his
hand and whispered hoarsely.

“fLook there, siir. . . . Sumeshinntlsabi—"

They strained their eyes. Yes, there was
a low black shape which seemed to have
darted from the denser shadow cast by
the German tramp. It passed across their
bows leaving an arc of creamed water and
they heard the faint purr of an engine.
And then they heard something else. The
beginping of a shout which was instantly

The look-out spoke in a puzzled voice.

“Mimst have been a motor-boat. The
fastest I've ever seem. Look at her wakel
Shall 1 hail hen?’

“Not on your life,” Eastman said. “We
dor’'t want the fellows on the wharf to
know we're comimg;”

He stared back to where the black
motor-boat had been swallowed in the
mist. Unless he were vastly mistaken she
bad contained Major Anthony Greaves,
D.S.0. And he bad no wish to interfere
with the mysterious man he believed to
be Sotan’s deadliest enemy. Let Greaves
play his owh game against the munition-
akers—and more power to his elbow!

The other two launches were stopped a
hundred yards away from the whauf. That
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in which John Eastman and Mr. Quinnell
sat ran straight alongside. A surprise at-
tack was what the Inspector had planned.
He had an uncomifortable feeling that if
they were detected in time the place might
be blown sky-high. Men who were plotting
to start a European war would not be
likely to stiek at trifles.

No voice hailed them. They clambered
up an iron ladder and scattered round the
wharf. With three men following him John
Eastman ran round the end of the ware-
house into the weighing yard.

The silence of the place puzzled him.
Tihen he saw a Lagonda car, the same that
he had seen on the previous occasion,
standing near the rear door of the ware-
house. But the chauffeur was not at the
wheel and the car was empty.

Nor was the night-watchman anywhere
to be seem. Except for the presence of the
Lagonda the place seemed utterly de-
serted. Even the rats were not in evidence.

The warehouse doors wereltadicd]. Whille
the Inspector was testing them be heard
a sound that brought a host of unpleasant
memories. It was the chug-chug of the
electric pump used forffloodiigotine wndier-
ground portion of the warehouse.

Eastman turned to Mr. Quinnell.

‘looks as if they'd got wind of the raid.
We'll have to force the doors”

It was while they were improvising a
battering-ram from a heavy baulk of
timber that the watchman was found, He
was stretched in a dark recess near the
yard gates, and the police officer who finsst
made the discovery fancied he was dead.
His jaw sagged horribly and there was a
wound on the back of his head. A sergeant
bent down and put his ear to his chest,

“Iit’s still beating! Looks as if someone
landed him one on the jaw.”

“Get ahead and smash that door dows)”
Eastman snapped. “TFiere’s something
damned queer about this”

He watched while a dozen officers nziised!
the heavy baulk and charged. The shock
flung them back, but the massive steel-
lined door, running on wheels set in the
cement, stood finm.

8 A—1
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T THE third assault the ram shiivered

in their hands. John Eastman was

not there to hear their curses. With Quin-

nell and one other officer he had gone

round to the farther side of the warehouse.

Semething had whispered to him there was

urgent need of hurry, and he had decided

it might save time to enter by his previous
route.

Surprisingly the manhole cover was
open, and a lowered match showed two
feet of turgid black water cascading
through the conduit below. Mr. Quinnell
observed “Me no likes,” and lowered him-
self into the floodl. Eastman and the third
officer followed. Bent low they splashed
through the water which seemed to be in-
creasing in depth and force in the wake of
Quinnell’s torch.

The noise of the pent-up stream was
deafening. When Quinnell stopped and
yelled something over his shoulder they
were unable to catch his words. But his
meaning was plain. He was pointing to the
water, which was now up to their thighs,
and advising a retreat.

“Go on,” John Eastman yelled. “Only
firwee yyzandsls too thee atttesr manhblde”

A fresh spate surged up to their waists
and almost swept them off their feet.
Quinnell lurched forward, and a shout an-
nounced he had reached the bars that
blocked the conduit. Grasping the bars
with one hand he reached up with the
other and pressed against the manhole
cover. Then his language became sulphur-
ous and they saw by the light of the torch
that his rubicund face had gone white,
~ “It’s locked! We’ll have to go back the
way we came. If we cam”

If? They knew the chances of reaching
the other manhole were slender in the ex-
treme. The manhole cover seemed the
better hope. Balancing himself against the
flomt! tiee Tommpertion nezrctied! wp andl jvimed!
his strength to Quinnell’s. The third of-
ficmrr 1 bzttt thiee lbadk witth Hiss finpeess putt
the barrel of his revolver against it and
fineal].

“That’s how they do it in the books;
be yelled. ‘‘Dumno if it'll wenk—"

9 A—1
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The reports in that confined place were
deafening. Something had given. Pushing
together they raised the cover to the ac-
companiment of a shriek of twisting iron.
A last heave fllungiit back.

Brilliant light from an overhead arc
lamp dazzled them. With their revolvers
ready they clambered out of the trap and
faced about, expecting instant attack. But
the clean, lighted place was deserted. From
behind a cement door on the right of the
platform came the steady chwg-chug-ckug
of the electric pump, making the building
shake with every ponderous stroke.

“ILordl"” Quinnell said. “Listexi”

He was not alluding to the sound of the
pump. What he heard was a shrill noise
infimitely horrible in its suggestion of
frantic terror. The squealing of a host of
rats mingled with the cries of maddened
men. And above all there was the surging
roar of pent-up water.

John Eastman lunged past the others.
His face was white, for he had guessed the
ghastly truth. They saw him leap from the
platform down into the well whence the
door to the testing-tank chamber opened.
There was two feet of water in the well.
It was splaying in great sheets of spray
through the interstices at the sides of the
door, driven by tremendous pressure on
the farther side.

The Inspector hurled himself at the
door. He tore back the bolts, but a heavy
lock still held it firmly. It was set in
cement and defied the bullets that he fineeh.

While he struggled the piercing sounds
on the other side rang in his ears. He knew
what must be happening. There were men
there as well as hordes of frantic rats.
The collapsed wall had been repaired and
they had been trapped by the water
exactly as he had been.

What he heard told him what was hap-
pening. The trapped men had lost every
vestige of human decency. They were
fighttingoassnmdtityassthieeratds.(lintiiggom
one another, shrieking, biting, kicking and
raving. And the rats were swarming over
them as they fought.

He was powerless to open the door.
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Quinnell had grasped the situation and
had run to stop the pump. But he too had
been held up by a locked door. They could
do nothing to assist.

The rising water in_the well forced John
Eastman to return to ilve platform. By this
time the outside party had forced the
warehouse door and the place was ffilled
with officers. The ram was fetched and
the door of the pump-house beaten down.
A second later eager hands switched off
the current and the pump came to a sob-
bing stop.

Too late! The sounds in the testing-
tank chamber had ceased minutes before,
This time no wall had collapsed. The place
was filled| to the roof and in the enormous
cistern it had become floated the bodies
of three of the wealthiest and most in-
fluentibl mean in Englland), jostiled by a
multitude of drowned rats.

There was an escape cock operated from
the pump-house. When it had been opened
the water cascaded back into the harbor
whence it had been sucked and they were
able to force the door. One by one the
bodies were recovered and carried up to the
platform. Distinguished bodies wearing
evening clothes and diamonds. A million-
alfe mumition-maker, a great newspaper
proprieter and the most patriotic politician
in the British 1sles. M¥. Bugley, M.P. had
been placed between the bodles of Sir
Othe Sehultzer and Herr Goldmack. All
the bedies bere indications of a struggle
that must have been netable for its des-
peratien rather than its dignity. . . .

LONEL BRUDER, who had been

with the party that raided the works
at Carding and had been summoned in a
burry, turned from regarding the bodies
to look at another object that had been
found in the testing-tank chamber and
carried up to the platform. It was a ten-
foot long model of the Queen Elwzabeth,
marvelously constructed out of wax. But
in one detail the model differed from
the origimal. In the lower portion there
were circular traps which could be opened
by the explosion of a minute charge placed
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inside. By experimenting with that model
an interested person could have formulated
an idea as to how the ship herself would
behave when she was holed by an explo-
sion in the interior.

The night-watchman had not yet suf-
ficieertlyy reeowenat] tto madie a stetementt,
but it was not needed. Colonel Bruder had
already decided on his verdict.

“It was an accident, Inspector. These
three gentlemen had gone into the testing-
tank chamber for some purpose and by an
extraordinary mistake the filoodhnginpp
was started while they were there, An ac-
cidemt—of cournse”

“Of course, sir,” John Eastman agreed.

“No one,” Colonel Bruder pursued, his
eyes on the model of the Queen EXzabeth,
“would have started the pump knowing
they were in the testing-tank chamber.
Not even if they'd seen what I've just seen
in the factory at Carding. Suffocation gas,
devices for raining aclds en eities, inflam-
mable vaper that eould burn Lenden like
a wasp's nest. And there were gas-masks
for bables that were net gas-preef. . . .
Yes, it's very sad abeut these peer gentle-
m@ﬂ . s .

But his expression as he eyed the bodies
of the gentlemen in question seemed to
belie his words.

The Inspector coughed.

“ft was fortunate Mr. Sotan wasi’t with
them”'

Colonel Bruder started. “I’d forgotten
Sotan. Perhaps you'll find his body later.”

“I'm afraid not, si—glad I ought to
say,”’ the Inspector corrected himself. “If
he’d been inside we’d have found bim by
now.”

Bruder glanced at him.

“I suppose it couldn’t have been Sotan
who locked the door and started the
pummp?”’

‘tHardly, sir. I'd like to know where he
is though. I mean the Queen Elizabeth
sails tomorrow, and if we were sure that
Sotan—"'

“Y¥ou needim't worny;” Bruder inter-
rupted. “You can sail with a light heart,
We found no evidence in the arms-factory
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to lead us to suppose they were planning
an attempt on the ship. Plenty of other
evidence, but not that. My opinion is they
abandoned the scheme. And, Inspeattor—"

“Sird”

‘“Miake it clear in your report for the
press that these gentlemen were drowned
accidiartdljy”

He gave the three bodies a last look and
turned away with a muttered remark that
sounded like, “I wish it had been boiling
oill” It is possible he was thinking of what
he had seen in the arms-factory. Gas

masks for young babies, and fimeessppirititighg

bombs that would shrivel women and chil-
dren alive if dropped into a street.

And was thinking, like John Eastman,
that the three men who had exploited war
for profit had had far too easy a death.

CHAPTER XVIII

PRISONER OF WAR

T nine o'clock mext morming the early
passengers began to come up the
gangways of the Queen Elizabeth to the
reception deck. None of them had any
eyes for Inspector John Eastman who had
taken Hodson’s place as ship’s detective
for the trip, He bad a gift for making
himself unnoticeable. Standing near the
head of theffirst-cliassgangway, he looked
a6 If he himself were a- passenger and an
unimpertant one at that.
Had he been wearing oriental robes and
a highly colored turban the men and
women coming aboard would not have
given him a second glance. It was the
Queen herself who called for their atten-
tion. For each passenger she had one
special tit-bit of interest. For one the
floveetbbds opnthepmoessdeledetdok; fdor
another the squash racquets court; for an-
other the shopping-avenue where you
could buy anything from a mmotor car to
a packet of pims. They had read of these
matvels in the press, and were almost in-
credulous that they actually existed. Even
in the blase twemntieth ceatury a trip in
England’s greatest luxury liner counted as
a thrill.

John Eastman, to whom the big liner
was now as familiar as his own lodgings,
watched them coming. Young and old, the
blatantly rich, the obviously poor. There
was an unusuzlly high proportion of chil-
dren. It had been blazoned abroad that
for the kiddies a trip in the Queen Eliza-
bettk was a glimpse of Fairyland.

Presemtly Dr. Kennet joined him. He
had recovered from the effects of his im-
prisonment in Chalk House, and was in
high spirits. When he had returned firom
New York he and Istra Fenwick were to
be married. Erom Rennet's point of view
everything in the world was as it should
be.

He spoke chaffinglly to the Inspector.

“Yaur'ire looking grave, old horse! Surely
you're not still womyiing?’

Eastman laughed. “fit’s a bad habit I've
developed since I came up against Sotan
and Co.”

“ffheyre smashed, dead as mutton. At
least all the principals are except Sotan
himself. And you're as certain as it is
humanly possible to be that there’s noth-
ing on board that shouldm’t be.

“fiirat’s so,” Eastman nodded. “All the
same I'll be relieved when we're back in
Souchesten”

Kennet went away whistling and the
Inspector envied him. He himself felt
pressed down by a weight of responsibility.

But everything was going to be all right.
He ran over in his mind all the precautions
that had been taken to insure the ship’s
safety, adding them to all the defeats the
Organization had suffered. William Dal-
ziell, the Kkiller and spy of the gang, was
in a criminal asylum; Bugley, Schultzer
and Goldmack had perished miserably in
the “accidemt” beneath the warehouse.
Grosford had been arrested in the raid on
the arms-factory. Only Sotan remained
unaccounted for. But Sotan had been the
richest and most formidable of them all.

No matter about Sotan. It was a proven
fact there was no mine on the Queen,
Eastman had persomally superintended the
search of tank-top which he regarded as
the danger spot. Barrels and kegs had been
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openedi; even the tanks for storing water

and oil had been examined. It was incon-

ceivable that a quantity of explosive large

enough to sink an eighty-five thousand ton

liner should have remained undiscovered.

Then the Inspector saw something that

gave him renewed confidence. In a tall be-

furred figure walking languidly up the

finsttetdes sganpoany witlih aammaidd aadd twwo
porters at her heels he had recognized the

Countess Rivialli. Mr. Sotais- friemd!

Proof definite nothing was going to lgppen
to the ship that trip. If there’d been any

evil planned Sotan would surely bave

warned her not o go.

E watched the woman curiously.
Like Mr. Sotan and his friends she
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a single illegal act Eastman could digfiivitelly
prove umless it were attempted suicide by
jumping into the Solemt. To prove what
he secretly believedi—that Major Greaves
had been responsible for the deaths of
Bugley, Schultzer and Goldmack the pre-
vious night—would have been impossible
even if he had wished to do so.

When he looked round the Countess
Rivialli had disappeared, presumably into
ber suite. The Inspector remained on the
reception deck watching the leave-taking
scenes. A bell was ringing to wam the
people who were not travelling to return
to shore. Then he saw & C.1.D. man run-
ning up the gangway.

He came up to the Inspector. ‘“tfirom
Colonel Bruder, sir”

Eastman opened the note and readi:

Nothing has yet been heard of Mr.
Sotan. Grosford states Sotan saccom-
panied the deceased to the wharf last
night, driving the car himself. It looks
as if he was drowned when the accident
happened; possibly this body will be
recovered later from the harbour.

Have received information from
Lloyds stating unusually heavy policies
against loss of life or property on the
Quexn Elizabuth this trip. The bulk of
this business was handled by Jarvis
and Warrington who are Sotan’s brok-
ers. This seems to confirm previous sus-
picions.

The Inspector wrote a reply on a leaf
torn from his notebook:

Message received. Nothing to report
except that the Countess Rivialli and
Major Greaves are both passengers. Am
not interfering with Greaves. Cannot ae:
eount for disappearanee of Sotan. Sug-
gest he may have taken alarin and left
GOuntry.

“To Colonel Bruder with my compli-
memntss” he said, presenting the message.
The C.1.D. man hurried offti. He was almost
the last of those mot sailing to return to
shore. In another minute the gangways
were being pulled clear.

A blast from the mighty siren was an-
swered by the tugs. Glancing upwards the
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Inspector saw Commodore Whitlock on
the projecting bridge-wing. He was chat-
ting and laughing with another officer and
looking quite unperturbed by his enor-
mous responsitbility.

With three more titanic blasts the Queen
said au revoir to England. From the
promenade deck came the strains of Auld
Eang Syne. The dock was a field of flut-
tering handkerchiefs and upturned faces.
Then the tug lines splashed down into the
water and an almost imperceptible tremor
announced that the world’'s greatest liner
was once more meving under her own

POWEF.

“ T THINK,” Dr. Kennet said, “we can

A congratulate ourselves on everything
being all rigitt”

Inspector Eastman, to whom the re-
niark had been passed, grunted a qualified
acquiescence. It would have been absurd
to have done otherwise. The time was
eleven o'clock that night and by the model
of the Queen Elizabetlh that moved across
the great illuminated map in the mein din-
ing-saloon she was a hundred odd miles
west of the Scilly Isles, ploughing through
the unfettered Atlantie at thirty-tve knets
an heur.

Never had voyage been miore unevent-
ful. Not even a minor catastrophe such as
a hat being blowh overboard. They'd
reached and left Cherbourg at schedule
time to the second, the weather was tem-
perate and passengers were beginning' to
tallkc optimistically of another record run.

The Inspector and Dr. Kennet were
seated in the observation lounge. The
former, who had been in hourly communi-
cation by wireless with the Yard in
addition to his routine duties as ship’s
detective, had a feeling of a good day’s
work done, If the Yard had reported the
fidihgg off M. Sootan alike ar dieat! lne
would have been completely care-free but
they had done no such thing,

It was a gay scene in which they sat.
By feminine decree the custom of not
changing for dinner on the first night out
had been abolished in the instance of the

Queen Elizabeth (it would have been
sacrilege to have sat down unchanged in
that gold and bronze dining-saloon with
its lofty pillars) and everyone had ap-
peared in evening dress, Now the observa-
tion lounge was like -a fllower garden,
fragrant and eelorful with scintlllating
frocks andflashitiaojeveells.

Music, laughter and white-coated men
manipulating shakers. Two people were
threading their way between the tables.
An immensely tall man and—! Dr. Ken-
net gave an exclamation.

“I'll be damned!! Miss Vansittart—with
Major Greswesd?

Before John Eastman could speak the
two had come up. He stared at the woman
Kennet had called Miss Vansittart. Even
though she had got rid of the make-up
that had given her a pronounced Italian
appearance, he recognized her as the
Countess Rivialll.

Mr. Sotan’s friend in company of Major
Greaves. Them—! But Greaves' voice cut
through his confusion of ideas.

“ft’s all right, Inspector. Miss Vansit-
tart is on the right side. We all owe her a
lot. Especially you, Dr. Kennet. If she
hadn’t wormed out of Sotan where you
were imprisoned you wouldi't be here
nw.}"

The Inspector stared at her. “Are you
W el Wihea??”

Miss Vansittart laughed. There was an
ease and poise about her now. She spoke
with soft assurance:

“I plead guilty. Do you remember what
happened in No. 10 Hutton Street? Some-
one opened the door behind you when you
were questioning the reception clerk. I was
that person. 1 did not dare disclose mysel
then, but 1 found eut whet you wanted to
know by other means and sent you the in-
formation. I'm glad you got to Chalk
House in time.”

John Eastman’s hand went out.

“Shake!”” he said. “Y¥ou ought to have
a medal for helping Scotland Yardi”

They had seated themselves again.
There was a feeling of expectdncy in the
air. Then Major Greaves began to speak:
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“NX X TELL, gentlemen, we've met at last.

YV As allies whoive been fighting; on
different: fronts against a common enemy.
About my own part in this affair I'm
not going to say much. I daresay you've
pretty well pieced together my story.
I found out the truth about the war aims
of Sofam's Organization when I was em-
ployed at his works in Carding, and set
out to defeat them. As a soldier I've no
objection to war in an honorable cause—
there are occasions when it's a regrettable
necessity—but I bar fightimy for the
fimartiblinnéeessts off aa féaw atiiags. SGoIl
set out to defeat Sotan. And I tell you
frankdy that when I did that I had not
the least idea of the power of the men
1 was trying to eppese. . . .

“I dor't think that even now you really
appreciate how powerful those munition-
makers were. They had an army of spies
and cutthroats doing their wark in every
country. Agents provecatzars, criminals,
gangsters, and terrorists of every descrip-
tion paid to do their work, The man called
William Dalzlell was only one of the ter-
fible characters who worked for them.
What they econtrolled amounted te an
army of uhserupulous eriminals backed by
utilimited meney.

“Wfeen I fell foul of them I had to hide
for my life. With all due respect to you,
Inspector, the police could’t have saved
me. What did save me was the body of
some unknown man I found on the bank
of the Carding canal, He'd killed himself
by dirinkdng peison. 1 ehanged clothes with
hif, and by that means was able to escape
My pursuers for a time.

“But I dared not disclose the fact I
was still alive to anyone—not even to
Miss Vansittart to whom 1 was engaged.
1 direaded to bring her into danger too. 1
got abroad and lived the life of a hunted
rat. I had the notes for a book I'd in-
tended writing in the hope of rousing
public indignation against the Organiza-
tlen, but 1 had no means of gettlag It
published until by a lucky chance 1 saved
the life of %n Englishman in some lew re-
sort in Brussels. That man was Theedere
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Montfalcon, the novelist. He was a nasty
little swine, but he did.me a good turn.
Partly out of gratitude and partly in con-
sideration of what I paid him he published
I'm the Grip of the Brute as his own work.
As you know the book made some stir—
enough anyway te do Sotan and Co. con-
siderable harm, And 1 bet they wondered
hew Meontfaleon had got his inside In-
fermation abeut muRitien-irms!

“By that time I thought they'd for-
gotten me—or come to believe me dead—
and I returned to England. What I did
then I won't describe in detail. I was wonke
ing against Sotan all the time. I took big
risks in spying on them and managed to
finnt guittt Hagdpidd@ti 6@ rsshatlipgowur Hettveean
England and Russla by sabotaging British
shipping and heedwlnlking the publie late
blaming the Reds. I alse found eut that
the Queen Elizabeth was ene of the ships
threaienedi—that in faet her sinking was
te be the erowhing eutrage that was te
start 8 Eurepean war that weuld make
the last seem like & game of skittles.

“I had only the vaguest details, and
I believed that the attempt, on the Queen
was to be made her last trip. That's why
I sailed as a passenger under the name of
Brown. As you know”—he smiled at Dr.
Kennet— “I developed a severe attack of
malaria and behaved in a rather foolish
manner. Naturally I wasn't believed when
1 tried to eonvince people there was a mine
on beard. It didn't matter, however. My
suspicions were wrong. The Queen re-
turhed from New Yerk unharmed.

“Mere was, however, a minor disaster,
at least a disaster from my point of view.
William Dalziell, who I knew to be one of
the most dangerous of Sotam’s henchmen,
had seen and recognized me on board.
That man was a monster, a fresk, half-
mad and yet as cunning as a raven. But
as it happened 1 knew somethlag about
his past. 1 khew that he had once been a
member of the Carlettl Seciety in New
Yerk, had betrayed them te the Ameriean
E@ll@@ and that the gang bad swern te

ave his life in eenseguanes”

Major Greaves gave a slight smile. He
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was speaking quietly, punctuating his
sentences with - frequent glances at his
wrist-watch. Then he lit another cigarette
and went omt—

“Wel, it was a queer business for an
Englishman who was an ex-officer of the
Coldstream Guards to get mixed up in,
but any weapons were good enough if they
helped to defeat Sotan. I got word to the
Carlottl Society that Dalziell was traveling
on the Queen, and they contrived that two
members of the gang should be smuggled
en beard for the purpose of executing the
gang's revenge. Unluekily he was lnformed
of the plan By seme of Setan’s secret
agents in New Yerlk, and yeu knew what
happened. He get down o tank-top, prob-
ably By bribing ene ef the ship’s company,
and gave the gangsters the 'Bum's rush.’
i imagine he killed Jefeoate because Jef-
egate was unfertunate eneugh te find him
there: Alse; he attempted {6 esmplete the
004 Work By murdering me; But did net
sHeeeed iR eRtering my eabin.

“I knew he would have informed Sotan’s
people of my presence on the Queen, and
that if I landed at Souchester in the ordi-
nary way I was a dead man. That’s why
1 took a chance on jumping overboard
when we were coming up the Solent. The
trick worked, And my first action when I
got to London was to try to kill Dalzielll”

OHN EASTMAN nodded. “We were
on to you there. You were seen finiirgg
that shed.”

“Wiich unluckily missed]” Greaves
said. ‘For that you must blame the
shakiness after malaria. Anyway, 1
wouldim't have been in time to save Mont-
falcon. Dalziell had dealt with him before
1 got a chance of potting at him. Inci-
dentally, I didn’t know that Montfalcon
wis in danger. The reason they killed him
was, 1 fancy, to prevent Lives for Gold
being published. I intended it as a sequel,
a sort of follow-up blow to Grip of the
Brutz, and Montfalcon had agreed to pub-
lish it on the same terms. I'm not certain,
but I've an idea that Miss Gilbert, Mont-
falcon’s secretary, played false about that
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sequel. She told Sotan or some other mem-
ber of the Organization that the type-
script was in Allington’s office; hence the
raid, They made Miss Gilbert accompany
them to identify the typeseript, and when
she had done that they killed her to shut
her meuth. Anything else yeu'd like te
knew?"

Dr. Kennet spoke.

“WHen did you two,” he looked from
Major Greaves to Miss Vansittart, “jjin
foross?” =

Miss Vansittart answered.

“©On the day after I'd met you at No,
10 Hutton Street. I wrote you a note,
and then got my chauffeur to drive me eut
inte the eountry. 1 told him te take we
to a spet in Kent that TeAy and I used
te knew in the happy days befere Setam
eame inte 6uf lives: There was a lake and
an empty eettage. 1=I had an idea I'd
findl rest i that lake. But fer auld lang
syne 1 theught 1'd have 2 peep intg the
eetiage before 1 did what 1 intended deing:
Se 1=" She ehoked 2nd stepped:

“lavked in and saw a disreputable
tramp lying asleep—a tramp who on closer
inspection proved to be me” Major
Greaves took up the tale. “It was rather a
dramatic meeting, as you may imagine.
When we came to our senses we deglded
to joln forces against Setan. I hated drag-
ging May into the business, but she ever-
ruled me. And she gave fme what 1 badly
needeg—the sinews of war. Alse she tedk
her life in her hands and spied in Setan's
eamp ag the Ceuntess Rivialli. 1f it hadp't
been for May I weuldn't have knowi="

He broke off byt yehn Eastman eom-
pleted the sentenee.

“Tfhat Schultzer, Goldmack and Bugley
would be in the testing-tank chamber
under the warehouse last niglitt”

His eyes met those of Major Greaves.
For a minute they looked at one another
in silence. Then the Inspector spoke again.
His voice was dry:

‘Wee'wve already decided what happened
to those three gentlemen, Major Greaves.
They were drowned by an unfortunate ac-
cident. But what we should like to know
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is what happened to Mr. Sotan, Was he
with the othens”

‘“He was” Major Greaves said with a
gleam in his eye.

“Trhen he was drowanet??”’

The major shook his head. Again he
consulted his wristwatch. He smiled thinly
at Miss Vansittart.

“Tthe dope ought to have worked off by
now. Will you come and see him, Inspec-
tor? He's in Miss Vansittart’s stateroom
hidden in a cabin tromik”

CHAPTER XIX
THE STROKE OF DOOM

E Queen Elizabeth must have got

8 quarter of a knot nearer to New

Yoxk before anyone spoke. Joehn East:

man's firstt idea was that Major Greaves

had made a rather ill-timed joke. But

looking at that extraordinary person he
saw he was perfectly serious.

“Do you mean to tell me he's here—
on board this shij?’

Greaves's grin deepened.

“Wnless he’s recovered from the dope
and wriggled out of the trunk he is. He
was in the trunk all right when we left
Cherbourg. I had a peep at himn”

“Why did you do it?’ John Eastman's
voice was sharp.

“As an insurance that the Queen would
reach New York.”

“It was unnecessary. There's no mine
hidden anywhere—she's been searched
from bow to stern. There'l be trouble
about this. Even if we held definite evi-
dence against the man—which we dom't—
kidnapping is—"

“A very trivial matter compared with
the lives of five thousand odd men, women
and childirem;” Major Greaves said coldly.
“¥au say you're certain there's no mine
on board. Well, I know more about the
Organization than you do and I've never
known their plans to fail yet. The only
thing I regret is that I gave Sotan such a
powerful hypodermic when we took him
in the motor-boat off the wharf last night.
Waiting for him to recover consciousness
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has wasted a good deal of valuable time.
We'd better not waste any more. Sorry to
seem such an alarmist, but I suggest we
go at once to the staterosim”

They all rose as he did. No one in the
crowded lounge gave them a glance as they
walked out. Of the extraordinary things
they had been discussing not a whisper
had reached the passengers.

Although it was close on midnight,
gaiety on the Queen Elizabeth was still in
full swing. She was a-throb with music and
merriment like some vast hotel on a gala
night. On that calm night, not a cloud in
the sky and a full moon throwing a ribbon
of silver over the placid sea, it was im-
possible to imagine that anything could
threaten this, the mightiest of civilized
man’s contrivances. Unless civilized man
hinmsef—

NoV John Eastman plucked the idea of
a lurking death waiting for the liner from
his mind almost with scorn.

It was unthinkable, impossible . . .

Sdll, it could do no harm to see Sotan.
They passed on to “A” deck off which the
luxury suites opened. Here all was hushed
with discreetly shaded lights. Miss Van-
sittart produced a key and unlocked a
door.

They followed her into a spacious room,
panelled with varnished maple and deco-
rated in gold and cream. There was a
grand piano, a settee, deep armchairs. Offf
it there was another door which opened
into a recess for luggage. Major Greaves
went through and in an instant returned
dragging a huge wardrobe trunk,

‘Better pull the curtziims” he advised.
“It wouldi't do if anyone saw us.”

When the curtains had been drawn he
unlocked the trunk and flumg back the
lid. They saw the munition-maker lying
fulldength like a corpse, wedged round
with blankets. His eyes were closed, his
face fluslreddzmd! e was bresthing steytor
ously. Greaves frowned.

“Still undiex! We’ll have to revive him.”

Between them they lifted the limp fignree
from the trunk and placed it in an arm-
chair. The cords that had secured wrists



DOOMED LINER

and ankles were removed. Then Kennet
spoke.

“One moment. I'll fetch something to
wake him up. It was morphia you gave
him, wasw't it

“It wass” Greaves said.

They stood silent and anxious watch-
ing the unconscious form until Kennet had
returned. He had brought with him a
syringe. Quickly he bared Sotan’s wrist
and plunged the needle into the skin. As
the plunger under his thumb sank slowly
they saw the millionaire’s eyelids fluttier.

In another minute he was sitting up,
yawning and rubbing his eyes. He looked
dazedly from one to the other. Then, as
realization of his surroundings came, he
began to splutter in outraged fury, a
grotesque, bearded figure in dishevelled
evening clothes.

“W’HERE am I? What's the meaning
odf this? Who's danest—2"

He saw Major Greaves smiling above
him and he gave a sort of gasp.

“You agaim! I thought you were
deadi—"

“Amd now you're naturally delighted to
fireH tHaett Itim ssill] adiveg” @Geanessdiawlee.
“I'm going to ask you a few questions be-
fore these gentlemen, Mr. Sotan. In the
finstt piee weeee you resgoarssiiie foor all| the
sabotaging of British ships supposed to
have been done by Commnpumiits??”

“Yrou're mad! I deny it absollutely:”

“He pleads not guilty to the flirst
chargs” Greaves said in an impartial
voice. “IM proceed to the next. Did you
employ a man called William Dalziell to
murder Theodore Montfalcon because he'd
wiitten a certain boakd”

The millionaire seemed to be recovering
his nerve.

“Your accusations are ridieulous. I
know nothing about Theodore Montfal-
comn.”

“Prizoner again pleads not guiilkyy”
Greaves drawled. “So I'll go on to my
third and finall question. Did you hatch a
plot to have a mine hidden on the liner
Quieein Etadbthin?"
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Sotan laughed sneeringly. Ignoring
Major Greaves, he addressed Imspector
Eastman.

“IIthis man is completely insane. Why
should I answer his ludicrous accusations?
I demand to be told where I am—to be
set at liberty. If this is supposed to be a
joke_w

“It ismt,” Eastman snapped. “Armmer
the question. Do you know anything about
a mine hidden on the Queen Elrddth?®”’

“No,” Sotan roared.

“Then I'm glad for your sake” Major
Greaves said quietly. “You havenm't yet
grasped where you are, have you? I'll en-
lighten you. You're in one of the Queen's
state-rooms and the liner is somewhere in
the Atlantic?’

For a long pause no one spoke, Sotan’s
face had gone white. They saw him pluck
his collar as if it felt too tight.

“I'm on—the Queen Elizabeth?”” he
gasped.

They could hear a note of terror in his
voice. It was plain that the man who was
so callous about -the sufferings of others
was an arrant coward where bis own skin
was concerned. All his bluster had
vanished. His mouth was twitching and
his eyes rolling like the eyes of a firightenad!
horse while he strove to collect himself.
His velee droned if a meaningless mum-
ble of sounds and eheled werds.

And then John Eastman knew the truth.,
There was a mine, and Sotan knew it. He
seized the millionaire’s arm and his eyes
were merciless.

“IRefl us all you know or I'll break every
bone in your bodiy.”

He twisted the arm he held and Sotan
screamed. A shrill, wavering scream quite
out of proportion to the pain.

‘Don’t, don’t. . . . There is a plan. . . .
Housman’s coming. . . . You cam’t stop
him. . . . Oh, my God! . . . We"te doomed
—doomed, I tell you. ,..”

He was stammering, inarticulate in his
agony of terror. John Eastman looked at
Major Greaves.

“WHat does he mean? Housman’s com-
ing! Who's Housmear??”
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‘“Uthe German pilot who flews his mono-
plane. An absolute young fanatic. He's
quite insane in his hatred of Englamdi”

Sotan was screaming again.

“At midnight on the flirst tmigght out. He's
ftyingy from the Arran Islands. You can’t
stop him”

All their eyes had gone to the clock
above the electric fire. It was only a min-
ute off midnight. And then another sound
beat into the cabin. The deep roar of a
twin-engined monoplane.

Doom thunder in the sky—

E officer of the watch had heard the
sound before they had. He hurried
from the chart roem inte the wheel house.
The leok-eut at the ebservation sereen
turned his head.

“Someone trying an Atlantic flight, sir.
He's come out of his way to have a look
at us”

As he spoke the monoplane roared over
the bridge at a distance of a few feet,
turned sharply and began to climb. They
could see it with the utmost distinctness
in the moonlight. The pilot waved his
hand and some passengers standing on the
sun deck cheered. The officer of the watch
spoke nervouslly.

“Silly fool! Hope he won't try stunting
near us” Then the bell of the telephone
from the crow's nest rang and he hurried
to answer.

“YAaroplane flying) very low, sir. Almost
carried away the-aerial. He's coming back
now”

The man in the crow's-nest was the only
person in the ship who could see clearly
what was happening. The view from the
bridge was blocked by the domed roof of
the wheel-house.

But the look-out in the crow's nest had
an umobstructed view. Looking aft and up-
wards he could see the three monstrous
funnels belching smoke and the wires of
the aerial a hundred feet above themn. And
he could see the monoplane gliding down
towards the forrard funnel.

Then horror came upon him and he
yelled aloud. If the crazy fool in the plane
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didn't take care he would be caught by
the dowmn-draught and sucked into the
forrard funnel. The fate that had nearly
befallen the British bomber that struck
the Queen Elizabeth’s famous French
rival.

He yelled again. Didn't the fool realize
his peril? Now he seemed to be poised
directly above the funnel. Then the mono-
plane reared slowly up and over, a silvery,
moth-like shape in the clouds of smoke.
And its pilot was shouting also. . . .

For this was the supreme moment of
Carl Housman'’s life. He had war-madness
in his blood, a heritage from a shell-
shocked father. He hated the whole Eng-
lish race without rhyme or reason. It was
as natural to him as breathing or sleeping.
An obsession for which he was not re-
sponsible.

And now he was about to glut his
hatred. Sotan and Sir Otho Schultzer and
other great German patriots (as he be-
lieved them to be) had given him the
means. Behind him a ton of titrinal nitrid
enclosed in three torpedoes placed in the
monoplane’s cabin; below him the ac-
cursed English ship.

That he must die himself mattered
nothing. He, was avenging the millions of
Germany’s dead. As long as there are
wars, so long will there be fanatics like
Carl Housman, fine tools for crafty men
to use.

Now he saw the mouth of the funmel
gaping below him like the mouth of hell.
Black and lurid with red sparks. Duty,
the Fatherland and revenge! With a shout
of triumph he kicked the rudder over and
sent the monoplane with its load of
shattering death roaring down into the
great smoke-vomiting cylinder below.

A wing hit the edge of the funnel and
was cut away as by a knife. Unchecked,
the body of the machine hurtled down-
wards. The engine crashed through the
fore funnel uptake as if it were paper and
it was in No. 1 boiler room that the charge
eventually exploded with a roar like the
simultaneous discharge of a thousand
guns,



DOOMED LINER

OR perhaps half a minute after that

sound had ceased the Queen Elizabeth
was completely silent. People were too
dazed, too shaken to spesk The dancers
in the saloons had been flung down like
mown grass. Then women began to serean.
There was a rush 6f hysterical white-faced
people on te the decks and for an Instant
panie threatened.

The shuddering shock of impact laid a
pall of terror upon them all. Wiped out in
a breath was the gaiety, the nwsic, the
laughter, the security these passengers had
casually accepted. There was one woman
who shrieked and shrieked again undl a
pale girl struck her in the face. A frigbt-
ened fat man cursed monotonously. Then
stronger voices rose above the hubbub.
Senity and discipline spoke in them, and
the animal wave of fright was quelled,

Quickly order was asserted. Calm-voiced
officers and stewards were everywhere as-
suring people there was no danger. The
engines bad stopped, flung out of gear by
the explosion, and the Queen was station-
ary on a calm, moon-lit sea. From the
wireless room calls were already flashiigg
forth to every quarter of the globe.

Calling all ships—SOS. . .

In a few minutes all the passengers had
been conducted to their boat stations.
There was need of bhaste for no one knew
how badly the ship was damaged. That
she had been holed was certain, But the
fiweeiin N. 11 Boiltar rooem residdesd a cltnge
examination impossible.

All bumanly possible had been done.
Theffire-proodfdoors had been closedi; the
sprinklers and other elaborate flire-fightt-
ing devices had been brought into action.
All that remained was to abandon ship as
quickly as possible.

Theoretically twenty minutes were re-
quired to fill and lower the twenty-four
lifeboats each holding a hundred and
forty-five people, but in this emergency
the time was not required. One by one the
packed boats slid down the gravity davits
and were dropped by electrle winches, The
little Diesel engines started like machine-
guns, and the beats meved slewly away
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like swimming beetles from the mother
ship’s side.

Concentrated haste, but no flurry or
confusion. . . . Only once, when the lights
failed and the flames shooting up through
the fore funnel cast a ghastly blood-like
light upon the scene, did a wail go up from
hundreds of women and children. Instant-
ly the emergency plant was switched on.
Far below in the smoke-filled generator
rooms unknown men were working at peril
of their lives,

The disembarking went on. Peaple were
talking quietlly; some even laughing. Then
a hoarse ay rang out and its terror sent
a shudder round the packed deck

“Ewenty thousand pounds for a seat in
a boat. Fifty thousand. Anybody give me
a seat for fifty thousand poumdis?’

The voice was that of Mr. Sotan. He
was howling for the only god he recognized
—tis money—to protect him. Somehow he
wrenched himself from Greaves' grasp.
Dashing forward he thrust a woman aside
and tried to fight his way into the boat.

“fFifty thousand. . . . Anythimg—"

A ship’s officer hurled him backwards.
Major Greaves seized his arm.

‘Dom’t worry, Sotan. I'm going to save
you—for the hamggem””

E boat which John Eastman and
Major Greaves entered with Sotan
between them was the last to be lowered.
It had'waited for theffire-fightigosquadss
from the engine-rooms. Two men were left
at their posts of honor. One was Com-
modore Whitlock on his bridge; the other
was the senior wireless operator, cease-
lessly sending out calls that struck the
whole world dumb with horror.

The boat descended, cast clear and be-
gan to move away from the side of the
doomed liner. Now they could see her in
silhouette against the placid sky. They
saw her in all her stream-lined beauty, the
vast terraces of decks, the sloping funnels,
the bridge with its projecting wings, and
the graceful sweep of the superstructure.
And men who loved her turned their faces
away for"they could not bear to look.
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She was settling very slowly by the
bows and all round her there were pools of
blazing oil. John Eastman knew what he
was about to see. Porthole after porthole
was sliding beneath the water. Now, the
tip of a propeller was visible. Like the
model in the photographs the ship was
tilted as if on the edge of an abyss.

It was as poignant as witnessing the
painful death of a living creature. Johm
Eastman’s thoughts went to all who had
toiled to make the Queer Elizabeth the
finrss t sHijp affoont. Fanmss actittats andi
bumble riveters. Electricians, engineers,
artists and carpenters. They had lavished
their skill upon her without stint, and by
the greed of a few their work had been all
in vain.

The Chief Engineer sat beside John
Eastman. And his face was as if he were
watching by the death-bed of a loved one.
He raised a clenched hand.

“Good-bye, old girl” the Chief said
hoarselly. “I wish I could go down with
you. But you did your duty. You held up
till your passengers were safie”

Long minutes dragged past. Major
Greaves spoke in the Inspector’s ear, his
voice charged with bitter rage.

“I told you the Organization was cun-
ning, didm't I? Too cunning for you and
me. Even kidnapping Sotan didn't save the
ship. Sle—"

ARGOSY

He stopped and stared at the Chief En-
gineer. That person had risen to his feet
and was swearing terribly. Strange, jum-
bled oaths while tears ran down his cheeks.
Then he raised his voice in a tremendous
shout.

“She’s not sinking! I tell you she's not
sinking. Good old Queena! It 'ud take more
than a pennorth of gunpowder to sink you.
Boys, I tell you she’sfiloatingg. They'll tow
her into Queenstown and repair her. Back
to your ship, you lily-liivexed sons of sea-
cooks, Welll save her as sure as she saved
Lﬁ.-”

It was evident now, even to a lands-
man's eyes, that the liner's list was not
increasing. The flames vomiting from the
fore funnel were subsiding. And they could
now see the &inoke of fast ships tearing to
the rescue. Yes, the Queer Elizabeth could
be saved to carry the blue ensign for
mhany a year, and wild cheers rang out as
the fact was realized.

John Eastman stared through his binoc-
ulars at the foremost of the rescue ships,
She was a dinghy tramp with her funnels
flaniigy . Midan ffantiic téo samee ottaer mesr'is
lives crowded her rails in furious im-
patience.

Johji Eastman kicked the munition-
maker crouching at his feet.

‘Look, Sotam! That's a Russian shijp/’
he said.

THE END




The Readers’ Viewpoint

T is a dark week indeed around this
office when at least one reader does
not object to at least one story in
Arcosy. We feel very strongly about this.
When somebody doesi’t kick, we begin to
wonder if Azcosy is losing its variety. And
that, as we may have said before, but feel
impelled to say again, is one of the things
for which we strive hardest. We dom’t want
this magazine to get stuffly; we dinritt wamt
anyone to be able to say this or that“story
is an ‘““Qeosy type of story.”

So if you findl a story that you don't
like, it is quite possible that you have hit
upon a story that was chosen for just the
very thing you cbjected to—a different
manner of writing, a differemt kind of plot,
may have caused us to pick that tale to
add the spice to that particular issue of
Arcosy. For that matter, today we might
agree heartily with your objections; for we
claim to be men of varying moods; and
bow, for that matter, can a man who is
not a Fagan one day and a Falstaff the
next edit properly such a magazine as
ARGOSY?

We try in various ways to emphasize
this variety. A while ago we came to the
conclusion that the blurbs, those short bits
of explanatory matter on each of the
stories, were running too much to sameness.
As you may have noticed, since then we
have altered the form of the blurbs a bit,
attempting to emphasize not so much what
the story was about as how it differed from
the other stories in the issue.

We are now even thinking very seri-
ously of starting a minor revolution on the
front cover of Amcosy. A good many
readers have asked for a change there; we
think it's long overdue; and unless the
rest of you object we're going ahead.

And so in other ways as well . ... To put
it brieflly: we intend to keep Azcosy mov-
ing; we intend to keep it young. We don't
mean that in order to get variety we are
going to publish bad stories; that is
farthest from our intent. We simply mean
that we don’t want to get to the point of
sameness where every reader will loudly
praise every story.

Our motto, in other words, is “Any good
story is an Azcosy stony.”

Bearing that in mind, we are certainly
not going to leap from our desk in fury,
nor on the other hand sink into a self-
made cavern of gloom, over such well-in-
tentioned criticisms as those of

JEANNE DuNOYMO

For a long time I have been looking each
week, in Am@OsY, for something besides the
so-called “bloed and thunder” stories. Why so
much of the same “murder"—ghoulish—wicked
—terrible and disgusting? Why not give us
something bright and fine once In a while?

Wihen 1 first started to read Amcosy, as you
now call it, my attention was called to it by
“Hiis Diasy” by Edgar Framklin. It was so
interesting and full of unique situations, etc.
that I kept on and was delighted with many
of the other authors. It seemed as if Rozika
Story, Semi-Dunill, John Solomon, Gillian Hazel-
tine, ete. were old friends, and it was so inter-
esting to read of them In different experienees.
Others have told me of the same feeling abeut
it

I like most of the stories—but I do get
“fed up” when the comtemts are all of the same
pattern, so0 I was pleased when I saw that
“Heemry Harrison Conroy” was with us again,
for in these days of misery and depression for
so many of us, it is a wonderful thing to sit
down and forget it all (as I do) by going into
a “far ecountry” witlh charaeters yeu have
grown to know—litke a neighber.

Lately there has been such a sameness of
bloodthirsty, horrible stories and so little that
was amusing, I have almest stopped reading
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Arassyv—winich hag been my “recreation” for
20 years.

Wihy donm’t you publish again some of those
wonderfully interesting stories of 15 to 20
years back? Fraaklin's “His Dizny™—“The
Big Idea” and some of those “Semi-Dwal” and
"Joha Solomon” numbers. I would love to read
them again, and several people I have told
about them would be glad to have them too.

Rodghester, N. Y.

ND here we'd been thinking that this

bloodthirsty business was all cleared

up! But we promise Reader DuNoymo

plenty of tales to make her laugh in the

future—and meanwhile give space to some-

one who feels quite diffevemtlly, who signs
himself

SATISFIED READER

Have just read the “Tantative Report to
Those Concermed On the Situation as Regards
the Good Ship AmRGOoSY" in the March 20th
number, and I hereby register a vociferous vote
of thanks to ye Editors for the stories promised
for the near future.

I want to say here and now that Burroughs'
“Seven Waorlds to Conquer” was tops with me.
“The Resurrection of Jimber-Jaw” was a swell
yarn also. Give us more of the same kind.
Adams’ “Skyway to Peril” can't be beat. Re-
garding the complaints about Mr. Adams'
stories being bloodthirsty, I want to say they
stit me exactly as they are.

I prefer four serials to three, and 1 am
heartily in favor of a quarterly, I would like to
see some of the George W. Ogdlen, A. Merritt,
Achmed Abdullah serials, of long ago, especially
sThe Mating of the Blades,” by the latter.
I read part of it in an old copy of ARGOSY given
me by a neighbor years ago, and T have never
forgotten it. If Abdullah is still in the writing
game I _wounidl like tv nesmdl @ mew sttoy by
him, I can't understand why more of the old-
timers aren't calling for more stories about
the Far East as only Adchmed Abdullah can
weite them.

Another type of story which | would like
to see in our mag is about the ancient, ruined
cities of Mexico. Wiy not have Mr. Adams
fix us up a swell yarn about those fascinating
ruins? Also a story about the ancient tombs
and pyramids of Egypt would not be amiss.

Tupelo, Miss.

ND there you are! Breeders of dis-

sension, that's us. And on the ether

hand, says
NELVILLE F, ALLAN

It seems that at last I must write for the
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first time to ARGOSY to say a few words that
have been burning on my tongue for many
months. Spurred on by the fact that you are just
as eager to hear from Canadians as you are
from Americans (though what the difference is
I cannot tell) I want to get it off my chest
while you think well of us as a nation.

My first blast of vituperation is comtained in
the question: WHeat have you done with that
ace of writers, Slater LaMaster? The Editors
ought to have a darn good excuse for losing
him. “Tihe Phantom in The Rainbow™ of a
few years past was one of the best stories [
ever read. Perhaps a few will be able to recall
it. I have read the ARGOSY since 1920 with
only the loss of six months in that time as I
was out wihere I could not get a hold of it (in
the Timber of B.C. to be exact) se I have kind
of earned a few words, haven't I?

Ered Macisaac used to come next to Slatet
LaMaster, but I think he's slipping without a
doubt. Though woefully behind the time (1933)
1 quote “The Lost Land of Atzlan™ as alhso-
lutely hopeless and could hardly believe my
senses when I found Fred’s name to it. Listen.
Author Fred, give us the stuff you gave us
years ago like “Soft Momey” and “Burming
Money,” ete. “The Vamishing Professor” was
a humdinge¥, too.

Now that I have definitely throwm a good
many brickbats at poor defenseless Fred Mac-
Isaac, let me give a bouquet or two to the
others. Otis A. Kline, you are one hundred
per-cent in your line, and may you comtinue to
string out your successes. E. R. Burroughs
comes in for a shower too, on his “Seven
Woillds to» Conquer.” So far George Challis
is fine in his “The Asnerican” and it is annoying
to have to wait to see what other dirty work
at the erossroads is about to happen. Hew 56k
de we have Kline in 1937°

Calgary. Alta.

E have room, at least, to answer

one of Reader Allan's questions.
We have been haunting that man Kline
again and he assures us the serial is on its
way to completion. But here is a man whe
is biting his nails for a crack at Theodore
Roseoe, and it looks as if we'd have to let
him have it. Says

CLIFFORD BALL

Allow me a word with Mr. Roscoe.

I admire his style of writing very much. I
enjoy reading the novel twists of his phrasing
and the descriptive adjectives he employs; I
have endeavored to emulate his emphatic
dialoguwes in a recent short story which [ had
the satisfaction of selling to a Chicago publica-
tlen.
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But this, Mr. Roscoe (speaking to you) is
too, too much. Let me quote from page 103,
issue of Feb. 20th, story entitled “Z is for
Zombie.” Quote: “A frightened Negro, a
frightened blonde and a frightened college
professor were parked in a frightened Model
T.” Now, in the name of sanity, Met. Roscoe,
please! I have driven Medel T's and I know
how unreliable they can be and how they ean
without warning develop the characteristies of
a jackass. But I have never yet heard of one
that wes feightened. I assufe youw, M. Rascee,
that they are abselutely witheut fear, perhaps
beeause they are §8 ugly In this moduin age
that pessible dents de net alafm them. Perhaps
you feant frightful. . . .

Now quoting from the same page: “He heard
the Irishman’s voice bang, ‘Tell your story, big
boy, and tell it quick ¥ the bang lowering to a
menacing undertone.” I envy you, Mr. Roscoe!
I have never heard a man's voice go “bamg"
Imagine what some of our political speakers
could do with that ability! Imagine radio
broadcasters “banging” about, thea finally *low-
ering to a menacing rapidfire undertone.” What
price machime gums!

Tch! Tch! Mr. Roscoe! Now I’ll read the
remainder of your serial. After all, you know,
I like it

Astoria, L. 1.

UTHOR ROSCOE could not be
reached at a late hour last night, but

we risCH e g hewr dade niskited Ul
WoddbeTIAHAPKhs Toat fMEh RiN&] QVise
dleglednTovbrtatveigiep JriahisgRdhitl tARY
Rledopllvoives Masithb-olon e rilo AR
@ﬁaﬁ?ﬁle‘@—iﬁ%ﬂ banging—on the radio, for
exqyaRlevervalbre’s-a man who really means

wHi'P‘H@VB’JerPF@sa[m?@yV‘ﬁEgF??'N means
what he says. He's pretty angry, is
P, WHITEHALL

Wihen are you going to get a proofreader
or two for that otherwise swell magazine of
yours? I can stand the increasing number of
errors in spelling, typographical errors, and the
like, so long as the plots and characters of the
stories maintain their present high level, but
you should really have some unimportant Jow-
brow around to -tell you things. Now, for
exarmple, whether or not you can silence an
autematic—who cares, ag long as the story I8
interesting? Not I. Neither am I overly worried
abeut how bodies buried fourteen years Ifi the
steaming seil of tropical Haiti can be breuight
intaet to the surface. This faost humble Mmem-
ber of your staff should, hHewever, tell yeu
sueh things as that there are ne fraternitles at
Prineeton, and Prineeton students usually een-
gsider it bad form te wear erange and Blaek
ties. After all, the plaee is enly ferty or fifty
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miles from the swivel chair which exudes all
these “magmificents” “super-colossals,” etc.

Let me chime in with the rest and add my
three cheers for “Ammapdlis Ahoy.” Most of
your stories are interesting—ihis ome was
actually worth readimg!

Seriously, I do think your proof-meading is
getting pretty careless. I hate to see it too—
because errors like these grate on the nerves
and partially make your efforts in getting fine
stories useless.

Weasthingtom, D. C.
ND Reader Whitehall is right.. Errors
are certainly no part of our intent in

bringing variety to Arcosy. But right back
at him thunders

ROBERT H. POLLARD

€

What the Amcosy needs is a firing squad.
Wihy? Te shoot cranks, of course. The guy
that spends all his time looking for mistakes
and bad stories should be stood to a wall.

The ARGOSY is a fine magazime, without doubt
the finest of its kind on the market. I will
admit that once in a while a poor story gets
mixed in, but they are few and far between. I
dare any one of your so-called critics to name
any magazine that does not have an off story
once in a while. In Bay St. Louis there is a
certain drug store that runs out of ARGOSY the
day they arrive. The only way I get mine is
by paying fy dime in advance,

Since the year 1936 has passed away in
peace—at least in the Americas . ... it is time
to pick the best stories of the year, and all
these so-called old timers had better look to
their laurels, as it will be a tough job. May
I present my selection of the best five? They
are picked because of merit, not favoritism.

1. “Ammapdlis, Ahey !” by George Bruce ranks
first on my list. It is by far the best story
AR@OSY has seen in many a day.

2. Brings us “The Pathfinders” by Allan
Vaugihan Elston. Major Tom Eagle is Amer-
ica's Sherlock Holmes.

3. “Ilhe Howmling Wiiklermess” by Allan
Vaughan Eiston rightfully deserves this place.
In these two stories Mr. Elston shows his
knowledge of the northland.

4. Goes to Mr. George Challis for his great
novel “The Goldem Kmight”. . . This book is
destined to gain high honors as one of the finest
stories written of King Richard the Lion-
Hearted.

8, Last, but not least, is “Tihe China Clipper*
by H. Bedford-jomes. A spiendid novel of the
present worthy of Mr. BedfordzJones.

May the good ship Amcosy have good sail-
ing, with no “cranks” as stowaways, and may
you never strike a reeff!

Bay St. Louis, Miss.
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There is gold somewhere in those hills, but the question is, whaose is it? And

where? The answer must be left to none other than Henry Harrison Conroy,

that amazing, big-mosed, be-spatted and ecane-carrying sheriff of Tonto town.
Beginning a rellicking new novel by

W. C. TUTTLE

A GHOST IN THEE HOUSE

What was the grim secret that dark house held? Who walked its corridors,
the living or the dead? Six eerie thrills per page are guaranteed for this tale by

DAILE CLARK

THE SEA’S WAY

Everything was against the Lovwelly Lady. Fallen upon evil days, plying the
drudgery of a coastal tramp, the once splendid yacht was beset by barratry,

by fog and flame .

. even by murder. The saga of a ship cursed by the fates,

and of the man who fought to redeem her. A complete novelet by
ROBERT H. PINKERTON
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