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Arrest Him, Officer!

I'LL HAVE COMPLETE FACTS ON THE OTHER FELLOW TONIGHT

Follow this Man!

ECRET Service Operator No. 38 is on the {@b s room that help him solve the great mysteéy! BETTER
fellow him through all the excitement of his ehase than fiction because every word is TRUE. No obliga-
after the counterfeit gang. See how a erafty opera- tion. Just mail me the coupom and get—

tor works, Tell-tale finger pri nts in the murdered girl's

F R EE The Confidemntial Reports
No. 38 Made to His Chief
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Boalk en Fiagee Printi and yw low preea and Easy Terms
?h.ﬁr'u Literatura will ba seiit only ta persoma iauiig
.

And the best part of it all is this—it may open your eyes to the great
opportunity for YOU as a well paid Finger Print Expert. This is a
young, fasrgroouigg profession. The kind of work you would like.
Excitement! Thirills! Travel! A regular monthly salary. Reward
meney. Andl remennter:: graduates of this schoel HEAD 47% of all
Identifieation Bureaus in the U. S. Quick! Mail the Coupon NOW
and I'll send you these Free Confidential Reports!

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
e em e e e —e———ee—=! 1920 Sunnyside Ave. Dept. 1148 Chicago, Mlinois
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Momey is MORE tham pay

e "He's a twenty dollar-a-week mam® meons fior more tham the echacl
cash a man receives in his pay envelope. It indicates at least one thing
beyond doubt —his training is limited! ® Thousands of men, tired of being
twenty .. . thirty . . . forty . . . fiftty-dollkee-a-week men, have removed this
limitation of training by mastering Intemational Correspondence Schools
Courses in their spare time. They found that I. C. S. modernized textbooks
and methods fitted their needs to a "T.” They found that there IS opportunity
for the trained man! e The coupon will bring you complete infermation.

BOX 2215-F,

SCRANTON,

PENNA.

Wiithout cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Whe Wins end
Why,” and full particulars about the subject beffnes which I have marked X:
TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL GOURSES

@ Wi

F] Commercial

3
El Air Conditioning smd
0 8train Engineer
E Slm Blectne Engineer

B M
R. R. Loeomntlvu

Q) Steam Fitting
{J Ventilation
Coolimg

El Burveying snd Nmpping

£] Bridge Eng

E] Bridge nd Building Farennsm

E] Chemistry [C]

El Coal Miming

El Mine Foreman

Navigation

E] Cotton MWsnufseturing
mmufsetorimg

B Fire Bosses

R. R. Section Fareman E] Woolen M
£l Air Brakes El R. R. Sigradivem E i
0O Highway Engineering B Fruit Growing

E] Civil Engineering

BUSINESE TRAINING COURSES

E f‘"‘f’m (E]II Slnee/( Menl Worker

& 21: Iding ]Bﬂnml‘t:l!n 3] Tele‘rnph )Enw

Bl Contractor amd El Telen

E Slnu-.l:unl ]E:mmm 3] Mechlmenl ]Dmffmmm
Bl Machini BT
E] Electrical ]Enm-nr &] Pattermmmaker

E] Electric lLightimg E] Diesel Ewgines

E] Welding, Elestric mnd Ges Bl Aviation Engines

E] Reading Shop Bl E] Auto Technicism

E] Heat Trestment of Metals 0 Auto Electrical Technician
B Busi o, B B -

El Industrial Mf: 0 8 f Work

£] Traffic E] Sypanialy

Bl Acomemtsmoy E] Fremel

E] Cost Acconntsmt Salesmanahip

RcC. P {1 Advertieing

£l Home Dressmaking
E] Profeasional Dr Ki

[ Bervice Station Ssliesmenahip
Bubjects

First Year College
Business Correspondence
£

D Railway Mail aerk

DOMESTIC SCIENCE COURSES

& Advamoed Dressmaking

Neamne

ening

g Foods and Cockery

Stenogra) and Typin,
E] Civil m # CC-rrhr

D Grade School Bubjecta
0 High Schoal Bubjaats
0O College Preparstory

£l Iuatrting

ac "

E] Lattaring Show Cards £ Sigms

Tea Room and € ia M

A ddy

. Catering

Seate

Prasens Rositi

City
I yom reidde in Camaity,

senti thiz cowgwm 1o the

Linitidd, Maoriteeal, Casada

1 you redide in Engladd, serdl cosugeom to 1. 0. B., 71 Kiwoswey, Lewidve, W. C. 2, Huglend

|

In

A—18

iring

8 it is devirdlle thatt you M¥HNon ARGOSY.
1




Action Stories of Every Variety
Combined with All-American Fiction )

Volume 286 CONTENTS FOR NOWENBER 19, 1938 Number 2

A Punt, A Pass and A Prayer—iFirst of four parts. Judson P. Philips 8
Hail tibe sleigittobfrisacd hero—ecveen bis batile scars are done with mimters

Tyee Man—Short Story.......covviviveennnn., Jack Paterson 29
The sad talke of a mighty fishernay wibo was booked by bis oun lwe

The Laughing Lily—Caommplete Nosedbdt. .. ...Robert E. Pinkerton 38
Not a Ywdon sourdusgph butt femaved befl’s fuwy less tban tbe marbile warnanls swile

Cleopatra’s Amulet—Short Story.............H. BedfordJones 62
Egyfitis quearn bides ber lowily farts to unmask a Pharaodb’s sileyer

Dead Storage—Tlhird of four parts............ Eustace L. Adams 72
Can all the mayibemw south of Hatteras be stosced aboard tbe Faitib?

Men of Darimg—Tirue Story in Pictures.......... Stookie Alllen 87
Captaiiy Edwandl Hoscdtk~datstbacdeck Lion
Peabody's Waar—sShont Story...occcveveveennnn.. Richard Sale 88
Hemsls one for tbe bistory book: one man bites John Bull’s dogs of war
The Ship of Ishtar—Fourth of six parts.............. A, Merritt 96
He tweadds lightly, with notling to mouns, wie kmoms that death is joy

First Classmam—Short Story..... ceenaeeanns Paul R, Morrison 120

Mister Kagabt goes a~-damsiing with a gangoile on bis shouldar and an angsl in bis arms

Cow Jumps Over Moon............oooviian... Albert George 28

Two Patrolmen of Verona. ... ...coviiiviinnnan.. John Nelson 71
.............................................. 128

Looking Ahead! ...... oottt . 127

Cover by Rudolph Belarski
Hlustaiitgg A Punmt, A Pass, and A IPayer

Tihis magaeodme is on salle every Tuesday

—

THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY, Publisher, 239 Bmadm NEW Y@RK, N Y.

WILLIAM T. DEWART, Presid

TR CRLa N v Lok bl EWM%?E&*? i

wook que eep !%99 ? %@; ?%ﬂw aF QM
&!éﬁé’ on
Hi 5;5’ ﬁ”fg %L ra"%} % Tt r£'£ Eh “@gﬂsﬁ % Eht armlmasc 3 fis1 E F

S ay
nse O It e re t reg In VS 9. P nt I I a I’I a ?{nm;’
Y pmasery m gga Bhe

m.ﬂF

(D
e



ADVERTISING SECTION

MY RAISE DIDN'T COME THROUGH
MARY=1 MIGHT AS WELL GIVE UP.

IT ALL LOOKS SO HOPELESS;

s T (st HOPELESS EFTHER
BiLL. WHY BONT YoU
TRY A NEW FIELD

[LIKE RABIOY

TOM'S RIGHT™AN UNTRAINED
MAN HASN'T A CHANCE. I'M
GOING TO TRAIN FOR
RADIO TOO. IT'S

BILL, JUST MAILING THAT
COUPON GAVE ME A QUICK
STARYT TO SUCCESS IN RADIO.
MAIL THIS ONE TONIGHT

TRAINING FOR RADIO IS EASY AND Iti Jyehpirind
GETTING ALONG FAST=
WesT R IOB SERVIEING Sers. |Nevmcn
ioo®?
—
e —

OH BILL, IS woRDERFUL
YOUVE GONE AHEAD
SO FAST IN RADIO.

$10
to $25
a Week
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* r completing
theN B. L Course
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Eﬂlmr of the Buffalo
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have averaged over 23 500 d
ear.” — AK, 857
imadwa.y, Buﬂalo. N.

)} HAVE A GOOD FULL TIME RADID
JOB NOW=~AND A BRIGHT
FUTURE AHEAD IN RADIQ

*L am meking from
$10 to $25 a week in
spare time while still
my regl;xllatr

men 1 trained,
,F.? what

E I'LL TRAIN YOU AT HOME]
{ | i Your Spare Tiwe Far A
[ GOOD RADIO JOB

Man Radio Experts Make $30, $50, $75 a Wesk
Badio broadcasting stations employ engineers, openmu station
managers and pay to $5,000 a year. len ‘Radlo sets in spare
time pays many ﬁ% to $500 a yaar—full me gbs with BRadio
bbers, manutnetureu and dealers as much $75 a

week. Many Radio E?lerts open full or pm time Radio sales and
repair and jobb

inspeetors, foremen, en neers, servicemen, and Rp 3' to $600l5
a year. Automebile, ?ol ice, aviaition, commercial Radio, loudspeaker
systems are newer fleld: ering good opportunities now and for the
future. Television romises to0 opén many
trained have good
got thelr ﬁ)bs

P ood jobs soon. Men 1
8 in these branches of radio. Read how they
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A FREE BOOK

Develop your 1 ower! Awak

silent, sleeping forces in your mn :onsdomn:ss.
Become Master of your own life. Push aside all ob-
stacles with a new energy you have overlooked.
The Rosiceucians know how, and wlll help you ap-
ply the greatest of all powers in man’s control. Create
health and abundance for yoetself. Wiite for Free
book, “The Secvet Heritage.” It tells how you may #é=
eeive these teachings for study and use. it means ihe
davwn of a new day for you. Adliress: Seribe G.R. Y2

Tthee R tRishcuedians
SaN Josr —AMORC— CALIFORNIA
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Get Up-To-Date Relief

Why try to worry a.long with old-fashioned trusses
that gvuie our preas heavily on hips and
spine—enla nlng—fall to hold rugtum? You
need the Clu he 0 leg-straps or cutting belts. Auto-
matic adjustable pad seals opening—follows every
body movement with instant increaled support In
case of strain, Cannot slip, Holds rupture whether at
work or pl&gaLigm, easy to wear, roof. Can

h. Send or am&zln E X e,
cl'o ook * ure " and detalls
ltbfr? utht ] 6 l% Pameg of
grate sng ;] y@ur ne gFhe Pite

Cluthe 86m, Dept. 48, Bloomﬁcld Nuw Jersey.

% Piice

¥ % Easy Terms ﬂ
Only 16¢ a Day
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ations s sl e
ENT ED. Big Pros Catalog ahows all mskes in
full colora ymmrd for lowest prisea Trial
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at‘r‘umllna"hnurn—nvw oﬂarsd at nmaii low prige. ullf G ATt
toed—10 d? Full detaila sent
Froe tourse In nplw Inciuda
International Typewniter
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When yom want goasid fliction

e Rep S‘rb;ylcamzms %

Pardon
My Lover

Heve's a story to tell the
girl friend.

It’s about a girl named Rebel—and
did she rebel!! Especially when
Captain Zell refused to cross the
border .. . just because a dark-eyed
senorita gave him the eye.

PEARLE BOTSFORD

is at her best in this novelette of a
girl who wouldn’t take no for an
answer,

Was He A Bargain?
June thought so when Bill was
snatched up like one by amother
girl after she had thrown him over.
. - . Did she get him back?>—Find
out for yourself in the thrilling
novelette by Violet Gordon

“WESTERDAY"S
SWEETHEART”

Then there's a host of other grand
romantic stories—also a depart-
ment that will tell you all ahout
your handwriting — and amother
that will tell you what fate lies in
your name. . . . Don’t fail to secure
your copy of the November 19th
issue of

ALE-STORY

LOVE TALES

The Magazine of

101 Love Stories

at your neavest newsstand
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GARLIC-PARSLEY an Aid in
HIGH BLOOD PRESSURE

Medical reports ey that Garlic-Parsley concentrate has a
double aotion in reducing high blood pressure. First, it tends
to relax tightened arteries. Second, it checks or inhibits de-
composition of waste matter in the bowels, a contribut
cause of high blood pressure. To get cancenérated garlic :;g
aml[eg in odorless, tagteless form, ask your druggist for AL~
ElM Esgence of Garlic-Pars Tablets. Large box 50o; super-
size monﬁy-aavmw $1.00. ALLTMIN wused tedly at
regular intervais in reducing biogd pressure and relieving head-
sghe and dizziness eaused by excessively high readings. To learn
what raiges your blocd pressure and for medical treatment consult
your dector, For free gample and booklet of valuable information
on high blood pressure, write ~
VAN PATTEN CO., 54 W. Illinois, Dept. 103, Chicage

STUDY AT HOME

troined men winhighe

More Abllity: More
: id by step.
TS e, M

e L L e
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[HAVE YOU AN IDEA FOR A SONG?Z|

Profit by the #owing demand for new Songs! Man:
big hits are written by new-comers. A complete simpli-
fied course in song wrlting, develored by us includes
instructions on Words, Music, Form, etc. This is an
opportunity of & lifetime. Send $1. for the Complete
ourse. Act Now!
NEW_ YORK SONGC WRITING COURSE
515 West 168th St. New York City

: EVIeva WRITE

A JOB AND GOOD PAY—
,‘WL‘!’H ?BUR TRAIN

abit Met— to G0—ean gualify a
Bus Passeniger Inspectors by our simple,
to sl’g%‘d’eroonuw&) start, plus expenses, or
refund tu?tlun. Advance rapidly with experiencs.
Get facts in Free Booklet.

AN

STANDA| BUSINESS TRAINING INSTITUTE
Division 5011

Buffalo, N- Y.

‘Righ School Course

IS LI Many Finish in 2 Years
Go sgrapidly as your time and abilities permit. Coursa
equlvalent o restdent school work — %x'e
sutrance o ard H. 8. ats

Diploma. Credit for H. 8. compl
3 L rm
e T s o ol
mw%tm ‘Bulletin ap thauest. Ho icancs.
nerican School, Dept. y.gapo, Drexsl at 53th, Chicage

i My Personal service
assures strictest con-
fidence on_all your
patent problems. Send

me a model or draw-
PERSO NAL SERV ICE ing, or sketch and de~

seription of your i~
vention, and $56.00. ¥ will make a search and repori promptly
as to its patentability and semnd you 2 copy of my T2-page
booklet. Or, If you prefer to read my booklet first, wrile
today for FREE copy. Registered Patent Attorney.

L. F. RANDOLPH, 762 Victor Bidg., Washingten, D. €.

OLD LEG TROUBLE

; leg cangesy
i tion, varicose veins, swollen legs and in-
juries or a0 cost for tral if it fails to show
results in 10 days. Describe the cause
of your rouble and get a FREE BOOK.
M. S. VISCOSE METHOD COMPANY

40 N. Dearborn Sireet, Chicago. lilinola

|

MAIL THE COUPON NOW! /%
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ZoSULE  BETECT) ol
s IVE
NEW HIGH AT NEW LOW

PURLILATIONS ANNOUNCES
NEYW LW PRice por LEADINO
DETHETIVE muagAriv-

o

FRONT PAGE
NEWS FOR ALL
DEYECHYVRE FAnS! €

New high in quality . . . new low in
price . ... all populwr authors . . .
how ean you lose with a winning com-
bination like fhed?

Look at a few of the features tlie
January issue has in store for you
. «.« ¥ead the names of the authors
>. . everyone a leader in the detees
tive stery field . . .

“THIE AFFAIR OF THE
GREEDY MARMOSET”
By WALTER RIPPERGER

A bunch of freaks attend a dinner
and the guest of honor is IVEATH.

“THE LAST HEIDEOUT? “THE MISSING HEAD”
By JOBN K. BUTLER By RICHARD SALE

Tommy guns chatter—G-men crash Twe heads are better than one—bnit

in—and a wise guy wonders. not when one is in a suitcase.

—and four more thrilling tales of eerie mystery . . . clever detection
.. . rapid fire action . . . the kind that sends chills down your spine.

BOY YOUHRE FOOLISR IF YOU MESS TRHEM!

See how much entertainment you can buy for a dime . . . it's the best ten ecents
worth yeu ever saw—this January issue ef—

DOUBLE

DETECTIVE

The Magazine that’s twice as good!
now at your nearest newsstand

In igg advantid ts it is desiabhle that yeu mentdon ARGOSY.
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FALSE TEETH

KLUTCH holds them tighter

ELTTCH forma a comfort oushion; holds dental plates so
much firmer and snugger that one oan eat and talk with greater
comfort and security; in many cases almost as well as with

natural teeth. Khkitob lessens the constant fear of a dr ping,
roeklnn. ohafing plate, 266 and 500 at drugglsts . If your
lgt hasn't lt danite es, but

t wadte mioney omn
15 108 and we will malil you a generous trial box@
i f. INE
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daggers etc., mailed for 50 cents. Special circular for
stamp, Established 1865.

FRANCIS BANNERMAN SONS, 501 Broadway, N.V.Q-

Get free_booklet about Zo-ak Tabllats—dhe formula of well-
known New York c&hysman created espec T en.
Zo-ak contains qui vegetable stimulants plus es-
sential vitamin concentrates in adequate amounts to build
up health nnd strength. Ask for Zo-ak (blue box) at an

od ggist, and write for free booklet by registere
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A Punt,

A Pass, and A Prayer

Jivn Ellis, son of Buck the Great, was a gridiron natuval; be couldn’t miss. Only
Jinn hated footiadl; he couldn’t pass, or punt, and be didn’t want to pray. And
Chick Mevrill knew it meant his coaching job if be didn’t tuvn i into the sen-

sation of the year. .

CHAPTER 1
THREE WRONG GUESSES

T WAS a suggestive song. The girl
sang it with a roll of the eyes and
sway of the hips. Jim Lester, sitting
at a corner table by himself, thought that
it wasn't so hot. There was something
routine about the girl's gestures and in-
flectioms that suggested that she had sung
the same song in the same way a hundred
times. It was mechanical and tired-sound-
ing; but the rest of the customers seemed
to be eating it up.
It was really the customers in Ryan's
Place who interested Jim Lester.
He wouldn’t have walked acress the
" street to hear Miss Meon Marlowe. As
8

. « Am exuitigg novel of conflict off and on the field

if, he told himself, anyone could have
been christened Moon Marlowe! No, it
was the two salesmen at the bar whe
nudged each other and spoke I lew un-
dertones as they listened to Miss Ma¥-
lowe performing; it was the garage me-
chanie from Eastland out to give Bis
girl a good time and apparently embar-
rassed by the pseude-biolegical allusisns
il Miss Marlewe’s number; it was the
little bread-shouldered man whese head
seemed te spreut sut of his sheulders with
ne fieek at all and whese hair was elipped
tight te his skull; it was the feur gapg-
stefish-leeking meR with patent leather
hair whe sat at 3 table very elese {8 the
danee flegr and drank fheir  1igHSE
straight; it was these pesple whs in:



terested Jim Lester and brought him te
Ryan’s Place on this particular warm
September evening.

Jim Lester sat with his feet propped
up on an adjoining chair. The smoke
from his bulldog pipe added to the thick
blue haze which already filled the room.
He wore a pair of unpressed gray slacks
and a dark brown tweed jacket. The
initiated could have told you that the
dark blue and gold stripes of his tie
were the colors of Eastland College. His
eyes were gray and steady, and crinkled
up at the cormers when he smiled, which
he did quite often—a boyish, unaffected
smile, His hair was black and wiry, and
five minutes after the most vigorous brush-
,ing would be once more in a state of
bristling disarray.

People interested Jim Lester because,
when he graduated from Eastland, which
feat would be accomplished in another
three years, he was going to be a writer.

He liked to sit in some sort of out-of-
the-way place like this joint of Ryan's
and speculate about the people he saw.
Take Miss Moon Marlowe, for example.
She was pretty—small and blonde, with a
pert upturned nose, laughing eyes, and

Jim hit that dummy with all the venom
that he had been storing up in him for
weeks

a very satiisfactory figure. Outside of
Ryan’s place they advertised her as ‘“that
glamorous star of screen and radio.” Actu-
ally her name was probably Minnie Fiynn
and she was in all likelihood augmenting
the income which her mother made taking
in washing to help support six little
brothers and sisters. She had probably
never been west of Hoboken or nearer
to a radio station than the Music Hall.

The four gangsterish-looking men with
patent leather hair were probably per-
fectly respectable business men from the
nearby city of Troy out on a binge. The
man without any neck and the shaved
head, who looked like an escaped convict
or a professional wrestler, probably ran
a dairy farm or was a veterinary, You
couldn't be wrong about the two sales-
men, You just couldn't be wrong about
that! And Jim knew the garage mechanic
from Eastland. He was probably playing
the role of man-about-town and telling his
girl that if she thought Miss Marlowe’s
songs were a little rough, she ought to
go to Leon and Eddie’s on Fifty-second

2@treet sometime, Jim knew that the me-
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chanic had been to Leon and Eddie’s be-
cause he had talked about it steadily for
three years,

ISS MARLOWE finished her song

and was greeted by thunderous ap-
plause from the two salesmen and the four
gangsterish-looking men, The garage me-
chanie’s acelaim was a trifle more sheep-
ish. The man with the shaved head acted
as though he hadn’t heard the song at all.
He sat staring expressionlessly inte his
beer.

Miss Marlowe started across the floor
toward the bar. Out of the spotlight, the
rouge on her lips seemed to be very thick
and the vivacious expression on her face
had changed to one of boredom and fa-
tigue. Just as she passed the table where
the four men sat, one of them reached
out and took hold of her by the wrist.
Jim nodded to himself knowingly. They
would offer to buy her a drink. She would
aceept. They would tell a few risque
stories and think they were having a high
old time.

But Miss Marlowe didn't sit down.
In fact she seemed to be trying to extricate
herself from the hold of the man with the
patent leather hair.

“Come on, baby, sit down. You don't
think I'm goin’ to bite you, do youw?”

Miss Marlowe evidently thought some-
thing of the sort, because she looked
around, a little frightened, and increased
her efforts to free herself. The man with
the patent leather hair gave her arm a
quick little jerk so that she sat down
abruptly on his lap.

Miss Marlowe gave his face a vigorous
slap.

He had his arm firmly around her waist
now and there was no way for her to
escape. Jim Lester looked around with a
faint sense of uneasiness. The two sales-
men at the bar were laughing heartily
at. the scene. Jim's mechanic friend was
much too engrossed in his girl to notice
anything. The man with the shaved head
still stared hopelessly into his beer. But
Jim noticed that the piano player had

taken one quick look and beaten a hasty
retreat into the men’s room. The bartender
was earnestly polishing glasses and very
pointedly not observing anything.

There could be no mistaking the
genuineness of the distress mirrored on
Miss Marlowe’s face.

Jim sighed and pushed away his glass
of Coca Cola. He untangled his long legs
and stood up, slipping his pipe into the
pocket of his coat. There was such a thing
as getting too fresh, even with a girl like
Moon Marlowe. He sauntered across to
the table where the girl was struggling
in the grip of the man with the patent
leather hair.

He gave the man the most winning of
smiles. “ILook, fellows, you're riding pretty
high, aren’t you?” he asked.

One of the other men looked up at Jim,
and Jim suddenly had a queer tight feel-
ing in the pit of his stomach. The man had
narrow, close-set black eyes, and there
was no trace of humor in them, although
he was smiling.

“Did you hear that, Greek?' said the
man. “He thinks we been drinkin’ too
much.”

Greek looked up.

“Rumn along, kid,” he said, almost pleas-
antly.

“I guess if Miss Marlowe doesn't want
to sit down, she doesn’t have to,” said
Jim steadily.

“Did you hear that, Greek?” said the
man with the close-set eyes, “He says she
don’t have to sit down if she don’t want
to.”

Jim felt the palms of his hands grow-
ing slightly damp. If these were four
business men from Troy, they were pretty
darn hard-boiled.

“Scramm!” said the man with the patent
leather hair. This time there was nothing
pleasant about his tone of voice at all.

“I hate to butt into something that’s
none of my business,” said Jim, “but I'm
afraid you’ll have to let Miss Marlowe
go.” He reached out and took hold of
the one called Greek by the arm.

Then things happened very quickly.
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E one with the close-set eyes
jumped suddenly to his feet and his
chair went over backwards with a clatter.
His dark double-breasted coat was open
and Jim saw a shoulder holster. They were
gangsters! But he didn’t let go of Greek’s
arm. Close-set Eyes new had a gun in
Ms hand. Greek released Miss Marlowe
whe fan teward the bar. Greek steed up.
“Dom’t be a sap,” he said in a lazy
voice. “Put away that rod. I'll take care
of this monkey.” With his free hand he
reached for a beer bottle on the table.
Jim suddenly realized that this was des-
perately serious. He let go of Greek’s
arm, and started to swing a right to the
jaw. Simultaneously the bottle moved
toward Jim's skull, At the .same moment
something else moved with incredible
swiftness, It was the.man with the shaved
head. He was not quite quick enough to
stop that bottle from connecting with
Jim’s temple; but he did manage to eheek
the force of the blow sufficiently to save
Jim frem a serious Injury. Jim saw a
great explosion of bright lights. But just
Before he passed out he rememmbered think-
ing that the man with the shaved head
had meved awfully guiekly fof a dairy
farmer.

. . . Jim opened his eyes. He was lying
on a leather couch in what he guessed
must be Ryan’s private office. A cold
wet towel was draped over his forehead.
The man with the shaved head and Moon
Marlowe were leaning anxiously over him.

“Feeling better, kid?” asked the man
with the shaved head.

Jim tried to raise himself up on his
elbows and then closed his eyes very
tightly for a moment. “I'we got kind of
a headache,” he said with a grin. “I
guess I must've been wrong about those
four guys. I thought they were just four
business men out on a tear.”

“Wrong!” The man with the shaved
head laughed mirthlessly. “That was
Greek Leonides. Just about the most dan-
gerous hoodlum out of Alcatraz.”

“Boy, I guess I owe you plemtighl” said
Jim.

“Neewer mind that,” said the man with
the shaved head. “If you can move, we'd
better get out of here before those cops
come in here asking questions and taking
your name.”

“Wihat cops?” Jim asked.

“Thaose two guys at the bar were Eed-
eral dicks,” said the man with the shaved
head. “They were trailing him—waiting
for a chance to pick him up. We don't
want them spreading the name of the
son of the president of Eastland College
all over the newspgpers”

“So you know who I am!” said Jim
a little weakly. Federal cops! He could
have sworn— He looked suspiciously at
the shaven-headed dairy farmer. ‘Say,
who are you?” he asked.

“I'm Pug Jordan, the new assistant
football coach at Eastland,” said the
shaven-headed one, “And we‘re getting out
of here.” He helped Jim to his feet.

“Wait,” said Jim. He turned almost
appealing to Moon Marlowe. “Look,” he
said, “I've got to be right about some-
thing. Tell me, your name isn't really
Moon Marlowe, is it? I mean, nobody
was ever really christened with a name
like that.”

“My name is Sally Brown,” said the
girl. “And I want to thank you for , . .”

“Not another word,” said Jim, holding
up a silencing hand. “Yow'we saved my
self-respect. I'll be back one of these days
when my headache is over.”

“The hell you willl!” said Pug Jordan,
dragging Jim toward the door. “Don't
you know this place is on the college
black list? If you weren't a football
player ... .”

“Dom’t worry,” said Jim over his shoul-
der to the girl, “Il be back.”

CHAPTER 11
MEET THE COACH

IM gingerly leaned his head back
against the leather upholstery of
Jordan’s Ford roadster. He was wonderlng
what would happen if his head were sud-
denly to split wide open and expose whai-
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ever gray matter he had to the soft Sep-
tember moonlight.

After the first rapid spurt away from
Ryan’s Place, Jordan had brought the car
down to a slow, steady pace, for which
Jim was grateful. The bullet-headed as-
sistant coach drove in silence for a while,
his eyes fixed on the ribbon of white light
which the car sent ahead on the conerete
highway.

Jim raised his hand and tenderly felt
the large lump which had sprouted just
back of the hairline on his forehead. “I
guess if you hadn’t moved as quickly as
you did, that bird would really have
tonked me,” he said.

“I guess he would,” said Jordan. “Those
guys play for keeps”

“When 1 saw that one guy pull a gun,
I thought it was all over.” Jim looked at
Jordan and smiled a wry smile. “I'd be
pretty grateful,” he said, “if my family
didn't hear about this. Not that they’d
blame me or anything, but they'd be kind
of worriedl”

“There’s no reason why I should te}l
them,” said Jordan. “But get this straiighit:
Ryan’s place is taboo for students and if
anyone ought to know that, it should be
you.”

“I do know it," said Jim, “but college
hasn’t started yet.”

“Fauthall practice starts tomorrow and
you'’re a candidate,” said Jordan. “The
rules go into effect for you them.”

“I know,” said Jim in a dull voice,
“Seems kind of silly they should have
rules like that for anyone twenty years
old. Hell, if a man can’t take care of him-
self then, I guess he'll never be able td?™

“I guess your head doesn’t ache as
badly as I thought it did,” said Jordan.
“I should have thought after tonight
you'd realize what you need is a keeper.
Imagine taking a pass at Greek Leonides!
1 hope you care as little about your neck
when you're blocking out a defensive
tackle.”

“T guess you won't have to worry about
that,” said Jim. “I'm not much of a foot-

ball player.”

Jordan laughed. “The son of Buck
Lester! Say, kid, you’ll be in headlines
before the whistle for the opening kick-off
of the season. The boss is counting on you
to go over in a big way.”

“Tihe boss"

“Sure—Chick Merrill, the head coach.”

“Well, I'm afraid he’s going to be dis-
appointed in me,” said Jim, “OQf course,
I played in prep school, but I wasn’t out
for freshman football last fall. Not that
it matters very much because I probably
wouldn't have made the sgued.”

“IListen, Buck Lester's kid has got to
have football in him somewhere! And if
anyone can bring it out, it's Merrill. Your
father was one of the greatest backs that
ever played the game! If he’d been at
Yale or Harvard instead of Eastland,
they’d be talking about him in the same
breath with Thofpe and Coy and Mahan.”

“That was my father—not me.”

“You haven't met the boss, yet, e’

Jim hadn't. There was nothing par-
ticularly odd about that. Merrill and the
new coaching force had been engaged dur-
ing the summer. Old Pop Harder, who had
been head coach at Eastland for nearly
twenty years, had resigned shortly after
the completion of spring practice.

Jim knew that his father was respon-
sible for that and for the hiring of Chick
Merrill. It had taken considerable per-
suasion to convince the Alumni Committee
that Pop Harder must go. They thought
of him as a sort of Eastland institutiion;
but Eastland had been in the doldrums
for a half dozen seasons, and when it ecame
to football Buck Lester’s word was law.

The football shoes that Buck Lester
had worn when he scored the winning
touchdown against Yale in a game that
was supposed to be a warm-up for the
Elis, twenty-five years ago, still hung in
the trophy case in the Eastland gym. His
jersey with the big number seven on the
back of it—a number which no other
Eastland player had been allowed to wear
since—was also there. Buck Lester, the
only player from Eastland who ever made
Ail-American, was still talked about in
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awed voices by the undergraduates. Per-
haps that was why he made such a good
president for the college. The boys re-
spected him for something more than his
academic and administrative abilities, He
had been one of them—the greatest one
of all.

“How come you didn’t go out for fresh-
man football?” Pug Jordan asked. “I
know your father has great hopes for
you. I should’'ve thought he’d have been
pretty disappoimtied,”

“I couldn’t go out,” said Jim, “Broken
arm. »

“How come?"

A faint smile played over Jim’s lips.
“I was in an accident.”

“Mihat’s too bad,” said Jordan. “What
kind of an accidemt?"

“I wax down in Troy one day. There
were some pickets outside one of the
collar factories, Somebody sent along a
truckload of strike-breakers to go through
the lines”

Jordan gave the boy a quick look and
his lips were pressed tightly together. “So
you took a hand, e®!

“Well,” said Jlm a trifle sheepishly,
“there were a lot more strike-breakers
than there were pickets. And the pickets
had nothing to fight with but their fistis”

(‘so?"

“So somebody hit me on the arm with
a length of iron pipe and that was tt.”

“Don’t you ever mind your own busi-
ness?”’ Jordan asked.

Jim grinned at him. “I've got kind of
a feeling about underdiogs,” he said.

“Well, that’s great,” said the assistant
coach, “because Eastland is certainly the
underdog in the football world. They
haven’t won a major game in about six
years. We need guys who are willing to
give everything they’ve got to balance
the odds in our direction a little”

IM opened his mouth to speak and
then closed it, He’d been on the point

of saying that that was different. It didn’t
seem very important to him whether East-
land won football games or not. However,

he had voiced those sentiments around the
campus before and found that they led
to dreary arguments about “colllege spiriit’”
and “duty to the school.” He looked at
Jordan questioningly as the assistant coach
suddenly turned the car off the main high-
way and into a private driveway that led
up to a white cottage standing just on
the outskirts of the Eastland catmpus,

“What’s this?” he asked.

“fiis is the boss’s hangout,” said Jor-
dan. “iHarder’s old place was too small
for him. I see by the lights he’s still up.
I know he'd like to meet youw.”

“Can’t say that I feel very social,” said
Jim, touching the bump on his head.

“That needs looking after,” said Jor-
dan. “A little aspirin, some iodine, some
black coffee, and you’ll be a new man.
You don’t want them fussing around with
it at home, do you?’

Jordan brought the car to a halt at
the front door and, since there didn't
seem to be any room for argument, Jim
got out. He still felt a little rocky; Jordan
took him by the arm and led him up the
flagstone path. The assistant coach worked
the brass door-knocker vigorously.

There was a moment’s delay and then
the front door seemed literally to be
wrenched open. A short, stocky little blend
man stood revealed by the lights inside.
His mouth was a thin straight line and
in one corner of it an unlighted cigar was
clamped. His eyes were pale blue—the
coldest blue Jim had ever seen.

“Say, what the hell kind of a time
is this to come banging on a guy's deen?”
demanded Chick Merrill. “You know
damn well that I—" And then the head
coach saw Jim standing just behind
Jordan in the darkness. “Oh,” he said,
“come im.”

“Chick, this is Jim Lester, He's gotten
himself in a little scrape and he needs
patching up.”

A subtle change took place in the
coach’s manner. He took the cigar from
the corner of his mouth and his lips wid-
ened in what passed for a smile. “Come
in, Lester, come in. I've heard about you.
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Your father was talking about you only
today.”

<hello, sir,” said Jim, and held out

hand.

Merrill was a half a head shorter than
Jim, but his grip was pulverizing, and
Jim had to struggle to keep his knees
from buckling under him.

“fiere’s plenty more to hear about
him,” said Jordan. “You should’'ve seen
him tonight. Who do you think he tried
to pick a fight with? Greek Leonides and
three of his hoodlums! He was lucky to
get nothing worse than a clout over the
head with a bottle.”

The head coach frowned. “Sit down,” he
said abruptly. He literally pushed Jim into
an upholstered armchair. His fingers, none
too gentle, explored the lump on Jim’s
head. “Just a slight abrasion. There's
iodine in the medicine cabinet, Pug. For-
tunately, there won't be any contact work
for several days. You won’t have to miss
any of the fundamentals. Stay away from
fights after thiia"

Jim smiled, “You can count on my
staying away from Greek Leonides,” he
said.

Merrill didn’t seem to hear him. “You
weren't out for freshman football last year.
Your father explained. Accident. Here,
Pug, give me that iodine.” The head coach
took the stopper out of the iodine bottle
and poured the raw disinfectant on the cut.
Jim writhed in his chair,

“Boy, that stimgs!!” he said.

“Probably a good thing you didn’t go
out,” said Merrill. “Wom’t have to un-
learn anything. We start at scratch to-
morrow, Brand-new system. And we're
playing foothall to win. We're going to
put Eastland on the map. Publicity. You
play a big part in my scheme. We've got
no stars., But you’re a name, Son of Buck
Lester , . . Plenty of newspaper space
on that, What position did you play in
prep sclinsoll®”

“[ was an end and not a very good one,”
said Jim.

“No matter,” said Merrill. His conver-
sation sounded to Jim like the barkings

of a rapid-fire gun. “We're going to make
a back of you. Same position your father
played. You've got football in your blood.
We'll make it run hot. No more fights.
No carousing around . . . No special
privileges because you're the president’s
son. Now get home to bed. Two workouts
tomorrow—moiming and afternoon. Need
all the rest you ean get.”

Jim suddenly realized that he had liter-
ally been lifted out of his chair by Merrill
and was being propelled rapidly toward
the front door.

“Wamt me to drive you home, kid?”
Pug Jordan asked.

“Wallking good for him . .
head,” said Merrill.

“Theanks, anyway,” said Jim weakly.
“It’s only a step.”

He was suddenly out on the front porch
and the door had slammed behind him.
He felt a trifle dizzy and it wasn’t entirely
from the effects of Greek Leonides’ beer
bottle,

. Clear his

CHAPTER 111

SON OF HIS FATHER

R. BRUCE LESTER looked at him-

self in the mirror and a wry smile
twisted the corners of his mouth. Half
of his face was still covered with shaving
lather, and on the other half, whieh he
had already gone over, was a little jagged
filek whieh bled profusely. He reaehed
inte the medieine eabinet for the styptie
peneil te step up the eut.

It was idiotic, he thought, that his hand
should be so unsteady this morning. Yet
somehow he wasn’t ashamed of the fact.
Through twenty-five years of struggle,
first as an underpaid instructor, then as
a full-fledged professor, and finally as
president of his own college, he had still
been looking forward to five or six days
in the future. When he thought of these
days he was not thinking as Bruce Lester,
Dexctor of Philosophy, progressive edu-
eator; but as Buek Lester, the greatest
halfback who had ever lugged a foetball
in the Little Ten Conference. Buek Lester
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had had his own moments of triumph and
they had been sweet.

Tihere had been the day when he had
first been installed as a regular in East-
land’s backfield. There had been the day
when he had been first awarded his E,
which he proudly wore on the front of
his sweater all through the sweltering heat
of the summer. There had been the day
when he had made the headlines in all
the big Eastern newspapers by defeating
Yale practically single-handed. There had
been the day when he had been elected
captain of Eastland’s Varsity without a
single dissenting vote. And there had been
the day when he had opened the morning
paper to discover that Walter Camp had
selected him for All-American honors, He
remembered all these days now with a
little stirring of emotion, but at the time
he had taken them more of less in his
stride.

But now, on this tenth day of Septem-
ber, 1938, twenty-five years after all those
honors had been left behind him, he found
that his hand was unsteady and that his
heart was beating a little more rapidly
than usual against his ribs. This was the
day when Jim, his son, would make his
first appearance with Eastland’s varsity
squad.

This was the beginning, Buck Lester
told himself, of a career which would
match his own for brilliance—a career
in which he would take even greater
pride than he had taken in his own. If
he had ever had any misgivings about
Jim's potentialities as a. foothall player,
he had stowed them carefully away. Jim
hadn't been anything very wonderful on
his prep school team, but he had been
young and growing very fast—tall and
thin for his age and apparently lacking
the vitality or energy to give everything
that he should to the game.

But Jim had filled out now, put on
weight. He was ready for the career that
Buck Lester had dreamed of for so long.
The latent ability that Buck Lester’s son
simply had to have would show itself
now!

The president of Eastland College man-
aged to finish shaving without cutting his
throat. He went back into the bedroom to
dress. He was about a half an inch taller
than Jim and a trifle broader. His body
was still flat and trim and well muscled.
Even now, when his administrative duties
permitted, he sometimes donned a football
uniform and scrimmaged with the boys.
He took delight in the fact that he had
been able to wallop a long line of college
golf champions, and that Eastland had
yet to produce a squash player who eould
outlast him on the ecourt. His jaw was
a little squarer than Jim’s, his gray eyes
a little harder; but, like his sen’s, ne
amount of brushing ef the wiry Bblaek
halr, which still showed fe signs of gray,
eould make it stay in plaee.

E STOOD in front of the dressing

table, his big fingers struggling with
the intricacies of a dotted bow tle. He
looked down at a silver frame on the
bureau which econtained a pieture of a
very pretty young weman.

“I still can't tie these darn things*
said the president of Eastland College
softly.

Then he heard footsteps in the hall-
way outside his room. “Hi, Jim.”

“Hi‘!i

“Come in here a minute, will youw?"

“Sure.” The door opened and Jim came
into the room. His unruly black hair
concealed any evidence of last night's ad-
venture,

“I's this damn necktie,” said Dr
Bruce Lester, Ph. D., progressive educa
tor.

“Tihey’re out of style, anyway,” saik
Jim.

“Not according to Esquire,” said Dr.
Bruce Lester. “Besides I never spill any-
thing on themn”

“Maybe I can wangle it from behimd,”
said Jim.

The boy stood behind his father and
worked methodically on the necktie for
the moment. The result might not have
satisfied a Bond Street tailor,
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“But it's the best I can do,” Jim said.

Dr. Lester turned and faced his son.
His gray eyes were very bright. “This is
a great day, Jimm '

“Yes,” said Jim casually, “we’ve had
a wonderful break in the weather latielly.”®

For a fleeting second, Dr. Lester's gray
eyes contracted at the corners. Then he
dropped a hand across his son’s shoulders.
“ILet’s go,” he said. “I could eat a horse
this mormimg”

“I meant to speak to you about thatt*
said Jim drily. “Yow'wve been saying that
for so many years that I think Delia has
taken you literally. Where has she been
buying the bacon lately? It’s certainly not
pig!"

“You won’t have to worry about that
any longer,” said Dr. Lester. “You'll be
having chops or steak for breakfast at
the training table.”

Father and son went downstairs to-
gether into the dining room. The table
was set and a glass of orange juice stood
at each place. As Jim and his father sat
down, the swinging door from the kitchen
opened and Delia appeared carrying a
silver platter with a domelike cover. She
put it down in front of De. Lester and
then stood back, her hands on her hips.
Delia was short and fat and of an inde-
terminate age. She had been Jim's nurse
when he was befi and had kept house
for De. Lester ever since his wife had
died. Her face was always beet-red as
if she had been working ever a het steve.
At the mement her lips were eompressed
and she seemed te Be struggling te eentrel
4 SaVAge {emper.

Dr. Lester looked at his son gravely.
“Brimstone for breakfast agaim,” he said.

“My guess,” said Jim looking thought-
fully at Delia, “is molten lava.”

Della snorted. “You can have your
laugh,” she said, “but it's that paper boy!
He's late again. If T get my hands on
that scalliwag . . .

Jim pushed back his chair. “I’d better
warn him, Father,” he said in the same
grave tone. “We can’t risk the scandal
of a campus murder.”

“You sit down and eat your food,” said
Della. She reached forward and took hold
of the cover on the platter. She removed
it with the gesture of a magician about
to produce a rabbit from a silk hat, and
stood back.

Jim stared at the platter in awe., “My
gosh,” he said, “lwoiled kidneys and
bacom!”

“Seeing as it's your last morning,” said
Delia. “Though why I fuss with you I
don't know.”

“A_l!n@ult the bacon,” said Jim slowly.
u‘l__l

“None of your lip!” said Della. “That’s
the best bacon that money can buy and
well you know it.” She suddenly stiffened.
From outside came the sound of a bicycle
bell. “THrre’s that boy!” she said. She
moved with amazing speed toward the
kitchen door. Just as she reached it, she
turned and flung ever her shoulder, “You'’d
better wait. There’s popovers eorming. If
they haven’t all fallen by thls tima"

Jim and his father looked at each other
and laughed. This same routine had been
going on for more years than they could
remember and if they had neglected it,
Delila would have been deeply wounded.
After a moment she returned carrying a
plate of golden-brown popovers and a
silver coffee pot. The morning paper was
stuck under her arm,. She slapped it dewn
beside Dr. Lester.

“A puncture indexd!” she said indig-
nantly. “In my day, feet were good
enough to deliver papers on!” She whisked
herself out of the room again.

They looked at each other laughing.

S SOON as Dr. Lester had served
the breakfast, he picked up the
morning paper. The Spanish revolution,
the New Deal purge, and the trial of Mr,
James J. Hines seemed to hold no -in-
terest for him. Instead he opened the
paper to the sporting page. The kidneys
and bacon remained untouched on his
plate.
“How did the Yanks do?” Jim asked.
“What? Oh, the Yankees,” said Dr.
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Lester vaguely. “let’s see. They won a
double header from the Browns.”

“I guess theyre in,” said Jim. “Boy,
when that outfit starts to go to town . . ."

“Um,"” said Dr. Lester. He was smiling
faintly. He read with keen absorption for
a moment and then passed the paper
across to Jim. “How do you like those
for apples?” he said.

Jim took the paper from his father and
began to read and as he read, a frown
creased his forehead.

EASTLAND BEGINS FOOTBALL
UNDER NEW REGIME.

CHICK MERRILL IN CHARGE OF LAST
YEAR'S CONFERENCE TAIL-ENDERS

SON OF FAMOUS BUCK LESTER COUNTED
ON TO BOLSTER ATTACK

A new spirit pervades the campus at
Eastland, as its football squad gathers
today at Barkley Field for the first
practice of the year. Hopeless tail-enders
in the Little Ten Conference, the East-
landers are looking forward to better
days under the guidance of Chick Mer-
rill, the new head coaech. Merrill, who
has been ontstandingly successful in the
Middle West, was persuaded during the
sumiier to take over the coaching peri-
felie by D¥. Bruee Lester, President of
Eastland, and eone ef foetball’s im-
mortals himself.

The name of Lester looms large in the
football destinies of Eastland, for among
those who will report to Coach Merrill
at the field today is Jim Lester, son of
an almeost legendary father.

“ It is a little early to make predictions
at this time,” Coach Merrill told your
reporter. “I of course only know about
the members of the squad by reputa-
tion. Apparently Eastland’s greatest de-
fect daring the past few years has bees
the lack of a triple threat back who
eould really go to town, I am hopeful
of finding such a man amongst our
sophoemere players and I don’t mind say-
ing that I think we have a great man ia
Jima Lester, If he is even a shadew of
his fameus father, he will fill the bill fer
s hicah”

Jim looked up from the paper at his
father, still frowning. He didn't bother

to finish the rest of the article which dealt
with the probable makeup of the team.

“That’s laying it on a little bit thick,
isn't it, Dad?” he said sharply.

Dr. Lester smiled indulgently. “You’re
going to make it, Jim, T know,” he said.
“Perhaps Merrill was a little premature
in making such a statement, but he's a
great believer in publicity for developing
local and alumni interest in the team and
—well, you are a name, you know.”

“You mean, you’re a name,” said Jim.
“You know darn well, Dad, I wasn't any
good in prep school and there’s no reason
to think I'm going to be any good now.
As for my turning into a triple threat
back, that's hooey! I've never even car-
ried the ball in a scrimmage.” He pushed
away his plate with an impatient gesture.
“I wish I were all the things you'd like
me to be, Dad, but I'm not and there’s
no use pretendimg.”

The corners of Dr. Lester’s eyes were
crinkled up, but he was still smiling.
“IMEemriill’s a great technician, son. That's
why we've got him here—because he
knows how to teach football. You're
strong and you’re fast and I think Mer-
rill will bring out the talent I know you
have.”

“Darm it all, Dad, T don't even like
the gamed?

“When you begin to click, you'll like
it,” said Dr. Lester. He got up and came
around the table to the side of Jim’s
chair. “Tthere’s something 1T want to tell
you,” he said. “I had a talk with Merrill
yesterday and I—well, I guess I'm as
sentimental as the next fellow, Jim, al-
though some of the boys may not think se.
1 asked him when he was handing eut
the uniforms to let you have Number
Seven.” The doetor laughed a little un-
steadily “You khew, nebedys werd it:
sifiee T used te tete it areund en my baek:
I theught it eught te ge baek ints eirsy-
latien again.”

“But, Dad! T mean—oh, heil”

“I know how you feel, son,” said Dr.
Lester, completely misunderstanding. “But
I'm not worried ‘about Number Seven
going places agein”

The kitchen door opened and Della
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came in. She glared fiercely at the uneaten
popover on Jim's plate. “Wiat’s the mat-
ter? Aren't they any good?” she snapped.

Jim looked up at her. “They're swell,
Della,” he said. “But I—I'm just not

hungry.”
CHAPTER 1V

‘ITLL BE SOMEBODY'S NECK

ARKLEY FIELD and the Barkley
Field House were a recent gift to
Eastland from a wealthy alumus. The
oval concrete stands around the field were
built to take care of much larger crowds
than had ever attended an Eastland foot-
ball game since their erection. Part of
the job of the new coaching regime was
to fill those stands, on seven Saturday
afternoons, because football, greatest of
all amateur sports, has to pay not only
for itself but for all the rest of a college’s
athletics. During the last six years, East-
land had had small chance to attract the
public to its stadium. Watching the home
team take a shellacking ¥=ch Saturday
afternoon is not particularly exciting.
As he walked slowly along the elm:-
lined main street of Eastland, Jim Lester
found a series of catch phrases running
through his brain. “Tihat gem of athletic
architecture nestling in the heart of the
Berkshires,” the newspaper men called
Barkley Field. “Tihe valiant forces of
Eastland fighting gamely but to no avail
on the emerald-green turf of Barkley
Field,” wrote the sports editor of the cel-
lege paper. As he approached the field
house, Jim thought irenically of anether
headline which might soen grase the East
land Daily:

JiM_LESTER. SON OF FAMOUS BUCK LES.
TER. FUMBLES THREE FUNTS, MISSES
SIX -mcxuas AND cAnmEn
SCREAMING ~_ FROM L RARKLEY

Jim’s hands, sunk deep in the pockets
of his brown tweed coat, were tightly
clenched. This whole set-up was cockeyed
and he was the only one who seemed to
know it. Even if he had been really good,

the build-up they were giving him, the
comparison to his father would have been
a tough load to carry.

He remembered how desperately he had
tried when he first went to prep school
to get the hang of the game. He had spent
hours trying to learn to kick; but punts
had a way of sliding off the side of his
foot, or going straight up in the air over
his head, or rolling miserably along the
turf in front of him. He ecouldn’t seem
to get the timing on passes; always under:
shooting or overshooting the mark. He had
studied all the books on football tacties
that he eould get his hands en, heping
to become a brilllant strategist; But the
days of the guarterbaek whe did nething
but think were passed. Newadays the
quarterback was usually a Big Bruiser
whe did the Bleeking fer the team.

He had read about football specialists
whose job was to kick points after touch-
down with mechanical precision. Unfor-
tunately he could neither drop kick ner
place kick with any degree of accuraecy.
“They laughed when I stepped Inte the
Eastland backfield. They didn’t knew 1
had been taking a night eourse with the
International Correspondence Sciuull!

Yes, they were going to laugh,

It wouldn’t have mattered much to
Jim except for the fact that it was almost
certainly going to break Buck Lester’s
heart. Jim knew that he could produce
the Great American Novel tomorrow, that
he could make a million dollars in Wall
Street, that he could be elected President,
and that his father would pat him on the
back and say, “Niice work,” and all the
time be bitterly disappointed that the eld
Number Seven hadn’t gone to tewn agaif.

Well, he had to go through with it!
And he was going to give it everything,
everything he had. Maybe Chick Merrill
was a miracle man. Maybe he could fifid
gold where there’d been only slag before.

THE steps of the field house Jim
hesitated for a second, fighting back

an impulse to turn and run. And then, his
hands still clenched tightly in his pockets,
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a one-sided smile on his lips, he sauntered
as casually as he could into the locker
room. Babel greeted him. Most of the boys
were already getting into practice uni-
forms. And what uniforms! No longer
would the sons of Eastland go through
their afternoon workouts in castoff jerseys
and pants from another year. Pug Jordan
and one of the assistant managers stood
near the door behind a long table on which
the new uniforms were piled. White head-
guards—white jerseys with big blue num-
bers—dark blue oilsilk trousers.

“Hi, kid,” said Pug Jordan. He handed
Jim his uniform. The white jersey lay on
top of the pile, the big seven face up.
“You've got something there” The as-
sistant coach grinned.

“Yeah,” said Jim dully. He had some-
thing all right—the works . ... the busi-
ness!

“Your're sharing locker forty-three with
Conlon,” said Jordan. “Amnd step on it!
The boss will be wanting to start things
in a minute.”

“But Conlon’s a senior,” said Jim.
“Isn't it customary for them to share
lockers with other seniors? I mean . . .”

He looked puzzled.

“The boss is changing all that,” said
Jordan. “Comlon’s varsity quarterback. He
can teach you a lot about backfield play.
The boss wants you hanging around with
him as much as possilble”

Jim’s heart sank. He had a bare speak-
ing acquaintance with Conlon—a short
rugged little redhead who had been one
of the few outstanding players on East-
land's disastrous team the year before.
Conlon wasn’t going to like this arrange-
ment.

Seniors at Eastland were clannish, and
it had been a tradition for years that they
shared lockers with each other.

Jim walked down toward the end of
the room where he saw Conlon sitting
on a bench in front of number forty-three
pulling on his shoes. Jim was uncomfort-
ably aware of the fact that a dozen pairs
of eyes turned in his direction as he walked
between the lockers. All of the players

spoke to him, and he responded feebly.
Not having been out for any team before,
he knew them chiefly by sight and repu-
tation. There was Flash Lucas, the cap-
tain, and a pretty fair tackle; Carl
Crouch, who had been touted as a poten-
tial All-Confierence center the year before
until he had broken his leg in midseason;
there was Cupid Ames, a roly-poly, moon-
faced guard, who was one of the most
popular men on the campus; there was
Bill Barnhardt, who had made history
the fall before by playing two periods
agalnst Marquand with a broken collar-
bone and making abeut seventy-five per-
eent of the tackles in the secondary with
ene arfm hanging limp at his side. There
were MeQuinn and Theepe and Ellls, whe
had been the aee of the freshman squad:

Jim had a sudden sick fgeling in the
pit of his stomach. These men would all
have read the morning paper. They would
all be wondering about him because they
had never seen him on a football field.
By the time he reached the bench where
Conlon was sitting, his knees were
wobbling.

“You use the right-hand side,” said
Conlon without any preliminary greeting.

“Look, I’'m sorry about this,” Jim said.
“You ought to have one of the other
seniors in here with you.”

“Forget it,” said Conlon. “Damill has
an idea there may have been a lot of
cliques on the squad last year so he’s
separated everybody who was together
before.” Conlon laughed. “Tthe only
clique we had was the one in which we
banded together to get our brains beaten
out every Saturday aftermeom.”

“Mzaybe things'll be different this year,”
said Jim.

Conlon’s little blue eyes narrowed as
he looked at jJim. “Mayhe,” he said. “I
read the paper this mormimg.”

Jim's fingers fumbled desperately with
a shoelace. “Thhat was a lot of Hwomgpl?®
he said. “I'wve never played a backfield
position in my life. Tll be the most sur-
prised guy in Eastland if T even make

the squad”
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€onlon’s manner seemed to soften,
“That makes it kind of tough for you,”
he said. “Well, if youre half as good as
old Buck—I mean, your father,” he added
apologetically,

“I call him Buck myself when he's feel-
ing good,” said Jim.

“He’s okay,” said Conlon,

“Yeah,” said Jim. “He's okay.”

“All right, boys, step on it!" Pug
Jordan shouted from the doorway. “The
bossll be ready for you in about five
minutes.”

HICK MERRILL stood in the center
of the group of thirty-five players
who made up Eastland’s squad. He wore
a palr of gray baseball trousers; a gray
sweatshirt and a blaek baseball eap. A
whistle attaehed te a blaek eerd hung
areund Ris neek. There was a mement
of eomplete silenee as he leeked at eaeh
of them with his eeld blue eyes. There
was something ehallenging, almest pelliger-
ent apeut that leek, as if he were daring
them te make any ecemment abeut the
efange in arFangements in the 1eeker Foom;
the new uniferms; eF even Rhimself.

And when suddenly he began to speak
in his clipped, staccato fashion, it was
like a jab in the arm.

“You're as big as the guys you have
to play against. Youre as fast as the
guys you have to play against. Presum-
ably, -you have some brains or you
wouldn't be able to stay in college. That’s
enough to win with! You've gotten into
the habit of losing. You've been going
into games hoping, instead of being certain
that you were better than the other guy.
That won’t do.

“When I get through with you, you're
going to know football. You’re going to
have the plays to win with. If you don't
win, it will be because you haven’t got
what it talked!”

He gave them that cold, challenging
stare again. “Some of you may have some
fancy ideas about where you belong on
this team. You may think you're potential
All-American backs. I may think you're

a second-rate guard and put you on the
scrubs. Some of you may be hot shots
in your fraternity houses. Out here you're
just guys playing football. You won’t hear
any sentiment from me about dying for
dear old Eastland. I've been hired to put
you on the map and that's where I'm
going to put you! We've got to pack this
stadium with people and the only way we
can paek it is By playing heads-up foot-
ball. Eaeh ene of yeu is gelng to play
that kind ef ball ef ge out of here en
youF ear!

“Tere’'re a couple of you who are
campus heroes. On a good football team
there aren’t any herces, The only guy
who stands out from anyonme else is the
mug who doesn’t do his job. Maybe some
of you will catch the public fancy and
get the headlines. If you do, we'll play that
up beeause it’s good publicity and it brings
the erowds. But don’t forget that to me
fe one of you s any mere than one-
eleventh of the team! You'll eat all your
fmeals here at the field house. We've get
a speelal ehef fer yeu. If yeu den’t lke
the feed, yowll eat it anyway beeatise
we knew what’s geed fer yeu.

“Unfortumately, you have to live in
your dormitories or club houses; but
you'll go to bed early and you’ll keep
training. If you don’t, I'll know about it
and deal with you accordingly, Now, If
there are any complaints or guestiens of
bellyaches, let's have tiamnt?”

There was dead silence again while
those cold blue eyes moved from face to
face.

“Tihen, let’s gol Therell be two work-
outs a day—at ten and two until classes
begin. Calisthenics this morning. This aft-
ernoon we'll begin with fundamentals.
You’ll eat youe lunch here at the field
house without changing your uniforms. All
right, Pug, line ’em up!”

There was scarcely any conversation
at all as the group broke away from
around the coach. Jim looked at Erankie
Conlon and grinned.

“Well, anyway,” he said, “calisthenics
are my meztt"



A PUNT, A PASS, AND A PRAYER 24

OM Jim's point of view that morn-

ing workout ended all teo soon. It
was a sort of reprieve for him agalnst the
time when they would all knew the truth
about hifm. He eeuld do squatting exereises
or lie propped 6n his sheulder blades kiek-
ing his feet in the air as well as the next
ene. They were lined Up in military fer-
matien for these exereises and teld o fe-
member their plaees se that there wetld
ge ne delay in geing threugh them each

ay.

After these preliminaries were over the
squad was split up into backs and line-
ment. Pug Jordan took the backs down
to one end of the field. Here they went
through the business of practicing quick
starts—crouching in the position they
would use in waiting for a pass from center
and then, on a signal from Jerdan, ¢harg-
ing forward ten of fifteen yards, hugging
their arms to thelr stomaehs as theugh
they were carrylng the ball. Then they
would eroueh and eharge agalf. They
kept at thls, up and down the field, until
Jim’s tongue was hanglag eut. This was
all right fer him beeause the ene thing
he eeuld dp was run and run fast. Onee
Pug Jerdan leeked at hii and grinned.

“You never developed that speed get-
ting out of the way of trouble,” he said.

But this was finally brought to an end
by a shrill blast of Chick Merrill’s whistle.

They were all to go back to the field
house, relax for about fifteen minutes,
get their first blackboard talk, have lunch,
and then turn out again for the first drill
on fundamentals. Gymnasium mats had
been spread out on the floor of the basket-
ball court and the players were ordered
to lie there at full length without any con-
versation for a quarter of an hour. Per-
haps the others were able to relax, but
Jim could feel the muscles begin to tighten
across his stomach. Soon the real business
of football would begin!

His. thoughts were cut short by another
blast from the coach’s whistle, and the
boys piled up off the mats and crowded
around Merrill who stood in front of
the big blackboard at the end ¢~ the

gymnasium. A series of crosses and circles
had been made on the board. Jim had
seen a thousand such diagrams, but some-
how he couldn’t concentrate on this one.
He kept his eyes fixed on Merrill’s face,
trying to make sense out of what the
head coach was saying.

Eastland had been playing old-fashioned
football for too long a time, was the gist
of it. The game was growing more com-
plex every year. Defensive strategy was
advancing faster than offensive strategy.
In the old days, you could plan an attack
with the certain knowledge that you would
be confronting a seven-man line with enly
slight variations in the secondary defense.

Now you had six- and five-man lines,
shifting to meet the attack. In the old
days, the blockers in front of the ball-
carrier had one set of simple assignments.
Now there must be two or three variations
to their jobs. Where a team once might
have had thirty attacking plays, they
now must have ninety,

Merrill began to demonstrate on the
board the possible variations in the simple,
off-tackle run.

Jim’s mind kept straying away from
those diagrams. You were supposed to
come to college to study—ito get an eduea-
tion. You were supposed to spend at least
five hours a day in your classes. You had
to have at least three hours a day 1o
eat. Foothall practice absorbed anether
three hours, You were expected o spend
at least three hours preparing your elass-
room work for the next day. And if yeu
had to keep ninety offensive assignments
and God knew how fhany defensive as-
sighments at youf fingertips, youw'd Rave
to take at least three heurs te that. And
the boys were suppesed o get at least
eight heurs’ sleep—it said se iA the e6l-
lege eataleg. That added up 8 8 twenty:-
five heur day and didn’t allew far Bull
sessiens; dates, or even stopping {8 light
a elgaretie in the wind.

And you certainly couldn’t call foot-
ball recreation! Tt was sheer hard work.
Of course, there were Sundays, Jim
thought. But if you'd been in a hard game
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the afternoon before, you'd probably
spend Sundays in the infirmary.

“And now, Lester,” Merrill's voice cut
gratingly in on his thoughts, “suppose you
tell us just what your assignment would
be if you were blocking in front of the
ball carrier on an off-tackle slant against
a 5-3-2-1 defense.”

All the color drained from Jim's face
and his throat went dry. “I—’m afraid
I wasn't following very closely, sir.”

“If you men don’t get the gist of things
in these genmeral talks,” said Merrill ad-
dressing the whole squad, “you’ll have
to have special sessions in the evemimgs

Lord, thought Jim, there's a twenty-six
hour day, and still no funl

ERE were quantities of raw carrots

and celery, lamb chops, baked po-

tatoes, great stacks of unbuttered whole

wheat toast, and gallons of milk for lunch.
Jim wasn't hungry.

His place at the table was only a few
feet away from the head coach and he
was aware of those cold blue eyes turned
repeatedly in his direction. Somehow he
managed to stuff down his quota. He
wished that while they had been prac-
ticing those quick starts on the field he
might have kept on running, right out
through one of the exits and far, far away.
Imeediately after lunch, they returned fot
another slesta on the gymnasium mats,

And then at last the moment for which
Jim had been waiting arrived when Pug
Jordan shouted from the doorway:

“All up, now, and on the fibdd?

The other boys moved eagerly, anxious
to get their hands on a football once
more; but for Jim it was the beginning
of a nightmare that was to last for days
and weeks,

There were eight or ten new foothalls
stacked along the fifty-yard line. Some-
body thrust one of them into Jim’s hands,
and he got the smell of fresh new leather
—ithe smell which he always associated
with the drudgery, the misery that foot-
ball spelled for him.

Then it began.

The backs, at one end of the gridiron,
began tossing the ball around to each
other just to get the feel of it. Conlon
and Ellis and Barnhardt and the others
caught and threw the leather as easily
as if it had been a baseball. But Jim,
his arms tense from his shoulders down
to the tips of his fingers which seemed
to stand out rigidly like ten awkward
thumbs, couldn’t seem to get hold of it
at all. From some distant place he heard
someone laughing and saying, “Gee, I
seem to be all thumbs today.” And then
he theught: That was me! I was laughing.
I sald that. And then he wiped the sweat
frem hls face—eold sweat—and raeced
after a ball that had bouneed elumsily
eut of his grasp.

Then they lined up in a row. Jordan
would throw out a ball, send it bounding
loosely along the turf. Each one of them
in turn would spring forward and fall
on the ball, clutching it to his middle.
Each one but Jim, who found that when
he closed his arms around the ball it would
pop away from him as though it had been
greased. Then he would get up and wipe
the dirt from his face and go baek into
line. All the time he was grinning a gfin
that seemed to be frozen there.

Then he and Conlon and Mac Ellis were
selected to kick punts to the other backs.
But after three or four miserable at-
tempts, in which the ball slid off the side
of his foot and went rolling toward the
sidelines, he was sent down to join the
receivers. This was even worse. The high,
twisting spirals that Conlon and Ellis were
sending down the fleld were mueh too
fmueh for him. He did netlece that the
gther Boys weren't doing any tee well
with them, either. After ene inglerieus
fuff, jerdan speke te him for the first
time.

“Takes a few days to get your judg-
ment back on these,” he said. But he was
frowning.

ONLON sent another punt booming
down the field in his direction and
Jim found himself staggering around under
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it like an .outfielder who's lost the ball
in the sun. As it dribbled through his
fingers, he felt a sudden blind and futile
rage at his own incompetence sweeping
over him, He tossed the ball back up the
field and turned away, the hot sting of
tears In his eyes,

But the practice ended on a slightly
better note for him. A session on the
tackling dummy. It was one of the few
things Jim could do. It wasn't like tackling
a man out on the field where you had
to guess which way he was going to cut,
where you had to face a murderous
straight-arm with the fear of failure
clutching at your throat. The tackling
dummy just hung there and took it, He
felt an almost fierce joy as he went racing
down the runway, hurled himself on the
eanvas dummy, wrenched it from its
fastening, and went plunglag with it In
his armsg inte the sawdust plt beyond.

“If you hit 'em like that out on the
field,” said Pug Jordan, “they’ll stay hii¢!

Well, let him think that if he wants to,
Jim told himself.

Finally Merrill’s whistle ended it all.

Jim trudged slowly back into the locker
room, feeling bruised and tired and utterly
discouraged. He realized that somewhere
way in the back of his mind there had
been a tiny hope that perhaps this year
he might not be such a complete frost.
A steaming hot shower followed by needle-
pelnts of cold water, and then by a vigor-
ous rubdown with a rough towel made him
feel a little better. As he was getting into
his elethes in front of the locker, Conlon
joined a him.

“Afiter you've laid off for a couple of
years,” said the redhead, “it takes a few
days to get the hang of things agaim>

“I certainly was lousgy!™

“You got started wrong and tightened
up, that’s all,” said Conlon. “Forget it

Conlon meant to be friendly and kind,
but it was like rubbing salt in an open
wound to Jim. In a day or two the quar-
terback would know that it wasn't just
a matter of staleness. And after every-
thing that he and others on the squad

had been led to believe about Jim's poten-
tialities, failure would be bitterer this time
than ever.

Jim’s one thought at the moment was
to get away for a few minutes by himself,
He wanted to think. Subconsciously he
was groping around in his mind tor some
out—some way to get clear of this before
the final fiasco took place. He hurried
into his clothes and went out of the field
house. He paused outside to fumble in
his pocket for his pipe. He had forgotten
for the mement abeut tralning rules. As
he stoed there he heard his ewh name
spoken by a velee he recegnlized as Pug
Jordan’s. He was standing under the win-
dews that epefed off the head ceaeh’s
effiee:

“Youmng Lester looked pretty bad out
there this aftermoon,” Jordan said.

“Any comment from the rest of the
boys?* Merrill asked sharply.

“They’re reserving judgment on him,”
said the assistant coach. “They think may-
be he was nervous after that build-up in
the newspapers and a two-year layoff.”

“Keep plugging that line,” said Merrill
in his quick, staccato fashion. “If you
have to, play up that row he was in last
night. If he doesn't show anything, we
might keep him under cover for a while—
suggest that he's suffering from a con-
cussion or something. But we've got to
make that build-up stick, no matter how
phoney it is! You know why that old
goat up on the hill chose this year to fire
Harder and hire us. It’s because his whole
life is tied up in that kid’s being a star
for the next three years, He wanted him
to have the best coaching he ceuld get.
It we fall with the kid, it won’t matter
what we accomplich with the rest of the
squad. We'll get the axe. He’ll have to
alibl the boy’s fallure somethow.”

“Yeah,” said Pug Jordan.

Standing under the window, Jim .felt
himself choking with anger. They were
talking about his father! Buck wasn't
like that. He'd be scrupulously fair no
matter what happened. He might be dis-
appointed, but he'd never alibi!
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“We're going to make a football player
out of that kid, Pug, if it's the last thing
we ever do,” Merrill’s voice came through
the window. “Keep at him night and day.
We'll teach him to handle a football if
we have to work with him out there in
the moonlight. It's not hopeless. He's
fast and he's strong and, from what you
say, he's not yellow.”

“You can lead a horse to water,” said
Pug Jordan, “but you can't make a silk
purse out of it

“That kid is going to play football,”
said Merrill savagely, “or be killed tmyingg?

CHAPTER V
DROWN YOUR TEARS

IM heard his own voice coming from a
long way off. “You can’t talk about
Buck that way! Buck isn’t like that, He
wouldn't blame my failure on you.” Then
he ppened his eyes.

It was dark and it took him a moment
or two to realize that he was in his own
bed in the dormitory. From down the hall
came the sound of someone strumming
on a banjo. That would be Cupid Ames.
Jim glanced at the illuminated clock on
his bedside table. It was just nine. Only
half an hour ago he had crawled into
bed, his body aching, his mind going
around in a dizzy, bitter whirl. In that halt
hour of sleep he had gone through a gro-
tesque repetition of the past week. Things
hadn’t followed in thelr proper order be-
cause at the very end he had been stand-
ing under Chiek Merrill’s windew agaif
llstening te that conversation with Jerdan.
And it was his ewn volee sheuting eut in
protest that had wakened him.

That was wrong, because that had been
the beginning of things and at the time he
had said nothing. At the time- he had
walked away to a distant corner of the
grandstand at Barkley Field and had it
out with himself. He had decided then
that he would say nothing. In the long
run it didn’t matter why they wanted to
make a player of him. The only thing that
mattered was to make the grade in some

small way so that Buck would not be com-
pletely disappointed. Some day, when it
was all over, he would tell Chick Merrill
what he thought of him,

That had been the beginning of seven
days of unadulterated helll Tihere had
been no classes to break the grind  of
football. It started with breakfast each
day. His place at the training table had
been moved so that he sat next to Pug
Jordan. He would just be lifting a spoon-
ful of oatmeal to his mouth when Jordan
would say:

“Wiere do you go on K-34 if you're
playing against a seven-man line with a
diamond defense in the backfidiif?”

Jim’s hand would begin to shake and he
would feel his throat going dry. His mind
was a confused mass of circles and crosses
and dotted lines. In that nightmare he
had been through it all again. Chick Mer-
rill's face, very far away, his voice very
faint, saying, “Rumn faster, Lester, fasteat?”
And then that face would draw nearer
like a monstrous close-up on a movie
screen and the volce would grow louder
until it seemed to shatter his eardrums.
“Faster, Lester, jiastort”

Then he seemed to be running, clutch-
ing a ball that weighed pounds—that
seemed to writhe in a kind of human at-
tempt to get out of his cold fingers, A
swarm of Goliaths seemed to be smashing
inte him from all sides—Cupid Ames,
Carl Crouch, Flash Lucas. And then he
would go down on turf that seemed as
hard as concrete and a voice would shriek
in his ear: ~Fumble! Fumble! Funmsitd"

And then a mocking voice that he
couldn't identify with anyonme he knew
whispered in his ear, ‘“Eastland’s little
her@!” That was because Jordan had
spread the story about Greek Leonides.
First the boys had been impressed and
crowded around him to hear about it.
Someone had dubbed him the “Xiller”
and the nickname stuck. Once it- had
sounded friendly and good-natured, but
now, after those dismal days of practice,
it had taken on an ironic note. He re-
fnembered Carl Crouch breaking through
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on a scrimmage play to throw him for a
terrific loss and saying as he got up, “If
you're going to leave your interference
that way, you'll need an escort of G-men
to get amywdiered!”

Then, in the nightmare, he seemed sud-
denly to be very small while the rest of
them were grouped around him in a cir-
cular huddle, peering down at him, and
all talking at once,

“Wihere do you go on B-2 against a
w-w-1 defemss?"

“Tihat was K-7 not K-17! That was K-7
not K-17! You were supposed to go in-
side tackle not outside—imside not out-
side.”

“Wihere were you on that one, Lester?
Where wene you on that ome?”

“Cut in, Lester, cut im!™

“You fathead! You fathezdi"

And then everyone seemed to fade away
but Mac Ellis—Mac Ellis who sneered at
him and said very softly, “Dwes your
father own the papers, Killen?”

In the nightmare Jim tried desperately
to explain to him. It wasn't his fault or
Buck’s that the papers were still referring
to him as a potential triple-threat star.
It was Merrill's doing. But Mac Ellis
didn't seem to hear him. He just kept
sneering and saying, “Dues your father
own the papers, Killen?”

Jim lay there in bed, his eyes closed
very tightly, his fingers clutching the bed-
clothes. He found himself thinking,
“Which is it on K-17, inside or outside
tackle?”" Then very abruptly he sat up in
bed, reached over and turned on the light.

“ILester,” he said in a perfectly audible
voice, “you're going nuts! The hell with
this! The hell with the whole damn lousy
business! You'll make Buck understand
somehow. You'll make him understand
that you've given it all you can and it's
ne use.”

He got out of bed and walked over to
the bureau. He leaned forward and leoked
at himself in the mirror. Over one eye he
had a cut which was covered by a piece
of court plaster. His lower lip was split
and slightly swollen. Mac Ellis had given

him that—with a knee that had come up
sharply in a scrimmage. Maybe it had
been an accident.

Jim spoke out loud again. “Yow're all
through with football, Lester. No more
people shouting at you. No more banging
around. You’re going to have fun. Do you
hear that, Lester? Fun! And right mow!”

YAN'S PLACE was crowded. Ever

since the night Greek Leonides had
been captured there by Federal men,
everyone wanted to hear the story told by
eyewitnesses. Everyone wanted to see the
exact table at whleh Greek had been
sitting. They never tired of hearlng Moen
Marlowe tell hew she had struggled to
free herself frem the Greek and hew a
young eollege bey had sauntered ever afd
taken a peke at him. AMer that the Fed-
eral men had fade their arrest ef the
eharge of attempted murder.

The place was thicker with smoke than
ever and the atmosphere heavier with the
smell of stale beer. The piano player sat
at the upright mechanically banging out a
series of jazz tunes, a cigarette dangling
from the corner of his mouth. Moon Mar-
lowe stood at the bar talking to a plumb-
ing-supplv man from Schenectady about
the now-famous evening. Somebody wedged
his way up to the bar on the other side
of her.

“Hi, Sallp!” said that somebody.

Moon Marlowe turned abruptly at the
sound of her real name. “Well, for Pete’s
sakel” she said. She looked critically at
Jim Lester. “You look as though you'd
been to the wars agaiim."

“I have,” said Jim. “FEwery day since
I last saw you. But the war's over moenw—
finished—aput. . . .’

“fhiis is the kid that took that sock at
Greek Leonides,” said Moon to the plumb-
ing-supply man.

“Say,"” said the man in awe, “I'd like
to shake your hamd™

“Gireat pleasure,” said Jim.

“Say, it must have taken a lot of nerve
to walk right up to the Greek and put the
slug on himi!”
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“If I'd known who it was,” said Jim,
“I’d have double-timed right out the
front door.”

“Oh, surel said the plumbing-supply
man derisively. “Well, I want to say that
if more people like you would stand up to
these yellow rats, pretty soon there
wouldn't be any more racketd”

“Or any more people to stand up,” said
Jim. Then someone tapped him on the
shoulder. It was Ryan, the proprietor.

“I've been waiting for you to come
back, kid,” he said. “Tthe house owes you
a drink. Anything you like, Sky's the
limit. Even champagne, if you want it.”

“You serious?”’ Jim asked.

“Absolutely.”

Jim turned to the bartender. “I would
like,” he said, “four double Scotches,
lined up from right to lefit.”

“Qkay,” said the bartender,

“Wait,” said Jim. “I think I have made
a slight error. Make them triple Sootches
and line them up from left to right. And
I would like to buy Miss Marlowe a dirimik’*

“Whatll it be, Moon?"” the bartender
asked.

“Tihe usual,” said Moon Marlowe. She
was looking at Jim, frowning. “What's
eating you?” she asked,

“I have,” said Jim solemnly, “what are
known as the screaming meemies. The only
way to silence them is to drown them.
They gurgle a little at first but they
finally shut up entirely.”

The bartender put the first triple
Scotch and “the usual” down on the bar.
“Tihe usual” turned out to be a hooker of
rye and a small beer chaser. Jim picked
up his glass.

“I give you a toast” he said. “To
President Lincoln and the freeing of the
slaves! And allow me at the same time
to introduce myself. I am a fugitive from
a chain gang.” He proceed to drink. Moon
Marlowe was still frowning.

“Your're starting on a bender,” she said.

“Sally,” said Jim, “I am starting on
the doggonedest bender in the history of
Eastland. I'm going to enjoy every minute
of it as long as I stay conscious’

“Before you begin seeing double,” said
Sally, “would you mind if I had a little
conversation with you in privates?”

“I am a gentleman,” said Jim. “If
you are a lady in distress, I cannot refuse
you. Remember? But if you've got any
more gunmen you want beaten up, I'd
like to call your attention to the fact that
this is my night off. His Rligtht Off, a. foourr-
bell picture, starring -James Lester and
Sally Browmn.”

“Yaou're coming with me!” said Sally.

“Mhere’s still the matter of three triple
Scotches,” said Jim, and he gestured to-
ward the three glasses which were already
lined up on the bar.

“They can wait,” said Sally. She tugged
at the sleeve of his coat.

“Well, anyway, two of them can wait,”
said Jim. He picked up one of the glasses
and spoke to the bartender. “Guard these,
my friend, as though they were your own
loved one,” he said.

LASS in hand, he followed Sally out
a side door. She led him through the
parking space to a little garden whieh,
ghe explained to Jim, was Mr. Ryan’s pride
and joy. In the renter of the garden was
a small poel. It was a feellsh little poel
with a minlature Japanese bridge spanning
the distanee from the edae te a plle ef
roeks In the flddle. A menstrousleeking
weoden duek floated areund iR the water.
Sally and Jim sat dewn en a Beneh beside
the pesl.
“Nlow, let’s have it,” said Sally.
“Sorry, lady,” said Jim. “I may do
battle for you, but this is my drimk”
“Dom’t try to misunderstand on pur-
pose,” said Sally. “I've seen you in there a
dozen times before. You've never taken
anything stronger than Coca Cola. And
then you barge in tonight talking about
wars and chain gangs, and start trying to
poison yourself, Something’s eating you.
Maybe you’d feel better if you told me
about it.”
Jim laughed. “I've always wanted to
be dragged back from the depths of degra-
dation by a beautiful woman,” he said. He
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took a long swallow from the glass in his
hand and then he said, with a semblance
of seriousness: “Sally, for a long time I've
been doing something that I didn’t want
to do at all—just to please somebody else.
About an hour ago I decided I wasn’t go-
ing to do it any more, I feel very good
about that and I'm celebratiimeg™

“Tell me about it.”

“I don't think you’d understand it,
Sally, in the first place. In the second
place, I'm afraid it would sound like kid
stuff to you.”

“Why don’t you try me?”

Jim drew a long breath. “Did you ever
hear of Buck Lestien?”

“No,” said Sally. “Seunds like a West-
ern star in the movies. Is he a relative of
yours?”

“He is,” said Jim. “Do you know what
to do when you’re blocking in front of the
ball carrier on an off-tackle slant against
a 5-3-2-1 defemse?

“That sounds like hog Latin to me,”
said Sally.

“Tt’s worse than that,” said Jim. “It’s
the essence of all nonsense and futility
in the world! I might add in passing that
it's also a part of the great American
game of football. But, you see, you haven't
the necessary grasp of the essential facts.
You wouldn't understand my little prob-
lem.”

“Why don’t you start over again and
say it in words of one syllable? Maybe
you don't understand it yourselfi

“Ah, but you’re wrong there, Sally, I
do understand it. However, I'll try again
for your benefit. Buck Lester is my father.
He is also the president of Eastland Col-
lege. He was once one of the greatest
football players in the world. He’s been
dreaming for twenty years of the day when
1 would be a great star, too. Unfortunate-
ly for him and for me, I can’t play the
gafe wofth a damn! I've been working
at 1t for a week and I've suddenly come
te the eonelusion that it isn’t worth the
pain. Having come to that comclusion, I
am eelebrating my escape from the chain

gang.”

Sally looked puzzled. “Fowtbail is a
game, isn’t it?” she said.

“That is a very popular misconcep-
tion,” said Jim.

“lhere can't be anything so tough
about just playing a game,’ said Sally.
“Amnd if you're so pleased with your de-
cision, why are $ou taking on these knock-
out drops™’

“THat seems to be a fair question,” said
Jim. “You see, my father’s going to be
pretty well busted up when he finds I've
quit. The rest of the boys on the squad
are going to think I'm pretty much of a
heel, I'd like to forget these things just
for tonight.”

“When you want to forget some de-
cision you've made as badly as that,” said
Sally, “there’s usually something sour
about it. Maybe you're going to feel worse
about quitting than about not making
the grade”

“I was never so glad about anything in
my life,” said Jim stubbornly.

“So you’re trying to forget it as quickly
and as completely as you can!” said Sally.
“If you're so glad to be free of this thing,
why aren’t you sitting in there in the
corner the way you used to, smoking your
pipe, and drinking Coea Cola, and looking
at the people? That's what you like to do,
isn’t it?”

“Yes,” said Jim. And then almost shy-
ly, “You see, I'm going to be a writer,
Sally. I guess people interest me more
than anything else in the worlid.”

“So now that you’re free and you've
made a decision that tickles you pink,
you'’re going to get yourself blind drunk
and not look at anybody, particularly
yourself.”

“You sound like a Sumday School
teacher,” said Tiim.

“Allmost anyone does when they talk
sense,” said Sally. “I don't know amy-
thing about this football racket. Maybe
it’s tough. Maybe it's just as tough as
you say it is. But from the way you're
acting, I think this quitting business is
going to be tougher for you. I never
heard of anyone’s heart being broken
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because somebody really tried and couldn't
make it. It’s only when you don’t give it
the whole works that you start turning the
knife in the wound.” She stood up abrupt-
ly. “Well, I've got to get back in there
and put on my act. You'll pardon me if I
don’t go to your funeral with you.”

Jim sat where he was for a long time
after Sally had gone back into Ryan’s.
Presently he heard the sound of her voice
singing, but he didn't really listen. At
last he got up and started back across the
garden himself. The second drink, only
half-consumed, remained behind on the
bench. He want into Ryan’s and walked up

to the bar. The two triple Scotches were
still waiting there for him. A crooked
little smile twisted his lips as he spoke
to the bartender.

“Tere must be some poor families in
the neighborhood who'd enjoy having
those,” he said, indicating the drinks. “Will
you attend to the matter for me?"

Then he turned away and went across
the room to a table where Sally was sit-
ting with a couple of customers,

“So long,” he said casually,

“YWhere are you going?”’ she asked him.
- His grin was a little twisted,

“Back to the salt mines,” he said.

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK

Cow Jumps Over Moon

OW history has been made in the Nonthwest. Just recently a Jersey out
there jummped over the moon—amd if you’ll be a little patient, you'll
believe it. Whmnever a cow produces more than one thousand pounds of butter-
fat in a year, she is referred to, in dairy circles, as having “gome over the
moon,” In fact, they hang out a flag about it at the Ammrican Jersey
Cattle Club.

The cow in question—name of Sybil Tessie Lorna—prodhed 1,020.5
pounds of butter-fat in ten momths, thereby breaking not only the Jersey
but the all-brezdl record as well.

Wi, this Lorma really executed a remarkable triumph. The record-breaking
amount of butter-fat came from 17,121 pounds of miik. If you are interested
in statistics, that is equal to 3,400 pints of fifty percent cream, to 2,652
pounds of American cheddar cheese, or to 7,472 quarts of ice cream. And
all done, remember, in ten momths. The Amwrican Jersey Cattie Club is in a
great hi-diddle about Lorma’s feat.

—idbbett (Gmorge

Many Never Sus ect
Cause Of Backaches

This Old Treatment Often Brings Happy Relief

Many sufferers relieve nagging backache
quickly, once they discover that the real eause
of their trouble may be tired kidneys:

The kidneys are Nature's chief of tak:
ing the excess acids and waste out of the bloed.
Mostp=aple passabout 3 pints a day or about

% Frequent or %@aﬂty passages with simarting
and bBurning shews there may be something
wrong with your kidneys or bladder-

An excess of acids or peisens iR your bloed,

when due to funetional kidney disorders, may
be the cause of nagging backache, rheumatic
pains, leg pains, loss of pep and energy, getting
up nights, swelling, puffiness under the eyes,
headaches and dizziness. -

Dont Widit! Ask your druggist for ‘Doan’s
Rifls, used sueeessfully by millions for ever 40
years. They give happy relief and will help the
18 miles of kidney tubes flush eut peissneus
waste from your d. Get Doan's H(Agi.m



He was something
to write home about
wddthat tyee

Tyee Man

By JACK PATERSON

It was one fish in half a million,
and worth exactly half a million
to one man

OU need to know Tumble River,

that strange outdoors madhouse

where only two things are of conse-
guence—fish, and market reports. It's an
evergreen paradise of wildly swirling tide
changes and the piscatorial mecca of for-
eign kings and current Hollywood sensa-
tions, where the money-bored spend
August and September each year proving
te the outer world that while certain sports
fiay tend to mold a brotherhood of man,
eampetitive fishing ehooses to remain com-
petitive fishing:

A slice of mystery metal six inches by
two might seem natural enough precipi-
tating a panic in Wall Street steel, par-
ticularly in the face of present world

scufflimg; but for that same trinket, when
not tailing ninety feet of salmon line,
to lie snug in the pocket of a blue flannel
shirt domiciled in a tent on far-off Van-
couver Island in Canada might seem just
a bit incongruous.

The shirt, in this case, belonged to Fitz-
maurice, being about the one thing J. J.
Creighton had not grabbed, but Old Fitz
walked into the Tyee Club office that
bright September morning as if he never
had lost the $10,000,000. That is, while
he nodded to former friends lounging
there. The pay-off came when he reached
the desk.

“I would like,” he said calmly, “a job
as fish guide.”

Every eye jumped to attention, startled,
yet obviously awaiting some further word.
It came, Fitzmaurice examined a display
of cohoe flies and tyee rods and tackle
behind the rough board counter, then

29
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turned to Damiels, the sharp-faced secre-
tary who made club rules his code of life.

“Later,” he told Daniels, “I may do
some fishiimg ™

Ah-h-h! It was a silent, gloating chorus,
A guide faded through the doorway; feet
swished in loose gravel. In two minutes
the whole camp, from the Honolulu woman
with the four Pekinese to the kid who
serubbed the boats, would know that
Reginald Fltzmauriee was back to attempt
recapture of world-wide club supremacy
frem his fermer friend and erstwhile be-
trayer, James J. Creighten, New York
steel tyeeen:

At that moment Creighton’s half-Siwash
guide, Simon Pete, passed the office door
bearing slender rods and tackle kit, Men
gathered there within the four walls hung
with totem-designed Indian sweaters and
timber-wolf pelts for tourist sale, waited
in morbid hepe. Crelghten was new on his
way up frem the float; here the two must
meet.

All knew the story. For eight summers
they had seen the white Fitzmaurice
family yacht lie there in the strait below
Seymour Narrows with Creighton’s black
and gold pirate craft; they had seen the
children of the two men run wild, play
and fish together like young Indians. For
seven seasons Crelghton had copped the
eoveted hener of Tyee Mam but the
gighth Old Fitz tesk a 67-peund buek
salmen with light red fer the elub reesrd,
and a menth later wakened sne meraing in
Chieage to find himselt eleaned ts the
piping tuRe of $14,000,000, just four
millies mere than he had.

Members had watched the pirate craft,
its rival thus neatly disposed of, twice
return alone. Last year Creighton had
muffed, but a week ago he had confounded
law-of-average statisticians by tying -to
the ounce the Fitzmaurice record. The
world had heard of it, and here was Old
Fitz, tall frame a little more sagged,
pleasant mouth not quite se firm, but
with a new glint abeut blue-gray eyes.

So it was that a stir went through the
crowd followed by a ripple of broad a’s.

ALRYMPLE of the Indian Army,

fifteen straight summers a visitor,
was blithering abeut the merits of cohoe—
oA fly of eourse. “Sport,” he spouted,
loose-hung jowls aflafe with too-frequent
earlier sippiags ef het rum frem a thermes.
“Tom fish yesterday. Fight like the devil
these ten-peunders. Sperl.” His left eye
felled grotesquely. “yee? M@iﬂiﬂg& yes.
E\fz@ﬂiﬁgg gentlaman—c<onoe.”

C@Bn@e, hellll” James J. Creighton
stamped in and stood spraddled, a huge
man clad in khaki duck, purple face
topped by a white yachting cap. ““Tackle
a fish your own size, General. I got one
today nearly that. Just under sixty. Ha?
First thing 1 know I'll be breaking—"

He stopped, seeing Old Fitz. Pebbly
gooseflesh stood up along a jaw suddenly
blue. James J.’s hand came out.

“fello, Reg,” he said thickly. “Surprise.
Didn’t see the Efsie Daze come up. Family
here? Ha?”

“Car and trailer.”
casual. “Just Marilyn.”

“Mearilyn? Ha! Jay Junior will like
that. He’s on the Ultra. Finished college.
Did well. Always has.”

Fitz nodded, one cormer of his mouth
quirked in quiet amusement. The others
had fallen silent; the big man sensed it
and broke for new ground.

“Thailer, you said? Come and see some-
thing real. Best on wheels.” He steered
Fitz out, Fitz went. The faint smile
stayed.

They crunched up steep gravel flanked
with whitewashed stones toward cabins
tucked in green velvet woods. J. J. paused
for breath and turned, words rasping his
throat.

“Glad to see you’re in again, Reg. Like
old times, ha? Must come aboard. Ultra’s
due back from Alaska tonight; $250,000
a year to operate, may as well keep her
moving. Guests you know. Ha? That's
why 1 got this trailer. Office and secretary
right with me. Male of course. Ha!” He
offered a ecigar, replaced it In a breast
pocket when Fitz refused, and swallowed
with faint anxlety. "Steel, Reg?”

Fitzmaurice was
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For a moment Fitzmaurice failed to an-
swer, He was seeing a picture, blue, green,
white, and empty; blue water, the smooth
green of Cannery Cove Island a mile
beyond, white snow peaks of distant main-
land mountains, an empty spot where
the Elsle Dee might have been, Familiar
sights and sounds erowded upon him, a
rusty Alaska frelghter pounding north
agalnst the tide, the elatter of small boats
being dufmped and handled en the float
direetly belew them, ehopped speeeh of
guides gutting the merning eateh, the
sharp swerl of deglfish fighting fer the
pal.

“Ha? Steel, Reg?”

Fitzmaurice sniffed the sea breeze, sweet
and fresh as mild caviar.

“Oil,” he said.

“Ha,” J. J. led on and seconds later
pointed. “The Goldem Chrysaliss. Best
thing on wheels anywhere. Had to be.
You know me, Reg. Ha?"

The trailer was half as long as a pull-
man, sleek and sinuous to the eye, finished
in that dull gunmetalish gilt that glows
warmly alike in sun or in such deep shade
as now canopied it. A litter of tools and
metal cuttings lay about on the ground.
Two men were at work on the trailer
roof.

“New skylight,” J. J. grunted. “Ten
thousand to a designer, $40,000 to a
builder, and dingy as a dungeon. Sky-
light can't be done satisfactorily they say.
Ha! Flew three experts out from Detroit.
Costing me plenty, but I'll show 'em! Ha?
Come in.”

Fitzmaurice had seen trailers. He
stacked everything he had seen in heaps
of ten, and J. J. still had them topped.
One end for his secretary, the balance
office, With the new skylight the Golden
Chrysaliis was a marvel of brightness.
J. J. was proud of it. Old Fitz listened
lofig, and refused a drink. As they stepped
outslde the smile elung to his mouth.

“WWhere's your traillen?’ J. J. demanded.
“LLike to see Marilyn. Take- you both
aboard the Ultra tonight. Ha? What oils
you in, Reg®”

Eitzmaurice faced him. The gray eyes
were sober, set for the change he knew
must come over that blotchy face.

“Just oil. I run a gas station in the
mountains. Colorado.”

Creighton swayed a little forward. He
fumbled uncertainly for a cigar, bit an
inch from its wrong end and seconds later
discarded the ragged result as speech re-
turned to him in lumpy phrases.

“You—you mean you—?" Ha? Ha

“I'm managing a vacation with pay
by guiding here. Marilyn's cooking for
me.” Fitz paused as J. J. goggled with
horror, “It’s the third tent along Guides’
Beach, We'd—"

“Guiding!” J. J. mopped oily sweat
from a pinkish bald head. “Great God!!™
he croaked, and escaped into his gilded
trailer palace.

E fleet had been out only twenty
minutes next morning when the first
strike came. Kreel Kreel! Kre-e-e-ee<w!
The sound of the screaming reel ecut
through the wavering early mist against
a- background medley of thumping oars,
blekering gulls, and the lowered volees of
wariily muffled beat oeccupants hunched
on swivel seats. At onee nearby lines
were retrieved while parties veered off,
guldes pulllng strongly. A lene beat
headed for the epen strait where man and
fish might fight their battle ef heurs free
frem shelving bar ef fleating kelp.
Like the crackle of wireless word flew
throughout the seventy boats.
“Daiirgmple. Big one. New Pidcock
spoon must be a kil
Kre-e-¢ewwed! A boat with a shriek-
ing woman spun like a chip, was half
towed out to sea. Silence settled. Figures
sat erect now, guides churning lightly at
glugging oars. In turn they circled up and
back to cut the edge of the tyee hole,
deep, close inshore . . .

A crowd was at the weighing dock when
the morning’s flurry ended, summoned by
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an unusual display of bunting on the white
flag arm. Seven times the red flag had
gone up, four times the blue, twice the
white, proclaiming fish weights in the
30s, 40s, and 50s, to capture bronze,
silver, and gold Tyee Club buttons.

Now the lanyard sagged with the pull
of all three colors. A diamond-pin salmon
had been taken, a silver monster in the
60s. And beneath, seeming to flaunt the
rakish Ultra dawdling at anchor far up
the Narrows, fluttered a Union Jack de-
noting nationality of a member who this
day had broken the club’s all-time record.

The king salmon hung from the scales,
a rope hitch about its tail, a redfaced
Dalrymple posed beside it for photo-
graphs, impatient, the reason for that im-
patience clutched in a hairy right hand.

He brandished the empty thermos. “Neo
speech, dammitt!” he shouted. “Neot a
syllable. Gurgles speak louder than words,
gentlemen. I repeat—Cabin Fourteem.”

People straggled in chattering groups up
the ramp and along the sandy slope beach.
Guides pulled their boats clear of the
water and followed.

E float seemed deserted to slapping

waves and snowy gulls until a youth-

ful male voice came from the depths of

a black and scarlet speedboat moored
there.

“Apoplexy, darling, is what James J.
Creighton will have when he sees that
69 chalked up on the weighboard.” Jay
Creighton Jr. paused. “Womnder what's
keeping him? Must have landed that fish
by now.”

Marilyn Fitzmaurice stirred. The top
of a brown head showed. “By sitting up
with the glasses we could see.”

“And spoil everything. No. You haven't
said when yet.”

She sighed. “I'm an innocent girl, but
what would everyone say? That I came
hack here to recoup the family losses”

“Tihey’d be wrong. If T marry you I'm
cut adrift like a gangrened arm. He told
me last nighit”

“Afiter he found Pops was guiidings”

Jay nodded. “It irks him to be tied
with a guide, as it were. One of the best
Jimmy J.—when he's top dog.”

He leapt up at the thump of oarlocks.
“Holy Henry! He’s right on us.” He mo-
tioned her down and stood there in whites
and sleeveless, blue-striped sweater, brown
arms rippling with long muscles, hair
crisp, dark, carelessly wavy. He flicked
a hand in salute to the incoming boat and
swung about,

“Wait till he sees that 69 on the board.
Hell hath no—"

“Jay! Get me out of here!” Eyes that
matched the sea’s blue were big in earnest.
Navy slacks and jumper showed active,
slenderish curves as she moved.

He dropped beside her, took her hands.
“Kiitling out, Maril, no matter what hap-
pens I'm not letting you go again. I'll
tell him today. Right now. Here—humny.”
A soft mouth was on his.

It was a pleased J. J. Creighton who
stepped to the plank float. “Hello, Jay!
Kept you? Ha?” He turned "quickly.
“Wait, Simon, I'll give you a hand with
that.” He helped the surprised Breed with
the boat. “Who’s that—Marilyn? Ha?”

“We've been making plans,”’ Jay Junior
gambled. “Permanent ones’

“Plans? Good!” He strutted to meet
her, ruddy face beaming. “Sweet enough
to kiss. Ha? May I? Ha! There, my dear.”

“You going out to the Uléra, or coming
ashore, Dad?” Jay’s husky shoulders were
valiantly hiding weight figures on the
board, With quick inspiration he motioned
her toward the speedboat, adding, *“I'm
taking Marilyn out to see Mothey.”

“Ashore. Be out later. Work to do—e
and play. Ha, Simon? Ha?"” Simon's beady
eyes set in burnt copper gleamed, J. J.
jerked a thumb. “Stand clear of that
weighboard, son. Think I can't see a flag
signal? There’s a new record in the sixties,
What weight? Ha?”

“Sixty-nine and fourteen ounces.” With
Marilyn, Jay Junior dived for the boat.
He had it clear, motor purring, when
Creighton Senior strode to the dock edge.
Creighton Senior was grinning.

I A—19
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*Meant to surprise you later. If T don't
get out take a peek through my Moccner
Specials at the flag staff. Ha? Hear me?
Hap”

“And see what?” Jay yelled above the
motor.

“Old Glory instead of the Jack.” James
J. expanded to the limit of his ample
khaki coat and flicked a proud hand. “I
just landed the daddy of 'em allt™

TZMAURICE was balanced on a

log, noting carefully each wobble of
the six-inch flash of metal he was testing
when James J. Creighton pleked his way
over the driftwood tangle edging shacks
and tents along Guides’ Beaech. Fitz un-
hooked the spoon, wiped salty drops from
it with a handkerchief and placed it in
a breast pocket.

“IMbessage from the Ultra.” ). J. paused
to wait for his breath which at the meo-
ment had strength if not vitality. “Mari-
lyn’s aboard for dinner. Young crowd this
jaunt. Shell fit in well. Great pair, Jay
and Marilyn, ha?"

Fitz nodded. “I have thought so.”

J. J. ran fingers nervously along the
double row of Tyee Club buttons adorn-
ing a soft doeskin belt and glanced up.

“I wasn't myself yesterday, Reg. Lot
on my mind.” Wish you'd just forget it.
Hap”

“You did act a bit like a spoiled kid.”

“Senseless. Senseless.” J. J. produced
his favorite conference frown and sat
upon a smooth log. “How’d you like
back in, Reg? I can fix it, finance it. In
no time at all you’d be—"

“No thanks.” JBlue-gray eyes glinted.
“Some friend using information confided
in him would probably just clean me
again.”

J. J. gulped at that one. .“Now see
here—" He rasped his throat and settled
to it. “Tihere’s no mest—"

“IListen, J. J.” Fitz slowly lit his pipe.
“I want you to understand something.
I'm happy. So is Elsie. I've learned how
to sleep nights and I like it. I'm glad
Jay and Marilyn still hit it off.”

2 A—19

“They do. You bet they do.” J. J. was
more than affable. "Skame to see them
apart. No reason they should be. Ha?
We've had our differences, Reg. Let's
forget 'em. Ha? Life's a matter of luck,
some up, some down. But luck, Ha»"

Eitz still eyed him. “Like fishing. What
did it weigh, J. 3.2

“Weigh?” J. ). jerked up. “Oh, so
you've heard, ha?” His ruddy face glowed,
his chest came out. “Just an even seventy,
Reg. A fish that weighed seventy pounds.
No club button designed for it yet. I've
suggested a fishhead set in diamonds. Buy
it myself, of course, Ha? Some fish, Reg.
Ha?”

“Luck again,” Fitz observed dryly.
“Tyee Man Creigintiom ™

“Riight,” J. J. chuckled. “Not happy
unless I am. Well, I can afford to be.
At that, money doesn’t count in fishing.
We have our different tackles, spoons,
gadgets, but after all it's luck, Reg. Ha?"”

“You missed one item.” FEitzmaurice
puffed slowly at his pipe. “A smart guide
makes a difference. All the differemee, he
added.

J. J. sensed an inference and bloated
with quick indignation. “Whatcha mean?
Ha? Ha?”

Fitz removed his pipe and stood. “I
mean you've developed into what the
guides call a fish-rat, Creighton. I had
a hunch when you tied my record; that’s
why I came. You didn't mean to strain
the law of averages; you meant to be four
ounces over my 67, It was Simon blun-
dered that time.” He paused as Creighton
stared. “You took a big fish this morn-
ing, but flags ashore and your own boat
scales told you it wasn't quite big enough.
You needed a 70-pounder to be sure, That
Siwash of yours fixed it as he did the
other, with four-ounce lead weights from
his tackle box.”

Creighton swallowed slowly. “You’re
crazy,” he managed. He removed his
yachting cap and wiped his pink head.

“I was purposely out there alone,”
Fitz carried on. “I still have the binocu-
lars you gave me years ago. Mowmer Spe-
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cials. Good ones. Best in the world, you
said.”

Creighton had staggered to his feet.
Purple veins swelled at his throat. “You
lie—you—you—" His voice was a whis-
per.

“fll tell you the rest,” FEitz continued
evenly. “There was a difference in the
scales. You discovered it before the weigh-
man came down. More lead wouldn't do;
someone might be watching. Instead,
Simon washed the fish off and took it
to the beach tripod for photographs. Be-
tween photographs Simon lowered the
catch and turned it for a new angle. Dry
sand that elung to the wet fish made up
the differenice, Creighton. The weighman
didn’t look for anytbing like that, Why
should he? This s a sporting club.”

There was silence for a long moment.
J. J. spoke in a hoarse croak. “Whatcha
going to do about itt?”

Eitzmaurice shrugged. “Omn account of
Marilyn and Jay Junior, nothing. Except
to go out and get a bigger fish than yours.”

“Hell!” J. J. regained face then. “They
don‘t come any bigger.”

Fitz poked at his pipe without haste.
“A fish I took this morning on Old Galvo,
a spoon I designed and made, weighed 71
pounds.”

Creighton’s mouth gaped at the corners
like that of a spent tyee. “Wihere is itt?”
he choked out. “Whatcha do with it?"

“It’s over there.” Fitz nodded toward
Cove Island, a mile across the strait.
“You're safe enough for one day. Being
only a guide,” he added, “I sold it to
a cannery boat for eight cents a poumd.

TZ was abed when Marilyn came.

He heard them say goodnight, sev-
eral fitfied% ¥IRMIiSAY HRSHNHNGn SEYe
gfafelimes, saw the light flash on in the
tra}'bﬁds! Awake?” She came to the tent,
waL §RkyVBEGde HIE N VG CedEBE:
wEg e FHtHY s PERMISa ke, 9ly, VIS mbRHEF,
AnYer PRI Wiy aWere’ ralif RRIESY
8Hg!nPauI|ne—they were grand. Every-
Onf“‘f"m glad, 'Lyn,” he said.

R l1ahink Yiarfi6d 52%he found his

"We're being married." She found his

hand. “In one month, It's all arranged.
Big game hunting in the Caribou Hills,
then Honolulw.”

“Did you tell J. J.2” Fitz queried.

“He knows. Jay told him, and he kissed
me, amd—"

“When?”

“This morning. When he came in from
the eddies. Why?”

Fitz hesitated. “I’m afraid that unless
Jay is prepared to pull his own oar, you'd
better forget it all, you two.”

“Goose!” She laughed. “Mir. Creighton
was grand! Anyway, Jay’s not helpless”
She rose.

“Good,” he told her slowly, “for be-
tween J. J Creighton on one side and
your own paternal failure on the other,
strange things may be about to happen.
Goodnight, Chick.”

E three days following will long be
talked of at the Tyee Cliub. That first
moraing Fitzmauriee brought in the only
big fish, a 64-pounder, with the eaft an-
neuneement: “Taken oA Old Gale.”
Guldes stared. “Galve—galwanized.” they
mused later, and went aboeut eamp ship-
ping and testing speons ef that material:
The second morning Eitz had three
fish, the largest of which strained the
scales, and the credence of onlookers, at
an even 72.

“What’s this!” A purple countenance
under a white yachting cap shoved its
way through the crowd to Daniels. “What
kind of a club is this? Ha? Guide taking
record fish to sell a cannery! Are we
crazy? Ha? Ha?”

The secretary faced him coolly. “Ciub
Rule 21 allows a guide to test new spoon
designs. FEitzmaurice is testing an ‘Old
Galvo', so regjisttened]”

“Ill contact committee members—Sir
John in England, Goff in Vienna. I’ll stop
this fish slaughter if it costs me $50,000
in cables”

Creighton whirled about. Marilyn Eitz-
maurice stood, wide-eyed, in his path.
He brushed her aside without a glance,

She was with Old Eitz when they came
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in the third morning, both exhausted.
Word had preceded them from the eddies.
For hours the Fitzmaurice reel had
screeched and wound in turn, the girl
rowing like mad to follow, saving precious
feet of line that at times thinned down
to scant winds on the spool. Three miles
along the Narrows the battle had ended.
Now, each to an oar, they drove with
frantic haste for the landing.

Already there was excitement ashore.
That morning a fresh run of big tyee
had found the river mouth. Days later,
after biding their appointed time in food-
less irritation before going wupriver to
spawn and fertilize, their color would be
dark, their girth from five to seven pounds
less; but now they were fat, full weight,
a gleaming silver in color, Boats had
reaped a sportsman’s harvest. Creighton
and his guide had six,

The six were being checked when Fitz-
maurice and Marilyn reached the dock
with a hurried shipping of oars. A monster
salmon, the ultimate in streamlined
beauty, lay in their boat bottom. Badly
gaffed, it was bleeding steadily, every slow
trickle a loss in weight.

“Clumsy me.” Trembling, Marilyn
clung to Jay Junior. “I—I was all in, 1
guess.” She sensed a sudden bickering
about her. “Let’s get away, Jay. Please”

The bickering came from a group de-
manding that the big fish be given prefer-
ence at the scales. Creighton snapped one
word: “Rulimgy”

Daniels complliced.. “Nomber 11.
Weighed in order as brought ashare™

Simon Pete took his time. Beady eyes
grew more somber at curt remarks from
watchers. General Dalrympie strode up,
left eye rolling.

“I say, Creighton,” he blustered, “must
you be such a damned stickler for regu-
lations? The brute is losing tons, can't
you see? Probably a record fish. Why not
give way, old man? Why nott?”

Creighton ignored him. Fitzmaurice
stood quietly by. “Old Galvo,” he an-
swered repeated queries. Simon Pete
scowled and became slower.

Their final fish was at last weighed and
listed. Willing hands boosted up the other.
Necks craned and eyes clung as the beam
tilted, steadied. A hush fell.

“Seventy-four pounds, six oumoed"

Creighton’s roar was louder even than
the applause. “Commercied!?

“Not at all.” Damiels drew himself up
authoritatively. “Mr. Fitzmaurice is a
registered member.”

Creighton spun about. “Since whem?"

Daniels hesitated and looked at FEitz
who nodded permission.

“Mr. Fitzmaurice is paid up for eight
years,” Daniels stated.

“Ha? You weasel-faced fool, a guide
can’t take a button fishi”

Danmiels stayed calm. “The guide license
was transferred to his.daughter last night.
The change was posted on the public
board as under Rule 14. Mr. Fitzmaurice
is holder of a new, and I might say,
splendid, club record.”

ERE was sudden silence. J. J.
Creighton fumbled for a cigar, broke
it inAREOPYBMBIRTedont afﬁﬁ?rhl%o'ﬁ
ie iRuthed Pregsss clawdedniad oy Niftesd
stw Reghald&) STOKE t10aEEa VY rufRd
gPBna SRR R I0RG o Slanta S HIBRES
WhEAMOFO RN ARERIEPREH S A PEY
YilisRq ¢setabionityaalaee, about and re-
turpnd beifacesd '5?”3%'%%& jaw showed
sndpe AUEIIBESS @le Nis,Riddhls v shoved
FRRA ARG tdherairadied RtaRms NiS
gt oINARCE fo w%rx?tShy&?r?Hchthﬂ‘ g
oﬁl&zemﬁeﬂﬁe want you to act as my
'E'ﬂed the gard lines under the

Z Fyastidbe ARIoRit 1Res “r%%ré
\%%e Wit U G2 o MV Ro U I FRY
E¥ERed GT hiS R, 1oy S5 v DR g Rindby
BBENYedlls MSHD OFé%HmXé’d’;‘ VJF h%ﬁn?%

[BfloWiR - rehtSRIRERS P Be g i
é’leymstatement I'll be ing

My,

SI ng gcs

Lé“? rsomeone who can

oc

czc:n:"
mia
o
t'D

1Ima

FoNI L Rytter ﬁ’@atess
¢ gestied |

ﬁ&lth%@et 'é o't_ker 1n'a1c . owd.
fient s the .other icated, 'the crowd.
1o Bell"with them. They’ al Now any-
0 with them. The e{ now. an
way. nows ing ~arou g
3

er
nows everything aroun



36 ARGOSY

Fitz thoughtfully lit his pipe. “The
season for big fellows won’t last much
longer—"

“I know all that—$100 a day—$500.
Ha? How about it? Ha?"

Eitzmaurice stirred his pipe bowl with
a match end. “A tihousandi)

The heavy jaw came out. “Riglntd™

“For five days—"

The big head nodded.

“Rﬁght! »

“And,” Fitz added softly, “use your own
spoons and tackle.”

Creighton’s face was dyed a deeper
purple as he bellowed: “Watcha think
I'm paying you $5,000 for? Ha»"

“Five thousand won’t buy old Galwe.*
Fitzmaurice smoked calmly.

Creighton shrugged. He subsided and lit
a cigar. “All right. What pries??

The crowd about the weighboard stood
like wooden figures with prominently
painted eyes. Eitzmaurice slowly pursed
his lips.

“First,” he said, “Ill remind you that
in all Tyee Club history only three fish
over 70 pounds have been taken, all of
them on my spoom.”

“Mostly Tock

“Tnue—lluck in finding the right com-
bination. Guides spend years striving for
a spoon that will tantalize the big ones,
make them strike. I've got it. Old Galvo.
The last three mornings I*ve proven that.”
Fitzmaurice paused. “You know markets,
Me. Creighton, the value of supply and
demand.”

Creighton gestured impatiently. “How
much for the spoom?” he rasped.

“One hundred thousand dollars—if
you’re putting it on the market for other
people.”

A crowd murmur rippled and died. J. J.
stiffened. “Amnd for my personal use only?
Ha?”

“That,” Fitzmaurice said cooly, “will
cost you 3$500,000.”

“Great Ommmippotentt—"

“Sole rights to Old Galvo and source
of material,” FEitz added. Back of him
people babbled openly.

Creighton purpled dangerously. Pre-
liminary croaks heralded speech.

“You fool,” came gratingly at last, “I've
offered you a break, trying to help you
out.” He lowered his voice. “Now we're
through. The young ones—all of us, un-
derstand? Fimisteed ™

Sputtering, blind with fury he turned,
almost colliding with his personal secre-
tary hurrying to him,

“New York calling,” that menial
blurted. “Urgent, sir. On the trailer wire—
the Chrysalis wire,” he hastily amended.

“iHad””’ Boots crunched in gravel. Stout
legs pushed uphill like twin pistons driven
by a dangerous head of steam. The door
of the golden trailer slammed.

Tt was just ten seconds later that afore-
mentioned hell tore loose in Wall Street.

T WAS more than an hour later that
Reginald Fitzmaurice approached the

Golden Chrysalis. From within he recog-
nized the throaty roars and short barks
of J. J. still on a rampage. The camp
swarmed with talk of how Creighton was
handing 1t out. Wikes and radiophones
buzzed and blatted as distraught men,
here and remote, erawled to the steel king
in his gelden ecastle, pleadlng witheut
pride and later witheut hope. Already, Fitz
fieted, the Ultra had up-anehered aceerd-
ing te orders and gene, Jay Junief with
her. Thowmght ef MarilyR’s tears during
the past heur made his meuth Rharden.

The tumult that was Creighton abruptly
died. Fitz opened the door and entered.

From behind his desk James J. glared.
He jerked a pinkish head. Fitz took the
chair indicated.

“Jacobs!" The secretary left. Creighton
sat back and studied Fitzmaurice.

“I sent for you because I have news.
T've been doing some arranging, Reg.
In three days I can have you back where
you were. All for the small matter of a—"

“Sorry, J. J., Fitz cut in. “As T told
you before, I'm not interested. Lazy?
Crazy? Call it what you will. I prefer
to be as I am, Old Galvo is still available
at the price guoted.”
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Creighton’s hand cut the air with a
sharp sideways gesture. “Your damned
spoon isn’t worth thatt!” he snapped.

“Strictly a matter of angle,” Fitz
agreed, and rose. “Tree record fish in
as many days, with more to come—”"

“§it down.” Creighton’s huge hand
chose a ready check, slid it across the
desk. “There is is,% cool half million.
You,” he taunted bitterly, “were perfectly
happy. Ha? Money meant nothing to
you. You could sleep nights. Ha?”

Eitzmaurice glanced at the check. “That
still goes. This is for Marilyn and Jay.
The way we've trained them they'll need
money.” Blue-gray eyes held steady. “I
bad a time persuading Jay to go with
the Ultra, Of course I wasn't certain about
you and Old Galvo so couldn’t tell them.
Now I can wire Jay to walt in Seadtle”
He flicked the cheek. “This is thelr wed-
ding gift.”

“Ha? Ha?” Creighton was up, arms
rigid. “Wihy—tthe pup! He won't get a
dollar.” He yanked open a shirt collar
that choked him. “The deal’s off.”

“ have your chedk”

“Check, hell! TIli stop payment, you
damned idiot. Ha? This minute.” He
grabbed a phone.

Fitz sat unmoved except for one arrest-
ing, upraised finger.

“No you won't Jim.” He gazed mus-
ingly at the ceiling. “Dwnna and Elsie will
enjoy planning a wedding, and there'll
be a wedding.” He paused. “James J.
Creighton is not going to be laughed out
of his favorite club for a mere half million
dollars.”

“Laughed out? Ha? Ha? By winem?”

“By everyone.” Fitz took from his shirt
pocket a slice of metal six inches by two.
He indicated a galvanized surface tooled
in tiny whorls.

“Old Galvo,” he announced. “Made
from scrap I picked up. It may be con-
trast that interests the big ones; you never
know with tyee. Anyway it's the other
side that rates the half million.” He
shoved the spoon across.

Creighton flipped it over. Its under side
glowed a dull gunmetalish gold.

“Churysalis finish! Ha?" His jaw clicked.
“Wheere’d you get—?" His gaze jerked
to the new skylight above him, swung
back in startled understanding. “Made
from my owm—"

Fitzmaurice stayed silent, his thoughts
mirrored in a half smile that clung to one
corner of his mouth. James J. Creighton,
steel tycoon, raised an unsteady paw to
mop oily sweat drops from a pinkish head.

“ILet’s,” he said quietly, “lhave a drink.
Ha?”
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The Laughing Lily

Om that white forgutten trail she lived—thily Lane, cold-facad and
beautifadl . . . and each time she laughed one man dird
A nosatlet of the endless search for Alkaskan gold

By ROBERT E. PINKERTON
Author of “Riiver Pig,”
“Pirates of Foggy Reef,"” ete.

I

YWY STEARNS turned his
snowshoes west. He believed he
had lost all control over his legs,

that if he stopped shoving one web ahead
of the other he could never start again.
His delirium was not complete. He re-
membered Brad Galbert’s warning to stay
away from Hungry River. Brad had in-
sisted that they keep on south to the Wolf
Jaw range, where they would find a well
traveled trail with frequent road houses.
“You got no chance on Hungry River,
not with your name,” Brad had said. “Be-
sides, nobody uses that way any more and
there’s only Lily Lane's road house”
But now Brad Galbert lay umconscious
on the sled. He had a fever and he babbled.
The sled carried robes, rifle and cooking
dishes but no food. It had held no food
for three days, and no dog food for four.
Wally Stearns was not so delirious but

that he knew they were starving, that he
could not travel much farther, that the
dogs were about through.

So Wally turned west. He believed he
could cut Hungry River in ten miles, but
whether it would be above or below Lily
Lane's road house he could only guess.
Wally considered that an even chance,
and he knew he could never reach the
Wolf Jaw country. Neither he nor the
dogs had the strength to travel so far.

As the day wore on he began to wonder
if he could ever reach the Hungry. Some-
times the dogs halted from exhaustion, but
Wally did not. He was afraid to stop. The
obsession that his legs were functioning
without his control was firm now. He had
started them once, and they would keep
going so long as he left them alone. But
if he dared fool with those legs in any
way there would be nothing left for him
but to lie down and die. He felt like a
passenger being carried along above the
snow.

Wally Stearns did not think of Brad
Galbert's warning to keep away from Lily
Lane’s road house. At the time he had



understood it was important and concerned
with his father. He had even understood
something of the story and recognized the
danger.

“If you was starving and frozen, she
wouldn't give you a cup of tea,” Brad had
said. “She might even laugh when she
heard you was Jerry Stearns’ som.”

But whether Lily Lane laughed was no
longer of any consequence. Brad’s con-
dition was. Brad had been ill for ten
days, and Brad might die. Wally forgot
his legs as he thrust the snowshoes for-
ward. He remembered only that Brad must
live.

Brad and he had just become rich. The
sack of samples on the sled proved it. And
after thirty years in Alaska, Brad must
not die as soon as he had made his first
big strike, Wally did not care. about him-
self. He was young, his numbed mind kept
saying, only twenty-four, but Brad Gal-
bert was the finest partner a man ever
had, Brad must live to cash in on those
thirty years.

Wally Stearns was thinking of this when

he opened his eyes and saw a log wall in2

the yellow glow of a lamp. It did not seem
strange that he was in a warm cabin or
that his legs had stopped at last.

“Wihere’s Bradi?” he called. “Go bring
Brad in.”

“Brrad’s in,” a woman’s voice said. “He’s
sleepimg.”

That was all Wally needed to know. He
closed his eyes without seeing the speaker,
and he did not open them again until he
was shaken many hours later.

“Time to crawl outside some moose
broth,” the same voice said.

“How’s Brad?” Wally asked as he
turned over.

“Fair. He had something more than
starving.”

“Yes, some kind of fever. I was afraich—"

ALLY broke off and stared. He had

never seen a face like the one above
him. It had been beautiful, he knew. It
still was, but beautiful as is the face of
a statue. There was no expression, no sug-
gestion of change. Even the eyes, a deep
blue, were like glacier ice-and not like the

0sky. They were not unkindly. They simply



40 ARGOSY

told nothing—nothing at all or whatever.

Contrasting with the face, which was
still youthful with a smooth skin overlay-
ing rose, was a great mass of pure white
hair. It lay as-a cloud above her brow and
when she turned her head a huge braided
roll of it was revealed.

“Probably pneumonia,” she said. *I
think he's past the worst of it. Brad’s a
tough old codger. Take this.”

Wally felt that he was drinking strength
itself as the warm liquid slipped down his
throat. His dark hair was long and un-
combed and a dark stubble splotched his
drawn face. His brown eyes had retreated
into his skull but they could always smile
warmly. Now they beamed his thankful-
ness.

But no answering smile came.

“Youw're coming around,” the woman
said in the same calm voice. “Kmow where
you are? I'm Lily Lane”

“Brad told me—on Hungry River, isn't
it?—before he passed out—

Wally was fumbling, in a panic.

“I’'m sorry,” he hastened to say. “My
name is Wally, Wally Kearns, and I—"

The blue eyes turned from ice to flame.

“Did you say Sttegnmss??

The expression did not change but the
voice had hardened.

“Kearns,” he said. “Brad Galbert and I
are partners.”

“Yes. I've known Brad a long while.”

She was looking at him steadily, search-
ingly. Wally squirmed within.

“It’s funny the shape I was in,” he said
quickly. “Had a notion that if I stopped
walking I couldn’t start my legs again.
So I just kept on. Didn’t dare quit. It's
the last I rememiber.”

“Men get queer ideas when they're
played out and starving,” Lily Lane said.
“I've seen one undress at fifty below be-
cause he thought he was walking across
hot desert sand. I've known them to
stumble past this place and never see it.
But the dogs would stop and we would go
bring the man in. You’re all right, You’re
coming around fast.”

“Brad—sure he's all right”

“I'we seen worse cases pull through, and
I've handled a lot in fourteen years.”

“Fourteem!"

“Since ninety-eight,” she said. “iHere on
the Hungry since nineteen hundred. Only,
there's been no travel on this trail the last
few years.”

Her eyes were no longer searching.
Wally relaxed.

“I had another queer idea,” he said. “I
thought while I was walking, and afraid to
stop, that I met a woman. Only her hair
changed from brown to copper red. She
walked beside me for a long while, arguing
that I could stop and rest.”

“And you said it was no trouble for you
to walk, that your legs did all the work,”
Lily Lane said. “Only you weren't walk-
ing. You were lying in the trail and the
dogs had stopped a quarter of a mile
behind you.”

“Tihen you brought me im!” Wally ex-
claimed. “I'm—I want you to know I'm
all-fired grateful for—

“All-firet!!” she broke in sharply. “Why
do you say thtt?”

The eyes were glacier blue -and cold,
and Wally knew his habit of using the
expression was his father's too.

“I’d have to swear to tell you how
thankful I really am,” he hastened to ex-
plain. “But mostly for saving Brad's life.”

Lily Lane looked away and her voice
was calm again.

“1 didn't do it,” she said. “My daughter,
Natalie, was down river.”

“And her hair is copper color?” Wally
asked.

“YYes. as mine was eleven years ago.”

Lily Lane arose abruptly and left the
room. Wally Stearns stared after her, and
wondered what he should do. The woman
hated his father and sought to kill him.
Wally remembered her eyes when she had
asked, "Did you say Stemrms?”’ and won-
dered if she were not capable of Kkilling
him as well.

ALLY did not get up that day, 61
the next, and he did not see anyone
except Lily Lane. “You must have gone
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more than a week without eating,” she
said. “Brad tells me he doesn't remember
much but he never saw you touch food.”

“Brad had to have all there was,” Wally
protested. “He was sick. And I didn't
dare stop to do any huntimg.”

“Where did you come fromm?”

“Up in the Moon Mountain coumtnry.™

“That’s quite a ways, the shape you
were in. Are you gresn?”

“Two years in the termiitarry.”

“Some men learn a lot in that time,”
Lily Lane said. “Some never seem to learn.
Anywhere near Burnt Ridge Cresi”

“Beyond that”

“I'we been there. Eleven years ago. Had
a claim. May be you saw the cabin, just
below the forks.”

“We passed it,” Wally said. “Brad said
there was a rush on that creek but it
didn’t amount to much.”

“Niot much,” Lily Lane said, and she
arose and left quickly, as she had that
first day.

The next day Wally heard a step at the
door. He had been thinking a great deal
about Lily Lane, remembering what Brad
Galbert had told of her, and knew he
must be on guard constantly. Twice her
suspicions had been aroused. Somewhere
near, three men had been Kkilled at her
bidding, and Brad insisted that she re-
mained on lonely Hungry River because
some day she hoped to wipe two more
names off the list. On that list was Jerrv
Stearns,

Wally had watched her closely and had
failed to find any indication of cruelty
in her beautiful face. But he did not for-
get the flame in her blue eyes and tried
to have something to talk about when she
came, something that would keep her
thoughts from him.

Now, when he looked, he found another
person in the door. A girl came forward
hesitantly, but the glance from her gray
eyes was level and a little smile parted
her lips. What Wally noted was that the
light from the other room revealed red
glints in her hair.

“Hello, Natalie!” he exclaimed eagerly.

“I wondered when you would come fo see
me.”

“Your partner has kept me busy,” she
said. “But he is better now.”

“Then your mother didn’t tell me—"

“It would have done no good to worry
you. And you needed rest and food.”

“Brad’s all right mow?”

“I'm sure of it. He has been sleeping,
and is no longer delirious. It is just a
question of time until he gets his strength
back.”

“You mean he has been out of his
head?”

“Amd tallk!” Natalie laughed and came
to sit beside him. “Hours on end.”

‘“\Wibat aboutt?”’ Wally demanded.

“Dom’t worry. Mother’s taken care of
many like that. She has a feeling that we
are like nurses and doctors, that nothing
we hear must be repeated. Only 1 did
gather that Brad Galbert likes you tre-
mendously.”

Wally was silent for a few moments.
Brad might have said anything. He might
have called Jerry Stearns’ name in delirium
or even have told who Wally was. But
Natalie only smiled, and suddenly Wally
was aware that she was as beautiful as
her mother.

“I'm glad you came to see me,” he
said. “I've wondered where you were, 1
haven't thanked you for saving my life,
and Brad’s.”

Natalie laughed and the sound of it
dissipated his fears.

“Did mother tell you how funny you
were, lying there on the trail and insisting
your legs were carrying you without your
having anything to do with them?”

Natalie laughed again, and he laughed
with her, for suddenly he remembered what
Brad had said, what he himself had seen,
that Lily Lane never laughed, never even
smiled.

Yet all through the great valley of the
Yukon she was known as “The Laughing
Lily.” Her laughter had been heard. She
had laughed three times. And each time
a man had died.

Suddenly Wally Stearns understood
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what life for this girl must be, lonely,
dreary—a life lived in dread of laughter.

II

ALLY was young and husky 2md

some of the strength of a bull meose
was qulekly transferred t6 his bedy
through the broths and stews whieh Lily
Lane and her daughter fed hifm. The day
Natalie eafme to visit he was allewed {8
dress.

The Lane road house, he discovered,
was more elaborate than the usual trail
tavern., The main room was so large two
huge stoves were required to heat it. A bar
stood on one side, but the shelves behind
it were empty of bottles now. Round
tables covered with frayed green felt were
pushed back against the wall and the long
dining table had been reduced to a square.

Empty and silent as the room was when
Wally entered, it held in his imagination
the crowds of eager gold seekers who had
once trooped along the Hungry River trail.
Old-timers intent and efficient, green men
fresh from the outside, gamblers and the
usual hangers-on known to every stam-
pede, men with high hopes and men In
despair, all had sought shelter within
those log walls.

“I wasn't here in the busy days,” Natalie
explained, “but mother has told me of
times when all the rooms and bunkhouses
were full and men slept on the fivor of
this room.”
=“That wes when tihe Moon Mountzim
rush was on, I suppose,” Wally said.

Her face clouded, and he saw pain and
a shadow of terror in her eyes.

“Fatther built the road house then,” she
said. “Tere were other rushes later with
all the winter travel passing up and down
the Hungry. But I have never seen more
than three men stop at one time, and you
and Brad Galbert are the first this winter.”

“You haven't always lived here?"

“I never saw Alaska until four years
ago. Father and mother left me with
grandma when they came in Ninety-eight.
They didn’t expect to be gone long. I was

five and I never saw my father again. He
was murdered in the Moon Mountain
country three years later. Mother never
came out. She wrote wonderful letters, and
said she would come soon, but I felt
something was wrong, that she wasn't
happy. So I came to be with her.”

Wally Stearns turned to look out a win-
dow. He had been in Alaska long enough
to understand how loneliness drives words
from the mouths of men and women, how
the excitement of seeing a strange face
looses confidences that would otherwise
not be expressed.

And Wally knew that his father was
believed to be one of the murderers of
Lily Lane’s husband. How many believed
that, he did not know, He knew very little
about the case, vague whispered stories
on the creeks and in the mountains when
men learned his name, Brad Galbert had
not told much, scarcely more than a warn-
ing to stay away from Hungry River and
never to let the Laughing Lily see him.
Wally had only his knowledge of his father
and a firm faith that Jerry Stearns would
never have murdered a man te rob him
of a mining elaim.

So now to keep this girl from talking of
herself and her parents Wally asked about
his dogs. Before Natalie could answer, a
man pushed open the door and came in
with an armful of wood.

E WAS a huge man, at least six foot

six, and a loose fitting parka swelled
his great size. The fur-rimmed heed of
the parka was thrust baek from a massive
head thatehed heavily with yellew haif.
The face was bread and angular, and the
pale blug eyes seemed strange against a
skin tanned a deep walaut esler:.

The man dumped his wood into a box
and turned toward them.

“Tiis is Juul Wefald,” Natalie said. “He
helped bring you in and has been caring
for your dogs.”

Wally’s hand went out quickly and he
spoke his warm thanks. But he brought
no change of expression in the giant’s face
and the huge paw he grasped was limp.
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“Your dogs are all right,” Juul said. “Get
feed into a dog before he dies and he get
good as ever quick.”

He stared at Wally as he spoke. It was
a searching look but shielded, like an
Oriental’s. Wally felt that anything this
man was thinking would never be revealed
in his face.

Juul Wefald turned abruptly and went
out. Wally saw that the fur rim of his
parka was almost bare in spots, that his
clothes were patched. Wally had already
seen that wool dresses Lily Lane and her
daughter wore were clean but worn and
mended with tiny stitches. The food
brought to him had been broth and meat
stews, Potatoes were plentiful but bread
was scarce and there was no pastry.

“Juul has worked for us ever since
father and mother came to Alaska,” Na-
talie said. “I don’t know what we would
do without hiim.”

Wally asked if he could see Brad Gal-
bert and was taken at once to the old
sourdough’s room. Natalie arranged Brad's
pillow and scolded him for trying to sit up.

“Naotthimg the matter with me,” Brad
insisted. “Give a woman a chance and
she'll nurse you right out o’ your hide.”

“You've been very sick,” she said.

“I never was sick a day in my kfie”
he exploded. “Only way a woman can get
the upper hand with a man is to feed him
soft pap and tell him he's dyin'. We'll
start tomorrow, baoy.”

Brad Galbert had never weighed more
than a hundred and forty-five pounds and
now- he couldn't raise a wrinkle in the
blankets. His lined face seemed thinner
beneath the straggly gray beard.

“I‘'ve seen monkeys in a zoo that looked
like him,” Wally said. “Same beady eyes
and same temper.”

“He must be a terrible companion when
he's well,” Natalie laughed as she went
out.

Wally sat down close to Brad.

“There’s the finest girl that ever stepped
out of a petticoat,” the old prospector said.
“Amd that ice-faced Lily don’t treat you
chilly either.”

“My name is Kearns,” Wally whispered
as he leaned closer. “She thought I said
‘Stearns,’ and you should have seen her
eyes.”

“I been callin’ you ‘boy’ and ‘kidf,*
Brad said. “Wihen I knew what I was
sayin’. Don’t know what I spilled when
I was out of my headi”

“Amd when I said ‘all-fired' you’d have
thought she was going to kill me in the
bed. Look, Brad! What’s the real story
of this thing? Dad didn’t have amything
to do with that murder, did he?”

“You'd have to ask him. Knowin’ Jerry
Stearns, I'd say he didn't. But there's
nothing in Alaska except gold and empti-
ness, and them two together can twist a
man's soul until it looks like the tether
chain of a sledge dog that’s got himself
a notion to go call on his gimil’*

Wally rose and closed the door.

“Give me the whole thing,”’ he said.

“FTJHEE Burnt Creek rush was in nineteen
hundred,” Brad said. “Hwugh Lane
had the git up and go of fourteen bobcats.
He was in first after discovery and was
supposed to have the best claim. But
Hugh wasn't the sort that starts spendin’
a million soon’s he gets the assay report.
Just on a chance that Burnt Ridge Creek
didn't pay him anything, he built this read
house, right where he’d get everybody
going through to a big country that hadn’t
been prospected. He was wise. This place
paid ten times over what was took out of
Burnt Ridge Creek?”

"But Lane was killed the next year,”
Wally interrupted.

“Tihat next spring. There was a pocket
on his claim and it looked like he had
himself something sure. There was quite
a camp in there on the creek, and in them
days you got all sorts. Besides, this was
a long way from amywhere and there
wasn't any law except what the boys made
up as they went along.”

“Wibat was Dad dioiimgy?"

“Jerry got here too late to stake,” Brad
answered: “He was willing to buy. Made
Hugh Lane an offer and they got to rowing
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about it. Everybody knew Jerry made the
offer, but nobody heard about the row
until after Lane was dead. Then the story
got around that they’d had a regular
knock down and drag out when they met
on the trail. Lane was goin’ to the claim
and your dad was coming here, Jerry
got to drinkin’ here and said he was bound
outside. And while he was drunk, Thresher
Macdougal and his bunech eame in. That
was Yukon Yager, Squaw Pete, the rest of
whose name nobody ever bothered to ask,
and Three-Toe Brewn. Brewn always
claimed he didn’t get his feet froze but
was borA that way, whieh s abeut the
enly thing he ever sald that anybedy be-
lieved.”

“They sound like a nice gamg.”

“Yeah, the sort you don’t camp near
or stake alongside of or shoot craps with.
The kind I wouldn’t throw a rope to if
they went through the ice. Only nobody
has to worry about ’em any more. The
Laughing Lily took care o’ thet.”

Wally Stearns went to the door and
listened, opened it a crack and saw that
the hall was empty.

“Do you suppose Natalie knows?” he
whispered. “That would be tough, a girl
thinking her matier—"

“What's wrong with it?” Brad snorted.
“There wasn't any law here then and none
to speak of since. Lot o’ folks think Lily’s
some sort of monster, but I'm for her. She
done a good job.”

“You don’t mean she killed them®”

“Niot any more’'n a man who pulls a
rifle trigger can be said to kill a man two
hundred yards away. Since Hugh Lane was
murdered, Lily’s never be known to laugh
except three times. Quite a few heard her,
and among ’em Thresher Macdougal,
Yukon Yager and Squaw Pete. And that
big moose of a Juul Wefald. You seen
him around hemre?"

“Yﬁ.”

“Ain’t he big!” Brad exclaimed. “And
strong! I've heard how he's got under a
horse that was stuck in the smow. Just
bent that back under the horse's belly,
grabbed himself a couple o’ armfuls o

legs and walked off. And that's the way
Lily pulled the trigger. When one of them
three came into the road house here, Lily
talked to him a bit and then she laughed.
Laughed loud, too. Right in his face. I
never heard her, but men as has say it
started the creeps running up their backs.
And Juul heard her, and looked at who
Lily was talking to. And after that night
nobody happened to see that man again.”
“I still don’t understand where my
father comes in on this,” Wally protested.
“Maybe he don’t, boy. I can only tell
what I've heard. But the story goes that
Jerry Stearns was drunk and sore and that
he got Thresher’s bunch to go jump Lane’s
claim and put Lane where he wouldn't
make trouble. Then Jerry was to buy the
claim from them. Thresher said it was
true, before that big Scandihooviam of a
Juul get his glaums on him.”
“But Dad went out that year. He never
bought the claim. And he’s not the sontt—"
“Take a look at Lily Lane’s eyes,” Brad
Galbert broke in. “Wamt to tell her Jerry
Stearns ain’t that sort? The way Lily sees
it, there's two left, your dad and Three-
Toe Brown. And Lily’ll wait here until
they peddle ear muffs in hell, just on the
chance Jerry or Brown show up. Stick
around, kid, and you’ll hear her lawgh/

III

RAD GALBERT had always been
tough. Despite his size, he packed
burdens with the next man and eould best
fmest en the winter tralls. But Brad had
been 1A Alaska sinee '82, teA yeafs as a
trapper and twenty mere prespeeting, and
at sixty he was develeping soft spets.
Preumenia had sapped his vitality and Ris
strength did net flesd baek as he expested.
The old sourdough would not admit
this. He wanted to get up and travel.

“Ill be getting bed sores, lyin' here so
long,” he stormed. “Amd don‘t sit there
shakin’ your head, Lily. How can you tell
if I'm well or not?”

Lily Lane glanced at Wally Stearns.
Wally was watching her, as he had been
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ever since he heard her story, and he was
beginning to understand the will and pur-
pose of this woman who waited in an
empty wilderness to finish her revenge.

Except that she never laughed, never
smiled, that the frozen beauty of her face
could not demand admiration, Lily Lane
had aroused Wally’s sympathy rather than
his fear. In her kindness to Brad and to
him, in her attitude toward Natalie and
the 1ig™! in her face when she watched her
daughter, he saw a person wholly unlike
the Laughing Lily of Alaskan legend.

Now, as she looked at him, Wally was
sure he caught a twinkle in her eyes.

“All right, Brad,” she said suddenly.
“You ought to know how you feel. There
are your clothes. Come on, Wally. We'll
let him run his own affairs”

Wally followed her out. He was worried,
because he knew Brad was not ready to
travel.

“The only way to get sense into the
heads of those old boys who think Ninety-
eighters are still chechahcos is to use a
singlejack and a drill,” Lily Lane said.

Soon they heard Brad coming. For a
moment, as he entered the big room, he
walked with certain step. Suddenly he
stopped. An expression of incredulity and
rage contorted his grizzled old face and
his slight body swayed.

“Dammn you, Liky!” he gasped. “I knew
that pap you been feeding me had no
strength to it. And what you been doing
to my knees?’

He toppied over then, Wally was ready
to catch him and carried the frail body
back to bed.

“Now who's boss, you cantankerous old
wreck?" Lily asked. “Tte next time you
get up is when I say the word."

“Amd if you'd fed me fat pork and
beans, I could be doing forty miles a day
right now,” Brad retorted.

Wally remained with his partner when
Lily departed.

“Quit worrying,” he said, “Tthese claims
will stay there even if we don’t file on
them right away.”

“But you can't take chances on a setup

as good as that,” Brad protested. “I've
seen too many queer things happen in
Alaska, and this is the first good strike
I ever made”

“You can‘t travel, so there’s no use talk-
ing about it. And here's something else.
Neither of us would be alive today if it
wasn't for Mrs. Lane and her dawginter.”

“We've got money to pay for stopping
here.”

“Maybe that's all your life’s wortin.*
Wally grinned. “I figure I owe a lot more.
What's the matter, while you’re lying here,
with my taking Natalie or her mother to
the Moon Mountains so they can file on a
couple of good climks”’

“You complete damn focl"” Brad
barked. “Amd your name and Jerry’s
wrote plain on the notices?”

“Tihey needn't see it.”

“Amnd Lily waiting here all those years
just for the chance to laugh when she sees
your dad.”

“You haven't been around this place,”
Wally said. “No grub hardly, except the
moosemeat and fish Juul brings in. Nobody
has stopped here this winter. Their clothes
are old and patched. Juul is ragged.
They"ve had tea but no coffee for a month.”

“I've gone a year without either,” Brad
snorted.

“It’s the one decent thing we can do.
Doesn’t cost us anything. When the rush
comes through here, they wouldn’t have
a chance”

“THonght you was letting your dad in
on this."

“I am,” Wally said. “I am writing him,
and I'm telling him the whole Laughing
Lily story. Asking how much truth there
is in it, too. Then it's up to him whether
he comes to take up the claim I staked
for him.”

Brad stared his disbelief.

“lListen, kid," he said. “You going to
give the Lily a chance to laugh and feed
your dad to that big Scandihoovian
grizzy?”

“l don't think Dad had anything to
do with killing Hugh Lane, If he did, he
should be warned away. T know I'd have
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been wolf bait if it hadn't been for Mrs.
Lane and Natalie. I know they're up
against it, close to starving. I'm not pay-
ing only a board bill here”

Brad Galbert scowled, and then he
grinned.

“What’s so funmy?’ Wally demanded.

“You—amd me. I been wonderin’ how 1
could do something for Lily. She's took
care of a hundred frozen bums and not had
even a ‘thank you' half the time. But you,
and your dad, and that laughing business
—I didn't see a chamce.”

“Why didn’t you say so before?””

“You never can learn about a partner
just by listening to him,” Brad said. “Go
to it, boy.”

Wally started toward the door.

“But hurry,” the old man warned. “If
you ain't back in four days, I'm leavimg*

ATALIE was not in the big room, and
it was Wally’s thought to tell her
what he planned. Since he had been per-
mitted to get up he had talked with her
for long hours, and always he had been
aware of the tragedy that hung over her
life, of how she was being cramped and
thwarted, burled in a wilderness by her
mother’s purpese. A rieh elalin might re-
lease hef.

As Wally started for the kitchen to
find the girl, Lily Lane called him.

“I want to talk to you,” she said, turn-
ing to a corner of the big room.

Her voice was strange. Wally saw that
she was upset when he sat down facing
her, and at once he was on his guard.

“There is something I must ask,” she
began slowly. “You need not answer if
you do not wish.’

Wally did not speak. He couid not.

“Brad was delirious,” she continued.
“He talked a lot. “iI've heard sick men
oabide before. Sometimes it doesn't mean
much. I try not to pay attention. I don't
want to hear things that come from way
inside a person. It isn't decemt”

She was looking at him. Wally felt him-
self tighten up within,

“Ttis was different,” Lily Lane went on.

“I tried to forget it. But it means too
much to me. What Brad said seemed true.
The facts fitted. And I want you to know
I never asked such a thing before. I'm
asking now only on account of Natalie.
Did you two make a strike on Burnt Creek
Ridge?”

Wally felt himself sway. It was as if
he had risen to the surface after battling
deep water.

“I know how an old-timer is afraid of
leaks,” Lily Lane said. “Brad has been
sounding me, trying to learn if he talked
when he was out of his head. But he likes
you. Says you are the best partner he
has had in thirty years”

Wally was grinning now. In his relief he
jumped to his feet and grasped her hand,
shook it warmly.

“Why didn’t you come right out with
it?” he demanded. “You had me scared
to death. Brad and I were just talking
about this. I told him I was going to
take you and Natalie to stake claims be-
fore the rush starts. And Brad was think-
ing the same thing, only afraid I wounit—>

He broke off suddenly. That was the
trouble with being alone in the wilderness
for long periods, Wally knew. A man
talked too much when he met people.

“But I wasn’t asking for a claimm!” Lily
Lane protested. “I don’t want it. I won’t
take it. I only wanted to know if there
would be a stampede. If there is I must
get in supplies. I'll do a big business here
and I must be ready for it.”

“Yaull get the business,” Wally laughed.
“More than you can handle. We really
have something up there, Mrs. Lane, But
why do you count on catching only the
crumbs? You can be in on the ground
floor, stake next to discovery.”

Her face hardened and her eyes had
that cold glint of glacier blue.

“No,” she said. “Not in the Moon
Moumtain coumtiy.”

“But it isn’t far, and while Brad is get-
ting strong emwugi—

“NO!’IJ

Her voice was firm, but it was a cry
of pain. Wally was silenced by the stricken
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look in a face that had always been ex-
pressionless and controlled. She stared at
him a moment.

“You have been in Alaska long enough
to have heard about me,” she said. “You've
heard of Laughing Lily. Life stopped for
me on Burnt Ridge Creek. It has never
started again, Do you think I would go
back there? Take money from that place?
Dig gold in the ground where he is
buriedi?”

There was nothing glacial about Lily
Lane now. The blue eyes were aflame. Her
beauty had come alive. And yet in it
Wally could see the remorseless spirit that
had bound her life to revenge. Suddenly
he saw how completely Natalie's life was
bound by that same compulsion.

“I can understand that,” he said. “But
you can't keep your daughter from her
chance.”

“Natalie wouldiitt—"

“Why wouldn’t she? She can scarcely
remember her father. She came up here to
be with you. She can't get away. You
haven’t any right to do that to her.”

Lily Lane was on her feet, glaring at
him.

“You culb!” she cried. “Wihat do you
know? If you dare say anything to Natalie
about this Ylil—"

She clapped a hand over her mouth,
but not soon enough to smother the first
note of her laughter.

v

S:CO\NEEIII-]HIIIN@ other than fear of Lily
Lane kept Wally Stearns from telling
Natalie about the Moon Mountain strike.
He talked with her a long while the next
day, much of the time alone while they
looked over his dogs, felt of their wash-
board sides and rubbed salve on shoulders
where collars had cut skin against bone.
The girl was in, no mood for tragedy.
Wally was the first young person she had
een in a year, the first who knew her own
San FErancisco, and he did not have the
wart to refer to the gold he and Brad
iad uncovered. It might uncover the past.
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Natalie seemed to gain new life in his
presence, in the release from monotony of
Hungry River. Her laughter echoed from
the cliffs behind the road house and the
Lane dogs added a chorus of yips and
howls and raced about their corral.

The girl's beauty was real, warm, not
like that of the frozen mask her mother
wore. In the crisp air her cheeks were
aglow and her hair, fringed by the gray
cross-fox of her, parka hood, glinted red
in the light of the low sun.

Wally Stearns forgot the Laughing Lily
as he talked to Natalie. He forgot Juul
Wefald and his silent waiting, forgot his
own father, even the death that had made
a tomb of this road house beside a trail
no longer traveled. He wanted only to
make the girl laugh, to hear bright laughter
where for so long laughter had been only
the signal of death.

And before that day was over, Wally
knew that he would always want to hear
her laugh, that he wanted a rich claim
that would permit him to take her away
from Hungry River.

Once he saw Lily Lane watching from
a kitchen window. The woman stood star-
Jing a long while, Juul Wefald came to
stand beside her, huge and silent, and
Wally shivered. The giant was the shadow
of Lily"s laughter.

That night after supper, while Natalie
was in the kitchen, her mother spoke to
Wally.

“I have told Juul to have the dogs ready
in the morning,” she began abruptly. “He
will go with you and Natalie.”

Wally did not speak. He could not be
certain of what he had heard.

“And if you and Brad are willing, I
would like to have Juul stake a claim for
himself," Lily Lane said. “He has been
working for us fourteen years. He would
never join a rush, never leave us, I owe
it to himm.”

“Of course,” Wally said.

“Amnd thank vou for what you said to
me-"

She turned quickly away. Later that
night, when they gathered in Brad’s room
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she listened as Natalie talked gaily of the
journey.

“Tihere’s never been a rush on the
Hungry since I came to Alaska,” the girl
cried. “I have scarcely known a prospector.
The only gold I've seen is some Juul found
long ago and that he has always kept in
a greasy skin bag

“Youll see it in the Moon Mountains,”
Brad said. “See more’n you know what
to do with. But when you get a good
chance to sell, take it. It's the only thing
to do with a claim so far from anywhere.”

Wally saw Lily Lane start, and he re-
membered his father's offer to Hugh Lane.
Wally marveled at the iron nerve of this
woman. She hung on, in a place where
everything that happened and everything
that was said could be only a reminder of
days when she could laugh and men were
glad of her laughter,

EFORE he went to bed that night,

Wally talked te Brad. "Well be
gone a week,” he said. “See that you’re
well by the time I'm back”

“Newer mind me,” Brad growled.
“Watch that big Juul. Keep him away
from our notices. If he was to read Jerry
Stearns’ name, you may never come badk>

“Mirs. Lane will have to know it some
time.”

“See that it's when you’re a thousand
miles from that grizzly. You noticed his
handis?”

“Wah!h’

“Tihey’re what's supposed to have done
for Macdougal and Yager and Squaw
Pete,” Brad said. “Nathing was proved.
Them three being dead didn't get any-
body excited emough to smell around ex-
cept out of plain curiosity. But a lot of
guessing went on, with this added to that.
Now everybody believes it was done a
certain way.”

“Juul choked them to death?” Wally
asked.

“Or maybe wrung their necks. He could
do it. That part didn’t matter. But there
never was a track of a man leaving and
the bodies were never found. We figured

Juul dumped them in the water hole he
kept open in the river. Wired weights to
'em to sink 'em. But because he didn't
want ’em sunk near here, he tied cedar
floats to the corpses too, tied ’em with
string. That way, the bodies would go
with the current clear to the Yukon. After
a while the strings would rot off and the
weights would sink the body. Would you
think the big ox had the brains for gt

“Yowr're guessing, all right.”

“Iaybe,” Brad agreed. “A body did
get stranded on a bar three hundred miles
below here. The weights were still wired
on, but there was only rotted ends of the
strings.”

“Was it one of the three?’ Wally asked.

“Afiter the ice and the fish got through
with it? Even if it had been Three-Toe
Brown, there'd been no proof. When you
said it was the corpse of a human, that’s
as far as you could go.”

“You know a lot of pleasant stories
about Alaska, Bradi”

“And don’t forget there’s stories like
that still in the making. Stay away from
Juul’s hands.”

‘“Wihere is Brown nmow?”

“Nobody got hep to Lily’s laugh till
after Squaw Pete faded away so sudden.
Then Three-Toe Brown went down river
quick. He was seen in Nome the next
year. I bumped into him on the Kobuk
five years ago and he was met coming out
by the Koyukuk since. Maybe he's still
around Candle.”

Wally did not speak for some time.
Brad was tired and lay with closed eyes.

‘“Uthis thing must be stopped!” the
young man exclaimed suddenly. “Kt’s a
rotten break for Natalie. Her mother has
no right to do this to her.”

Brad opened one eye.

“S0?” he drawled. “You sure dote on
complications, kid. Jerry Stearns’ son and
the Laughing Lily’s daughter. How you
going to get an answer "out of thatt?”

Wally did not know when he started
with Natalie and Juul long before daylight
the next morning, and for a time he did
not give the matter much thought.

2 A—19
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EY used the Lane dogs. Natalie
rode, and Wally did too when the trail
was level, for he had not regained all his
strength. Juul ran ahead oen snowshees, and
as the miles slipped by, Wally marveled
at the physical fitness of the giant. Big
men selder travel well. They have too
much weight, too big a load for their legs,
and they lumber along, feet hitting hard.

Juul Wefald ran with the easy gliding
shuffie of the dog-team driver who seems
as effortless at night as in the morning.
His face did not show weariness. He
plunged into camp making with as much
energy as he broke camp before the day's
start.

Natalie was ecstatic.

“It is the first real trip I ever made,”
she said. “I go up or down river a few
hours sometimes just for the change. That
is how I happened to find you. But 1
have never been away from the road house
over night since I came.”

“If your claim pans out, you will be
able to go back to San Erancisco,” Wally
said.

All the happiness fled from her face. It
was the second night's camp and Juul was
gathering fire wood. And now the blaze
revealed terror and hopelessness in her
eyes.

“IMotther has never spoken of leaving
Hungry River,” she said. ‘“lihere are
several things she never speaks of. I wonder
sometiimmess—"

Miserable and helpless, Wally waited.
He did not dare look at her.

“It is so useless, so senseless, after all
these years!” Natalie cried. “She thinks
1 don't know. But in Alaska no one can
help knowing such things. I heard a little
of it on the way in four years ago. You
know—stopping at road houses with
crowds of men traveling, men drinking,
men talking, because they haven’t had
anyone to talk to for months

“What a beastly way to learn it!” Wally
exclaimed.

“@f T had only learned it all! But there
were just hints, parts of sentences, enough
to make it seem so much more terrible.
3 A—

I didn't dare ask mother or Juul. It was
two years before I got the whole story
from an old prospector who stayed with
us a weelk”

Wally did not speak.

“It is so useless,” Natalie repeated.
“These two men will never come back.
They are warned. Before you brought your
news, I thought we would have to leave.
Our money is gone. We can't earn a living
here. Now mother is all excited over a
new rush into the country, over—"

The girl shivered. Wally knew what she
meant.

“These two that are left—do you know
their names?" he asked.

Natalie nodded. She did not speak again
before Juul returned with a sled load of
wood.

Each day they passed two or three
camps that Wally and Brad had made on
their slow, starving way out. They passed
the tumbling remains of a log shack below
the forks of Burnt Ridge Creek. Juul did
not stop nor did Wally speak, but Natalie
looked at the building and asked. “Is that
where father lived?"

Wallie nodded. They went up the west
fork a few miles, climbed a ridge, dipped
into a narrow valley in the heart of the
Moon Mountains. It was long after dark
when they reached the little cabin Brad
and Wally had built.

IS is a new place,” Juul said after
supper. “INot where we had the Burnt
Ridge Creek rusih”

“No, and it is a different formatiom,”
Wally answered. “Brad and I worked here
most of the summer and all fall. We
would have gone out sooner but we wanted
to make certain and took time to look the
whole place over.”

“All this snow, the ground frozen,
Natalie and I have to take vour word for
it, eln®”

“If you're going to get right back, you
will.”

“Your word is good with me,” Juul an-
nounced. “You did not have to bring us,
or tell us what you fiivdi”
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“Brad and I know this whole distriict,”
Wally said. “We have staked for ourselves
and one other, taking what we thought
was best. I can show you and Natalie the
next best claims and I'm pretty sure they
are almost as good as ours.”

They went on the next morning at
dawn. Wally explained the formation, told
where they had worked and taken samples,
He even led them to a corner where Brad
Galbert had posted a notice. Natalie bent
to read it. She had never seen one.

“And that is all I have to do to win a
fortume?™ she cried excitedly.

“Tiere will be assessment work,” Wally
said. “But you may be able to sell for a
good price before you need to do any. If
I were you, I would stake here, next to
Brad.”

Distances were paced off, monuments
built and trees blazed, Juul decided to go
farther up the valley.

“If you miss here, then maybe I hit
good up there,” he said to Natalie. “You
get two chamces.”

“But T couldn’t take yours!” she pro-

tested.

“It is all the same,” Juul said stolidly.
“If gold was like sand on the ground here,
your mother would not come. You got to
get something for her.”

The big man walked quickly away.
Wally strove for some excuse to stop him.
The last notice up there was posted in the
name of Jerry Stearns.

“He means that,” Natalie said. “Father
saved Juul’s life that first year in Alaska.
Ever since, Juul has believed he is indebted
to us. He hasn't had wages for two years.
He speaks of my father as if he were still
alive. And for mother, he would de—"

She broke off, whipped a mittened hand
to her mouth, and again there was terror
in her eyes.

“Do you see?’ she cried. “I can't get
away from that horrible thimg—eseri®

Wally stepped close and his arms went
around her.

“[t is horrible,” he said. “But it
shouldn't wreck your life. It can’t. I won’t
let it. Il take you away from here. Take

you some place where you can forget it
and be happy, where you can laughh—"

She was clinging to him, sobbing. Now
their bodies stiffened. Their arms fell away.
Each stepped back.

“lihere it is,” Natalie said. “Laugh! The
Laughing Lily! How can I ever laugh
agaim?”’

“You mustt!” he insisted fiercely. “You
must be happy. I want to do that for
you. It is all T ever want to do.”

She smiled then, just a little.

“I hoped you would care,” she said.
“I want you to take me away. Only—to
leave mother here. The whole thing is
ghastly.”

Wally knew how much more ghastly it
was than she dreamed. He turned, and
far up the narrow valley he saw Juul
Wefald. The giant was kneeling in the
snow before a monument, peering at the
notice posted there.

It was a notice Wally Stearns had
written when he staked that claim for his
father.

v

ALLY took Natalie back to the

cabin where they eeuld write Her
ewn netiees. He walked behind her and
he did net speak all the way-

But once inside he placed his hands on
her shoulders and looked steadily into her
startled eyes.

“I meant to tell you,” he said. “Later.
I couldn’t do anything else. My name isn't
Kearns, It is Stearns. My father is Jerry
Stearns.”

She heard him, but the full significance
of it did not come at once. Natalie only
stared.

“Ghastly!” Wally exclaimed between
clenched teeth. “Couild anything be more
so? 1 haven’t any right to speak to you.
I’ll always be a reminder of what happened
when we were kids, of something we
had no part in but something we can
never forget.™

The horror of it came to her now. Her
eyes widened as if she had been struck.
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Then she began to smile, and in her smile
were trust and pity, and a great hope-
lessness.

“It isn't you and me,” she said. “We
had nothing to do with this whole herrible
mess. You would never remind me of amy-
thing except that you took me away from
here. But mother! She could think of enly
one tinimg—always.”

Wally turned to the table and arranged
a sheet of paper.

“At least I can do this mueh,” he said.
“Tiis will make you rich, Natalie. Perhaps
you can get your mother to leane”

“I don't think she will ever leave
so long as those two are aliive.”

“Ome of them will come. I am writing
to my father that I have staked a claim
for himm.”

“No!* Natalie cried.

“I am writing him the whole stery,*
Wally insisted. “I don’t believe he had
anything to do with your father’s death.
I know him too welil”

“But if he comes, Juult—"

“I don't think Dad even knows about
your mother waiting on the Hungry. He
has told me about her, about what a
beautiful woman she was. He knew your
father had been killed. But Dad went
straight back to the States. He left San
Francisco almost at once for Mexico for a
mining company. He was there and in
South America for years.”

“You can't bring him up here!” Natalie
protested. “If mother sees him—you can't
understand what she is like underneath,
Grandmother told me she never knew two
people could be so in love as mother and
Dad. Neither would consider his coming
to Alaska alone in Ninety-eight. They
would never be separated. Now nothing
can move her.”

“I knew that from looking at her”®
Wally said. “Amd she will know all about
it as soon as we get back.

“You won't tell henir

“Juul will. T saw him reading the notice
on my father's claimm”

Natalie did not seem to hear. She was
staring out the window.

“You must not tell mother,” she said.
“ILater she will have to know. Now I want
time to think. Perhaps I will talk to her.
But Juul—he can't read English. He has
even forgotten the Norwegian he once
knew.”

EY posted the notices and started

back to Hungry River that afternoon.

Wally was much stronger now and could

run behind the sled. Natalie rode. They

made fast time, but Juul did not stop until
long hours after darkmess had come.

“We must hurry,” he explained when
they had eaten supper the first night. “I
have much work to do. Freighting will be
hard, I have so far to go. I must kill
many caribou and haul them in, and there
are none near this winter.”

“But we can't buy supplies,” Natalie
protested.

“I have some gold,” Juul said. “Enough.
Only I do not know how I can buy
things. Grub is all right. But when I buy
liquor people will talk. We must have
liquor in a road house. And people must
not talk until Brad and Wally get back.”

Natalie did not understand. She looked
from the giant to Wally.

“It will be a big rush,” Juul said. “Men
will come from everywhere. All kinds of
men. It is not like in Ninety-eight. But
there are bad men left in Alaska. The
Moon Mountain country is a long way
from the law. And the law starts slow.”

“You mean you are afraid someone will
steal claims?” Natalie demanded.

“Yump ’em. Beat a man up. Maybe
shoot him. Maybe tear up notices if they
get there first. We got to give Brad and
Wally plenty of time to get back to the
Moon Mountains.”

Wally saw the girl watching him, and
he knew what she was thinking. She
was wondering if gold in any amount were
worth the danger, worth the return of old
memories.

“Many men will come,” Juul said. “Most
of them will be good. Some will be bad.
Some—some will be very bad.”

The giant sat staring into the fire. A new
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light was in his eyes, cold and implacable.
His great hands were spread to the blaze,
and Wally saw them stiffen. The fingers
became huge talons, crooked, of steel.

Natalie was watching and she arose
suddenly and went to her sleeping robe.
She did not speak again, did not even call
“good night”” Wally wondered if she
knew all the story, knew how Juul’s hands
had cracked men's necks when her mother
laughed. He wondered if this girl and
he eould ever hope for happiness when
everything that was done or said, when
even a mah warming his hands at a
fire, weuld brlng the serrow and the
tragedy of the past tumbling abeut their
heass.

Juul had them away long before dawn
and they reached home at the end of the
sixth day of their absence. Something that
was almost a smile touched Lily Lane's
face when she saw her daughter. She
hugged the girl to her.

“It is the first time we have been sepa-
rated since Natalie came North,” the
mother said, and all the glacial glint was
gone from her eyes.

Juul stood watching them. His only
greeting had been “Hello, Lily,” but as
he saw the two embrace his great angular
face broke into a wide grin and his pale
eyes were warm and tender. He loomed
above them, huge, shaggy, not unlike a
great Newfoundland deg beaming upon
twe ehildren.

Wally Stearns turned away. The whole
thing was incomprehensible. These people
were not monsters. In Lily Lane and in
Juul Wefald were love and devotion. They
possessed tenderness and a sense of fair-
ness. They sacrificed themselves without
heed of consequences. And they waited for
Jerry Stearns and Three-Tee Brewn to
return after eleven years.

Brad Galbert was up and impatient to
be on his way.

“Dags are fat, and I will be soon's I get
away from Lily’s pap,” he snorted.

“Better wait a few days,” Lily Lane
said.

“Wait nothing! I've got work to do.

Got to see some men, freight in stuff and
hunt up an old pal or two that’s entitled
to a look-in before the hull Moon Moun-
tains are staked solid. We start in the
morning.”

TART they did. Wally had no oppor-

tunity to see Natalie alone. Once when
he stared at her across the table he caught
Lily Lane watching him, and later he saw
her studying Natalie.

The girl was excited, talkative. Often her
glance caught Wally's. She had courage
now, and hope. He departed with only the
message her eyes had given him.

Brad Galbert ran with the dogs the
next morning until he was out of sight of
the road house. Then Wally saw his knees
grow rubbery and his feet stumble.

“Get on the sled,” the younger man said
as he halted the dogs. “If you don’t I'fi
run away from you and youll have to
go back to Lily Lane’s.”

“I'm all right,” Brad growled. “[t’s just
that my eyes ain't used to the snow and
I can’t tell how far down the ground is.”

“Get on the sled and rest your eyes
then.”

They camped the first night. Brad com-
plained and Wally scolded him while sup-
per was cooking. They ate in silence and
after one pipe turned in. Tees popped like
rifle shots in the intense cold, and lce In
a nearby lake boomed like eannen fire.

“Natthing’s going to keep Lily Lane from
laughing once or twice more if she gets
the chance,” Brad called from his caribou
skin rabe. "I felt like shakin’ her, she's
that stubborn. And me with my mind
fade up that I’m going to have Natalle
fof a pardnedrim-law.”

“You didn’t spill anythimg?”’ Wally de-
manded.

“Nor give her anything to suspect. But
I sure crammed some ideas in behind that
frozen mask she uses for a face. Told
her Hugh Lane’s been dead a long time,
and while Thiesher Macdowgal and Yukesq
Yager and Squaw Pete wasn't eneugh te
pay fof Hugh's little finger, she eeuldn’t
be so free laughin’ in fenr’s faees any
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more. Alaska ain’t so wild, and besides the
hull thing is outlawed amyhow.”

“You didn’'t talk to her like st
Wally asked incredulously.

“Why not? She's got no right to pen
up as fine a girl as Natalie together with
her own hate and that Norwaygan grizzly.
Notice how Natalie's face cracks when
she laughs? Ain't used to laughing, and
she’s the kind that would rather laugh
than eat. I said to Lily, ‘What if Jerry
Stearns and Three-Toe never show up?’
She says, ‘They’ll come, and I’ll be here.’
Said it as if she was reading something
out of the Bible. You write Jerry not to
come, kid.”

“I'll write him to take the first boat.”

“You're worse than Lily!” Brad smorted.
“I told her she was wrong on the Stearns
end of it, that if Jerry hired anybody to
kill Hugh so’s to steal Hugh’s claim, he'da
stuck around to get what he paid for.
And as for him and Hugh having a fight,
nobody saw it and nobody ever heard Hugh
or Jerry speak of it.”

“Wasn't there only the story Thresher
Macdougal told?” Wally asked.

“Amnd 1 reminded Lily of that. What's
a crook’s word? Anybody could see
Thresher was laying his plans so that
when Hugh was killed it would be thought
Jerry Stearns did it. ‘Only Thresher didn’t
tell that story just once,’ Lily said. ‘He
told it again. To Juul. The last thing he
ever told anybody. And Squaw Pete told
the same thing. Told it to Juul.!” That's
what she said, kid. Talkin' like a cake of
ice that's smokin’ hot. And that’s what
the Laughing Lily is going to keep be-
lieving.”

They reached a road house the third
night, and after that their journey was
easy. Brad rode most of the way. The sled
was light, the trail traveled and in good
shape. A week after they left Hungry
River they reached Northern Light with
its stores, hotels and constant communica-
tion with the_outside.

“Some day they’ll have these new flyin’
machines in Alaska and a feller can move
around fast,” Brad said as they approached

the town. “But right now the only fast
thing in the territory is the smell of a
new strike. You keep your mouth shut
and let me do all the talkimg."

Wally Stearns did better than that.
After he had cared for the dogs he shut
himself up in a room and wrote to his
father. Mail would leave early the next
morning to connect with a ship for Seattle
and Jerry Stearns should have the letter
in ten days if he were in San Francisco.

The son wrote fully, giving even Brad's
final conversation with Lily Lane. He re-
peated Brad’s warning to stay away and
gave his own impressions of the road house
on Hungry River, of the brooding tragedy
and the air of inexorable waiting that
hung over the place.

Wally told about taking Natalie and
Juul to the Moon Mountains and his sense
of obligation. And at the end he wrote
how he felt about the Laughing Lily's
daughter and how he hoped to take her out
of Alaska,

I amm not asking anything of you that
you cannot do. D donlt beliwie that you
had any conmadtiivn with the killing of
Hugth Lane. But I would rather see this
eleared up, for Natalie’s sake, than
have all the gold In the rtawiibny.

Wally made two duplicates of the let-
ter and sent them to different addresses.
Now that he had written his father, he
began to realize how difficult it would be
to locate Jerry Stearns immediately.
Mines and the excitement of finding gold
were always drawing him to distant places
and the son, without mail since the pre-
vious spring, had no certainty of his
whereabouts,

VI

ALLY STEARNS took lessons from

a master in the art of concealing

a rich strike, and often Brad Galbert's

devious ways fooled even his young part-
ner.

First, Brad became alarmingly decrepit.

He told of having had pneumonia and
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starving. He admitted that he was too
old to be knocking around the hills any
longer and he paid daily visits to a doctor.

Brad borrowed money, pleading that he
was broke, though he and Wally had a
hefty poke and the samples they had
brought out were worth several hundred
dollars. But Brad refused to take the
samples to an assay office and he did not
make a move to file on the claims. He
barked openly at Wally and hinted that
good partners were no longer to be had.
He wondered what the States could be
coming to when the younger generation it
sent to Alaska was so completely lacking in
nerve and bralns.

This continued for a week. By then
the presence of the testy old prospector had
become a commonplace in the hotels and
saloons of Northern Light. Men ceased
to listen to him, and suddenly all interest
was centered in the arrival of a man
from a creek only seventy miles distant.
He had samples, and he filed on some
claims, and he did not hesitate to talk.

“We didn’t have to wait for that so
long as I thought,” Brad chuckied when
he and Wally were alone in their room.
“Nlow all we've got to do is stage a row
and split. You load up the sled. You've
got the list we made. You might even
'pear to be looking for a pardmer to go
to this new strike with. Only you can't
find anybody to suit you, and you don’t
get away with the first rush”

“But we want that assay, and we've
got to file,” Wally protested.

“he assay runs better'n two thousand
dollars to the ton, kid. I got it last night.
That doc’s office is in the same building
with an assayer I can trust. And as for
filing, I could go out in the middle of the
street by night and yell my fool head
off, and nobody'd hear me. Go get busy.”

Wally found he was only a small part
of a vast excitement. No one listened to
anyone else, but everyone talked know-
ingly. Clerks in stores worked over time.
The main street was filled with sleds and
dogs, When a team pulled out, those who
remained worked the more frantically

to get away. Brad and Wally attended to
the filing on the claims in an empty. office
just before closing time, and they pulled
out of Northern Light unseen the next
morning.

The return to Hungry River was not
made in a week. The sled was heavily
loaded, snow covered the trails, and often
on long mountain grades they were com-
pelled to leave part of the freight and
make two trips.

Brad Galbert did not compiain now. All
this was a familiar part of Alaska and he
was content. Two old friends in Northern
Light had already started north and would
be assured of good claims. Whatever wealth
he and Wally had staked, and that of
Natalie and Juul, was safe now.

“Well be there in plenty of time,”
Brad chuckied again and again. “And
what comes after can’t hurt us.”

“Maybe there won’t be a rush,” Wally
said. “You worked things so well, no
one will suspett”

“Huh!” Brad snorted. “flhere’s men in
Alaska can tell what a fellow at the
South Pole’s thinkin’. Bet there’s dogs
smellin’ our trail right now.”

Dogs were. Road house keepers had
noted the passing of Brad’s old pals, and
Brad’s own heavily loaded sled. Other
travelers saw, and conjectured. Men
bound south carried stories that grew
with the miles. Northern Light discovered
that Brad had filed for himself and others,
and old-timers began to reconstruet Brad’s
stay in town,

Men drifted back from the new strike
nearby and reported it worthless. Mails
went out on long trails to far scattered
camps, carrying letters to old cronies, tips
from men who hoped for a share in pos-
sible gains. Before Brad and Wally reached
Hungry River, half of Alaska was in me-
tion. East, west and north, the black noses
of straining dogs were pointed. The Moen
M&untain rush was on.

ONE of this was evident when Brad
and Wally reached Lily Lane’s road
house after thirteen days of weary trail



THE LAUGHING LILY 55

from Northern Light, Except that Juul
Wefald was absent, hauling supplies, the
place looked the same. Natalie and her
mother stood waiting in the door as the
men drove up.

One glance and Wally knew Lily Lane
had not been told who he was. Her face
remained expressionless but her eyes were
warm and almost smiling.

“You won’t have time to stand around
gawking much longer,” was Brad’s greet-
ing. “Be sittin’ up nights tryin' to get
ahead -on cookin’ for an anmyy.”

He went inside with Lily Lane and
Natalie helped Wally with his dogs.

“I wrote father,” Wally began at once.
“Told him the whole story, even about
you and me.”

“Wiill he come?” she asked anxiously.

“L have no idea where he is or when
he'll get my letters. I hope he comes.
This thing must be cleared up.”

“But if mother sees him—"

“Dad will be on his guard. And T'll be
watching Juul.”

“You mean you waoulth—"

“L won’t let Juul crack Dad’s medk,”
Wally said. “I am not arguing against
your mother being an executioner in this
case, but she hasn't any right to be judge
as well.”

“You are as set as she is!” Natalie
cried. “Tihis whole thing is impossible. Un-
bearable! ™

“But I can't be known as Kearns much
longer. Men who know me will come. Men
will see my notices. I'll get mail. It’s all
bound to come out somehow. I only want
it to come out the best way for all of us.”

“There can't be any best way,” Natalie
said hopelessly. “I wish you hadn't come
to Hungry River. I wish you wouldn't
come agaim."”

Brad and Wally remained only over
night, They were tired. The closed, warm
house made them sleepy after their days
in intense cold and a physical drowsiness
masked the younger man's depression.

Natalie, being a woman, carried it off.
Even her mother did not detect anything
strained in the girl's laughter when they

talked for a while after supper. And in
the morning Brad and Wally were gone
before the women wakened.

They spent five days reaching the claims
in Moon Mountains. Brad’s two old friends
were there, had staked according to Brad's
directions. As soon as they learned where
prospect holes had been dug the previeus
summer they began cutting timber for
fires to thaw out the ground.

Wally went hunting at once. Meat
would be valuable in that isolated camp
and all the surrounding country would
soon be overrun with hunters. He killed
several caribou many miles to the north,
and before he had finished hauling them
in, the vanguard of the rush arrived.

In the following weeks men swarmed
into the Moon Mountain country. They
were of all kinds, old-timers who had
traveled light and fast, others who had
toiled with heavy loads for fear they
would starve so far from supplies. The
usual hangers-on came, gamblers and
speculators, men with cash or promises to
offer for likely claims, men who boasted
immediate facilities for organizing com-
panies that could float stock in the States.

And there were some men who did
nothing except walk about, listening,
watching, estimating, men who waited for
the excitement and population to increase
and provide a screen for their activities.

The good and the bad had come to the
Moon Moumtain country.

It was all new to Wally Stearns. His
two years in Alaska had been spent in
lonely places with Brad Galbert. But to
Brad the scene was long familiar, and
now the old man was the hero and the
center of the camp. Everyone he had ever
seen in Alaska claimed friendship and
sought advice and inside information.

The ridges were quickly denuded of
timber as cabins, saloons and a store were
built. Men talked and bought and sold.
Only the old-timers went to work, and
the results of their digging threw the
camp into fresh excitement. Prices of the
holdings jumped by the thousands. Soft-
voiced and steady-eyed men followed Brad
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and Wally everywhere, and each day they
offered larger sums for the discovery
claims,

NDERNEATH the excitement and

the uproar, the ceaseless talk of lodes
and outcroppings and assays, there was a
stream of comment and conjecture on the
Laughing Lily and what the rush would
bring her. Old-timers were first to notice
that a choice claim stood in the name of
Jerry Stearns, with Juul Wefald staking
ground directly alongside, and that Natalie
Lane’s holdings were close to those of
Jerry's -son.

“Sitting there alone all these years,
like a spider in its web, and now this
busts for her,” ran the comment.

“Only two left, Stearns and Three-Toe
Brown, and this is drawin’ every man in
Alaska who can pick up a foot and set
it down agaim”

“I’'m goin’ to be there, I never heard
Lily laugh.”

“Maore power to her. She's earned her
giggle, waiting all this time.”

“THuree-Toe was in Candle last winter.
Wonder if he'll figure he can dodge the
Hungry gettin’ here.”

“And Hugh Lane was as fine a feller
as came in Ninety-eight.”

“Brown will get here. Too much chance
for a small crook in a big strike like
this.”

“Juul looked strong as ever when I
stopped there. And did he. have a hungry
glint in those fish eyes of hid!

No one spoke to Wally directly, but he
heard comments in crowds, at bars, when
he passed groups of men. It was impossible
to escape this topic of second importance.
He even knew there was betting on whether
Jerry Stearns would come, whether Three-
Toe Brown would muster nerve to slip
past the Hungry, whether the Laughing
Lily would get a chance to laugh in the
face of a victim.

A mail route had been established but
nothing came from Wally's father. Natalie
did not write and there was no direct word
of her. Wally heard only that the Lane

road house was crowded, that a man had
been hired to do the freighting and Juul
Wefald was always there.

“Just waiting,” a new arrival reported.
“Waiiting and working them big fingers of
his.”

Wally Stearns wanted to go down to
Hungry River. He knew Lily Lane must
have heard who he was after all these
weeks and he knew how Natalie must
be suffering. Not only had she given up
hope of happiness, but with men stream-
ing past on the trail, with the big room
crowded at night, with the door opening
constantly and fresh faces appearing, she
lived in momentary expectation that Jerry
Stearns would come, that the Laughing
Lily would recognize him.

ET Wally could not see that he might

accoraplish anything. Lily Lane,
knewlng new whe he was, prebably weuld
net let him speak to her daughter. He
talked it over with Brad, and even Brad
admitted the situation seemed hopeless.

“It’s just one of them cases where you've
got a bear by the tail and there ain't a
thing to be done about it except hang
on,” the old prospector said one night as
they prepared for bed.

“Netalie and I didn't have anything to
do with all this,” Wally protested. “She
shouldn’t be made to pay.”

“Afiter you've chalked up as many years
as I have, youll find life’s organized
pretty much along them lines,” Brad said.
“But it don't all run on the black side.
See that little feller I was talkin' to to-
day?”

Wally nodded.

“He’s the best mining engineer in
Alaska, Roy Thornton. There’s people in
the States that’ll put millions on his say-so.
Roy’s been here three weeks now, pokin’
into every hole and lookin’ at samples.
He’s made me an offer, but he thinks
you've got better ground and that the best
of all is what you staked for Natalie.”

“Tihen she's taken care of no matter

what happens”
“If somebody tells her she ought to
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grab Roy’s offer. Helll pay fifty thousand
dollars down and a royality.”

“I’'m starting in the mornimg!”’ Wally
exclaimed.

“You stay away from Hungry River,
kid. Lily’s heard who you are by this
time. You camtt—"

Men began yelling outside. Brad opened
the door and saw a dog team dashing up
what served as the camp's main street.

“Maiil’s im"” the old prospector shouted.
“Roy Thornton will get word to pass out
the checks.”

Wally followed and joined the crowd in
front of the store. The building was
jammed. Some men laughed and gossiped,
others waited in anxious silence for the
mail to be sorted. Wally knew few of them.
Strangers were arriving constantly from
distant parts of Alaska.

“Hello, Kirby,” a man beside Wally
greeted another. “When’d you get im?”

“Tihis afternoon. News was late get-
ting to Candle™

“Bverybody leswe?"

“If they could walk. Even Three-Toe
Brown got up nerve to try it with two
old wrecks of dogs. I overtook him three
hundred miles back.”

“Leave word with the Laughing Lily>"

“iDidn’t come that way. And you ean
bet Three-Toe wom't.”

“Shelf hear quick emough.”

The mail carrier emerged from the
store, pushed his way through the crowd.
He began calling Wally's name.

“Ttis came by cable and special,” he
said when Wally reached him, and he de-
livered a yellow envelope.

It was too dark to read, Wally started
toward the window of a saleen, then turned
and ran home. He knew the message had
traveled by cable and ship and finally over
hundreds of miles of slow trail, and he
knew it was from his father.

When he reached the cabin his fingers
fumbled the match as he lighted a candle.

Then he read:
COMING ON FIRST BOAT

That was all the message said, but it
was enough.

v

LI was gone a half hour later.

He did not even leave a message for

Brad. A little food, his robe, an ax and
rifle were on the sled. At the last moment
he took Brad’s old .45 revolver and a dozen
shells and slipped them into a spare sock.

The dogs had been idle for several days
and were glad to be on the trail again.
Wally rode until the intense cold com-
pelled him to run for two or three miles,
and he made splendid speed all through
the long night.

Several times he passed trail camps, saw
the coals of dying fires and heard the ex-
cited barking of dogs. These, he knew,
were the late arrivals from Kotzebue
Sound, far to the Northwest on the Arctic
Ocean, and Wally wondered if Three-Toe
Brown were asleep in one,

He traveled all night and kept on
through the day, passing several teams.
After a few hours' rest, he went on the
second morning. A fierce cold wind was
blowing. It picked up loose snow, filled the
air-with it and drifted the trail. That after-
noon the dogs dipped down a steep bank to
a large stream. Shelter from the wind per-
mitted better vision, and at once Wally
called to his dogs to stop, He had never
seen this place before. He was not on the
trail to Lily Lane's road house.

Wally knew what had happened. Teams
from Candle had kept that trail open.
The trail from the south, following the
Hungry River Valley, had been drifted
over. The dogs had chosen the broken fork
and in the flying snow their driver had
not recognized the place.

Delay was maddening. Wally thought
only of his father's arrival and his desire
to be there first. The meeting of the
trails could not be more than ten miles
back and he turned his team. Out on the
river he saw a large black spot and knew
the ice had broken through over fast
water. Then he caught the smell of smoke.
Dowmn-stream a red flame shone through
the swirling snow. A dog barked, and at
ence came a shout. It was a cry for help.
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Wally found a man sitting beside a
small, smouldering fire. His feet were
wrapped in his parka, Socks and mwikduks,
frozen stiff, hung near the feeble blaze.
There was nothing else, no sled, no dogs, no
food, weapon or robe. The man was shiv-
ering uncontrollably.

Without word or question, Wally went
into action. He wrapped his caribou skin
robe about the man, grabbed Ms ax and
departed for wood. Not until he had a
big blaze going and a kettle of snow iMénted
for tea did he speak.

“THrough the ice, eh? Lose evenytimingy?”

“Dammned dogs got off the trail,” the man
snarled. ‘“Crossed too far down. When
they went through [ tried to save the
sled and went in enough to wet my feet.”

“They frostetf?””

“Some."”

The man was surly. His face was cov-
ered by a heavy black beard through which
two brown, greedy eyes shone. He would
have died if Wally had not come, but he
did not speak a word of gratitude or indi-
cate by his manner that he felt any. His
glance roamed furtively over his rescuer
and the team.

Wally heated frozen beans and pork,
made tea. They ate in silence, Eood and
the big fire warmed the man and after
he had eaten he unfolded the parka to
examine his feet.

He had three toes on one foot, hene en
the other.

ALLY sat still for a long time, sip-

ping his tea. Suddenly he stood up.
“[ll get some dry socks,” he said, and
he went to the sled.

He took Brad’s revolver from the soek,
loaded it, slipped it inside his trousers
beneath the parka, returned to the fire.
With a swift movement, he picked up the
man's drying footwear and tossed it into
the roaring blaze.

The fellow cursed and jumped to his
feet. But he was helpless without secks
or moccasins in that bitter temperature.

“Sit down, Browm!” Wally commanded,
and he drew out the gun, “Youw're going

to tell me who was mixed in the killing
of Hugh Lane. You're going to tell just
how it all happemedl”

Three-Toe Brown did not speak. He
knew he was caught. The revolver did
not frighten him. Fire-arms are not so
deadlv as bare feet in an Alaskan winter.

“Startt” Wally barked. “My team's
ready. All T need do is leawe”

“Who are you?” Brown demanded.
“You were only a kid them”

“I want that story, the truth. I'm go-
ing to have it.”

“You get me out of here if I tellf?"

“[ get you out.”

Brown argued and evaded and tried to
trap Wally into an admission, and the
while he measured the distance to the gun
and tried to estimate Wally’s temper and
strength, But Wally stepped closer, jerked
the parka away. Brown sat now with bare
feet on the snow, and when he rested
his heels on a stiek of weod near the
blaze he knew that steel eeuld net held
him mere elesely te that spet.

The story came then. Brown disclaimed
any share in the planning or execution of
the plot against Hugh Lane, but that was
to be expected. The story he told rang
true and withstood Wally’s scathing cross-
examination. Thresher Macdougal as
leader of the gang of four men had con-
celved the whole scheme. Thresher and
Squaw Pete had done the actual killing,
theugh they had intended enly te drive
Lane frem his elaim.

“How much was Jerry Stearns going
to pay you for the claim after you got
it?” Wally asked.

Three-Toe laughed. “WHmesher had
brains,” he said. “He knew Stearns made
an offer to Hugh. He knew they met on
the trail. It was when we saw Stearns
drunk at Lane's road house that the
Thiresher got the whole idea. Only we
didn't know Stearns was going out, We
thought he was going back to Burnt Ridge
Creek and we could hang the whole thing
en him if anything slipped.”

Wally did not speak. Eor a while he
used all his will power to keep from leap-
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ing, from shouting his joy. At last he arose
and went to the sled. He unloaded the
rifle, hid the shells, turned his team and
stopped the dogs with the sled close to
Three-Toe Brown.

“Get in,” he said. “Wrap up in the
robe. Your feet will keep warm

‘“Where you takin' me?” the man asked
in sudden terror.

“Get in or 1 leave you,” Wally snarled.

Three-Toe got in, but his little greedy
eyes burned.

It was almost dark when they started,
The wind had gone down and the air was
clear. Wally cut across southeast and
picked up the Hungry River trail two
hours later, The dogs knew where they
were going and increased their speed.
Wally rode the sled handles. At nine
o’clock the lights of the Lane road house
appeared ahead.

“You can’t take me to her!” Brown
screamed when he recognized the place. He
struggled to get out- of the Sled.

“How far would you go?™ Wally jeered.
“Stay where you are—or else go on by
yourself.”

Juul Wefald came out when he heard
the sleigh bells.

“Tiis man frosted his feet,” Wally said
quickly, “Take care of my team.”

He picked Brown up, robe and all, and
carried him to the door, pushed it open.
A great cloud of vapor rushed across the
floor of the crowded warm room, and when
Wally set his victim down, no one saw
that Brown’s feet were bare.

Men were drinking, playing cards, talk-
ing. The babble ceased instantly, for all
knew an accident had happened. Then
Wally drew the big revolver, shoved Brown
into- a corner behind a stove and stood
in front of him.

Lily Lane was back of the bar. Wally
saw her staring at him. and then glancing
quickly around for Juul. Natalie opened the
kitchen door, attracted by the sudden si-
lence, and stood looking at Wally.

“Mivs. Lane,” Wally said, “when Juul
comes in, don't laugh. If you laugh, I'l
kill him.”

He waited, looking over the crowd. He
knew none of the men well,

“Mirs. Lane,” he began again, “you are
better acquainted with these men than I
am. Pick the six you would trust most.”

“What do you mean, coming into my
place like this?” she demanded. “If you
are trying to get your father past heme="

“He 1is coming later,” Wally said
sharply. “Coming here. And I'm running
this now. Do as I say. Pick six men—
unless you want me to laugh.”

Juul came in then, He glanced at Lily
Lane, started toward Wally. The yeung
man lifted the gun.

“Go stand in that corner,” he com-
manded. “Where I can see you. Il kil
you if you make a move.”

Juul only looked to Lily Lane for of-
ders. She stared at Wally, and suddenly
she turned.

“Do as he tells you, Juul,” she said.

She looked over the crowd, weighing
men, slowly naming six, Wally motioned
them to the end of the bar and told them
to choose a leader.

“There is going to be an investiggtion,”
Wally said. “This is not a court. Only a
committee that’s got to get the truth, Here
is the witness”

He turned suddenly and pulled Brown
from behind the stove. No one had recog-
nized the man with his beard, not even
the Laughing Lily. But everyone saw the
bare feet. Lily Lane saw them, and
screamed. Juul Wefald started forward.

“Get back!” Wally commanded. “I've
got more at stake than Lily Lane and I'll
kill you to win.”

He saw Natalie move, and over her
shoulder was Brad Galbert’s grizzled face,
The old prospector stepped inside the
room. He carried a rifle, but he did not
speak,

“Tiis man knows all about the Kkilling
of Hugh Lane eleven years ago,” Wally
said. “Kmows everyone implicated. Get
the story from him. Try to trip him up.
If Mrs. Lane or anyone else wants to
ask a question, let it be put through the
head of the committee”
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ILY LANE had chosen old-timers,

men not only familiar with the death
of her husband but aceustomed to the ways
of primitive justice. They had little diffi-
culty in beating down Brown’s surliness
and making him talk,

“All right,” the leader growled once.
“If you won't talk, get out. We don't care.
Go on. Get out of here.”

The investigation had gone only a little
way when bells jingled and a dog driver
called “whoa” to his team. The door was
opened and a man stepped into the room,

He was tall, and his hair was gray, but
he had a young face that was alight now.
He did not look at anyone in the room
except Lily Lane. A warm smile came as
he bowed to her.

“Good evening, Lily,” he said. “I came
as soon as I heard you wanted to see me.
I would have come long ago had I knowm.”

Lily Lane had stared from the moment
he stepped into the room. She shot one
startled glance at Natalie in the kitchen
door, and then her gaze swung back to
the newcomer.

She was no longer beautiful. The frozen
mask was twisted by hate and fury.

“Juul! Juulh” she shrieked. “They've
tricked us! They've cheated usl™

She began to laugh then, not as men
had ever heard her laugh before, not as
she had laughed in the faces of Thresher
Macdougal, Yukon Yager and Squaw Pete.
Her laughter was wild, maniacal. Men
shivered when they heard it.

Only Juul Wefald moved. He came glid-
ing out of the corner, his great paws out-
stretched toward the man at the door.

Wally could not shoot. His father stood
between. Brad Galbert leaped across the
room, cocking his rifle. Juul did not turn
his head, but an arm swept out and sent
Brad and his weapon spinning. Then he
clutched Jerry Stearns.

Natalie came swiftly, and was whiried
away like a leaf before a locomotive. Wally
leaped in and as the great fingers closed
about his father's throat he brought the
barrel of the long heavy revolver down on
Juul's head.

Juul only clutched the more tightly.
Jerry Stearns’' eyes were popping from his
head. Frantic, Wally struck again, and a
third time, before the giant crumpled to the
floor.

Suddenly the room was filled with ex-
cited, shouting men. Wally turned to his
father, who had swayed back against the
wall. Only old Brad Galbert had presence
of mind to look for Lily Lane.

She was gone. The place was searched.
Natalie went everywhere. Brad found her
at last, lying behind the bar. She had
fainted, and the white hair was tinged
with red where her head had struck.

And Three-Toe Brown had disappeared.
No one had seen him go, but the kitchen
door was open. Men went out with lan-
terns and hunted until they found prints
of bare feet in snow beyond the kennels.
They returned at once.

“You can’t go buckin' Providence,” one
said. “He’s got the surest, quickest ways
o' takin' care of some things”

“Thwee-Toe saw Juul start and thought
it was him the big ox was after,” Brad
grinned. “Fiigwred anything was better'n
them flimgens:™

“But he can clear my fathen!’” Wally
protested. “I got the whole story from
him amd—"

“We don't need him, boy,” Jerry Stearns
said. “I have enough proof. But somebody
ought to tie this grizzly before he comes
to.”

Juul’s legs were bound together. Lily
Lane was revived. She sat in a chair while
Natalie bathed her face.

“How did you get here?” Wally asked
Brad.

“ILeft with the mail team next morning.
Didn’t know what sort o' mess you'd
get into. Where did Brown come from?”

Wally said:

“I'll tell that soom.”

ALLY did, when Lily Lane pushed
her daughter away and walked over
to face him. He told how he had found
Three-Toe and repeated the story he had
heard. Lily Lane's eyes never turned from
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his face while he talked, and at the end
he knew he had not convinced her.

Jerry Stearns came forward then. He
had an envelope in his hand and he gave
it to Lily Lane.

“But wait,” he said. “I want to tell you
how and when that came to me. I left here,
if you will remember, the day after I
staged that big drunk. Went straight out.
Stayed only over night at Northern Light.
But when I was waiting three days for
a ship down on the coast, the mail came
from inside. This letter was addressed to
me but I didn't have time to open it before
I went aboard. 1 thought of acting on it
and filed it away, But later 1 went to
Mexico instead and it was several years
before I learned Hugh was dead.”

He stepped back. Lily Lane started
when she saw the handwriting on the en-
velope. Her face was as white as her hair
when trembling fingers drew out the letter.

“It’s from Hugh!” she whispered, and
the paper slipped to the floor.

Wally caught it and read aloud:

“Burnt Ridge Creek, April 27, 1901.”
Then the rest of the letter followed.

Deur Jervy:: Since meatiing you on the
trail two days age, I'te bewn thinlking
ovar your offter. I came near talcing it
then but on accowdit of Lily I'm alkoays
looliheg for the best of things. Now, if
youlll pay $TNOV0 for a half inverest
in my holdhgss, I'N take it. You said
youltldl pay that for ferpyowine percent
byt that iwveuld neot be fabr. I woullil ovoly
shave alike with a squaresihobrer ke

you and I domit mimd sayimg I wowld
like to have you fer a partmar. Hope
this catches you at Huongyy Rivar but if
not you can send back word. Pl hold
the offfer opam till I hear.
Yousr friend and (I hops)) poatmer,
Hugth Lane

Lily Lane stood staring at Jerry Stearns
as she listened. At the end, every man in
the room was watching her. And they saw
two things they had not seen for eleven
years. They saw tears in the deep blue eyes
and a warm smile on her face. They saw
beauty again in the woman on Hungry
River.

*Jerry, forgive,” she said, and held out
her hand.

"Because I understand you, as I al-
ways understood what you and Hugh were
to each other,” Jerry answered. “Amnd as
I hope Natalie and Wally will—<*

He turned to look for them, and a puz-
zled expression crossed his face.

*Shucks!” Brad Galbert snorted. “They
left before the speech makin' began. And
T'll shoot the first man that goes near
that kitchen door.”

The stillness of the room was broken.
Lily Lane's beautiful head went back and
she laughed. It was a warm laugh, rich
and joyous, and it brought happiness to
the faces of the old Alaskan sourdoughs
who heard it.

Down on the floor Juul Wefald opened
his eyes and grinned through the blood
that trickled from a split scalp.

Man Can Now Talk With God

Strange Phenmamena Follow New Teaching

MOSCOW, Idaho.—A new and revolutionary
religious Movement which teaches that man
can now talk with God, is attractiigz world-
wide attemtion to its founder, Dr. Frank B

Hobinson of Moscow, Idaho. This new Teaching,
which, in Ms first year went into 67 different

tﬂe@, i8 accornpanied by phenomenal ¥e-
sdlts in Auman lives, whieh are considered by
MaRy te border on the miraeculous.

"PSYCHIANA,” this new psychological and
sclentlﬁc rel ion, teaches that God exists here
and e earth as the most dynamic {(gt

Ay slble Po\wu the wor
!ﬁi‘\@ S awalting a revelation of ttli‘i% Power.
Iy

¥

utel ible,” says Dr. Robinson
Very fl afmsman bei g to contaet an
Ase this Power to bring health, happiness, an

abundant success here and now, while living
on this eariih.™

Dr. Robinson claims further that it 1;13@55]131@
for all who understand this dynarmic Power as
Jesus understood it, to duplicate every authentic
work He ever did. When He said e things
that I do shall ye do also”—He meant just
that. And He meant it literally. This new under-
standing of God is very rapidly s round
the wortd, and vou are invited to write to

PEVCHIANAS for detﬁlls of these strange
pherioniena whieh are following its applieatien
m human life. There is ne hafge f@f this

. We are tfyhggg 6 h find this

Power, Sand A addregs tg "PgY@Hl-
ANA.” 713-11%!& Stf' t M@ss@ , 18ahe.—-
ﬂg t, 1998, b ROBINSOA. —Advemée-



Cleopatra's Amulet

By H. BEDFORD-JONES

Author of ‘Hlusheard’s Closet,"” *“MMhe Yardarm Swing,” ete,

The ankh is the age-old symbol of

life, the emblem of the four winds;

yet in Ptolemy’s throme chamber

the sage Achilles knew that it

promised death to the Pharach.
A Halfway House story

N THE last occasion I visited Half-
way House, a very singular thing
happened. Having an hour or so

to kill, I dropped in at the old brown-
stone-front mansion which had been con-
verted into a museum, freely open to the
public, to house the occult collections of
Sir Roger Balke. Those varied collections,
which comprised everything from portraits
of old necromancers to crystal gazing balls,
always produce something of interest.

20

The people who roamed the place were
interesting, also. The mystery about the
founder of the place was interesting. Sir
Roger was quite unknown; he spent mest
of his life in Asia, and shunned any kind
of publicity. I had once met here an odd
little bald man whom I conjectured t8
be Balke, but could never eenfirm the
supposition.

When I walked in, on a chilly, blustery
day, the place looked deserted, The guard
at the door took my things with a ned
and a smile,

“Sir Roger told me you might be in
today, sir,” he said to my amazement. “He
said to tell you there's a new exhibit in
the rear room.”

I went on into the apparently empty
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place, wondering. Queer things happened
in this old mansion, whose entire lower
floor was now a museum. How had Sir
Roger, if he were actually here, known 1
was coming? I had not known it myself.
Telepathy, perhaps. Sir Roger Balke de-
tested fakery and trickery and false magic,
out I knew he did entertain some belief
in telepathy. Most of us do.

As 1 headed for the rear room, I dis-
covered the. place was not empty. One
person was wandering about looking at
the exhibits—a young woman in magnifi-
cent sables. And, when 1 caught a glimpse
of her face, I was once more surprised.
Recognize her? Of course. Anyone in the
world would have recognized Charmian
Gordon—"The Cleopatra of the Screem,”
they called her, famous alike for her
beauty, her love affairs, and her misfor-
Lunes.

Not strange to find her here. Eirst, she
was making personal appearances in the
city. Second, she was whispered to be a
devotee of the occult, and on the sucker
list of all the Hollywood mystics, who are
legion, It was ‘said that Charmian Gordon
never began a new film without taking
advice from numerologists, horoscope artists
and palm readers galore. No wonder she
was visiting Halfway House.

Not that her search for mystic guidance
brought her luck. Money, yes, a great
career, yes; but her private life, by all
report, was most unhappy. No one knew
why.

Thinking of these things, I made for the
rear room. I found that it had been cleared
out and redraped; now the walls were
covered by tightly stretched hangings of
a material so gorgeous that I caught my
breath. A rich, deep golden hue, it was
apparently a silk brocade so woven as to
give the appearance of half-invisible figures
in a shimmering pattern.

That no lights were visible except day-
light, was rather surprising. Sir Roger
Balke was a wizard, with lighting effects.
Several chairs were in the room, and be-
fore one gold-hung wall was a little show-
case, hip high. This, too, was unlighted.

As I went toward it, Charmian Gerdon
came into the room, glanced about won-
deringly, and also approached the exhibit.

This was puzzling. Under the curved
glass top were some tattered fragments of
woven material, dull and discolored but
showing occasional glints of gold. Beside
them rested a curious object which looked
like nothing human; yet it was, in fact,
human. It was a little, brown, dried-up
human hand, tightly clenched and broken
off at the wrist; the dry, claw-like fingers
were fastened in the loop of what is some-
times mistakenly called a crux ensde—a
looped cross. This was really the ank#, the
ancient Egyptian symbol of life, The one
gripped in the mummified hand was ap-
parently of glass, a materially intrinsically
worthless nowadays, but in the time of
the Pharaohs an enormous treasure. Only
kings could afford glass in those days
and a glass bead out-valued a pearl.

“That’s very odd, isn't it?” Charmian
Gordon turned to me with a puzzled frown.
“Have you any idea what it is?”

“None whatever,” I replied. “It’s queer
that the lighting should be so poor, too.
Sir Roger is usually up to tricks with his

lighttiimg—°

STOPPED abruptly. Into the room was

coming the small little bald man I had
formerly met on one oeecaslen, with his
bright eyes and Impresslve manfief. He
came straight up te us, nodded to me.
and spoke te my eompanien.

“Miss Gordon? I'm Sir Roger Balke,
and I'm very happy that you could accept
my invitation to a private showing here.”

He then introduced me as though he
had known me all his life, asked us to
be seated, and took a chair himself. I was
dumbfounded. A private showing? And he
had asked her to Halfway House?

“Your telephone message,” she said,
with her fascinating smile, “rather in-
trigued me. You said you had some relics
of Cleopatra, buti—"

Sir Roger waved his hand, and pointed
to the brocaded wall.

“I want vou to look at this materiall."
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he said. “It was made especially to my
order; there's nothing quite like it amy-
where. I’ve been conducting some rather
interesting experiments with a combination
of lights and textiles. Apparently no one
has ever thought of such a thing before,
but some of the results are quite astonish-
ing. By the way, that's a handsome brooch
you’re wearing. Egyptian, I thind”

She had flung open her fur coat, dis-
closing on her breast a rather large brooch
in gold and enamel, representing the looped
cross or aemkh.

“Yes,” she responded. “it’s the same
as that thing in the showcase, a Tau cross.
This one came from the tomb of an Egyp-
tian pharach—you know, the old Kkings
of Egypt! It's three thousand years old
and has magical properties; 1 have to wear
it every day, even on a movie set, if 1
want to keep the luck it brimgs’

Sir Roger’s bright, glittering eyes
touched her face as though seeking a
smile there, but she was quite serious.

“It must have cost you a lot of money,”
he said.

“It did!” she exclaimed proudly. “It’s
one of the treasures of the ancient world.
Magicians used it; you know, they had
magic in ancient Egypt.*

“Yes, I know,” said Sir Roger rather
grimly. “There’s no such thing as a Tau
cross. This one of yours was made by a
man named Ibrahim Khalil, who lives at
Qus on the Nile; he's a well-known forger
of antiques. I can get you a gross like
that for five or six dollars each, all of
them as old as yours—perhaps two years
old—and all of them with the same
magical properties.”

A little gasp broke from her, whether
at his ruthless words or at the sudden
change in the light around us. For it did
change. Rather, the golden weave on the
wall, with its vague pattern, became il-
lumined as though lit up from behind.
Upon us, upon the rest of the room, fell
an‘absolute darkness. My two companions
were barely visible.

With a thrill, I realized that this must
be the dark light or black light, which

Sir Roger was said to have discovered. 1
knew it had been long sought by all the
lighting experts in Hollywood, but vainly.
And this was it, this darkness around usl!
But the wall before us was gloriously
golden in hue, and the almost invisible
patterns in the textile began to take shape.
A man’s head became visible. My com-
panion gasped again.

“Why—wiy, that's Prince Kassim Allah,
the Egyptian mmystiid™

Sir Roger's thin, ironic laugh sounded
softly. “Not at all, my dear, not at all.
It's Achilles of Alexandria. . . .”

EIR voices failed and died, as a
scene took shape. The man was hand-
some, indeed; neither young nor old, he
had an aif of theughtful nobility in his
strongly chiseled feattires, as he pored
over the seroll of an old papyfus. He
glanced up suddenly as a shadow fell
aeross the seroll. A woman stood in the
doerway—rather, a girl, a dark mantle
wrapped about her and enelesing her head,
His brows drew down in a frown.

“You agaim!” he said almost angrily.
“Niiobbe of the palace, el?”

A girl from the palace, a handmaid of
the Princess Cleopatra, she had come to
him in many an hour off, sitting at his
feet, learning from him, discussing prob-
lems of philosophy with wit and acumen.
But he was in no mood for her chatter
now.

“Not on my own errand this time,
Achilles,” she said. “My mistress sends
for you.”

“Dewil take your mistress, and you with
her,” he snapped. “I'm at work.”

“Careful, master! You may be the
wisest man in Alexandria, the greatest
worker of wonders in the world, the sage
and physician and magician whose name
is renownedi—but, by the gods, her father
is king of Egypt! And she’s capable of
anything.”

“So I've heard,” said he, with a sneer.
“I've nothing to do with any spoiled
darling of the palace. I have troubles of
my own, and heavy ones.”

3 A=19
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“What are thew?” she demanded. He
paused and regarded her with somber eyes.

“Maore than all my boasted skill and
wisdom can solve,” he said bitterly. “What
neither medicine nor so-called magic can
aid. What your princess, who surrounds
herself with false wizards and mecroman-
cers, cannot cure. The curse of Phaediirenss”

She knew his trouble, and having no
answer for it, departed.

Loneliness; and not all his philosophy,
his dabbling in the black art, his wisdom
of the ancients, could help him. A war-
chariot, careening down the street, had
killed his aged mother and the sister whem
he loved, both of them in an instant. Since
that day, Achilles had withdrawn morosely
from the world.

The world, this blazing world of Alex-
andria, vibrant with oriental life, home of
the schools of learning where he had been
a master, was all dead for him. He was
alone, restless, embittered. He had, per-
haps, worked too hard, studied too long,
given himself too whole-heartedly to the
pursuit of wisdom., He hated the great
city, hated everything.

He left his room and moodily went out
on the housetop. It was mid-afternoon.
Before him swam in the hot sunlight such
a vision as could be found nowhere else
in the world: Alexandria, under its half-
million towering palm trees. Temples both
Greek and Egyptian, since here the two
civilizations met and mingled. The Hippo-
drome and the stadium, the tomb of the
Alexander who was now a god. The pink
obelisks before the temple of Serapis
glowed red in the sunlight. The sea, the
harbor swarming with ships, the colossal
Pharos with its smoke by day and its fire
by night to guide mariners—all the glories
of the world were centered here before
him,

He contemplated them a long time in
his lonely, heart-hungry mood; then, at a
light step, he turned irritably. At first he
thought Niobe was back—a girl dark-clad,
face half hidden, silent. Then he saw it
was another girl, The face attracted him,
not with its beauty, but with its vivid glow
4 A—19

of character and intelligence, its springing
vibrant youth. Dark it was, with fine
high-curved nose and thin nostrils, and
a' certain look of power in the eyes that
caught his attention.

“Who the devil are you?” he rasped.
She smiled slightly.

“Tihey call me Wisdom. I've come from
the palace to seek you.”

He laughed harshly. “Wisdom, from a
pigsty? Wisdom, from a place of de-
bauchery and folly and luxurious evil?
Clear out of here, girl, and leave me
alone.”

“No,” she said quietly. “Tithe princess
got your message; she sent me to cure your
trouble, Achilles, and to bring you to her.”

“You, cure my trouble?” he repeated
scornfully. She looked at him, and then
spoke not in Greek, but in the ancient
Egyptian which few persons knew and
none spoke.

“Why not, Achilles? In the old gods
there was wisdom. In the worship of the
sun and the sun’s light there was healing.
Not the worship of Ra, the visible thing
in the sky; but in the secret religion, the
worship of Aten, the power that makes all
life and that pervades everything—the
god who makes the grass green and the
brown dates sweett”

He was dumbfounded. Not alone by the
fact that this palace girl knew Egyptian,
but that she knew the secrets of the old
religion, the hermetic secrets lost even to
knowledge of the high priests. He studied
her attentively, as she flung back the wrap
and bared her head. Eresh astonishment
grew upon him., A girl so young—how
could she know so much?

“It’s impossible,” he muttered to him-
self, in the Hebrew with which he cloaked
his thoughts. “She’s a child. This is some
dream.”

She smiled again, and to his amazement
made response in the same language.

“No dream, Achilles. Yes, perhaps I can
cure your trouble, the lonely bitterness of
your heart, the ache of your soul. I want
you to talk to me. I want to hear more
of that religion of Aten—that pure, beau-
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tiful faith which died so long ago, that
religion of love and beauty. I know a little
of it, but not enough. 1 am hungry to
know more.”

Hungry to know more, this palace girl?
Hungry to know of that glorious worship
of the good and beautiful which had
perished from Egypt fifteen hundred years
ago? Achilles found himself talking freely,
as they sat under the canopy and looked
out over the city and harbor.

E FOUND something more. Here was

a brain, a keen driving intelligence, so
remarkable that he felt a kind of awed
humility. And somehow this girl's mind
seemed a part of her beauty. He tried to
probe, to learn about her, to find out who
she was and what background she had:
but she evaded his questlens, and he was
Relpless before heft,

An hour passed, another hour. Achilles
felt the weight gone from his soul, he was
himself once more, joyous and wise and
confident. One thing about this girl
bothered him a trifle; intelligent as she
was, she had a leaning to superstition.

“And why not?” she argued gravely,
when he spoke of it. “All men are not so
sure of themselves as you, Achilles. Look
at Timon of Sicily, the great master of
magic who has come from Athens to cure
the illness of King Ptolemy! He did it
with his charms, with his great charm, the
Tau cross.”

They were speaking Greek again, the
customary tongue.

“Tau cross!” ejaculated Achilles. “There's
no such thing. Timon of Sicily, indeed!
A trickster, a faker, a worker of false
magic. If you want to know the truth
about what you call the Tau cross, I can
tell you. The king? All the old fool
needed was a strong physic, and Timon
gave it to him. A wonder he didn’t give
*him poison, so that wildcat of a princess
couldn't sit on the thwoomed™

The girl caught her breath, leaned for-
ward, grasped his wrist and looked him
in the eye.

“Acthilles! You are right. She loves her

father; she wouldn't do that., But—abh,
by the gods, I see it now! Arbaces, the
palace eunuch! Arbaces! If he could get
the king killed, he could seize the throne
in the name of the boy Ptolemy, the boy
prince—"'

Her brows knitted. Achilles was almost
frightened by the vibrant power he felt in
her.

“Look!" she exclaimed. “The princess
needs you, we all need you. Arbaces has
been very friendly with this Sicilian wizard,
bas given him huge gifts. The king is sick
again; he has headaches, his liver is out
of order. Tonight, Timon the Sicilian comes
to invoke fresh magic and renew the power
of the Tau cross he gave the king. Poison?
Why not? No one would suspect him,
after he had cured the king once. And
the guards were changed today; the
Nubian archers are on duty, instead of
the heavy-armed Greslis—"

Suddenly she swung around; her fingers
tightened on his wrist.

“Come with me—rather, come to the
palace toniightt!” she exclaimed. “Come in
an hour, with darkness. I'll meet you and
pass you through the guards. Timon of
Sicily will perform his incantations in the
Macedonian room, the private quarters of
Ptolemy. TI’ll get you in there. Do you
dare, Achillle=?"

“Dare?"” He laughed, curtly. “Dom’t be
absurd. What is Ptolemy to me? Only an-
other Egyptiam.”

“Egyptian?” Her eyes flamed angrily.
“No! The first Ptolemy was a general of
Alexander. My mistress Cleopatra says she
is Greek, pure Greeld™

“And four hundred years in Egypt?
Laughailis!” exclaimed Achilles. Her in-
dignant attitude delighted him. “As well
say I'm Greek, because my ancestors came
over with Alexander too! Ah, I've never
met anyone like you. Wisdom, you call
yourself? Here, give me your hamd.”

“My lips, if you promise to come in an
hour,” she said. And Achilles, looking into
her eyes, swore the oath she demanded.
She touched her lips to his, clung to him
for an instant, then was gone like a flame.
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The memory of her laughter remained
with him, and the touch of her lips.

An hour had passed. The sun was gone
now, as he sought the palace gates. Once
more he was himself, folly departed; grave,
girded to meet magic with magic, wisdom
with a greater wisdom, jibes and scoffing
with contempt. He knew well what sort
of man was this Timen the Sicilian. He
had met many sueh, and had put them
te shame.

He knew, too, the magic of a different
kind that had suddenly touched him, trans-
forming all the emptiness of his life. It
was incredible; he was startled, awed by
it, This girl who so truly called herself
Wisdom, had in a little hour or two cap-
tivated him, changed him, wakened new
things within him. He studied himself
mentally, and marveled. All the bhungry
desire of his seul reached sut for her. Mad-
ness, he teld himself angrly; madness!

And yet he could sense that he had
evoked similar emotion in her, that she
responded to his longing. The touch of
her lips had told as much.

E FOUND her waiting for him in the
palace entrance, talking with a
guard officer. She laughed, eagerly took
his hand, led him along the corridors. Ob-
viously she was well known here, for the
guards saluted her and asked no questions.
“Ptolemy heard you were to be here;
he is very anxious to meet you, to ask
your skill,” she said rapidly. “I'll take you
to the Macedomian room, introduce you,
and then I must leave you and attend my
mistress. Be bold, Achilles! Be bold! If
this Sicilian is really attempting some
rascality, I count on you to stop him.
Fear not, Cleopatra will back all you do
and support you.*

He laughed drily, “Fear? Don’t be
absurd. My only fear is that I may not
see.you agaiim.”

She pressed his hand quickly. “Then
fear not at alll Careful—Arbaces the
eunuch.”

He was striding toward them; a tall,
dark man, powerful of features, massively

built, clad in gorgeous raiment. His eyes
flashed upon the cloaked girl and the
man in a simple white robe. He saluted
them and passed on, but the power of evil
in the dark face and the penetrating gaze
lingered with Achilles. That nian was te be
feared.

So she took him to the Macedonian
room, where a terrace opened to the stars
and the cool sea breezes, and when she
had presented him, she departed swiftly.
The king was surrounded by several of-
ficlals, and the wine-eup had evidently
been freely passed.

A weary, obese, worn-out man, this
thirteenth Ptolemy, known a8 Auletes.
Once a man of extreme vigor, new drained
by excesses and luxury, but of kindly eye.
He greeted Achilles with assuried delight.

“Acthilles! T have heard often of you,
of your magical powers, of your wisdom
and skill,” he exclaimed. “Mure than once
I've intended to send for you, but some-
thing always intervened. The world s se
damned full of things—the palace world.
I'm a sick man, Achilles. I'll give you a
chance at me, if this Sicllian deesn’t re-
peat his eure. He's premised fe a magie
draught that will renew my yeuth, if his
invecations sueceeed. Nowhing abstruse of
mysterious abeut him. Hell perferm
the whele eeremeny here before Hs—ah,
Re's eeming new! Here, semepsdy, give
the sage Achilles seme of that Ehian wine,
make him esmisriable”

Achilles waved aside the wine-bearer
and took an obscure place against the
wall, behind the others, Arbaces appeared,
saluting the king obsequiously; with him
was the magician Timon. Achilles studied
this man and nodded to himself.

A bearded, impressive man was Timon,
wearing a Persian cap and robe em-
broidered with magical emblems, followed
by two Nubian slaves, his assistants. He
had the singular deep eyes and arrogantly
assured manner of the practised performer
—ihe assured trickster who knews well
hew to command and enthral his audience,
and whe is egual t6 any emergeney 6f any
ehallenge.



68 ARGOSY

During the hum of conversation, Achilles
caught the name of Cleopatra, and turned
to see the young princess. At this moment,
however, the lights were being lowered,
and he caught sight only of half a dozen
female figures taking post at one side.
Cleopatra, stretching out comfortably on a
divan, seemed only a lissome shape
wrapped in filmy transparent stuffs, her
face impossible to discern in the half-light.
Achilles looked at the women around her,
hoping te make out Wisdem, but he could
see nothing of her. The meeking, irenie
theught struek him—hew expeet t6 find
Wisdem in a palaee, In an assemblage of
feels and eharlatans and dupes?

Then he forgot all else, giving his whole
attention to the scene before him,

MON, in the deep, musical, hypnotic

volee of his kind, was putting on a
good show; it was ne more than a show,
as Achilles very well percelved. A single
lamp burned fitfully near the king. The
Nubians had lighted two braziers, from
whieh ineense aseended in slew spirals;
and BetweeR these the dark Sieilian was
statiened.

His patter, Achilles critically decided,
was very good of its kind. He waved his
wand, invoked the gods with spells and
incantations, spoke of the feathers of
Osiris, the winged bull of Assyria, and
interspersed his oration with such simple
tricks as producing a scorpion from the
air, plucking eggs from the ear of a
Nubian, and making the incense smoke
formn pictures before the beholders. It
was all impressively done.

At length he flung his wand to the
stones, and before every eye the stick
turned into a long serpent, thick as a
man's wrist—a great cobra, which lifted
its head, puffed out its flat wings, and
remained weaving half its length back and
forth in air. Gasps of amazement arose.
Here was the uraeus, the sempemti-symbol
of the pharaoh himself.

Timon uttered a sharp command. The
serpent came down flat on the stones;
twisted about, took the shape of a cross

with a loop at the top, and stiffened.
Timon lifted one end of the thing and
let it drop with a metallic clang.

“Quickly!” he commanded. “Bring an
empty cup, the cup of Ptolemy himself,
and place it within the loop! The god
Horus will provide the draught of life
to cure the king. Watch well, and see that
I have nothing to do with it.”

A golden cup was brought, and laid
within the loop of the cross.

“Tiiis emblem of the god Horus, this
symbol of healing and of life,” went on
Timon sonorously, “has within itself all
powers. It is the crux ansata, the cross
with a handle, or the Tau cross of the
Greeks, so called because it is shaped
like the letter Tau, On the ancient monu-
ments, we see it in the hand of a pharach
as a symbol of power. Look well, Horus,
upon the king whe Is te be eured! Hearken
to us; give us a sign 1 the incemse="

The Nubians put fresh spices on the
flames of the braziers. The ascending in-
cense took on shape and form; each spiral
of smoke became a Tau cross fluttering in
the night breeze. The sorcerer redoubled
his efforts. He performed more wonders;
he laid a napkin on the stones, and beneath
it upgrew a flower, a bush, a small tree,
only to grow small and vanish again at
his command.

Achilles alone, of all those watching,
was not deceived. Long since, he had
learned all these tricks—and what they
hid. He alone saw when Timon of Sicily
produced a tiny vial and deftly emptied
it, unseen, into the cup. And he saw where
that vial went when it was empty—to the
well-trained Nubian slave on the right.

He turned to look again for Wisdom,
but she was not in sight. The princess
Cleopatra was watching intently from her
shadowed perch on the divan, her hand
stroking a pet kitten which purred in her
lap. Suddenly she uttered a gasp, and
spoke.

“The cup! The cup is filledd™

So it was, indeed. Flames leaped from
the two braziers. The cup was filled to the
very brim with liquid. Timon stretched
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out his hand, and the Tau cross became
a serpent again, darted to his hand, was
changed into his wand, and he extended
it triumphantly.

“Dwink, oh king!” he cried vibrantly.
“Give the cup to Ptolemy, that he may
be healed of all his ills, that he may be
cured by the magic of Horus! Take up
the cup, one of yow—"

“Do not,” said a voice, quiet with com-
manding force.

EADS turned, eyes rolled, the sor-

cerer stiffened with angry amaze-
ment. Achilles stepped out. Someone
uttered his name, and all stared at the
famous sage of whom so little was known,
When it was seen that he was no old
bearded wizard but a young-looking man
of commanding dignity, a murmur of
astonishment arose:

“What does this mean, presumptuous
rascal?” burst forth Timon. Achilles
ignored him and pointed to the Nubian
on the right.

“Ptolemy, order two of your guards
to seize that slave,” he said.

The staring king could not find voice;
Timon protested hotly; a Babel of
astonished exclamations broke out, but
the Princess Cleopatra leaned forward and
spoke.

“Guards! Do as he says

Two of the guards grasped the Nubian,
and Achilles turned to the furious magician.

“Come, my friend! My name is Achilles,
and it may be that I can assist your
endeavor to heal the king. May the gods
preserve him from all evill Before he
drinks the magic medicine of Horus, let's
be sure that no one else touches it. Give
me your wand.”

“Give it to him,” said Ptolemy, finding
tongue at last, The Sicilian, raging, was
forced to obey the command. Smiling a
little, Achilles took the rod and flung it
to the stone pavement,

“Protect the king’s cup!” he ordered.
“Let no one touch it until I give com-
mand.”

The rod broke into two. It became not

one serpent, but two, and a cry of amaze-
ment burst from the watchers. The two
serpents approached the golden cup, took
position on either side of it and lifted their
weaving, hissing heads threateningly.

“Silence, Sicilitan!” exclaimed Achilles,
as the magician was about to speak. “I
was quiet while you performed your tricks;
now be the same while I perform mine.”

“That is just! Obey!” said the Princess
Cleopatra. Something in her voice drew
the swift attention of Achilles, then he re-
turned to the work before him.

“Let me show, very briefly, that all
your talk about the looped cross was
utter nonsense and ignorant prattle,’ he
said, with grave contempt. “Any wander-
ing sorcerer can perform your tricks, I
disdain them, But here is the emblem of
which you made so much, Pass it around.”

He gave it to the nearest official—a
little looped cross made of glass. It went
from hand to hand with astonished mur-
murs following it. Glass! Such a thing was
almost unknown. Rarer than orient pearls
was a bead of glass.

Achilles gave the scowling Sicilian a
scornful glance.

“All your boastful talk was ridiculous,”
he said. “Tiis is not an emblem of the
god Horus. It is not a crux anmsata at all.
There is no such thing as the Tau cross
with a loop above it. Nor has Horus any-
thing to do with it. I give you one chance
to explain what it is. No evasions, Sicilian,
no smoke-screen of words, but an explana-
tion. Quiickdiy®”

A safe challenge, as he was well aware.
No one knew, these days, what the sign
meant. It had various alleged meanings,
but the secret had been lost for a thousand
years. He had discovered it himself, not
long since, in a papyrus taken from a
tomb. He had this papyrus with him,

The scowling Sicilian muttered some-
thing about the sign representing certain
organs of the god Horus. Achilles burst
into a peal of hearty laughter. The glass
emblem had been handed back to him.
Now he gave the papyrus to the nearest
person.
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“If any among you can read the ancient
Egyptian, read and see if I speak the
truth,” he said, and held up the little glass
cross. “What is this, magician? It was
called ankh—tistt was its name. It had
nothing to do with Horus. It is older than
all the old gods. It means life, yes; and
why? It’s the oldest emblem in the world,
Sicilian. The cross, the symbol of the four
winds, of the sun-god, of power., A double-
headed axe in the most ancient fimes,
emblem of the royal authority.

“On the top of this was placed the
hieroglyphic Ru, or in Greek, the letter O.
This signified the gateway, the mouth, the
creative power, the water of the Nile
coming forth to renew the fertility of
Egypt each year! So we see this an emblem
of creative force belonging not to one god,
but to all gods and rulers. Am I right?
Has any of you here been able to read

the ancient lamguags?"

OST of them laughed at the idea,

for these Greeks knew little of

anelent Egypt. But all eyes turned sud-

defily to the prineess, who held the scroll.

“You are right, Achilles,” she said. “So
it is written here. I can read it

Her voice startled him again. But now
Timon stepped out in wrath and spoke.

“Kiing Ptolemy, I came here to cure
you, not to match wits with Alexandrian
sages! If the mystic medicine of Horus be
not taken quickly, it will not help you.”

“It’ll certainly cure all the king's ills.”
said Achilles drily. “But my magic tells
me, Sicilian, that you're far from a well
man yourself. You’re very close to death,
in fact. Therefore, drink half the cup your-
self. I'm sure the king will permit it

Timon started back. “Begone! You in-
terfere with mystic things, you cheap
rascal—"

“Cheap?” Achilles held up the glass
ankh. Then, suddenly, he sent it crashing
down on the stones and it flew into a
thousand pieces. Shrill cries went up from
those who watched, cries of dismay and of
protest. “Well, prove your magic, Timon!
Restore that ankl to itselfi”

The Sicilian raged. “I refuse! Your in-
terference here will spoil everythimg

*“So it will, perhaps,” said Achilles
coolly. Stooping, he gathered up as many
of the glass flinders as he could reach, and
knotted them in a corner of his robe. This
he shook repeatedly in the air., He un-
knotted it and produced the glass @mkh,
perfect, whole. At the whispers of amaze-
ment, he burst into a laugh.

“Nonsense! That’s no magic. It's like
all these things you have seem—a trick. But
Timon pulled an unfortunate trick when
he dropped poison into the cup, and slipped
the vial to the Nubian slave. Search that
Nubian, quicddjy?”

So unexpected was all -this, so swiftly
did Achilles speak, so sharp was his au-
thority, that before a move could be made,
the two guards were searching the Nubian.
They produced an empty vial. And now,
suddenly, the king himself stoed up and
in a flame of wakened anger took eharge.
Once roused, he was a king indeed.

“Acthillles, whether you lie, whether
Timon has lied, is easily proven. Timon,
that cup holds your magic draught meant
for me. Drink iitt!"”

“I will not?” burst out the Sicilian. “If
drunk by anyone except the man for whom
the god Horus gave it, then it may be
dangerous.”

‘A specious excuse,” Ptolemy said
coldly. *Guards! Take this Sicilian to the
dungeons, Take that cup with him. Keep
him there without food or drink until he
has emptied the cup. That’s all.”

So the scene ended, and Achilles pre-
scribed a few simple herbs of his own for
the king's ills. And, as he was leaving, the
Princess Cleopatra came to him. The lights
were on now, full of force, and the filmy
stuff was put back from her face, and he
saw that she was the girl Wisdom.

Laughing, she took his hands and looked
into his eyes.

“When I spoke, you knew me, eh?” she
said. “Well, magician, tell my fortiumed™

“No,” said Achilles, and put the little
plas? ankh into her hands. “Here; take
this symbol of the higher good, and re-
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member it! You're a princess, my dear,
and I'm a humble searcher after wisdiom.”

Perhaps it would have been truer wis-
dom to remember this fact, and not to
forget the distance between them; yet,
after all, Achilles was human. And Cleo-
patra, taken with a wild admiration and
desire, forced him to bridge the gulf.

Together they sat out under the stars,
through the long Egyptian nights, talking
of love and of wisdom, of wise things and
of silly, foolish things. Achilles was cured,
as she had promised him. And all his
wisdom ended there, when he became the
lover of Cleopatra; for one night as he
left the palace, a bowstring twanged.

They found him next morning, lying
face down, the long shaft piercing him
through and through; and in his hand a
little fragment of the wondrous golden
weave the Cyprians had sent the princess,
Cleopatra. Arbaces, the palace euhuch,
had taken his revenge.

E figure slowly, slowly faded. The
man’s shape, with the arrew threugh
him, died eut. Only the face remained, the
face as it had first shewn there against
the Invisible weave of that glerieus gelden
cloth. And it was gene, and I was baek
in Haltway House beside Charmian Gef-
den, with Sif Roger Balke smiling at us:
The wall-light had vanished, but now
a light glowed in the little showcase. Sir
Roger pointed to the objects there.

“Pieves of a gown, a wondrous weave
of ancient times,” he said. “They were
found in a tomb outside Alexandria, and
this hand with them. Nothing else. Wihen
found, the glass ankk bore painted char-
acters, the name of Cleopatra. They've
vanished. But there’s the hand still—the
hand of the loveliest woman of ancient
times, Cleopatra herselff.”

I could not believe it. I still do not be-
lieve it, though Sir Roger has adduced
some really remarkable proofs in the
matter.

While I still inspected the hand, Char-
mian Gordon left. She departed without
saying goodbye at all, though I think she
did give Sir Roger a rather cool nod and
a word. When she had gone, I turned to
the little man.

“Do you think she'll learn anything from
this—story, or picture, or what the devil
you want to call it?” I asked. “Deo you
think she got anything out of itt?”

Sir Roger passed a hand over his bald
head.

“Nio. I think we got all the fun out
of it, my friend,” he said slowly. “It never
pays to try to teach a woman amything,
unless she wants to learn it. If I were a
real magician, now, I’d predict that within
six months this charming money-maker of
the films will be secretly married to Prince
Kassim What’s-his-name, her favorite
mystic.”

And she was.

Two Patrolmen of Verona

T’HEY have . a robot traffic officer in Verona, New Jersey. The mayor decided
that his police force wasn't large enough to regulate things, and so he called
Sclence in. The result is a six-foot, rather wooden-faced figure that waves its arms
in the orthodox manner.

Patrolman Charles Marchant stood as model for the robot, and the manufacturers
had instructions to be as realistic as pessible. Patrolman Marchant is a jovial looking
fellow, and the mechanical policeman—facially—tremds toward a cold reserve. And
yet the manufacturers need not ponder their monster with unrelieved gloom. For
the first day it saw service more than one near-sighted native, driving by, called
out, “Hi, Charlie,” cheerily. The robot was too busy to answer.

—Jotkn Nelson
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Dead Storage

By EUSTACE L. ADAMS

E instant the foreman of the jury stepped
through the door I knew I was as good

86 dead. I could hear, just as plainly as if he
had already said it: “We find the defendant,
Thomas Bates, gullty of murder in the first
degree,” And 1 had ne more to do with the
killing of that gambler eutside the Royal
Hibiseus Club than the man in the meen.
1 just happened to be too near it, and down on
my luek at the time, and had unwittingly
trampled sn the patent-leather feet 6f Miami's
mest presperous faeketeers. These things,
and 122y Meseowitz the sliek New Yerk
lawyer with his lying witnesses, were geing
18 sehRd me—me, a deeent, law-aBiding eltizen
—dewn that grim Last Mile=fer nething.
The hell they were: 1t was easier than yeu
weuld think. There was a little desr t8 the
left of the judge's beneh and 1 weat aut
thraugh it iR 8 hirry, the element of suFprise
glving me just the break 1 needed: Outside,

I yanked a guy from behind the wheel of a
big car and was on my way. There were two
prowl cars behind me by the time I hit the
Drive along the Miami River. I tried to
make the turn across the bridge—tried—and
then the car and I were through the rail and
in the water.

TT’S surprising what a man can do under

the influence of hate and the grim will to
live. It was night, and I'm a good swimmer,
and the tide was running strong. Pretty soon
I was paddling aleng beside the big storage
sheds of the marine basin. 1 used to put my
own boat away there suminers, fiext to Mos-
cowitz’ 170-foot Faith. It was summer How,
and that gave me an idea, Sometime Izzy
would eome to see about recommissioning the
yaeht, and sometimes 1 was going to get my
harnds on his throat. It was black as a pocket
aboard the Faith and all of a sudden a flash-
light was shining in my face. Behind it was
one of the most beautiful girls I've ever seen,
“You'ie Tota Bates,” she said. “Yeu picked
a good hideout. I've been using it for days.
Izzy Moscowitz wants to put e in an insane

TR SIgFy Began iR e ?Agi‘-ﬂr%y for Navember §
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asylum.” She didn't have a chance to say
more because overhead we could hear foot-
steps. A man walked in and it was Hole-card
Eddie, the Moscowitz lug who had identified
me as the killer. He made a grab for the girl,
her name was Wendy Grayson. It wasn't
really murder—I hit him and his head cracked
wide open against a table. We hid his body
in a locker and kept under cover until the
other lug went away. Then we fixed up a
hideout in a cubby behind the steering engine
and 1 went back to see if we'd fixed every-
thing. Everything was all wrong. Hole-card
Eddie wasn’t in the locker. He was lying on
the bed, his hands folded across his chest as
nice as you please. . . .

CHAPTER VII
MUTINY IN THE RANKS

STOOD there staring at the corpse.

No longer did Izzy Mescowitz’s yacht

seem empty. She seemed peopled
with specters which might even now be
watching us, waiting to pounce the instant
our backs were turned,

I looked down at the carpet and saw a
dotted line darkly stained against the gray
pile. That had been it, the thing that had
worried me. Hole-card, in macabre revenge,
had left his mark behind him when I had
carried him to that locker. And who ever
had made one more inspection of this
cabin while we were busy below decks,
had been led inevitably to Hole-card’s
body.

But where was he now, the man who
had lugged the gambler from the locker
to the bed? Instinctively I grabbed at
the butt of my gun as I spun around to
search the cabin with my eyes. But I saw
nobody. Nobody, that is, except Wendy,
who was staring incredulously at the fig-
ure on the bed.

“He might still be around, the guy who
moved him,” I said. “If he is, we'll find
him. >

But if he was still around, we did not
find him.  Down both passageways, port
and starboard, we hurried, opening every
cabin door and looking carefully within.
We went into the dining saloon, and the
cocktail lounge, and the main saloon, but
we saw nobody. And in the end we went

out on the eerily lighted deck, with sum-
shine thinly strained through canvas that
covered everything like a long, narrow cir-
cus tent.

Now we could hear things; a rivet ham-
mer on some boat a dozen slips away, the
calking mallets on the yacht in the next
berth, the drumming of a diesel engine on
a tow-boat going up the Miami River and
even the steady throb of traffic on North
River Drive beyond the immense shed it-
self. It was a queer thing; we were in the
midst of activity, yet isolated from it by
a single layer of canvas. A fragile shield,
that canvas, yet somehow it seemed to do
as well as the solid plates of the vacht's
hull,

Ahead of us was the inboard end of the
gangplank, slanting up under the protect-
ing curtain of canvas which masked the
break in the rail. I found myself walking
on tiptoes as I approached it. Wendy, too,
seemed to be trying to make no noise. 1
took one edge of that canvas curtain,
pulled it gently away from the rest and
applied my eye to the crack.

And pulled my head back instantly.

There, at the foot of the gangplamlk—
not ten feet from me—wwas a man, all too
obviously on guard. In a white linen suit,
he was leaning negligently against a bol-
lard, abstractly watching the workmen
aboard the clipper-bowed yacht in the
next slip. And this I saw in that one quick
glance; the pressure of his body against
the bollard was pulling his coattails tightly
over his hips and where his right hip
pocket should have been was the unmis-
takable outline of a gun.

MADE a wordless signal to Wendy
and backed away from that gangplank.
She did not have to ask. She knew I had
seen something. Not until we had retreated
to the after end of the deckhouse did she
put her fragrant head elese to mine and
whisper:
“What was it, Tom?"
“Not a chance to get off that way,” I
said in a low voice. “THere’s a man guard-

ing the gamgmay.”
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“Then they know we're aboard,” she
said, slowly.

“They know somebody is aboard,” 1
corrected her. “Or at least they’re guessing
somebody is aboard and are going to make
sure that he—or she—doesn’t get ashore
until they’ve had a chance to search the
Ship.-”

I moved over to the other side of the
deck, lay down flat and pried the lower
edge of the canvas away from the lacings
which secured it. Now I could see a thin
slice of the storage shed on the side away
from the clipper-bowed yacht—and from
the guard at the gangway.

Twelve or eighteen feet away was an-
other line of boats and yachts tied to the
next catwalk. But there was no way to get
across to the nearest craft—a houseboat
battened down, as we were, for the season.
Besides, a crew of painters was at work
on the hull of a black steam yacht tied
elese astern of the houseboat. No chance
at all te drop inte the water witheut belng
§6eR By a dezen eyes:

And then Wendy, who had been stand-
ing- uncertainly at the cormer of the deck
house, started violently. Her hand lifted
as if she wanted to call me. Instead, she
spun on her rubber-soled heel and came
raeing across the after-deck.

“Ttey’'re coming aboardl!” she said in
a desperate whisper. “Mr. Moscowitz just
came up the gangplank and I don’t know
how many others. I saw them.”

She flew forward along the deck, with
the comforting bulk of the cabin house
between us and those who were coming
aboard. She darted in the door we had
unlocked as we had come out of the
lounge and I was close behind her. Her
tiny flashlight stabbed a thin segment out
of the interior darkness as we fled down
the passageways, down the steel stairway
and baeck along the corridor which led to
the tiny lazarette behlnd the steering en-
gine:

What is there so humiliating to a man
about running away from something? Per-
haps his judgment, cold and appraising,
tells him to run, yet when his back is

turned and his feet are speeding him away,
fear comes up from behind and catches
him, Walk away, you can, and be una-
fraid. Run away and your heart comes
into your mouth and on your tongue is a
taste like bile. To one who thought him-
self afraid of very few things, that is hu-
miliation.

We crept into our cubby-hole and 1
could hear my breath rasping in and out
of close-set lips. Wendy, too, was panting
beside me and when, trying to sit com-
fortably on that slanting surface behind
us, her shoulder touched mine, I could feel
her trembling like a thoroughbred before
the barrier.

“I—I knew they'd bring him,” she mur-
mured.

I was almost too mad to reply. When
I thought of myself galloping down that
deck it—well, it made me ache all over.

WE SAT there in silence for minutes
and minutes, with me brooding so
I didw’t want to talk at all. The only thing
in the whole world 1 was glad about was
that if someone had to come aboard this
yacht, it would be Moscowitz. Every atom
in me craved to get at that louse. And
the nearer he was to me, the better my
chances,

Suddenly, through the blackness, I could
feel tenseness come over Wendy. She al-
most stopped breathing. She fumbled
around and put a warning hand on my
arm. I listened.

There was a trampling of feet on the
decking over our heads. Several feet,
maybe a dozen. That was bad, having so
many aboard. But, hell, everything was
bad—had been bad for a long time.

We listened intently as those feet moved
forward, mentally following the men as
they entered the deckhouse and began to
search the cabins, one by one.

“fhey i have found that—that man by
new,” Wendy whispered in a shaky veiece.

“fihey must have found him when they
first came aboard,” I retorted. “ithe one
who carried him out of the locker must
have told them. Probably the monkey in
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the white linen suit who was on guard at
the gangplami

We listened some more, straining our
ears as we tried to spot any nhoises from
the deck above—or from the engine veem
forward of our lazarette, It was harder
when we could not hear anything. Then
we had to imagine. And the thing we im-
agined most of all was footfalls seunding
in the little room outside ours, where the
steering engine was,

And then it happened. I suppose it was
bound to happen. After all, a dozen men
ought to be able to find a lost hairpin
aboard a yacht of this size, there being
only so many places to look., We had
been silly even to think we had a ¢hanee.

The tiny door to our lazarette flew
open, The head and shoulders of a man
came poking through.

A shaft of light struck past him and
showed us up as plainly as if we had been
two beetles on a pin.

“All right,” he said in a snarling veice.
“Come oh out, you two, come oA ouft.”

Even in that split-second of heart-stop-
ping disappointment, I recognized the man.
A trouble-man, they called him, at the
Royal Hibiscus night club. He, and three
or four like him, blended inconspicuously
with the background of the place—perhaps
standing behind palms, or mingling quietly
with the patrons, until trouble started and
then they were at your side, behind you,
in front of you, with incredible celerity.

If a house player became too liberal
with his friends, tipping them off when
he was about to switch dice, sooner or
later a trouble-man tapped him on the
shoulder and took him for a little ride
while they discussed the error of his ways.
If the dealer at stud suddenly became too
prosperous, moved into a new apartment,
sported a new and expensive blonde—it
would not be long until troublemen took
an interest, often violent, in his seurce of
income.

It was a trouble-man—t#is trouble-man
—who had moved in on me when I had
slapped the house player for switching dice
on me. And it had been this same man

who, mysteriously, happened to be close
behind me when the gambler was mur-
dered in front of the night club—he, too,
who had thrown his beefy arms around
me and had held me until the coppers
came.

ESE things raced through my mind

in the tinlest fraction of a second while

I stared up into the hard face of the man

who was bending over the knee-high comb-

ing. I heard Wendy moan beside me. And

I knew that if 1 didn't do something right

now I'd be on my way to the Little White
Room hefore midnight.

“Okay, guy,” I said in a tired voice.

But he wasn't taking any chance. He
was already dragging at a gun in his side
pocket.

I leaned forward, slowly at first, then
with all the speed I had in me. There
wasn't very much I could do from my
sitting position, but I did the best I could,
and that combing, extra-high because it
was way back here in the stern, helped
nebly.

I shot my arm forward and grabbed
him by the skirt of the coat. And yanked
with every bit of strength I had in my
back, stomach and arm muscles. I heard
the coat rip somewhere, but there was
enough left of it to do me a nice pleee of
WoFk,

The lug swayed forward, tried to take
a step to recover his balance and the
combiing caught him right across the knees.
It stopped his knees, all right, but it
didn't stop the upper three-quarters of
his body. He came into that little lazarette
like an Olympie diver, only his landing
wasi't t00 neat.

He fell on his face, chest and hands,
all at the same time. And before he could
even grunt I was on top of him, feeling
with my fingers for his Adam’s apple, find-
ing it, and beginning to work on it. He
wrestled around a lot at first; then all
he did was te flap his hands en the fleer
as if he were clapping. And his feet began
te drum Hhelplessly agalnst the eembing
whieh had tripped him.
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Suddenly Wendy was upon me like a
fury. She wrenched at my hands, trying
to pull them away from that guy’s throat.
She dug her nails into my wrists and
raked my arms. It was a full moment or
two before I realized what she was saying.

“Stop it! Oh, Tom, stop it! You're kill-
ing himm!™

The strength went out of me. Yes, I
had been killing him all right. While I
had my fingers pushing in his windpipe 1
forgot who he was. I thought he was Mos-
cowitz. And he was only a poor plug-ugly,
this mug, who just took orders.

I rolled off him and turned him over.
He was still alive, but he wasn't pretty
to look at. Well, he hadn’t been pretty at
any time, so that was all right. I got his
gun. I seemed to be collecting guns, lately.

“Wemdy,” I rasped, “that linen dress
of yours that we brought down. Tear it
up. Give me some long strips to tie him
up with.”

I(Oh!w
whem—"

Then she stopped. I heard her fumbling
around in the half-darkmess beyond the
square patch of light let in by the open
door. I heard the ripping of fabric. And
pretty soon she was handing me some
strips that were just what the doctor or-
dered.

I tied one around his ankles, one around
his wrists, in back. Then I remembered
what they had done to me while they
were giving me the business. I pulled his
elbows back and threw a running bowline
behind him, from the biceps of one arm
to those of the other. I ran this down un-
der him and looped it around his ankles.

“Look, baby,” T snapped. “Start thrash-
ing around and that’ll tighten up until
you'lll be giving a good imitation of a
pretzel. Lie still and you’ll be fairly com-
fortable.”

He opened his mouth to yell and his
eyes, big and round as two-bit pieces,
rolled wildly up at me. I held his gun
over his head.

“Ome yip out of you,” T snarled, “and
T'll slap your skull im”

she said. “WHatil I wear

IS eyes steadied for an instant as

he took in the expression on my
face. Then he closed his mouth. He was
licked and he knew it. Licked and scared
as hell, I reached up and swung the small
door shut, but without the same confidence
1 had had g little while before, If one
eould find that narrow, high-placed panel,
others could.

The instant the door closed, blackness
fell upon us, infinite, and without one
ray of light.

“Kmow who I am, rat?” 1 said.

“Sure I know,” came the reply, louder
than I liked. T reached for his throat.
The rest of his words were properly soft.
“You're Tom Bates, who lammed out of
court yestendry.”

‘“md what's your nzme?’

“Dusdles Genriicin.”

“You know who this girl i

“Yeah. She's Nick Grayson’s cousim”

“How come you know that?’ I snapped.

“I seen her with this’Grayson one time,”
he replied, sullenly. “A guy told me who
she was. And—and I heard about her
going nuts, too.*

Wendy caught her breath there in the
darkness.

“Amnd did you hear anything about Gray-
son and Mescowitz putting her over the
road?’ I asked, softly.

“No, and if I did do you suppose I'd
tell you?” he snarled.

“Before we're through,” I said, quietly,
“you’ll be begging for a chance to tell me
anything you know.”

I heard him thrash about. His leg struck
mine and glanced away. I've been on the
water long enough to know my knots, so
I let him thrash. If he wanted it the hard
way, that was his business.

But Wendy couldn’t stand it. The
blackness, together with the rasping of
the mug’s breath as he struggled in that
tiny box of a place, were too much for her.
She thumbed her small flashlight and a
wedge-shaped slice of brilliance ate into
the darkness, focussing full on the dis-
torted face of our prisoner. He had fixed
himself up, all right. The first couple of
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kicks had put a strain on the running
bowlines between his bent arms and his
ankles and he had bent himself backward
at an .angle he wasn’t going to like very
long.

“Want me to loosen those up just a
little?” 1 asked.

“Yes, yes!” he groaned.

“Ill be delighted to,” I said, pleasamitily,
(‘if__”

“If  wihtt?””

“If you talk. There are two or three
things I’d like to get straight in my mind.
How did you and Hole-card happen to
come aboard an hour or two agp®’

“Mosrowvitz sent us,” Muscles Genrich
said in a surly tone.

“What for? What did he tell you to
hunt for?”

“He thought this doll might be aboard.”

“What made him think thatt?

“How would I kmew?”

~ THELL, perhaps you wouldn't,” I

Y ‘vconceded. “Let’s talk about some-
thing else. Who did that killing outside
the Royal Hibiscus? The one I was tried
for.”

“IListen, guy,” he said in a strangled
voice, “if you think you can get away
with this, you're waaiyi?

“I am getting away with it,” I informed
him.

“Not for long, you ain't. Den’t you
know right now they’ll be looking for me,
with Hole-card dead in that cabin and
me not showing up?

“Wio’s going to look for you?” I asked,
mildly. “Tthe cops?”

“No, Moscowitz and—" He chopped
his words off as if he had already said
too much.

“Why wouldn't they call the cops?” 1
wanted to know.

“Because,” he answered, grimly, “there
are a couple of laws against what they'll
do to you for killing Hole-card. They’ll
find you both, and when they de—"

Wendy moved sudidenly.

“Ssshl” she whispered. “F hear some-
body outsiidie

I heard it, too. The sound of people
moving, talking, in the room just outside.
I put Genrich’'s gun solidly against his
temple.

“Now go ahead and yell if you want
to,” 1 whispered.

He didn't yell. He didn't do anything
but breathe, and that not too loudly. The
men outside sounded as if they just
glanced around that room where the steer-
ing engine was and then went away. I
waited a minute or two.

“Well talk some more,” 1 ammoumced.
“Who came aboard with you, sweettemtt?”

“I'm not going to say another word."”

I put my thumb on his cheek bone, slid
it over a bit until it rested on the skin
over the outside corner of his eyeball. I
pressed a little, just tentatively. He
groaned. I could hear the shocked intake
of Wendy's breath.

“Tom!"” she gasped. “Domn’t do (et

I didn't pay any attention to her.

“Litsten, mug,” I said, coldly. “I've spent
the last half-dozen years in Cuba, which
is a tough country, and it sort of hardened
me up. It’s you who'll have to be wearing
a glass eye if you don’t talk, not me. So
it's your worry. Your outfit was going teo
put me in the hot seat for something 1
didn't do. So talk if you like your right
eye. Tell me what you know, and tell me
f »

He hesitated and I bore down a little,

“Go ahead,” he said with a despairing
sob. “Go ahead and push it out. I'd as
soon be blind as deadl”

“Tom!” Wendy cried. “How can you be
so cruell If you don't stop I'll get right
out of that door and give myself up. And
I'll tell them where you are, t66.”

“Cruel?” I flamed at her, “There
wouldn’t be any cruelty to you in putting
you in an insane asylum, would there?
And would it be cruel to put me all
strapped up in a chair and then turn the
juice on? Listen, this monkey knews
enough to get both of us out In the clear,
and I'm going to see he tells us! If you
can't take it, shut your eyes and put your
fingers in your ears”
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And I bore down a trifle more on Gen-
rich's eye. That -was just as far as I got.
Wendy threw herself upon me, a fighting
fury of a girl. She bit and scratched and
kicked. I got the palm of my hand on her
face and pushed. I heard her thud against
the bulkhead, but she didn’t say anything
at all.

HE pushed herself away from the slap-

ing wall and darted around behind
me in the blackmess. She fumbled at the
catch on the door and in another moment
a great patch of bright light fllooded into
that little lazarette.

I grabbed her by the arm just as she
started to climb over the combing. I jerked
her away from there and wasn’t any too
gentle about it, either. Only it surprised
me how light she was.

She fetched up against the after bulk-
head with more of a bump than I had
expected. But I’ll say this for her; she
had plenty of what it took. She just stead-
ied herself and stared down at me. Her
small, set face was furious.

“All right,” 1 snarled. “You win. But
for two cents I'd bust you a good one.”

She was trembling all over and if T had
allowed myself I could have worked up
a good case of feeling sorry for her—and
apologetic for having pushed her around
50.

“Are—are you going to stop trying to
put his eye out?” she panted.

“IListen, toots,” I said, trying to be
patient. “if T had tried to put it out, it
would be on the deck right now. 'm try-
ing not to. All he has to do is talik™

“You're not going to do that agaim™
she said. “Or I’ll scream and scream and
screamn.”

But T wasn’t even listening., Not to her,
that was. The little door was still open and
I was listening to the sounds—or, rather,
to the lack of sounds—outside. I was
damn good and sore. I hitched my hand
around to be sure my gun was still in
my pocket.

“If T can't make him tell me without
yor. going into a swoon, or something,” I

snapped, “Ili have to do the next best
thing and find out for mysellf.”

“How?"” she breathed.

“How do you suppose?” I retorted an-
grily. “Now just you use your brain a
little while I'm gone. This turkey isn’t
any too comfortable on account of the
way he wouldn't take my advice and went
thrashing around, No matter what he says,
don’t fool with his lashings. He may have
some sore museles tomerrow, but he won't
die—not of being bent a little backward
anyway. 1t he rells areund tee mueh, give
hifm & geed swift kiss with the Butt ef that
gun and he'll be giiet”

I glanced once more at Muscles Gen-
rich. With his arms and ankles bound like
that it was compressing his back and
stretching his belly. He wouldn’t feel much
like laughing and playing while 1 was
gone,

“I—I'm going with you,” Wendy fal-
tered, turning toward the little door.

“Yow're staying right here,” 1 retorted.
“If you tag after me, I'll take a chance
of going overboard and getting under a
catwalk, or something, where I can hide
until dark”

That did it. All the resistance ebbed
out of her. She looked heartbreakingly
young and small as she stood there in her
sailor suit, practically ready to cry. At
any other time I'd have been so sorry
for her I'd have stopped to comfort her.
But new new. She eeuld ery and be
damned, for all ef me. I had tee many
things en my mind. Se I just patted her
slender sheulder and went threugh that
deer like a fabBit eut ef its hele.

CHAPTER VIII
INTO THIN AIR

ROUCHING behind the steering en-

gine, I peered forward along the two
passageways. They weren't dark now,
Wheoewver had been searching had turned
on all the lights and left them like .that.
Which wasn't so good, for it indicated
they weren't in any hurry to leave the
yacht.
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I could see all the way forward to the
engine room and there was nobody in
sight. I was too upset in my mind to do
any fancy reconnoitering. The knowledge
that Izzy Moscowitz, who had me framed
for the chair, was aboard took all the
cautiousness out of me. I went tiptoeing
up the starboard passageway, gun in hand,
as deadly as any coral snake.

I hesitated at the watertight door of
the engine room, at last realizing that 1
couldn’t go on butting my way around
like a bull in a china shop. If I did, sooner
or later I'd run plumb into one of the
gang that was hunting me, and what then?
We’d shoot it out then and there, for 1
wasn't going to let them take me alive;
not by a damned sight. And even if 1
didn't die under the blast of their guns,
the sound of the shooting would probably
go booming to the ears of the workmen
on the adjacent yachts—and that would
be just about as bad, for it would be the
cops, then, who would send their slugs
tearing through my body instead of the
gamblers.

Heads you win, tails I lose. If they
even caught sight of me I was in a jack-
pot and the very thought of not being able
to get even with Moscowitz sent panic
through me.

Where were the searchers now? Wher-
ever they were, and whatever they were
doing, I knew they would redouble their
activity—and be twice as careful—when
they realized one of their number had
disappeared, the second to come to grief
within the past couple of hours aboard
this yacht.

It was a bad break, having to tie up
that trouble-man who had blundered into
our hideout. If he hadn’t spotted that lit-
tle hatch behind the steering engine, the
others might have continued their search
for a while and then gone ashore con-
vinced that whoever had killed Hole-card
had already made his getaway.

But there it was. And there we were,
Wendy and 1. No bookmaker in the world
but what would have laid one to ten on
our chances. Not even for a few hours.

I eased that bulkhead door open, quar-
ter-inch by quarter-inch. But there was
nobody in that silent, brilliamtly-lighted
engine room. The twin diesels stood in their
pits, clean and polished, and so did the
auxiliary machinery, pumps, generator,
compressor and the rest. I stood there,
wondering how in hell I was going to get
up to B and A decks without somebody
spotting me right off the bat. I heard the
trample of feet overhead.

Instinctively 1 looked up the big rect-
angular air well of the fiiddley, extending
above the diesels all the way to the sky-
lights on the boat deck. I shrank back
against the bulkhead, realizing that if any-
one were searching beneath the tent-like
canvas which protected the boat deck they
could look down through the closed sky-
lights all the way to the engine room and
see me standing there.

And then my pulses quickened. It could
work both ways. There was a ladder of
steel rungs set into the forward wall of
the fiddley. I looked around hastily. Yes,
there, just aft of the compressor, was the
brass wheel which operated the skylight
opener at the upper end of the air well.
A chance—but what wasn’t?

EOUND the switch which controlled

the engine-room lights and plunged the
big room into blackness. Then I made
my way to the skylight opener. There
was a little light at the top of the fididley,
stralning through the canvas roof abeve
the boat deck.

Holding my breath, I began to turn that
wheel, and saw the skylight begin to lift
on the boat deck high above me. The first
few turns after the skylight began to rise
—ithey were the worst, for with every pass-
ing second I expected to see someone stare
down through the heavy glass to find out
who was down there. With infinite care I
turned that wheel so the skylight might
rise imperceptibly.

And then, so unexpectedly that I real-
ized I had not been listening, I heard the
clatter of feet on the deckplates just for-
ward of the engine room. And when I tell
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you I took off in a zoom and went up
that ladder under full throttle, brother, I
mean just that. I went up those rungs
like a monkey up a coconut palm and 1
must have been well past B Deck when
the door in the forward bulkhead flew
open. But the engine room below was still
dark, and you’ll remember 1 had shucked
my shoes in the Miami River the night
before, so I didn't make any noise as I
went right on moving up that ladder.

Below me I heard a man’s voice.

“That’s damned funmy,” it said, “If he
was looking down on this deck, why didn't
he leave the glims om?™

“Are you right,” said a second voice.
“¥Where is that switch? Maybe he quit
before he got this far back.”

I let my breath go out in a long, sound-
less sigh. Neither of those men was Mos-
cowitz. I could tell by their voices. Hadn't
I heard Izzy's voice go on and on, rum-
ning the gamut of emotion from tears to
rage, as he told the jurors what a rat
Tom Bates was?

Well, that was a break for Izzy Mos-
cowitz—and maybe for me, too. I give
you my word I had hung there, poised,
with every muscle twitching, waiting to
identify Izzy’s voice. And if 1 had heard
it, 1 was waiting for just one more thing.
For them to turn on the light there in
the engine room. It's a funny thing; it
didn’t occur to me to reach for my gun.
A bullet was too impersonal. I was going
to drop right down thirty or forty feet
of space and—if I could—land on him as
a cowboy stunt man lands on his bronc.
You know?

But Izzy’s voice did not come up to me
through that stuffy darkness, so 1 raced
up that ladder and went through the thin
space between the edge of the skylight
and its seat like a worm. I left some skin
behind, but I didn't even notice it.

I cast one hurried look around the boat
deck. It was swathed in sort of a gray
darkness, with what light there was filter-
ing through the tent-like canvas which
veered down from a heavy batten that ex-
tended from foremast to mainmast. Seeing

nobody, I twisted around, got my head
back under the skylight and stuck my
neck way out.

EY had found the switch, those two,
and the engine room was plenty light.
They were searching it, looking in the pits
around the diesels and even trying to erawl
Into the bilges. They were talking, but
from this height 1 couldn’t hear what they
were saylng. Their voices eame to me in
an unintelligible blur. But from this angle
I eould see hew the side pockets of their
white linen eeats bulged with the guns
they were eafrying.

That accounted for two. The lug Wendy
was watching in the lazarette made three.
How many of them were there? That gave
me an idea. If not more than five had
come aboard, that meant that Izzy “had
only one with him. The way I was feeling
now I could handle two bare-fisted.

I swung away from the fiddley and ran
on padding stocking-feet aft along the
deck. There was a stairway just at the
break of the boat deck and I had sense
enough to pause at the rail and look down
upon the quarter deck. It was bare. Dur-
ing the season, when the Faitth was in
commission, there would be gay awnings
there, and chairs with bright upholstery
and cocktail tables and a rolling bar tended
by a suave steward. But not now. It was
just a deck extending all the way back
to the taffrail and nothing more.

1 went down that ladder like a ghost,
queerly conscious of the prosaic noises be-
yond the thin layer of canvas which shut
us off from all the normal activities in the
storage shed outside. It was odd to think
of workmen just fifty or sixty feet away,
ruminatively slapping on paint, or chip-
ping rust, and wishing for four-thirty to
come, not knowing that if they could only
peek under the tent which covered the
upperstructure of the Faith they could see
things which would give them topics for
conversation at home for the next six
months.

It was darker on the main deck than
on the boat deck above and that was just
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dandy. I needed darkness, for the whole
after end of the deckhouse was a sort of
glassed-in veranda cafe and I was as con-
spicuous out there on the quarter deck as
a fly on a white wall.

1 drifted quietly to the nearest glass
door, trying to swallow my heart as I
waited for somebody to spot me—or for
a gun to explode. But luck—wonder of
wonders—was with me for the nioment.
That veranda cafe was empty. Moscowltz
and whoever was with him, was net there.

I tried the nearest glass door. Locked.
Well, they had gotten in somewhere. And
1 doubted if they had locked themselves
in. Like a shadow I moved along the side
of the deckhouse.

And then, at a window about midships,
my luck came in again. Someone had
swung that window inward for ventilation
and T heard voices, And the very first
one was Izzy Moscowitz’s!

ROUCHING there beneath the half-

open window, I listened. And that
took discipline, for every nerve, every
muscle, in me screamed to go in after
that rat—to go in with a gun spitting lead,
and blast the dirty heart out of him before
he had time to draw breath.

Of course I'd be killed myself. But that
was not, really, what stopped me. As be-
fore, when I had been climbing the ladder
out of the engine room, I simply didn't
want him to die that easily, that painlessly.
Hadn’t he killed me a hundred times dur-
ing those endless days in the courtroom?
Well, then, why should he get off any
easier than 1?

There is this about hate; it peels the
veneer of civilization off you like the skin
off an orange. Don’t get me wrong, now.
By hate I mean real hate.. Not that feel-
ing you have toward somebody who has
gypped you out of a couple of century
notes, or who has made vague passes at
your girl, or slipped an ace off the hottom
of the deck.

What I'm trying to describe to you is
the kind of hatred that you can taste on
your tongue, that makes you sweat all

over with a longing to shut off his breath
until his tongue comes out, and his face
turns purple and his eyeballs bulge.

Unless you've felt like that you've never
really hated a man. You've just disliked
him and you couldn’t possibly understand
what hate feels like. You'll just have to
take my word for it and pray you never
come to hate a man like that. Like I
hated Izzy Moscowitz, who had never lost
a case in court—but was going to lose
more than that very soon.

So T stood quite still there in the half-
light, with the peaceful and familiar sounds
of the shipyard coming through the canvas
cover, straining my ears to catch the words
of the man who, if I had any luck at all,
I was presently going to strangle with my
two bare hands.

;‘"I tell you, King,” he was saying in an
angry voice, “I don’t like any part of it.
This Grayson doll gets away from us, and
Bates is loose somewhere, and Hole-card
is dead. Murdered, right on this yacht.
Who killed Hole-card, tell me that! He
and Muscles Genrich come aboard and a
few minutes later Muscles finds him stand-
ing in a closet with his brains bashed out.
A fine thing, that! Who killed him, I'm
askiig!”’

There was a long silence, while my body
quivered with anxiety to hear this King
bird’s answer. King? Now I had it. King
Absecon, the owner of the Royal Hibiscus
Club in front of which I was supposed to
have done murder. T had seen him that
night and he had testified against me at
the trial, a slight, pallid-faced, white-haired
man of about forty-six, whose black eyes
looked like twin ink spots on a sheet of
white paper. He had been standing near
me when I had slapped down the house
player, and I remember thinking then that
I didn't like him and in another minmute,
if so many trouble-men hadn’t appeared
to give me the heave-ho, I'd have taken
a crack at him just on general principles.

“Well,” said this other voice, apparently
King Absecon’s, “since you’re asking ques-
tions, I'll ask one. What are we going to
do about Hole-cand?”
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“There’s only one thing to do,” Izzy's
voice said, instantly. “If the police get in
on this there’ll be a stink, and we'll have
more trouble covering up on this one than
we did in the Bates matter. We—"

“We could wait until dark,” King Ab-
secon said, “and take him out on the
Tamiami Trail, somewhere and dump him.
They’d think somebody took him for a
ride amd—"

“ATUTS!” said Izzy, scornfully. “And
iN then we'd have the mnewspapers
screaming for reform again, saying the
gambling element was a shame and a
scandal, You've gone all through that about
once a year for five years, King. Every
year you are sitting pretty at the begin-
ning of the season, and running practically
wide open, and then somebody plays rough
and you all have to shut down during
some of the best weeks of the year. We
just did squeak by when Craps .Manos
was bumped and we pinned it on Tom
Bates. But you’ee pushing your luck, King.
You're slipping a few slot machines in
again In spite of my advice, and I'm telling
you the public is still sore at slot machines.
You’re trylng to control the bolita and
‘Buba’ rackets, You’re spreading yourself
out too thin. Amdi—"

“Wihat’s this got to do with Hole-cand?”
King ,asked, while I stood there hardly
daring to breathe.

“We wait till dark, all right,” Izzy said,
matter-of-factly. “Amnd then we tie a bunch
of engine-room tools to Hole-card's neck
and ankles—plenty of tools—and we drop
him overboard. This isn't like New York,
you know. If the tools keep him down
four-five days, all that'll be left is a skel-
eton and the reformers are welcome to
that. But what I want to know is, who
killed hiinm?”

At this moment I heard the sound of
a hastily-opened door.

“Hey, King!” cried a voice which I
recognized as belonging to one of the two
men who had been talking in the darkness
of the engine room while I had been climb-
ing up the ladder toward the skylight.

“Something funny around here. You seen
Muscles since we began to hunt around
this boatt?"

“No,"” King Absecon snapped. “Why?>”

“Well, it's just damned queer, that's
all,”” said the other. “He was going to
hunt in the back part of this boat and
we were going to hunt in the front part,
and we were going to meet in the middle.
Well, he didn’t meet us there, so we went
looking for him. Twice we went the full
length of every floor and he ain’t any-
where. Not anywhere at all.”

There was a silence you could have
scooped up and dished out with an ice-
cream dipper.

Then King Absecon said in a strained
voice, “Wirst Hole-card. Now Muscles”

Izzy spoke and his tone was crisp, in-
cisive. “Ome of two things happened. Ei-
ther he bumped Hole-card and slipped
ashore to take it on the lam, or he didn't.
And if he didn't, somebody else is aboard
this yacht who bumped Hole-card and
has maybe put the slug on Muscles, toe.”

“He didn't bump Hole-card,” said King,
shakily. “I've had 'em both on my payroll
for ten years. Besides, if he'd wanted to
lam, the time for him to do it would have
been right when he did the killing. Why
would he have called us up, all excited,
and gotten us to hurry over here? Listen,
I'm getting off this damned boat. I don’t
like it here”

“No.” Izzy snapped. “We told Nick
Grayson to meet us here instead of in my
office, and he's probably on his way. He's
in a jam now, and we've got to plan
things. His cousin getting away puts him
on a spot. King, have you a gumw?”

“Have I got my pants on?” King coun-
tered. “I'd sooner go out without one as
the other’”

“Well, listen to me, all of you,” Izzy
snapped. “In ten more minutes it’s four-
thirty. The workmen will knock off around
here. Then there’ll be only the watchman
and the people who are living on that
house-boat at the other end of the shed.
Then we'll start a hunt. Muscles, dead or
alive, is still on this boat unless he walked
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off himself, and I'm taking King’s word
for it that Muscles wouldn’t do that. If
there’s any shooting, and it happens inside
the yacht, nobody is likely to hear it after
4.30. Eifty men would hear it now. We—"

“You think,” King cut in, uneasily, “that
whoever killed Hole-card might be still
aboard—and killed Muscles, oo

“You, Fats,” said Izzy, coolly. “Go to
the gangway and ask those workmen on
the next yacht if anybody’s gone ashore
since we came aboard—e"

AT was all I wanted to hear. To
get to the gangway the man they called
Fats would come out of a door almost
within reaching distance of me. I ecould
handle a couple at once, especlally if one
of them were Izzy. But I ecouldn’t handle
four. I went away from there like a fright-
ened ghost,

Heading for that ladder which led up
to the boat deck, I told myself that it was
just about time for Wendy and me to get
off this damned yacht. With Izzy directing
the search they'd find our lazarette, all
right, and then we’'d be in a thin way,
both of us. It would be pretty difficult for
me to explain away Hole-card’s death, so
I couldn’t go to the cops.

With a conviction for one murder be-
hind me already, how could I sell them
the idea that Hole-card was covering me
with a gun when I gave him the haymaker
that resulted in his death? No, there
wasn’'t one thing the coppers could do for
me—except to protect me from Izzy’s mob
so they could fry me in the electric chair
themselves.

And it wouldn’t help Wendy a whole
lot to go yelling for the cops, either. They
had legal commitment papers, Izzy and
her cousin, so into the booby hatch she’d
go the minute the law laid a hand on her.
Then it would be up to her lawyer who
was hurrying home from Europe, to get
her out—if he could. And what was that
age-old gag about possession being nine
points of the law?

And he was starting behind scratch an-
other way, too; he, presumably an honest

man, was lined up against the smartest
criminal lawyer in these United States.
So how could he, who played the game
according to Hoyle, expect to lick a guy
like Izzy Moscowitz—who had as many
brains and no conscience to handicap him?

I squirmed under the skylight which
gave ventilation to the engine room and
began to clamber down through the pit
of darkness that was the fiddley. And with
every downward rung I felt a little better
because I would, in another couple of
minutes, be back with Wendy. I could
imagine her, young and sweet and brave,
sitting patiently in the blackness of the
lazarette, seeing that Muscles Genrich
didn't wriggle out. of his lashings. How
many girls, I asked myself, would have
set themselves against the world as she
had, and found a hide-out for herself and
managed somehow to get along in silence,
darkness, and loneliness without ever a
complaint?

I rushed back along the starboard pas-
sageway to the little room in the extreme
stern which held the inert steering engine.

“it’s O.K., Wendy,” I called as 1
reached for the handle of the little lazarette
door.

I pulled the thing open and stuck my
head into that pool of darkness,

“You all right, Wendy?” I asked.

My voice came back to me in a muffled
echo. It was like talking into an empty
box. Or an empty room.

“Wendy!” 1 said, sharply.

There was no answer and an icy fist
seemed to close itself around my heart, 1
went over the combing in a hurry. I waved
my arm around, and found nothing.

I floundered across the tiny floor, lash-
ing out with my feet, aiming for the spot
where Muscles Genrich should be. But all
they hit was empty air.

CHAPTER IX

ONE LOOK TOO MANY

MUST have stood there at least half a
inute, my heart pounding violently,
trying to get things straight in my mind.
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I even made another circuit of that cir-
cumscribed space, hoping against hope that
my hands or feet would encounter one of
them in the darkness. But it was no use. I
had to accept the fact. There was nothing
else to do.

My impulse, of course, was to get out
of that place, to go stampeding, gun in
hand, up and down every passageway in
the yacht until I found Wendy. Instinct
alone held me there. This business, I real-
ized, needed something more than a flam-
ing gun, something more than handy fists,
It needed quick and accurate planning, of
we were lost, both Wendy and 1.

Oh, I could figure out what had hap-
pened, all right. Muscles Genrich had
bellyached about the tightness of his lash-
ings until soft-hearted Wendy had loosened
them up—too far. A very little would have
been too far. He had gotten free while I
was listening to Izzy and to King Absecon
and had taken Wendy up the main com-
panionway while I had been darting across
the boat deck and down the engime-room
fiddley.

So what now? That wasn't hard to
figure out, either. At just about this mo-
ment Muscles would be telling Izzy and the
rest where he had found us and in a few
minutes they would all be trooping down
here to see if I had returned.

I almost laughed, as rotten as I was feel-
ing, when I tried to imagine the expres-
sion on Izzy Mosoowitz's puss when he
heard that I was right here on his yacht.
I remembered how he had squeaked and
dived for cover when I had busted out of
the courtroom, thinking that I was coming
after him,

He could guess, all right, what I had in
mind for him if I ever got him where I
could"handle him. He would never draw an
easy breath until he knew, certainly, that I
was dead. And he would have an easy ex-
cuse if he or his mob pumped me full of
slugs “tryimng to capture an escaped mur-
derer.”

There was no use waiting around here
like a sitting bird. I had my own life to
think of, as well as Wendy’s. So I went

down the starboard passageway under four
bells and a jingle. .

I didn't know where Wendy would be,
nor what I would do about it when I found
her. I just wanted to know where she was.
Then I could make my plans. All I knew
definitely was that she mustn't be rail-
roaded into an insane asylum.

Insane? Hell, she was twice as level-
headed as I, except that she let her sym-
pathy get the better of her. She should
have let me have my way with Muscles
Genrich. Ten more minutes of working on
him would have told me enough to free
both Wendy and me of the charges against
us. I was sure of that—if I was sure of
anything.

I could take it for granted, I thought,
that Muscles would take her straight up
to Izzy Moscowitz. I didn’t dare go the
most direct way to the lounge where he
and his mob had been arguing. So once
again I raced up the steel rungs of the
ladder which led up the fiddley to the boat
deck.

Two minutes later I was again crouch-
ing by that half-open window, but this time
I wasn't careful. I was too anxious to peek
inside that big room, too anxious to see if
Wendy was in there. And I forgot some-
thing very important. I forgot, getting my
ear as close up to the sill-level as I could,
how conspicuous was my blood-stained tur-
ban. I never once thought how it would
contrast against the gloom behind me as
I unwittingly, heedlessly, pushed it up over
the sill-line so I could hear better,

T WAS Wendy's voice, really, that

made all the trouble. If I hadn’t heard
her speak I might have been careful, might
have kept that blood-stained bandage
down. Or maybe I'd have gone barging in
there, hell-bent for trouble. I don't know.

“T tell you,” she was saying in that low,
sweet voice of hers, “that if you'll turn
Tom Bates and me loose, right now, 1
won't say a word. If you dor’t, my lawyer,
Mr. Blackburn, will have you disbarred.
The things I know! Mr. Maoscowitz, 1
could tell them Hww—"
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“Isn’t it a shame,” 1zzy’s voice cut in,
sardonically soothing, “how a fine young
girl like this could go off her nut? There,
there, Wendy, your cousin will be here any
minute now, and we will find a nice, com-
fortable place where you'll get well amd—"

“Izzy,” said a wvoice I recognized in-
stantly as that of King Absecon, “about
this Bates. I don’t like his being aboard.
We'll—"

Izzy’s tone turned hard. “It isn't four-
thirty yet, King. If he should get excited
and start shooting, the whole place would
be around our ears. After four-thirty, it'll
be differemtt”

Oh, I got that, all right. After four-thirty
they could start shooting, and it would be
different. I pressed so hard against the
steel wall that it hurt, so anxious was I to
miss no word. I didn't need to rush in just
yet; at least they weren't actually harm-
ing her.

“Wendy,” Izzy said, so soothingly that
my stomach turned over inside me. “This
lawyer, Blackburn. Get it out of your
mind, my dear, about him. It'll only upset
you. He’s way up near Spitzbergen, some-
where. I read it in the New York papers.
I'm your friend, baby, so trust me amd—"

“He was near Spitzbergen on a North
Cape Cruise,” Wendy flashed back at him.
“But he isn’t any more. I cabled him. He’s
catching the Queen Mary home.”

A thin rasp came into Izzy’s tone. “You
cabled him?” he asked, incredulously.
“And he’s coming home on the Queen
Mary?”

“He is,” Wendy said. “And if you don't
believe it, T'll take you down into one of
the cabins and find you the cablegram he
sent me in answer.”

“Thamnks,” Izzy said, dryly. “Ill take
your word for it but—" There was an in-
stant’s silence. Then his voice went into a
whisper I could not hear.

That in itself should have warned me,
but it didn't. My first warning came when
Wendy screamed.

“Tom!” she cried. “Tom, look out.
They—"

Her voice was chopped off and ended

with a loud slapping sound as if someone
had clapped the flat of his hand across her
vivid red lips. I spun around, all my
muscles tightening. I reached into my hip
pocket for my gun. But already I was too
late.

Behind me a hand darted out of the
half open window. It grabbed me around
the neck and yanked me, off-balance, back
against the deckhouse wall, It jammed my
right arm between my body and the wall,
effectually preventing me from drawing
that gun.

I opened my mouth. T don’t know what
for—eertainly not to yell. What good
would that have done? I recoiled to
spring back,

Almost at the same instant three men
boited out of the nearest doorway, Muscles
Genrich in the lead. Before I could spin
around and drag free of that hand that was
throttling me, the others were upon me,

“Hlis gum!” called King Absecon’s voice
behind me. “Get it

PULLED my feet up and let the

weight of my body break King Ab-
secon’s hold, He had to let go or break
his arm on the window sill. 1 dropped to
my hands and knees just as Museles
reached for me,

Dimly I heard Izzy’s voice warning the
others. “Nlo shooting, boys, no shootimg,”

Hands reached for me, began to maul
me. I felt my gun being dragged out of
my hip pocket, heard it hit the deck. I
worried myself to my hands and knees and
threw my weight, low, at Musscles’ legs like
a football tackle breaking up the runmer’s
interference.

It spilled Muscles in fine fashion. But it
dropped the next guy full on me. The third
one, moving in fast, caught my bandaged
head with his knee, nearly knocking it off
my shoulders. Great, sick, waves of pain
rolled over me. But I couldn’t stop now.

Clawing my way to my feet, I knew my
only chance was to break free and fight
my way to the rail. Maybe then T could get
overboard. With what I knew now—and
with Wendy to bear me witness—I wasn’t
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afraid of the cops any more. I had enough
on these lugs to put them in the hoose-
gow, maybe in the electric chair. But I had
to get somewhere where I could use it.
It was no good just in my head. If I could
get overboard I might be able to swim un-
der water—get under one of the catwalks
—and sooner or later find a cop or tele-
phone,

But Muscles was back on his feet now.
I was still half-way up, trying to fight free
so I could make it the rest of the way. But
one of the mugs leaped upon me, strad-
dling my shoulders and beating down on
my split head with ham-like fists. He was
starting the bloed to flowing again and
with those rocking blows he was putting
me 1 a hell of a shape,

I floundered back, my face aching and
wet with my blood, my fists heavier than
two pigs of iron. Even then, I don't think
I was really scared. There wasn't room
ia all that pain for any kind of emotion.

I reared up, carrying him with me, and
he hit the deck with his back, head and
shoulders. For an instant I was free and
with a desperate hope I tried to get up. 1
got as far as one knee. Then I saw Muscles’
face right before me and he was grinning
as If he had me already in a bag.

I lurched to my feet, swayed forward
and put my whole weight into a right to
Muscles’ belly that sank my fist in wrist-
deep. The breath exploded out of him and
he seemed to come apart at the waist. He
folded over like a rag doll and a second or
two later I heard a soft thud as he hit the
deck. But I didn’t see him hit.

By that time I was going down to join
him.

I didm't notice that mug who swung a
rabbit punch to the back of my neck. He
got around behind me in the melee and he
did a good job. My brain seemed to blow
up inside my head and all my muscles
turned into water, They went numb and
I started to fall. An odd thing, to feel your
knees buckling, and you falling, and not
be able to do a damned thing about it,

I was conscious, entirely aware of every-
thing that was going on, yet when I told
my legs to straighten up, to do their share
of the work, nothing happened except that
1 went right on falling. I couldn’t even get
my arms out in front of me to break the
fall before I hit the deck.

I hit plenty hard. 1 knew 1 was stretched
out there on the deck, and I tried to push
myself up, but neither my arms nor my
legs moved.

When I opened my eyes, what I saw
was dyed in scarlet. Everything was spin-
ning; and the funny sound I heard was
my own breath ripping harshly through
my lungs.

“What are we waiting for, you guys?"
A husky voice coming out of the sky,
words echoing in my woozy ears with a
metallic clang. A foot prodded my ribs.
I winced, “What are we waiting fou?”
the voiee from the darkness sald again.

So they began to give it to me then and
there. My eyes were all right, except things
weren’t as clear as they should have been,
and I could see them swing their feet back,
take one step forward and then drive thelr
shoes into my bedy,

I could hear myself grunt as they kicked
me, but I give you my word that after the
first three or four I hardly felt a thing. 1
knew my body was rocking with the force
of their kicks, and I remembered thinking
vaguely that they were going to kick me
to death—and niot caring a hell of a lot,

Oh, I tried to get up, but they'd nevei
have known it by watching me because 1
don’t think I moved a muscle. T guess 1
was just thinking about getting up.

I heard Wendy scream once, but that
stopped as suddenly as it had before, when
she had attempted to warn me they were
coming.

After quite a long time a voice cut into
my dimming consciousness.

“Thatll be all, you guys,” someume—I
think it was King Absecon—said. *Stop
that fooling around and bring him in here.
Stop it, I tell you, before I get smmed™

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK
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“# have instructions to claim this
island for England, sir”

[resm———— e
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Peabody's War

By RICHARD SALE

Author of ‘“Death Had a Pencil,” “MMhe Pig Was in the Parlor,” etc.

The bigger they come, the harder

they fall: was Bill Peabody’s

motto. And so he twisted the lion’s

tail, and shot hell out of the rising
sun . . .

F YOU will examine closely a map of
| Asia and mark a spot about fifty miles
southeast of Shanghai, you will see
a small island called by the somewhat
Polynesian name of Mandoa. It is hardly
a dot in your gazeteer, and on the charts
of that area, navigation charts that is, it is
little more than a small plum. But it is
an important little island. It is rieh and
fertile and entirely self-sufficient, has twen-
tieth-century conveniences, and 1s, 1A
short, a tropical paradise with running
water.

Being the attorney for the Peabody in-
terests in New York City, I have been
watching the fate of Mandoa with anxiety
and interest these past months. When the
Chinese-Japanese undeclared war broke
out, I' was certain that Mandoa would
become a romantic memory. By that I
mean, I was quite sure the Japanese would
step in and take over the island for them-
selves, Surely, I argued, old Peabody
couldn’t turn the trick twice. What had
been guite a defeat in the nineteenth cen-
tury might become quite a farce in the
twentieth.

Accordingly, when the Japanese Gov-
ernment dispatched a pair of first-class
battleships to Mandoa in March, I assumed
the game was up and I waited for old
Peabody to cable me.
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After all, Mandoa was ideally situated
as a naval base and an air base for the
Japanese, There was an island within
striking distance of the Chinese mainland,
as far as aircraft were concerned. But
more than that, Mandoa could provide
Japan with a supply base for her ships in
the event of war with either France or
England.

You remember the furore in Japan when
England announced the completion of her
Singapore base? Mandoa was Japan's
antidote for Singapore. Mandoa would al-
low the Japanese fleet to stray a long
way from home safely, to supply and re-
fuel and be in a position to attack Singa-
pore. It was a spot for the Japanese to
fall back to. Its area was enough to permit
construction of a huge floating drydock.
Its harbor was perfect for military pur-
poses, as old Peabody realized decades
before.

But nothing happened, 1 scanned the
newspapers for a couple of days and soon
found an item which read: “Mandoa,
March 13, Two Japanese warships paid
a call at this island this week and have
sailed for Shanghai. British consular au-
thorities at Hong Kong had thought that
Japan was attempting to seize the island
which would make an excellent base. The
Foreign office warned Tokyo that it would
regard the seizure of Mandoa as an un-
friendly act, Premier Hashito of Japan
Issted a denial, teday, that Japan had
any intentlon of seizing Mandea.”

KNEW there was a lot more behind

the story than just that. In the first
place, 1 knew damned well that Japan
had had her eye on Mandoa and would
Rave taken it without a qualm and with
phly anether of her many and profuse
%S Sorry” apologles. 1 knew that the
mere faet that England would consider
the seizure an unfrlendly act would fail
te deter Japan from committing the act.
The relatiens were already stralfed and
seizure 8f Mandea would strala them little
mete.

Japan had not seized Mandoa for one

reason: the ace which old man Peabody
always left concealed up his sleeve,

For Mandoa wasn't German, and Man-
doa wasn't French, nor was it British. It
was Peabody. In these days of republics
and totalitarian states, where kingdoms are
few and far between and stumbling where
they do exist, Mandoa is unique. Mandoa
is an American kingdom. The king is Bill
Peabody. The crown prince is Bill Pea-
body, Jr. The rest of the family makes up
the subjects, There are ten young and in-
telligent Chinese servants on the island
to make up the ranks of labor, But they
do not have sit-down strikes of any kind.
They are paid twice as much as they are
worth, and they're worth a good deal.

I cabled old Peabody that afternoon and
said, READ OF WARSHIPS VISIT S$TOP
WEAT HAPPENED STOP YORK.

I had a reply that night from Mandoa
which read: THEY CAME IN THE RIGHT
MONTH STOP ARRIVED LIKE LIONS AND LEFT
LIKE LAMBS STOP REMEDY FOR PREVEN-
TION OF AGGRESSION MUST REMAIN SECRET
STOP SORRY BILL PEABODY.

They wouldn't even let me in on it.

But I have since had a letter from Bill,
Jr., who told me most of what happened
and insinuated enough for me to guess
the rest. And when today, young Peabody
telephoned me from Hong Kong to tell
me that the old man had died in his
sleep and that Mandoa was to be given
to the United States as a base for com-
mercial airplane flights in a big trans-
pacific way, I thought, perhaps, the time
had come to tell the whole story.

For after all, old man Peabody was
probably the only man (and the only na-
tion) in the world who ever defeated two
major powers without firing a shot. And
no matter how invincible they say they
are, and how neither of them have ever
met defeat, the fact remains that both
Great Britain and Japan lost major bat-
tles when they lost Mandoa. . . .

ILL PEABODY was born in Hins-
dale, Ohio, on April 4, 1852 of poor
parents, farmer family at that. He was
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quite a bit ahead of his time and appar-
ently he was a real genius. He was only
thirteen years old, in the midst of the
War Between the States when he con-
structed a contraption that could actually
fly.

He called it a flying machine and his
father wrote to the War Department about
it, but nothing ever came of it. It was
only a model, built somewhat like a box
kite, but having wheels and a small steam
engine. Lord knows how it worked, but
it got off the ground and impressed Pea-
body’s father who, up to that time, had
thought he had sired a young madman.

Young Peabody, as you can plainly see,
didn't want to be a poor farmer. Inven-
tions were more his style. And although
he dropped his flying machine and other
things when he grew old enough to study
chemistry and electricity and engineering,
he went on to invent other things which
the public of the time thought more valu-
able.

Today, you pay Bill Peabody a royalty
every time you wake up in the morning
and start to live for the day. He’s dead,
of course, but you keep pushing up the
value of his estate without knowing it.
You pay him tribute for the brilliance of
his mind.

When you turn on the light, a turbine
designed by Peabody gives you your juice.
When you heat your toast, that toaster
was invented by him. Your subway, the
brakes on your car, bulbs, refinements in
your engine, radial airplane motors, gyro-
compass, anti-aircraft guns, radiio-con-
trolled airplanes, developments in your
radio set, phonograph, recording of the
voice . ... all these things make money
for Bill Peabody’s estate. He had a hand
in all of them and some of them were
exclusively his.

The British war tanks that broke
through on the Somme in 1916 were Pea-
body’s. Your electric shaver was patented
by him so long ago, I can't remember the
date. Long enough to be far ahead of its
time. They couldn’t be sold in those days.
Nor could your outboard motor, which he

designed and built first for his own con-
venience at Mandoa. All his.

When Bill Peabody was forty-six, he
was a multi-millionaire and you’d never
have known it. He kept that Ohio drawl,
the farmerish aspect, and the hayseed look
to his hair. When the Spamisih-American
War broke out, he went with the infantry
and got his bellyful of war,

“AL” he said to me when he got back
to New York with nothing more than a
bullet wound and a touch of malaria, “Al,
I reckon I'm fed up with this sort of
livin®.”

“You mean the war?” I said. “You were
very foolish to go, Mr. Peabody. Certainly
you didn't have to. The War Department
could have used you to great advantage
desigmiimg—"*

“Naw,” he said. “Naw, it's not only
the war. It’s the world. The war is only
part of it. A man goes and spends his life
inventin’ a lot of things to make life easier
to live, and then people go and complicate
the whole business. Albert, life isn't what
it used to be. If you want my opinion,
civilization is in a bad way and as time
goes on, it’s going to get worse. Personally,
I'm pullin’ out.”

“I don’t see what you mean,” I said.
“Amnotther wan?"

“Sure, there'll be another war. There’ll
be a big war. Trouble is, folks aren’t satis-
fied with what God gave ’em. Not even
the United States. This country is gettiny’
to be as big a land-grabber as England.
Everybody likes imperialism, these days.
Everybody but me. Me, Albert, T want to
live nice and quietly and go on workin’
and I don't want to be depressed by the
way human bein's make fools out of them-
selves without cause. Roughly, how much
money have I got on tap?”

“Raughly, forty million dollars,” I said.

“TKJMIT§ a tidy sum,” Peabody said.
“Wiedll, T reckon T’ll leave the details
to you then, Albert. Buy me an island.
Don’t argue with me. Just buy me an
island. I don’t want it near the United
States anymore than I want it near Eu-
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rope. Look, I always had an idea I'd like
to live in the South Seas. You know, like
Tahiti and the Marquesas and New Zea-
land and those places. Buy me an - island
down there and don’t spend too much for
it-n

“Mir. Peabody,” I said horrified, “you
couldn’t pack up your family and move
down to a South Sea Islzmdl”

“Lock, stock and barrel,” he said.

“But it isn't as easy as that,” I said,
stunned. “You have contacts, you have
your work—lliving down there would be
barbaric—"

Bill Peabody sighed, put a stick of chew-
ing gum in his mouth and looked as though
he were sorry for me. “Me? I'm only the
inventory around here, Albert. You do all
the contactin’ as is. I could give you power
of attorney, no worry about that. And as
for barbaric livin’, I don’t call the way
folks live now very comfortin’, do you?
Matter of fact, I'm an inventor and I in-
vented a lot of things which will make
any kind of island very comfortable in-
deed. I got the money to do it and I in-
tend to do it. What else is money for™”

“But good heawens—"

“Buy me an island,” he said, “and make
it a good deal”

Did you ever try to buy an island? It's
not the simple task it sounds. I wrote to
the French, asking if they would sell any
island among their numerous Polynesian
Sporades. They must have thought I was
crazy. They never even replied. I wrote
to the German’s and asked them about
their Caroline Islands and could they spare
one for a tidy sum. Nei, said Germany. 1
wrote to Great Britain and Great Britain
replied that the sun never set upon the
dominions beyond the seas and what sort
6t nut was I to think I could buy a piece
of real estate upon which the sun never
set.

I finally found an island called Yaavi
off China. The China Seas, this was, and
not the tropical South Seas. But it was
the best I could do. It belonged to, of
all people, Denmark, and Denmark didn’t
care anything about it. They maintained

an island consul there to keep sovereignty
but most of the population comsisted of
Chinese who were wanted on the main-
land for assorted crimes like robbing pearl-
beds, fisheries, piracy, and sundry items.

The place went cheaply enough, eight
hundred thousand dollars cash. We didn't
buy it sight unseen, of course, but had
agents look it over, and they reported a
very decent climate, much flora and small
fauna, natural mineral deposits in rather
small quantities and plenty of fresh water.
There was a perfect land-locked harbor,
but the island was undeveloped because
there was absolutely no necessity of its
development.

The East was not what it is today.

Bill Peabody was disappointed that he
didn't get a South Sea retreat, but he
changed the name of Yaavi to Mandoa,
at least, to keep a little Polynesian flzvor,
and in very little time (and after he had
had his first improvements made) he and
his entire family went off to stay there. I
saw the plans of the house he had con-
structed and it was magnificent. It cost
a huge sum, cheap labor motwithstanding,
and was a gorgeous place. You think air-
conditioning is new? Bill Peabody had that
house air conditioned and that was in
1900,

The entire population of the island was
delivered to the mainland. So went the
criminals who had had refuge on Yaavi,
now Mandoa, for so long.

Two years later, England tried to take
Mandoa away.

WAS at Mandoa in 1902 when the

trouble occurred. It was the enly trip
1 ever made to the island, so what hap-
pened then, I saw with my owh eyes.

I became aware at once how utterly
impregnable the place was except from one
spot—the harbor. The rest of the island
was precipitous and the possibility of sol-
diers making a landing and coming across
the island from the back was out of the
question. Any expeditionary force would
have to come by way of the harbor and
the beach,
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Early in the year, Bill Peabody had
scented what was coming. He was un-
canny that way. He could smell trouble
being brewed. The British were well into
China and casting eyes around the horizon
for all manner- of bases and spots for
cable stations and coaling stations. And
there, only eight hundred miles southeast
of Shanghai lay Mandoa.

So early in the year, Bill Peabody ca-
bled me to buy him an obsolete warship.

I thought he was crazy. I cabled him so
and said nothing doing.

His reply had been vehement. He
wanted an obsolete warship of any kind
or country and he wanted it badly. For
experimentation, he said. Something to do
with control by wireless.

Chile finally sold us an old torpedoboat
which Germany had sold Chile ten years
before. It was a crate, iron-hulled, in poor
shape and it didn’t look seaworthy. I paid
half the balance and the other was to be
paid C.0.D. Mandoa. They delivered it
at the risk of their lives. I saw the ship
and I know,

Bill Peabody wasn’t so crazy. He’d read
the signs and he knew that sooner or later,
the British were going to want to acquire
his island. England was riding pretty high
in those days, South Africa, India, China.
She was getting a toe-hold and money
wherever she laid her hands. Mistress of
the seas and what not. A lady to be reck-
oned with.

So T was there at Mandoa that Septem-
ber morning when a British man-of-war
put into the bay. It was early, around
nine o’clock and she looked gray and huge
against the waters. The red jack was flleat-
ing from her masthead and her guns were
uncovered and ready for action. She
dropped anchor in the bay about a mile
away from the old torpedoboat which lay
out to sea, anchored in the ground swell,
and flying a homemade flag with a white
background and a golden P on it. There
was the Peabody navy, along with Pea-
body’s lovely black-hulled ninety-foot
yacht in the harbor.

Bill Peabody and his son and I siood

up on the bluff by the house and we all
had binoculars. Soon, Bill said, “Walll, Al-
bert, I reckon it’s comin’ now. They’re
puttin’ a boat over. You, son, you get
them Gatlin’ guns uncovered and train
’em on the beach in case we can’t reason
with these men. It’s just the effect I want.
Don'’t fire ’em at any cost.”

“Can't,” said young Bill. “You never
got ammunition for them.”

“When I make my demonstration of the
ray,” Bill Peabody said, “don’t forget your
duties, som.”

“Thwst me, Pop,” young Bill said. *“Just
trust me.” And he grinned from ear fo
ear.

HE warship was the Tewor and her

beat put in at the beach ten minutes
later. She landed three officers, and feur
tars stood by with rifles and fixed baye-
nets.

Bill Peabody stepped forward and said,
“Wedl, gentlemen, welcome to my island.
Only, to tell the truth, it doesn’t look like
a friendly visiitt.”

“Permit me,” said the senior officer. “I
am Captain Blake, of His Majesty’s War-
ship Terrov. You are William Peathudiy”’

“Yes, sir,” Bill said politely.

“Rear Admiral Jurgen has instructed me
to land and claim this island for His Maj-
esty, Edward of England. You will be
permitted to remain, of course, but Man-
doa will come under the British flag at
once.” The captain glanced up with a
half-smile at the Peabody flag which
floated from a flagpole near the beach.
“T’m afraid we shall have to haul down
your colors, Mr. Pezifody.”

“Look here,” said Bill Peabody genially,
“this island belonged to Denmark and I
bought it from King Gustaf and now it
belongs to me.”

“I’m terribly sorry, old man,” said Cap-
tain Blake, “lbbut it now belongs to Great
Britain.”

Bill shook his head. “Only if I say yes.
And I'm not sayin’' yes. I'm sayin’ no.”

Captain Blake frowned. “Surely you're
not asking us to employ fora=?’
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“War, you mean? Between England and
Peabody? Well, all right. But you started
it. Remember that, you started it. Now
don’t tell those sailors to bristle their bayo-
nets and look mean. You can't make us
prisoners. You’re covered by Gatlin’s on
the bluff. You make one move and them
Gatlin's will tallk”

Bill was more of a farmer than ever,
right then. His hayseedy hair bristled into
angry wisps; his cheeks burned red with
anger. Sure, he was a farmer protecting
his south fifty acres of clover from an
urban trespasser.

The captain looked annoyed. “Wir. Pea-
body, you’re acting a bit of a fool. Don't
you realize we could blow your island to
pieces?"

“Captain Blake,” said Bill Peabody, “if
that battleship of yours fires one shot at
Mandoa, I promise you she'll leave her
bottom in the bay and there won't be
enough left of her for a souvemir.”

“You’re mad, sir.*

“No, sir, I'm not, My name is William
Peabody and I'm an inventor. I probably
designed the screws that drive your ship.
Perhaps you've heard of me.”

“We have,” said Captain Blake. “We
were well aware of your identity, But the
Empire needs this island as a base and
I'm sure you will be admirably recom-
pensed for its seizawnee—"

“Look, Captain,” Bill said. “flhere isn't
goin’ to be a seizure. T want you to go
back and bring your admiral ashere. I'm
goin’ to show him a little machine I in-
vented.” He lowered his voice so that only
the captain could hear. “It throws a ray,
Captain, that'll send the iron in your bat-
tle-wagon sky high*

ERE was more talk and ultimately,
Rear-Adimiiral Jurgen came ashore, red-
faced and angry. Bill Peabody talked to
them in private. “Now listen, boys,” he
said, “I don’t care if the King himself
sald for you to grab Mandoa, I say no
and it sticks. I'm goin’ to show you why.
This gadget I'm goin' to show you is not
for sale, understand that right now. And

if T were you two, I'd keep quiet about it
or you'll have foreign spies droppin’' in

.here and tryin’ to steal it. But understand

me: if you don’t think it's good after you
see it, you go off and fire one shell at
this island, and I'll sink you.”

“Wihat nonsense is this?” the Rear-Ad-
miral began.

He didn't exactly look down the end
of his nose at Bill, but as Bill phrased
it to me later, his voice did something
like it.

“Quiet,” Bill Peabody said. “I‘ll show
you what nonsense this is.” He brought
out a long box and lifted the lid. In the
box was a long torpedo like object with
a barrel like a cannon and a glistening
trigger. He lifted it out and cradled it in
his arms. It was a rifle, only a very fat
and metallic rifle which did not shoot
bullets. “Tthis is a disintegrator,” he said.
“I’m not goin’ to draw you a blueprint of
its operation, but it discharges a ray in
which millions of acid atoms are active.
The second these atoms strike metall—iron,
steel, copper, brass—hell breaks loose.
These atoms break down metal and it
all happens so darn fast it makes an ex-
plosion.”

“Tommyrot,” Rear-Admiral Jurgen said.
“Stop acting like a fool, sir. We're taking
over this island whether you like it or
not.”

“Neo, you’re not,” Bill grinned. “You
see that old torpedo boat out there. I
bought her for this demonstration. She cost
me a pretty penny but I've been savin'
her for the day your warship showed up
and tried to dispossess me. I'm goin’ to
show you, just once, what this ray will
do to a warship. And after that, if you
want to take a shot, all right. But remem-
ber, you was warned and I'm a peace-lovin’
man, If you get me mad, I'l use this
thing to wipe every British man-of-war off
the high seas”

“The man’s mad,” Captain Blake said.

I did a little down-the-nose looking then,
myself.

“Tihe man,” I snapped, “is a genius.
Just watch.”
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Bill Peabody moved the gun around
and drew a careful bead on the old Chilean
torpedoboat. “You don’t have to aim so
carefully either,” he said. “The ray
spreads on discharge like a load of buck-
shot. All right, boys. Here she goes. And
hold your ears. The concussion’ll play hell
with them when that metal goes.”

He pressed the trigger and there was
a buzz as though a red-hot shot of elec-
tricty were loose in the disintegrator.

Simultaneously, a terrific concussion of
sound burst. One moment I saw the Chil-
ean tub and the next instant there was
only a gigantic puff of black smoke shoot-
ing mile-high into the air and I was flat
on my back with sound beating at me
and pulling my ear-drums out of my head.

I don’t know how long that roar lasted.
I do know it all but blasted Mandoa out
of the China Sea. I saw the others, in-
cluding Bill Peabody, all prone on the
sand too, knocked flat by the mushreoming
blast. T saw the warship Terver careening
in the harbor when the wash struck her.
1 saw flying wreckage drop everywhere.
And then a dreadful silence fell upon the
scene and we got slowly to our feet.

The admiral turned purple, then ala-
baster. Bill cleared his throat and then
adopted the sheepish grin that Will Rogers
later made famous all over the world.

“Well,” Bill Peabody said laconically,
“she sure went, didn't she. The bigger
they are, the better they blow up. I'll bet
the Tervar would make a fine blast. Gen-
tlemen, I warned you, and you’ve seen
what it can do. And now I'll ask you to
get off my island and out of my harbor.
And if you’re still inclined to fire on me,
let me tell you one last thing. The range
of this ray is indefinite as yet. I think it
might be over fifty or sixty miles. It out-
ranges your guns. So don’t do anything
foolish.”

“Good God in heaven, mam!” Rear-Ad-
miral Jurgen whispered in cold horror,
“Be careful with that thing. If some—
Blake,—think what would happen if some
hostile power laid hands on that—it spells
the end of navies in' the werlty-—-"

“Gemtlemen,” Peabody said, “nobedy,
includin’ you, is ever goin’ to lay hands
on it. You two are the only ones whe
know what it is and what it does. It stays
here at Mandoa for my own protection,
And T'd advise you to forget about it be-
cause if you ever send spies down here
to try and steal it, T'll sell it to the first
nation that comes along. Now you'd bet-
ter go.”

And believe it or not, His Majesty's
Warship Tevor sailed out of Mandoa that
morning and never returned. . . .

OUNG Bill Peabody came back to

the States after his father died. Old
Bill was eighty-eight when he passed away
in his sleep. Young Bill told me about it.
Seems funny to call him young Bill when
he’s flifity-famr himself.

“He went to sleep that night feeling
very good,” young Bill said. “You couldn’t
blame him for feeling good, Albert. He’'d
put the Japanese navy to rout a day or
two before. He just never awakened and
there was a smile on his face when we
found hinm.”

T was quiet for a moment.

“Well,” I said, “he deserved a rest,
Bill. T don't think any man ever worked
as hard and turned so many miracles for
civilization as he did. What happened to
that death ray he was working om?”

“He perfected it,” Bill said. “He was
killing rabbits with it. He was frightened
by the thing himself. Said it was a ghastly
machine. He could have killed men with
it. When he perfected it, he destroyed it.
He never showed me the plans. Said he
just wanted to know he eould bulld it,
and having dene it, he killed it. He said
the world weuld bBe better off witheut it
areund.”

“Blless him,” T said. “But if he had
killed anything, I should think it would
have been that metal disintegrator he used
on the old Chilean gunboat that day for
the benefit of the British Empire. I'll never
forget that explosion. Did you know the
workings of that one, Billi””

Bill smiled. “Yes, I did.”
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“Did he use that on the Japs, too? I
wondered whether it worked twice.”

Young Bill sighed happily. “Albert,
you’d have given a year's pay to have
seen it. Two first-line battleships flying
the - Rising Sun. Right there in the bay
where the Terror had ridden at amchor
thirty-six years before. Yes, he used the
disintegrator again. This time he used it
in a modern way.”

“Tell me.”

“He invited the Japanese officers ashore
and proceeded to explain to them how the
Terror had tried to occupy Mandoa years
before. They looked skeptical at his story.
He went on to explain that he did not
have a spare battleship around to show
them how it worked, and that he did not
want to sink one of theirs to show them,
as that would be an unfriendly act. They
enjoyed it as if it were a joke. Then Dad
said he had the very thing. He’d been
experimenting with radio-controlled air-
planes, and he had one take off, directing
its course solely by radio, of course. His
work in that field was excellent as he had
developed target pianes for the British in
this manner. Wihen he had the plane rid-
ing along, he fired the disimtegpatior.”

“And??

“The Japanese battleships sailed for
safer hunting groumds

“Tihe plane blew up?”

“The plane, Albert, vanished as if a
fairy had waved a wand. The concussion
all but flattened them. It should have.”

I sighed. “I know it's uncivilized,” 1
said, “but I shudder to think of the
amount of money any country would pay
for that machine.” I shrugged, “But I
suppose that was destroyed toe?"

OUNG Bill Peabody laughed quietly

and then shook his head. “That ma-
chine, Albert, was the biggest hoax of my
father’s career. It was made up from parts
of an old blower. Dad had been experi-
menting with the idea of a vacuum cleaner,
but it didn't work for him. So he made
the disintegrator gun out of the vacuum
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cleaner parts. It fired no ray at, all. He
fixed it to sound electrical and the rest
was pure blufif.”

“Bluff?” I said in astonishment. “I was
there when the Chilean boat blew up. It
knocked me flat. It went to attome!

“It should have,” he said. “It was
loaded with dynamite from stem to stern.
Tons of dynamite. Dad ran a cable contact
to the explosives out from the bottom of
the ship to the shore, all under water and
earth, to a control board up in the house.
When he fired his ‘disintegrator’ I set off
the charge and blew the ship wp.”

“But the plame—"

“Wiith the plane, it was different. We
had to put on just as good a show, which
meant a terrific explosion despite the small
size of the aircraft. So we loaded the plane
with polnol, the most violent explosive
known,"”

“And you set it off?” *

“By remote control. If you can control
a ship by radio, you can set off sensitive
poinol by radio.” Young Bill sighed. “It
went a long way, Albert. Dad got the
thrill of his life when he bluffed them both
down. Even democracies, you see, can bluff
their way sometimes; the element isn’t
confined to totalitarian dictators.” He
chuckled.

“Bill,"” T said, “tell me the truth. There
never was a disintegrator realliz®?”

His eyes twinkled. “Dad would have
destroyed it, had he perfected such a ter-
rible thimg ™

“Then where is it now?”

“Somewhere,” he murmured, “at the bot-
tom of the Pacific. I dropped it overboard
on my way East.”

And even then I didn’t know what to
believe. One was logical and the other
fantastic. But if the machine were a hoax,
«it seemed to me that young Bill had taken
great pains to rid the earth of it forever.
I told him this.

But young Bill looked noncommittal
and just smiled at me and there was some-
thing of his father in his face when he
curled up his kps. . . .




The Ship of Ishtar

By A. MERRITT

FPYHERE before John Kenton stands the
1 model of a ship, carved frem crystal,
hidden for centuries in a Babylonian block
of stone. Amd while he studies this ship-
symbol, he hears the whisper of a magic sea,
the roar of distant winds; sleep is upon him
—and when he awakes he is voyaging on
the Ship of Ishtar.

For thousands of years the Ship has car-
ried on its decks an endless conflict—the bat-
tle between Ishtar, Mother of the Heavens
and Nergal, Lord of Death. The beautiful
woman called Sharane is the handmaiden of
Ishtar, dwelling on the white deck with
her warrior girls;-and on the black deck
lives Kianeth, minion of Nergal, surrounded
by his dark-robed priests. But none can cross
the boundary between black and white.

PERIODICALLY some mysterious force
carries Kenton back to his own world ; but
each time, he returns to the Ship, passion-
ately in love with Sharane. She, believing

him an emissary of the evil Nergal, casts
him to the priests of Klaneth, and Kenton
is made a galley-slave. At the oar he gains
new strength, determines to master the Ship
—and learns that he will have allies.

Gigi, the satyr-like giant, Zubran, the Per-
sian, and Sigurd, Kenton’s oar-mate, swear
to aid him. At last, freed of his chains, Kei-
ton leads them into battle with the black
priest—and to vistory. Only Klaneth him-
self manages to escape. Amd then Kenten
in his new power takes Sharame, and she
confiesses that she has always leved him.

UT Klaneth strikes again, all too swift-

ly. A great bireme sweeps dewn #psfi
the Ship of Ishtar; in the fieree battle
Sharane is captured by Klaneth, and Ken-
ton, wounded and helpless, is suddenly trans-
ferred back into his own world. But he is
able, at length, to return to the Ship and
to his companions; they learn from a ves-
sel they capture that Sharane is a prisener
in the city of Ematkhtila. So toward that
city the course is cast., ..

This story began in the Argosy for October 29
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CHAPTER XX

THE ISLE OF SORCERERS

UCK clung to them. The silver mists

= lnumg cllose athoutt tive ship, stirouds-

ing her so that she sailed ever

within a circle not more than double her

length. Ever the mists hid her. Kenton,

sleeping little, drove the slaves at the
oars to poiat of exhaustion.

“Tihere is a great storm brewing,” warned
Sigurd.

“Pray Odin that it may hold back till
we are well within Emakhtila,” answered
Kenton.

“If we but had a horse I would sacrifice
it to the All-Father,” mourned Sigurd.
“Then he would hold that storm till our
needs called it.”

“Speak low, lest the sea horses trample
us!” warned Kenton, half laughing, half
serious.

He had questioned the Viking about that
interruption of his when the captain of the
captured galley had said that Sharane
was Priestess of Bel's House. The Viking
had been subtly evasive.

“She will be safe there, even from
Klaneth—so long as she takes no other
lover than the god,” Sigurd had said.

“No other lover than the god!” Kenton
bhad roared, hand dropping to sword and
glaring at Sigurd. “She will have no lover
but me—god or man, Sigurd! What do you
meam?”

His face flushed with rage, he had stood
quivering before the Norseman; in that in-
stant friendship forgotten.

“Take hand from sword, blood-brother,”
Sigurd had replied. “I meant not to offend
you. Only”—ihe hesitatied—'‘gods are gods!
And there was something in that galley
captain’s talk about your woman walking
in dream, memory withdrawn from her—
was there not? If that be so, blood-brother,
you were in those memories she has lostt!™

Kenton winced. He had not forgotten.
Insistently the same thought had gnawed
at him since their journey’s beginning;
was, perhaps, prime reason for his des-
perate haste. Another thought, that also
5 A—I9

since then had comforted him, prompted
his tongue,

“Neergal once tried to part a man and
a woman who loved,” he said, “even as
Sharane and 1. He could not. I do not
think Nergal's priest can succeed where
his infernal master failedl”

“Not well reasoned, comrade.” It was
Zubran who had come quietly upon them.
“The gods are strong. Therefore they have
no reason for subtlety or cunning. They
smite—and all is done. It is not artistic,
I admit; but it is unanswerable, But man,
who has not the strength of the gods, must
resort to cunning and subtlety. That is
why man will do worse things than the
gods. Out of his weakness he is forced
to it. The geds should not be blamed,
exeept for making man weak, Therefore
Klaneth is more to be feared by you than
Nergal, his master.”

“He cannot drive me out of Sharane's
heartt!” Kenton cried. “He camnutt™

The Viking bent his head down to the
compass.

“You may be right,” he muttered.
“Zuibran may be right. All I know is that
while your woman is faithful to the god
Bel, no man may harm hen!!”

AGUE as he might be on that one

point, the Viking was direct and full
of meat upon others of vital importance
to them all. The Norseman had been
observant while slave to the priests of
Nergal. He knew the city thoroughly and
the Temple of the Seven Zones intimately.
Best of all he knew a way of entering
Emakhtila by another road than that of
its harbor,

This was indeed all important, since it
was not within the bounds of possibility
that they could enter that harbor without
instant recognition. In fact it had never
been thought of. Their loose plan had been
to find some lonely secret place, hide the
ship and go overland to the city.

And it turned out that Sigurd knew
exactly such a place. It was not far from
Emakhtila itself as the crow flies, yet a
long sail for galleys out of the harbor.
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“ILook, comrades,” Sigurd scratched with
point of sword a rude map on the planks
of the deck. “Here lies the city. It is at
the end of a fjord. The mountains rise™on
each side of it and stretch in two long
spits far out to sea. But here"—he pointed
to a spot in the coastline close to the
crotch where a left-hand mountain barrier
shot out from the coast— "is a bay with
narrow entrance from sea. It Is used by
the priests of Nergal for a certain secret
sacrifice. Between it and the eity a hidden
way fruns through the hills. That path
bFiAgs yeu out elese te the great temple.

“I have traveled the hidden way and
have stood on the shores of the bay. I went
there with other slaves, bearing priests in
litters and things of the sacrifice. While
it would take two good sleeps for a ship
to make that journey from Emakhtila, it
is by that way only half so far as a strong
man could walk in my own land between
the dawn and moon of a winter day.
Also there are many places there where
the ship can be hidden, Few galleys pass
by and none lives near—which was why
the priests of Nergal picked it.

“Also I know well the Temple of the
Seven Zones, since long it was my home,”
went on Sigurd. “lts height is twenty
times the ship’s mast.”

Kenton swiftly estimated. That would
make the temple four hundred feet—a
respectable height indeed.

“fts core,” said the Viking, “is made
up of the sanctuaries of the gods and the
goddess Ishtar, one upon each other.
Around this core are the quarters of the
priests and priestesses and lesser shrines.
These secret sanctuaries are seven, the
last being the House of Bel. At the base
of the temple is a vast court with altars
and other shrines where the people come
to worship. Its .artmances ame sttomglly
guarded. Even we four could not enter
there!

“But around the temple, which is shaped
thus'—he scratched the outlin® of a
truncated cone— “a stairway runs thug"—
he drew a spiral from base to top of cone.
“At intervals, along that stairway, are
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sentinels. There is a garrison where it be-
gins. Is this all clean®"

“It is clear,” said Gigi, “that we would
need an army to take iiti"

“NITOT so,” the Viking said, unruffled.
“Rememiber how we took the galley,
although they outnumbered us? This is my
plan. We will take the ship into that
secret harbor. If priests are there we must
do what we can—slay or flee, But if the
Nomns decree that no priests be there, we
wihll hide the ship and leave the slaves in
care of the black-skin. Then the four of
us, dressed as seamen in the clothes and
the long cloaks we took from the galley, will
take the hidden way and go into the city.
“Wihen we are there we will separate,
having first selected some meeting place.
Separately we will study that stairway up
the Seven Zones Temple, meet and make
a plan to get past that garrison that is at
its foot.

“For as to that stairway, I have another
plan. It is high-walled, up to a man’s
chest. If we can pass without arousing the
guards at its base, we can creep up under
shadow of that ¥walil, slaying the sentinels
as we go, until we reach the House of Bel.

“But not in fair weather could we do
this,” he ended. “Tiere must be darkness
or storm that they see us not from the
streets, And that is why I pray to Odin,
blood-brother, even as you, that this brew-
ing tempest may not boil until we have
reached the city and looked upon that
stairway. For in that storm that is surely
coming we could do as I have planned and
swiftly, Let Odin All-Father hold it off to
our meee?™

“But in this plan I see no chance of
slaying Klianeth,” growled Zubran. “We
creep in, we creep up, we creep out again
with Sharane—if we can. And that is all.
By Ormuzd, my knees are too tender for
creeping! Also my scimitar thirsts to drink
of the black priest's blood.”

“No safety while Klaneth lives! " croaked
Gigi, playing upon his old tune.

“I have no thought of Klaneth now,"”
rumbled the Viking. “fFirst comes Kenton's
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woman. Sigurd swore to be his shield. My
sword as his sword. His fortune Sigurd's
fortune, His bane Sigurd’s bane, and his
desire mine to help him gain it. Brothers
by the blood runes. He gets his woman.
After that—we take up the black priest.”

Tears were in Kenton’s eyes as he
gripped the Norseman’s hands. And Gigi
grinned and slapped Sigurd’s back.

“I am shamed,” said Zubran, “You are
right, of course, Sigurd. I should have
remembered. Yet, in truth, I would feel
easier if we could kill Klaneth on our way
to her. For I agree with Gigi: while he
lives, no safety for your blood-bwwiher or
any of us. However—the Lady Sharane
first, of course.”

The Viking had been peering down into
the compass. He looked again, intently,
and drew back, pointing to it.

Both the blue serpents in the scarlet
bath were parallel, their heads turned to
one point.

“We head straight to Emakhtila,” said
Sigurd. “But are we within the jaws of that
fjord or out of them? Wherever we are
we must be clioged!™

E swung the rudder of oars to port.

The ship veered. The larger needle
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He swung the rudder sharply to star-
board. The ship turned; slowly followed
the shore. Soon in front of them loomed
a high ridge of rock. This they skirted,
circled its end and still sculling silently
came at last to another narrow straight
into which the Viking steered.

“A place for hiding,” he said. “Send
the ship into that cluster of trees ahead.
Nay—tthere is water there, the trees rise
out of it. Once within them the ship can be
seen neither from shore nor sea”

They drifted into the grove. Long, dense-
ly-leaved branches covered them. The bow
muzzled the shore.

“Nlowy lash her to the tree trumks,”
whispered Sigurd. “Go softly. Priests may
be about. We will look for them Ilater,
when we are on our way. We leave the
ship in charge of the women, The black-
skin stays behind. Let them all lie close
till we return. Let the slaves sleep. And if
we do not return—"

“THere would be better chance for you
to return if you cut off that long hair of
yours and your beard, Sigurd,”’ said the
Persian, and added. “Beitter chance for us,
also.”

“Wait!” cried the Viking, outraged. “Cut
my hair! Why, even when I was slave
they left that wmtmuotiee?”

“Wise counsdl!” said Kenton. “And
Zubran—that flaming beard of yours and
your red hair. Better for you and us, too,
if you left them behind, or changed their
color.”

“By Ormuzd, no!” exclaimed the
Persian, as outraged as Sigurd. The Viking
laughed.

“Tihe fowler sets the net and is caught
with the bird! Newertheless, it was good
counsel. Better hair off face and head than
head off showlidbrsd?

“And better change color of beard and
hair, I suppose, than change this world
for another I know nothing of,” agreed
the Persian grudgingly.

E maids brought shears. Laughing,
they snipped his locks to nape of
neck, trimmed the long beard into short
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spade-shape. Amazing was the transfor-
mation of Sigurd Trygg's son brought
about by that shearing. The maids looked
on him, admiration in their eyes.

“There is one that Klaneth will not
know if he sees him,” grunted Gigi. “But
you must pay your price, Sigurd. See how
the maids look at you! And they are all
of them dark girls! Beware, Sigmud—or
hide from them until your hair grows long
again.”

Now the Persian put himself in the
women'’s hands. They dabbled at beard and
head with cloth dipped in a bowl of some
liquid. The red faded, then darkened into
brown. Not so great was the difference
between him and the old Zubran as there
was between the new and old Sigurd. But
Kenton and Gigi nodded approvingly;
at least the red that made him as con-
spicuous as the Notseman’s long hair was
gone.

Kenton and Gigi remained. Little could
be done for either of them. There was no
changing Gigi's frog slit of a mouth, the
twinkling beady eyes, the bald pate, the
immense shoulders.

“Take out your earrings,
Kenton.

“Take off that bracelet on your arm.’
replied Gigi.

“Sharane’s gift! Never!” exclaimed Ken-
ton, as outraged as had been at first the
Norseman and the Persian.

“My earrings were put there by one
who loved me as much as she does you.”
For the first time since Kenton had known
Gigi there was anger in his voice,

The Persian laughed softly. It broke
the tension. Kenton grinned at the drum-
mer, somewhat guiltily. Gigi grinned back.

“WWell,” he said. “It seems that we must
all make our sacrifices—Sigurd of his hair,
Zubran his red and you and I—" He
began to unscrew the earrings.

“No, Gigi!” Kenton stayed his hands;
he could not bring himself to break that
golden band upon which Sharane had grav-
en the symbols of her love. “lLeave them
be. Rings and bracelet—both can be hid-
den.”

Gigi,” bade
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“I do not know.” Gigi paused doubt-
fully. “It seems to me to be better. That
idea of sacrifice—it grows stromger.

“There is little sense in what you saw,”
said Kenton stulbbbornly.

N mused Gigi. “Yet many men
must have seen that bracelet of yours that
time you fought the black priest’s men
and lost Sharane. Kianeth must have seen
it. Something whispers to me that token
is more perilous than mime.”

X 7ELL nothing whispers to me,” said
¥ V¥ Kenton abruptly. He led the way
into what had been Kianeth’s cabin and
began stripping to clothe himself in the
sailors' gear they had taken from the
captured galley. He slipped on a loose
shirt of finely tanned, thin leather whose
loose sleeves fastened around his wrists.

“You see,” he said to Gigi, “the brace-
let is hiddem.”

Next came loose hose of the same
material drawn tight by a girdle around
the waist. He drew on high, laced buskins.
Over the shirt he fastened a sleeveless
tunic of mail. On his head he placed a
conical metal-covered cap from whose
padded sides dropped shoulder-deep folds
of heavy-oiled silk,

The others dressed with him in similar
garments. Only the Persian would not leave
off his own linked mail. He knew its
strength, he said, and the others were new
to him. But over it he drew one of the
shirts and over that a tunic from the
galley. And Gigi, after he had set the
cap upon his head, drew close the folds
of silk so that they hid his ears and
their jet pendants. Also he fastened around
his neck another long fold of silk, binding
the others fast and hiding his mouth,

And when they had covered themselves
with the long cloaks they scanned each
other with lightened hearts. The Viking
and the Persian were true changelings.
Little fear of recognition there, Changed
enough by his new garb, it seemed to
them, was Kenton. The cloak hid Gigi's
stumpy legs and the cloths around his face
altered it curiously.
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“It is very good!” murmured the Viking.

“It is very good!” echoed Kenton.

They belted themselves and thrust into
the belts both their own swords and short
ones of Sigurd's forging. Only Gigi would
take neither that nine-foot blade the
Norseman had made for him nor the
great mace. These were too well known
and too cumbersome for their journey. He
took two swords of average length. Last he
picked up a long, thin piece of rope,
swiftly spliced to it a small grappling
hook. He coiled the rope around his waist,
hanging the grapple to his belt.

“Lead, Sigurd,” said Kenton.

One by one they dropped over the ship's
bow, waded through shallow water and
stood upon the shore while Sigurd cast
about for his bearings. The mists had
grown thicker. The golden leaves, the
pannicles of crimson and yellow blooms
were etched against them as though upon
some ancient Chinese screen. In the mists
Sigurd moved, shadowy. The trees were
motionless. The whole air was motionless.

“Come,” the Viking joined them. “I
have found the way.”

Silently they followed him through the
mists, under the silver shadows of the
trees.

CHAPTER XXI
PAGEANT OF THE PAST

AT was a hidden way, in truth. How
Sigurd followed it in the glimmering
fog, Kenton could not tell. But the Viking
walked along, unhesitant. Close behind
him waddled Gigi and from time to time
he saw Sigurd point here and there as
theugh he were explalning the way. Seon
he was sure of this, for freguently the
Ninevite would pause as though to have
instructions repeated. What they whispered
he eeuld not hear. Six feet behind them
strode the Persian, with Keaton the same
distanee behind him.

Between high rocks covered with the
golden ferns the narrow road ran, and
through thickets where the still air was
languorous with the scent of myriads of
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strange blossoms; through dense ¢lumps
of slender trunks which were like bamboo
stems all lacquered scarlet, and through
groves where trees grew primly in parklike
precision. Their steps made no sound on
the soft moss. They had long lost the
murmur of the sea.

At the skirt of one of these ordered
groves the Viking paused.

“Tis is the place of Nergal's sacrifiice,”
he whispered. “I go to see if any of
Nergal’s black dogs are about. Wait for
me here”

He melted into the mists. They waited,
silent. For each felt that something evil,
some hideous malignity lay sleeping within
those trees and if they spoke or moved
it would awaken, reach out, draw them to
it. That wood was saturated with evil.
And out of it, as though the sleeping evil
breathed, pulsed the sickly sweet and
charnel odor that had hung in Klaneth’s
cabin.

Silently as he had gone, Sigurd returned.

“No black robes there,” he said softly.
“Yet something of their dark god dwells
in that grove always. Eager am I to pass
this place. Go softly and quickly. Speak
not again to me, Gigi, until I bid you.”

Softly, quickly they went, skirting that
place of evil with cold sweat on Kenton’s
brow and hands. At last Sigurd paused,
exhaled a vast sigh of relief.

“I like not that grove,” he said, “And
you would like it even less than you did
if you knew what Nergal’s priests do there-
in. Even you, Zubran, would lose some
of that weariness of which so often you
complain.”

“Good!” replied the Persian blandly.
“Viking. I thank you. Now when I am
Lord of Emakhtila T will save some of
Nergal’s priests that they may come there
and perform before us.”

“Tihor shield us!” the Viking made the
sign of the Hammer. “Talk not like that,
Zubran—not here. Quitkd™

E led them with increased speed.
Soon Gigi and he were whispering
as bef SRONARI HoR theN®ay BezatyiSRATHE

as before. And now the way began to climb
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steeply. On they went and higher and
higher. They passed through a long and
deep ravine in which the glimmering, misty
light was hardly strong enough for them
to pick their way over the bowlders that
strewed it.

They passed out of it between two huge
monoliths and halted. For abruptly the
silence that had enveloped them was
broken. Before them was nothing but the
wall of the mists, but from them and far,
far below came a murmuring, a humming
as of a great city, came, too, the creaking
of masts, the rattle of gear, the splashing
of oars and now and then a shouting,
darting up like a kite from the vague
clamor.

“The harbor,” whispered Sigurd, and
pointed downward to the right. “We are
high above it. Emakhtila lies beneath us—
close. And there, blood-brothen™—he
pointed again downward and a little to
the left—“tihere is the Temple of the
Seven Zones.”

Kenton followed the pointing finger.
A mighty mass loomed darkly in the
silvery haze, its' nebulous outlines cone-
shaped, its top flattened. His heart quick-
ened.

“On, Sigurd,” he bade, trembling.

Down they went, and ever down. Again
the way was hidden, by trees and rocks,
but as they went through what must have
been open spaces, the murmuring of the
city came to them ever louder and louder.

Abruptly they came to a high stone wall.
Here Sigurd swiftly turned and led them
into a grove of trees, thick, heavily
shadowed. Through the trees they slipped,
following the Viking who now went on with
even greater caution than he had shown
at the place of sacrifice.

At last he peered out from behind an
enormous trunk, beckoned them. They
clustered about him. Beyond the trees was
a deep-rutted, broad roadiway.

“A road into the city,” he said. “A free
road on which we can walk without fear."

They clambered down a high bank and
took that road, walking now side by side.
Soon the trees gave way to fields, cultivated
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as far as the mists would let them see;
fields filled with high plants whose leaves
were shaped like those of the corn, but
saffron yellow instead of green and in-
stead of ears long pannicles of gleaming
white grains; rows of bushes on whose
branches shone berries green as emeralds;
strange fruits; tree-stemmed vines from
which fell curious star-shaped gourds.

They saw houses, two-stories imvawriallly;
blocklike with smaller cubes for wings, like
those a child makes with its nursery
blocks. They were painted startlimgly;
facades striped with alternate vertical
bands of blue and yellow, facades of dull
blue through which darted scarlet zigzags
like the conventionalized lightning bolt.
Broad horizontal bands of crimson barred
with stripes of green.

The road narrowed, became a thorough-
fare paved with blocks that felt beneath
the feet like volcanic rock—tufa. The
painted houses became thicker. Men and
women passed them, brown-faced and
black, clad alike in one sleeveless white
garment cut short just below the knees. On
the right wrist of each of these was a
bronze ring from which fell a half dozen
links of chain. They carried burdens—jugs,
baskets of the odd fruits and gourds,
loaves of bread colored ruddy brown, flat
cakes a foot across.

“Slaves,” said Sigurd.

OW the painted houses stood solidly,
side by side. These were galleried and
on the galleries were flowering trees and
plants Hke these upen the resy eabih of
the ship. Frem seme of them wormen leaned
and ealled out te them as they went by.
They passed out of this street into a
roaring thoroughfare thronged with people.
And here Kenton halted in sheer amaze-
ment.

At the far end of the thoroughfare
loomed the huge bulk of the temple. Its
sides were lined with shops. At their doors
stood men crying out their wares. Banners
fell from them on which in woven silk
ran the cuneiform letters that told their
goods.
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Past him walked Assyrians, men of
Nimeveh and of Babylon with curled heads
and ringleted beards; hook nosed, fierce
eyed Phoenicians; sloe-eyed, muslin-skirted
Egyptians; Ethiopians with great golden
circlets in their ears; almond-lidded,
smiling yellow men. Soldiers in cuirasses of
linked mail, archers with quivers on back
and bows in hand strode by him, priests
in robes of black and crimson and blue.
Stood in front of him for an instant a
ruddy-skinned, smooth-muscled warrior
who carried upon one shoulder the double-
bladed ax of ancient Crete. Over his other
shoulder lay the white arm of a sandaled
woman in oddly modern pleated skirt,
snake-girdled and with high, white breast
peeping from her opened blouse. A Minoan
and his mate he knew the pair to be, two
who had perhaps watched the youths and
maids who were Athen’s tribute to the
Minotaur go through the door of the
labyrinth to the lair where the monstrous
man-bull awaited them,

And there went a cuirassed Roman,
gripping a wicked short sword of bronze
that had probably helped cut out the
paths the first Caesar trod. Behind him a
giant Gaul with twisted locks and eyes
as coldly blue as Sigurd's own.

Up and down along the center of the
thoroughfare rode men and women in litters
borne on the shoulders of slaves. His eyes
followed a Grecian girl, long-limbed and
lithe, with hair as yellow as the ripened
wheat. They followed, too, a hot-eyed
Carthaginian girl lovely enough to be a
bride of Baal who leaned over the side
of her litter and smiled at Kenton.

“I am hungry and I thirst,” grunted
Sigurd. “Why do we stand here? Let us
be going”

And suddenly Kenton realized that this
pageant of past ages could be no strange
thing to them who were also of that past.
He nodded assent. They swung into the
crowd and stopped at last before a place
wherein men sat eating and drinking.

“Better for us to enter two by wo,
said Gigi. “Kilameth seeks four men and we
are four strangers. Wolf, go you in first
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with Sigurd. Zubran and I will follow,
but speak not to us when we enter.”

HE shopkeeper set food before them

and high beakers of wine. He was
garrulous; he asked them when they had
made harbor; if their voyage had been a
good one.

“It is a good time not to be at sea”
he said. “Storm comes—and a great one
I pray to Nabu, Dispenser of Waters,
that he hold it until Bel’s worship is ended.
I close my shop later to see that new
priestess of Bel’s they talk so much about.”

Kenton’s face had been bent over, his
cap veils hiding it. But at this he raised
it and stared full into the man's face

And the shopkeeper, blanched, faltered,
stared back at him with wide eyes.

Had he been recognized? His hand
sought stealthily his sword.

“Pardom!” gasped the shopkeeper, “I
know you not—" Then abruptly he peered
closer, straightened and laughed. “By Bel!
1 thought you were another. Gods! How
you look like ik

He hurried away. Kenton looked after
him, puzzled. Was his departure a ruse?
Had he really recognized him as the man
Klaneth sought? It could not be, His
fright had been too real; his relief too sin-
cere. Who was it then that Kenton looked
like to bring forth this fright and relief?
They finished thelr feed quiekly, pald frem
the gold they had taken frem the galley;
passed aut inte the strest:

Almost at once Gigi and the Persian
joined them.

“To the temple,” ordered Kenton. Two
by two they sauntered down the street,
not hurrying, like men just in from a long
voyage. But as they went Kenton, with an
ever growing puzzlement and apprehension,
saw now one and now another glance at
him, pause as though in wonder and then,
averting eyes, go swiftly by. The others
saw 1t, teo.

“Draw the cap cloths about your face,”
said Gigi, uneasily. “I like not the way
they stare. And yet if they thought they
knew you, would they not set the soldiers
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oil you? But they do not; they go by as
though afraid.”

Briefly he told him and Zubran of the
shopkeeper and what he had said.

“That is bad.” Gigi sheok his head.
“It draws attention to us. Now who can
it be you so resemble that those who look
at you grow frightened? Well, hide your
fiace as best you cam.”

And this Kenton did, keeping his head
bent as he walked. Nevertiheless folks still
turned to stare at him.

The street entered a broad park. People
were strolling over its sward, sitting on
benches of stone, gigantic roots of trees
whose trunks were thick as the seguoioa
and whose branches were lost in the slowly
thickening mists. And when they had gone
a little way Sigurd turned off the highway
into this park.

“Blood-brother,” he said. “Giigi is right.
They stare at you too much. Now it comes
to me that better for you and for us will
it be if you go no further. I know no
better hiding place for you than this.
Therefore sit you here upon this bench.
Bow your head as though asleep or drunk-
en. There are few here and they will be
fewer as the temple eourt fills. The mists
hide yeu from these whe pass along the
street. Here you sheuld be safe. The three
of us will ge en te the temple and study
that stairway. TheR we will return 8 yed
ghd we will all take esunsal”

He knew the Viking was right. Steadily
at the turned heads and whispering his
unease had grown. And yet it was hard to
remain here, not to see for himself that
place where Sharane lay captive.

“Courage, brother,” said Sigurd gently
as they left him. “Odin has held off the
storm for us. Odin will help us get your
woman.”

CHAPTER XXII
TEMPLE OF THE SEVEN ZONES

OW for a long time, it seemed to him,
he sat upon that bench with face
covered by hands. Stronger and stronger
grew that desire to see for himself
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Sharane's prison, study its weaknesses.
And at last the desire mastered him. He
arose from the bench, made his way back
to the thronged street., But when it was
a few steps away, he turned and went
along through the park.

And in a short while he came to the
end of the park and stood, half hidden,
looking out,

Directly before him, not fifty yards
away, arose the immense bulk of the
Temple of the Seven Zones.

It blocked his vision like a colossal
barrier. How great its base must be he
could not tell: he estimated that it must
cover ten or more acres. It was conical,
smooth built of some material whose char-
acter he could not even guess. The great
stairway coiled round it like a serpent.
And now he saw why it was called the
Terple of the Seven Zones. For a hundred
feet up frem Its base it shone like
buenished silver. Thefe a clreular terrace
Bit inte the eene. Abeve that terrace fer
anether hundred feet the eshe was esvered
with seme metal of red geld eeleF, fieh
grange. Came anether ferraee and abeve
that & facade of jet Blaek, dull and dead:
Agatn he ferrace. ABeve them the mists
hid the walls; But he theught that EHFBHFB
them he cauld see g glint 8t Haming scarlgt
2Rd gver it g Blug shadaw:

His eyes followed the girdling stairway.
He stepped forward that he might see a
little better. Broad steps led up from its
base to a wide platform on which stood
many men in armor. That, he thought, was
the garrison which they must either trick
or overeome before they could climb these
steps. His heart sank as he eounted the
seldiers that guarded it

He looked beyond them and stood,
thoughts racing. The rise of the stairway
from the platform, of the guards was
gradual. About a thousand feet away the
park came close to the side of the temple.
There was a clump of high trees whose
branehes almost touched the stairway at
that peint. Glgi's rope and grapple! AR,
wise was the Ninevite anticipating seme
sueh ehanee, he theught. Kenton was the
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lightest of the four; he could climb those
trees, drop to the stairway, or if that were
not possible, cast the grapple over the
wall of it, swing in and climb up the rope
and over.

Then he could drop that rope for the
three to swarm it. It could be done! Exul-
tation swept him, Some sixth sense woke
him from it; whispered warning. He
started, saw that the space between him
and the temple was empty of people; saw
an offieer of the garrisen standing at the
base ef the steps, watehing him.

Swiftly Kenton turned; swiftly skirted
the street until he was back to where he
had first gone from his bench; found that
bench and seated himself on it as he had
been before, bent over, face in hands,

E COULD not see that same officer

beckon another, speak qulekly to
him, then run across the deserted streteh,
and enter the wooded park close behind
him. No¥ did he see that officer stealing
along a hundred paces in the rear, keeping
him in sight until he had reached the
bench.

But as he sat there, he felt some one
drop down beside him.

“Wihat is the matter, sailor?”’ came a
voice, roughly kind. “If you are sick, why
not go home?"

Kenton spoke huskily, keeping his face
covered.

“Too much of Emakhtila wine,” he an-
swered. “Leave me be. It will pass”

“Ho!” laughed the other, and gripped
his arm about the elbow. “lLook up. Better
seek home before the tempest breaks”

“No, no,” said Kenton, thickly. “Never
mind the tempest. Water will help me.”

The hand dropped from his arm, Eor
a space, whoever it was beside him, was
silent. Then he arose.

“Right, sailor,” he said heartily. “Stay
here. Stretch out on the bench and sleep
a little. The gods be with ymui!™

“And with you,” muttered Kenton. He
heard the footsteps retreating. Cautiously
he turned his head, looked in their direc-
tion. There were several figures walking
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there among the trees. One was an old man
in a long blue cloak; another an officer
dressed like those he had seen on the great
stairway; a sailor; a hurrying citizen.
Which of them had sat beside him?

He wondered idly for a moment, then
his mind filled again with plannings to
reach Sharane. Abruptly another thought
came: the man who had sat beside him
had gripped his arm, gripped it where
Sharane’s bracelet bound. And that officer
—the soldier from the garrison! Was it
he? Had he followed him?

He sat bolt upright, clapped his right
hand on the sleeve of the leather shirt
under which was the bracelet. His hand
touched the bracelet. The sleeve had been
slit by a knife to reveal it. It had been the
officer] Gigi had said that a sacrifice was
demanded of all four. He had not made
that sacrifice—and the bracelet had be-
trayed him.

He leaped to his feet to run. Before
he could take a step there was a rustling
behind him, a trampling. A heavy cloth
was thrown over his head like a bag.
Hands clutched his throat. Other hands
wound strand after strand of rope around
his arms, pirdioning them to his sides.

“ake that cloth off his face, but keep
your hands around his throat,” said a cold
dead voice.

His head was freed. He looked straight
into the dead eyes of Klaneth.

HEN from the double ring of soldiers

around him came a gasp of amaze-
ment, & movement of terror. The officer
stepped forward, stared at him ineredul-
ously.

“IMtther of the gods!” he groaned, and
knelt at Kenton’s feet. “Lord, I did not
know—"' He leaped up, set knife to his
bonds.

“Stop!” Klaneth spoke. “It is the man!
Look agpmin™

Trembling, the officer studied Kenton's
face, lifted the cap veils; swore.

“Gods!” he exclaimed, “but I thought
it was—"

“And it is not,” interposed Klaneth,
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smoothly. His eyes gloated over Kenton.
He reached down into his belt, drew from
it the sword of Nabu,

“Hold!” The officer quietly took it from
him. “This man is my prisoner until I
deliver him to the Sultan. And till then
I keep his swandl”

The phosphorescence in the pupils of
the black priest glowed.

“He goes straight to Nergal’s House,”
he rumbled. “Best beware, captain, how
you cross Klanetin ™

“Cress or no cross,” replied the officer,
“I am the Sultan's man. His orders I
obey. And you know as well as T do that
he has commanded all prisoners to be
brought before him first, no matter what
even high priests may say. Besides,” he
added slyly, “there is that matter of the
reward. Best to get this capture a matter
of record. The Sultan is a just mam.”

The black priest stood silent, fingering
his cruel mouth. The officer laughed.

“March!” he snapped. “To the temple.
If this man escapes—all your lives for
his!”

In a triple ring of the soldiers walked
Kenton. On one side of him strode the
officer; on the other the black priest, evil
gaze never leaving him.,

Thus they passed through the wooded
park, out into the street and at last
through a high archway, and were
swallowed up within a gateway of the
temple.

CHAPTER XXIII
LEAD ME, ISHTAR

ARK it was within the Temple of

the Seven Zones; darker still was
the eorridor into which they wheeled after
they had left the gateway behind them,
and as they marched on darker and ever
darker it beeame. Now Kenton could no
lenger see the palf whe flanked hira ner
the triple fing of armered men that girded
them. He wendered hew they eeuld find
their way threugh this lightless place. And
the seund of the triple ring's marching
fest=why Had that grewn se faint?

ARGOSY

Tihere was no longer sound of marching
feet, no longer sound of any kind! Noth-
ing but soft, blind, darkness—

Wait! Far, far away, piercing the dark
silence, he heard the shrieking of winds—
mighty winds roaring out of the farthest
corners of space, Closer they came. They
clamored and circled about him.

And now he too was circling, swinging
in wide arcs through the blackness—fall-
ing.

Panic realization shook him, He strained
at his bonds, trying to break them, to
stretch out hands, clutch something, some
one, to stay his headlong ffiggitt- -flight
from Sharane’s world into his own.

“Not back!” he wailed. “Not that! Gigi!
Sigurd! Help me! Ishtar! Nabu! Hold
me!”

The mouths of the winds closed; the
sickening flight came abruptly to end. Had
they heard and answered?

Gasping, he slowly opened eyes. Opened
them—and felt cold fingers of despair
close round his heart.

Again he was within his own room!

CLOCK began to strike. One—two

—his numbed mind counted the
strokes. Eleven o’clock. Then only ~an
heur had gone by since he had last stood
here, his life bleed running out of his
wounds. Why, that bleed was net yet dry
dupen the rugs! And here he stoed, the
swerd* bites from whieh that bleed had
fun leng healed; eld secars.

A glance only he gave himself in the
long mirror; one glance at the haggard
white face, the despairing eyes that were
his own; the thongs that lashed his arms
to sides. He looked down on the jeweled
ship. The oars were in; the peacock sail
was furled, He saw the slaves in the galley
pit—toys crouching, flung lengthwise, on
the benches, asleep. The overseer, a toy
of jet, leaned forward, chin cupped in
hands, At the door of Sharane's cabin a
girl looked forth, head raised, her eyes
scanning an unseen sky.

A ship of toys—and still the only key
to a world that held for him all realities.
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He knelt, sobbing.

“Ishtar! Great Mother! Take me back!
Nabu! Lord of Wisdom! Show me the
way! Lead me—"

He stopped, the cold fingers around his
heart clutching tighter, Wihat if he did
get back upon the ship? How couild that
help him? Never, he knew, could he re-
trace that hidden path along which the
Viking had led them. And if by any
miracle he might, still it would not help.
Long before he could reach the city, long
before he could search out the others, the
dice would have been cast.

And if he did not leave the ship and
they returned to find him lurking there—
what would they think of him? That he
had abandoned him, had fled like a craven,
had left them to bear the burden of rescue
of the woman he loved.

But they would not return. They would
not leave the city, would not return to
the ship without him. Not Gigi, not Sigurd
nor Zubran, not. Sharane. There they
would stay, searching for him. And they
could not search long before they were
taken—miarked men and women as they
were.

That thought was even harder to bear.

Yet, if he did not get back to that un-
known world, all was lost to him. Sharane
—llost to him forever!

He groaned, in agony of despair, of
shame and longing.

A wild hope swept him. Whatever power
it was that sent him swinging like a
pendulum between these two worlds—
could not that power set him otherwhere
than on the Ship of Ishtar? Aye! But
what of that mysterious factor of time—
the time that rushed so much more swiftly
there than here? Could not the Powers
that ruled there hold back that world’'s
time at their will; turn it back?

Upon the mercy of those powers he
would throw himself.

Kenton leaned forward until his fore-
head touched the side of the shining ship.

“Ishtar! Goddess! Mother!"” he prayed.
“Nabu! Holy ones! I ask no freedom. 1
ask no strength from you. I ask but one
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thing—to set me back! Not to the ship
but from whence I came. Give me again to
Klaneth. Set me among his men even as
I was. And if that means torment, if that
means deav—I am content! Set me there
as 1 was, bound and helpless, and what-
ever may happen, whatever torment may
fall to me, still will I worship and give
praise to you. Ishtar—Nabu—puaise to
you until my last breath! Grant me this
Nabu! skt

NDER Kenton's feet the floor rocked.

Darkness fell within the room, shut-
ting KArknessgie!lbwithyt FB6ntoRY Shipk:
Aingh Aite ! ot LaHA 0t hFBATH ARt G IRe
RadPIANERS SHEbREhENTedyRUSH tHOISEyES
g ealigniant1ah e € BRI Okikdie: Feven
fegesnVithin Hhatsemyatied, s dar
Rsandne et shimselsn Whinlsss e
HinEng | Keas8ioNGhe OBhottURE ThidItkh khe
WIAKIREs CHRSE Hhe W oRlaCteRidte 8N TOHEN othie
Rizclenesmiisesbr 9 iRlg 2 thh e akindt.
Way RECOMRAIRES D FP8dINGT N iNgts:
twédif Heckpessddrayenleatt HIBYCIRY 6w
H‘i’@eShiIS"‘fPf 1WRElds. Beneath him he saw
the GBI of b1 Kenton. “Not the ship!
Mothet THRAE, ok HOWistiorh 1 theoshiRd
Moghersishiag Larg aloNyisdamhebbat dog
Uit tARClenifle! SEHtafer, hers!  Set
merpaiBIaLie BRI USIHA '0f hull and
madeEshRl¥ted i SHEHNS Riowulk aad
praskFoayactahoviorizeligisy: Noxs HaIngs
Baisay 4lAsa pboNSviRR TGSt RS dallind
gerthh Ay hikBoering: Ovinithe Hefknt
win@PERHRS JHteo tNatabUE: SKAdiaILt
PG D e U 281 40K ERP R b1 RRATRN:
eyl DinisRERAIED R Risesfgided him.
ThEreshaR YaRLEN6eE MEND sWiit Si8Mfightning
strgﬁge’hagwe&stq.iﬁtgf@lﬁl_t swift as lightning
St"f% g‘fﬁ/é?{’”ﬂ@ #dhrd Klaneth snarl;
the Black! Pefést ol R iitlapethpsnarl,
the glafky, PHERLSE TORaMRS tHe SiddPBE the
ofnREWMo BUGSIragpeRe hiflg voice of the
off e o NN A WAL AP REG A Mlream Kenton
stefPECABANAGAINE THTY IndBeRTBAGEHRN
sateds ahout o abe was ineglRropgigwell
Horters ARSRARENEY; wiifind TBle cdlifartd
$81UBT Dt AN TN VR TR T SRMIRASHY

1Re9B1iAR AAMKNARE AR tWiAMe8eimPHoLE
{Behli)glrbgoﬂar.kness had whirled him back

to his world.
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Ishtar and Nabu had granted his prayer.

Kenton threw back his head and
laughed. “On!” he cried. And laughing
still took up the march.

The burden of his despair had been
lifted; come what might, now he need feel
no shame.

CHAPTER XXIV
THE KING OF THE TWO DEATHS

E Lord of Emakhtila, King of the
Two Deaths, sat, legs erooked, en a
high divan. He was very llke Old King
Cole of the nursery rhyme, even to that
menareh’s rubleund jelllty, his apple-
reund, pippln-red eheeks. Merriment shene
in his semewhat watery blue eyes. He were
one leese robe of searlet. His leng, white
beard, stained here and there with dreps
of red and purple and yellew wine, wagged
reguishiy.

The judgment chamber of the Lord of
Emakhtila was some hundred feet square.
His divan rested on a platform five feet
high that stretched from side to side like
a stage. The chequered floor raised in a
sharp concave curve to build it. The curved
front was cut through by a broad flight
of steps ascending from the lower floor
and ending about five feet from the divan
of the king.

Two and ten archers in belted kirtles of
silver and scarlet stood on the lowest step,
shoulder to shoulder, bows at stand, ar-
rows at strings, ready on the instant to
be raised to ears and loosed. Four and
twenty archers knelt at their feet. Six and
twenty shafts of death were leveled at
Kenton, black priest and the captain.

Out from each side of the steps and
along the curved wall to where it met the
sides of the chamber another file of bow-
men stretched, scarlet and silver, shoulder
to shoulder, arrows alert. The twinkling
eyes of the king could see the backs of
their heads ranged over the edge of his
stage like footlights.

Along the other three walls, shoulder to
shoulder, arrows at strings, eyes fixed on
the Lord of Emakhtila, ran an unbroken
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silver and scarlet frieze of archers, They
stood silent; tense as automatoms tightly
wound and waiting for touch upon some
hidden spring.

The chamber was windowless. Pale blue
tapestries covered all its walls. A hundred
lamps lighted it with still, yellow flames.

Twice a tall man’s height away from
the king’s left hand a veiled shape stood,
motioniess as the bowman. Even through its
thick veils came subtle hints of beauty.
At the same distance from the king's
right hand another veiled shape stood.
Nor could its veils check the hint of horror
seeping forth from what they covered.
One shape set the pulses leaping. One
shape checked them.

On the floor, at the king’s feet, crouched
a giant Chinese with a curved and crimson
sword.

Close to each end of the divan girls
stood, fair and young and naked to their
waists. Six to this side; six to that. They
held ewers filled with wine. At their feet
were great bowls of wine, red and purple
and yellow, in larger bowls of snow,

At the right hand of the King of the
Two Deaths knelt a girl with golden cup
on outstretched palms. At his left hand an
other knelt, a golden flagon on her palms.
And the king to drink used equally well
his left hand and his right, raising cup
or flagon, setting them to his lips, putting
them back. Whereupon at once they were
refilled.

The King of the Two Deaths was quite
drunk.

And now he drank deep, set down his
cup and clapped his hands.

“The Lord of Emakhtila judges!” in-
toned the Chinese, sonorously.

“He judges!” whispered the bowmen
ranged along the walls.

ENTON, black priest and captain
stepped forward until their breasts
touched the foremost arrow points. The
king leaned. merry eyes twinkling on Ken-
ton.
“Wibat jest is this, Klaneth?” he cried
in a high, thin treble. “Or have the Houses
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of the God Bel and the God Nergal de-
clared war upon each other?"

“They are not at war, Lord,” answered
Klaneth. “Whis is the slave for whom 1
have offered great reward and whom 1
now claim since I have tmean—"

“Since I have taken, Mighty One,” in-
terrupted the captain, kneeling as he spoke.
“And so have earned Klaneth’s reward, O
Just Omar®

“You lie, Klanetin!” chuckled the king.
“If you are not at war, why have you
trussed up the High Priest of Bel like a
chickem?”

Sol High Priest of Bel was he for whom
Kenton had been mistaken. So that was
why the people on the street had stared
at him, why the soldiers had murmured
and the captain been at first afraid. And
Sharane was Priestess of Bel—prisoner of
Bel’s priests!

“Look again, lord,” said Klaneth. “I do
not lie.”

The watery eyes peered closer.

“No!"” laughed the king. “He is not the
high priest. He is what the high priest
would be were he as much a man. Well,
well; all this has made me thirsty.”

He raised the flagon; before he had half
lifted it to his lips he paused and looked
into it.

“Half fulll” giggled the king. “Only
half fulll?™

He looked from the flagon to the girl
who stood closest to the kneeling girl at
left. His merry round face beamed on her.

“Imsect!” chuckled the king. “You for-
got to fill my figgori™

He raised a finger.

Twang-g¢/ A bow string sang along the
left wall, an arrow shrilled. It struck the
trembling girl in the shoulder on the right
side. She swayed, eyes closed.

“Bad!” the king cried merrily, and
again held up a finger. Another arrow
whistled across the room; the shaft cleft
the heart of the first archer. Before his
body touched the floor the same bow
sang once more, and a second shaft sank
deep within the left side of the wounded
girl.
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“Good!” laughed the king, and wiped
away a merry tear.

“Our lord has granted deatin!” chanted
the Chinese. “Praise him!!™

“Praise himm!” echoed the bowmen and
the cup maidens.

UT Kenton, mad with swift rage at

that heartless killing, leaped forward.
Instantly the bow strings of the six and
twenty archers before him were drawn
taut, arrow shafts touched ears, Blaek
priest and captain caught him, threw him
dewn,

“Not so easily do you die!” Klaneth
rumbled and set heavy foot on his throat.

The Chinese drew a small hammer and
struck the blade of his sword. It rang like
a bell. Two slaves came out on the dais
and carried the dead girl away. Another
girl took her place. The slaves dragged
off the dead archer. Another slipped
through the curtains and stood where he
had stood.

“Let him up,” crowed the king cheerily
and drained his filled flzgon.

“Lord, he is my slave.” All the black
priest’s will could not keep the arrogant
impatience out of his voice. “He is my
slave to do with as I will. He has been
brought before you in obedience to your
general command. You have seen him. Now
I claim my right to take him to his place
of punishmemtt.”

“Oh-ho!” the king set down his cup,
beamed at Klaneth jovially. “Oh-ho! So
you won’t let him up? And you will take
him away? Oh-ho!

“Mommail of a rotting flea!™ he shrilled,
body rocking. “Am I Lord of Emakhtila
or am I not? Answer me!”

Erom all around the king’s chamber
came the sigh of tight-drawn bow strings.
Every arrow of the silver and scarlet frieze
of bowmen was pointed at the black
priest’s great body. The captain threw
himself down beside Kenton.

“Gods!” muttered that soldier. “Hell
take you and the reward! Why did I ever
see yow!™

€ame the black priest’s voice, strangled
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between rage and fear: “Lord of Emakhtila
you aueel!”

He knelt. The king waved his hand. The
bow strings dropped loose.

“Stand up!” cried the king. The three
arose. The Lord of Emakhtila shook a
finger at Kenton.

“Why were you so angered,” he
chuckled, “by my boon of death to those
two? Man, how many times, think you,
will you beseech death to come and pray
for my swift archers before Klaneth is done
with yow?”

“It was wanton slaughter,” said Kenton,
eyes steady on the watery ones.

“My cup must be kept filled.” The king
laughed. “Tie girl knew the penalty. She
broke my law. She was slain. I am only
just.”

“Tie lord is just!” chanted the Chinese.

“He is justt!” echoed the archers and
the cup maidens.

‘“Thhe bowman made her suffer when I
meant painless death for her. Therefore
he was slain,” said the king. “I am merci-
ful.”

“Our lord is merciffl™
Chinese.

“He is merdifiull™ echoed the bowmen
and the cup maidens.

“Death!” the king’s face wrinkled
jovially. “Why, man—death is the first
of booms, It is the one thing that the gods
cannot cheat man out of. It is the one
thing that is stronger than the fickleness
of the gods. The gods give and the gods
take away. But one thing they cannot take
away—death. It Is the only thing that
is man’s ewn. Above the pgods, heedless
of them and strenger—sinee even geds Ifi
their due time must die!

“Ah!” sighed the king, and for a fleeting
instant all King Cole’s jocundity was gone
and in its place the face of a weary, a sad,
a very wise and three-fourths drunken
old man— “Ah! There was a poet in
Chaldea when I dwelt there, a man who
knew death and how to write of it. Mal-
dronah, his name. None here knows hip—"
And then softly, as theugh he were quoting
the werds:

chanted the
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'Tis better be dead them elive, he said—
But best is never to be!

ENTON listened, interest in this

strange personality banishing his
loathing, He knew Maldronah of srncient
Ur; had run acress that very peem from
which the king had quoted while going
through some of the inscribed clay tablets
recovered by Hellpreeht 1n the sands of
Nineveh—back in that old life, halt for-
gotten. He had translated for his own
amusement; even turned the lines into
verse of his ewn fongue. And inveluntarily
he spoke the beglnnlng of the last stanza:

Life is a geme, he saidl:
Its end we know not—nov cawe,
And we yawn ere we come to its end—

““Whatt!” the king cried. “You know
Maldronah! Yow—"

Old King Cole again, he shook with
laughter.

“Go on!” he ordered. Kenton felt the
bulk of Klaneth beside him tremble with
wrath, impatient. And Kenton laughed,
too, meeting the twinkling eyes with eyes
as merry, and as the King of the Twe
Deaths beat time with eup and flagen he
finished Maldronah’s verse with its eurieus
jigging lilt entangled 1A slew mmeasure of
marche fuvierale;

Yet it pleases to play wilih the snare,

To skirt the pit, and the peril dare,

And lightly the geims to spemd;

There’s a door that has opened, he said,

A space where ye may tread—

But the things ye heve seen amd the things
ye have diome,

lihat are these things when the race is run

HAnd ye pause at the farthest dipon?

HAs though they never had been, he said—

Utterly passed as the pulse of the dead!

Then tread on lightly with nothing to
mourn!

Shaell he who hes nothing fear for the
score?

Hh, better be dead them alive, he said—

But best is ne'er to be born.

Long sat the king in silence. At last he
stirred, raised his flagon and beckoned one
of the maidens.
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“He drinks with me!" he said, pointing
to Kenton.

The archers parted; let the cup maiden
pass. She stood before Kenton; held the
flagon to his lips. He drank deep; lifted
head and bowed thanks to the Lord of
Emakhtila.

“Kllameth,” said the king, “no man who
knows Maldronah of Ur is a slawe”

“Lord,” answered the black priest, and
plainly he was uneasy, “Yet this man be-
longs to me.”

The king sat silent, drinking now from
cup and now from flagon; eyes now on
Kenton, now on Klaneth.

“Come here,” he ordered at last, and
pointed with one finger at Kenton, with
another at the side of the Chinese.

“Lord!” said Klaneth, more uneasily yet
stubbornly. “My slave stays beside me.”

“Dwes he?” laughed the king. “Ulcer
on a gnat's belly! Does he? Or doies he
come to me as I commamd?”

All around the chamber the bow strings
sighed.

“Lord,” said Klaneth, with bowed head,
“He goes to you.”

S HE passed him, Kenton heard the

black priest’s teeth grate, heatrd him

pant as does a man after a long race. And

Kenton, laughing, stepped through the

opened space of archers; stood before the
king,

“Man who knows Maldronah,"” chuckled
the king. “You wonder how I, alone, have
greater power than these priests and all
their gods. Well, it is because in all Emakh-
tila I am the one man who has neither
gods nor superstitions. I am the one man
who knows there are only three realities.
Wine—which up to a certain point makes
man see more clearly than the gods. Power
—which being combined with man’s cun-
ning makes him superior to the gods.
Death—which no god can abolish and
which I deal at will.”

“Wine! Power! Death!”
Chinese.

“Tihese priests have many gods, each
of them jealous of all the others. Ho!

chanted the
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Ho!” laughed the king. “I have no gods.
Therefore I am just to all. The just judge
must be without prejudice; without belief.”

“Our lord is without prejudiice!” chanted
the Chinese.

“He has no beliefis!” intoned the bow-
men,

“I am on one side of the scales,” said
the king. “On the other side are many
gods and priests. There arf only three
things that I am sure are real. Wine,
power, death! Those who try to outweigh
me have beliefs many times three. There-
fore I outweigh them, If there were but
one god, one belief opposite me—lo, 7
would be outweighed! Yea, three to one!
That is paradox—also it is trutin”

“The Lord of Emakhtila speaks tmuatii™
whispered the bowmen.

“Better three straight arrows in your
quiver than threescore crooked ones And
if there should arise one man in Emakhtila
with but one arrow and that arrow
Straighter than my three—that man would
soon rule in my place.” The king beamed.

“Archers, hear ye the lordi!” chanted the
Chinese.

“Amnd so,” the king said, briskly, “since
all the gods and all the priests were jealous
of each other, they made me Lord of
Emakhtila, to keep peace among them and
hold them back from destroying each
other! And this, since I now have ten bow-
men to every one of theirs, and twenty
swordsmen to each swordsman of the
priests, I do very well. Ho! Ho!"” laughed
the king. “That is power.”

“Qur lord has power!” cried the Chinese.

“And having power I can get drunk at
will,” chuckled the king.

“Our lord is drumkem!” whispered the
archers, all around the chamber.

“Dmunk or sober, I am King of the Two
Deaths!” tittered the ruler of Emakhtila.

“The Two Deaths!” whispered the
archers, nodding to each other.

“To you—man who knows Maldronah
—1 unveil them,” said the king, grinning
at Kenton.

“Bomman at sides and back, bend your
heads!” shouted the Chinese. The heads
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of the archers along three sides of the
living frieze dropped immediately upon
their breasts.

The veils slowly fell from the shape
upon the left hand of the king.

ERE, looking at Kenton with deep
eyes in which were tenderness of the
mother, shyness of the mald, passien ef
the beloved mistress stood a weman. Her
naked body was flawless. Frem her
breathed all springtides that ever earessed
earth. She was the doofway to enchanted
worlds, the symbel ef everything that life
could offer both of beauty and ef joy.
She was all the sweetnesses of life, its
pramises, Its eestasies, 1ts lure and its
reason. Looking en her Kenton khew that
life was something to be held fast. That
it was dear and filled with wenders.

And that death was very dreadful!

He had no desire toward that woman's
shape. But she fanned to roaring flame
desire for life in full continuance.

In her hand she held a strangely shaped
instrument, long, with sharp fangs and
rows of tearing claws.

“She is not entirely human; I invented
her,” said the king, complacently. “For I,
too, was once a great sorcerer, before I
learned that only in simplicity lay true
Sl]'el'llgﬂll..“

“Strengtiin!” intoned the Chinese.

“To her,” chuckled the king. “I give
only those whom 1 greatly dislike. She
kills them slowly. Looking upon her, they
cling to life; fiercely, terribly they cling
to it. Each moment of life that she draws
from them with those claws and teeth is
an eternity through which they battle
against death. Slowly she draws them out
of life—wailing, clinging to it, turning
stubborn faces from death! And now—
look!"”

The veils fell from the shape at his
right hand.

v . crouched a black dwarf, mis-
shapen, warped, hideous. He stared at
Kenton out of du'l eyes that held every
sorrow and sadness and disillusionment of
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life; held all life's uselessness, its weariness,
its empty labor, And looking at him, Ken-
ton forgot that other shape, knew that
life was dreadful, not to be borne.

And that death was the one good thing
man had!

In one hand the dwarf held a slender
sword, rapier-thin, needle-pointed. He had
increasing desire to hurl himself upon that
sword and die upon it.

“To him,” laughed the king, “I give
those who have greatly pleased me. Swift
is their death and a sweet cup to their
lips. Him also I made.”

“You there—" The king pointed to the
captain who had trapped Kenton. “Not
too pleased am I with you for taking this
man who knows Maldronah, even if he be
Klaneth's slave. Go up before my left
hand destiti”

Face bloodless white, the captain
marched to the steps; right he marched
through the archers, marched without
pause until he stood before the death. The
Chinese struck his sword. Two slaves
entered, heads bent low, carrying a lattice
of metal. They stripped the captain of his
armor, strapped him naked to the grate.
The woman shape leaned over him, tender-
ness, love, all life’s promise in her deep
eyes, her wondrous face. She thrust the
fanged instrument against his breast, lov-
ingly.

From his lips came shrieks, anguished,
despairing; prayers and curses; the wailing
of the newly damned.

Still the woman shape leaned over him,
smiling, tender, her eyes brooding upon
his.

“ILet be!” giggled the king. She lifted
the thing of torment from the soldier's
breast. Bent to her veils and threw them
over her again. The slaves unbound the
captain; dressed his shaking body. Sob-
bing, tears streaming, he staggered back,
sank on knees at the black priest's side.

“I am displeased,” said the king, merrily.
“¥et you did your duty. Therefore, live
for a while, since that is your desire, 1
am just™

“Just is the lord,” echoed the chamber.
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“You—" He pointed to the archer who
had slain cup maiden and fellow bowman.
“I am much pleased with you. You shall
have your reward. Come to my right hand
deain!

Slowly at first the archer stepped for-
ward. Faster he moved as the dull eyes of
the dwarf met his and clung to them.
Faster and faster he raced up the steps,
hurling the archers aside and leaped upon
the slender sword.

“I am generous,” said the king.

“Our lord is generwus!” intoned the
Chinese.

“Generous!” whispered the bowmen.

“I am thirsty,” laughed the king. He
drank deep from left hand and right. His
head nodded; he swayed a bit; quite
drunkenly.

“My commamdl!” he opened and closed
one twinkling eye after the other. “Hear
me, Klaneth! I am sleepy. I will sleep.
When I awaken, bring this man who knows
Maldronah to me again. Let no harm come
to him before then. It is my command.
Also he shall have a guard of bowmen.
Take him away. Keep him safe. It is my
commamdi!”

He reached for his cup. It dropped from
his lax hand.

“By my deaths!” he whimpered, *if 1
could but hold more wimed™

He sank down upon the divan.

The King of the Two Deaths snored.

“Our lord sleeps!” chanted the Chinese,
softly.

“He sleepss” whispered bowmen and cup
maidens.

The Chinese arose, bent over the king.
He raised him on his shoulders like a
child. The two and twenty archers upon
the lowest step turned, marched up and
circled the two. The four and twenty
turned, marched up and circled them. The
bowmen beside the curved wall swung
round and six abreast marched up the
steps. The living frieze of scarlet and silver
swung six by six out from their walls and
followed them.

The double ring within which were
sleeping king and Chinese stepped forwand,
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passed through the curtains at the rear.
After them strode the bowmen,

Six fell out of the ranks, ranged them-
selves beside Kenton.

The cup maidens picked up ewers and
bowis. They tripped through the curtains.

Upon the stage were now only the Two
Deaths, veiled, silent, motionless.

The bowmen pointed to the lower floor.
Kenton walked down the steps. Black
priest on one side of him, white-faced cap-
tain on the other, three archers marching
before them, three after them, he passed
out of the judgment chamber of the king.

CHAPTER XXV

COUNSEL OF NABU

HEY took Kenton to a narrow, win-

dowless room. Its heavy door was
solid bronze. Around its sides ran stone
benches. In its center was another bench
shaped like a sarcophagus. The bowmen
sat him on it, tied his ankles with leathern
thongs, threw cloaks on its top and pressed
him down upon them, They seated them-
selves two by two on three sides of the
room, eyes fixed on black priest and cap-
tain, bows ready.

The captain tapped the black priest on
the shoulder.

“My rewand?” he asked. “When do 1
get it?”

“When the slave is in my hands and
not before,” answered Kianeth, savagely.
*If you had been wiser, you would have
had it by now.”

“Yes, and much good it would be doing
me, with an arrow through my heart or’—
he shuddered—*“wailling even now at the
feet of the king's destiii™

The black priest looked at Kenton
evilly; bent over him.

“Put no hope in the king’s favor,” he
muttered. “It was his drunkenness that
was speaking. When he awakens he will
have forgotten. Give you to me without
question. No hope there, you dagi™

“No?” sneered Kenton, meeting the
dead malignant eyes steadily. “Yet twice
have I beaten you, you black swime.”
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“But not a third time,” spat Klaneth.
“And when the king awakens I will have
not only you but that temple drab you
love! Ho!” rumbled the black priest as
Kenton winced, “that touches you, does
it? Yes, I will have you both. And together
you shall die—slowly, ah, so slowly, watch-
ing each other's agonies, Never before has
man or woman died as you two sl

“You cannot harm Sharane,’ answered
Kenton. “Carrion eater whose filthy mouth
drips lies! She is Bel’s priestess and safe
from you.”

“Ho!™ grunted Klaneth; then bent,
whispering close in Kenton’s ear so softly
that no one but him could hear, “Listen,
here is a sweet thought to carry you while
I am away. Only if the priestess is faith-
ful to the god is she beyond my reach.
Now listem—before the king awakes your
Sharane shall have taken' another lover!
Yea!"—ddeiiizih mockery was in the whis-
per—"your love shall lie in the arms of an
earthly lover! And he will not be you!”

Kenton writhed helplessly, striving to
break his bonds, tear at the evil face.

“Sweet Shamaned™ whispered Klaneth,
leering. “Holy Vase of Joy! And mine to
break as I will before the king awalesd!

He stepped back to the soldier who had
taken Kenton.

“I go to await the king's awakemimng,”
he said. ““Come.”

“Not I,” answered the soldier, hastilly.

By the gods, I prefer this company. Also,
if I lose sight of this man, priest, I might
forever lose sight of that reward you owe
me for him.”

“Give me his sword,” ordered Klaneth,
reaching toward the blade of Nabu which
the officer had retained.

“Tihe sword goes with the manm,” an-
swered the officer, setting it behind him.

“That is true.” The bowmen nodded to
each other. “Priest, you cannot have the
sword."”

Klaneth snaried; his hands flew out to
clutch. Six bows bent, six arrows pointed
at his heart. Then, without word, the black
priest strode out of the cell. An archer
arose, dropped into place a bar, sealing
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the door. A silence fell. The soldier
brooded; now and then -he shivered as
though cold, and Kenton knew he was
thinking of that death who ‘with smiling,
tender eyes had pressed her mark upon
his breast. The six bowmen watched him
unwinkingly.

And at last Kenton closed his own

eyes fighting to keep back the terror of
Kianeth’s last threat against his beloved;
fighting against despair. What evil plot
had the black priest set going against her,
what trap had he laid, to make him so
sure that soon he would have her in his
hands? And where were Gigi and Sigurd
and Zubran? Did they know he was taken?
A great loneliness swept over him,
* How long his eyes were closed, or
whether he had slept, he never could tell.
But he heard as though from infinite dis-
tances a still, passionless voice,

“Arise!” it bade him.

E OPENED his lids; lifted his head.
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wall. A panel opened. Through it went the
priest with Kenton following. Now they
stood in a long corridor, dimly lighted,
but how lighted he could not tell, since
no lamps nor other lights were there.
Along it they went, in a great curve. It
came to Kenton that this hidden passage
followed the huge arcs of the temple, that
it must run close behind the temple’s
outer wall.

Now a massive bronze door closed the
way. The blue priest seemed only to touch
it. Yet it swung open; closed behind them.

Kenton stood in a crypt some ten feet
square. At one end was the massive door
through which he had come; at the other
was a similar one. At his left was a ten-
foot slab of smooth, pallid stone. And now
the blue priest spoke—if indeed it were
he speaking, since the passionless, still
voice Kenton heard seemed, like that
which had bidden him arise, to come from
infinite distance.

. “The mind of the woman you love
sleeps!"’ it said. “Rememiber that. She is a
woman walking in dream, moving among
dreams that other minds have made for
her. Evil creeps upon her. It is not well
to let that evil conquer, since then an
ancient feud will surely blaze afresh con-
suming ere it ends both gods and men.
Greater far is the issue here than the
lives of this woman and of you. Yet that
issue rests on you—on your wisdom, your
strength, your courage. Now when your
wisdom tells you it is the time, open that
farther door. Your way lies through it. And
remember—her mind sleeps. You must
awaken it before the evil leaps upon her.”

Something tinkled on the floor. At Ken-
ton’s feet lay a little wedge-shaped key.
He stopped to pick it up. As he raised
his head he saw the blue priest beside
the far door.

“IFather,” he said, and humbly. “Father!
Strength I have and courage. But whether
enough of wisdom—ah, that I do not
know, But my heart is filled with thank-
fulness to you who have so helped me.
May I not know whom to thamk?

He bent his head.
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“Nabu!” sighed the faraway voice.

Nabu—God of Wisdom! He had freed
him, counseled him! Kenton raised his
head, bent knee—

The blue priest seemed but a wisp of
wind-drawn smoke that, even as he looked,
faded through the great bronze door and
vanished.

CHAPTER XXVI
BEFORE THE ALTAR OF BEL

OW Kenton heard the murmur of
many voices, muffled, vague. He
slipped from door to door, listening. They
were not within the passage. They seemed
to seep through the slab of smooth stone.
He placed an ear against it. The volces
came to him more distinetly, but still he
could distinguish no words. The stone miist
be exceedingly thin here, he thought, that
he could hear at all, He saw at his right
a little shining lever. He drew it down.

A three-foot-wide, misty disc of light
began to glow within the stone. It seemed
to eat through the stone; it flashed out,
dazzlingly. Where the disk had been was a
circular opening, a window. Sillhouetted
against it were the heads of a woman and
two men. Their voices came now as clearly
to his ears as though they stood beside
him; over them came the wavelike mur-
mur of a multitude. He drew back, fearing
to be seen. The little lever snapped back
into place. The window faded; with its
fading the voices muted. He stared again
at the smooth, pale wall.

Slowly he drew down the lever. Once
more he watched the apparent burning out
of the solid stone; saw the three heads
reappear. He ran his free hand over the
visible wall to the edge of the circle;
higher he lifted it, into the disk itself.
And ever he touched cold stone. Even that
which was to his eyes an opening was to
the questing fingers stone.

He touched the whispering heads—and
touched stone,

Now he understood: This was some de-
vice of the sorcerers, the priests. A device
to give them a peeping place, a listening
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post, within the crypt. Some knowledge of
the properties of light these priests must
have, not yet learned by the science of
Kenton’s own world; control of a varying
vibration that made the rock transparent
from within but not from without. Keep-
ing his grip upon the handle, he peered out
between the heads and over the shoulders
of those so close to and still so umconscious
of him.

The mists had lifted. They had become
dense lurid clouds pressing down almost
upon the top of the Zomes Temple. In front
of him was a huge court paved with im-
mense octagons of black and white marble.
Trooping down upon this court, halting in
a wide semicircle around it, were hosts of
slender pillars, elfin shafts all gleaming
red and black whose tapering tops were
crowned with carven, lace-tipped fronds.

Hardly a hundred feet away was a
golden altar, guarded by crouching cherubs,
man-headed, eagle-winged, lion-bodied,
carven from some midnight metal. They
watched at each corner of the altar with
cruel, bearded faces set between paws and
as alert as though alive. From the tripod
on the altar a single slender crimson flame
lifted, lance-tipped and motionless,

N A vast crescent, a dozen yards in the
van of the columns stood a double ring
of bowmen and spearmen. They held back
a multitude: men and women and children
pouring out of the ordered grove of plllars
and milling agalnst the seldiers llke wind-
driven leaves against a wall. Seore upen
seore they fluttered and whispered behind
the deuble fing.

“Tihe new priestess—the)* say she is very
beautiful.” One of the men in front of
Kenton had spoken. He was thin, white-
faced, a Phrygian cap over his lank hair,
The woman was of a bold comeliness,
black-tressed, black-eyed. The man at her
right was a bearded Assyrian,

“She is a princess, they say,” the woman
spoke. “Tihey say she was a princess in
Babylon."”

“Primcess in  Babylom!” echoed the
Assyrian, his face softening, homesickness
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in his voice. ¢‘Oh, to be back in Babylam!”

“The Priest of Bel loves her, so they
say,” the woman broke the silence.

“The priestess?”’ whispered the Phuy-
gian; the woman nodded. “But that is
forbiddem,” he muttered. “it is deatir™
The woman laughed again.

“Hush!” It was the Assyrian, caution-
ing.

“And the Lady Narada—the Holy
Dancer—loves the priestd!” the woman
went on, unheeding. “Amnd so, as always
one must speed to Nergall"

“Hush!” whispered the Assyrian.

“Will it be the dancer?”’ asked the
Phrygian.

“My little bed with the ivory feet that
it will not,” laughed the woman. The As-
syrian’s hand closed over her mouth.

There was a rumbling ruffle of drums,
the sweet piping of a flute. He sought the
sounds. His gaze rested on half a score of
temple girls. Eive crouched beside little
tambours upon whose heads rested their
rosy thumbs; two held pierced reeds to
red lips; three bent over harps. Within
their circle lay what at first seemed to
him a mound of shimmering spider-web
spun all of threads of jet, in which swarms
of golden butterflies were snared. The
mound quivered, lifted.

E sable, silken strands had meshed

a woman, & woman so lovely that for
a heartbeat Kenton forgot Sharane. Dark
she was, with the velvety darkness of the
midsummer night; her eyes were pools
of midnlght skies: her halr was mists of
tempests snared in nets of sullen geld.
Sullen indeed was that geld, and in all
et her semething sullen that menaeed the
fere beeause of 1ts sweetfiess.

‘There is a womam!” The bold eyes
turned to the Assyrian. “Sheill have what
she wants—my bed on iit"

There came a voice from beside her,
wistful, dreamy, worshipping: “Ah yes!
But the new priestess—she is no woman!
She is sttt

Kenton craned his neck, looking for the
speaker. He saw a youth, hardly more than



THE SHIP OF ISHTAR

nineteen, saffron-robed and slight. His eyes
and face were those of a beautiful dream-
ing child.

“He is half mad,” the dark woman
whispered. Ever since the new priestess
came he haunts this place.”

“We are going to have a storm. The
sky is like a bowl of brass,” muttered
the Phrygian. “The air is frightemed ™

The Assyrian answered: “They say Bel
comes to his house in the storm. Perhaps
the priestess will not be alone tonightt.”

The woman laughed slyly. Kenton felt
swift desire to take her throat in his hands.
There came a low clashing of thunder.

“Pexhaps that is he, rising,” said the
woman demurely.

There was a little throbbing of the harp
strings; a complaining from the tambours.
A dancing girl sang softly:

Born was Nala for delight,

Never dawced there feet so lnite;
Every heart on which she trod,
Dying, owned her heel its gudi:
Sweet her kisses day or night,
Born ivas Nala for delight.

The brooding eyes of the butterfly
woman they had named Narada flashed
angrily.

“Be quiet, wantom!” he heard her
whisper. There was a ripple of laughter
among the girls; the two with the pipes
trilled them softly; the drums murmured.
But she who had sung sat silent over her
harp with downcast eyes.

The Phrygian asked: “Is this priestess
then really so beautiiffal?

The Assyrian said: “I do not know. Mo
man has ever seen her unveiled.”

The youth whispered:

“When she walks I tremble! T tremble
like the little blue lake of the temple
when the breeze walks on itl Only my
eyes live, and something grips my threatt”

“Peace!” a brown-eyed girl with kindly
face and babe in arms spoke. “Neot so
loud, or what you will feel at your throat
will be an amcom!’

“She is no woman! She is Ishtar| Ish-
tar!” cried the ywomth

17

HE soldiers near by turned. Through

them strode a grizzled officer, short
sword in hand. Before his approach the
others drew back; only the youth stood
motionless. Right and left the sword-
carrier peered beneath bushy brows. Ere
he could fix gaze on the youth a man in
a sailor’s cap and tunic of mail had walked
between the two, gripped the youth’s wrist,
held him hidden behind him. Kenton
caught a glimpse of agate eyes, black
beard—-

His heart leaped. It was Zubran.

Zubran! But would he pass on? Could
Kenton make him hear if he called?

The sword-bearer scanned the silent
group, uncertainly. The Persian saluted
him gravely.

“Silence here!” grunted the officer at
last, and passed back among his men.

The Persian grinned; pushed the youth
from him; stared at the dark woman with
eyes bolder than her own. He jostled the
Phrygian from his place; laid a hand upon
the woman’s arm.

“I was listening,” he said. “Who is this
priestess? I am newly come to this land
and nothing I know of its ways. Yet by
Ormuzd!” he swore and thrust his arm
around the woman’s shoulders, “It was
worth the journey to meet yow! Who is
this priestess that you say is so beawtiifulf?”

“She is the keeper of Bel’s House.”
The woman nestled close to him. “They
say her name is Shananed?”

“But what does she there?”
Zubran.

“Tihe priestess lives in Bel's House upon
the top of the temple.” The Assyrian spoke.
“She comes here to worship at his altar.
When her worship is done she re »

“For beauty such as you say is here”
remarked Zubran, “her world seems small
indeed. Why, if she is so beautiful, is she
content to dwell in so small a world”

“She is the god's,” answered the
Assyrian. “She is the keeper of his house.
If the god entered he might be hungry.
There must be food for him in his house
and a woman to serve it. Or he might
be—?

asked
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“Amd so there must be a woman there,”
interrupted the bold-eyed wench, smiling
up at him slyly. “A fair woman. There-
fore the priestess dwells within his house.”

“We have something like that in my
country.” The Persian drew her closer,
“But there the priestesses seldom wait
alone. The priests see to that, Ho! He!"™

OULD the Persian ever come close

to the wall? So close that Kenton
might call to him. And yet if he did.
would not those others hear him also?

“Have any of these priestesses who
wait,” Zubran’s voice purred, “have any
of these waiting priestesses ever—ah—en-
tertained the god?®"

The youth spoke: “They say the doves
speak to her—the doves of Ishtar! They
say she is more beautiful than lstter™

“Who?" asked the Persian.

“Tihe Lady Sharane,” sighed the youth.

Sharane! The name of his beloved
pulsed through Kenton like flame.

“Fool!” whispered the Assyrian. “Eool,
be stilll - Will you bring bad luck on us?
No woman can be as beautiful as Islttar

“No woman can be more beautiful than
Ishtar,” sighed the youth. *Therefore she
is sltierr™

The Phrygian said: “He is mad!!™

But the Persian stretched out his right
arm, drew the youth to him.

“Have any of these priestesses ever be-
held the god?” he repeated.

“Wait,” murmured the woman. “I will
ask Narodach the archer. He comes some-
times to my house. He knows. He has
seen many priestesses.” She held the
Persian’s arm fast, leaned forward: “Naro-
dach! Come to me!!™

An archer turned; whispered to the
men on each side of him, slipped from
between them. They closed up behind him,
grinning.

“Narodach,” asked the woman. “Twll us,
have any of the priestesses ever beheld the
god?”

The archer hesitated, uneasily.

"I do not know” slowly he answered
at last. “Tihey tell nmany tales. Yei, are
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they but tales? When first I came here,
there was a priestess in Bel's House. She
was like the crescent moom of our old
world. Many men desired her.”

“Ho, archer,” rumbled the
“But did she hold the godi?"

Narodach said: “I do not know. They
sail so: they said that she had been
withered by his fires. The wife of the:
charioteer of the Priest of Ninib told me
that her face was very old when they
took away her body. She was a date
tree that had witbered before it had borne
fruit, she said.

“Tiere was another who followed," said
the archer. “She said the god had come
to her. But she was mad, and being mad,
the priests of Nergal took her.”

“Give me men. I would not wait for
gods,” whispered the black-haired woman,
eyes on Zubran.

Said Narodach the archer, musing: “One
there was who threw herself from the tem-
ple. One there was who vanished. One
there was—"

The Persian interrupted: “It seems that
those priestesses who wait for Bel are not
fortunate.”

There was a nearer clashing of thunder.
Above Kenton, in the ever darkening
sky, the clouds began a slow churning.

“There will be a great storm,” mut-
tered the Phrygian.

The girl the Lady Narada had rebuked
thrummed again her bharp strings: sang
half maliciously, half defiamtiy:

Persian.

Every heant that sought a nest,
Elew straigfittvaaytotdVidala' binmast;
Born was Nadd-dofodebighttt—

HE checked her song. From afar came
the falnt sound of chanting; the tread
ot mareching feet. Bowmen and spearsmen
ralsed bews and spears in salute. Behind
themn the milling multitudes dropped to
their knees. The Perslan drew clese to the
wall. And his was the enly head in the
eireular windew whese pane was stene:
*Zubram!” called Kenton, softly. The
Persian did not stir.
“Zubram!"” shouted Kenton. The Persian
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turned startled face to the wall, then
leaned against it, cloak tight around his
face.

" “Wolft” There was relief and joy in
Zubran’s usually weary voice, “Are you
safe? Where are yow?”

“Bethind the wall,” shouted Kenton.
“Wiisper. I can hear you.”

“I can barely hear you,” whispered the
Persian. “Are you hurt? In chaims?’

“I am safe,” cried Kenton. “But Gigi
~-Sigurd?”

“Searching for you,” the Persian said.
“Our hearts have been well-nigh broken.
Soon we mest—"

“LListen,” shouted Kenton. “There is a
clump of trees close to the stairway above
the gamimm—"

“We know,” answered Zubran. “It is
from them we make the steps and scale
the temple. But yow—"

“I will be in the House of Bel,” cried
Kenton. “Soon as the storm breaks, go
there, If T am not there, take Sharane,
carry her back to the ship. I will follow.”

“We will not go without you,” whispered
Zubran.

“Go quick! Do as I say! Find Gigi—
Siigiand?™ shouted Kenton.

“I cannot go now. Patience, wolf! There
is time!” answered Zubran.

“I hear a voice, speaking through the
stone” It was the Assyrian, kneeling.
Zubran dropped from Kenton’s sight,

The chanting had grown louder; the
marching feet were close. Then from some
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hidden entrance of the temple there swept
out into the open space a company of
archers and a company of swordsmen. Be-
hind them paced as many shaven, yellow-
robed priests; swinging smoking golden
censors and chanting as they walked. The
soldiers formed a wide arc before the
altar. The priests were silent upon a som-
ber chord. They threw themselves flat on
the ground.

Into the great court strode a single
figure, tall as Kenton himself. A robe of
shining gold covered him and a fold of
this he held on raised left arm, completely
covering his face.

“Iihe Priest of Bel!” whispered the
kneeling woman.

There was a movement among the tem-
ple girls. The Lady Narada had half
risen. Kenton watched her, forgetting to
breathe. Never had there been such yearn-
ing, such bitter-sweet desire as that in her
midnight eyes as the Priest of Bel passed
her, unheeding. Her long and slender fin-
gers fiercely gripped the cobwebs that
meshed her; their webs were lifted by her
swelling breast; shuddered with the signs
that shook her.

The Priest of Bel reached the golden
altar. He dropped the arm that held the
shrouding fold. And then, prepared though
he had been, Kenton’s stiff fingers almost
loosed the shining lever. For here indeed
was the explanation of the stares.

He looked, he thought, as in a mirror
into his own face.
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That terpsichophobian jinx was leering at him

First Classman

By PAUL R. MORRISON

Author of “Sevomd Classman,” “IHiind Classman,” etc.

Time: Spring
Place: West Point
Weather: Increasingly warm

phobia, you haven’t heard of Terry

Hudson, That’s what Parker FEreem
dubbed Terry’s morbid fear of dancing.
And Parker, confirmed social addict,
should know. He'd been Terry’s room-
mate four grinding, West Point years,

Terpsichophobia? The dictionaries don't
help much. You have to know Terry
Hudson.

Or Marion McKee, who, long before
she graduated from Vassar, came down to
West Point’s Saturday night hops. Maybe
others of that brilliant assemblage, girls
from Wellesley and Smith and Bryn Mawr,

IF YOU haven't heard of terpsicho-

Marion was Parker's fiancee. Their en-
gagement dated from the day that Parker,
completing his sophomore year at Har-
vard, got his appointment to the military
academy. Marion was then Vassar's most
unorthodox freshman.

This Saturday evening Terry stirred un-
easily about his room, casting furtive
glances at Parker, who hummed tranquilly
while he rubbed a last-minute polish on
the brass buttons of his full-dress blouse.
Terry hadn't yet deduced how Parker had
trapped him into going to the dance to-
night at Cullum Hall.

Parker turned his satisfied humming
into song, a flighty interpretation of the
chorus of “Army Blue:

Army Blue, Army Blue,
Hurrah for the Army Blue,

We'll bid farewell to “Kaydet Gray,”
And don the Army Blue.
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And, thought Terry, less than two hours
ago that kaydet was in the messiest sort
of tangle. With women, of course. Inviting
Marion to the hop when he had already
asked that fiery Rosita Parquey, the Bra-
zilian ambassador’s niece, a-hunting out
of Washington, Not nice. But tangles
weren't anything new to Parker Freem.
Being one of the corps’ most popular
hopoids, he was mueh stalked by the
women. The result was eressed wires.

Parker, still singing, nodded at the
clock. “You'd better dress”

As Terry’s gaze struck the timepiece,
tiny chills dropped down behind his ears
and chased each other across his throat.
He shuddered.

“Dupgonme you, Parker! You know 1
can’t dance! If it weren't for Marion,
I'd—" He chewed the rest of his words
into gibberish.

Parker’s broad grin wrecked his singing.

Terry reviewed in a painful flash the
horrible moment, two years ago. when he
stepped on an L. P.'s toes. The “Lady of
the Post” had screamed—discreetly, but
screamed—and the music had dled to a
weak moan, only, at the orchestra leader’s
frantie gestures, to swell agaln with in-
exeusable viger.

A Tac—army officer, omnipresent shade
of the tactical department—had suggested
that Mister Hudson report to the dancing
master for private lessons. It was a year
before Terry tried Cullum Hall again.

Not that he didn't want to dance. He
couldn't. Entering the academy as a raw
country lad, he had been a living thorn
in the little dancing master's reputation.
That patient one had finally shrugged and
sighed and become resigned.

Terry could still hear the dancing mas-
ter's nasal voice, in dogged cadence, “Step
-SHtepsitep! Sopd—Stepseed™

It hadn't done any good, all his pa-
tience, all Terry’s patience. Terry felt, even
now, a first classman only a few weeks
from graduation, that he was still a clumsy
Humpty-Dumpty in reverse; all feet and
legs and a humming-bird’s egg for a head,

Terry contemplated Marion's photo-
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graph in Parker’s locker, as often he had
looked upon it before. Just this afternoon
he had thrilled to the loveliness of that
strong-willed, blue-eyed face. As always
—wten Marion visited the Point.

With abstract movements of experienced
fingers he buttoned his blouse taut over
what little stomach four years of inexorable
discipline had left him. Marion—he could
remember every small detail of the mo-
ments he had spent with her. Sometimes
there had been an hour or two, when
Parker was in one of his everlasting tangles.
A few whole afternoons. when Parker got
hooked with duty. Tefry had pineh-hit
for Parker until it was a habit.

Like this afternoon. Terry had P, S.’d
—escorted her around the Post, and they
had sat a long, long time on the steps
of Battle Monument. An afternoon, like
those others, he would never forget. The
little puffs of wind off the spring-warmed
Hudson had toyed lightly with a stray
wisp of that crinkly, brown hair.

“A IAARION is swell, isn't she?” Parker

A5 R was weiching i widh amused
interest.

Terry continued to look at the photo-
graph. “Believe me, Parker, I'd never allow
other women’s pictures in there.”

“But, mine kaydet, variety is—"

“Sure! But Marion stands out like a
thoroughbred in a field of mustangd”
Terry jerked his head around, nodded.
“Found two more today—under the dic-
tionary.”

“Mostangs? Tsk! Tk

“Just let a Tac find the rest of your
said variety! In your laundry bag, for in-
stance. You'll adopt enough demerits to
fill a gig sheet.™

Parker rolled his eyes. “Ewidently the¥
kaydet didn't look under the cape of my
raincoat.”

He pursed his lips into a whistle, imi-
tating the fourth roll for reveille. Terry
recoiled at the insinuation, unconsciously
comparing the short time till the dance
with that insidious tailend of the Hell-cats’
overture,
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“The time grows short, mine kaydet.”
Parker wormed into his blouse.

Terry ambled across to his comb and
brush and knocked down what stray blond
hair the Post barber had spared—the fa-
mous cadet scalplock, concerning which
girls thought the least said the better. He
wriggled into his own blouse, and straight-
ened out of the contortion in front of
Parker’s locker,

“Parker, the next time you deploy those
other dizzy females in there, Marion's pic-
ture goes in my locker.”

Parker brushed an imaginary something
from his sleeve. “About resty””

Terry swalllowed.

“Police that shalkimg!” Parker fished a
pair of white gloves from his locker and
blew the fingers open. “You can sit out
except when you’re hopping with Marion.
Hop cards are all fiesdi”

He grinned. “We'll be okay.

“Fixed? Not that I’'m suspicious, Mister
Ereem, but just who're ‘we?’ ”

“Miarion and 1.”

“Ifhen maybe miracles will happem”

“That’s the old pep spinit!!” Parker
stuck his head out into the hall. He
shouted, “Wikster Ryam!™

“Do we have to go through with thatt™

“My unfailing ritual, mine kaydet! Be-
fore all hops. I would be remiiet

Terry sighed and sat down, carefully
holding aside the brass-buttoned tails of
his full-dress blouse. One just didn’t,
after four years of West Point, plop onto
ball-bearings that size.

Rapid footsteps—Fourth  Classman
Ryan on the run. The plebe swung through
the doorway, skidded to a halt and clicked
his heels together. He executed the pre-
cise West Point salute, an astronomical
nightmare of exact forty-five and ninety
degree angles in multiple planes.

“Mister Ryan, B. J., reporting, sin!*

“Tuck your chin inside your collar,
Mister Ducrot!” Parker’s instructions were
clipped. “Maore yet! Heave up the filibby
chest! In with the ponderous stomach!
Get the sway out of your backbone! Bend
forward! Down with your shoulders! Roll
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your hams in under you, and drag those
thumbs behind your trou stmijge!”

Parker backed away and eyed the re-
sult. “Not bad! For a plebe. Hold itt”

He cupped both palms behind his ears,
leaned intently forward. “Now, Mister
Duflicket, how are tey?”

“Tihey are all fickle, sin!?

“Who, Mister Dufummy?”

“fthe femmes are all fickle, sint™

“Beat it, Mister Ducnatt™

The perspiring plebe snapped a salute,
about-faced, and tore from the room at
a gallaop.

Parker paraded past the mirror, palming
his dark hair. He paused to test the close
shave on his swarthy cheeks.

Terry groaned, closed his eyes and
averted his head.

Parker marched toward the door, head
high in imitation of a newly-made colonel
at an embassy ball. “Tte hotel! The ladies
are waiitticgg ™

With great reluctance Terry hauled his
tall, husky form from the chair and fol-
lowed.

His jaws set and his lips were grim
sculptured lines. He had screwed up cour-
age to attend only a few hops during his
entire three upper classmen years. And on
those occasions, as if Parker’s silly terp-
sichophobian jinx grinned over his shoul-
der, terrible events always happened. He
had a queer presentiment that tonight
would be no different.

Still, with Marion? Parker was a lucky
guy. More than lucky. There had been
moments when Terry would have pawned
twenty years of the army to be as popu-
lar as Parker, as poised, as refined.

It came so naturally to Terry’s good-
looking roommate. When you wanted to
find him, between dances, you just looked
for the biggest clump of beautiful girls.
An aristocrat, Parker Ereem, of a long line
of aristocrats. Wealthy, too.

Terry breathed deeply of the spring
night; he could smell the newly-mown
grass on the Plain—the fragrant odor of
curing hay. He grinned wryly; it took a
farmer to notice that.
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Officer and gentleman! Well, West Point
might make an officer of sorts out of him,
but never a gentleman like Parker Freem,

HE music had already begun when

they, the four of them, the Brazilian
girl and Parker leading, approached Cullum
Hall. Terry was glad of this, though every
high wall of the violins created the im-
pression of cireular saws racing each other
around his legs.

Again the terpsichophobian gargoyle
perched on his shoulder and leered down at
his feet. Terry writhed.

Marion’s fingers pressed into his arm.
His cue; he relaxed. Marion’s soft little
laugh rippled above the moan of the
saxophones. She didn't say anything;
didn’t have to. Marion had developed that
signal for him long ago, during those few
hops he had driven himself to attend.

They started up the steps, and Terry
sucked in an extra cubic foot of air. The
faint fragrance of curing hay. Farmer!
Humpty-Dumpty in reverse! His feet
clumped heavily on the stone steps.

“Miarion? Remember last wimten?”

“You mean—Terry! What are you
thimkiimg?” She dug her fingers deep into
his arm. “Stop it

Iced chills crept down his spine and
curled up for the night in the ends of
s toes. How could a fellow get rid of
the memory of that dance? Marion had
seen it all; she was the only one who didn't
giggle.

He could still see his white glove caught
in the metal trappings of the girl’s evening
gown. How desperately he had clung to
her, after the music stopped, until he man-
aged to shuck his right hand free! How
helplessly he had stared, face a boiled
red, while the misunderstanding woman
sparrow-hopped for the nearest seat, dig-
nifiedly unaware of his glove dangling down
her back by its limp forefinger!

He was thankful tonight of Marion's
consideration for his raw nerves; she dis-
posed of her wrap almost by the time
lie rid himself of his hat, that headache
Unown to civilians as a cap. The stagline
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swayed back to let them onto the dance
floor, several of the stags making an os-
tentatious business of getting their feet
out of Terry’s path, He supposed that was
funny to them, and therefore grinned.

Marion turned, smiled up at him. He
took her into his arms and obeyed the
slight pressure of her fingers.

They mingled with the gay crowd, were
lost in the swift swirl of stately uniform
and brilliant evening gown.

Not so bad, so far. Only why did
musicians always bury the big heavy beats
under ten thousand non-followable pig
squeals of melody! RRbpidertigplaipple!
There he went!

Trying to keep step with every one of
those high notes, “Step!—Step-step!”
Damn all dancing instructors! Why
couldn't they train a fellow to hear these
elusive underbeats? He could hear all
the millions of trills and frills and clatter-
fast melodies in the treble, but dewn in the
Annapolis bass—no,

The gargoyle lighted on his shoulder.

“A  daisy-chain for your thoughtss?"
Marion was smiling close to his face. He
hoped a Tac didn't see that he held her
closer than regulation distance.

The gargoyle flopped off into the air,
soared away, its bill crossed in a smirk.

“I'm going to miss you,” he told her.
“Afiter gradusmttiom’”

She didn't reply. They swung out of the
path of a visiting major general and his
blond partner. The two silver stars on each
of his shoulders were in significant con-
trast to the bronze of his tropic-baked com-
plexion.

They always came back to the academy,
the cadets of the past. When they had
the chance. A short visit to re-live the
scenes they had known. Terry noticed, a
bit shocked, that the grizzled veteran’s
eyes. were bright with moisture.

Marion saw, too. Her voice was a
throaty whisper: “I'm going to—miss you,
Terry—afier graduation. Always a far dis-
tant post, isn’t it? For young officens™"

He nodded. “You and Parker—" He
didn't go on for several seconds. Finally,
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“Youll be married as soon as Parker’s
service permiitis?"

The music stopped and he didn't get
an answer.

Smiling, she piloted him to a side-bench,
and he raged inwardly at this necessary
discard. “Right here, Terry! Till our next
dances together—two in a row. And don’t
let anybody tell you that you can’t dance!
Don’t you love it

“Sure, when I’'m with you! But whem—"

Parker, having delivered the senorita
over to another cadet, glided up twanging
an imaginary guitar The music started.
He whisked Marion away.

And so through the evening, until the
third dance from the last.

RERY had just begun to enjoy the

colorful throng, had even forgotten his
terpsichophobia, when with a whir of wings
the gargoyle lit squarely on his back.

A Tac was saying, “Wister Hudson, I've
noticed that your card is not filled for the
evening. There’s a young lady over there
who arrived late from Boston. She hasm't
a full schedule. Would you mmiindf?*

“No, sirl Thank you, sin

And he lumbered the long way around
the floor on the steam roller that was his
feet. He thought once he'd steer the jug-
gernaut out the door. But as he turned a
corner, he saw the Tac watching him,
cupping the knuckles of one hand into
the palm of the other.

The happy general went whirling past,
as light on his feet as a fawn. Marion,
executing a difficult step with a second
classman, swirled round and round some
ten yards distant. Terry had one fleeting
glance of her strong, serious face, intent
upon the eerie job, and then the crowd
closed in.

Terry bowed to the girl from Boston, and
the gargoyle cracked its bill with delight.

He led off with the wrong foot. The girl’s
plaster-paris lips opened, closed. Terry
changed step, forgetting that he was not
in his own squad. He scuffled a bit on
the glassy floor.

“Excuse me!” she purred.
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Since it wasn’t her fault, as he could
see from her face, Terry replied sprightly,
“Oh, that's all riigitt”

Again the plaster-paris lips opened,
closed.

Somebody dug him in the ribs with an
elbow. A grinning first classman saw him
bearing down and sang out, “Fore!” Swing-
ing his girl as if from the path of a tank,
the fellow left a vacant place on the flioor.

That, thought Terry, was a bit of for-
tune; he breathed easier. And remember-
ing the dancing master, began to toll off,
“Step!!l—Step-step!  Stegpl—Step-stegd”

But with horror and a damp forehead
he found that he was actually thinking,
“Hep! Hep! Hep-hegp!” and executing
generous portions of “Left! Left! Left-
rightt-lefed!

“Have you,” Miss Boston sweetly in-
quired, “veally been four years at the
academy?’

“Lacking a few more days till Jume
And thought hard, “Stepl—Step-steg™

He had another glimpse of Marion
whirling past. He thought she saw him,
but he scraped the Boston femme's off-
ankle and gave himself over to intense
concentration. Leftl No, dammit, step!
Hep-hep! Step right—Ileft! Hep!

He tested his fingers on her shoulders.
The glove wasn't stuck, What a reliefl
What an odd expression on her facel

The fawn-footed general frisked by. And
so did General Grant’s portrait staring
dourly from the wall, for Terry had seen
a lead in the pack-ice and was making
for it at regulation double-time. He forgot
completely that the plaster-paris lady was
travelimg-backward, but even so all would
have been well had it not been for the
tropical general charging Terry’s left flank
with the fervor of the Light Brigade.

UST before the impact, the general

tried to deploy his blonde to safety.
Alas! Terry drove his girl dead-center
in the general’s ranks. He found himself
stepping on three feet at once, one of
his ewn and two of the general’s. They
went down trylng to help each other stand.
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The blonde gasped, “Wiell, T mewar!?
The Boston plaster-paris opened her lips,
closed them.

The music stopped.

The terpsichophobian jinx, winging to-
ward the ceiling in hysterical spirals,
shrilled with mirthless laughter.

Terry rose. He offered to aid the general,
but received a silent sneer. The general
rose. The general was angry.

An undulating sea of blurred faces,
grinning faces. Terry snapped to attention,
saluted. “I'm terribly sorry, sin!

The general returned the salute, and a
pleasant grin replaced his anger. Maybe,
thought Terry, he was remembering the
days when he, too, was a cadet? He gave
Terry’s feet an odd glance.

Terry’s chin clicked up a full degree.
He saluted again, about-faced, and—
marched straight for the door. Scarcely
musical measures pulsated through his
brain: “Ome! Two! Three! Eour!” and
“ILeft! Left! Left-right-leftt”

Cadets, army officers, women drew out
of his path. He forgot his hat.

Nearing the door, he had a hazy im-
pression of the Tac angling firmly through
the crowd in his direction. But the general
signaled to the Tac. The Tac halted,
jerked his head toward the orchestra leader.

The music swelled. The dancers began
to scuff across the floor. Dozens of couples
shoving in cadence. “Step! Step-stegy™

Terry swung through the doorway.

The night was sweet with spring. Be-
hind the hills across the Hudson, the un-
seen moon radiated a silver aurora. The
subtle aroma of dew-drenched hay lifted
from the Plain,

Of all these things, Terry was vaguely
conscious, though he could not shift the
focus of his mind, still boring mercilessly
upon a single, horrid thought. The general's
glance at Terry’s feet had been queer,
almost incredulous.

He cut right from the sidewalk, acutely
aware of the myriad noises of Cullum Hall
behind him. Parker would be there. All
evening long Terry had watched him,
envying his poise,
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He bent forward a little, lunged on.

A swift clattering behind him. “Ternmy!"”

He wheeled, defiant, angry.

“Wait, Terry!” Marion ran close,
touched his arm. He listened through
several thundering seconds to her fast
breathing. She hooked her right arm
around his left, “We'te gelng to dance,
Terry.”

It wasn’t a request. It wasn’t an order.

All anger drained from him; his defiance
wilted. They went back to the hall.

Up the steps. Across the polished filoor.
Marion spun to face him, lifted her arms.

“Marion!” His voice was a hoarse,
pleading whisper,

A hint of tears brightened her blue
eyes. Vexation, probably. Some emotion
tugged at her lips. Anger, or grim de-
termination to force him, like an sirplane
pilot, to try agaln Immediately after a
crackup.

They glided away in a half-turn. She
smiled, and her fingers dug hard into his
arm. “Terry? You couldn’t step on my
toes if you triied.”

“E—Al—ecoldin't whatt”"

An impish sort of smile crossed her face.
(‘Try i‘ﬂ!m

He peered around for the terpsichopho-
bian jinx.

“I mean it, Terry!” Her voice was
insistent, firm. I'm asking that you #imy!”

He laughed, an uneasy gurgle.

“Do you hear me, Terry Hudswom”

“But, Mariom—"’

“Terry!)#

E wanted to mop his forehead or
stick a finger Inside his eellar. But
as they swung round a eoraer of the hall
he glanced inte her eyes and saw af
unwavering falth there that made him
suddenly reckless. He tested a ferward
thrust of his foot toward her toe.
“see?”
She laughed; he tried again, with the
other foot.
“Relax! Forget that you’re a West
Pointer, Terry! Wilt! That's it! Pretend
you're a rag delll’™
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Her words were exultant. Something
kindred fired him from head to foot. He
stepped, and stepped. He wasn't counting,
he didn't need to count.

For the sport of the thing, he tried once
more to reach Marion’s toes. Her feet
weren’t there.

“Some women, Terry, think they can
dance, but really can’t. They can only
follow, which isn't the same thiing)™

He smiled. “You can't excuse me that
way.”

“I mean it! Some men dance well in
spite of their partners”

“Sounds good.”

A mad whirl. Folks wheeled about them,
the general frolicked past. He was smiling,
and he didn’t look at Terry’s feet.

Parker jogged up in a series of cork-
screw teeter-totters. He cocked his head
on one side like a robin, and winked. He
stared then, straight at Terry’s feet. Terry
replied with the only fancy step he knew,
a step he had never dared to use before.
He got away with it.

Down the length of the hall.

“Marion?” But before he could go on
he had to swallow a choke in his voice.
“I could always dance with you.”

She looked down at the brass buttons of
his blouse, and he was painfully reminded
that he talked to another man’s fiamcee,
Parker Ereem’s fiancee, his friend.

The music died a lingering finale. “Take
me home, Terry. Let’s not wait for the last
dance.”

They walked to the hotel in silence, but
the pressure of her fingers on his arm had
his heart hammering. He could not have
spoken without a stammer. He'd made
enough of an ass out of himself as it was;
why aggravate his misery?

They paused on the hotel veranda,
moved aside to allow another pair of
dancers to enter the lobby. The moon, now
risen in its own radiance, edged Marion's
evening wrap with bright silver. Down the
walk a group of girls and cadets halted
in some excited discussion. The femmes
converged upon a single cadet, whose
voice drifted gayly up to the veranda.
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Parker Freem. Laughing, bowing, gay.

After observing the group a short time,
Terry turned to Marion. “I could never
be that popular,” he said slowly. “Be a
Parker Ereem”

“Dom’t try!”* Then, low and serious:
“Listen, Terry, I've heard you say that
before. But whatever love I may have had
for Parker Ereem was Kkilled a long time
ago—by popularity. I'm not marrying
Parker.”

Terry rocked and his heart thumped
faster. Finally, “Mariem!!”

She canted her head at the girls sur-
rounding Parker, a grim little smile on her
lips. Hazily Terry saw the group amble
forward in a slow, reluctant movement.

ARION’S words jolted his already

confused senses: “The woman who
marries Parker Freem will always have to
share him with the world. Maybe that’s
a selfish attitude, but it's the way I feel.
If T were Parker’s wife, I'd be—jjust one
of the bunch.”

“Marion!”

“L mean it! Popularity can be its own
defeat.”

Terry opened his mouth to voice protest,
but, like the plaster-paris lady, closed it.

The group, still chattering around Park-
er, strolled slowly on toward the veranda.

“He’s a fine guy, Marion. I—I don't
know just what to sasi’”

“Dom’t, them!” She perked her head
around toward him. “Terry?” A moment
of charged silence. “I’'m in love with some-
body else”

The moonlight was upon her face.

“I guess, Marion—guess I'd better go.
I'm glad—if you’re happy, Marion.”

With a sharp little laugh, she grasped
both his cheeks between her palms and
pulled him down to her. “Terry,” she
said. “Terry.”

Impuisively she kissed him, and wheeled
through the doorway. There, in the mellow
gold light of the lobby, she paused, flung
back, ‘“Someday, Terry Hudson, after
you've served your apprenticeship in the
army, I'm going to propese to you!” And
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before he recovered, “After some Chinese
mud-river or tropical swamp has taught
you how important it is to be a goed
dancen!?

He stepped quickly toward her, but
someone came out the doef. When he
could again see, she was gone.

He swung sbout.

“Good evening, Mister Hudsom!” Park-
er Ereem bowed with over-emphasis.

The dusky Brazilian beauty giggled. She
had a charming, musical voice.

Terry lunged toward the barracks, but,
looking back, he saw Parker, that mest
popular kaydet, exehanging repartee with
a periphery of beautiful women.

Terry hurried into his room. Alternately
he paced the floor and stood, eyes shuft,
trying to think,

Parker was a long time returning,

Terry wheeled, still trying desperately
for something to say. Parker grinned, held
up a hand in fascist salute. “Waiit!"™”

“Parker, Pm—"

“mim!"

Parker dug down into his laundry bag
and" from beneath a store of contraband
rescued the senorita’s photograph. He set
it on a shelf of his locker. With a flourish
he presented Marion’s photograph to
Tetry.

“Don’t look so horrified, mine kaydet!
Things happen, you know! Marion de-
livered my ring via the desk clerk and
the solitaire’s already on Rosita's finger.
Congratultiom!”

He pumped Terry’s free hand.

“But waitt"’ He loped down the hall
and pounded on a door. Shortly he re-
turned, trailed by a very sleep-eyed plebe,
Mister Ryan, B. J., clad in pajamas.

Inside, Parker got the plebe in proper
and traditional form. Then: “Miister Du-
crot, how are tiey®”

Yawned the plebe, “Tihev are all fickle,
sirl™

lived in epen warfare.

ainted the eslers of J

GHOUL’S PARADISE

! By all edds, the Easters were the strangest €lan
iR their €Fazy mansien, %

the Valleys
's coat, they
8 Is2ac” Easter always claimed ’ 5

Elixir weuld bring him back frem the grave; and after he di
the terrified Easters swore that it reaéfy had: A short nevel

Four Corners under a reign
THEODORE

a
pightmare, by
©8€0

A "Wong Sun” story by ARDEN X. PANGBORN, and more fine fiction by
JUDSON P. PHILIPS, CHARILES BONNER, A. MERRITT, E. L. ADAMS,
and others

COMING IN NEXT WEEK'S ARGOSYMNUOVEHBER 26th

TWHEE EVERNT OF THEE SEASCIN:

Captain Hornblower rides the sea once more in

ELYING COLOURS
The Sequel to BEAT TO QUARTERS and SHIP OF THE LINE by
C. S. FORESTER

COMING IN ARGOSY SOGON!
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HEN the last installment of Ship
Wof the Line appeared, we heard

from a good many of you, as you
will remember, in no uncertain terms. You
were pretty indignant at C. S. Forester
for having left a fine fellow like Captain
Hornblower in such a sppt. At the time
we promised to see, by threats or cajolery,
that Mr. Forester did something about
it. We have hinted from time to time
that he was doing something about it.
Now, at last, we can assure yop that
you have but two more weeks to wait—
for Flying Colours, the sequel to Ship
of the Line, begins in the December 3rd
ARGOSY. It starts where the latter story
left off—with Hornblower in a Spanish
prison—but we'll tell no more. However,
in case you don't want to take our word
alone that it's a rattling good yarn, we’ll
add that we've just received the news that
it has already been made the Book Society
choice for the month in Englamd—the
English equivalent of a Book-of-the-Month
Club choice over here. *

In the bright glare of self~commenda-
tion, sweetness and light which such news
casts over us, it seems not at all sur-
prising to receive such a letter as has been
written by

HARVEY L. FICHTER

Although 1 have been reading Amwosy for
several years, I never have developed the initia-
tive to write to you. However, the last issue
of Anwosy was so excellent that I could ‘imot
resist wrlting te you and telling you so.

The story that made a particular impression
on me was, “The Captain’s Cup.” This story
was so different, so interesting, that I read
it approximately six times before I put the
magazine down. The very plot of the story was
s6 unusual that 1 have spent several hours at-
tempting to figure out a way fer the members
of the erew to get back on board the ship.
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May I compliment Mr. Surdez for one of
the best short tales in several years, and may
I also compliment the magazine on putting eut
the finest issue in five or six months.

New York, N. Y.

GENTLEMAN from Pennsylvania

writes in to cheer a gentleman from
India. Also to offer some suggestions. And
to quiz us sternly on some of our plans
that haven't, as yet, become any less
nebulous than they were when we thought
them up.

RICHARD FRANK

Swell stuff, this Babu Chullunder Ghose,
F. B. A. Get Talbot Mundy to write more tales
about him; also get him to do a serial or two
like he did in the old days . . . Wiere is the
Gillian Hazeltine yarn promised about a year
ago, and the tale by Otis Adelbert Kline? . . .
Thanks for having more than one illustration
for "Baekfire” by Detzer . ... All in all, this
Sept. 17 issue is enie of the finest reund-up
of tales and authers i many an Ameosy
feen . . . How abeut glving us forecasts for
the eeming menth in the first issue of that
fhenth ?

Miliaeim, Pa.

Add Scientific Notes: Mr. Ross
Allen, whe%e intriguing profession is the
study of alligators (or maybe crocodiles)
and who recently was the hero of
one of the Men of Daring series, has
let us know that he found Artist Allen's
drawings admirable, his restraint from
nauseous ballyhoo praiseworthy, and his
accuracy comfoeting. We have cempli-
mented M¥. S, Allen on his many virtues;
and we sent Mr. R. Allen (is this getting
confusing te you, too?) the original of
the drawing, which is now on display in
~tlhe Floride Reptile Imstitute wiere N
R., of "“Allligator,” Allen does his perilous
stulff.
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