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THE READERS
VIEWPOINT .

Address comments to the Letter Editor, Famous Fantastic Mys-
teries, Popular Publications, Inc., 205 E. 42nd 5t., New York 17, N. Y,

THE EDITOR'S LETTER

Dear Readers:

In hringing “Full Moon™ by Talbot
Mundy to vou in this issue, we feel that
we are restoring, as it were, a gem [rom the
sparkling diadem of the [amous past.

albot Mundy was one of the great ban-
tasy and adventure writers of a tine when
the art of writing a hrmly built long
magazine story was probably at i zenith,
and he was one of those great and bril-
liant men, like A, Mermitt, Georpe Allan
England and Austin Hall, who were
proudly proclaimed to be “The Men Who
Made the Argosy.”

Talhot Mundy was born in London,
and spent nearly ten years in the Hritish
Government service in India and East
Africa. That experience provided an
authentic background for many ot his
novels and short storics, some of the best
known of which include “Tros of Samoth-
race,” "Jimgrim,” “C.LD." “The Gray
Mahatma,” "Jungle Jest” and "King ol
the Khyher Rifles.” . ’

Mr. Mundy was born in 1B97. He came
to America in 1911 and made his home
here until his death in 1940, Alost of his
writing was done at his residence in Néw,
York EEI}', and it s said that he usually
began work at three o'clock in the morn-
ing and continued until he was so tired
he was unfit for anything else,

The April issue will bring another great
fantas b} one of F.F.M. rcaders' favorite
authors, H. Rider Haggard. “The Wan-
derer's Necklace™ is a rare story, the orig-
inal volume of which 15 very difficult to
obtain, and it is one of the master's best
[amtasies. i
Yours in Fantasy,

Moy Jonaslisp..

“AN EXCELLENT CHOICE"

e hlary [-lntﬂiu];-u::

Realiration has just cone oo o of the preal
teln of gratitude that T owe you and F.F.M., for
having prineed many leters of ming, Tinough
them. 1 have et some wounde ful people, amd for
tlaer | & nevet flhiank voo -h‘lll.lllgll.

FFALS Doodsei ismoe come o toslay, wocd s 0
st hee listening 1o Biabms’ gth Svmphouny, 1
shimll commeny om . The cover painting s thor
oughly fakonlenirs, amd T the mimi antifinl
(VLR AT e it o] I hiave sSeen o ihainy meoentlis. L
it el chamgge feom Lawrenec’s  previoas
covers this year, The eolors are so neellowed andd
sulacbined; shey seemm o glow, alinosn, A vencnkabile
wonk of an!

The movel was an exscelleni chofce, one_ ol
Rohmier’s  oiist  exceting  and  compelling G-
twiies. Now thar this novel has been reprinned,
it wesiled seesm thiwt the best feld for funber Raoh
mer reprints is his short stotics, Ouly ong or gwe
ol ool liis iovels, "H:_Ilh."m v aml '||I.l|'ﬂ. “The
Cereen Eves of las1” o "%.lul! afl the Sacped
Slipper,” mesniable fin FEM., inasmich as you
hiave said ihai his Fi-Adanchn voels gee too mnch
mslery and won enongh Dotes for FEM, B
wi the shori sioges, thiete se such ges as “Lord
of the Jackak “Light o Arkvnm” “The FHand
of the Muanduin Queng.” “The Corse of a Thon
sand Kissen,™ gl “The Mark of Maa™

ohn Colliers “Thus 1 Refute Beeley” 5 josi as
chiilly ws wlwars  And owchids o Finlay for a
marveloish sgbtle sl VETY Fnses BlNwesin aFicen

Al now the selection Tor, Thee dsspe | <Com-
eth lowg wod loud chees fimn the Isileony! Rl
c1l E Howaral ot kasg! “S5koall-Face™ & 0 fine novel,
Howanl's firsr auel one of his nosg exciting. Al
though it is correnth available o book Torm, 17]
Bttt 3 goewlly npmber of readers will welerme
the chamee o ofdain ot for a geacter instead of
paying 3s.00 for the book, And with Finlay illus
fations oo Mow fhat the ice is hroken, | hope
lor more Hovwsied 0 the Mine.

O, wlon a deoovery” There are oo lews than
devwn moweld by Jack MannE. Charles  Vivian
which have not heen repinted in FUFAL

Thank you again for all you have dowe in the
past Lo make my fontasy enjoysent, and thar of
countless others, more compleie, May FFM, en-
dore a8 bomg as there remain people to el it
{ard that, T'm sore, oomes as close 1o being Fors
ever as anyihing does) .

Robert E. Brincy.
il West Western Ave.
Hfl&k:ﬁﬂn, Mich,
(Continued on Page §)
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J G&N THE WAD

JOAN'S COTTAGE
12, Lanivet, Bodmin, Cornwall, England

“Two weeks ago 1 bought a 'Jl:l-a:u the "Hu;l’ and to-day 1 have won £21Z

" 106, Please send two more.” B.C., Tredegar, 5. Wales.—Eztract from

“Everybody's Fortune Book, 19 31,7

JQA N TH E wAD in the LUCKY CORHISH FPISKEY
wha Sees All, Heors All, Diaes All,

That is why there is more heolth,

less unemployment and mare aon-

tented people i Cormwall than

elsewhers, but all these benefits

con be shtained f you live che-
where by edopting Jean the Wad.

JOAN THE WAD is Queen of

Lucky Cornish Piskeys.
Thousands of persons all over
the world claim that Joan the
Wud has brought them Wonder-
GUARAMTEED DIPPED IN WATER ful Luck in the way of Health,
EROM THE LUCKEY SAINT'S WELL Wealth and Happiness,

DOCTOR GAVE UP HOPE—CURED—BETTER HEALTH

“Ienr Toan the Wad, Since | recelved you = fow monthe sgo I hove hed lots of |uek.
First of all T had o come lnto hosplial with an Osteom¥iils leg. The doclor gave un hones
of my recovery bot after 1 was sert home I then senl o you. for m Joan the w'_..g mnad
befigve me [ started Lo el w6l apnis asd row 1 am back sgein in hoipltal &s one ey heiad
grown longer thas the other. 1 them browght Jons in with me. I carried her o the opar-
wting thestre table and e bvne wos taken mwey from my thigh and my opération kas
proved n suecess. Maxl my Enee his boen sienlght for three penrs, now with exerclss nnd
massnge it in storting te bend, [ nm suee that Joan the Wed has hrought me bois of k.
If ever af says In here I'm alWays 'un'luch:r I always say semd foi s Joan the Wad.
Wherever [ go 1 will recommend ber. mecept my slory ae [ amon great
believer @ I'ur Yours alncerely, I H' Shlrm %Alﬂ Wingfield Hoanltal, Oxford.
INCREASE IM wAGES

: » - Kiremdy after ore forinight we hive b buck. 1 won . . . swwe of 584 . . . slss have
E. T80 per week Inerpuse In wages unespected so Joan the Wad most be our losky Star.
please semd Jack O'Lantern to make the pali eomplete. (Mra D M., Kirkzgate, Leads.

JOAN THE WAD'S achievements are Unl?ue Wever before was such a
record placed before the public. Ask vourself if vou have ever heard before
al a.ng.rhmg so stupendous, You have not, Hesults are what count, and
these few Extracts from actual letters are typical of the many hundveds
that are received, and from which we shall publish the selestionz from
time to time. We unreservedly GUARANTEE that these letters wera
absolutely ﬁnhﬁwuﬁr and the originals are open to inspection at
JOAN'S [.ﬂ AGE. Bend at once for this PROVED Luck Bringer. You,
too, may find benefit jn Health, Wealth and Happmﬁu to an amazing

extent
WOM "MUGGETS” 5840 284,000 WINKER

Ma. 257.—"My hushand s n kesn competitor in "Dl Ma, 02—"Mrm A. . . . af
bets” wed "Muggets.” s had net any Wock until I gave Tawishem, has lual won $54, 008
him JOAR THE WALD, when the first week he sceured | nnd suys she has m JOAN THE
& eredit note in ‘Muepgets’ nnd bast week FERET prise | WAD, s please send one o
im “Muggets® JE00."==hre. &, H., Eslfard. me.“—Mrs. V.. Bromloy.

Just send Two Dollor notes or an Internotional Maney

Order ond o large self-addressed envelope to:

JOAN'S COTTAGE, 22, LANIVET, BODMIN, CORMWALL, EMNG.
and | will send you both History ond Mascot.
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fGomrtinued from page &}
FLEMING HEARS FROM AUTHOR

I am enclosing a letier fram T 5. Soribbing, 1t
is short, but perhaps the fans who lked “The
Green Sploiches™ might enjoy . Since the De-
gember  istue l;ilJlllilll'lllIIE lh!tr |:|.ll'|!||ntn|§.1 Tasin'n
omme ol ar this wratiog, | don’t baow yer luvw
the Tans Hked it bet many of them enjoyed @ 1'm
sUre.

“From reading the letter 1 woubd say thal Sirih-
I'".IE is too miodest alwat his own grean ahilinies

think vou should have one <hort stors ane
per vear, 1 owoulld like o sec vou vepiing ibhe
bhook, “The King in Yellow™, by Roheri Chinalwrs,
which 15 a sevies ol conneciad shorl slovies wind

scarce. An FF.AM. reproimt of ihe compleie
book would be quite a collector’s item,

Even a paper-covered English  version  would
be a treasure. -

Be glad 1o hear brom fane with sless on vhis
st hject,

Jim Fleming
. Box 17y,
Sharon. Kansas,

MR. STRIBLING'S LETTER
TO FLEMING

-

Dear Jiim:

1 am afraid 1 haven't wnitten any other science
fetion exoept an old story called “Weh ol ahe
Sun” which came owm in Adeeniure long. hong
agpa. I has :':pr'nnl:ﬂ! surece, | I‘H‘IIlEIIT, [ TEER |

n'l rememhber where, -

Mo, T den't contemplate a nel o Gisen
Splorches ™ T have Lol that momd long ago,

I'm afraid you'll have 10 do withowm o piciore
of me. However, a reporeer for the Tennestean
f]"l.'ﬂ-.l-hvillz} saned e wos :l;ll11i|'l.hl fo infErview  me,
and il he takes a pictiie of me. which 1 o't
think ke will, 'l have him seoel v 5 copy o
the paper. :

I have written and pulilished ahoan siieen
novels, | helleve, and 1-don®t koow how  many
sharl stovies.

When you go 1o a g aitv some (ime drop i ai
the puhlic libhrury and look for my pame wander
fiction. Yoo will prolably find some ibes) Non
bather to look for the Yolumes o the boak st ies,
they are all ot of print.

I have a few mas. nnpublished. A1 present | am
writing » philesophy. My privaie opivion i thal
the phi shy will remain nnpaababished,

I rmather imagine tluat you wam w write vour
sell. The only thing 1o dao is 1o begin making up
stovies and wiiting them the lest you can, A
RCtion cOurse Al SOME LUNAVErSIEY Is ey T
help. Whether i dos o naot, st if | kisow,

Thank sou for the magacine. and 1 will be i
ieresiesd in hearing whai ihe readers fhink ol
"Green Sploiches,”  Tell youe English Fricewd |
appreciaie his adiovragion for “Green Sploiches™
bud 1 dlont cheserve it 1 just happened (o hil o
a resemlidance to a modern e ':hip-. I b
thank o ot

All ool wesdies,

T. & Serthling

Editer's Naote. The Eaglsh frieed of fou's re
ferred to by Mr. Sivibiing is Gilberd Colling. We

l'-'rrll'!-l'r!-l'!rl'ﬂ My, Collrns® fetier fo im in the De-

rembier fisue.

ENJOYED ROHMER'S STORY

My wile and | have lang been admirers of Sax
Rohmer and were very pleased 1o find his story.,
“The NMat Flies Loaw” v the Octobes. isaoe of
Fronears  Foutesiee Alysiertes, We dao hope that
we oy have the pleasore of reading mone siories

by this Famows mysicry story writer in fuiore
waies pof phin mogasng In our estimalion he s
“tope " )

John C Idenny.
ani? Charles 51,
" aha 5. Nel,

WANTS STRAIGHT FANTASY

I was more than pleased wlhien 1 noted that
youdd be comming up with a hne slory from one of
the trie maiers ol antasy i the DNecember Esue
of FFEM: Robev E Howand's "Skoll  Face”
Fillllurllll'\ "Killitiwes T w3 clever olasac of science
hctiom,  hat | owieuld  prefen  socing you restricl
F.EM, o soogehi fesiosy-lerrar,  Loveerafi-
Howlgaom, and “the workld reerting o barhirbm”,
ol “lost world® sypes of stories, sinoe there are
baiddls anny wrilien irh;liu!' *

I connint 10w hemitTils oomuen on the -Ecinhe
F.F.M. which included Sax Rolmers “The Ba:
Flies Low", singe Rolimer has done hinel thigs
in his life, aod v conld ke ensily wseed any
ong ol 1he nmmber of excellent horrer o1 laniasy
classics that he has wrimen  The one voos used,
however, was delinitely nol one of Rolimer's hest,

Casllier’s “"Thiw | Befule Beekby™ was ool i;m|:|l
wiriiien |1'!.I one ol the world's picatesd of Fantasy
capiinciils, bl the story sl ks @ ane of the
ki s e e helil,

1 he |-'|:'|.|a'!.'. imeciclesstaliy, ton the Collee RLOEY,
was leinihe, 10 seems (hal with esch passing year
the giea 'I.J]THJ1 W DL miEEE (el e al a hner
cralizmiin thin ever, Lawience wasn't worvy much
TR (Bl wilh ik wnierirs o0 = T ETTL %
thoogly the one e did Tos 1he openmng pages al
the Boblimer nevel wis very pood.

Il any af ihe wiber peacdeis Gre mileresied, |
have estabilished] o cegular Seipoand-Sell serviee
in ST Fantasy magarines and ook, " (hoasands
od itema of ||r..|rl'!.' all 1:I|escnplmru: anegl  yEars an
clock  and shall e happr 1o anl anyone scarching
Jor any particnlar mag or book i the field. Wil
appreciate anyone diopping me a ling, calling
in PETHOn, or referredd Iy v 06 e,

FFMunsly yisnrs,
E Calvin Thos. Beck.
- afi Elmihanrst Aves’
Elmilarsi 75 L1, MY,

REQUESTING INFORMATION

| am writing “A Hisory ol Saence Ficnon®™ in
collaboration with a well-known pro-editor, and
for ihai reason woild like 10 coiuplele my colleg.
tion of 1eference material, cspecially in the line
of rariies.

For one thing, | would like to buy copies of

' (Continued on page 106)
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FULL MOON

Into the dark and brooding India that must remain

forever secret, Blair Warrender Enew that evil magic

followed him. . . . Indeed, that his long sought

friend might be still living in the mysterious world
known only to the dead. . . .

The thing danced—as an oclopuy
dogs—3a3 big spiders do—with the
pitiless, absolate rage of malice

Copprght Sy Tatbei Wvoap 9%, J2G

'r



The Krouwn distingusheth ool lrom wise
hes the

Fools do mm know

By Talbot Mundy

The wise know
Unknoen maketh [oo]l and

wWisCmman ﬁ'ill._-| losr the momen.

=From the Fist of the Nene

OX BAY sweltered The polioe Comms
stoner’s dam-lit libricy was stifling o
spite of electric fans, The mght's hu
midity, the lengih of a garden, and two sirees
deadencd the l'l..ill!_vl ol rramears, bur there was
H :Iujlillhrll:: undertone ol indrawn  rancor
There had been a three-day pause, brooding

Books of Noor Al

between riots: pasion, momentanly exhausted,
redistifled isell ar ninety in the shade  But
L||1,- watch l-:l:'l.:l: Poslice hl.:l.ll:_iu.;u Lers e where
the commnussioner s at the end of a welephone.
He clicked back 1he phone on s rest and
'.l.'iju d his torehead; a gray man, with a rather
closeclipped gray mustiche and heavy eye-
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brows over his dark and deepsunken cves

Blair Warrender ook the chair oppesite
and eased his long legs under the wble. He
was a much younger man. not scared of the
commissioner but not quitc at ease, The
COMIMISIONEr was an  irmitating  énigma=he
was sometimes genial, equally often sardonic
He expected his subordinates o work in the
dark and take he- blame [or accidentss He
had a better than wwal reoord for bBlaming
or praising the right man. but he trusted

subordinates, according to their view ol it

too much or not enough.

He almsesst mever trusted onc indivicdua] weih
all the lacts of a case. When he ealled a man
by his first name, it might indicate conhidence,
or it might reveal lamiliarity that boades on
contempt; there was no knowing which. Hui
no one, least of all Blair Warrender. d=ulae«l
his ability or dresmed ol disobeovoing his
orders, g

There was & rather new scar on lis clen,
but nothing very noticeable abont Blair W
render cxcept his eyes They simaldercd  "They
made some women hate him an sight, Oeher,
wiser women, recoghized controlled saind conse-
quently deadly anper; sonwe ook sporting
chances with it. Wiser women ver sousln his
friendship, dangerous in one sense though it
might be. Men found him easy to work with. if
rather exacting. He was very weat in a new
uniform that he gould il afford: his other one
had been wen off hus back by Hindus. In
the eourse of routine dury he had saved some
ol them Irom being scrageed by Moslems,
and lllt}' had therefine accused hime of
racial prejudices along with more unmention-
able fawles: bue he was weed o that and ex-
asperatingly vuaresentlul.

e table was: pear one gnd of the poom,
where the shaded elecinc light made the
Bokhara hanging look like a bloidstined
arras, Al the other end of the rodom, near
the door, stomd a turbancd servant whin had
rather Mongolian eves; when the commission.
er, with a cigar in ong side of his mouth,
grumbled indistinctly and in a low voice
that it was the hotiest moght anowen yesies, the
Servant exampined _1!11: switih ol the electrnic
fan. So the commissioner pitched his voice
still Bower,

“Boead this.”

He handed Blair Warrender u London daily
paper ten days old, blue-penciled at a_ head-
ling in heavy type:

INDIk: ERTTISA OFFICER MYSTERIDUSLY MISSING.
: RUMORED VICTIM OF TERRORISTS.
OFFICIAL SILERCE..

Blair Warreuder read - the

paragraph—
frowned—passed the paper back.

FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

“Frensham," he said, "has been missing lor
momths. According o the League of Nations
report about a bumdred thousand  people
vanish every year without trace. The mystery
is that the papers didn’t learn of this sooncr.
| suppose this means wrouble.”

o'For you: ves. You And Frensham.” Tlhe
coommissioner lolded the newspaper, laid it
on some other documents and slipped an elas-
e mand ewver the low, Then he handed a
file ol reports acrss the tble.. "1 need you
like the devil here in Bombay, but™—he pauscd
perceptibly, with his cyes on the servant over
by the dowr="you are o take this case and
fioed Frensham dend ar alive,”

Mair Warrender seowled over  the  hile,
turning the papers cipidly, relreshing memory.,

"Mothivg new bere, siv. We koow all this
helore Frensham  was three  days  missing=—
On feave an Rappuiima—vanished —1irunk i
his bedroome a1 the Raiserid Hind  Hotel ar
Maount Abu Lowmd oot apen and losted of un:
ke compronts—cnne servaml. suwid oo be desl-
and dumb  alsne miss'Tng—the other servani
P-ail] off. sene lome and koows nothing. Poe
vale uffaiss apparently in ooder—no money
tromalile—nir divbrs—in Enown enermics—healih
god—pn probable rehson lor soicide. Notling
ew im thar Ble”

“Drigl you notice the date:”

“The clevemh.”

The commissioner pushed a calendar acros
the table. “Motice anything else:”

"MW, The calendar says [ull moon on the
filtecnth. but what of >

“Lear that in mind, Leaving Mount Abu on
Iowrsehack, viding lelsurely, @ man might reach
Gagglajung i three «a There & an un-
confirmed and wnrehable report that a2 man
whin might be David Frensham was seen on
foot, not lar from Gaglajung, on the lawe
afternoon of the l'num:cnl.lil."

“Why should he go thered”

“That's [or you to hnd out, Fremsham's

Iriend at Doongar, which is near Gaglajung.

is a Mohammedan  named  Abdorralonsn
Khan. He's a quite unimpeachable gentleman,

aged seventy—ex-rissaldar of irregular horse

—three medals—five bars—persona grata: Old
and innocuous. He might have supplied a
howse or two: he has them. Night, near the
full of the moon, in Rajputana, is the best
time Lo travel, and horses that reached Mount
Abu by might and lelt the same night might
nod be noticed.

“Abdurrahman Khan may have liked Frens.
ham as much as | did. He'd be capable of do-
ing what he was asked. and saving nothing.
Ken of his iype, cxpocting o dig soon, have
a way of lewting secress die with them, You
won't get much out of him, but you may get
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something, il you're carelul and don't ask
UesEinng”

ARRENDER lit a cigaretie and glanced

in a mirror to see why the oommnissioner
kept watching the servant, but the glance told
~him mothing  “Abdurrahman  Kiimeimay al
ready have been questioned,” he said. "

The commissioner nodded.  “Yes. s,
he'll el nothing at all™ He wok his eves
off the servant at last and looked straight at
Blair. “But there are some scatvered facts
worth nming. For imstinee. Frensham had a
photograph ol Wua Tu among lis private
papers.” -

Blair scowled ai that. “Who hasn't? Wu
1 advertizes hersell like a filmestar.™

“Know what her name means:

“Yes=—Chinese [or “Five Poisons.” "

"Right. Wu Tu may have murdercd Frens
ham.”

Rlair Warrender held his tongue. He had
suggested  investigating Wu Tu months ago,
bt me ane who was even hall-wise rennnded
the commisioner about advice that he had
seen [t not o take,

“David Frensham,” the commissioner cone
tinued, “has been my  inumate  personal
iricnd for going on thinty years. His wile
died more than twenty years agn. Aside from
his personal kindlincss, he was a charming
lunantie or a grear genius, cither or perhaps
lth, An ompivoroms reader=—siudent of ar
chaenlogy and apncent langunges—mathematis
ri:lll-]}hiln:-rrph:r- He aised o read Charles
Farts books, Nothing delighted him more
than to prove Charles Fort right amd every-
|',|:|-|'IT elsa wriang. Dy your kiwew Fort's hookss™

“Wes, Has daugheer Henrnetta lene them to
e

“That's another clue. Keep that also in
mind. So [or, you've the new moon on thé
fifteenth—Gaglajung, where a charcoal-burner
aaid he saw & man wha might be Frenshiam—
Abduriahman Khan, who may have provided
horses—=Wu Tu's phowgrdph—Charlgs Fort's
books and Frensham’s known delight in In-
dian magic, That's stuft that no soldier should
tickle, although soldiers are the ones who
scem maost interested. It gets them a “rep” flor
being unreliable and shuts them off from
promotion. Headquarters were always glad wo
let Fremsham wander off investigating one
thing or anather. As an Engincer offcer he
had plenty of ﬂpp-nnunitig tar thar, and he
did some decent Intelligence work. But he
couldn’t let magic alone. Secret Service File
FF is bhall-choked with his repors on that
stuff.”

Blair Warrender smiled. "Do you believe in
magice” i

*1 am not saying what 1 believe. That hle is
raw material for scientific study, 1 don’t mind
telling you. It contains staries from men re-
turned  from  Himalayan  expeditions  that
wiuld make your hair stand on énd, Frensluon
believed magic is the crumbled remnans of
an ancient scence, That's a clue to his dis-
appearanoe”

AR you say, sir.
magic.”

“MNor I, except what David Frensham wld
me.” The commisioner dmpped his woice
even lower, “But don't Forget that some people
think they do know. I'm about w introduce
you o a man who thinks he does; whether he
does or docin't is beside the point, Study him,™
His cyes were again on the servant, but his
right hand went inta a steel box on™the whle,
He groped in it among docketed papers.  De-
liberately, slowly, he produced what lonked
like a black of gold, seven or eight inches
long by ahout hall that breadth and depth,
“Lonk at it,” he said, “Take hold of "

It was heavy, Bloir weighed iin both hands
—examined it narrowly, thumbing a corner
where a very small picce had been sawn or
chipped off,

1 did that,” said the commissioner, “Had
it analyzed. Almnst pure gold. Something less
than one half of one per cent of an unknown
alloy that makes it harder than cast iron. But
it seems o became lpq:nllrmﬁ'ulf solt, like
ordinary gold, after being melied two or three
Limes, ™ i

Hlair Warrender's eyes betrayed a vague ex-
citement. "Pure gold® he said. “No, not
heavy enough,”

“Shake "

The thing was hollow. He could feel but
not hear movement of something loose inside
it.

“Well#? he demanded. It made him angry
o have traps sct [nr his curiosity: he was not
a baby being sct conundrums, The commis-
sioner noticgd thar, He seemed amused. He
spoke almost absent-mindedly.

"l don't know what ir is. The microscope
reveals no joint, welding ar anything like
that.” He was no longer looking at Blair. He
got up, stared at the servant near the doaor,
walked over to him and spoke in English.

" ¥ou're a paticnt rogue. Come and look at
it Let me see you take it in your hands.”

The servant’s ivary-yellow [ace revealed no
other emation than a shight and hardly visilile
aleriness. He was a big. upstanding man wah
heavy neck amd shoulders, handsomely ugly,
broad-nosed, intelligent looking, and probably
almast strong enough to fell an ox with his
fist. But the humid heat of- Bombay had
rather slackened his stance. He was sweating,

I know nothing abont
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"What is it? Look at n. Hold it. Speakl”
the commissioner ordered.

The man's face grinned with sudden wrin-
kles, and each wrinkle scemed o hide a secret.
He wmed the block over and over in his
hands. It appeared 1o excite him but 1o make
him eautious, He conguered the exctement,
let the wrinkles die, and shook his head,

“Not knowing—knowing nothing about this,”
he said, in English that appeared intentional-
Iy mispronounced. Then he shut up—eves,
mouth, attitude, The commisioner seized his
wrist and felt his pulse: then he ordered him
out of the room. When he had gone he chose a
fresh eigar, sat down and said:

“Pulse normal, Calls limself Taron Ling—
came 0 me from g P!in: ralled Naga Kuln
in the Northern Punjab. He had one of the

most beawtifully forged westimonials 1 laves

ever seen, [ took him on tn find out what his
game :'5._"
"D you know now?”
“Wo more than [ know how Frensham van:
ished. But I know Tarom Ling is a crook, a
* hypnotist and a spy, for or against Wua Tu, |
dont know which, 1 know he wants, hut |
don’t know why he wants, this gold brick,
He Lnows now that | know he wants i, 5o
perhaps he'll chuck trying o steal it, and
bolt, If he doesn’r. I'll scare him properly. |
want him ta bolt. 1 want him followed ™
Blair Warrender nodded doubtfully. He
knew the odds in favor of a Tugitve through
Indian crowds, with most men and=waorse yei.
women-=aiding or benevolently newiral, No
body aids the pursuing police except Irom the
thoroughly unrelisble maotives of lear or
revenge. But it was no use discussing that:
the commissioner would do as he pleased; he
always did.

HE commissioner put the gold block back
into the steel box and locked . "It’s
Frensham's, T think. It was found in the
possession of 2 Punjabi Moslem, who was bad-
Iy savaged in the not last Thursday alrernoon,
He died the same night without giving his
name or stying anything. But he was identi-
ficd the lollowing morning as the man who
murdered Henrietta Frensham's ex-chaufeur,
whao hiad left her, rather more than two manths
ago, without giving notice. She reported che
loss of this thing—woman-lashion—vaguely.
She descnibed i oas a liollow block made of
vellow metal. gave approoamate dimensions
and saped it had been solen fram 4 suilcase
in her bedroom. | have thought of epening it.”
"Why not, sy
“Several reasons. It may belong 1o Frens
ham, and’ Frensham may still be alive, If it's
Henrietta's. it should be opened in her pre-

sence; but she would then know we have it
and I don't want her 1o know, not just yet.
It would De Limf]c. of course, to pretend it
was open when [ound, hut=I've a notion the
conteints have nothing o do with the oase,
although the thing iscll may be immensely
important.”

“No idea what's im i7"

“Not an idea. Bur ['ve taken two really
expert opiminms—E. ‘0. Tate and Grish
Mukerji. For a wonder they agree. It may be
older than the hills. I'm not exaggerating.
Unaofhcially=meaning I'm not to be guoted—
I'm one of the naive few who agree with the
Theosophists and David Frensham and some
other cranks that our chronology is all wrong.
Hindu chronology may be nearer right by
millions of vears  This gold block may be ante-
dilovian. o wse o convenient phrase. 1t was
put together as myseriously as a hen  pures
the shell on an egg.

“It may be of enormous scientific intercst,
and iy theory i3 that David Frensham ol
it aud went looking for more: Whoever apens
it should shave off ane end by fractions of a
millimeter at a time and examine cach slice
microscopicnlly. That would take a long time,
and there are very few who could do i But
ler me tell you about the man I sent out of
the room.~ ’

He walked to the door, opened it suddenly.
strogle into the passage, rotorned and locked
the door behind hive, Then the phone rang,
and [ a few minues he sat at his desk in
conversation with the office at headquarters,

Blar sat uncomtbortably, smoked irritahly,
knocking the ash (rom his cigarette with jerks
that sent it flying twe or three feet accurately
it the brass wvay on the desk. The com-
missioner prolonged the phone conversation,
watching him. judging him while he talked.

s At Iast he clicked the receiver in place and

Lecggian:

“Taron Ling 13 a Ta from somewhere near
the Salween country, but he doesn’t know |
know that, His restimonial was forged, in the
name of the Rajah of Kulu's chief munister;”
by Dur-Duran Singh of Nagu Kulu. He is
one of Wu Tu's intimaites, another spy. It
always important to watch the bank accounts
ol :Iu-u:h pmpll: Dur i-Duran Singh of Naga
Kulu, Wu Tu of Bombay, aml Zaman Al
the horse-dealer have been banking too much
moncy. ’

"It"s usual ar this time of year for Wu Tu to
semd money w Paris, Brussels, Lopdon
Shanghai: she is very wealthy, and she under-

" stands forcign exchange. But she has been

dealing secretly in bullion. 5o has faman
Ali. 50 has Duri-Duran Singh, who has .had
the colossal impudence to send this fellow
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Faron Ling into my houschold to spy on me.

“Taron Ling, mind you, is a hypnotist of
more than ordinary skill."

Blair grinned, “Ihd he hypnaotize .you?”

"No. Pm puttifig you on guard against him.
Wu Tu is anather hypnotist. Durj-Duran
Singh is a third. 1 warn you: if you're drunk,
or drugged, or tired out, or if conditions are
in other ways suitable, such people can make
you imagine anything whatever, that you ever
saw, that made a deep impression on youw
That's the secret of most of the ghosts people
L0pe I'J'IL}':I"E freaks of memory, exaggerated by
::mut:m-n Men hike Tarnn Ling can make you
sce ‘em.

“But why me, sir¥”

“Intuition 18 usually lazy thinking, eye
washed up to look like brain-work. However,
inmntnn tells me you're the best man for this
job, and I'm being guided by it. Weren't
vou once engiged to Henrietta Frensham™

“No, sir.” Blair's eyes came as close o an
explogive oath as ¢yes can.

“Thought of it, didn’t you?#”

e

"Then why not”

“Private reasons.”

“Tell "em.”

HERE was a pausel In Blair Warrender's
eyes there was no surrender. His personal
views and lus personal conduct were not sub-
jocts lor discussion unless they q[u“lu'liﬁ-td or
limited his behavior in the course of duty. Did
theyt The commissioner—observing, smiling,
chewed an unlighted cgar—met him halfway.
“1 suspect her of being concerned in this
Now then. Go on, Tell me”
“1 wasn't in love.”

"

“MNo, sir, | wasa't.,"
“Pretty clase to ¥ 5
-

“Then why not#

“Don’t like mystery, [or one thang, For
another, 1 wok exception 1o her wirning me
against Wu Tu, T don't know how it came
to Hennetta's knowledge that 1 had to see
Wu Tu in the course of duty. But she asked
me sibour . | showed her a skewch 'd made
of Wu Tu,” who pesed for it, two or theee
hours. As a matter of gencral interest 1 old
Henrietta abouwt Wua Tu being a British sub-
pect, of mixed Chinese-Sikh-Fortuguese-French
parentage. | probably also told lher that Wu
Tu is one of the most inwelligent and fascina-
ing women in the world.” .

The commissioner nodded. “That was no
exaggeration. Go on. What happened:™

“Nothing definite, Bur Henrieita warned
me | was under Wu Tu's influence. 1 resented
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it, but thar probably wouldn't have matwered.
Heowever, when 1| denied it she didn't be
lieve me, and that did matier.”

"Yes, yes. You've a wemper. Go oon”

“Thats all. I'm very tond of Henricots.
But I don't like mystery, and she's mysterious.
I don't like being dishelieved. And 1 don't
care to make love tooa woinan unless [ love her.
Possibdy 1 [unked . Anvhow, 1 put in [or
leave, as you know.”

"And instead ol getting it, you were sent to
track Zaman Ali. Did it skilfully, o, Good
God. if I'd given you leave you'd have muoped
and caught the plague or something! Track-
ing Laman Al from Peshawar kept your mind
afl love, 'l warrant! Did 1 ever mention to
you that she's my god-child?”

"Mo, sir, What doses that sanount tog”

The commissioner threw away his dgar and
chose another. “Damned if 1 know. Ask the
bishop. But I always belicve what she tells me,
especially when she doesn’t well, if you get my
m::ning. We had some conversation about

1L,
! "Whar did she say? Blair's
smoldering fires of governed anger.

“She’s in love with you." The eommissioner
struck a match and earefully applied it to the
end of his cigar. He took his time about it.
Then, “The last time David Frensham dined
with me, he mentioned it He said he'd like
you for a son-in-law.”

"Mone of his damned business!”

“Sa 1 told him. 1 volunweered the opinion
that Henriewa should marry her equal, if
there is one. 1 said you're not nearly good
cnough, and I'm r..u]l of the same opinion.

“Thank you, sir.”

“Don’t mention it I'm sending you to spy
on Heorienta Frensham '

- Blair stifened, but the [uriows light in his
eyes prew  suddenly subdeed. He looked
calm, a8 almost always when he sensed a
,crisis. He could govern hinsell with a will
“of iron.

“For God's sake, why me, airi”

“Because she's in love with you”

"1 call that a good reason for putting
another man on the case. [ can't in common
decency="

The commisioner nterrupied; “It's the
nearest thing to decency at my disposal in the
dgroumstances. She is my godchild and Frens
ham's daughter, under more than suspicion of
knowing ‘something which she is more lkely
to tell you than anyone else. David H-_'mh.n.m
was a strange chap, and in some wavs simpl
munded. 1 don’t entirely exclude the possibi |t3'
of his having been tricked into some sort ol
criminal ul::lp.ldl‘:. Henrietta may know that,
Find owt™

£yes  were
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“Damn!” Blair muttered.

“All the same, go and do it. But I've another
reason. 1 belicve "in offering fish the bait
they fancy, and my informaton is that Wu
Tu wants to sce you.”

“Who said so#"

“Chetusingh. 1 have had him on this case
ever since Frensham wvanished. For some
reason that 1 can’t guess, Wu Tu has a trap set
ready for you; 1'm almost as sure of that as that
you're sitting here. | propose you shall walk
straight into it. She’s rather desperate, but 1
don’t think dangerous—to you-—ar the mo-
ment.”

“In what way desperated”

The mmmis;irunﬂ loved to parade a worldly
wisdom cloaked in wnexpected phrases.  He
smiled, knocked the ash irom his cigar and
sat back in his chair. “Dhid vou ever hear of
the law of diminishing reiurns? Wu Tu's
profits have been prodigious. 1 don't mean
merely cash, although she's very wealthy; shic's
a moncy-lender ung a very skilful mistress of
intrigue. She has used her money o get in-
fluence, and the influence to get more moncy.

"She's an_artist at blackmail, and loves it
But the law of diminishing retumns takes care
of cverything that overreaches itsell, and Wu
Tu sees the writing on the wall. Her kind
of fortune crumbles very rapidly when rot sets
in, and_ she’s wise enough to know it. But
she's [ool enough 1o squander her maney on
yogis, mediums, alchemists, astrologers—charla-
tans of all sorts, She is alraid of age, afraid w
die; even more alraid of what her enemies
will do ta her when the reins of her intrigues
get out of hand and the luck begins to Row
backward. She can see thalt coming—knows
she’s losing her grip. She's a long way from
being the hirst o scour the world for a.phil-

er's stone, but she has carried it w
greater extremes than most people can atord.
That's how she first came to know Duar-i-Daran
Singh of Maga Kulu. who daims to have
studied alchemy in Tibet, She has somctimes
15 many as twenty agents scouring the Himal.
yas at her expense for occult secrets.”

“Suppose she knows any”

"¥Yes, [or what they're worth, Mast of them
ire not worth much. But [ suspect that this
time she is afier something big, which Frens-
ham may have discovered. And she may have
murdered Frensham or, more likely, caused
him to be murdered. There are rumors; I'm
sick of hearing them. That gold block, that
you saw just now, in some way is connected
with it

“Henrictta, [ think, must have had it [rom
David Fremsham., Taron Ling, instructed by
Duri-Duran Singh, and in towch with Wu
Tu and Zaman Ali, traced it inte my possession

k

and tried to steal it That ties them all up to
gether, but we won't bather about Dur-i-Duran
Singh for the moment. Let's catch Wu Tu
firs, and a whole house of cards may come

tumbsling.” .
Blair objected. "Henrietta might have had
that_gold block in her suitcase, and known

nothing about it. The way she reporied it
Irss suggests chat,”

HE commissioner laid his cgar down, sei

oty clenched Rsiz on the Ak and leaned
forward. "Henrietts,” he said grimly,”"knows
mare than she'll tell. To my certain know-
ledge she has talked with Wa Ta. That may
sound unlikely, but | know it happened.
Now she's in Rajputana, staying with the
Graynes. in camp near Gaglajung. Do you
know the Graynes?

"¥eu." Blair looked noncommintal. “The
COommission ey continued: »

“Grayne's a decent fellow, but a biy slack,
Writes ridiculous plays in his spare time. Has
a Christian Science aunt in the Unifed States,
who sends him checks and pamphlets. His wile
cashes the checks and burns the pamphlets. Be-
tween the two of them I'd say they'd let 3
brass band po by without knowing which way
it went. Grayne being on long leave, is prob-
ably eomposing poctry and noticing less than
usual. I'm sending vou there to hod oue why
Henrictta invited hersell to sty in the Gray-
nes' camp. Visit Wu Tu first”

“When#"

“Toenight. 1 will have her house sur-
rounded in case of accident. But mind, no
accidents! 1 want facts, not fireworks. 1 don't
want her arrested. | want her o bole, 1
there's a trap, walk straight into it and use
your wits. I've a suspicion 1 know why Wu
Tu wants you. and if I'm right you're in no
immediate danger. You may be kidnaped.
If not, make for Gaglajung by train to-morrow
morning. Tl wire Mount Abu and have a

roper bandebast all ready waiting lor you
at Abu Road Station. Take your time about
reaching Gaglajung-camp close o villages
each night and encourage gossip—learn all you
can belore you get there” :

. Blair scowled. I would rather go to hell
than force myscll on Henrictia,”

“¥es, hell may have its compensations.
You'll be garctted as on special leave, from w-
morrow  morning.  Use the new code for
telegrams. Keep me posted.”

“Do 1 work alone, sird”

"Howland of the C.LD. will keep in close
touch with vou with two or three of his men,
sa look out for signals. [ will have Y-3ix and
Y-Eighty-one on your heels: they won't let
you out of sight for a minute, once you reach
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I.":ngqﬁng. And you're w0 work with Chetus-
Iﬂﬂh._
“I'd rather pick my own man.’

'Whata wrong - with i-hﬂll'r:u'lgh?
trained him.
yiru g,

*That's the trouble. He's a bit inclined (o
rush his fences. He and [ work better when he
knows less and lseens v me.”

“He bhas orders to work with you, but to
take his own line il he thinks that necessary,
Pick him up at the Afghan Dera; he'll go with
you wenight.  Better not go in unifonm,
Chetsingh s playing Padwan, You'd beoter
do the same, Wu Tu will see through i ac
once, but it will make you less noticeable get-
ting into the house, and onee yOou're an it
won't matter. Here are (wo sperial passes;
I've a very special reason for your using them.
They're baig for Zaman Ali Don't get killed
now, You're a valuable man. And don’t for-
pet: Facts oot freworks!  Colonel=lets see,
no, they'd just garewwed him a hr||.,:|i:lit'r—
Brigadier General David I-ftmlum alive ar
dead! What happened to him=how—wlien—
where? Hold your tongue, learn all you can,
and keep me posted. Good night, Blair my
hnrg,r, and good luck.”

Rlair Warrender shoak hands and walked
oul, cursing his- luck i gilence. 1t was bad
enough that the commissioner almost never
tobd more than ball what he knew; one had 1o
work more or less in the’ dark and learn 1w
like . But o have b thrust himscll on
Henrietta Frensham and invade her privicy—
extruct her secrets—ipy on her—

“Good God! | supposed I'd never see her
again. Woell, orders arc orders  Here goes.”

He sent to his guarters, tubbed, changed and
went o the Byculla Club, where he dined
with a bishop.

Chapter Two

Yo
He knows more about this than

Thaough the end of my [ate be wears,
saith the widow, shall 1 take the end
for the beginming? Short though this
life be, | will laugh while | may. and naot
klow sorraow only,

=From the Ninth (unfinished) Book
of Maoar Al

HE bishop did his best o understand

Blair Warrender. They sprawled in

deep chairs in the starlight, The bishop

wiped sweat from his face. Warrender ordered
a drink from a soft-footed servane in ghost
white and did_his utmost w explain himsell,
“I'm a policeman. I'm not in politics. It's

my job o ry o understand what's going on,
I'm not permiticd prejudics.”

“All the same, you have them,"” said the
hishop. “Mind you, we're not discussing re-
ligion, or even conventons, least of all
politics. But surely you are prejudiced against
the type of woman represented by this W
Tu? There is no worse public danger.”

Warrender sipned the chit lor the drink
with his left hand; his right wos fecling in
his pocker: He pullml out & sketch done in
Crayoi,

"The woman 'pnu have in mind,” he said,
“looks something like this Her place is a
sort of vacation resort, a pleasure palace, if you
wish to call it that, where she hersell presides.
Her real purpose is political intrigue, and,
through it, power for herselt,

There was rather a long pause while the
bishop examined the skewch, Il she's like
that,” he said, “one can imagine her hold over
Chetusingh.  But that anly makes it more dif-
ficult. I am asking you to save him from her.
Whit is that woman—Chipese:™

“No. The sketch exaggerates the Chinese
touch, wlthough it's there, She s Portguese
Chinese-Sikh-French—bomn in Hongkong. She's
a British subject. Anything ehe you'd care w0
know abowt her? 1 eould well you her bank
halance and the names of her covmrespondents
in Berlin, Mew York, Paris. Or about the
young Chinese widows who help her w enter-
taim.”

The hislop surred uncasily “These racial
nuxtures almost baffle one's hope for humani-
ty! LI she looks like that she should be at Hol
Tywood playing vampiie pars. Beautiiul, yes.
But that’s the pity of it She suggests 0 me
an itopus. She reached oue ong subtly mys-
terious tentacle and drew Chetusingh inte her
maw. May God have mercy on him.”

"What do you propose” asked Warrender.
“There’s no law 1 know of against a woman
bieing beautitul and witty,”

The bishop handed the sketch back. “Who
drew that?”

III 'li‘d."

“Possibly you, too, admire her wo much,
You didn't do that fromi memory. She must
have posed to you for it Well, you have
talent.”

“In my profession.” said Worrender,""all a
lellow's talents come in usefully.  Besides,
there's the inevitable retircment w bear in
mind. When my day comes to draw a pen-
sion | mean 1o take up painting—and live. I'd
rather be a dufler at that than die of bore-
dom, However, what do you suggesti™ He re-

“turned the sketch o his pocker

“Less reprehensible people than Wu Tu are
in prison,” the bishop answered at last. “Such
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women break laws when it saits them, By
breaking down character they induce other
people o break laws. Like you, 1 am not in
polives. But she is. It happens | know that.
I have been told so hy perplexcd Indian
Chrisuans, who come to me tor sdvice on their
personal problems. To be in her kind of
politics, but out of prison, suggests v me-—
I can only say wlerance on the part of the
police. That may be eonvemem for the
momenk It probably is, But—"

There was another Jong pause. The anger
in Blair's oves becune less ]]:n.ni. b T san
still. The bishop again mopped the swear from
biis Face: then he drew out a ciger case, opencd
it, snapped it shut and 1etuimed itio his poc
ket without aking a cigar. “You are Cheuus.
pmgh’s friend,” he said, “and he yours, 1 know
vou are his bero. He has admitted that o
me many times in my house, belore  this
Jezehel got hold of hime You lave your pubilic
duty w perlorm, of course. Bur you are ome
of the lew men in India o whom a wile dis-
cretion in the course of duly is absolutely
necessary and s therelore permined.

“It would be uscless to deny that; | know it
i true. What higher thaty have you than you
owe o a lriend and comrade of an alien race,
who has adopted our religion, in the tecth of a
malignant opposition from his lamily and from
ks whaole elan, siniply bocause be adnnred our
princaples and our alhcience o them? You
can save Chetusing™ Broon that woman by s
ing your authorey against her. Do War
render, in the nmne ol coonmon decency, if lor
e rikleEr Fesson.”

“Have you spoken with Chetusingh?™ Blair
asked him,

“Fes. Bub [ haven't his confidence sincg he
lell into that woman’s clutches, He used o
ask my advice. Now, on the rare occasions
when I see him, he is eithey flippant or silent
and, 1 think, resentful.”

"Rajput pride is wouchy stull,” said Blair,
“You may have llicked him on the raw.," He
passed his cigarette case w the bishop and
their eyes met straighe for a2 moment.  His
were bafling, alibwapgh the bishop's were as
casy (o understund as plain print; he was
hiding nothing, "1 will do what 1 can,” he
sl after @ moment. amd there was nothing
e bscure about char renvark, It was a [ull stop.

"1iless you,” said the hishop. He Tighu:ﬂ the
cogaretee. The Bame of the match revealted em
Yarra~sment as he snatched arv thought after
Wone'il for a chunge of subject. "By the way.”
he asted offhandedly, “any news about Brig-
adier-General Fm:n-slmm""

"

*They H.‘I] me it's in headlines in the Lon-

den papers.”

H'tlu‘|ﬂ

“Three months missing, and no trace=no
clues—is it another of these insoluble myster-
Tt

“Perhaps,” said Blair, "Good night, sir.”

“"Good mght. You [orgive my conhdences?”

“Nothing to forgive. | won't discuss them.”

“aphynx! Well=] u:nju'pl'd the dinner im-
mensely, Good night.”

LAIR walked to police headguarters, an- |

swering the salutes of constables on duty
wath o biwd and & stare thut seemed W act
like a tonic. They stifened. Responsibility
in some way sat more valiantly on  ther
shoulders for having scem him. At head-
quarters, Indian subordinates stirred as a (un-
ing-lork answers a master-tone, He spoke o
ome dark-eved veteran, who stood Cal  ease
with the Lamilinity ol friendship, and who
nodded—deep unto deep,
“All has beco ready,” the Indian answercd,
“since the chict welephoned at eighethireg.”
Lawer, ot nearly cleven o'clock, a Pathan
witlked out, muttering, through the sidestreet
entrance o Che detention cells. It was an
unusual hour, bt he oould hardly be any-
thing else than a released. prisoner. He swag:
gered with the sulky-jaunty truculense of a
Pachan recovering lost dignity, hut he lonked
rather lost and leckless without & weapon.
He thiust his way between the passers-by,
amd took the street past the King Edward
Memorial Hespital wwmand the deva of the
Kabuli Alghuns, where the horseraders stay
who omne cdown [rom the Nordh o sell G-
rumped ponies o inexperienced Hritish sub-
alterns, and o spread through teeming slums
and ereduleus bazauirs amariong tales of Morth-

e Asia i aris,  As he stoed Bor a2 momcnt

erched and shadowed by the n.:lu:u;l electrie
light outside the dein entrance. u bearded
Alghan, vn his way out of the deig. pavsed
amd seared,

“By God, what wonders nexe?” the Afghan
exclumed, "0 lsmail, what knile fead brought
thee hither? It was in Poona 1 last saw thee
Was the Poona hasheesh wo strong? Or did
the Sellers of Delights neglecr thee when they
had thy moncy? What now#"

“Get thee back o Kabul, w thy wifel”
lsmail retorted He pushed past the Alghan,
swaggering through into the shadowy saddle.
andspice amell of the dera, vanishing along
a corrider, under a stairway. A key  that
creaked noisily turned behind him. Then the
Alghan followed and stood lisening. but all
he heard was the thump of a matiress oF some.
thing like it agamst fhe door on the inside.
He could see nothing through the keyhole,
so e went awiy about hs business widi the
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= glippered, awkward gait of a middle-aged man
whio has spent two thirds of his life on horse-
or camel-back,

Mear midnight he whom the Alghan had
addressed as Ennanl walked out of the dera with
annther Pathan and the two walked salemnly
along the empty streets until they reached the
dismal quarter where the mill-hands sleep like
corpses in the gutter: thence, on through even
narrower, shuttered and winding alley-ways
toward @ more prosperos section, where a
Hindu temple loomed, i shadow lit by
lintke lamps that looked choked by the hot
dark.

Mear there a paolice patrol :II’;';PH' then:
it was ondy three days since some Moslems Jud
butchered a sacred cow in that temple en:
trance, and there are more ways than thaty of
defiling Hindu temple stieps, But both men
showed passes. and the signature on them
worked like magic. The police did not even
wall’ to watch which way they went.

They took a mather wider strect, where
vired trees looamcd against the stars. Mear the
enid ol the street they mnde lu:Lulur siEiils
on the door of a baleomed heose. There were
beggars lurking o the shadows, as alwans pear
such houses: somg of them sorred like grave
viurd ghouls. observed Tor a wvcaeent o then
doveedd again: they wasted oo impovim-aty o
Paithan night errants. But there was one near
the door. all eves, amid smelly rags. in shadow.
He might be a Baurab—ong of the oriminal
tribee that sliames gsoeticisn o INAOsE o OoeLry.
He spaoke:

“Protectons of the poor, mine who have en
tered this homse gave mie oothing. The All
Enowwine  secthe The  Allseeing  Loowetlt,
Almsl  Almsl”

“Allab i all around ithée! Allah protec
thee!  Awaic His  pleasure!”  answered  the
Pathinn whe had been addoessed as  lsmail.
He gave hin nothiog.

The heavy door n|:-|_-:1-m! v mull-ﬁ-l.u.h
The pwo pussed o, v slonog, ante diibness,
standling still wncil the outer dieor was shuat
aned boleed ar therr hacks L hen an inner door
apened suddenly into an electric lighted hall.
where s number o low.caiste,  welldresed
wervants lurked around a heavy wonden stair-
way. and on the ulés, beside a heavy mat, was
p row of slippers, soone new, some old, but
none of Bombay crafismanship, Both Pathans
kicked ofl their lootgear; he knew as Ismail
tripped on the mat, uncovering a pair of
imported  hrown-and-white shoes that looked
incongrous in that place, but he appeared not
tos motice them. -

“Sce that 1 ger my own again.” be ordered,
soowling so hercely that the costodian of
slippers eringed. Then he led up the dark

teak stairway withowt ceremony. But a drum-
stick, pulled by a cord [rom below, thumped
on & gong up above w announce him, and a
door at the stair-hesd opened belore he
reached it
A voung Chinese girl, as imsolent as fate, in
a jacket and trowsers of blue-and amber
fowered silk. confronted lim beneath a gilded
dragon. Behind her. down a long corridaor,
there was 11|a|tl:l:|rin-|mlnr¢ Im:l-—-ju&-—-i;mt:!l
~lacyuer—gossamer  curtains—roae hued  light
ftromy lidden electric blubs—a smell of sandal:
wond-—a hase of mcense—weird, dim music,
.‘i!u‘: hersell looked like an antigue, sloe-
or-t-ﬂ with a black [ringe .-.umglu arross her
[orehead, She was smoking a cgaretie in a
lomyg jade wbe. Her intensely intelligent eyes
no other gesture—observant, indifferent, sell-
panrcil=direcied both men wward a door
way twenty sigps along the corridor on the
fele lemel. She closed e stair-head door e
himd them and followed, blowing smoke rings.
The Pathans swaggered throweh a clatieriug

‘curtain of metallic beads mto a room part

Indian, part Chinese, richly carpeted. There
was o long, deep divan. i the Hoor werne
heaped cushioms of gurgeous colors. Opposite
the deoor a gilded dragon-screen  concealed
v corner:; and beside that, o a mandarin’s
throne, sat the wonan who owened ehe pli“:f.

"Her ape might not be d. Cood humor
anil the full Wood of physical health obeyed
intelbgence, conceiling all but what she chose
shontld seens; aned she was lovelier o the eve
than  any  crcanand-honey  quadrion who
ever noddened Paris. l"mhld.:llcn knowledge,
that had not wearied her, laughed forth from
dark eyes and carmined lips, Ewiasian, slim,
s marvelously lormed and subtly strong that
the ease of her poise suggested motion, she
was dressed in perblack silk, The jacket, apeh
at the chroat, revealed a daflodil-vellow lining
s o thrmat thar Bodin might have thumbed
from creamy meerschaum,

A bip dismwosd flashed in her dark hair,
PPearls om the lobes of her eans stole glow and
color broam her skine She had jade hracelets
that clashed when she moved, o no ather
jewelry: there were no rings on her strong
harids, ad bes hands h:t:i::d young.  But
even younger and more gracelul were the
maked feet that lazed below the black silk.
whiich suggesied rather than revealed im
puddently H1‘1pl!|'!|" Ii.'gs A hine, but no more
than a lint of Chinese hovered near her
eyes! they were the eves of the devil, beautiful
with love of -rlangcn:m living,

"Helln, Warrendder,” she sand

"Evening. Wuo Tu.” he retorted. He seemed
undisturbed by being reqognired, but her eves
dark ened.
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"Don't you call me that=you!”

“"Very well, don't call me Warrender.”

“Blapr—eh#"*

“I am Ismail ben AL Khan,™

“But why the mi!ﬂuuﬂdq? Why don't you
come alnm: to sce me? Why bring Chetusingh?
Wh}' you choose to dress like Orakeai Pat-
hans? Thl:].' fight like dogs and love like pigs,
cxcepl when they are drunk with hashessh;
then they sleep hike stuffed pythons.”

"Let me see behind that soreen,” saigd Blair.
But Chewsingh forestalled him—too late by a
siride; as he reached i, a low door” h.l:ldl:i:lclg
the screen thumped shut and a bolt dick

'tht: seemed indifferent. “You have at least
the manners of Pathans.”

HETUSINGH moved one wing of the

scréen away from the wall, so that he
oo bed watch the low door. Then he and Rlair
st on the divan, drawing their feet up under
them. Blair said so ing in a low voice
angd Chousingh went o the curtaingd door,
glancing mio the pasage both ways, returned
and sat down again.

"You are as stupad as Pathans.” said Wu
Tu. "You know well, Chetusingh, that men
are not murdered in my house, 1 don’t pr:m:il
it. Otherwise, why do you think that a Raj
[ruaL {,hrrrmmn" (she flled the words with
'.{llumj' was here night iltt:r night—and no
knile in his liver? Tell me.

There was no impatience in her voice—
no anger fn her oyes, even when Chelssingh
smyiled without answering. She was only mak-
g oomversation while she eyed Blair War-
render. It was his smoldering gare that amused
her. She mocked him:

"Take care! Heware of my merry widows!™
Weirdly hali-heard chords- of easierm music
from another room counter-pointcd the inflec
von of her voace, “lsmail hen Al Khan the
Orakzai® (her voice and her smile were al-
most a caress) “is no concern of mine, But
Blair="

She lingered on the word. Her sinuous
case, the scented hear and mellow light wove
and again rewove imagined calm, but irs

,welt and s wool were danger, beyond guess-
in

E‘My merry widows shed humility and meck-
ness and all those vices when they lelt home.
Do they care for a Pathan's dignity What if
e of them should pull that wrban off and
laugh at an Enghshman’s clipped head?”

*There are nine men here to whom 1 wish
to speak,” said Blar abruptly.

“S5et a new spy al the ouwter doorl There
are ten men. 1 would not describe them as
your bodyguard]” Then she added in the

veranaoular, “Dioara bund har”

The news that the owter door was locked -

made Chetusingh stir uncomfortably. Wua Tu
drew some paper money from her om and
withour glancong at it tossed it into Chetus-
ingh's lap. )

"Go and play with the hiule widows!”™

l'.:n:tuf.l‘nglll'l was well taught He examined
the money belore he wsed it back w her,
Then he glanced at Blair, who nodded. Chet-
usingh walked out into the cormidor and wrned
left. The Chinesc girl parted the curtains,
making the beads jingle o attract attention;
at the hardly noticcable movement of Wu
Tu’s hand she withdrew and [ollowed Chetus
ingh.

+ “Now you are not afraid o talk to me,” said
Wu Tu

"Mo,” he answered.

She drew her legs up under her and ar
raiged a cushion so that she could loll back
comfartably,

"Would you like a drink? S5moked Nod
Let us be frank with cach other.”

He smiled, “Jenny, are you ever [rank
with anyhaody?” £

“Alwaysl But don't you call me Jenny. 1
am that to the fools whom 1 entertain in my
house, and who borrow mon from me
secretely, and who slip—slip—slip into my
sower—it would surprise you to know="

“It wouldn't. You nocdn’t brag about it 1
could give you a partial list of your aeditors.”

“To the Sikhs and the men from the North
| am Soonia.”

He nodded. "Soonia Singh in Berlin, Paris,
Mew Yaork, Brussels—"

“¥ou know too much, | am Wu Tu o my
enemies, To you, Blair="

“Sui ynurs:ii JI you prefer it, T will call
vou Mare,”

"That s I'I'I}' true name—=Marie d'Alencon, It
s on my pasport. Let us talk l.rulh to each
other., Why have you stayed away? And why
send Chetusingh? Do you think that nine-
and-cighty nights agn 1 let you sketch me—
sal o be stared at by your eyes, thal torwre
because they see so mudch, and burn, and el
me little—do you think 1 did thar for Chet-
usingh's sked”

“Do you suppose [ came here to make love .
to yous” he retorted. “Chetusingh was spying
on you. You know that”

“Why lum? That convert puritan so careful
of hiz soul that he draws in his breath when
he tells unavoidable Les! 1 wriured im. He
would have bored me to death if [ had ot
made trouble for him. 1 let his hishop know
that he has been dealing in unchristian plans.”

“Whyi”

“Because 'l know how he feels toward that
bishop—as a chela voward his guru, Yetr he

4
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might not explain to e bishop, who feels
toward him as gurn to his ehels. Are there
hotter hooks than that on which o draw a
converti”

"Probably mot. What [ asked is. wh
did you cbn}l:ti'“ Tml x

T h!l'illg YR here, “"'ll}' elsed [ oould hagve
had him beaten o death in the streets, and
nonc the wiser, but | wanted you here. It
wasn't easy” (her eyes smiled reminiscently )
“to reach the bishop's ear and make him think
he thought of that. But why didn’t you come
alone? 1 wam you!™ She leaned back on the
cushion, put her arms behind her bead, smiled
—and her smile seemed all surrender. “Don't |
look good? Don't you like me?”

"Yes. | can like withour smashing  angd
grabbing. There are ven men here, What are
they doigy”

“People come here lor amusement.”

"Murder amuse them:

"Not i my howse, i they murder one
annther, sometimes—clsewhere—that s not
strange. When was murder anvthing but a
matural consequence of"—she spoke slowly, al-
most  purring — “intruding — unwiscly — amid
emotions not understood?”

He got up, “You may 35 well come with
me,” he a-aidl:' "1 am going o interview those
mim."” )

"Wait!” Her dark eyes suddenly grew
liquid with excitement, There was a change in
her voice, Beyond, or beneath, or around is
luring, lazy sensuousness there was an un-
puarded overtone of danger, like a woll's
yelp very far off. coming nearer. “Three
months ago, when you sketc me, §said="

"Yes, I know what you said.”

“You savage! Klair, your cruel heart glows
through your eyes! You love strength, You
love nothing else. You are on the side of the
law by accident. You have no morals—none, 1
tell you! You arc only loyal. And to what are
you loyal? England? You would dread to live
in England, You would leave India unless it
were a battleground for all your walents. You
love battle, because it makes you feel your
strength, and you are drunk with strengthl
50 1o what are you' loyal?™

“To the job,” he answered.

“Mot you! You are loval to your hunger,
just like any other sawage! Duty? That s
nothing to you except that it means to be
strong—stronger—strongest—and then stronger
again beyond the dream of dewils! That is
why you love danger.”

“"Do 1} Well, what of 1t?”

"Love mel 1 am danger!”

“You love strength in order to corrupt it,
Wu Tu

“"Call me Marie! Are you incorruptible?

You dare meé? Think a minute! I can snap
my fingers, Blair, and ruin you."
"Try it,” he answered. :
“You paliceman!® She stood up and faced
him, laughing. With a maked foot she kicked
his shin, trivmphant. daring him. She wasn't
afraid of his strength; she craved i, “Love
me, you savage! I will give you the keys of
India=—onl Asial You devil, love mef®
“Savages don't lowe,” he answered,
me a cigarette and don't he silly.”
He retuwrned o ohe divan, She followed and
sat heside him, curling up at one end with her
paked [eet wward hom. She tosed him her
platinum cigarette case.

Cha pier “Three

Abide thou the time and the tde of
events, lest strength go wasted and thy
skill, in vamm exerted, fall in oo the scales
against thee, Silence 15 the arsenal of
Wisdlom,

= From the First of the Mine Rooks
ol MNoor Al

LAIE examined the oigareite case,

pressed the diamond catch, sniffed the

dgarcites, sclected one and gave the
case back. He did not take the first, nor the
last, nor the middle one; and before he
teched it to his lips he tapped it on the litle
lacquered table, on which there were a jade
vase and a small but ponstrous figurine that
looked like maolded gold.

Wu T prompily chose a cigarette at ran-
dom, lighted it. blew a smokering, laughed ~
and leaned toward him, proffering the lighter.
Their cyes met above it The scent of her
reached his nostrils. For a moment she looked
older than he did, but that ook vanished.

“It s [ear of me that poisons you,” she mur-
mured. “Not to trust e is as dangerous as
not w trust yoursell. Blair—"

"Who was behind that screen?” he asked
her.

She shrugged indifference. "Probably some-
one. I have many servants”

"Why did you call me Warrender so prompt-
ly when | came in™

"I was so glad to see you. [ should have said
Blair, shouldn't 13"

“Somebody behind that sereen was listening
and passed the news to smneone else,” he an-
swered. “Why were you scared when [ stanied
for the next room:”

“Love me—and be safe,” she said, smiling,
“Don’t 1 look good? | am even better than 1
look. Seize the newtle strongly—""

“And the cobra by the throat!™ he added

“aive
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“Blair, 1 warn you—yod strong, leopard-eyed
devil! India isn't zale [or one whom—"

He Anished the sentence for her: “—=Zaman
Ali fears! Zaman Ali suspected me as Lsmail
ben AlIf Khan, But now he knows 1 am Rlair
Warrender. He knows 1 am here, and the

couter door locked. He knows nmow who has

been watching him. Nine of his accomplices
are hére ronighe, and he koows that Cheo-
singh, and consequently T, know all their
names. He is probably not such a fool as to
murder me here, supposing he could do that
But="

"You don't even know why he 15 in Bom-
bay,” she retorted calmly. *I could well you
How else can you And ouwt? | can give you
Zamin Ali! Tha Her eyes flashed.
“Blair, you may have for the waking what he
craves but is too much of a sot to imagine!
Power! You understand me?”

‘He nodded.

*There isn't a gul]t}' secret \mrlh knowing
in all Tmdia that 1 can't tell you!”

He nodded again. His eyes did not reveal
that he doubicd her, if he did.

“Da you understand, toa, that you are alive
because | wished it? Any crazy tailure of a
student with a cheap revolver could have shot
you and not known who directed him or why
he did it. Isn't life good®™” She leancd wward

him. “You don't guess how good it can bel™

Her hand touched his. He let his lie stll.
“What can you do o Laman Alir Arrest hime
What would that accomplish? You have no

ﬁw a,Fumt him thay a count would look at..
WL

d sopn be at liberty, Bug you? Death's
arm is longer than life's desires! Nobody b
I can save you now from Laman Ali and his
gang. But what if T give then to youd”
“Whent"
"Love me."
H: knocked the ash from his cigarette into
'!.MJE vase on the lacguer table, using his
lefu d. She was fingering his right hand; on
the divan. He stared at the golden hgurine,
whose monstrous, sub-human face seemed wise
beyond all emotion; whocver had made it
knew neither love nor hate bur only irony.
“Leok at me, not at that! You catch sprats,
you policemen, but the sharks escape you, he-
cause of the laws of evidence, and because you
sech peace, not power. 1 don't seek power, 1
already have it!”
“And you're wealthy,” he sugpesied, not
withdrawing his hand when she raised it to
her lap with both hers.

RIUMPH stole into her eyes. “Blair, have
you ever, even [or a moment, felt the
strength of money=—the thrill ol the surenpth
of moncy that obeys youd 1 have moneyl Men

. dagger-handled.
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and women=some of them so important that
they dare not risk discovery—owe me maore
mmesiney than you have ever dreamed ol 'ILu\-inp;.
It is secrer, unpayable debis that crack the
whips of power, But 1o you 1 would not lend,
To you [ give!

“Bluir, wh;.I do you look at me |n that way?
Tell me

-'Suﬂdfn]}r his right hand that she fondled
seized her wrist :nﬁ she checked a scream, hall
terrificd but half believing what she hoped.
She tried w break his 1p but could not

“Chetmsingh.” he said, “should have been
back before now. What has happened to him?™

“How do 1 know? You hurt mel Do you
hear, you hurt me! 1 didn't want that ool
in here, so—you savage, let go of my wrist!”

Ihut his grip tghtened. She writhed—kicked
—andf then struck at his face. His tarban fell,
revealing his crisp-curled gladiator head.

“Scream, why don't yous”

Venom stole inw her eyes. Her right hand
moved toward her bosom.  Suddenly she
snatched out a six-inch weapon like a bodkin, -
"Damn you=""

She struck. He raught her right wrist in his
left hand=twisted . She kicked with her
naked feet, e twisted her wrist steadily uneil
she groaned through set teeth and the loosed
weapon thumped to the RBoor. He held bath
wrists in one hand then and leaned on her to
prevent her from kicking his head as he

rexched down o recover the weapon. When
he had it he ler go of her,
"Haow many paoisons, Wa Twu? Fiver " he

asked her, but lor the moment she had no
breath to answer him, He pressed the point
of the knife an the gilded wood behind the
divan; the hollow bodkin-blade yielded a linde
against a spring within the golden handle.
Through an almost invisible hole in the point
of the blade there ooeed a colorless Auid. He
sniffed it and as he did that, the hond of the
Chincse girl in the corridor parted the door-
way curtim, He could see her eyes behind the
hanel.

“Send bher lor help.” he sugpested.
mught bring Zamin Ali"

Without turning her head—fixedly watching
his eyes—Wu Tu jimhﬂd the girl with a ges

“She

© g,

“Damn you, Blair, what do you want?”

"Truth,” he said. "Tell i Why are you
afraid of Zaman AL

“1¥" She was chafing her right wrist, “You
think I fear him—or you? You shall learn what
fear ii™

Weird, wild music swelled and ceased, as if
a door had been suddenly opened and swilily
closed, Her ang,ﬂ- stole away behind new
laughter in her dark eyes.
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“Now you have a very deadly weupon,” she
said. “Kill me il you dare. while you: can.
What are you wautmp‘ I a

“For Eh-::usmgh he amwered, There was
a carperdeadened foncfall in the eorrdor,

Blair rose io his fect. Woa Tu watched i,
fascinated, His eyes, unalrmed bue alert, were
aware of peril, bup the dagger m has right
hand scemed to bother bime It was not s
tvpe of weapon. Suddenly he raised iv shoul-
der high and plunged its pomt e the lac
q]umd dable-top between the jade vase and

e golden figurine, He struck o deep that
the dagger-handle scivcely guivered, Then the
Jangling curtains parted. Zaooan Al strode in.

His were bald eves, sropant with trisimph,
Bur he lnoked wary, He was in nn haste. Close
behind him, as he spoodd thrusting owt his
stommach., with his hands an o breoad Bokhasiot
belt, the Chinese girl’s ivory hand made a
signal and vanished. The Alghun’s beard,
new-dyed, lent red o the glare of angered
cunning in his wind-wild eves. But his lips
smiled. showing stiong tecth stained with fran,

His Bokhariot coat hung loosely and re
vealed a silk shirt that hinted at rubbery mus-
cle beneath, His coned cap, wrbaned in silk,
sat jauntily. His curved. coarse nose. that
spread until the curves went astray in the
frerce mustache., ewitched. He mubbed it—but
that might have been o attract avention to
the ruby in the ring on his middle finger.

"Mashallah! God's wonders never oease!™ he
said i Pusbow. “Tsol ben AR Khan is=""

“Warrender of the police. What are you
domg in Bombay, Zunan AliR”

“Praised e God, 1 sold my hoses, Please
God. 1 shall now learn why 1 wis waiched—
from the Pass to Peshawar—to Delhi=to Um
balla=to MNuklac—io Abmedabad=to Cawie
pore—to Poona—io Bombay, A Pathan | knew
you were not. Had | known you are War-
remder—"

His Angers, stained and calloused, closed on
an imaginary weapon,

“Peace!l Not in my honse!” Wa Tu warned
in a sharp voice. She. oo, spoke i Pushiu,

Blair answered wn English. "Doa’t be a
damned [ool. Faman Al The door’s locked,,
and you've nine men, But did Chetusingh well
you the house s surrounded? You didn't ex
pect that, did you:”

“What of ¥ Zaman Ali shrugged his shoul-
ders, Tieen he swappered to the divan and sat
besicle Wo Tu, drawing his legs up under him.
Almost nnperceplibly she shrank away; and
alimost he contrived to look as if he owned the
place. But there was something lacking, He
wis nol quite at his ease,

“"Where did you wme (from 10 Peshaward”
Blair demanded. “You didn't bring your string
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of horses down the Khaiber. I'hey were a
blind. Yoo picked them up. ik I“r_ihnwar |
_hlmr who sold thein to YL,

The Alghan starcd, et answering,

“What did vou do in Ratpuotana:"

“Allaly’ Whore 1 was not, whae did 17 That
is a pood enmudram!?”

"When did you last see Brigadier-General
Frenslam

lnsolently, Zaman Al called wn the Chincse
girl in the corridor o [erch " lvis waterpepe.
Then: 21 never hearnd of him.” he answered,

"D your think in the jail you might rememe-
here”

“Allah!” Zaman Al glanced at Wu Tu, but
she avouded his eves. She glanced at dhe door
belind the sereen.  Blair sirode o the door
anil kicked the panel. The door opened in-
ward a [ew inches, struck something or sonme-
oe and shue with a thad, A bolt clicked.
“Where is Chetusingh#”® he demanded.

"Dead.” said Zaman Al "Where did you
suppose he js#"

Wu Tu laughed at that, The woll-yelp over-
tone was nearer than it had been. She lighted
a cigarette angd lonked sieaight at Blair, then
leaned  back  lazily,  blowing  smoke-ring:
“Dead.” she said. “Perhaps. But you prove
it!”

“Prove it, yes,” said Zaman Al “That will
be a piece of work for the police!”

“You wrround my howse” said Wo T
“Don’t vou think 1 knew that”

“There's a seeret passage [rom your cellar
to the yard behind Grish Lal's Godown, Did
you know | knew " Blar retorted, "That's
blocked.”

Wu Tu leoked slightly strtled, but the look
m her eyes changed to clouded conning. Sha
shrugged a bit further away froon Zaman Ali.

"I'm gomg to look [or Chetusingh,” said
Blair. He reached the doorway in three strides,
turned facing them and backed through the
curtain. colliding with the Chinese girl. He
groped for her—he was watching for a move by
Wo Tu or Zaman Al His hand clised on her
neck and she offered no resistance. When he
glanced au her she blew cigarcue smoke in Im
face

He shoved her along in [ront of him and
trietd the door of the next room, twenty feet
along the passage. It appeaved 1o be locked,
but he counld hear laughter and music. The
Chinese girl suddenly thrust ar his eyes with
her lighted cigarette. He grabbed her wrist
and then almost Inst consciousness i a blaze
of agony as something struck him on the back
of the head from belund.

* *The commissioner was right. Ir's a urap,
and I'm in i,” was his fist thought. “"Now
what#*
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HE pain was welcome;, he knew he could

nost have fele it ifF he had been knocked

out, He let his Enees yield under him, and as
he fell, amid the fre that Rashed in his eyes he
saw the Chincse girl's face smoking the cipa-
rette in the jade tube, calmly indifterent. He
closed bis eyes again and lay sgill. He feli
himself being searched by experidnced hands;
the police pass that he had shawn to the patrol
crackled as someone wok it from i envelope.
He heard Wa Tu's voige:

“You dog! 1 you killed him-—*

Then Zaman Ali's. speaking Poshon: “Wah,
wah—dogy' nameson a woman's wngue-—death
‘tn her heart! May, e him, Tie his hands
belind him. Bring him back here”

Somenne scised his arms Some other man
tied his wrisis unmoicitully tight  Then he
was dragped hy the lect; lace downword, He
contrived 1o raise his bead an inch or two 0
save his face from being skinned bur the
Chinese girl set her foot on it prompily, not
pressing, however, as hard as she might have
done, He wok that for a hint and guessed she
was obeying Wu Tu's order.

Adnce in the rewomm, they turmed him on his
back and he glimpsed that the door belind
the swreen was opened wide. He could fecl
blood on his face and he suspected he Jonked a
preuy bad casualty, sé he kept his eyes shur
and Tay still. He could hear Wa Tu's Vnice

arguing in whinlpf:r.-.. but could not distinguish

wards, until ag laer ghe sadd o Elbglihll ullq[irr.

“You heard me say nol Yon have got what
you wanted. Now ga o the devil and 1 will
take whar T owane!”

Water was dashed in s loce, apain and
again, so he opened his cyes: The Chinese girl
was dipping water in a cup from a crystal
haowl, ;m seemed quite uminreresred and ko
on splashing until he sat up Then he almaost
bewrayed astonishment, hecause  Chetusingh
stood staring at him, smilimg and apparently
awaiting orders.

"Loose my hands!” he ‘commanded
sharp!”

“Therel™ said Wu Tu's voice. Someone clse
exclaimed “Allsh!™ Wu Tu again: "Does that
satisfy youi™

Then he knew the man was not Chetusingh,
but someone remarkably like him who was
dressed in Chetusinigh's  dothes  and  had
studied the Rajput’s mannerisms,

“He®will do in the dark,” said Wu Tu.

She was on the divan baide Zamun AlL
Three men wha might be Punjabis stood near
them, but they were dressed in bazaar-made
English suirs, with brass watch-chains. They
looked like deadly respectable’merchants on a
night out.

Near them was an Alghan in silverrimmal

“Lanck.

FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

spectacies, who Jooked like a teacher of the
Koran. And there was anather man who might
e anything—Sikh, Dogra, Mahratta—in a well
cut blue serge suie, who had an wndchnable
fonk of being well cducated; bt he looked
silly in striped socks. His must be-the brown-
andwhite shoes under the mat downsanirs. He
had a blackjack in hiz hand and the sight of
that made Blair realise that his head ached,
He could feel a big hruise swelling where the
blackjack had hat hom.

“Why do you wair?” asked Wu Tn. Tt was a
conmmand, There was much more than a hine
of a threat m _her woice and the man wha
Inoked like Chetusingh made o pesture toward
the curwined  doorway  flourishing  Chew-
sangh's police pass. All fve men Enllowed him
throurh the curtzin, Ouier men—Rlair conhd
not s how lew or Bow many—joined them
in the eomidor. The Chincse girl went and
et them out by the door ar the stairhead,
while Zaman Ali sat gloating aver Bliir's
police o,

“Mashalinh!™ he remarked. e is signed by
the commistoner!  The prest—the wise com-
missioner, whom none mistrusts but all obey!
‘Pass hearer on government  duty!”  Wah!
Wah!"™ He produced a fat waller and dis
covered, alter groping in i crowded pockers,
a photograph™nl himsell, ahout passport size.
The Chinese girl broughe paste, ]!H: pasted the
photograph on 0 the pass, She brought
Chinese ink; he impressed his thumb-pring on
the phatograph  The Ki'ler grin hardened the
rims of his eves and the sides of his mouth,
“May Goed reward thee!™ he said, staring at
Blair. “Soaont™ he added. “10 | give thee choice
ol knile or bullet=#

Blair's voice sounded strangely far off
himsell, because his head wthrobbed and it was
very difficult th keep the room Trom Seeming
o whirl around him. =

“Save yoursell from the noose if you can,
Laman Alil" he answered. “Why do you hesi.
rates”

Wu Tu spoke up, "It i 1o me you owe that
you are not dend.”

Laman Al stuck the pass into his waller and
rubled the pulms of his hands: together.
“MNever a woman yet told more than hall a
uuwih," he suid  "Ye hold each other's lives in
trust. Let up on me! If nor, she and you
shall learn together—the feel of the finger of
death!”™ He said that slowly.

Wu Tu, also speaking slowly, added, “"Hon-
orably—now—you have 1o save my life, ivo.”

Blair glanced at the knife he had stuck in
the tabletop, and noticed that the golden fig-
urine was missing. “"Rotl” he answered. “What
are you afraid of, Zaman Ali?”

The Alghan grinned. “If there is a wuth
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wnder heaven,” he sad, " thas, i is this
that a fish stinks trom the head fra. Like
officer, like rank and file. Now-that | know
who tracked me from Peshawar, shall [ doubt
who should die Orst, if the police make any
trouble?”

“Tell where Frensham 5. That's the only
way to save trouble,” Biar retorted. “That
stolen pass may get you out of Bombay, bt it
won't save your neck in the long tun.”

HERE waz a norch-wind ook in Zaman
Ali's eyes. it was weirdly out of plce in
that hot exolic roon.

“Frensham?” he asked. "Who is hed”

The deoor at (e staic-head thudded shol and
the Chinese girl spoke thranzh the curtaio in
Chinese to Wa Tu, who tmnslated lor Zaman
Ali's benefit

"They have escaped the puolice, who thargli
it was Chetwsiugh and obeved him The palice
wWENE away,

“The police ave-tools, and their mothers
wiere wild sheswine” said Eaman Al 1 wall
o before they come Lack | furiows 1o regain
whatever pride snch pigs have "

He gave the Chinese girl soang silver mouey,
which she acecpied without a moermar of
thanks, although she glanced av the money,
Then he stared at Wu Tu, and she nodded.
Turning his back then. and without annther
plance ar Blair, he swngmered dhroegh the
iiupﬂiuu curtain The Clupese Hiﬂ ler i ot
by the stwirhead door. Wa To soaled.

“ Do you wnderstand. Blaure” she ashed. “You

are o torger this. Zaman Al necded passes.

Mow he has them i is sil vigh”

"Loose my wriss.” lee amswercd, With an
efiort that made his head surge with pain he
struggled to his feet and waited for her. Wu
Tu hesitated, listening. There was an opened
window soanewhere, perhaps on a hagher fioor,
Mulflcd by ilii:.'n'u::mg passages and curtaims
came the familiar riotroar of Moslems pur-
suing Hindus.

Ya Allahl® Din! Dinl™

It was like a squall of wind smigng the hot
night—sudden—aver in a moment=vanizhing
along a dark street in silence,

“Thus,” said Wu Tu, “if the ohsosly police
did not really go away, Laman Al Iued been
swepl out of their clutches. He will keep the
pass for later on. Will you sit still of 1 loose
youd"

“No. Where's Chetusingh? They'd have
killed wne if they'd killed him.”

“Murder,” she answered, “isnt done i my
house. Chetusingh isn't here any longer.” She
began to unfasien his wrists, picking at the
tight knots, swearing at  them, until the
Chinese girl brought a knife. Warrender held
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out his freed wrists for the girl o chale. Her
hands were strong, but 0 small that he
lavghed and wrned w Wo Tu,

"You ele in”

He sat beside her om the divan, setting his

“teeih because movement brought surges of

pain o his head. Wuo Tu chafed his wiisis
aild orglered  dee, which the Chenese  girl
brought in the crystal bowl and applicd skil-
fully, Then, at a glance e VWo To. the
Chinese gitl carvied onp the laoguered mble,”
in which the poisoned dapmer was sticking up
right. ancl brought in a silvered braner Tgom
whith there omeed nn erotic symphony ol
el eppelesd [la:I[LI.1|1T:—nr:III|||I|:|,_:w prvigsee it laeed
on the air, hallvisible as piccn pray SHIH R,
She weshied rhe hocd twn [rom Warrender's
borehea] '

“MWeotzer e W Tooasked him,

He reached over hee lap. took tlie knifc
thit she had laid bes'de her oo ehe divan and.
without glancing ” at it semt it spiuning
theeush 1he aapren ilcnr |:||:;r|:l-||.'| Ll ST,

"Mluch bewer” he amswered.

“Then listen—="

Ha intsnnupted. “Tell me what you know
ol Frenslizam,”

She loaked simsght in Dis eyes, “Blar=—bet-
ver make livends with me, hadn’t your You're
a ool if you don’t. Yoo can’t make trouble
for me. All you have had from me is st aid,
after conning here disguised and gewing mio a
brawl Linc up all my lode widows il you like
anel e what they sayl Two or three ol them
might cven lodge a claim against you, for hit
ting thom when you were drunk,. Could you
deny itr What would you say w the magis
uratsd”

Blair recalled instructioms: “Walk ;.:r:'qqlu
into the trap and use your wits!?”™ His wits sug.
gested that it might be wise 1o walk in bk img
nod oo confident. He sag silent, lewing his
face express o modley ol emotions, Wu Tu
talked on:.

“People don’t love the police. And 1 have
mfluence. 1l you were publicly charged with
a drunken assult in my house, could you keep
it quietz Hall a million [ndians would seize
that oppo tunity to make a scandal and 1w be
more bitter than ever against the British,
Your commissicier would et you be a scape
gout, And then what?”

"What do you suggest?” he asked after a
moment.

“Let us be [ricnds,
you famous!™

It went against the in to nibble that
bait, but he did it. “Will you tell me abous
Frenshami™ 4

“Yes! You think that perhaps I know, Per
haps I do know. Little widows learn big se

you and L 1 will make
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crets—sometimes, That is why 1 have them™

"Where's Cheusinghy' he asked suddenly.

"Hah! You saw him leave my house with a
police pass! How should | know where he
went? And what if Chetusingh is my man?
Eh? What of it? Didn't he tum Christian?
Can't he turn a coar again? 1 could aford o
buy a thousand of him!l"

“Well-what of Frensham?"

“1f I show you how to find him—il 1 give you
that pig £Zaman Al to hang, and all his nffraf
with him—are we friends, you ind ¥

She lay back on the cushions, inbreathing
the: perfumed smoke. Her eyes were excied.
Her limbs, that were really tensely still, siole
movement [fom the tanblown silk ol her
clothing, -Even the whirming of the electric
fan contributed something to the sensuous
effvct; and through the open doar behind the
screen came slow straing ol hall-smothered
music. The trap was plain enough.  And
Blair's head ached, Wu !}u knew that. so he
closed his eyes—lay back lazly, dresding a
prick from a poisoned dagger—drugs—perhaps
“chloroform—glad that his head ached, since it
helped him cling o consciousness.

HE Chinese girl approached in silence,

watched him for interminable seconds, and
then laid cunningly sensitive hands on his
temples and over his eyes. IF thar was meant
to hypnotize him, she was out of luck. It hacl
the opposite effect; it stirred aleriness; 1 was
even rather difhcult w sham sleep. Wu Tu
leaned over him. perfumed, adding some kind
of movement that did have a calming clfect,
but the Chinese girl's hands were an irritant.
Between their united efforts he was as [ully
awake as he ever had been in his life.

“Blair!” Wu Tu leaned over him, breath o
breath. In a tiger's fangs a man might feel
the same sensation of numbed dreaminess; but
the Chinese girl's fingers kept stroking his
.eyes, and he wondered whether she knew she
was keeping time o the pulse of his headache,
She was undoing all the effect of Wo Tu's
effors. He lay still, breathing steadily, until
at last she pinched the lobe of his ear<he
supposed, to find out whether he was con-
sciows. Getting no response, she pressed the
bruise on the back of his head. He was not
surs whether he winced at char or pnot; how-
ever, he thought not, because she stood by
after that and did nothing, while Wua Tu
spoke:

“Blair! You are asléep—asleep—asleep. You
hear me speaking—Wu Tu speaking, whom
you know as Maric. You obey Marie because
you trust her, and because she knows how o

romote you to money and high iLio,

ol know the police are [ools. You kndw the

-
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police will waste time [ollowing some unim-
portant people who are usi Chtlusin&h'l
and your pases. But you will say nothing
about that You will lgt them do it, while you
do real work. You know how to find where
David Frensham is. You will go-to Henrietta—
straight from here to Hennetta. You love
Henrietta and she loves you. You will make
her tell you what she knows.

“Hlair, you are a man! You impmc YOHAT
will. Yeou will have your own way with your
woman, You are strong. You love with the
strength of a savage. She shall twell you her
secrets, Henrietta shall eell you her secrets—
all her secrets. You will make her tell them,
Henrietea is your woman.,”

Maothing could be better calculated to make
him shy of Henrietta. Blair's instinctd were
savagely decent. 1T he loathed one insolence
mare than another, it was o be twold how to
govern his private thoughes. Left o himself,
he might have f[allen urtcrly in love with
Hemricota; he knew that- But her father had
tactlessly tricd ‘to encourage him; he had al-
mosl never even o himself confessed that rea.
son for shying off, but it was true, and he”
knew it was true,

As a police offiver he was P:rltttlr willing
ta die blindly obeying official orders; as a
private individual he would”much rather dic
thar have his private judgment interfered
with. uninvitedd That Henrietta's [ather and
even Henrietta hersell should have walked it
aver with the commisioner was their privilege,
na doubt. Blair had his privilege too: he could
gEo hjs own way,

- Bt what the devil did all this mean? How
had Henrictta become involved with Wu Tu?
They had held some conversations, sald the
commissioner; o his certain knowledge, but ¢
o thing, at least, was unthinkable; he was no
such cad as 1o imagine that Heonrietta even
guessed whar Wu Tu was irying w do to him,
To be wld whom he should love, by a notorn-
ous quarter-caste, and 10 be instructed by her
how to bechave wward the object of his di-

, rected emotions, was only less abominable

than Wu Tu's gall in daring even 1o mention
Henretta's name. He was enraged w the
depths ol his savage obstinacy. Bur he lay
still.

Wii Tu spoke 1o the Chinese girl. He cursed
himselfl for not knowing more than tem words
of the Chinese language. He heard the bead-
curtain jingle as the girl left the room.

“Slecp—sleep—you are asleepl™ said Wu Tu.

HORTLY after that he heard a man™s foor-
steps in the corridor, barefooted, rutching
along the carpet with irregular steps—thump.
ahuﬂlr.-I:I'lu.mp-l.hump-—:huﬁli:r:luump-{hump. He
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knew that signal=listened. It was repeated. [t
was in his and Chetusingh’s code, known to
nobody else and devised lor emergencies.
Twice repeated, it could hardly be coinci
dence. Iy meant:

"Carry on independently of me lor the time
being "~

The stair-hesd ddor opened and shut, and
the Chinese piel returned into the room. She
resunied manipulations with her " hands on
Blaur's temple and presently—he supposed. to
find our whether he was comscious—pressed the
bruise on his head  He -winced perceptihly.
but she appeared not to nedice 1, Wi Tu
spoke with her lips so close o Blir's face
that he bresthed her perlumied breath,

"Blair! You will go straighe from here oo the
civnnissioner. You will say o the commnis
sioner that Zaman Al and his gang are escap
ing from Bombay with stolen passes and will
fml,:ul:ulj- scatter. Let the police pursue them.
'ou will say that Wa Tu told you she is going
to Lahowre. with all her compamons. You will
tell him you yoursell should go ar once to
Henrietta Frensham. in ordér o question her,
because Wu Tu savs that Henrietta knows
what happened w her [athe.

"You will suy that Wu Tu gave you good
advice and 1= assisting the police. You will
insist on seeing Hennetta. hnul-r;! the oom-

missioner refuse. you will be mutinows, You
will put i for beave. IF the leave 5 refused.
you will go. nevertheless; you will depend on
Wu Tu to protect you with secret inlluence,
"Yoru st see Henrictla=—yoan muist see lier.
You will see her, /Nothing shall prevent it
She loves you and you love her. You will make
her tell her secre. And w help you—o re-
mind vou-Wu Tu's eves shall watch you—
lwavs—always  Yaow shall see Wol Tu's eyes by
doy and night. They protec. They remind.”
The Chinese gicl towchaed his hand with (he
end ol a highted cigarete. It was only the
least wouch. He endured it. Then some
scented (emales came and peeped ar him
They gipgled and-made silly jokes. Wu Tu
senl them all o of the mom,.but Tollowed,
and he hicard her ialking to them in the cor
rickor in Hindwstanee, He could oot ear wlho
was supcl. hut he had no doubt she was in
structing thewmn whan o say if questioned He
began to wonder when to wake up.
Prescntly the stair-head door shook 1w the
thump of policemen’s cudgels, Wue Tu hurried
in and shook him, slapping the backs of his
hands and eommanding him to wake He ler
her grow hall-hysterical before he opened his
cyes, sat up wnd stared, She [aced about to-
ward the turtained doorway, and there stond *
Govind Singh, a veteran {rnm police head
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guariers, with two constables at his  hack,
“Hokee mul=drunk!” saxd Wu Tu and

* shrugged her shoulders. “You should teach
your officers not o be quarrelsome when they
ar¢ drunk. This one canme to not mu-l:h harm,
but he was [ortunate.”

Govind Singh, bearded, erect, oflicial, with
a row of medal-ribbons, sirode into rthe room
and picked Blair's turban off the floor, He
put it on him, a bit clomsily, neither man
saying a word; as Govind Singh helped him
to his feer his eves did not reveal thar Blair's
hand, clutching his arm, was aking dot.dash

signals, Looking stemly disapproving, and
lr:mﬂmg Blair the we of his lelt arm. the
veteran started for the door; but his right
hand clutched the paper money that Wu Tuo
let fall for the Chinese girl 1o pick up and
give him as he shouldered his way through
the curtain,

Blair said aothing 1o Wu Tu, i smiled as
he passed her, He seemed puzeled, as il search
ing memory. Her answering smile, as she put
her fingers over her eyes and peercd at him
between them, was assured—contented—kinmw.
in

gIlillnul.iin;lt:. in the dark strect, ou of scarshot
of the darker shalows, as Blar marched be-

“side Govind Singh at the head of six police
men two by two, the Sikh spoke:

"Should 1 have come, sahib:"*

“l expected you sooner.”

“Idiots remarned saying Chenmingh  came
forth from Wu Tu's. house with many men
and ordered them back o the khapa, The
said he showed them his puss,. What Ell.il'l'.‘i- that
mean:™

"Report it o the commissioner.”

“And Wu Tuw? What of Wa Tu, sahiba”

*How much did she give you? | wasn't look-

[11]
%"hr.’:r ramped all the rest of the way o
police headquarters in silence,

Chapter Four

Under sun or stars there is no saying,
of foal or wiseman, that is nearer the
truth than that now is the appointed
time. But it may be the time for wait-
ing. Amd it may be the time for pa-
tience, When 1 said to my Teacher:
Tell me what 10 do now, | will do u,
He went fishing.

—From the Seventh of the Nine Books |

of Noor Ali

AY dawned mrsii.mlljr o it always
does in Indian hot weather,” It is said
that childréen born at daybreak bring
with them into the world n. mysticism and -a
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greal sense of beawty that they never losc

The driver was a S5ikh who never heard of
nervies, 5o the eommissioner’s car wove like a
shuttle amid creaking bullock carts and sleepy
prdestrians.

“Are you quite sure your head is all right#
the commissioner asked. It was the secoml Lime
he. hal asked that since they sped over the
bridge that connects Bombay with the main
land.

“Aches a bi. 11 he all right in the train,”

Blair Warrender sat relaxed anmd leaned his
head back. Telling the commisstoncr—bemg
crosvexamined by him—had been hard waork.
He retorted with a gquestion: “Thd  they de-
scribz the man who wsed my puassr™

"Vapgucly. He was scen by lamphght The
guard at the bridge-bead wok it for granted
he was youo The pass said Ismail ben Alif
Khun., There was a thumb-print on the at
tached photograph and everything appeared
to be in order. He said the photo resembled
the bearer, That. ¥ course, is guestionable.”
He probably didn’t ook carcfully As a mar-
ter of routing he phoncd headquarters alter
the man was gone Headguarters got me out
al bed at once. famanm Al was not at the
dera”

“Was the man aloned™

Wi ™ .

o 'E‘.h:mm:gh; pass was used by nine men®™"

“Im a stolen Ford truck, at three [orty hve
A There's nothing agninst the swner of the
truck, The men are at large; theyll turn up
somewhere, wsing the passcs, and gen arresed,
The point is, Zaman Al doublecrossed him
self. He is using the stolen passes to draw a
ved herring behind his own vail. He thinks
he's thrown ws off the scent. He hasn'n”

Blair scowled, keen on his job amd yet
dreading . "I'm in the dark.,” hg said. "1
can’t puess why | wasn't murdered last fight-—-
once by Wuo Tu, once by Zaman Ali. They
hath had a chance. I obeyed orders and be-
haved hike an imbecile—wilked straight into
an obvious trap, and took all chances.”™

“I anly know one other officer who could
da that,™ said the commessioner in one of his
bursts of generosity. “Most men would hiave
been clever at the wrong time,”

Rlair had an almost supenstitious dread of
being praised before a job was Anished, so he
talked lor the L:-ql.e ol talkimg, using words as
an umbrella against bad lock:

“Wu Ty did her best o scare me—1 mean
I!'t'i.ll,ll:-':l-ﬁ}'thjl.‘ scare mé—with a poisoned dag-
per. But it wasn't ;:-mmnui The stuff Jooked
to me like alcohol. I supposc she was no such
fool as o take a chance with poison, knowin
1 might get a scratch with the thing. 1 lai
isdds she didn't want me murdered—not in her
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asses, She wanted
They wan both bets. 1 sup-

house. They wanted palice
me knocked out.

pode it's reckoned easier to hypnotize a man.

when be's out from a blow on the head. 1 |
had questioned her about that golden hg
uring-—" i

"Wll} didn’t you?”

"t was too obviously set to attract my at-
tention, so | shied off, hoping she would make
a hrl::-k abont il But its difficult to make a
woman lead trumps. 1 believe the thing was
gold- It you know what | mean by pre
Egyprian, 1 should say i1 was all that, | never
saw anyihing like it in any muoscum. It was
exactly the same onlor as that box or what
ever it s you showed me, It looked as of it
had been smoothed by a million hands for a
million years. 15 face was—cdamned if 1 can
tell you, Elemental 5 the only word | can
think af. I've «cen something rather like it in
dreams.  Prewy hairraising.  Nothing  decent
about il—except the skill: it wes marvilous
molding. It wasn’t Indian, I'll swear thav”
¢ She said nothing av all abowt i”

*No, Seat it out of the rom with the dag-
per, perhaps o increase my curiosity; she must
have known U'd notice it. When [ get in the
train Ull try to draw a picture of the thing
Frovn memory and post it back to you.”

"¥es, do that  Are absolutely sure
Chetmingh walked out alone:™

“Mo. | heard him pass along the corridor.
He made a signal. It's a special one he and |
mvented. Wu Tu bragged about having cor-
rupted him. She may have done it Govind
Singh took money from her,”

"You siw thate”

“Two  onehaidred rupee  poLcs.
Covind Singh's one of our old reliables.”

The commissioper grinmed. “Yes, [ think |
can depend on Gavind Singlh. Wu Tu doesn’t
tip Tor nothing, cven i a tight place. But
police secrets are like stable-secrets, you can’t
check ‘em. Govind Singh will tell her the
lice- are hot-feeet afeer Zainan
friends—and that you've been hurried off w
Rajputana, Give ‘em what they want, | al
ways do it. Your taking a train six stations up
the line will make ‘e think we're trying to
keep your movements secret, Obwious secrecy
is the best decoy in the world, You're a decoy.
Remeinber ™

And

HE car’s long shadow fitted monstrowly

through suburbs, where the dust lay thick
on sunlit mango trées and the smoke of a mil-
lion dung-cakes sharpened the scent of the stir-
ring countryside. There was nearly a crash.
The Sikh drove roaring between two bullock-
carts, A rising camel missed Nirvana by the
widtl: of a ray of sunshine on his mangy hide.

Ali and his .

20

B afl that vamished in a clowd of dost and
neither the Sikh nor his pascnagers batted an
eyelid. Thcjr sat in silence. [0 was the Sikh's
ke anyhow,

“A crime that includes David Frensham and
his davghter isn't ordinary,” the commissioner
said at lsat. “Zaman Al sold his string of
hinrses at & loss—ler ‘e zer lowr & song.  That
means something else pays him better than
horses  Treasure? Remember, he has been
dealing in bullion and spending money  re-
markably freely for him. S0 hos Wa Tu dealt
in bullion, Taron Ling has bolved as | hivped.”™

*Lawt hime" Blain askecd

“Far the moment. We'll coich him.
And so Wu Tu wants you 10 make love 1o
Henrictia? Always give ‘em what they want.
Blmir!™

"Damn her eyes. How does she know abou
me and Henrietta? Who wlds®

“It was prewty well bruited around, six
maonths ago, that you and Hennetta were as
pood as engaged. Wu Tu gets all the gossip.”

Blair scowled. "It was my fawlt. | wish ['d
pulled out sonner. Truth is. Henrietta acied
dammed well and it never davwned on me, wntil
too late, that she wis getting ramantic, 1
treated her damned badly”

The commisaner tricd o smoke, but ihe
wind spoiled the cigar so he threw it away
“Dud 1 orell you she's my  godohild:™

“Yes, vou mentinned L™ Blair spotted the
sidleways ‘glance from under the gray eychmows
He ncither avoided nor met e *Is that like
vaccinatien? | mean—""Then he suddenly met
the commissioner’'s cyes as siraight and lard
as poiul engages point in duel. "Wihat diwes
that protect her from™

“Nothing, But it makes me #nlrmtnlil |
suspect ber You're to make love il you have
b, | haee it”

I won't do "
gather po to hell”

“That's why, you're going. IUs your privilege
perhaps to save her [rom a bad mess. 1 sus
pect we're on the wack of spmicthing more
than ordinarily deadly, as well a3 mysierious,
so don't go off half-cocked  Information, yes;
proof, yes; fireworks. nol Take your time and

el your evidence. ']l watch Wua Tu. [l she

oesit't bolt, 1711 do inrm‘.'thu!-g to scare her out.
Noihing like getting 'em moving.”

They approached a wayside station. A shon,
special freight train, that had happened o be
going north [rom that station with govern.
ment stores, had been caughe by telephone. It
wailed in the station siding with an old-fash-
joned passenger coach  awtached.  Porters
pounced on Blair's bedding, steel vrunk, rifie.
case and two orf three small packages. The
commissjioner smiled:

Hlair answered., *0'd a I
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“Bear in mind that David Frensham, just
before  he disappeared, was curiously inter
ested in the difference between surrand moon:
light. It was one of his crazes.”

Blair shrugged his shoulders

"And remémber that the Fast has always
dreaded moonlight. It's supposed not only to
madden lovers. David Frensham seriously be.
lieved it has mysterious qualities that supshine
hasn't.”

"D:mn all moonshine!” Blair chimbed into
the train and thqr shook hands through the
window,

“Il my suspicions are right,” said the com-
missioner, "File FF should get some interesting
additions.”

“To hell with FF!™

"Quire right. Its a blondy nuisance. It dis-
turbs a fellow’s trust in Hoyle and Culbertion,
S0 keep your hair on. Walk into anything
whatever that looks like a trap, and trust me
to kecp you in sight. We'll be close behind
vou. Gond-by., Good Tuck!”

The engine seethed and clamored. An im-

pati¢nt Eurasian station-master with his watch

in his hand kicked at a sleeping cur and made
it yelp to call artention o himself; the com-

missioner nodded o him and he blew his

whistle.

The train started.

There was no ice—no comfort. The engine
grumbled along a wack that resembled an
aching stcel nerve, toward a - heat-hazse
bounded only by infinity. The commissioner’s
car sped away in a dust cloud of its own, to-
ward the smokestacks which fringe the hot
crucible ol human emotions known on the
maps as Bombay Ciry.

When Blair Warrender swepped from the
train at Abu Road, it was into the dazling

lare of Rajasthan. He loved it. [t was a
and after his own heart—a land of anger and
good manners. Cumlutn::l times out of num-
ber, its congquered, like rhe English Saxons,
alwavs force:d new masters and new chivalry
to bloom and live by glory or be damned.

Warrender's gréat-grandfather had fought
under Arthur Wellesley, He was the grand-
son of a gunner officer who died on the Ridge
in "57. His uncle had led a squadron ol Indian

cavalry o Kabul and wa: mentioned in des

patches by “Bobs" of Kindahar, 5o he was
unlikely to lack what he needed in that land,
where even a peasant wiually traces his descent
from warriors who looted and fought ere his-
ory was written,

A rajah, whose royal lincage was already
ancient when the gods (so says the legend)
walked on earth with men, provided oo many
ponies and too much camp equipment. A
gemindar lent servants 0 whom such service

L]

is traditional privilege, a wifle arrogantly
seized and quarrelsomely held, but rendered
fewdally and with alertness o observe all rea-
son: why such duties are a source of pride.

The encampments, night alter night for five
nights. were a rendervous for veterans who
had served before Blair Warrender saw day.
light, under men whose graves had strewn the
long length of the Northi West Frontier, There
wire tales and songs by fire—and moanlight,
and the days werc a procession of wayside
courtesies. Until one eveming Blair piwched
near Doongar, where the jun ? heaves at the
[oot of Gaglajung, amid Intl: like the humps
ol camels.

Abdirrahman hh:.m-?r!mlm Femindar of
Hindu acres. and as part and parcel of them
as #ver a Morman landiord was on Saxon soil
~sat gray and dignihed on a campstool under
the awning of Blair's big wnt. Hé reached
out 3 hand such as El Greco painted, for the
rifle thar Rlair's borrowed gun-bearer was
cleaning. His own sabre, hrought in honor of
the occasion, lay bright and legendary-looking
on the knees of a ndson squatting near
him. He examined the rifle and then handed
it back.

“In my day,” he remarked, "1 have seen
much that was new, which seemed good. But
by Allah (blessings on His Prophet!) it was
forth from a man that poodness came. And
not always was it goodness] As a man's heart
are his weapons.”

Blair merely nodded, watching the Indian
night, dirk, swilt, splendid, deepen on jungle

~and hills. Such information as he muEht lurks,

shy "of argument. It creeps forth like the
jungle dwellers in the stillness. Royal Rajas-
than drew on her starlit cloak, which 5 a
conjurer of moods. He awaited a mood of
indiscretion. Im front, a mile away, the ruined
keep of Gaglajung—shadowy fangs on a dark
crag—told of the days when men of action
struck such blows on time that the reverbera.
tions still make songs on the lips of minstrels.
Such history lives in the night. It could be
felt, like the smells in the dew that the animals
observe and understand,

“By God, we need more chota sakibs,” the
old Rangar grumbled. He had talked mere
polities for an hour.” "There were never
enough ol those young brassgutted Britons,
They rode hard and died laughing at mys-
teries. They undentood not much except how
to be men, but that was plenty. They served
for us to form on and to follow, and by God,
we did . But today whom shall the men
with stout hearts follow? Babus? hnwadal:
the sabiibs have to wait on babu's orders
for the police—"

It was cnr.nln;. Blair did nog h:l.ra:,r that he
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was waiting for i He watched the rise of the
moeon, almost full, beyond Gaglajung. [t suf-
fueed :nig-lu with amber nwsicry—that secret
stuff of which songs are woven. and music, and
tales of gods and men. The passionate beauty
and gilence of the scene would have been al-
mest unendurable but for the old Rangar's
croaking.

“I am aedil. My day is done. But T know man
from woman. He, camped yonder, s a wom-
an. He s oo mueh wifed He looks up reg-
ulntions in a ook, He lesities, instead of
knowing what he knows and. by God. leaving
what he does not know o give God exercise.
He has aocther woman with him who could
imake two men of one husband., Bot he s
murtied o a wile who makes two women ol
him.”

Blair said nothing. For a minuee or twd the
ald Rangar meditated, antil out of the distant

silences there came a cough, hall roar, hall

grunt. The obscene voice of Kol-Bhalu, the
jackal who follows tigers. answered. Then,
#nr a sudden moment, cven the insects were
still, and Blair glanced at his rifle

“Time enough yet,” said the Rangar.
“Grayne sahib won't leave a book o spoil our
sport. Toenight is our night. Such as he is,
put off danger until w-morow, and then give
the order o build a machan in a safe place
stich @3 hooks recommend. Wah! A father of
tigers. this one. Some name him, saying also
that Kol Bhalu. who dogs him, o the spirit of
a money-lender whom he slew last year-—aye,
aived devoured. Since then he has slain seven
micn. He has grown cunming: he is not w be
taken in waps. But the watchers are out. The
stops are well placcd. He will slake his thise
at onc of three pools. and then he will find
all roodds closed against him, excepe’this one,
by the charcoal-burners’ ghat. toward us. He
will eome near midnight. . . . 1 was speaking
of women.”
- "Speak on.” )

“Frennisham, her nane is—daughter w the
firigadier Buhadur who they sav is missing,
What she docs here is 2 mysiery, save that she
visits the Graynes: and them she uscs as jt
suits her. She is without fear and she runs un-
common Tisks—wanders these halls all alone,
on a pony or on (oot as the spirit moves her
‘—and by night, too. Hem 5 a restless spirit,
She should be the mother of good hghting
men, She knows the ancient songs of Rajast-
han—aye. and the dances=teaches them 1o the
children, who were better without such super.
stitious stuff. She has slept more than once

in a villager's hut—forever questioning—for-

ever secking something, none unless it be the
Bat-Brabmin, knows what. They tell strange
tales about him and her.”

Blair mct the old Rangar's gare for a mo-
ment. "It is a land of strange tales,” he an-
swered Then he siared agan®at the ruined
keep of Gaglajung, now reddish amid soot
dark shudows. Where the moon shane through
gaps of broken masonry imagination reluscd
1o hc-li-:vttahm was not living flame, He spoke
(THTEN e | x

“Tell me the story of that place.” Old tales
bepet true confidences. Questions about Hen.
rictia Frensham would have stanched che low
of truth by suggﬂl.ins curiosity, which makes |
the eastern mind cvasive,

THE Rangar, well pleased, cleared his
throat, His grandson, with the sword across
his knees, hitherto as motoenless as a moonlit
carving, leangd forward w listen, His cyes
obeyed the gesture of the old mans right
hand pointing toward Gaglajung.

"Your honor knows the ballad abowi Ran-
jeet of the Ford? Yonder the ford lics—this
side of Doongar Village, between us and
Grayne sahib's camp. tal castle commanded
the ford in the old days. It was Ranjeet
Singh’s, None could burn him out of it and
he was known as Ranject of the Ford—a won-
der of a man, who swore (o have his will of lile
up yonder and not die at all but leave earth
in a way moré pleasing. It befell otherwise.
She who died last in thay place. is—men say
so—there yet. Some say they have seen her.”

"Have you seen herz” Blair asked.

The old man stared, but Blair was looking
at the night, Only the grandson betrayed ex-
ciement; he leaned farther forward. “The
Rangar continued:

“I bave seen and heand strange Lhings in
my day. God's truth is what matters. She of
whom [ speak was known by oa namc. that
mcans Queen of the Moon, It was not hors in
the beginning. All astrologers are liars, saith
the Prophet. [ believe in none of their abom-

. inations. Nevertheless, they say that certain

stars, when seen together near the moon, mesn
love amd war in wondrows combanations, and
an ill end.

“Ranject Singh desired her. His will was
law. He stole her from her fathers hold by
Abu, after three years' fighting. It is said that
as he bore her home he saw two stars beside
the moon reflected in the fovd, when he
paused o water his horse. She. his prisoncr,
still hating him, he gazed into her eyes and
renamed her Queen of the Moon. From it
hour they two loved each other.

“Great was her love for him The men
strels sing of 1. They say she learned seeres
that only the Brahmins know. And some say
she did what Ranjeet of the Ford did not—
escaped death, But such is the alk of wlals

-
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wrs, and may the cumes of the Prophet rese
on such abomination. 5o much Ranjeer loved
her that he rode unwillingly when his ph:i.r,hl_r'tl
words compelled him to tuke up s again.
He was summoned afar off, 1o the aid- of a
winge who had nnce belriended him, In such
watters no Rajput is his own master. He
abeys lis cath, no matter 1o whom he pledged
it. Ranjeer rode [nrth, vowing not o cone
Lack save with Lhonor,

“"Her honor and his were one.  she swore—
for in those days they were women-—she would
hold thar crag of his until he should return
victorious, or unto desth and lorever. She
and her women, artl boys and old men were
the garrison when Ranjeet led all his warriors
away o aid a Iriend in need. More than one
king slept ill at case then, thinking how She
might be had i-n-r the taking. By Allah, she was
worth a campaign if there s truth i a tenth
of the tales of her! Queen of the Moon nten
called her, and theﬁ said she knew great se
crets. Three kings laid siege to that forrress
vonder. They agreed between them that the
first 0 storm the battdements should have fer,
and her sccrets also, but the ather plunder
should be equally divided.

“They plucked the uncaught eagle, She and
her women held that height so stubhornly
that on this countryside today we say ol a

vainglorinus houster ‘he aketh Gaglajung.” In

armior, she led all sortues. She and heér women
held the breaches in ihe walls, while boys anid
old men wiled at the repairs. They sad she
knew the secrets of the Moon and that the
Moon-god and the gods ol day and night
were all her servanes. But there came a herald
from the three kings, saving Ranjeet Singh,
defcated, on s way home, had been taken
prissmer. He was the prsoner ot the three
kings

“lu a deter wn her, he bade her yield, as the
price of his [reedom,. The three kings were
casting lows for her when the herald browght
back her answer, saying she belicved no word
of i, well knowing that Ranjeet Siugh, her
lord, was a man to whom honor and lile were
one, whereas the wrter of that leter was
without honor, like wote  themselves  Bur
Ran]ﬁ:r wus unwaorthy ol her.

“The three kings set Ranject Singh arr.l}l:d
in armor on a horse, and showed him o her.
Then again I,Im-g senit the herald. He returned
again =||u'w~l.-rmg I"-:lj,. it is not he, because
where is his honor?™

“Then, it as said, they tortured Ranjeet

Ein;I.-,h. andd he betrayed a hidden passage. Tl
might they assaulted—all three kings with all
their strength, (rom three sides and by the se-
cret pasgage also, - By Allah, they had hight o
see byl She burmed the place. She and her

4
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winmen died i that lumace. Bul soane say—
mnay the Tre blister their throats!=that she died
mel at all. I was full mooon,”

“What had that w do with @77

"I know pot, But they say that ay full moon .
she walks the battlements and waits there yet
[or Ranjeet Singh to come with honor,  Some
say they have seen her :pml Ag for me, 1 am
a Sufi, and [ think a man may inguire about
lile and death. But oot o Gdly—nay, nor
listen o such tales as that,

“The three kings slew Ranjeet Singh. Des
pising him, they put him in a tiger's cage.
When he was-devoured they ler the tiger go,
declaring the brute had done well, Thus
sprang the legend that Ranject Singh in-
carmates in a tiger. A fnolish logend, bur men
believe i, Lonk, salub-nay, yonder, to the
lefe a Lietle™

Far off, probably a mile away,"or more, a
livtle yellow hight moved slowly up and down,
then vanished.:

“He is coming,”

saiel the Rangar. "RKanjeet

. Sngh, the 1.|.Lpu:ﬂutinus call hime  And [hq.-

say. Slay him ever so often, ever he i reborn,
They say he muost prow! in that shape unil
she shall. descend from Gaglajung and forgive
him. Who knows? 1 am against all superri-
tion. But 1 have heard wilder tales than chat,”

LATR got up and examined the breach of

his rifie The Rangar was old and the boy
«youmng, s that oeither had par- im the hune,
Blair followed a lean, lonse-limbed shikasri,
alnng the dry bed of a watercourse lar upward
ol a mile, woul they reached a bend where
moonlight formed an amber ponl at the oot
ol & Imgt rock.  Lhe shadow of the rock uruck
forward ineo thar pool of bghe Beyood, the
dry waterconrse entercd a dark gorge with
jungleclad walls. To the right, biyond the
rock, a smaller, stonestrewn witercourse dde-
scended Irom Gaglajung in shadowy migaogs,
reaching the dry pool amid boulders beside a
guarled ree,

The shikarm whispered, “When he  has
killed, salub, he goes by that way, up the flank
of Gaglajung. where he dens in a EI\"L"I'I'I But
t=might he has not killed. He s ang

S0 was Blair angry. What tluz'dn-il wag
Henrietta doing, wandering“about that coun-
tryside? He ok his stand with his back o the
roik, im sool-black shadow, motonleis. The
shikarm crouched near him behind a boulder,
There were sounds not far off, Twigs anapped.
A jackal yelled homeless anguish. Silence re-
wirned, heavy and as solid as the darkness of
the breathles jungle. For wwenty minutes
night, time, silence and suspense all brooded
peril, forefelt, until human nature 'H'Iﬂd&;l Lk
the strain and tme dimmed imagination. A
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hgavy, sullen sounding footfall came ar last
like a sonnd in a dream, The shikarm whis
peered: x '

“fagh hae!”

Cray in the dimness, as sudden as if evolved
ot of eternity that moment, & tiger stood
ghostly and vigue in the throat of the gorge=
motionless. The moonlight shone pale on his
eyes  His head was Aat with baik.laid ears. He

heard a sound behind him, wheeled and van-’

ishoed  Two minutes  passed—Lwo  eteTnitics,
Theén he stond there again, an the same spot,
coching Ius weipht between  his shoulders,
Murderons eyes thar saw  Blair Warrender
could wot interpret what they saw. The
awaited motion: he made mone; he and his
riflle were one stll shodow, within a darkness
On the Aank of the gorge in the dark a rwig
.'i|]:|,|.'r|_.ltlrl sharply, The tiger vanished like a
shadow, nowither. He wis simply not there.

Three minuies. by Blair Warrender's pulse-
beat. Then, owt ol the spllness behind the
bowlder on his right hand. the shikarri's
togine clucked on his cheek,  That  souwd
might mean anything. but certainly not noth-
mg. [rom that shikarri. Warrender spared
him a glance, bat his eyes made only hall the
cirenit; they were arrested midway by a shad-
aw moving on the bed of the smaller water-
course, There was no sound,

Suddenly the wnger muttered-—coughed -
roarcd—three sounds [rom  three directions.
He had made a circwit of the moonlight and
lay cromching somewhere to the left. opposite
ihe smaller watercourse  He could noe be
twenry paces away., His eves became visible,
vething else. He appeared to be watching
that new shodow that had ser the shikarmi's
warning Lomswe i motion. There was sixty
secomnds’ silenee. Then be crept out into moaon-
light, tense, with his weight low, crouching for
the rusly ithar bears home spastic death on fang
ard claw.

Blair Warrender and his rifle became one
cntity. Flash, crack, echo were inseparable
from the roaring snarl of anger as the tiger lell
biting the wound that siung him, rolled into
the shadow of a rock, recovered and then
rushed at the throat of the smaller’ water-
course. A shot [ollowed=hit him=hit hard.
He roared and tumed to face the coemy. A
third shot rolled him over and he lay saill
except that his claws tore the sand, anger
surviving death by flty spasms.

The shikarri began wassing pebbles, keeping
the advantage of the boulder. There were
souneds all around in the dark, but no one
showed himself, not'even when Blar reloaded
and stepped out into the moonlight. A re-
treating jackal whimpered the tiger's requicm,
abscene and ribald.

MOON L1

“Three shots?” said a woman's voice. The
shadow lengthened in the throat of the smaller
waterconrse, There was a somel of [resteps,
rubbered. on smooth rmck, “ls it Ranjeet
Singh or just an ordinary tigers”

“Stay where you are!l” Blar answered, He
had seen too many dead tipens come o life o
take unnecessary risks. He hurled a big stone
at the carcass, then went close and prodided
with the end of his alebamrel. "Yes,” e sad,
“three shists, s i Hearietta®”

She sprang to a small brnlder and stood in
full moonbight with her hends behind  her,
wearing no hat  Wavy, blond hair that looked
like spun pold hid her face in shadow, There
was un cdge like an aura, ol moonlight that
revealed her hpure outlined under a smock of
somve [limsy material,

“Is il Kanjoer 'iirl;h,‘r" slhe I‘l*p-t'm'l.ﬁl.

Anger hardened Bliar's voice. “"What are
you doing here at midnights”

She leaped w the groumd and walked to-
ward him, with ber back to the moon, until
her shadow fell on the tger. Her lace was
stiill almest invisible. She was tll, and she
st with the notural grace of a well-bred
Rajput woman of the hills. She miglt be one
—ilimst,

“ls he guite dewd? Well, he deserved it.
Poor old Ranjeet Singh! You know the leg
Jendd i

« She knelr, .

With strong weather-brown fingers she tried
to close the tiger's stanug eyes,

“He's a man-cater.” said Blair, "He might
have got you. Tigers—snakes—leopards—don’t
o kiow better than="She stood up. He
could see her face now--good humored—hall.
mocking It mewle him besivare, Pain—or it
might be anger—uanderlay the homor, “Any
betrer,” he repeated, “than w ke such
clanees"

“Why should yow cared” she answered. He
could almoet see the color of her cyes. “Blair,
do yirw know what chapee is#”

"What do vou mean, Henrieta?™ he said
stiffly

"1 shouldn’t ask. 1 know the answer.” She
set her foot on the tiger's head. “If you knew,
you wouldn't be on Wua Tu's lisg of="

="M what?”

“Wu Tu's sucker-listl™

She wirned from bim, knelt and with _her
fingers bared the tiger's [angs.

“PFoor old Ranjeet Singh.” she said. "You
were another bold and clever one who _lost
oul, weren't your”" | :

Then the Rangar came, leaning on - his
grandsons shoulder, and in a moment the
pool of moonlight swarmed with men who
emerged like ghosis [rom nowhere,




Chaprer Five

Hnnhl:dﬁ? Ye know maothing, save
ye do it without thinking. Thought is
the swamp of ignorance surrounding
KEnowledge., All must cross that. Build
no stronghold on g, that will sink and
become a hopeless dungeon, difficult to
leave.

=From the Minth unhnished Book
: af Noor AlL

min, ragged, armpgating privilege but in-
solently careless of its obligations, spat
an-juice from a shadow and spoke oracularly.
he old Rangar gave orders, appearing to
ignore the Bat's existence, but his feadal dig:
nity masked experienced respect for some
thing older than fewdalism, decper than logic.
He approached Blair:
“If your honor permits, it is wise 1o observe
a superstition if it does no harm. Trust me o
see no whiskérs are stolen, She”<he glanced
at Henriewa Frensham—"need not watch, Dbt
she should stay near, Let them say the ghost
of Ranjeet Singh is ar rest,”
"Blair nodded. He watched the lean shikarri

SGMEGNE whia lonked like a Bat-Brah-

ull an oiled vag through the rifle.harrcl |

hen he strode over o Hennetta Frensham
and sat beside her on 4 rock in the moonlight

“Will you wait while they skin him#"- he
asked. “I'll send for punic-.s alterward and sce
vou back 1o camp.”

"Why? Is that necessary?”

"1 intend 1o tell Grayne while 1'm o about
it what I think of his letting you roam these
hills at night”

“Is it your business? What are you doing
heref™ she reworped.

Blair looked straight in [ront of him. The

men around the tiger's carcass, twenty [eet
away, resembled ghouls at a graveyand feast
<of Hesk,. He hardly saw them:, He was aware
of—could almast feel Henrietta's Frensham's
eyes studying him. They were vialet, Her hair
was straw-gold, She held one knee clasped in
her hands. and he knew her expresion, brave
but vaguely mystic. as if she expected events
that she would éndure uwncomplainingly for
inscrutable ends.

He knew all that without looking. Withou
even closing his own eyes he could see hers—
much more clearly, in fact, than il he looked
straight at her in moonlight dimness, -But
that was natural; he could have drawn her
face” easily from memory. What irritated him
was ‘Wu Tu's eyes, behind hers, seeming to
Inok through them. He decided he had o be
brutal and get questions over with,

“Where is your father?” he demanded. He
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looked suddenly straight at her. She bewrayed
no surprise, but said nothing, “That's why
I'm here,” he added, "o hnd aur”

"Moo ather reasond”

Silence. He hated, what he had w do, and

. saw no reason to make a secret of that, but

he had not come to answer questions. He
ground his heel inw the gravel, well aware
the was as tense as he was, but was hiding
it better. He governed lus voice and spoke
ailmly: .

“I've been sent here to ask things, Henri
ctta, Plesse answer. What do you know about
Wu Tur”

He did not look at her that time. He pre.
lerred to give her a chance to llect her
thoughts. He could see Wu Tu's eves in the
dark, and that mace him, and kept him, angry.
He needecd anger, and e was not in the least
afraid of Wua Tu's imfuence. Any number of
people can work thae rick of impresaing men-

A3l pictures, Wu Tu's would wear off. In the
meantime it kept him alert and made cruelty
casier, He added,,"You're not accused of any-
thing. I'll ot humiliate you if 1 an help it”

“No?* she answered. " All | actually know ol
Wi Tu is that you and she completed my hu-
miliation. She turned you aguinst me in less
than a week. Then she offcred you back to me
=41 her terms. Blair, I would have believed
almost absolutely anything sooner thun that
vou are ke that.”

“Like whatr" "
“Someone whom Wo Tu can ke and @n
give.”

Their cyes met, and hers were ruthlul, She
was saying what she believed, thar she was
ashamed tw be forced to Lelieve. It suddenty
occuired Lo him to tell her the moanlight made
her look nearly naked in that thin smock: but
he did not say it, although he would have in
other cifcumstances, She was the only woman
who ever had almost seemed more desirable
to him than his job. He wondered why, staring
at her in silence; until he realiscd that the
nikedness was not really physical but the
cffect of emotion, hers and his. She was not
even rying to hide hers.

“You're entitled to know the truth about
that,” he said, "I'll explain, il you wish,”

“Officially? Or am | to helieve it?”

He tried to take her hand, but she drew it
away.

“I will belicve you, Blair. I can bear to hear
anvthing. You needn’t pretend what you don't
feel.” -

“Wu Tu had nothing to do with it, Henri-
etta. 1 lefi off, because 1 didn’t dare w [all
in love with you." -

“Why didn't you dare? I was in love with

you. 1 admit i.”
-
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“1 knew that™ -

1 meant you should know it. You ran.”

I“"E‘!_I-

“You behaved like Ranjeet Singh in the
legend. In the beginning 1 hated you, so much
that 1 had to think abow you. 3o I did
rhink. Blair, when we met in the dark that
night in Bombay and vou took my wrist—not
m,,' h;|;|11,|__ |'|'|1l|I 'wrisl!—'g'ﬂu rr.m-'ml:d.-r?—.‘-md
dragged me, unwillingly, 1o Jook at an almost
nuked Faguir, who resembled a  bas-reliel
against velvet darkness with the hrelight danc
iig on him, then 1 knew 1 lowved vou, I don't
know why | couldn't reason that out. 1 just
knew it I was fool enough to think you loved
me, When vou went away so suddenly, you
saicd on duty, | supposed your job made you
silent, | thought it was the guieincss of

strengeh. | owas impatient, but thoroughly
happy to wait. Then Wu Tu came.”

“To the houses”

“A  police constable, of all  people,

brought 2 note from her, siving she had im-
portant information from you. Il anyone but
a policeman had brought it, 1 would probably
have ignored i 1 had heard ol her of course:
everyone has. Knowing you have to use all
sorts of people in curious ways, 1 made an ap-
-pointment to meet her in omy tent at the

trance, and I kept her waiting because 1 feln
vaguely alraid. She made asiomishing ofters—
money—then, that  minute—gquantities  of
maoney—showed it o0 me—iried to force it on
mflﬂl‘

“What did she want you o dor”

“Bewray my father, | refused and she threat-
enel, I've no idea how she Enew abont Y
and me, but she said she would deprive me of
you, just so that she and I might understand ©
cich other. That sounded so incredibly ndicu-
louws that | laughed, But when she was gone—
it was too hor to go indoors—I sar there all
aloneg and felt ill with dread. And you anly
wrole once, vou remember—curtly—formally.”

T wrote twice””

“1 received] one letter,”™

“Go on, I'm histemng.”

4 LT came again, It seemed cowardly

1o refuse to see her. And besides, 1
was wretched and wanted to know. She said
she would give vou back o me, if T would be
sensible, as she expressed it She seemed (o
know all abour you—lor instance, how you
have nothing beyond your pay. She even knew
where you were born, and where you went Lo
school, and the name of .a girl in England
who inherited a hundred thousand pounds and
wrote you loveleers,

end of the garden. She came by the back en-

oy
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" “Then she named some important people
whom she hinted she had put where they are
through her secret influence. And she offered
to show me how to make yours a real career,
with orders and decorations and [ don’t know
what else. She made politics and promotion
and all that kind of thing sound like a filthy
swindle, with a few innocent figureheads ma-
nipulated from behind the scenes by black-
guards, And she said you know all that, but
that you lack the sublety and need a woman
1o awaken something in you. 1 might have
you back if I would promise to give her my
confidence.”

“Go on.” Blair said. “I'm listening.”

“1 almost did promise. 1 thought 1 might
wve you from her.” :

He waited. His eyes smoldered. But they
changed. and he looked relieved when she
laughed a hit hittcrly at her own conceit and
added, “"But I saw you would have w save
yourself. I'couldn’t do it. It was like this leg
end of Ranjeet Singh, although [ didn’t know
the legend then, To yield myself would not
have cleaned you.” .

"Cleaned#” he said. He pot up and strode
to where they were skinning the tiger. It was
a slow joh, They were nol particularly ex-
pert, amd they were taking great pains not
to damage the skin. The old Rangar was
arguing with the BavBrahmin in a shadow,
and the shikarri who, for some reason, had
st been allowed o toach the eareass, was
looking on, scornfully, Blair sent the shikarri
hotfoor o hl:l camp for cigarettes and then.,
himgelf in shadow, stared at Henrietta She
looked lovely in that moonlight. The sight of
her made his arms tremble. He loathed his
job more than ever. It would have becn so
simple o go and make love to her, She would
tell him anything he asked, if—

He strode back, feeling and looking ruth:
less, He stood in front of her with his face
in moonlight. She said, “"Don’t look like that,
Blair. You're not cynical. You feel as badly
as [ do, or you should.”

"I wold you I'd explain,” he answered. “Wu
Tu had nothing to do with it, Henrietta. [
wrote twice. The second one was a rotien let-

ter th have to wrige, but you'd have under- -

stood, 1 saidd honestly that T wasn't in love,
Wu Tu may have stolen that second letier.
She's capable of it. If so, she simply took ad-
vantage of information, She's an opportunist,
and she's rather clever. Thats the truth—or
as much as 1 can tell you! I can’t betray
official scoreis”™ t

“"But you question me like a culprit.” .

“"Mn, no, not a culprit, Il vou'd rather, Tl
wait rill daylight.”

“Oh, no, lets not evade it she objecred.

“I've been up there on Gaglajung, imagining

mysell waiting for Ranjeet Singh to’ return

with honor—being silly and romantic—wallow-.

ing in sorrow. I knew you were here, so I

came down, I'm in & mood for anything. Ab-

solutely anything.” she added, "except—"
“Except what?™ *

"Lies™
“Will you answer three quesiions:™ -
“Yes.” "

“Where's your father?”

“1 don’t know.” -

“"Where did ‘,‘mﬁ[ that gold box that was
stolén lrom your DO

"Father locked it in” my suitcase, [ didn’i
know it was missing until 1 noticed the lock
of the suitcase was broken.”

“Where did ke pet "

“He found it.”

“Have you heard from your Cather?”

Mo answer, Suddenly: “Wu Tu told me you
have been in love with her lorever so long.”

“You believe tha” -

"I suppose I don’t care.”

“Well, it's a lic. Look here, Henrietta, you
and 1 had better face this. You're under sus-
prcion.” .

"What off You suspect mer”

“To a certmin extent. yes. [ always did.
You're a mystery, but it seemed like sacrilege
to try to question you,”

“Bnerilege? Youp”

“Yes. | couldn’t fall in lote and mistruse
you at theysame time. So [ ran out. I'in nol
making love now, so don't be afraid I'm
friendly.”

“Is Irr.rl quite true?” ; ;

“Yes, it 1. Bue you're as bafling as ever.
You never onoe revealed vour real thought™

“Rlair, 1 wanted to have no reserve from
you. | wanted to be able to tell you anything
you care to ask.” .

“Tell me now.”

..Nul-r

The monosyllable was like the thump of a
door shut quietly. He watched her, speaking
glowly: “Zaman Al and a bad 'g:ng—&{::u Tu
and a worse gang—Dur-i-Duran Singh of Naga
Kulu. and certain others are suspected of be-
ing concerned in your father's disappearance.
Wu Tu es a golden figurine that may
come from the same source as the box you
lost. We have your box. I've seen it. You're
here, behaving curiously, to put . mildly,
In plain words, you're here looking [or some-
thing. And you've troubled yourself to charm
Grayne and m_m-l.rnl[}- him until he leis you
do just as you please.”

“S0 you've been spying on me?”

“Yes," he answered. “Who is the willager
in whose hut you slept¥”

Ta



The men sround the liger's carcass resem-
bled ghouls ar a graveyasd feast of flesh,

L1}
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“You can easily find him.”

"I will. What have you been duing U oo
Guglajung, in addition to wmaking villagers
belicve vou're a ghosie”

« “Don’t you think you're a bit ridiculows:”
she retorbed, .

“¥Yes" he gaid. “) feel ridicolous, and T hate
what J,’m doing. But, you see, I waunt YOUF
Answer.”

“There is none.”

"Take your Lime, l-lmlru:n: and think. 1§

you don't, you may force me w=well, 1 won't

Jiscuss that.”

“1 have thought. There |'5 0o ATIEWET,
Mn:.r 1 search your teni:"

hn

oy

h' THE darkness a man with a hile bag
pipe began blaring & tune. Several men

lit torches. Two men took the tigerskin and
bove it between them toward lenrietta,
thrusting the head forward [gr her hngers to

aouch. She understood what they wished:

She stood up and laid her right hand be-
l;\#tn the pugnacious ears. speaking in Rajas
thani;

* “Be this then the end of Ranjeet Singh. He
is forgiven.”

* The old Rangar. coughing to hide embar-
rassment, stood lorward. bowing: “II the
resence will—there s a hiutde thing=it is noe
ar—1 am ashamed of these superstitious
prople, but—"

“Why not® S5She stepped forward. The
Rat Brahmin seized a torch from a man and
shook it. The bagpipe blared and the Bat
cd forward w the dark gorge. singing the
ballad of Ranjeet of the Forl .Em‘l the
crowd that had grown to forty or Gty people
trailed along behind, excited. singing through
their noses,

It was nothing mmmp:ﬁ:h:nslhlr: to them
that Henrictea Frensham should be a hriga-
lflitr-m‘:ucral'! daughter. amd a %hmt and a
reincarnation of Ranjeet, Singh's sell-immo-
lated widow, all at the same time. There was
a god in the jungle who knew all about it, so
Ill:{ did the pleasantly discrect thing. aml
walked in procession to put streaky pant
sweet oil and cow-pats on his image. It was
magic, which has nothing to do with ascer
tainable or concrete fact, and does not call for
explanation.

Night in the throat of the gorge grew crim-
son with the rtorch-flave that glittered on
frightencd wild eyes amid rocks and uwnder-
prowth, They climbed a wellworn path, dis
turbing sleeping birds, until the trees ceased
and they.were again in moonlight on the lap
of a fank of Gaglajung. There the shrine
nestled—a mere godlet’s nest of white stone

under one lone wree, where the bamn wove
tapestry [or unseen powers of the night A
mdnatrous wall of rock, outleaning like a
maan's hreast, loomed, pale in moonlight, and
spread downwad toward the jungle.

Peace breathed fragrancé. An old hermit,
gray-haired  and  gray-bearded, mild.eyed,
srvwed sl “It"llﬂl'!f came forth from the shring
and looked on. "D'wo young women 5ud|:|:n|r
appeared where nothing except darkness had
been, Might, it had m:m:tll? created  them
with strings of heavy-scented garlands in their
hands: they hung garlands around Henrieta's

- neck and  then—impudently  daring—around

Blair's, standing on tiptoe to do it and then
runming away to hide and giggle in the dark-
MEsS,

Then the ceremony—short—casual with hé
smaatlvworn accuracy af the countless years—
simple, as all good ceremonies are. The her
mit blessed the vigerskin: the Bat-Brahmin
ordered it and then made irreverent sounids
to disparage the hermit and call atlention to
himsell They all knew the moods of Bai
Brabmmns and there was enough  generous
low laughter to flatter the man’s self-esteem;
the hermit's blessing was in no way gqualified
by that, The shikarri, sweating and heavy-
breathing, brought the cgarettes and Blar
gave one to Henrietta, studying her eyes by
the light of the mawch as he held n in ruppuﬁ
hands.

"My camp’s not far,” he said. “Suppose we
walk there. Alter we've talkedl I'll have pomics
gnililled and sec you back to the Graynes'
camp.”

She nodded. Words leaped o his lips: he
had hard work not o say them. Pagan emo-
gion had hold of him. It moved bim H.nmgelj.'.
It was good, and he knew it was pood. He
threw away the mawch and lighted another
as an excuse to turm his back, Thar way he
regained sell-control.

'Cnm: along,” hie said |1l¢'-rt'|ll:|} lorci ing lus
voice. He did not trust himsell to add one
more word,

Blair led. He was unawsare that his back, and
the poise of his head. and his shoulders, and
the resolute swing of his stride in the smoky
torchlight, inedd Henrietta almost beyond
cnduranee, The footirack along the rlr:,- leieel
of the stream was narrow and winding: it was
casicr 1o walk one by one. To have followed
her might have saved him the strain of imag:
ination, “"To his mind's eve she !rl:m\_ed lowve
licr than she really was: no woman could be
guite a3 beautiful as he imagined her, And
she seemed o him more defenscless than a
woman of lher high characier possibly could
e in his hands He knew she loved him: she
had said s6. He was tremendously attracted 1o
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her and he was not sure he was not really in
love with her.

Was it true that he had behaved like Ran-
jeet Singh of the legend? Had he. even un-
mténtionally, by his conduct, given her the
right to believe he lovedher? Probably. Had
he played her false? Had he tried 1o buy his
liberty with the price of her honor? He could
not see how, He was going 10 have to he bru-
tal to her now, at any rate, so he denied Jim-
slf the lusury of even one hackward glance
at her. He strode like a Roman,

HE iemt glowed with lamplight, There

were two chairs under the awning, with a
table betweens He had forgotien the garlands
an his shoulders: hie® servant removed  those
when he reached the tent. Then he turned
deliberately, giving Henrietla time 1o contraol
hersell before their eyes met. Mellow moon-
light=lamp glow—garlands, and the simple
line of her (frock—stillness and purple
shadows—

"Damnl” he said, “You look like a Ma-
donne.” Bul he used the word at random; she
wis pagan and looked like temptation iself.
"Sit down, won't you? Drink? I've whisky and
sodla. Tea then? ' :

“"Nothing "

The servant put the cigarette box on the
table ands Blair dismissed him. Little groups
of people standing in the shadows vanished.
A pony, somewhere in darknesss, snotted and
strained at hiz ‘pickel; a sais reproved him,
and alver that there was no other noticeable
sound. The stillness, that is made of infinitely
tiivy voices, waited, and the stars seemed (o
wait o, Blair's voice, when he forced him-
self o speak, was almost deadly restrained:

"What's the wse, Henriettaz" .

Her voice sounded hopeless. “MNothing's
any use, Blair, not between us.”
“Anvhow, making a mystery isn't,” he

answered,
fatber”—

“I am.”

“Are you? Either you know where he is
or you've heard from him, or he has told you
not 1o worry and has given a reason. I not, ,

‘d behave differently. I've to find him, Ls

L sensible to put yoursell o the damned in-

dignity, and me to the indecency of having

vou watched? I can do that. I'd rather go to
hell than do "

“You must do as you plesse.”

“1 can’t do as 1 please. Neither can you."”

"Wa," she said, "1 know that.,”,

“Do you realize thaw whatever you have in
your temt, that you refused just now to let me
see, would be known o me in detail before
daylight, if-"

“IF you were worried aboutl your
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"Well, why don't you? Oh., Blair, can't
you understand? Are you the only person in
the world who's loval? And 1o whati™ [(He
remembered that Wu Tu had said almost the
same thing.) “Wauld you tell me any official
seerets, that you nevertheless discuss with un-
derlingst Would you even tell me Wua Tu's
scerets!  If you weren't a policeman="

"Let's nod if ourscives into 3 Illl:l:tflhjrﬂﬂi
maze,” he interrupled. 1 am a policeman.
I've had easier duties than this, I don't mind
telling you." Without changing his voice;
without the slightest gesture to betray that he
hzd chosen a new angle of attack, he went on:
"Chetusingh"—he watched her, and her eves
revealed nothing, bu the ends of her hngers
flattened slightly on the chair-arm—"has also
vanished.”

He had not even been sure that she knew
Chetusingh, but he saw her guard go up. Her
answering sarcastic smile was a moment too
lute: “Ddid you propose to search my tent for
hme”

"No,” he answered. "1 hadn't thought of
iL"

She waited

He pavsed, very carefully selecting Irom the
inquisition pincers.

“You haven't told me”™ he said, "all that
Wu Tu told vou.”

“"Nao, Blair, I haven't. Why not ask her?™

“Why are you willing,” he demanded, “to
sit here and be questioned, when its obvi-
ously painful? You didn't have to come here
with me. There were plenty of people up
there on the hill who could have seen you
safely back w Graynes’ camp.”

She hesitated, thought a moment, and then
answered with a smile that mocked her own
forment:

“It seemed a possible opportunity to fall
out of love with you, Blair.”

“Whyt” he asked brutally.

“1 fell im,"

"Areyou oul nowr

"Ioes it matier?”

"You've no ntention of telling me any
thing#"

"Blair, it imm't you,
can't tell.”

"So you do know.,"”

“I den't admit thar.”

"Well. Henrietta, is isn't I, hut the police-
man who's asking questions.  Persomally I
wouldn't probe your secreis, If 1 did dreanf
of doing it because they're interesting and
Yo' re . I wouldn't do it in this way. But
I'm obliged to be impersonal and insist.” *

"It's no use insisting—not the slightest use,
Blair. But go on being impersonal.”

"Why?"

it's the policeman I
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“It helps me,” o

“You mean, il 1 were to put this on a per-
piinal basis you'd knd it easier to el me:”

“How should | knaw? Yoo haven't troed it
I might fAnd it much more difficult to ask, [
don't know what would happen.”

He goi ouwt of hes chair and stood o from
of her, holding his left wrist in his right hand
behind his back, there being some emotions
that demand more than mental restrmd,. He
knew she would not resist il he should® throw
his arm around her. She was almost nmly in
viting him o do it. But he was one of those men
whom lemiplation makes inore ol stinate the
mare it-iortures. His shadow dorkened ber.
Her gare met his. Beyond or within her violet
cyes he seemed o osee Wu Tu’s. He re
membered what Wo T wanied him o dao.
I Henrietta had been any other wonimn—
- "Are there terms on which you would ell?”

. he demanded suddenly.

"Moo, MNone" Her voice broke and he Telt
like a devil, so he spoke to her gently, not
appreciating that the only merciful thing he
could have done would have Leen o unleash
anger and act like a cad. Then, perhaps. she
mig\]}l: have ceased to love him,

You're tred,” he said. “Perhaps in the
morning you'll feel able to ik, I'll order the
puniq sacddled,”

“Not yer.”

! HE SUPPOSED she wanted time 1o recover

sell-contral, s e walked o and [re m
the moonlighi, keeping his Lice averved each
time he turned. When he stopped and stood
in [ront of her again she was holding her
hands hefore her eyes. but she was not
sobbing.

*1 wish to God vou weren't you,” he s

imly. “Ii you were any ather woman-"

“Yes, | know,” she answered. She was elry-
eved. “If I were any other woman you would
make love and coax mee to tell what 1 know
I wish you had tried that, so that 1 could de-
spige vou., But yvou're an bonorable brute.
Why are you here, not some other mand”

"Dammned if 1 know.” P 10

“I will tell you. You an no more help
yoursell than Pontius Pilate could. There are
lorces thar—"

He interrupied ‘with 4 gesture of anger.
“See here, Henrietra, We had all that out a
vear ago. Your mysierious forces are nod what
I'm here to talk abour 1 don’t believe in
them. You may keep all those secrets, Tell
me what has happened to your father,”

“But 1 don't know.”

“Tell me what you think has happened to
Yasiim.™

“Mo. You wouldn't understand me.”
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Nothing l.:'nr.-lgﬂ a man more than ti bhe
told that by a woman., But self-control was
almost avtomatic with Blair; he answered

Jquietly, in a gloved voice that had no res

o e

“Very well. You'll have to take the con-
SEL[LLENOCS. Yo and I will both lll'gl'tl that.
Il arder the ponies.”

She stood up. "Blair, I'd rather not rlde. if
Y dan't mind, l'l|'l::q]"l1l your SErVANnL S0
me home? [ don’t want 1o talk @ you any
lomger. 1 couldn’t bear it

“1 won’t tlk.”

“I would rather gu alune, but vou may send
A5 mMANY serviants as you please”

O, all right,”

All the servants were aslecp, or pretending
tor sleep Mooe answered his shout, He strode
savagely around the tent and  awakened
them-—pgave his ordes—eight men and  four
lanrerns, He did not retarn o Henrietts
until they were all near the tent in a sleepy
group, staring and silent.

“Protectione” she asked. “So many? Or is
{ S '

"They make the gomnl-hy less embarrasing.”
he said suffly. "Good night. Henricta, 1 am
sorry [ had to ask questions—much maore sorry
you didn’t answer them.”

“Cond night, Blarr” They did not even

tshake hands. She walked awav, two tall men

with fantems leading, two men om cither
side of her amaed with ancient Rajput swords,
and two more mey with Limerns hringing up
the rear. She lonked like a prisoner, and the
gorlands hangng in rﬂ-ﬂﬂ ]I'EII:'I-PI. from  her
shoulders untxplainably incroosed the effect.
Her hands, clasped behind her, might have
been ticd, Her fair hair, loose and ontidy,
shone where the moonlight spraved ies straye
ing cnds.

Blair took hold of the pole ol the wat awne
ing. and his eves followed her. even after she

. hadd vanished in the gloom beyond a veil of

moonlit dust. 1mitl he realized that the pain
in his hand came from squeezing the pole.
Then he swore and sat dowmn.

He sat for two hours, almost without mov-
ing, trying to ponder the problem but think-
ing about her all the time, until the servants
returned and reported her safe in her tent in
the Gruynes’ camp.

"Dl she say anything .

“No, sahib.” :

"Wo mesage for me? Are you sured”

“Nao, sahib, She entered her tent and came
out again to give each of us a little money.
Then we asked ission o return hither

and she nodded. It is your honors pleasura -
that we return now o our bedsd®
"Yeg"™
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Blair sat still, watching the purple shadows
lengthen and darker as the moon de-
scended toward the high hills on his left hand,
He felt lonely and weird. His anger, long ago
evaporated, had left a sense of mental empu-
nevd and  fooality.  Gaglajung, on the right,
became a soot-black, solemn fang uprearcd
against the stars. Alter a while it resembled
an enormons woman's face in prohle—onarse
nose pointed skyward—coarse, impudent lipa.

The stars grew brilliant on the darkening
sky Elackness erept into the shadows The
sparse trees grew one with the night. Then,
im [ront of him, agam he saw Wu Tu's eyes,
but he marked a change They scemed far
ther away than wsuak=lews human—maore real
larger—ton large and too high trom  the
ground w be hers o an anmmal’s. They be-
cime pale grecn, moving against a background
of mpenctrable pgloom. He had not helore
scen them move in thar way, independently
of the movement of his own eyes. i‘: made
Ium shudder.

He felt for the bruise on the back of his
head, suspecting that the blow received ot Wu
Tu's might have affected his vision: he had
heard of that happening o a2 man. But the
bruise had healed, and his eves lele all righe,
Then he reached for a cigaretie, but instead
of lighting it he went into ihe tent and
brought out a service revolver., He st down
again amd examined the Inading Then he
looked ugain for those eves in the dark. The-,-
were there,

They were enormaus—reo longer in the least
Iike Wa To's. Their movement was irrecular.
. It was smealthy They were coming toward
him—high up—twcnty feet Irom the growmnd
He gould see®nothiing bheneach them—na head
—micrely eyes, of a luminous, disgosting, eruel
green, like a light he had once seen im a
cavern where a  faguir wronght  ohscene
miracles, They sugresicd a dank smell, oo he
knew that was imagination becaose he oould
smell the gnod carthy scent of the dew on the
dlust.

Hewould hear nothing except ordinary night
sounds, such as the wing-whirr of insecns and
the high, excited, almost mawdible squeak of
hats. An nwl haoted twa or three times The
cyes came ncarer. He began to [eel deathly
afrard and thought of smmmoning rhe serv.
ants, bur dismissed that thoushe the moment
it crossed his mind.

HE moon vanished beyond the hump of
a hill and wtter darkness swallowed the
last shadows. Then the pale light of the
monstrous eyes incresised. He conld see they
were sét anoa man's head-or a head hike a
man's=a giant’s, hot too small for a man

twenty feet high, It seemed to be suspended
in air, s movement was slow, elastic, partly
from side to side with a swaying effect.

The face was thin, mean, livid. It had a
sirogaling beard. It resermbled the lace of a
wriured and  decapitated hillman  he  had
seen near Quetta, its beard matted with blood;
only this one was alive and moved hag :J.rd
lips. 1t drew nearer. The eyes glared mali
intelhgence ol wwntellipthle horrors; lh-l.ll
loathsome irises Inoked dull blood-red: buai o
wius diflicult w rell their real color bhecause
the ghoulish green predominated.  Presentdy
the glomn beneath the head grew waguely
luminous, and then horror crept op Blair's
spine until s short hair mse and he sat
rigid, noa breathing, with his heart thumping,

He could see the thing’s body, It resembled
a slimy hlack bag. shaped like o stomach. The
thing was an ocmpus. It walked on six snake
like tentacles ol prodigipus lemgth. There
were suckers on them that opened and dosed
with rhythmic movement, each one sepa-
rately. The vwn [oremost arms reached and
wiithed slimily green through the dark., He
could feel one ol them stirring the air withon
ten paces. He couldnt move  He couldn®t
take his eves ol the lace, It seemed i sec
hime and et nod B0 ste himi—tn be conscious
al him—to be lecling for him, Perhaps it was
blinded by the light of the tent, but it stared
like a ghoul in the depihs of a dark sea. =2

Suddenly he thought of Wu Tu-—saw a
mental piciure of her coiled on her lounge
in Bombay, He dismissed chat with an almost
panic ¢ffort of will. he did not know why; but
he felt urged 1o think of her and he rebelled
against it The face was coming nearer. One
of the long arms almmst ouched hime The
thing danced—as an  octopus  does—as hui
spiders do=with the puiles, alsolute rage o
malice—slowly—on the tips of s ourspread
tentacles. He couldl see the thing's teeth.

Suddenly he thooght of Henrietia. He was
inszantly bathed in rehef that she was not
there. The reliel relised him. He remem
bered the revolver then, He oocked i, rested
it o his left elbow, aimed carelully and fred
straight at the thing's face. It wvanished.
There was utter and instant darkness where it
had been. The noise of the shot awoke hig
servanis. he could hear them scurrying oun of
their tents. But Blair's attention was riveted
on something else,

Ten feet away, directly in front of him in
the E'In-w Irom the tepl lamp, a2 man stood
smiling Hlair, sweating, trying to contral his
oiirscles  that  wanted to trembile, covered
the man with the revolver and held it Fairly
steady. Dt was several seconds before  he
could force himaell o speak.
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“Come here,” he commanded then, “ldhe-
reen” k .

Then he réecognized the man from the Sal-
ween country, Taron Ling, who, took service
with the police commissioner in Bombay on
the sirength of a forged westimonial.

“Youi" he said, getting command of his
voice. "What are you doing here?”

Taron Ling strode lorward with guiet in-
sulence, making no salaam or any gesture of
raapect, Two of Blairs servants, looking
stared, with their turbans awry. hﬁllnmtlltd
the man from either side, and there were
other servants peering around the tent, but he
ignored them all,

“Doing:” he answered. “Doing nothing, Am
come seeking service.”

Whar ase”

“Guide. Without me, you not Anding Hen-
rieta.”

“Damn your impudence! s that the way
you speak of herr Where are your manners?
Where's your chit from the comnisioner?”

“Not have any.”

“Ran, ch?”

“No, not running. Seelng you shoot tiger—
goodd shot—shooting me, no—=bad shot. You
like what you just now seer” The man’s smile
was that of a blackmailer; there was threat
behimd it

Blair's servant, obsening the revolver, drew
their own deductions and surrounded the mim
‘from  behind.  Nothing  increases 2 man's
panic like a weapon ready 1o be used. Blair
mncncked the revolver and laid it on the
iable to calm his own nerves. He beckoned
to the man to come closer and sat stndying
him in the lamp glow. He was dresssed in a
khaki wunic swit and a pondescript wirban
that offered no clue to his classibeation. His
slightly Mongalian €yes were as bright as a
anuke’s and alive with amused intelligence.

“50 you followed me, eh#”

The man nodded.

“How did you know where [ went?”

“Kniflge alsa where Sahiba Henrietta
went. not? Knowing Wu Tu. Knowing
Laman Ali. Knowing where to look for
Frennisham Bahadur. Knowing too much.”

“Do you know Chetnsingh#”

The man nodded again. Somchow or other
his nod suggested tragedy, bur Blawr was not
quite trusting his imagination ar the moment
He decided that he would [ollow that suspi-
cion later. '

“What do you mean by sying you will
guide me to the Sahiba Henrietta? Do you
mean 1o ber tentd”

“You knowing soon enough,” he answered,
insalent—confident.

Blair decided to reduce that confidence.
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He needed time, too, w replenish his own.
He gave orders to a Rajput retainer, whose
mision i life was o cothe abedience avith

Jthe clogk of courage and to adorn both with

dignicy:

“"Keep this man under close observation
until T send for him again. Give him a vent 1o
himself and don't let him speak o anvone.”

“Shall 1 e him, sahib#*

“Only if he makes touble. Tell the cook
I'll ke chote fazrd now™

"Hookum kai."=({1L is an onder.)

Taron Ling offered no resistance.

Tea came twenty minutes later, Blair drank
it hot, gratcful thae ig scalded his throot an
made lile real again. while he watched the
false dawn gimmer on the broken [anged
suimmir of ﬂ:ug'lni_uug

E&ap::f Six

It is wseles o oy o deseend into
knowledge o wooseek it excepr we ascend
toward . They who are reputsd o
know most and who demand o be hone
ored aceordingly, are gatherers of shad-
ows, They who truly koow, know this:
the konown is but the shadow of the Un-
kwwn, It i3 therefore nothing.

—From the Eighth of the Nine Books

of Noor All.
i

HE Eangar come at dawn, s old eyes

looking as if they lacked sleep, Bencath

his Formal countesy there lurked a hint
of [orebading. He nervously avoided Blair's
garc He murned his back on Gaglajung. He
sat om a campeston] ine the delicious conl light
of early mormng and watched Blair b
pretended not to. erakily criticizing the camp
servints, : . -

“By God. when | went soldiening we cleaned
camp at eock-crow. By daybreak, if there was
dung left in the horselines, someone heard
alwiur i

Ouher than the castomary politeness about
Blair's health, he asked no questions. His
eyes did not rest for more than a moment
on the tent where Taron Ling lay, but he sat
where he could deteer a movement of the
tent-flap without wrning his heai. The In
dian might that bas a huodred  thowsand
eyes had evidently kept him well informed.
He awaited events. Thirty minutes alrer day-
break his young grandsom arrived. on a lean
pony [rom the direction of the ford, dis
maounted and sguatted at the old man’s feet: A
servant bed t]u.-ﬁ|:n:m1|r away. The boy said noth-
ing, but the old Rangar seemed to understand
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his silence, although he, wo, made no re-
miark.

Grayne came a few minutes after that,
cantering. His homse’s legs and belly were wet
[rom
reined in as if in no hurry at all, when he
drew ncar the camp. He looked peculiarly un-
official - in polo helmet, shirt and riding-
breeches, He wore smoked spectacles, but re-
moved them befbre shaking hands, which he
ilid rather diffilently, as il not quite sure it
wis expected of him. He merely nodded to
the Eangar, who stood up and bowed.

Blair received him with the smile of old
acquaintance: “Having a good time? Enjoy-
ing your leaves”

“Sn, 30, Muking the best of it. Couldn't af- .

foarel F.“g-hﬁd. Bought too many cxpensive
books the last year or two.”

That looked probable. He had the eyes of a
bookish man-—searchers of others’ opinions—
friendly, sympathetic, intelligent, not dynamic
—perhaps lazy in some ways.

“Shooting?” Blair asked as they sat down
thgether,

“Not much, Reading and writing mostly.
Hear you shot a tiger last night.”

“Yes. How's Henrietta Frenshamd

“Apropos of tigers? 1 don't know how ar
where she is. 1 came to speak about her” -

"It she in your campe”

“MNo. She should be, but she didn't sleep
there. My servant told me your men brought
her home, long abier midnight. As a matter of
fact, I heard her. It was so damned hot 1
was lying without a stitch on, so I couldn't
come out o speak ta her. My wile was aslecp
in herown tent. | imagine [ fcll asloep preuy
soom afterwards,

“1 like wr waich the sunrise, so the boy has
orders to call me in plenty of time for it, and
I take tea in pyjamas ourside the tent. My
wile usually joins me, amd Henrietta soone-
times does, This morning | wanted 1o talk to
her, 8o 1L sent o see il she was awake, She
wastit there. Nobody has seen her leave
camp. Sa | rode over to ask what you know.”

"Funmy time to want to talk 1o her,” Blair
:umﬂr..:j.r

“Better time than any other. She some-
times actually talks at daybreak, instead of
listening and saying nothing. Daris and T have
respected her silence, of course. It's compre.
hensible. She probably leels much worse about
her father's disappearance than she cares to
reveal o anyone—even her friends ['ve let
her dis prety much as she leases.”

“Sa 1 héar,” Rlair answered, “"What Illd you -

have in mind to say o her at daybreak:”
Grayne looked vaguely uncomfortable. He
did his best to look judicious—leaned back,

lashing through the ford, but he”

lighted a cigar, pursing his lips on the butt

"There's a limi,” he said. “She's a damned
nice girl, althouglh unusual. To put it mild-
ly, she’s unconventional. But I'd trust her
anywhere, in nearly any crcumstances.” He
blew smoke through his nose. *1 don’t be-
lieve theres a soul on this countryside who'd
harm her. Bur she overdoes iy, 1 mean, lar
instance, where the hell is she now? Home in
the carly hours—off again before daybreak
without a word o anyone—{igers, you know-—
snakes—hesides, wha'd bet there aren't dacoits
in the hills? There probably aren’t, but there
might be. Daris and I don't mind her missing
meals or anything like that, but—well, 1 ask
you”

Blair waited, He was not there to be asked,
hut to find out. Grayne continued:

“"Between you and me, 1 object to her go
ing where 1 mysell couldnt go without a
special warrant and probably couldn’t get that.
To give you an idea of what | mean—when
1 put in for long leave and tofd "em | meant
i spend it here, 1 wis cautioned—just as if
I'd- been a probationer fresh from home—on
nn sccount o poke my nose into places re.
E-:tl"dl'."d as sacred.

“They knew 1I'm lntzrut:d in that kind of
thing and they ticked me off like a recruit.
I haven't even been up om Gaglajung. You
know the legend? 1'd intended to look for
the secret passage thar the three kings forced
Ranject Singh E:hﬂray O course 1515;uu||:|n
in the circumstarfces. However, 1've reason o
believe that Henrietta goes into all sorts ut‘
places, Gaglajung mc]u-lf:d L‘r}lpu.. Caverns,
Gowd knows where she

“¥ou say you've Teasnn m beliewe jiti”

“Good reason, One ol my specials saw her,
week before last, being led by a local priest
mto a p]an: at the back of a shrine near
here that only Hrahmins are supposed 1o en.
ter. What does that mean#”

“What do you think it meansi®

"Well, I'd say shes quite likely looking for
her father. You know, there's a £ repart
of his having been seen herea 1 don't
believe ir. But perhaps she does. She seems
to b an good rerms with the local priesis and
peasantry, That's all very well, of course; but
you know, I'd be in the devil of a mess if
anything should happen to her. 1'd be put on
the mat, and no two ways about it. As her
hast, it would be a bit awkward [or me 10 have
to—dammit, you know what 1 mean—she's—
Have you any influence with heri”

Blair avoided the question:

“Did you examine her tentd” he answered.

"Ka” '

“Why not#”

“It didn't occur to me. Why should 1#
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Yha you don’t know if anvthing’s missing:”

"No"

"Would your wile know il there were any-
thing missing?™

“She might. She might know what to look
for. 1 wouldn't.

HE Rangar was watching. Blair, to appear

casual, struck a match on the heel of his
bool and lighted a2 cigarctie He was almist
sick with a sense of dread, so he comrived o
ook rather cheerful,

Dot look at me,” he said. "Look ac that
kite over there on the dead tree, as il we were
talking abouwt that. Go back amd el your
wife to search Henrietia's tent,
your servants don't see what you're daing.
Write me a [ull report at once; 'l l:m.inru
and forward it to the proper quarer,”

"Good God, man. do you think-—"

"I'm llnn-l‘.mg

"1 mean=",

"Wes, 1 know what you mean. She had a
servant, I suppase. Where s he?™

“In camp. It was he who first sugpested
that she might have returned here o talk
to you, since she was here last night. Do
you mean you think—"

“Did he see her leave campr”

"No. He was asleep under the Ay of her
tent when your men brovght her home. |
auﬂ:m they told him where she'd been. She

him he was not nceded, 50 he went off 1o
sleep in the servants’ quarters. Their tenis are
about fifty yards [rom ours. He had no notion
she was E{one again until 1 sent for him.™

“"Has rictia said anvihing o vou abom
her fathery”

“We've discussed him, ol course. The me
presion [ got was that it hurt her to talk
about him. Doris put a damper on that
twpic of conversation; she called me a tactless
brute, Henrietta isn't what U'd call garrulons
at any time; the only pointer | remember her
giving was when she said, a low days ago. that
her nf;ulmr might. have been a lieutcnant
general by now il he wasn't such a student
of Indian magic. But when | questioned her
abaut that she shut up.”

“What was your line of intcrrogation”

“Stopid, [ daresay. | asked if she thanght it
possible that Fremsham wmight have [allen

foul of some of those sorcercrs who like 1o

kecp their tricks a deadly secret. They might
have killed him for discovering a trick, She
said Frensham had never been intereseed n
faked miracles. Then she shut right up. You
know her better than 1 do. You know how she
shuts up.”

“Why do you call that a pointer?”

“Perhaps it isn't. But s full moon to-

Take care thai
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morrow night. It makes some women rest-
less, you know. It makes her restless. T don't
know whether she's superstitious about it or

o nor, Bur she hag it marked on the calendar,

and she told us not o warry if she shoild go
out o study he full moon and  should be

I qu;lt some time, I it's your business, |
wish like the devil you'd put a kibosh on her
wandering arcund  the country, [t ‘ud be
darmcad unpleasant for me o have o do il
Can you?™ | .

"If ot 5ot bt late”
you had brouklst:”

AL E ever wake, thanks.”

“Cu and search her tent, then, Search it
thoroughly, and send me 5 written repore.
Keep it scerct, Say nothing whatever to her
if she tmns up. Can you trusy your wile o
hold ber wopoe:”

“Certainly.” v

“All righe, See you later.”

Cravoe ride away, looking gloomy. Blar
studicd the Rangar: he had the painter's trick
of noking sidewavs at what he was abserving
l'.:m:Full}'. A servamt broughe tlwe r:lmp.slqml
close and the Rangar sat down.

“That was a good tale yvou were telling last
night.” Blair began, "Radjeet of the Ford
seems b0 have been a strange ‘characeer,”

“Ah, but bis ghost is guict MW, shab.”

"¥You say he was a law wo himsel. In what
u.-ar o you mean thary”

"Hah! Hc wused w override the Frabiins,
He respocied them not ot all, It s a pity
there are none wowadays wha  have  that
courage. It was Ranjeet of the Ford who
pave the Bais the Brahmin privileges that
they claim v this dav. He it said o have
Pearned o Biafimin seorel—some riy by torture.
It is known that he slew a Brahmin and put
a Bat in his place. And it s said that becanse
of that o Beahmin betrayved ham o the three
kings, imending Ranject should be slain by
them. so that hus senlen secrer might die with

Blair answeied, “"Have

- him. B the Bats—or s men uf—-nlrﬂdr

knew it. The Bas are worse than p-ul'-.l‘.a
Bratuwins,. They have oo sense ol responsi
bility. But they know the Brahmin law. The
people proan, bug subnur toe exoortion,”

“My {ather—"" waid Blair. He threw away his
cgarctte and looked stiaight in [roue ol him,
He had reached a decision.  He spoke quictly,
in a level voiee. ™1 need vour confidence.”,

The old man Inoked startled. He stared.

“By Allah” he amswered after a moment,
“there is none o whom [ give that more will-
gy ©

“Becawse | believe that, 1 asked 1. Where
is Miss Frenshame”

“Nay. I know not. Belore God, and by my
beard, | know not.”
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“But you knew she is missings”

“Ome said something of the sort. 30 1 came
hither w learn more of the mateer,”

“Whao spoke of her?”

“Oue in the dark, whose name 1 know not,
nor who he is, nor anything .at all about him,
It happened | lay curnsing the heat that Irets
these old bimes, 1 bethought me of tha uger-
skipy, that is pegged 1n my vard awaiting alum.
It might be sore empration o someonc desir-
ing claws agninst the cvil eye. 1 went out in
the dark to be sure the watchman was awake,
And as | spoke with the watchman a voice
aried, “Ranjeet’s wile walks, uekmg for her
lover, Spirits ol the dead are leading her
from Gaglajung*

"Whocver had spoken stole away into the
dlark. Ho the watchman ala had heard him,
sy hie and | considered the matter We knew,
hgcause such mews travels tast, that the Fren
nsham sahiba bad been taken o Grayns'
camp by your Jhonor’s servants. Aud so ]
bothougeht o slvould she thew come thence
toward Doongar she must use the loaipath
that leads over the shoulder ol Gaglajung  Is
it not my business to know what happens? |
scitl o mesenger. He, going ind returning
swiltly, whi me the 5I]1I|‘.H: is muissing  Erom
her tent, wherein she had not slept. 5o 1
came hither.”

"D you know a.man from the Salween
country by the name of Taron Ling?® Blair
askidl

“No." The Rangar looked uneasy. Morning
mauve had vanished. The sharp, hot, golden
sunhight limned him mercilessly; it revealed
lear The young grendson wok the old man's
hand and watched him—Ffeehng, not compre.
hending

Blair lighted his pipe. “Led the child sit
yonder wnder that tree,” he said alter a mo-
mwent. Then he called o his seivant, “Bring
forth Tarom Lingl”

The Rangar shuddered. He had lee down
the bars ol conhdence in response o Blair's
request, But he bad not revealed all he knew—
not by the width of the gull berween East and
West, between youth and old ape,

Tr‘tRCIN LING came leering at the men who
guarded him, Blair dismissed them,

"Have you received fnod? Were you made
comiorialley”

I.Hrth”

“¥ou address me as sahib.”

“Smite him in the teeth!™ said the Rangar.
“By Allah=" His voice grumbled away into
silence when Taron Ling looked straight ac
hina,

“Yes, sahib,” said Taron Ling.

"I'Fll the Femindar Abdurrahman Khan

that which you told me before daybreak.”

The semi-Mongolian eyes conned the wul
man's face curmusl}' “1 came seeking service!
he said slowly, “as a guide.” |

"Ta find whaty” Blair demanded.

“Frennisham sahiba.”

“And-"

“Frennisham babadur.” -

"AII.I.—I'

“Nothing ¢he.”

"Beware of him!" warned the Rangar safia
voce “This one is an itnlis—a dugpa they call
such, where ke learned magic. He s krom hell,
He should be sent back."”

“You spoke,” said Blair, “of Wu Tu and of
Lamn Al"

The man nodded

"I¥ e yvou know where they arcy”

He mlded  agam,  Although he  stond
more or less at respectiul atenuon he exuded
the seorn ol olympian knowledgee

"Dy yon know where Chietusingh is?

Y Ei.llﬂliltg all that owe,” he armwered.

The Rangar spoke up, almost slobbering
with nervous anger. "There is hut one course
—=Hag lm! Allab! ] have seen such as him
luyed and pegged amid the Hies belore the
dlevil lefr them!' e and o BeaeBrahmin here-
abouis are two of one liver. Flog him, sahib!®

Blair stared at the Rangar. Such hystcrin as
that sugpested cither genuine inlormation or
else total ignorance. In either event inter-
rogation was the wrong course; the old man
needed strength to lean on.

“True" he said, "he knows a wick or twao.
He drees them rather well He [ooled me bad-

. ly. shortly belore daylight. He may even be

ahle to do the rope trick that, we've heard
about so often=you know=ithrow a rope in
the air, climb it, vanish and pull the rope up
after Inm. He's probably a particularly skil-
(ul hypnotist. At any rate, he knows how 1o
rick imagination—once. Wit do vou know .
absraar i

“"Nothing,” said the Rangar.
that [ should know abowr him™ )

Plainly he did know something but would
not tell. He had known abowr Brigadier-
General  Fremsham's  disappearance. How?
Why? Perhaps Henrietta Frensham had told
him. But he had also known, before Blur
knew it that Foonretta, ton, ad vanished:

“God forbid

.oamd hiz tale of 3 woice ine the dark was uine-

CONYITCINE.

“Send for the BaoBrabmin,” Blair onme
mrnded. -

“Sahrb, he would not obey ne.”

“Very well, 1 will go mysell and fnd him.”

“Sahib—"

Il?ﬂ?'"

"That s unwise™
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“"Wisdom isn't alway, commendable.” sad
Blair, "Patience isn't always a virtue, either.
Care to come with me™

"Come alonel” advised Taron Ling in a
voice like a bell. He had a° quick under
standing of English. He used it well enough
when not deliberately misusing it

"He will deceive you,”™ the Raugar warned
“"He is a devil, that one” '

Blair siood wp. eye to eye against Taron
Ling. He had an impuls¢ to punch him, buat
that was easy enough to restrain. A suhiler
impulse almost made him hesitate to trespass
where the Rangar leared wo mtrude  He saw
Wu Tu's eyes again, behind Taron Ling's
fading and reappearing, fading agan, as il
two infuecnced struggled for control,

“Can you work your tricks by daylight¥”* he
demanded.

The Rangar objected. “No. nol In the name
ol God. no!"

Taron Ling. looked haughty. “Tricks?” he

answered  “You will say | tnick vow if |
show vou Frennisham sahiba”

“Whene”

"Mow.”

“Show me.”

Suddenly Blair saw Hennetta. although the
vision was mare distinet than natural eyesight.
She looked unhappy and vet curiously ex
cited. The strange thing was, that he could
sce everything else, including Taron Ling.
yuite normally, but whichever way he turned
Lis head he cguld still see Henrieua Her
surroundings were shadowy, and in the shad
ow, to one side ol her, was the Chinese girl

who auended the upstairs door ar Wua Tu's

house in Bombay.

There were other peaple i the shadows,
but he could not distinguish them. The vision
had the quality ol a vivid dream. The color ol
Hennetia’s lrock changed as he watched-
thanged repeatedly. First she was wearing the
loose sort ol tennislrock of the night belore,
then the rosecolored évening dréss ol that
night in ‘Bombay when he had dragged her
o see the faguir, then the wennislrock apgain

The vision vanished Taron Ling spoke:
"IrickF e demanded,

Anger stirred Blair strangely. There 15 no
worse insolence on earth than interference
with another's mental processes.  He had
asked for it, but he did not like it any better
[or that, Even though his reason told him this
was only an extension of the art by which a
story-teller conjures visions in an audience’s
mind, he hated the imposition=loathed it. He
was ahout o speak savagely and act drasti-
rallv. It erossed hos mind e arrest Tarom
Ling—there was plenty of law to permit it—
amndl v osemdd’ B acelen st aiiest g B

bay for the commissioner to deal with. But a.
MCAMENECT CATnE,

He saw the man running trom the direction
of Doongar village with a telegram in a
cleft siick, so he waited and weni indo the tent
for his pipe, carsing himsclf becavse his hand
trembled while he Gilled it. He [elt sick, and
horribly scared on Henrietta’s  account
Through the tent opening he saw the Rangar
walk away and sit down under the tree beside
his grandson, leaving Taron Ling standing
alone. He wondered, supposing he should
arrest the man. who could be found to convey
him to railhead, Perhaps Grayne would do i.L‘
He wished he had kept Grayne with him a lit-
tle longer instead of packing him off to search
Henrietta's tent.

HE sweating messenger panted to the wnot.

Blair signed for the telegram. told the man
i walt and rermurned inte the tent o read
the message It was in oode (rom the oinm-
missioner. and i ok him oearly ten mineies
te work it oul because the signaller had made..
a mistake in one word, which obliged him (o
guess It was a long message, but he worked i
oul finally:

Wu Tu left Bombay two days ago with
ticket for Lahore accompanied by twenty
women and five men atter closing her
residence. Showd she leave train en route
She will be followed. Taron Ling on your
“track Strongly adviee vou keep him
under obfervation long as pozsible be.
fore arrest as be is probably a key man.
He is well shadowed., Eleven [that meant
Howland of the C.1.D.] has sent three
specials to watch and help if neccasary

o newa of Frensham or Chetusingh
Your stalen ?nu reparted foond in Cal
cutta probably intended to mislead in-
vestigation. Remember get facts not fire-
works TYour reply will be fl:trwird:g.

o,

%0 the commissioner also had left Bombay
That indigated probably swilt developments.
Blair wrote out an answer in conde. That tonk
ten minuies:

Henrietta . vanished before daylight
this morning after inconclusive inter.
view with me. Taron Ling here appar:
ently in league with Bat-Brahmin and
E‘mdwlng mysterious phenomena of File

F type. No sign yet of Wo Tu or of
specials. Taron Ling claims knowledge
and offers to reveal whercabouts of
Frensham and Henrletta. Shall accept
affer Recommend awift follow-up anless
you hear from me within next twelve
hours Copy of this to Eleven. o8,

- It was reassuring news that Howland had
sent three men to lend a hand. in addition
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o the two who had been detnled by the com-
missioner o shadow Taron Limg, That there
was no sign of them was nothing 0 warry
about; such men were entirely capable of keep-
ing their ddentity a seeret until the  Jast
minute, Even the telegraph runner might be
ool then,

As he gave him the wo messa and
watched him tie them in the clelt stck, he
abeerved him carelully, but there was no
signal; he salaumed and trotied away toward
Dowmngar with a corser ol a cloth berween his
teeth. Blair stood staring after him, wonder-
ing whether he had said enough in the tele
gromn, and then looked for Taron Ling. The
pinaii had vamshed,

He called to the Rangar, “Where did Taron
Ling go:™ )

The Rangar‘got up and walked toward him,
looking older than he did at daybreak. The
rimis ool his eves were red and walery, He was
rrembling.

“lsiv ot enocugh that he has gone:™ he
avhwered. "Nay. .1 saw not which way he
went” "

He could nni have gone lar. Blair walked
arcond  the rent and gquestioned the servanis,
Nomne had seen him, or at any rate none ad-
mitted it il they huad seen, they relused to
say, He sent them scauering in all drec
tions o look tor che man, poticing that they
went unwillingly. Then he returmed to the
Rangar, who had sat down on the stool under
the tent awning and was staring into va-
HITRS

“Look here,” he said, "you promised con-
flenee.”

"You have 1, saliiby. | Dave said, beware of
that one! Unless e be lisgaed or slain no
good G come of dealing with him. 11 he re
turns, 1 say, thrash him with a horsewhip.
That is what 1 sy, and | say it again. Now,
il the presence permies, | wall take my grand-
s o the village.”

BL.‘LIH let him go. There was nodung to -

be guned by asking questions that would
nit be answered.  Presently, one by one the
servants drilted hack and reported no sipn of
Taren Ling. They were not mutinous, but
they had lost élan and had probably not
searched far. An atmosphere of dread had in-
vaded the camp. The monotwnous bong-
bong bong of a coppersnith bird sounded om-
imous. The ay of a peacock was like a scream
ol anguish. Ag the brassy sun grew higher in
the heavens, and the hot wind rose, charm de-
serted the now dried-out countryside and its
scorched, dust-covered skeleton glared naked
amid tired trees. There was a greenish hare
of dust and heat that veiled the view. And

through that veil rode Grayne again, like an
apparition. He dismounted, blinking behind
smoked s&e_fﬁflcs. and spoke in a hard, [orced
voice without preliminary:

“Damncd strange business in my opinion.
Daris searched her tent, and so did 1. Two
suilcases  gone—soup, towels, nothbrosh—all
that Lkimgd ol |I|i1xg. What's the earthly use
of writing that in a report? She can't have
carried ‘em—must have had porters. No note—
no message=but her money is all in the steel
trunk, and the runk was unbocked, What do
you make of thatz"

"Why not write 17" Blar asked. He sud
denly felt better  Suiases? That looked like
premeditation. He oftered Grayne a cigaretie,
Crayne glanced keenly at him before answer
ing.

“Well, v cell you the plan trugh, old man,
you looked rattled fust thing this morning.
You still do. It occurred 1w me—she'd been -
here, hadn't shei—she might have cleared
out on your gocount. She's a queer girl, Did
you have a row with her?”

Rlacr hyghted his cigarete, wming his back
to the hot wind, o avoid answering Gravne
comtinued: -

“None of my business—bul—are you down
here to see her? | mean, it might be damined
unplessunt for you to have reports go in
and="

Blair interrupted: “Doris expects you back?”

IrHrh.h'

*She all right”

"Yes, Doris won't worry=or if she doo
she'll send a servant to find owt”

“Write her a pote” said Blair, "I'N1 send
a servant with it Say you're staying lor -a
few hours to oblige me. Write your report in
my tent and put down every detail you can re
memher—conversations—minor incidents—omit
nothing. no matter how unimportant, sinoe
Henrictia came m stay with vou and Dons
It I'm not back by noon, or if 1 don't send a
message. you'd better take charge and either
miowe my camp over the [ord to vours or
bring vours over here, no mawer which. And
il anyone asks [or me, say U've gone looking
for the Bat-Brabmin of Gaglajung.”

“That swmez"

"What do you know about him#" Blair
asked,

“(h, he's a swine. that's all. He'll tell you
nothing. He's a saucy impostor, but he isn't
dangerous, He makes wo fat a living off
the peasants to risk it by taking a change with
the police,”

“Where will 1 find him#"*

“Lord knows. Anyone will tell you il you
ride up to Doongar willage. But vou may
find him at Ganesha's shrine near where von
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shot the tger last night. Tl bet you one
rupee W an anna a word that you get no
intormation from him.”

Blair grdered his horse saddied and brought
to the tent with a mounted sars o follow him.
While he waited he searched his mind for
something else to say o Grayne, Buot it seemed
wiser to say nothing. He could hardly tell
lim about Taron Ling’s phenomenal tricks,
and what else was there o say? Suddenly he
saw Taron Ling in the distance. an a rock by
the track woward Doongar, apparently.sitting
wailing for him,

“Help yoursell to anything you need,” he
saidl to Grayne. Then mounted and rode
away, inte the scorclung wind,

Cﬁﬂprer Seven

Truth clothes henelf in mystery.
Wherever ye see a mystery, seek Truth;
and ye shall find it as ye found Hope,
which none might have known were it
not for despair.

=From the Ninth {unfinished) Book
of Noor Ali

HE Rajput attendant who rode behind

Blair sar splendidly, but his gray horse

betrayed the condition of the man's
wmiind, a weind nervousness passing [rom rider
to beast, The gray horse was as framtic as il
tigers were ubout. He [rightenced the bay
that Blair rode. But that did Blair good. he
had o get complete selfmastery in order to
comtrol the aninal,

A hundred vards “before they reached the
rock on which Taron Ling sat waiting the
Rajput’s gray  went  mad=plunged=reared =
{anjlt}:ntd Elrr::{r Blair's IE'H'I-I'S-I‘."EALH'IEHI. uniseated
him=broke & rein amd Dbolted as @i 20l the
devils of hell were [ollowing. Taron Ling
laughed. He was [rugal of laughter: one
scornful “Hah!®™ was all he needed to express
his kimd of amusemcnt. Then he jiem ped
from the rock and started walking rapedly, not
mmrd Doongar village b along a wind-
ing track that led toward the dry I'I'H‘:"I!'-hl.‘-[[
through sparse, hot qungle.

Blar [nllmmtd niding slowly in a cloud of
flies that were as persistent and disturbing as
his thoughts. He had no other weapon than
a light riding-whip, and he had an dcute pre-
maonition of danger. It occurred to him
icveral times to return to the camp for his
revolver, but he dismissed that thought after
considering . Taron Ling appeared also
unarmed, and might not wait for him.

He was not afraid of the man’s hypnotic
tricks, extraordinary though they were. He

felt fairly sure that. now he wis on guard,
such wricks would not succeed again. He had
definite orders o walk strught mto any trap_-
he might see, and he f¢le fquailf suire hie was
being® led into onc—cqually sure the Rajput

on the gray had thought so too, and had wel-
comed his horses panic a5 the lesser of two
evils. even if he had not deliberately en-

couraged the horse o bolt,

There was probably ot much danger. He
wik under observation: he had a wlegram in
his pocket that said so; if anything should hap-
pen to him, somébady would soon know about
it—follow up—rescue. He had a very small
sense ol his own prrmtm! importance in the
scleerue of things. He was a pawn in the
game, The game was playing, He kept Taron
Ling in sight until they came o the dry pool
in the river-bed where he had shot the tiger
the previous night,

It lonked difficrent by day. Night's lowve
liness was a dream thay had vamished, The
sun was well up. Shortening shadows lay on
quartz samd, bleached and drab, except where
it sparkled in sunlight: there the glare was
painful. There was some reliel [rom the chok.
ing hot” wind, because of the carve of the
tree-lined  groge that forimed the river-bed
beyond. Where Henrietta had descended n
the menonlight from the flank of Gaglajung
was a raw. dry scar of glaring boulders; and
the stone where he and she had sar was 2
supseorched lump of rodn, tmbled from a
dead hill. It resembled o wooth.

The remains of the tiger were biack wirth
fies, A deden vultures ook wing clumsilv—=
gorged. hlthy scavengers that had stripped the
dead brute’s bones as clean of flesh as the day
light Tiad seripped the scenc of womance. Gag:
Fajung. up aloft on che right. resembled dry
hewnes hreaking chrongh the back n-I o decziyi mg
hall.

Taron Ling. pausing in [ull sunlight and’
facing the govge. shouted one bell-like mone-
ayllable, as startling as a rfleshat It was
answered by another, like the bark of a wild
dog.

Owi from the throat of the gorge a man
came walking handsomely with a mountain-
cer's swing of the loins. He wore a ||;':u;'m:'|r
Lbowmd gray loin-cloth that revealed his righe
beg as high as the hip. bronzed and mus-
cular. He looked like a dancer of heioic
ballet parts, and carried a shory stick like a
marshal’s baton in his right hand, using that
to salute Taron Ling. but v Blair he made no
gesture of respect. although he walked up
close to the horse and peered at the rider's
face, His eyes were as satyr-like as a he goat's.”

"My chela,” said Taron Ling. “He will take
the horse now. He docs what [ ell him.”
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1E chela sewed the horse's rein, Common
riot-drill provided a very simple answer to
that impudence. But to have kicked the man
under the chin would not have revealed the
whereabouts of Henriema, Besides, i was of
punast importance to leam whar Taron Ling,
il Tollowed, might be able 10 reveal.
Rlair was :linost sure he saw & man's luoe
“peering between two rocks in deep shadow
an the fank of the gorge; there was more
than one chance in a.hundred that that might
be ome of the commssioner’s men,  JE omo, it
was At any rate a witness, who would report
what he had seen o someénne and set Fumar
moving: runwr owould privide a clue rhat
might be followed; so that, whatever might
happen, he would mn disappear as Frensham,
Henmema and Chetusingh had dope, leaving
o clue at all. It sceuwd wise to ignore the
chela’s action (g the moment; and it might

not be o bad wéa to lee Taron Ling think he -

had eswablished hypnotic control.

"Nou must come on oot now. He shall take
the harse back with a peesage,” sl Taron
Ling. .

“Mesage froom whomy”

“Froam you,”

“To sy where we're going?™

SHe will know whar o say.”

“Whatz™

“He already knows it.” He had forgoten w
mispronounce  English-—-spoke it excellently.

Two heads showed in the shadows, quite
distinctly, for & moment. With the ‘comer of
his cye Blair saw a hand steal like a snake's
head inwe the sunhght, spread all five fhngers
three times amd withdraw. He knew that sig-
nal==answered i, pushing his belmer o the
back of his hend and wiping his Torehead three
pinkes with a handkeichiel, -

It was sate to go forwanl; the Department
was ol the warch and would learn whatever
happened. An involuntary shuodder crept up
his sping amd along his shouvlders, but he
conirived to appear asuval. He llicked Hies
off Ius face with his handkerchiel, then reed
has wight loot lrom the stirmp.

“Well," he sapd, “l'm ourioas. [l go with
you."”

He dismounted. The ghela led the horse
away in the direction ofvMhe camp without
waiting for funther orders. Blair fele glad he
had left Grayne in charge. Whatever: verbal
message the chela might deliver, even Grayne
was hardly likely 1w accept it without suspicion
if there was nothing in writing. Grayne might
not be the kind ol man who seizes responsi-
bility and acts swifltly on suspicion, but he
would either dewain the chele or else send a
servant of two o check up.

“I am ready. Which way?"
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Taron Ling immediately wurned his back
and ledd upgorge to the footpath that Blair
had maken the wnight hefore with Henrieita
toward the shripge where the mad hormit
had blessed the ugerskin, Taron Ling, oo,
hmdd the stride of a mountaineer; he climbed
fast. Blair wok his own Ume about follow
g, and ler lim wait ar frequent intervils.

He had a hall-hope of gewing word with
opé ol the men whom he could distinctly
hear fnllowing through the jungle on either
flank of the gorge. They were making too
much moise, and there was no oeed, a8 he saw
it, Lor more than one at the moment; he wounld
have liked w send wpe of them back to the
camp with a mesage o Grayne, He even sat
down bor a rest, several times, hoping one of
the men would orecp up close, but they kepl
their distance, winting when he waired.

Taron Ling showed o impatignce and no
inchimation to talk, nntl at last Blair stepped
out on the level ledge where the shrine nestled
sgamst an almese sheer cdiff. There was no
sign of the mad hermit, but the Bat Brahmin
in ireshly laundered white urban and loin-
cloth came borward o meet them, He scemed
to have heen waiting within the.shrine, he ap-
wared so suddenly. He grected Taron Ling
1i|.¢ an nld ai:qunim:unw and eyed Blair curi-
ously, as il apprausing his clothes for their
valuc, In his eyes wus the insolent audacity
al the professional blesing and cursing-mon-
ger, hard with avarice and with experience
of human gullibility.

He allered Blair no greeting but wirned his
back and led toward the shrine, Tarom Ling
falling behind, so that Blair walked berween
the wo men wotl they reached the shrine
and the Bat-Brahmin [aced about in the dim
EnLrance.

There was an argument then, The Bax
wanted Blair o take s hoots off. He lifved
ane bare foof repeatedly, smiting the sole with
the flat af his hand; but Taron Ling ridiculed
him and lor a minute or two dhey looked
like coming to hlows, pa ing each other such
scurrilous compliments that at Jast Blair in-
tervened to reseore peace. The dispute had
served his présent purpose; he had waned in
the dim shrine entrance long enough for the
commissioner’'s men, 1w watch which way he
took and who was with m, The Bat-Brah-
min, as a netorious characeer, could hardly be
in!prmrcd o as a link in a chain of evidence.

He had no abhjection o removing his hoots,
He had often done that in religious buildings.,
But it occwrred oo im w see what Tarmon
Ling would do if he refused; so he ordered
the Bat-Erahmin out of the way and told
Taron Ling to lead on . Taron Ling shoved
the Bat aside roughly. The Bat screamed
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like & beast, his outraged cyes almost popped
from his head, but he thought bewer of strik-
ing back although he raised his right hand. He
entered last, muttering obscenities with 1

that slobbered malice. He had mwad cyes. He
seemed to be on the verge of an epilepric fie.
Taron Ling kept calling him names that might
have made even a sanc manm macd with anger.

HE shrine was not ncarly large enough
to be called a temple, but it had beawti-
ful Auted columns and s walls were oovered
with carvings of the Hindu pantheon. the
greater part of them monstrously obscene o
western eyes. . There was an ulmmphcﬂ ol
peace, ‘a reck of faded Rowers, o heavy silence
and. in the gloom at the rear amid the dim
ness of smoky oil-lamps. the genial image of
the god Ganesha, elepbanttrunted, poi-hel
lied, comperent of judgment  The old mad
hermit sav beside the image. oo mad oo
meditative to notice anyone excent the Hat,
at whom his éves smiled like a childs who
sees his mother.
The back wall of the shrine was the moun:
tain fock that had been quarried porpends-
cular and carved like the rest of the walls k
wis impossible to see into the soot-black
shadow behind the image. but It seemed
strange. that the image should be set forth frdm
‘the wall. It stood three feet forward from it
Taron Ling's irreverence secmed more than
“caswal: he even spat on the Hoor at the foot
of Ganesha, But it was rather a serious mat-
ter for a police oficer in uniforn o invade
such a place without definite mders 1 do it
and Blair hesitated, pecning into the gloom,

until he saw that behind the image the pock:

will had been lelt uncarved.

There was a smooth place, of lighter color,
of the same size as the image. Ar the baswe of
the wall there remained a projecting ledge
of the same height and width as the built up

base in front of it on which the image actually

rested and looked lke an afterthought, In the
rock wall. curiously placed amid the carvings,
there were two big [onged iron rings of ancieny
make and no obvious purpose. Blair, as he
followed Taron Ling into the gloom, stumbled
and nearly fell over a coil of thick rope.
Then there was another altercation with
the Bat, who changed his mind about per-
mitting sacrilege.  He screamed at Taron
Ling. He tried o get in his way. Taron
Limg tnok him roughly by the singlet and
tore it as he hurled him backward casily with
one hand. According to Hindu religious law
there is no worse crime than to strike a Brah-
min, and Bats claim Brahmin privileges, But
* the old hermit took no notice, and there were
no other witnesses, The bat stood aside, glar-

©w be miwed or wo closely cxamined,
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ing and muttering. with the light from the en
trance making nm look half human and hall
shadow. Taron Ling sprang to the ledge be
hind Ganesha, placing a hand on the image
to steady himscll. He offered his other hand
ta help Blair, Blair thought he detected move-
ment, but he was not sure. He accepted Taraon
Ling's hand, and at he hauled himself up o
the ledge. he too placed his hand on the back
of the image. It did move. 1t rocked. almost
imrtnrptihly. It restesd,  evidently, on a
raller, or malless, of stone or iron. Thowe rings
in the wall were for the rope. Ganesha's
image coulil he hauled back far against the
wall and probably one_man. or at any rate
twir, conled do L -

Then the reason why revealed isell. Taron
Ling stnod astride of a durk hale, oval shaped
and smooth edged—an undiscoverable hole to
whnever regards a sacred image as a thing not
Taron
Ling thrust a leg in the hole o show that
there were steps bencath it. He tugged Blair's
aim and signed o him o ge down,

“Go ahead,” Blar ordered,

He obeyed. For a moment Blair hesitated,
Why' not return to the entrance and try to
signal to the men, whose job it was to keep
him under observation, to come out of the
jungle and follow? He could have donesthat

in less than a minue, Not o do it was o

add to the risk _he.was running. However, he'.
decided those men probably knew their busi-
ness or they would not have been picked for
the job, and Taron Ling. with an arm up
thraough the hole, seized his right foor o
guide it downward to the top step. As long™
as Taron Ling was in [ront. not behind him,
the edds were enough in his favor o make the
risk worth taking. 50 he went into the hole.
not sgueering through oo easily, and he dis-
covered by their feel that the steps were of
rough-hewn rock. irregularly spaced, descend-
ing at a steep angle. He was thirsty, He wished
he had had a drink before he started out,

He could see backward up through the
hole, but not downward. When he hesitated,
Taron Ling from beneath took his fept and
wied to guide it. but Blair kicked the hand
away. Neither man spoke. The heat was
suffocating,. The dust of dry batdung rose
with an acnd stench. Blair st and pgroped
downward one step at a time, beating his
hands against the stone from time o time o
get the ba-filth off his Gngers.

Trying to judge how far he had gone, he
;t,:umx'd upward and saw the Bat-Brahmin's

ce—or he supposed it was his—a silhouerte
framed in the eggshaped hole. After that it
grew suddenly darker—then totally dark, and
when he looked upward he could see nothing

-
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at all. The Bat had closed the opening. Taron
Ling laughed, but the sound had no over
oo if was muirihless,

Then darkness became full of dreacd. Blar
struck a match. Excitement glared in Taron
Lings eves, The mawch burned Blair's ingers.
He struck another, trying to see upward.

“Can you open that from belows” he de-
manded,

“Mn”

“Is there another way owt:”

N

TAny  warcee”

"an,“

The frar ol thirst strikes panic Hlair started
to chimb wpward. but Tarom Ling's hand
clutched bis ankle. He Licked band, The
man clung: he had the strensth of a gorilla,

“You obey,” said his voice in the-dark, “or
vour dlie”

LAIR sat on & step and struck another

match, It showeed him Taron Ling's [ace,
sweal-wet, grinning with mrention.  Muornder?
Wit [ord Monevd He had aone,

“What da yon want?” he demanded. Then
the match went out. He struck  another;
there were eight or nine remaiming.

I will bave obedience ™ said Taron Ling,
He let go of Blair's ankle and descended back-
wards on hands sind kness inw ootal darkness.
When the mareh burned our he spoke:

“Obev me and bive, Deobey me and die,
You think”—his voice throbhed and hoomed—
“that you were [nllowed here. because you
saw a signal. You believe thrse men will
come for youn. ch? They are Wu Tu's men
and Zaman Ali's. 1 taught them the polioe
signals. s it likely 1 should take such pains
to trap you, and ucglect that? The commis-
sioner’s men and Howlands men—nh yes, yes,
I know Howland—=have been misled. That was
a livtle silly easy mater. You are at my
mierey.” '

“What do vou want?” Blair repeated. D
wis nie use wishing he had not come. It was
mo wse waiting until thist should begin o
porture himi, He must use his wits while he
had any left. and that necessity brgan .o re.
store his seli-control,

"You obey me, not Wu Tu,” sand Taron
Ling’s voice.

Thoughts raced through Blair's brain, Why
had Taron Ling deliberately quarteled with
the® Bat-Brahmin? Had there been no other
way of inducing the man o haol the image
back over the hole and shut them in? As lor
thirst—his mouth was alrcady dry from lear
and the hewt and the stench of bathlth=
Taron Ling. 100, would feel that presently.
Judgment, he knew, and logic are among the

first of the human faculties that wilt and
vamish under the strain of trespass  amid
psvchic aris that deccive no one more than
the practitioner, All competent  pobicenmen
know that. But even a professed ocoultise,
persuaded by his own hyponotic skill thar he
was abiiest superhuman, would be unlikely
dti'!.' thirst, MNot even a madman would des
that, Taron Ling did not scem 1o be quite
mad-—-yet: the road where madness lies in
wait 1 sometimes long and devious.

He struck another match. Out of the dark-
ness sometlung fell into his lap. It was a
lunwan skull, .

"hszems have oied in here” said Tarn
Ling’s voice. "This is the sccret way o Gaglas
jung that Rangeet betrayed o the three kings.”
He tossed up another skull, then annther.
Blair hurled one skull back into the darknes:

"Damn your cyes,” he answered, "get go-

ing. What's your game? You know a way

out. that's elwious” He realized quite sud-
denly, and wondered why he had not realised
before, that the quarrel had Leen deliberately
tinned to make the Bat close up the hole as an
act of revenge. Possibly the Bac did not know
of another way out. Probably he resented the
d'scovery of a secret that he and his antece
dent impastors in office had kept for centurics.

Whatever the scorct might be, probably the
Bat hod welcomed an excuse o congeeal it
again, and let the intruders die parched in
the dark. Conceivably the Bat had been
induced 1o reveal the secret in the [yt in-
stance—or perhaps the mad hermit had been
induced o reveal it<by means of one ol
Taron Ling’s. hypnotic tricks. Such tricks
bring reaction in their wake. Anger some.
tmes hreaks hypnotic spells; it might have
stirred the Bat's evident macdness to revoll and
revenge, Taron Ling would surgly not have
run that risk unless he knew, or thought he
kunew, a way of cscape. '

Blair's own competenily governed anger be-
gan to come to his rescue. Why should he
have been picked for this job—he of all people
—he who rmﬁl all lllin;: that ¢an not be
stated in plain speechi The commissioner
had chosen him, knowing his prejudice. Why?
Wu Tu had dared w try w hypnotize him,
Why him? Why had Henrictta treated him as
if he were a disappointing fool without wi
or understanding? What the devil did this
beast Taron Ling mean by taking such pains
o pursue and trap him? Why him? What did
it all mean? He would find out. Forward,
into the trap. Obey orders!

“Go on!” he commanded. “Lead the wayl”

There was a sort of vertigo, as he resisted a
mesmeric effort 1o make him see things in the
dark. He threw that of. He went forward,
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downward, with a hand on either wall and his
riding whip ready for action.

“Carefull” warned Taron Ling's voice. ™
is danger!” :

"Face it then!™ he retorted, fghtingangry.
He mcant to hit the man if he could reach
him.

A hght in the dark would be bewer than
vicws of invisible things thar crowded the
darknes, as they do i dreams, memeornes-
spaccless, void, inmtangible—the tger, the
shrine, the Bacs face, the Hermit™s,” Wa Tu's
eyes, the old Rangar and the pod Ganesha, the
commissinner's iron-gray smile—and then Hen-
ricita,

“Go on!™ he commanded. He would not
ask questions. He would make the man show
b, g

He wod on a rolling bone and  almaost
fell, striking his spur upon the last step.
He sat down and removed his spurs, began 1w
thrust them i lus pocket but threw them away
savagely. They lclll a prodigious distance; it
secmed a munute belore he heard them strike
an reck benesth him. Then he heard Taron
Ling up above him in fron, scambling over
loose stomes, some of which RIL aod re
measured the dcplll of the lL‘iI‘l’.IItI.n o his
lelt hanwd,

He thrust outward o the right with the
riding whip and touched nothing. Groping
with his foor,
I.1‘||J|‘.'H!d ]'I:lll Hl,. J'.lul.-l,.l:l 1! LN It rl.ll ||L|: H
human thigh-bong. He threw it away to the
right, It fell whatseemed an endiess drstance
before he heard it sirike botvom. ]'..'rnlcmlj
|'I.l.." was 00 4 ledge between two precipicoes, and
he hated precpices. He got down on his hands
and knees and crawled forward, The ledge
was irregular. In one place it was less than a
foot wide; but it was only about twenty feet
long and he soon found a rough, sloping
ramp at the end that led sharply upward.
Remembering there were - lomse stones, he
crawled wp that carefully, pausing, whenever
he was sure af his hold, o listen for Taron
Ling> But he reached smooth, level rock with-
out overtaking the man. Then he stond up
and reached out his arms in all directions,
touching nothing.

There was wo sound. He went lorward,.
feeling his way with the riding-whip. Within
a minute he bad lost sense of direction, For-
ward, backward, it was all the same Ghom-
less, dark silence. Then he saw the monster
coming toward him—the same greenseved head
and belly on eight writhing arms that had
approached him in front of the wnt, 10 i had
been real-il he had thought it was real, he
oomld have faced 1t with less horror. He
groped for his mawches, and struck one. The

Here

he found the bone that had

thing vanishcd, Taron Ling stood grinning at
himy, ten Feer away. |

The match gave him a glimpse of cavern
walls before it burned ow and’ Taron Ling
spoke,

You are helpless!™

“Am 07" He charged, siriking out with his
whip. He struck air twice, and with the third
hlow struck home, following that with his left
fist. Them Lie belt himsell cutched in frenzied
fingers, so he kicked Taron Ling's heel out
from under him. They fell wgether, and he
heard Taron Ling's heaxd strike the mock
Howop; then the clurch of his hngers relaxed and
he lay sill

Anather match. There was bl an the
rock. Taron Ling lay dead, with a broken
skull, with one eve open. Six matches lein
Silence. Dreadlul darknes. Then a Huttering
blow in the lace, [t stank. A bhat had struck
fuim.

How do the bats ger our ol here? he wans
dered.

He wiped the smell of the bat off his face
and then stepped out with both hands
stretched in front of hem until he lound the
cavern wall. He lelt he had slain a2 monster,
niot @ human being. But what next, alone in
all that durkncss? '

HEN he had tound the cavern wall by
groping, Hlur counted his  remaning
mntches, Six. He stinck one, He could nat
aftord enough light 10 search Taron Ling's
clothing. The match revealed two dark open-
ings, almost oppositc each other. He had com-
pletely fost sense of direetion: in the siruggle
Iaron Ling had fallen sidewnys, not back-
wards, so that the position of his Laody afforded
na clue. He chose the wrong direction and
nearly lell down the ramp up which he had
scrambled five minutes belore. That increased
his state of panic, but he fowund the wall
"IE_III'I andl felt his way atu.mg it i the other
opening, rescrving his remaining matches for
emergency. It was absalutely pitch-dark. He
coitld see nothing—naot even his hand before
his eyes. There was not even an awdible
echo until he groped his way out of the cavern
and inte the tunnel Then the echa of his
fontfall began w rumble along ahead of him,
as jf the tunnel were crowded with hurrying
man,

Whistling is one of the ways by which a man
can recover his sell-oomiral. He tried i, and
his firse effort was merely a whisper, because
his lips were dry. The whisper made a sound
in the tunnel like a soft wind, That suggesied
another thought. He wetted one finger as well
as his lips, and held up the finger. There
was a perceptible, although very slight cur- .



The golden obpects were as weirdly shaped aa
the most fantastic designs of a Futurist sculptar.
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rent of air. There must be an opening some-
where. His second attempe 1o whistle  was
shrill and off key: the sound wemt shricking
an immeasureable distance, that might be
miles or might be an illusion due to the for-
mation  af ﬁi: tunnel, the state ol his own
nerves, and the durkness, -

As the hollow shriek lnded and died, it e
sembled a murmur ol human voices very [ar
alff. It eccurred o him then forp the hra time
that v likely there were other lein the
cavcmTlI m,rﬂicy TUET {urlainll;euhxpw heard
him. - Taron Ling's behavior was explanable
i) thal suppul-lllun Tt was incredilsle that he
conld haw: wel his trap sn well without some
organized asmistance. He had boasted that the
- watchers, whom Blair had mistaken for the
commissioner’s or Howland's undercover men.
were Wo Tu's agents; and thar was eonoeiv.
ably wrue. If so, others of Wu Tu's agents
might be walting at a rendezvous for Taron
Ling and perhaps also for himsell. for some
reason mot ver evident

Aguming that 1o be true. Tarom Ling’s
motive could be guessed at. Both he amd Wu
Tu had used hypnotic methods Taron Ling
had used a kind of third degree. w create a
.mental condition quite Lamiliar to psvcholo
gists, in which the victim does what he is tndd.
He had then demanded ahedience to himeelf,

n Pli{l.‘ of Wu Tu. She, in Bombay, alen had
insisted on obedience,

That mipht even mean, although it was ine
probable almaost to the point of impossibility,
that Wu Tu hersell was somcewhere in the
cavernms, and that she and Taron Ling were
false allics, at secrel cross-porposes.  Anviow,
more than probably there was a very definite
reason why Taron Ling had behaved as he
did. Presumahbly he, Blair Warrender, i some
way was important in the schemes of 2 num
ber of people, who might e expocting him.
In the circumstances thal wes an encouriging
thought, amd he whistled again, then showred,
“Koi hai?”

The showup weni lhl:ndﬁrmg along the tug-

nel like the voice of a multitude, until the
words lost shape and died away at last in a
hollow murmur—oi-ai—orai—oi-al. There “was

no answer, He waited until the ensuing silence,

became as terrifving as the darkness and he
knew he must go forward or lose all coonmand
of himself. The echo of his first lootstep made
him jump nearly out of skin. He knew then
exactly how third-degree witnesses feel. He
craved even Taron Ling's company.

He spread his arms on the invisible wall and
pressed his whole body against it hecause he
felt there was a precipice behind him, al
though he knew there was not. He drove his
toes against the wall, as if he stood on a
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narrow lodge with his heels oo nothing, Fran-
tically he Fuught -against thought, learing he
might begin to see things in the dark and go
maed.

But the thouglit of Hénrieita imuruded, in-
gisted and won. Where was Henrietta? Had
they hrought her to these-caverns? If so was |
she enduring this silent darknes? Could he
find her? He must Gind her. There was no
other picture than Henrietta in his mind
after that=Henrictta on the rock in moo-
light—Henrietta in Rombay amid the colored .
garden-party lanterns—Hennietia at Ganesha's
whrine, garlanded amid the shadows, warching
a macd hermit bless o gperskin—=Henrieta with
hands over her eyes (but he could see the eyes .
throuph the hands) in the chair in tront of his
1eni—

He did mot dunk of himsell any more, He
thought only ol her, Gradoally the terror
eeosemeed its grip. 1t left him teeling weak-
kneed but in command of his «wenses He began
o move forward very slawly, groping his way .
alomg the wall with his left hand,
feeling he was non alone, becanse the picture
ol Henrietta in bis thought was-so clear and
persistent. There wan a weind, exciting. nery-
nus bue not too terrible sensation of following
Henricera intee the heare of a mivetery.  The
echnes of his own Inotsteps almose made him
think he heard her. He remembered specu
lations sich as all men make al one time or
anther.  Daeath, aned grapiveg one's way into
life after death, might be like this.

But he stopped alter hity or sisty careful
paces and leaned on the wall again. That
mental image of Henrictia was becoming 1o
real. He was beginning o imagine himsell
desd and i the nexy world, He was losing
his ming. 50 he swnod perfectly still. hardly
breathing, o ler the echoes die away in si-
lece,

He tried o borce limsell o think. Here
he was, a paliceman. with a definite job, in
a bad predicament What was the sane thing
tn do? Goshack? Climb those steps and try 1o
vhncalin's image [rom heneath? e
could nat unagine himself doing it, nor could
he drive the picture of Henrictta (rom his
mind. She was sommewhere on ahead of him,
She must be. Without knowledge or reason
he kneéw that, and felt an irresistible impulse
o go forwand and find her,

THHSE last echoes were a long time dying:
They appeared even o grow stronger.
There was something added to them—some-
thing with a slap in it that, he knew alterward,
should have instantly informed him. It was
probably more than a minute—an eternity
foreshortentd -before he suspected the sound

almyost
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of feer in loose slippers approaching. He nearly
froze then, into immobility.

When he [orced himsell 1o move, his hand
trembled so that he could hardly get a match
out of the box. However, he struck one at
last. It gave him a glimpse of a tunnel that
seemed partly natural and partly hewn through
onyx or some similar formation, The sound of
the approaching [ootsteps ceased before the
match went owt. He stood still, listening,
with the picture of the weirdly colored tunnel
gradually fading Irom his eves.

He could hear nothing. But after a minute,
or perhaps two minutes, dim light crept to-
ward him along the left-hand wall of the tun-
nel, at a point some distance off, where it
curved to the righ: and sloped upward. The
light was not gquite steady. He felt reasonably
sure it came [rom an electric torch in some-
one's hand. It grew no stronger, and moved
no [arther along the twnnel wall: and be-
. cause of the curve of the wall it left a diag
onal zone of total darkness. It might be pos-
sible o creep along that dark zone unseen.
and to peer around the curve before showing
himsell. He decided to make the attempt,

But his nerves were in no shape lor still
hunting: it was very difficult to move without
making a noise. He tried 10 move on liptoe,
but his sinews trembled. At the first souud
he made, the light was swirched off suddenly.
He made a dash for it then, awakening a
thousand booming echoes and reaching the
opposite wall while the distance to the right-
hand curve was still sharply impressed on his
mind.

By gmp-:'nf his way along the wall he reached
the bulge of the curve almost before the pic-
ture of it had laded [rom his eyes. There he

waited, hardly breathing, Rattencd against the

wall; and after a long wait the light came on
again, There was a perceprible sound; he
thought he recopnized the faint click of the
switch of an electric torch. But it might be
a trigger.

He lay down then, as close to the wall as he
could crowd himsell, and very pradually
crawled until he could see around the corner.
Someone was holding a powerful light at the
top of a long slope. He appeared to be
aittin; and holding the light on his knees to
keep it steady. Not improbably he had a fre
arm in the other hand, but it was impuossible
to sce beyond the light; it had a big lens and
might be electric, or even an acctylene bicycle
lamp. It revealed the floor and walk of the
sharply rising tunnel in minute detail, includ-
ing a huge zigzag shadow that crossed the Aoor
from side to side and seemed o indicate a
chasm. It looked like a split caused by an
earthquake.

He memorized its position carelully, £sli
mating the number of steps he should take o
reach it. He judged ‘there would be a jump
of about for or five [eet to be made. wp-hill,
at the narrowest part ol the chasm near where
it touched and spliv the right-hand wall. It
would be a desperate j.ump to have to take if
the man should switch the' light off. :

“Ko: hai?™ he shouted, and then hugged
the foor, pressed Aar, half expecting a bullet.

He could not catch a word of the answer
because it was all confused echoes. He
could not even tell what language it was
spoken in, although it was certainly not
English. It was a short amywer—six or eight
words. Then the light was switched off, and
when it reappeared it had grown dim in the
distance,

He got to his feet in a hurry: he copld no
longer see the chaim in the middle of the
upward slope of the wnnel Roor; there was
merély an unsteady pale light up abave and
beyond. to show that someone who carried
the light was moving away rapidly. If he was
expected Lo follow, there was no time (o waste.

e started to climb up the slope on hu
hands and knees. 1 was quite dark when he
reached the chasm; he had to [eel [or it Gro
ing for the [ar edge with his riding-whip
discovered that the ﬁlﬁ was wider than he
had estimated. He could just touch the edge
with the end of the whip. and: it was three or
three-and-a-half feet” higher than the place
where he must jump off. Measuring again and
fecling about’in the dark for a narrower place,
he dropped the riding-whip. It seemed like
an ¢ternity before the echo of its [all came
cracking upward, and the very echo seemed
to stink ol death.

To hesitate then would be [atal, he knew
that, Thirst was beginning 10 torture him,
and he knew his nerve would give way il he

ave it half an opportunity. He set both fect on
%hl: brink of the chasm and sprang so violently
that hik feet slipped backward. reducing the
impetus  He fell waist high on the upper ledge
with his hngers scrambling madly at smeoath
rock and his legs dangling in the chasm. He
could touch nothing with his feet; they
seemed to weigh a ton apiece and to be
dragging him downward, but his fingers found
a crack in the rock and he held on,

Little by little he worked himsell upward
until he lay panting with his feet on solid
rock. He lay there until pain in his fingers,
knees and elbows grew mibre acute than the
imagination of the danger he had just escaped.
He had broken nothing but he was skinned
and bruised. He crawled on upward, rising
to his feer before he reached the summit
because near the top of the slope he could
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s¢e the light again, very dim in the distance.

It ocowrred o um then to wait there and
see what huppened, But the suflocating hea,
emotion, and lhis own efforig had dred his
mouth and throat wuntil the thirst was almost

vnendurable, Like all men who have had -

previous experience of thirst, he dreaded tha
more than any other form ol trment.

He caught himsell wondering what he would
pay for a drink—o what exient he would be-
tray hamsell, s [riends and his principles in
arder 1o ger one. Had he any principles? He
woubd sell his soul For a drink, and no bones
about i, Could a man sell his own soul under
torture? Would the bargain hold? He would
have w hnd thae oue. And Hennettad Damn
all intieion! Wit bad  the commssioner
called it—eyewnihed Ligy thinking! He had
pursued a mirage of Henmeta,

He was glad it was o murage, He did not
wisli try Mool Derr=ppnt  rocs “'hjr ol B
cunse what damned right had she o see bim
i this condition? She was only entigled oo
see him as he cheee to show himsell—Rilair
Warrender, determined, resolute, secreuve,
capiin of his son] and masier of his e witl-
in the limits imposed by the Indian Penal
Code, his oath of service and the various acts
anil dlecrecs ol the viceroy in council,

He would much mather parade himself
naked in the Bycnlla Club and take the oon-
sequences than let Henrietta see him lacking
i sell-control.  Why? Damned il he knew
why, Forward-fecling slightly, better, more
angry, less bewildered, very angry indecd with
Henriewa, Damp her, why couldn’t she have
wld him what she knew, nr what she guessed,
when he gave her the apportunity?

Chapier Eight

Ye whao are prondly intellectual de.
clage with scorm that there is na such
thing as sorcery, Like Lell-wethers, that
again and again unbarmed have smelt
and seen the shambles, ve mislead multi-
tudes. On your heads be it ve who know
so much, yet know not how, for instance,
courteout and kindly men are maddened
to make war on onc ansther; or how
panic is impnsed upon the bold and gen-
eraus, Ye admit ve kiow not, Chemasory
and electricity were sorcery aloretime,
Was sorcery then in those davs nothing,
until a few inguired into the secrets, and
then many learmed and it became not
sorcery? It whaiever ye know not, there-
fore nothing? Superstition 5 [ear of un-
known [orces. Sorcery i the use of un-
known [orces, Unknown forces are the
means by which a few deceive a mului-

tude; and ye proud mockers ol the g
norant, who say that sorcery 15 nothing,
ve were betver busied sceking whay it is,
instead of lazily neglecting to destroy
that verl ol signamnce belincdl which sor-
cerers, | tell you, labor. vigiluntly.

= =From the Second of the Nine Books

of Noor Ali.

LAIR'S EYES began v grow accus

pomed o the dumness as he [olhswed

the man with the light. not attempting
i overlake him, He did try w shout w him
once, but his parched throat made anly un-
intelligible sounds and it seemed stupd w
repeat the eftort, much wiser o reserve his
remiaining energy” His thirst was increased by .
a weind senmsation ol Demng under water at
great depth. His dothes and  riding-hoos
felt like a heavy divingsuit. There should be
no sownd under water, but the hollow ecloes
somchdw or other incressed (he sugpestion,
Bats, occasionally glimpsed, were like swilt
fish swamnnng,

The wnnel wound like a snake, It woas oor
tainly hewn ou amnd widened in phices, bue ot
appeared to follow what enginally was- a
watercourse in the heart of the mounwain, al-
though there was not a trace ol dampness
There began o he a lot of stalagmite formas
tion that wok [anwstic shapes like he faces
of monstrous men ind animals The Boor of
the twnnel was flthy with Iuos' exereta, The
dust was stillimg; it made breathing difficule.
Ihe dust kicked up by the man abead hung
spgpended in oair, and the light H!I'[H!'ﬂl’ﬂl
through that“ss dim as moonlight on the sea
foor,

He had lost all sense ol time, disuinee and
direction when the light at last began o grow
stromeer. It was sull dim wich dust, but more
golden and suggested :la}'l]ﬂhl Presently he
felt fresher air on his face That revived lim
a little, althaugh the air was dry and hot and
if anything it increased his thirst. There was
such a singing in his cars that he could hardly
hear his own footsteps.

When he stood stll for a moment he could
hear nothing aherd of him in the wunnel,
When he wemt on again he discovered the
twnnel made two sharp turns, which might
acenunt for his nat heartng the ather man’s
footsteps, The second turn hronght him face
1 face with brilliant sunlight that poured
through & huge langed break in the mountain
wall, like a3 monster's mouth, two or three
hundred feer away and hiliv feet ahove him.

Dazzled by the ghmpse of blue sky, he could
see almost. nothing else for a2 moment. There
was a big boulder almost blocking the mouth
ol the tunnel; he sl in the shadow of that
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and leaned against it protecing his eyes,

with both hands. The ferce light looked
ligquid where it met the foor—a layer of
ligguiel silver oo seot-black ink, Dust particles
in the air mcreased the sugpestion of sedi-
ment lormed on the foor of a pond Aler a
while he traced a winding track across the
sool-black Hoor, ot led [rom the tunnel out
of which he had come, toward what looked
like blackened masonry on the far side. The
track had evidenily been made by huwman
fowntseeps, But why did o curver

Some of the blackness changed 1o ash-gray
as he stared at it He began to be able to see
the discolored walls of a cavern. Scon afler
that he discovered that his hands were black-
ened by something rescmbling soot. 5o was
his clothing. The walls of the cavern took
shadowy shape, and though he could not see
the roofl he could guess at the size of the
place. It was not enormous—perhaps sixty of
sevenly leet loug by a hundred wide. fome-
thing hung from the roofl: apparently it was
W blackened chiam, with rustred  showing
through a covering el soot: it suggested a trap-
door up there. or at any rate some kind of
"i‘l'lf‘llil'll,

Almost suddenly it ocowrred to him thar he
might be beneath the keep of Caglajung. This
might be the place where munitions—more
probably frewood=had been stored. Such a
foriress would weed enormous quantities of
el in cuse of sicpe. 11 the legend were troe;
il KRangeet's consort aciually had imanolated
hersell and her women rather than surrender
the place. what casier way had she than o
set fire 1o the store of luelf That would have
served u double purpose by preventing the
ihree Kings lrom forcing an entrance through
e scorer Lnnel, suppasing i were true that
Ranjeer under totture had betraved its secret.

HERE were signs everviwhere of the effects

ol treneendous heat. He ook the wimiliug
tiack wcross the Aoor and las feet fell in almost
silemce on a thick carper of chareoal and
ashies, He discovered then why the track was
1Rl %l |:|,|_q||t: it avoided lumps of blackened
wiwnl, and other things, There was a skull,
lor imstance. as black ss charooal, grinnin
upward with blackened teetl: It was a m:nﬁ
skull and might be a womans. There were
hlackene] rilvbone. He detecied abour hall
of 2 human spine In another place a fore-
arm and part of a hand. as black as ebony,
lay on something that looked hke a half
Burngd stump ol a siern tree.

Swepping incaubously as he stared abou
e, he tod on a thigh-bone that cracked
pind crumbled into dust, Acnid ash-dust rose
freom beneath his feel, however carefully he

walked. It nearly choked him. He was hall
blinded by it before he reached the lar sade,
but he could see that the dijgcolored masonry
had cracked asethe result of hre: enough ol
it had lallén to leave a gap through which it
was casy o pass without touching the sides.
Until he approached it closely the gap looked
like a Huke of sunlight on the blackened wall,
Actually light shone throngh the gap. There
was g sensation s of sorneone Jurking in
wail on the lar side. But by that time he
would have plunged through fire in the hope
of finding water anywhere beyond it

He had passed a whole night without sleep.
He had killed a man in gruesome citcum-
stances and had suffered horrors of imagin-
tion, But his ravening thirst was worse than
all that. If he had known for a fact that
ten men lurked in ambush, and thar they -
tended to tear him in pieces, he would never
the less have gone forward.

He stepped through amd found himsell in
what was once a rock-hewn temple naturally,
formed of stalactite and stalagmite, some ol
which had been fantastically carved into semi
human shapes. The place was quite small. At
the far end was a huge lingam on an altar olo
stalagmite. Beside that was a wide doorway
with remains of the decayed woodwork still
wedged into slots in the smooth rock wall,
Almost staggeringly unexpected, stock-still in
the doorway, waiting for hun, staring at him,
stood Zaman Ali, in a thin cotton shin, with,
a knife an his waist. His face was filthy with
sweal-streaked soot. He had a revalver in one
hand, and in the other he carried an engi-
necr’s electrie lantern that had an enormous
lens. He fashed the Light on, foll in Blair's
face

“So you oome alone!™ he sxid in Puasho,
rather indisunctly, He, oo, hd dust inoa
dry throat, “Mashallah, this world is full of
wonders! Allah’s will be done=but have you
mbbed me of the chance 10 be the agent ol
id Where o Taron Lings™

Blair could not have forced himsell 1o
speak intelligibly. His throat was buming.
But he would not have answered in any event,
He was actually less conscious of thirst now
that he had a concrete enemy to tackle, There
wag not much risk of Laman Al wsing the
revolver—not if Zaman AL, as seemed certain,
wanied bom there in the heart of a mownt:in
alive, for some purpose or other. He craved
Walir, l..!mll-rl-l:I:l|:|.1l'!|r Zaman Ali knew where
water could be foumd, and that was the lirst

lem, but it might not be wise o let the
Alghan know how seriows it was. He tried w0
close his lips, breathe calmly and lenk like
a man with information and resources in re-
serve as le strode “toward him.
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Zaman Ali laughed, It was a smarl and a
sneer combined, but there was humor in it=
cruel humor that anticipated wrinmph. *“There
are streams of dhal water,” he said, "in para-
dise. So it is written, There is water of secret
springs in this grave of devils. Thirst is
stromger than devils. It is stronger than [ear
or wisdom,”™

He stood aside. Through the wide doorway

at his back came three of the men whom Blair

had seen at Wu Tu's in Bombay. One was the
owner of the brown-and-white shoet and the
blackjack, who had looked absurd in striped
socks. He was wearing the shoes now; th
were filthy and so was his shire. He was wilg
eyed with excitement.

“Have you a weaponrs™ he asked in English,
snapping the words out, peering into Blair's
face. “No,” he said over his shoulder, “he
has no weapon.” Then he produced the lirtle
blackjack from inside his shirt. He i!appr:d it
on the palm of his left hand, “1 have this,”
h: said, showing his teeth. “You are acquaint-

with i e%mn Are vou thirsty? He
!:I:pptd. the weapon on his hand a second
time. “If you are already very thimsty. that is
a simplification. We had thought we might
be forced to wait until tomorrow, There is
no water exactly here. Do you want any? [
could get it”

"Where is Taron Ling?” repeated Zaman Al

Blair stood silent. The man with the black-
jack was of a perfectdy familiar type. He was
capable of any crugity: equally incapable of
sympathy or real courage. There was nothing
an earth to be gained by arguing with him.
He was within reach. It might have been pos-
sible to knock him out with a sudden hook to
the jaw, or o wip and {all on him: but to
attempt to do either, and Fail, was o invite
intelligent hut bestial revenge. Zaman Al
was the only real man in sight. A rogue, yes.
A ruthless, sly, not improbably treacherous,
and certainly shameless scoundrel. But a
man. Well hidden, but discoverable some-
where in his charactéer were principles for
which Zaman Ali would be willing to die in
his boots. All the others were human jackals.
Blair strode up to Zaman Ali and the Alghan
understood tha:‘lperfeclly He nodded,

“Aye.,” he said, “this is an issue between
thee and me.” He turned fiercely on the others
and ordered them back whence they came,
using scurrilous words that, where he came
from, would have set Death on tiptoe for the
harvest. But he had a revolver and they had
none. They retreated grinning. as if it were
a good joke to hear their mothers' memory
reviled. Then Zaman Ali shrugged his shoul-
ders, with a sour look at the lingam on the
ancient altar:

« Then, more loudly,

“Curses on such a religion!” he mygstered.
“But there is a secret here
waorth plucking forth. 1 have sold drink dear
in my day, but by God, Blair Warrender, to-
day's price is the highest!™

Somewhere beyond the doorway, someone
hegan pouring water from one vessel into ane
other. It splashed delightfully.

“And there is salt,” said Zaman Ali. “1 have
seen more than oné man, russed within sight
and sound of water, given salt 1o eat. 1 1 re-
member rightly, it was not too long hefore
they chose hetween alternatives, There is the
ather Salt, of the aath one man makes (o an-
other. Choose thou between them, Blair War.
render!” ' o~

E. Alghan kept well out of arm’s reach.
The sight of knile and revolver was un-
likely to “restrain a man whom thirst had
meddened, but Blair was not nearly maddened
yet, and the Alghan knew it. He evidently
did not wish 1 use his weapons, he wished to
bargain. The !fﬂashing of water implied that
his men were listening for a cue to rush in
and very swiltly stop any fight that Blair might
offer. Whatever Zaman Ali's motive might be.
he evideéntly wanved Blair alive and wninjured
for some {'Ftﬁnil: purpnae. But Blair had a
good excuse for not trying to speak, and he °
made the most of it. He waited in silence for
Zaman Ali to unmask motive. Faman Al
starerd into his smouldering eyes:

“Perhaps vou have the heart to die of
thirst,” he said after a long pause. “But by my
beard I see nosense in iL” He laughed curtly.
“T have seen obstinate men die of toroure”
The windy look came into his eyes, as if he
starced at a hard horizon, “Allah only knows
what gain they won of that Die, il you like,
Blair Warrender. I have the giving of death;
1 will pive without finching Thou and 1,
it may iéhe are two of one wilfulness. But in
the matter of a choice between betrayals,
only Allah, who knoweth all things, knows
whit a tortured man will choose™ °

He switched the light off. Dim daylight,
through the openings at either end of the little
ternple, created gloom amid which the carved
stalactite monsters on the walls grinned like
gray ideas half-visioned in a waking dream.
The splashing of water increased perceptibly.
The sooty sweat on Zaman Ali's face exag-
gerated the seams of savagery, and the pupils
af his eves grew large but lost no hardness,

“Do you understand,” he said, “that you
were driven hither, as they drove that dger
to your gun in the night? That was a long
task and .expensive. God be my witness, 1 was
against 'EJ‘I‘I.F'U‘FII\E Taron Llng. But Wu Tu
took the bit in her teeth and was worse to



FULL MOON 5

manage than a mad mare. [ would have put
the torture to you there in Bomhbay, but Wu
T would have none of i and by Allah, hav-
ing some experience of women. and of Wo
Tu, 1 perceived there was miore than one
blade to the koife of her argument, S0 1 used
your pass and Chetusingh's to draw the police
off my trail: and 1 came hither.

“¥our trail—Wu Tu was right about that—
wias as émy to forctell as a colts when the
mares are up-wind, sceing how Wu Tu had
forced an’issug by sending to the papers news
that Frennisham is missing. There was none
except you likely 1o be sent to guestion Fren-
nisham's davgheer, Mone other can bridle that
hlly. unless="

H: usedd. He dppeared 1o wish 1o leel out

prejudioes and to find @ compromise between
them. He was telling too much, for 3 man
who felt he held the whiphand. Bluir gave him
no  help—waited—watched - betrayed no curi-
oiity. But he perfectly understood that Zaman
Ali meant to go the limit if argument failed.
There was a stiff proposition coming. The al-
ternative to torture was likely o be nothi
easy. He began o see Wu Tu's eyes again, n:-':g
that worried him becavse it might mean he
was loding self-control. His only imaginable
chance was that delay might bring some of
the commissioner's or Howland's men to the
rescue, But Zaman Al guessed that thougin
was in his mind.

“The police hum for me in Calcutta,” he
said. “They who followed this trail have been
dealt with, They are dead. Dhe thou of thirst
here, and pone will know it Bat such 2 death
will serve what purposer Allah! T would
rather watch thee dying than see the woman
in the same case! Be that on your head! The
sahiba’s torment shall begin where yours ends!
Some men sav that women are less than dogs;
but | am not of that number. T say wor
vary: and it may he ome of them now and
again is worth a man's life and evervthing
else that he has”

The water splashed again. Zaman  Ali
strowle o the doorway and someone put a
brass gobler of water into his outsretched
hand. He swilled out his mouth. drank deep,
shook the remaining d om the dry fioor,
returned the empty goblet and again faced
Blair.

"Henrietta  Frennisham  sahiba”  he said
slowly, “is at your mercy—il you have any.
As for me, I have none, sexcepting at a high
pric:."

Blair took a step backward and leaned
against the ancicnt aliar. partly because his
face was then in deeper shadow, but he also
knew he nceded physical support if he was

not o show how scared he felt. IF o was true
¥

that Henrietta was in danger of being tor
tired. he could not help her, himself or any-
ane by chomsing death first rather than yield
to the Afghan’s demands. . But it was not yet
iime to admit that. The thirst that he al
ready feld was sufficiently fierce o tax wall
power, and he knew [rom previous expericnce
that it was nothing comparcd o w]h.'ll Wik
coming unless he could get water soon. He
might have the strength to endure it and die.
But could e lenve her to that [ate?

*There is a secrct here,” said Faman Ali,
“and she has it. Il she has not, she can get iv
Il she will not, she will die. It b thy sk,
Bee-lmir Warrenier. 1o break that blly to the
rein and ger the secret, Do it and begh of
you have my leave to live. Fail, and you die.
by Aflah, that is the whaole story

He came closer and stood watching Blair's
face. Then he went wo the doorway, de-
manded water, spilled half of the contents of
the liule gohler on the Hoor and offercd the
rest to Blair,

“Drink,” he said, "Theén answer. That is
your last drink. until you and [ agree w
gether”

Blair moistened his mowth, Then he drank
andl set the empty gobler bn the altar beside

the lingam.
“Where is Taron Ling#” E:m:n Ali de-
manded. 1t was the third time he had asked

that guestion, Blair decided not to answer it

"Wait and see,” he said, testing his voice, It
was very important to speak calmly if he .
sibly muld..F?ul‘-uthtng l.fl"i-l. in the East mm
strongly in a man’s [avor than a level voice in
E:iulmn: circumsiances. Nothing gives a man

tter command of himsell, His voice corme
hoarsely fram his throat, bt it still had some

quality.

AMAN ALI'S eves glanced anxiously at

the gap in the broken masonry. He
seemgd abrakd Taron Ling amight enter, His
hand closed tight on his revolver bute He
even stepped o the gap, peered through and
paused o listen. Then he returned and stared
at Blair's eyes.

"Did you make a bargain with him?" he
denmsanded.

Blair clung to his resolution not to answer.
The Afghan’s fear was probably more deadly
than his greed, but there was a long chance,
perhaps one in a thousand, that fear of Taron
Ling might make him edsier to manage

"You—and that dog of a devil—agreed on-
what® Taman Al demanded.

"MW matter what.”

That was Wu Tu's voice—unmistakably
hers. Somcthing moved in the gloom behind
Zaman Ali and the voice continued, “Trust an
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Afghan o flinch from a dugpa! Ouwt of the
way and let me handle him!” She was hall-
invisible against the stalagmite behind her.
She peered through the folds of a sari that
shrouded her head and shoulders, looking un-
expectedly small beside Zaman Ali's bulk—
irtu.JII frail, vitul. Her eyes were a determined
Jevil's. She kept gut of Rlair's reach. “"Who
aares what Taron Ling did? Wawch what |
dol I he disobeys me, tie him and bring the
@ll” Sheadvancéd a step closer. “Are you
willing to obey me?” .

Blair's eyes smoldered and grew calin again.
It was useless to defy her openly: Zoman Al
and his men could overwhelm }'u'm i a moe
ment, and Wu Tu would have less compunc
tion than a tgress. But could he deceive her?
He avaided her stare for a moment and then
met it suddenly, as il trying to read her mind.
Hix nwn was made up.

"I made you an offcr,” she said, i I!nu:nml.:.q.I

1 repeat it for the last time. To the wop of the
irce—power—all you wish!—if you obey me.
Othorwise—-"
" Why, il she had such secret pawer. did she
need a mere policeman’s will in submision to
hers?,. He was no such fool as o believe she
was i love with him, burt she was doing tricks
with her eyes now, making them look seduc
tive—leline-fierce and leline-amarous, datkly
purposeful and moody with anticapation.
Faman Ali clucked a disapproving longue
againgt his weeth. He disliked any sort of
atagic, even for his own ends. Bur he was
cither aflraid ol Wu Tu or elie he [cared wo
oppose her [op some other reason,

*In the name of the Nineand-Ninety
Names of the Almighty Lord of heaven and
carth and all that is," he muttered.

Wu Tu, shrouded in thin silk drapery, came
one step nearer, radiating perfume. “You sur-
render:”

There was a long pause, ; and then:

-~ "Yes,” Blair answered. He [elt beter and
knew he ]1:14'1 acted w:a::]'g' the momem he said
it. It was mental ju-jisu. The difficulty, now,
woltld he o act that spoken lie and not to
dhigsillusion her b soddn. The 'I!l'il.m'lpl:l inn her
Cyes Lp:tr;:ftd Juer. Fammpan Al mmuitered his
doubt hall-audihly. Bnt she, in the heart of
her vain heart. helieved her hypnntic will had
WO,

"M, iy, 0o rlnrnk for him yer!” sagd Wu T,

He of the blackjack had hurried in with a
hig brass jar of water, secking 1o ingratiate
himsell by being firse with i, believing Blair's
-star was now in the ascendant  Blair made a
mental note of the man's craving o be im-
portant, Rcehuked, he pretended he b only
eomme 1o add o Blair's discom lor. He splashed
water on the foor and grinned -spiefully

- wark. §he imended o control him,
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“Zaman Ali drove him out, :um'ng his mother's

religion in terms of concrete imagery.

Wu Tu promptly dismissed Zaman Ali, who
resented it. He had no use for hl:mg ondercd
tr and: fro by women, and he also resented
having had Blair snatched, as it were, lrom
the fangs of his own intention, After a mu-
tered altercation the Afghan swaggered out,
slapping his slippers on the smooth stone as
a sorl of nhlig.tm o scurtilows thought, Cut-
side, he kicked someanc; there was an explo-
sion ol savage oaths lollowed by the snarl of
a fight thar dicd unborat. In spite of thirse and
exhaustion Rlair began 1o leel decidedly leis
discouraged. There was a rilt in the enemy's
rinks, but he masked his owareness of that

Wu Tu stood more than the lengih ol a
stride away, confident but careful. The sul-
focating et provided a good excuse o throw
open the dark silk saris that shrouded her fig-
uré. Beneath those was 1 mere flmof gausy
muaterial, that shone like opal, 1t limned her
hgure. She was almaost naked  She shook the
sari [roqm her cotled, dark hair and, possibly
hecause the light was dim and from 1wa di-
rections, she looked suddenly young, hut
curiously Chingse. Her perlome supggested
Ewvender. bur i was mlnellmlp, much mibre
subily ml.::llulg it stirredd nnnj.::lulmn

“And now." she said, "we belriend each
other? Eh, Blairy™ e

He nodded. “You hold all the high cands.”

*Rut YO ane trescherous! You imtend o
learn my scoret—-afterwards 1o see me at the
devil—ia i ot an? Eh, Rlair?”

I_ E SUSPECTED he was in the deadliea
:I;mg{-r he had ever been in. He did not

dmow yet what the danger was hut he*did

know he had o deceive her aned 1o gain her
confdence by some means, Her accurate vead.
ing of his thought might not he entirely guess.
Theat was
ohvious. She certainly -believed she had hyp-
notized him in ber houwse in Bombay. and o
a limited excent she was right: he had heen
unable 1 banish the mental image of her eves.

That trick was nothing wondeiful. 1r was
not nearly as wonderfol as Taron Ling's. It
wias as easy o explain as inerdicable mem.

‘aries of scenes glimpsed in afd explosion and

fh‘btngnphl:d on the hrain. Bu it might be a
ey to a system of thought-reading; and il so,
it should work hoth ways. Il she could read
his |hnughl hJ.- that means, or im oo UeEnee
of that, then perhaps he could read hers. He
deliberately vecalled that vision of her .eyes
that had been so persistent. It was quite eagy;
he muh:l see them without looking away from
her. At once he thought he knew what she
intended.
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His eyes searched In:r. lonsened sar. In one
of its tolds he saw the handle of a lictle doag

i,{r that resembled the one he had taken away -

rom her in Bomibay.
same dagger.

Mothing s swifter than thoughe, Not Inr
wothing did her name in Chinese mean Five
Poisons  There crossed his mind 2 memory of
certain wasps.  They capture insects. sting
them, paralyze them. and devour them larcr
It was a blood curdling thought. That might
mol, after all, have been aloohol wathin che
blade of Wa Tu's litle dagger that night in
Bombay He had gnessed s aleohol, and
e had iold the commissioner ¢ was bor e
m'lghl have been wrong,

He had heard—-who has aotr—ol casiern
potsons that are saidd to paralyee a victim's
will but leave hine otherwise in lall [PrssEssion
oi his sevses,  Everything hos s oppesine.
Cufare is & well kinown drug that parafyzes the
moior centers b leaves brain and nerves
imtensely sensitive. Il W Tu shou'd posscs
a drug thny was the opposite of that—-

He decided w possess thin dagrer and he
taok a stride wward her, smiting. He remem
hered the name she had asked him to wse. Hut
his mouth was dry agan. He found words
chifficult

"Let’s Iovpet what a bloody fool 1 was that
mght. Marne. Uve thought it over. 'l play.”

"Ves" alic answered., But she avorded his
arms. She sicpped back very quickly inwo
shadow., When he [ollowed her, he saw dun
Loman Al and thoee other men could now see
laitm l,larmlgh the donrway, He was between
[ETF |iEh'- wheteas sle was i ﬂ-|:u|1 ﬁhﬂﬂll
Heg had missed.

Fiad she read Ins menton:  Probably,
she dispuised her motive:

“No, no, not pow!  You are fithy.  Your

It might cven be the

ll’llll

lace ia. :.-rl-|'rl1l.- HHI;!II‘LL'A'F- “Eidﬂ.\—-lltl, (TTH1 i'll
this place!™

She moved like a leopard. Perlume passed
bevween him and 1he monstronsly figu wali.

He hardly saw her nntil shc beckaned o him
from. beside Zaman Ali. Far beyond her, at
the end ol a tunnel, daylight poured in a
golden ciscade, apparcnily into a huge cr-
rular pit: but that strong light and the weind-
by eolored gloom this side of it were so Bl
Ring thot he could make L very little except
her. hgure.

He sirade through the opening woward her,
b werned aside suddenly and made for the
brass water-jar. The owner of the blackjack
rouched beside it. At a sign from Wu Tu he
apset it and the water becane mod on the
iusty Hoor, With almost the Lest effort
ol selfcontrol he had exerted yet, Blair re
rained from kicking him. The man's capacity

3

for wreachery might prove valuable later on,
and meanwhile he was not worth Kicking,

“Give im the other,” Wa Tua commanded.

He wha had spilled the water produced a
Hask labelled Fine Copnac and wnscrewed the
stopper. Loman Ali grumbled

“Wah! Walil Do you want him [renzied?
What il he has made wems with Taron Lingi”

Blair accepted the Oask. With his mind on
Lamam Alv bae his cyes on Wu Tu, he poured
the comtents oiv the rock HRoor, where they
miigle] with the mud, The stoff locked like
coggiiac, bt its simell was not quite familiar, or
e tlaomag e o,

Do your,” he sanid w Wo Tu. “Zaman
Al plays a suaight gmne. Yours is Feline
preag hery,”

He seized the waterar. There were a few
drops ynspilled. He diank. He could not see
atonnnl the b'g jar while he held it to his
mmisatly  bagt e aqie poolk advnnmge al hig he-
mg ollguarnd lor a moment,

“I sy, risk it a8 he is,” Zaman Al grumbiled.
“He may be beter s he s, 11 Taron Ling

_lm'!- taught him arifihing—“

“Leave him o me,” Wu Tu n:u.-rw:l

The Alghan clucked impatience: "To youl
Ta you! IE-Ilt: i a man, this fellow. He and 1
can understand each other, What did you do
to the other: Spoiled him! Now spoil this
aned Then what:”

AGUE though it was, that might be a hint
of Chetusingh's late, Spaoiled him? What
i that mean? Torture? Bluir set down the
witter-jar and stared at Wu Tu. She was mut-
wering ab Zaman Ali. looking angrier than he
had seen a human being. 1t was cold, ma
nant, calculating anger, He wartched her r'pgﬁt
haimal steal into the folds of her sari. Suddenly
she struck with the speed of a snake - at the
Alghan's  liver. He shrieked—lear, agony,
hatred—a yell that wailed along the tunnel.
Tustinct ppade him iry Lo draw s own knife
mstend of wsing the revolver, but the owner
ol the blackjack sindck im o terrific blow on
the back of the head. In a spasm he fired the
revolver as he fell, and missed Wu Tu by the
width of the hlm of light thi edged her bare
neck, Blair was swift then. He possessed that
revolver belore the echo of the shot had rat-
tled into silence. He made a dive for . Wa
Tu's knile was in the Afghan’s liver. She was
helpless to do anything but gasp excitedly.
The blackjack's owner swung for the back
of Blair's head. Two other men rished him,
He dedged them all, kicked the revolver, dnb-
Lled it along the wnnel lor a lew yards and
picked it up before they could overtake him.
He had no need to threaten them then: they
backed away, watching him like cats as he
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stood, now, with his back to the strong light

He examined the weapon.. lis six chambers
contained five careridges, and of those, lour
had been used. Perhaps Wu Tu already knew
that, but there was no need to inform her if
she did not know. The obvious next thing to
do was to scarch Zaman Alis body [or car
tridges; but Wu Tu had already recovered her
thin-bladed dagger and was frst ar the spoils.
She knelt beside the Alghan, listening 1w him,
-watching, glancing once or twice at Blair but
seeming undisturbed by the fact that he now
had a weapon  She scarched the Alghap's
clothing diligently while he stured sr her with
glazed eyes—groaned. gosped. made sounds
that perhaps he thought were words, Appar-
ently Wu Tu lailed to find what she looked
for. She glanced ar Blair again and seemed
about to speak. As her lips moved Zaman Al
died in a spasm of agony.

There was a sound, and Blair jaced abou
suddenly. Behind him-—close to him—almost
within reach—in shoes soled with thick feli—
was the Chinese girl who had opencd the door
at the head of the stairs in the howse in Bom-
bay. He -turned just in time to see the ciga-
relte in ks long tuhe remurn o her lips, It was
a half hnished cigarette amnd there was ash on
the end. Her eyes were inscrutable, her face
expressionless. bul he was almost sure he had
seen her right hand move: four fingers of it
were now in the blueanddaffodil pyjama
jacker pocket, with the long-nailed thumb out-
side. She looked woo innocent. She made as if
to pass him withour a grocting.

He stood back against the wall as il w0 let
her pass, but the moment she moved he
stepped forward again, seized her lelt arm
that was nearest to him—the one thut held the
cigarcite. She tried to strike then, with a

weapon exactly like Wu Tu's. But s blade ”

passed through the hottom of the pocket in-
side her pyjamas, [ts handle canght the pocket
liming. It came owt awkwardly, She missed.
Before she could stab a second time she was
on her back on the ground. Blair's foot was
on the dagger and there was a little siream of
liquid ocozing from its broken blade,

Then, for a fracton of a second, Wu To
betrayed nervousness. She glanced about her
swiltly and her own right handecrept to the
folds of her sari. But there was Blair's revolv.

“er, and her eyes considercd that. There were
three men between her and Blair she seemed
to doubt them more than him. They were
Zaman Alls followers, True, one of them had
blackjacked Zaman Ali. but her glance showed
how little she trusted him. She rose slowly
from her knees, and age seemed to have
stolen a march on her; but she overcame that
in a moment, and when she smiled the telliale
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years had already vanished like a shadow that
had passed over a young lace.

"You and | belriend each other, eh, Blair?
}j!t that girl up. What did you do with Taron

ing*

"You will ind our” he answered,
Henrietta Frensham?”

The Chinese girl tried 1o wrench the broken
digger from under his foor. Failing to do it
she crawled away trom him, then rose to her
feet and walked wward Wi Tu with perfectly
assumed indiflerence. She had not lost her
cigarctte tube: she stuck in a Fresh cigareue
and lighted it very slowly walking past the
owner of the blackjack. answering his leer
with a stare that made him change it into a
grin like a starved wolf's; he glanced from her
to Blair and back again; -

Wu Tu gave her little dagger o the Chinese
girl. who wiped it carciully on Zaman Ali's
turban. Wu Tu ook it back without glancing
at it and hid it away in a fold of her sari.

“Now you and | can be really friendly! Are
you thirsty? You shall drink now. There is no
need any longer w defer to a dog of an
Afghan.”

Her slipper came off as she kicked dead
Laman Ali. The Chinese girl returned it o
her.

"Where's

Chaprer Nine

* The test of strength is silence. Re-
member: 1 said swreéngth, not goodness.
| know not ‘the measure of goodness,
But the strong love silence, in which the
weak reveal weaknes by clamor and
bzt amdd lament The test of character
is mystery. Integrity, in presence of
mystery, awaits imagination's touch that,
like the dawn wpon the darkness, solves
night's riddle. But the vain revile all
mystery. And why not? For it challenges,
their vanity, that might lie longer hid-
den if it could endure the strain of si-
lence in the presence ol truth dimly
seen bt not yet known or understood.

—From the First of the Mine Books

of Noaor Ali,

LAIR walked slowly toward Wu Tu,
wondering whether she or any ol the
others knéw there was only one shot
lelt in the revolver. Midway toward her he

*confronted the owner of the blackjack who

stepped forward smiling. He was not obsequi-
ous, but polieg; he salzamed with one hand to
his forchead, holding the blackjack in the
other, v

“You appear o be master of the situation,
sahib,” he said in English.
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“Quul.-: g0, Dive me your weapmn”

The man glanced at Wu Tu. She warched
Bilair,

“Shoot him," she suggestod.

Two other men slunk away into the |._,I'|mm:
where the wall projected and cast decp shad-
.

Suddenly they ok w their heels, They
scampered like scared rats through the temple
and out through the gap in the broken wall
into the ash-floored cavern where the bones of
burned women lay. A third man went amd
stood] nenr Wuo Tue He of the blackjack hesi-
gated,

Vi .r.lluuid know me,” he sad. “1 am
well known ta the police. | am from Duri
Duran Singh of Naga Kulu. 1 am Grish Singh.
I am Duri-i-Duran sahib's agent. 1 know all
aboue thes, 1 agsure you. | will tell everything.
But you should shoot her,” :

Blair kept his eyes ou the man's face. He

expected I!’ﬂﬂ'll.l.'}' and cobrasuddenness. He |

was reagdy for w But if he could, he pn;rp.m:d
o save that one Bullew He could deal with
this beast with his hist if necessary.

“id you hear me: Hand over your weap-
on.”’ .

Instead of obeying, the man ok a step
backward. Rlair still hesitated to use that onpe
remaining bullet. Grish Singh, as he called
himsell, n talking at top speed:

“]}un'tblﬁ:;;u nwise—listen ::sz—]:l me show
vou—Dur--Duran Singh of Naga Kulu is my
master=he will="

Suddenly he, o, tried o bolt for i, but he
did oot get far, As he wrned he screamed
and threw up both hands. With his back 1o
ward Blair beat at someones brains, In
that weird, mixed light it was difficult o tell
what happened. That other man, who had
slunk away “into the gloom, had evidently
taken Zaman Al's long kuife. Perhaps Wu Tu
gave it o lum, He bad crept up from behind
and used it. Grish Singh [ell writhing. with
blood blubbering and foaming from  his
mouth. The other, with black jacked brains on
lhis face, lay still beneath Dim, Te was all over
i oa moment, Grish Singh's life sobbed ow of
fime s he weenched at the koile that was inta
him almost hilt-deep.

Wo Tu's volee came our of shadow, 5o
then, are they both dead? That means Dur-j-
Duaran Singh is out of it s well as Zaman Ali
Tareu Ling next! Where s her™

The black jack, blood-hideous. had fallen be-
wween Blair's fect and the tunnel wall. He
kicked it into a deep crack in the Hoor. “Then
he set his foot on Grish Singh's body and
pulled out the long knife; he sent that after
the blackjack, out of further harm's way. Wu
Tu watched him; he could hardly sec more

than ber eves and a faint hlm of light on one
bare shoulder, "The Chinese girl was invisible,

"Come bere and drop your dagger down
it hole,” le commanded,

Wu Tu lavghed iy, “Oh, yes! For the
use, 1 suppose, of the other two who ran
away! They will come back, They won't care
toomieet Taron Ling in the tuonel! They will
need water, too. Don't be [oolish.” You have
only one bullet, There was a quarrel and
Lamnn Al wsed the mhers. You con't shoot
more than one of us. And if you shoot me,
then what*”

"o otk of that shadow,” lie answered,

She obeyed, but the Chinese girl remained
invisible. Standing again beside Zaman Ali's
body, Wu Tu showed no Lear, but excitement
made her weirdly beawtiful, She ler one loose
sari fall, nod she was naked enough then for
her body w gleam like old ivory—a carving
done by a magician’s hand—mwtion and sen-
suous intelligence revealed in pure line and
balanoed curve.

1 will speak w you, Blair,”

"Where B Henvietta  Frensham?™  he  de-
manded.

“1 don't know.”

“Bot! You or Zaman Ali. or some of your
party decoved her wo this place. Zaman Al ad-
mitted it to me. Where is she

“Perhaps Zaman /Adi hid her, Perhaps,” she
added. speaking slowly, “she nceds water!
You need more than water, You need me. if
you will break the influence of Taron Ling!
Wihere i les”

She siepped toward him. The Chinese gurl
came out of a shadow and calmly gathered u
the Fallen sari. Blair made a mental nbwe of
the probability that the hidden dagger had
changed owners. Standing within six Teer of
him, like a slave for sale, Wao Tu delivered an
wlenmatun:

“Ilair, be as honesi as 1 am! You don'i
want me, but you need me. 1 don't want you,
but I necd you! By tfie naked truth, 1 swear
to be your friend. But you must sivear by your
honor to be my friend! You are a savage
Swear then by your honor and 1 will believe
o I will give you Henretta Frensham-—1I
will give her to you. She shall be yours. |
am not a savage. 1 am cultured, so to me
there s no such foolishnes as honor, Bt |
need you. and you need me, and that is naked
truth. so 1 swear by that”

“Where's Henrnetta  Frensham:®  he e
peated.

She shrugged her shoulders. smiled. nar-
ru_mmg her Eves. She :.I_mte slowly. “Taron

Ling will be the one of whom to ask that, if

‘you and I don't agree! He shall have lier,

Only you and 1 together can prevent that
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And on my terms! As for you, you will die,
As for me—] gamble: What | seek is worth
the gamble.” She came coser o him.

“Keep your distance?”

She obeyved. “Blair, see what 1 will show

u. Afer that, answer.”

“I'll ook, What is 1t#”

“laet me pass you."”

He stepped back o the wall, The Chinese
girl came carrying the sari and the two women
wilked past him toward the fierce light at the
énd of the nnel, speaking Chinese 1o cach
other. The Chincse girl stooped -and picked
up the hilt of her broken dagger thar Blor
had crushed underioot,

“Drop that!” he commanded. She looked at
himy over her shoulder as i he were oo con-
tempible o descive an answer. He was not
sure she was not right. He funked the prospect
of a fight with two women He wondered
whether funk, emunion, kack ol sdeep and chirs
were pombining o make him incompetent,
He had found oot practically aothing. He
was more mysufied now than ever,

I E DECIDED to lollow them, chicfly be

cause he was thitsty, He needed a drink
hike the devil. The few drops of water he had
had were only a linde bewer than nothing:
they bad made hipn crave more. There was
macddening irritation in the dust thar every
footstep stirred.  Wu Tu probably needed
drink, too, and almnst certninly knew where
i gel it. He was sweating and E.'l'iT'H'!': he kept
imagining pools of vool water in which 1o
plunge, drink, bathe himselfl. He oould not
imagine Wu Tu remaining personally dirty a
moment longer than she conld help  She was
probably heading for water now—lots of . He
guickencd his pace. But what he saw, a mo-
ment Jater, almost deove the thoughe of water
from his mind,

The wnnel opened on a k‘d%r that passed
completely around the sheer wall of an almaost
oval chasm. Its sides glittered with quartz and
micah It was shaped like 3 womb—a retore.
It marrowed upward 1w a curving neck,
through which daylight pourcd like molien,
white-hot metal; the light wroed golden as it
picked up color from the quartz on the fanks
af the place.

The ledge on which he [ound himselfl was
abvrur a hundred feet abowe "a floor that
seemed covered with siufl like wax from a gut-
tered candle, but the souff glivered so that he
could hardly see it In the midst of thar floor
was a rock shaped roughly like an uptamed
bowl. Down toward that, rom the curving
roof, hung stalactites like jcicles, Those were
creamy, not dasling white, Eyes rested on
them with reliel. The longest of them—it

seemed o be forty or Rty fect long—pointed
directly downward at an object that looked
like crystal or Baming opal. 1t flashed so that
eyvesight refused to define it

From the mouth of the tunmel whr:;'r: he

« stisnd staring, Lo the simooth wall on the [ay

side, the pit was not less than three hundred
feet across, Its size dwarfed that glitierin

thing in the mudst, but the thing mlumpﬂ'[i:-:ﬁ
attention. Eves, that could not see ie bencath

uckered evelids, hardly could be lorced o
ook away hom it It was not clear crystal; at
moments it Jooked like [rosted glass or a
colossal uncut diamond. A bird llew overhead
and was reflected in . Gradually something
else :pPEartd, apparently inside the thing—
something that wok homan shape. It looked
as il a human Imq:ljr was encased i a cone of
glass or ice. But it was wo big 1o be a human
body,. When Blair moved it vanished.

There were a few hinds up near the neck
where the sunlight streamed in, There wad
such sifence that their wing-beats were andi-
ble. It was a kimd of cathedral silence, punc
wmated by another delicious sound, of dripping
water, HBut there was no water anywhere (o
be seen, The stalactites were boneddry; the
water that sored Mmom the rock ta create them
had dried up centurics agq.

Wu Tu was silting on the brnk of the
leclge, to the right, in comparative shadow.
She was staring at that central object. The
Chinese girl, beside her, stood hnidiﬂg Wu
Tu's sari over one arm and doing something
to the broken dagper-handle. It was gasy o
keep them an full view, There appeared 1o

e no way out except up that unclimbable

curve toward daylight or else back through
the wnnel.  Blair twmed  lef, away from
them, in full sunlight, shading his eyes under
his-leit hand. stopping at every third or lourth
step o stare al thay glittering central cone,

But it was no wee. That was.all he ‘could
sec; it was coneshaped, and even that dis-
covery made his eyes ache. [t seemed 1w gather
all the rays of light into itsell amd then reflect
them aguin outward. It would have been
easier o stare at a sunli minor. There were
momentary glimpses ol the thing within; then
eyes swam, tonured by the brilliance.

He doubted the glimpses —thoughit they were
Fmisgillarﬂ. or the reflections of some other
object.  But there was no other object that
could have caused them, He had to cover his
eyes at last;, he was so blinded by the glare
that he eould hardly see Wu Tu any longer.
But he just could see her, so he walked back
arowmel (he ledge toward her, keeping close
to the wall for fear his eyes nught play tricks;
and when he reached the wnnel he stared
straight into it, resting his eyes on the weird



gloom. Somcthing moved against the dim
light av the far end. Wu Tu was right: the
two men who had fled toward the other tunnel
had returned. They were making no noise.
He could not detect a sound, although he lis
tened for nearly a minute.

When he approached Wu Tu the Chinese
girl walked away and stood with her back o
the wall of the chasm, He passed between
them and stood beyond them, where he could
wilch them both and keep an eve, too, on the
mouth of the tunnel, where two men might
appear at any moment.,

"Where are wed” he demanded, pointing
upward with the revalver, “Where's that apcn-
g

Wu Tu shrugged her shoulders. “Gagla-
jung. @here is a sheer clifl on this side of the
sunimit; and there is a greast crack in a fold of
the cliff, but i can’t be scen from above or
b bovw, ™ .

“"Where's the way out?”

“The way you came in.” ¥

"There’s another, Whee is i?”

"Taron Ling knows.”

"You don't?” .

"Mo, and T don’y care.
Win or lose all. Look.”

li doesn’t maiier.

HE WAS wawching the Chinese girl. She
had flled one dagger with the little
hgquid that remaimed in the broken handle
she had picked up. She screwed ‘the dagger-
handle tight and tossed the broken one over
the ledge. His eves lollowed i, Tu was only
then that he gaw clearly what he had hurt his
eyes wying e sce [om other sangles, The
ledge where Wu Tu sat was broken, Carved
stone-work, once crected there, had fallen and
lay in ruins a hundred feet below. Direcily
npposite, within thar coneshaped thing that
shone beneath the pointing stalactive  there
st —

"The ancient secret of the Caves of Gagla.
jung'™ said Wa Tu, "Da you understand "

The thing was staggering, [t was not a
statue; that was evident at the first glance. It
had no guality ol sculpiure, byt an awlul
weirdness, Like W Tu m her own swr pound.
ings, it stirred i Blair an instantaneous and
exciting impulse. He craved to interpre. that
thing unevasively. then, that moment, and to
st down his opinion savagely in line and col-
or. It challenged him. He was no longer, ai
that moment, a policeman, but an arcst

Thirst became unimportant. Danger dis-
misseed itsell from conscipusness. There re-
mained one emotion—awe; one impulse, to
create. Within that conical, smooth, crystal-
line formavion stood a woman. She could be
swen perfectly [rom where Wa Tu was seated,

FULL MOON

5

and from where Blair stood, exactly behind
her. IF he moved six feet to the right or left
he could se nothing but dazeling stabs of
light amid an opalestent cone.

The woman wias not less than nine [eet tall,
She stood ercct in an attitude of mystic con
emplation. She had been turned o swone
within the stalagmitic ooze that once dripped
from the rocks of the vaulwed rool, But the
appearance of life sull remained, with all i
color, She had light brown.hair and she was
broad shouldered, with large feet and hands,
and was muscled like an athlete. Her legs
lonked capable of climbing mountains, Her
skin was more butter- than porvcolor, ~li
wis definitely not a statue. That woman had
once lived, moved, had her being

She appeared even w breathe as the sun
passed higher than the siot-like u|:r-nin;f- in
the cavern roof and the changing light
touched Aaws and wave hike irregulanities on
the surfaee of the stuff that enclosed Ber, At
one instant it resembled mother-ol-pearl=—
then opal=then clear glas. Gold and silver
Rame with red spurks appeared to leap and
dic away within, untl the bright hair' spole all
the sunlight for a moment and the entire cone
became pale sapphire that changed to ame-
thyst and then Iﬂshﬂl white again.

"Strength!™ said W Tu with her head be-
tween her hands. Her voice was startling. It
awoke hollow echoes. "Do you sce how strong
she was? Such as she oould crack mocks—by
thinking!”

Blair lonked down at her. That might be
a new lime on Wu Tu, Was that her secred?
Glutied with the loot of eriminal intrigue
and influence, was she seeking a more oocult
strength and new belds for its user Typically
agriental. thar. Hundieds of thousands of
orientals have abandoned material means in
the g'u:nl for spiritual ciuses. But it calls for
a differcne character than Wu Tu possssed—
a different  integricy.  She looked bisarre,
dwarfed, prewy and 3o feeble i comiparison
tr the gigantic grandeur st which she stared,
that Rlair almost laughed aloud.

The human habit ol explaining everything
at once wsured him he was face o taee with
something older than Egypt—=than history—
alder, perha than legend. It hlled him
with awe :nga::xcil:rﬁ:nl- It revealed the es-
sential littlencss of Wu Tu. But intuition
warned him not w e her know he had seen
that. He could lee! his own littleness, In the
presence of such (abulous antiquity he [elt of
no importance—an imperiinence—a mere po-
liceman=ignorant, But he hungered o draw
and paint what he saw.

Henvietta? Was this her secret, that she had
gaid she could wll to a lover perhaps, bhut not
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to a policeman? Was Flenrietta yearnming too,
to “erack rocks"—to steal some prehistoric sci-
entific truth, of which this giantess within the
stalagmite perhaps had been the sibyl? Did
ithat account lor Frensham's disapprarance?
Did it accoune for Taron Lingd Faman Ali?
Dur-+-Duran Singh of Naga Kulu? The golden
box in the commissioncr’s office? Was there
a discoverable secret? Or were they all mad?
Within the transparent cone, glowing golden
now, the monstrous woman smiléd like an
. image of Kali, bride of the Des Cr—pon-

dered like Rodin’s Thinker. What had she
known, that marked her with so0 much dignity?
“Who built Gizeh, the Great P‘y‘mmid;’
asked Wu Tu suddenly in a low, throaty voice
that filled the cavern [ull of murmurs, "Who
built Stonehenge and the temples of Peru?
There were giants on the earth in those days
=giants and magicians. They knew, but we
don't know. What if we did know? Anyone
who did know—" . :

Blair interrupted. “Where's thar water that
I hear dripping” :

HAD not noticed where the Chinese

girl went. He had almest [orgotten her.
She came now Elung Lhe toward him,
carrying water in a golden bowl that had the
game amodth character and color @ the orna
ment he had seen on Wu Tu's table in Bome
bay, The sudden memory made him stare
again at the woman within the cone. There
was 4 resemblance.  Her features wore  less
sphynx-like, more human, but vaguely like
those on that figurine. He had drawn it in the
train, from memory—had made forty or hiy
efforts to cawch with his pencil the strangely
subhuman guality. Perhaps he had [ailed be-
. cange he had I!I-EHJ.H'II. it sulbhuman. Perhagps
it was something ele. Anyhow, he remem-
bered it: it was much easier to remomber than
bo seb down an Black and white,

The Chinese girl gave him the bowl. It
was large and heavy; he had to ke it in both
hands, = he held the revalver between hic
knees. Then he stood at the brink of the

and, conscious that both womnen watched
him although they pretended not 0, raised
the bowl to the level of his lips and poured
the conents w the floor a hundred feet be
TN

"Hail=and Lhation and obelande o what-
sver gocds there hel™ he shouted. Then he gave
he howl buck. Echoes picked up his words
mnd cannonaded them until they died in a
whisper—"There be—there bel” He glanced ar
Wu Tu: "Damn you, not poison! 1 said wa-
beer!™

“Waterl Water!®™ said the echoes,

For a moment he thought the Chinese girl

would try to push him off the ledge, but she
had a les murderows motive, He was in time
i prevent her .mitrl'ung the revolver. Her
hand went to the opening of her jacket then
and he glimpsed*the dagger-handle. But Wu
Tu spoke tn her in Chinese and she mrned
away, shaking the last drops of water out of
the bowl with an air of calm indifference. Ap
parently quite unconcerned, she began to de-
scend the sheer fafk of the cavern. There
seemed to be steps on the far side of a projec
tion of the ledge about thirty feet [rom where
Blair was standing. When her chin was level
with the ledee she turned and waired, watch-
ing for a signal.

“¥ou shall have champagne,” said Wuo T

"Water. Where is it?"

Wu Tu got up in silence and signed, o him
to follnw the Chinese girl, whose heuad npt-
ly disappeared Lelow the ledge. Blair ignored
that invitation., Those two men in the mannel
undoubtedly had heard the echoes  They were
very likely lurking near the tunnel entrance,
They might be in Wa Tu's confidence, al-
though they had probably been Zaman Ali's
dependents: Laman Ali was nowrious [or hav-
ing cutthrnats on his paymll. Huving lost their
master they were probably willing to murder
anyone. ¢ hetray or work for anyone—or all
three. They were rats in a trap. dangerous
P POFLENISE, Wu Tu probably wished w have
word with them. Blair ook a stride along the
ledge toward the tunnel.

“Coune,” siid Wi Tu,

“Come. come, come!” said the echoes,

She hegan to lead toward the steps, bur
Blair ignored her and went o the tonnel en
tfance. He heard someoune with bare (eet
scampering away aheid of him. bt when he
peered along the winnel there was no one
visible. Wu Tu beckoned, He lollowed her,
then, o the heail of the steps and she went
down them guickly with her [ace 1o the wall
But v Rlair these steps were not more th.in
just negatiahle. They were irregularly IP
some of them less than a (oot wide, all ol them
more than eighteen inches decp, and there
were gaps between, They overhung a hundred
feet of ar, with glaring rock heneath, “There
was nothing to cing to, not a crack in the
smonth surface of the hot, hewn wall,

He dreaded unfenced heights and  pre-
cipices. He stured at the cone and retraced
his steps until he could clearly see the face ol
the woman inside it. Curiosity then became
stronger than dread of the dangerous sgir
way. There must he some way of gerting closer
to that mystery. He [ollowed Wu Tu. She
was out of sight already and he was glad she
would not see him groping his way with his
heart in his teeth,
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The eighth or ninth step was a big one. It
projecied nearly three feet and he rested there
i mnmc'm leaning his back against the wall
and staring at the cone. From that angle he
could anly sce the woman’s face, nu,gmﬁ:d
and distortéd by a wave on the cones surface.
Her cyclids seemed to move when he moved.
Fierce lips seemed to mumble unimaginable
things. The ridge of her nose grew cynical
and' eaglish, cruel.” Then, at the next step
downwiard her head looked woo small to be
human, but the bady bulged like a fat gorilla’s.
Lower again, she looked like someone swim-
ming in reddish wawr amid decp-blue sea
weed, :

After that there was a gbr SCp  was
missing. There was a yard glaring air to
cross, to a square foot of step on the far side
—not much—nothing to a man in good condi-
tion—=hardly mare Ean a stride. Wu Tu and
the Chinese girl had done it. But Blair's head
recled. It was a stride so ghastly, on smooth
stonc in slippery boots, that he had to shut
his eyes for sixty seconds before he could force
himsell 1o look, and make the cffornt, On the
step below, his boot sele slipped, perhaps an
inch that made his hair rise and his backbone
tighten like a racked rope

When he recovered balance, his knees trem-
bled and felt so unsteady that he had 1o kneel,
then sprawl on two steps. After about a min-
ute he looked downward to test his nerve. At
the bottom, seventy or eighty feet below, in
the shadow of the wall, very close 1o the edge
of the glare, he saw & man's corpse that ap-
prared to move in Spasis.

It was nearly & minute before he could see
thar the body lay still and was being torn, by
valres. Two ol the Rlthy brutes had scented
carrion even in thay pit. While he warched, a
third one circled downward from the opening,
around aud around (he cone, its shadow
splurging black on the crystal and it v.riug:;
disturbing silence with a noise like wind in a
forest,. Two more of the death-watch from
the broken fangs of L-'-gh;unp; followed, and
cast their shadows on the cone. With his head
on the step, Blair thought the woman in the
cone suggested then, rom-that angle, a hgure
of Besparr, (roxen in selb-comemplation,

E CRAWLED after that on hands and

knees, hugging the wall as he groped his
way downward one step at a time, until he
reached a smooth, projecting stone about six
feet wide that formed the threshold of an
gpening in the wall. But the opening was
only hall the width of the stone slab. It was
smooth-hewn, shaped like an clongated horse-
collar, with the narrowed part at the bottom,
Wu Tu stood in the opening with her back o

a passage that grew dim ten feet behind her,

“Now you look less like a strong nn;;.ﬂ'
she ﬂ-hstrmd with a2 mean smile that made
look ten years older.

Blair thought of having to reclimb those
steps, - The thought sickened him. Bur it felt
g to be standing on wide stone, Tt was
good enough for the moment  Anger returmed
to hiz aid, along with primitve emotions that
included a desire to kill Wu Tu and hurl her
below w the vultures. She was watching his
eyes and choosing words, She chose wit
culiar skill, if she meant w0 enrage him [E.:-
ther:

“In uniform, Blair, with all the greatness
of the government's - authority, re one
thing. HBut now you're naked mgwrrcs no
government! How does it feel 1o be mere
Blair Warrender without a friend or a serv-
ant? Why not blow your whistled”

It was true, he did feel naked. Not nude,
naked. - His worn, soiled uniform had lost the
quality which coaks bewilderment beneath
assumed official calm. He had lost self-assur-
ance. He was nakedly scared. But the truth
it a two-edged weapon. It suiffens some men,
though it weakens others. He began to try 10
ride fear—to command it, compel it, change it
into alertness. Wu Tu detected a change in
his eyes.

“Look.” She pointed. He wurned. There
was no room o stand beside her in the open-
ing s0 he leaned against the curiously carved
edge and stared again at the wnd:rgu'l cone,
with the sweat running out of his sleeve on 1o
the revolver in his right hand. Scen from that
point the cone ook a different shape. It was
crystal-clear, faintly golden colored, with maby-
red and emerald and sapphire points of sun.
light dancing to the beat of the ohserver's
pulse.

The woman within the cone nppmml 0
stand exactly on the level of that upcnlng in
the mock wall. She [aced exactly toward it—
gared straight into it. Her eyes scemed alive
and deep blue. Human, huge, incredible, un-
lovely, splendid, ponderous but not coarse,
clothed in mystery that numbed imagination,
she imposed a silence that was silvered by the
echo of running water. Even thought obeyed
her. Millions of years of living silence ed
in the dead, who had once lived, who had per-
haps loved,

“Come amd drink champague,” said Wa Tu
suddenly. "I can't bear it She makes me
solemn. When I'm that way I want tofsmash
things, That's why vandals break old monu-
ments. They can't endure them. I'm a vandal
in spite of myself. 1f 1 had some dynamite 1
would blow her 1o hell.”

She led the way into the tunnel—sharply up-



b FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

hﬂl—mﬂmgj—l'urnly head-room.  Blair pullﬁ]
off his wnie. The sound of splashing water,
that had emphbasized the silence of the cavern,
grew londer and made thirst almost madden-
ing. There were hundreds of hats squeaking
and swarming in dark fusures in the sides of
the minnel; the sloping Aoor had very recently
been swept clean of their excreta, bur its
stemch was in the hot air The mnnel was
shaped strangely,
It rose :-hirpl from the entrance, Down
the midst the Hoor was worn in a hollow
trough that forced him to walk carefully; it re-
sembled hollows he had seen that he knew had

been made bLh::: feet century after century.
P

At last a platform, pitch-dark, with a sensa-
tion. of an opening in the darknes beyond—
perhaps another tunnel. But on the left hand
there was a low square opening. and light be-
yond it. Wu Tu ducked and passed through.
The sound of water splashed like music on

his ears, so Blair lollowed, holding the revolv.
er in front of him. He had 1o bend almost
double o averd ithe low roof. It felt like

crawling into a nest of specters. Three candle-
flames in red-glazed lanterns cast a blood-red
glow and leaping shadows on the walls of a
reom, apparéntly a perfect cube of iwenty-
eight or thirty feet, hewn [rom the rock.

All around, except at the low opening, was
a ledge about eighteen inches high and two
feet deep. forming a shell on which golden-
looking ohjects stood. In one far corner was
a hig stone cistern like the one in the Creat
Pyramid of Gizeh. Above that was a gash in
the wall, through which warer, beauwrifully
eolored by the candlelight, poured into the cis-
tern, overflowing through a deep slot in the
brim to a hole in the floor, where it vanished.
The Chinese girl was kneeling on the floor
beside three hampers of provisions,

Wu Tu, with her face blood-red in the lan-
tern-light, pmnt:d to Blair's revolvet., “One
shot left! Save it for Taron Ling! The fool
whohad Zaman Ali's extra cartridges lies be-
low, where he can’t be reached. Zaman Al
shot four fools. He would have shot thosc
others, they had served their gllrp-lhl.‘ and
weren't to be trusted; but he had to hushand
ammunition after the fool he thought he could
rrust fell from the steps ahd smashed himself.
It doesn't pay to trust fools—ever,”

MDER cover of his tunic Blairopened the
revolver, réemoved the one unused car-
widgegand put that in his pocket. Wu Tu
started at the noise of the breech snapping
shut, but she could not sce what he had done.
“The safety catch?” she asked him.
“Yes” He strodle toward the water, laid his
folded tunic on the ledge beside a golden-

looking vessel, stuck the revolver inwo a erack
in the wall, put his helmet on top of the tunic
—all neatly and slowly to prove to himself
that he was in no haste. Then, snddenly. he
plunged his head info the cistern and let the
descending water splash on the hack of his
neck. “That was heaven, if a contrast of expe-
rience is heaven or hell, as some say.

He drank very little bur rinsed his moutk
and throat, Then he raised his head and:
pulled off his shirt. The girl on the floor be-
side the hampers cursed in Chinese becanse
he had splashed her, but Wu Tu laughed and
came beside him. In a moment she had
dropped her sari and jumped into the cistern,
ducking her head um:ier. plunging and revel-
ling in the ¢ool, clean water,

“Come on, Blair, in with you!” she gasped.
He had a mind to go in boots and all b
thought better of that, and wok them off. In
a moment he was in there with her, slipping
against the slimy sides and, digging hot toes:
into the cool, soft sediment of centuries that
lay inches deep on the bottom,

“Chamber of initiation—font of haptism!”
said Wu Tu, spluttering and laughing., “She
got into this, 1 bet youl Could she get in?
Was she too hig? Have some champagne, it
tastes good in a bath!™

Blair glanced at the Chinese girl. Her back ~
toward him, she was emptying one of the
ham ., on the floor, almost straight between
himm and the low, dark entrance. It was velver-
dark there—a black square blot on a. wall
stained dark-red by the lantern-light. But
something in the blackness moved. His eye
caught ir: He watched. A man's face, spectral,
almost darker than the darkness, gradually
vk form.

For a moment he thought it was Taron
Ling returnéd to life and his skin erept up his

ine, hut he knew that was nonsense, He de-
cided it must be one of the men they had left
behind in the other mnnel, so he looked for
the revolver in the crack in the wall, It had
vanished. But the man's face was still there,
very low, near the edge of the dark, in the
mouth of the low, square opening

He leaped suddenly omt of the cstern, with
the red light like blood on his wet skin, and
sent the Chinese girl sprawling. He grabbed
the revolver from the hamper, where she had
half-hidden it under napkins., He had no car-
tru:tge now, it was in his Fnr:hr.[

He knew he was a perfect target in the lan-
tern-light—knew, too, that the Chinese girl
and Wu Tu were behind him and not likely
to neglect an opportunity. So he was quick,
He rcached the opening in three lcaps—
stooped=stared, and froze motionless. There
was a finger on the face’s lips. There was a
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signal—a very low whisper. Chetusingh, hag- .

gard, wild-eyed and corpse-like, bur unmis-
ikably Cheossingh, crawled backward until

he became one with the darknes and van-
ished.,

"Taron Ling?” demanded Wu Tu from the
cistern. -

“No,” he answered. “Nerves. [ thought 1
saw him.” :

“Why did you whisper then? 1 heard you.”

“11 you want to know,” he said, *[ was pray-
inghtl'm chattering nervous.” ‘

climbed out. "Have some champagne.”
Red light glowed all over her.

“You look like a devil in helll” he sid
lavghing. The laugh sounded nervous and
seemed to convinee hér. He made a show of
recovering séli-conrol—pulled out sérviettés
[rom the hamper—iossed her several of them
=rithbed himsell dry with two others, and put
his sweat-wer tunic on again, Even thay dis
gusting anticlimax could not lower his spirits
now, Chetusingh had told him Henrietta was
not in immediate danger. He had time for
what the commissioner called “lacts, not fire-
works.” He dressed swiftly and reloaded the
revolver,

There was a sudden pop, then, like a can-
non going off. The Chinese girl poured
champagne into a big cut-glass tumbler. Wu
Tu gulped half of it down. That at any rate
was not poisoned. Blair ook the tumbler
‘from her hand and drank the other half. It
wai warm, but good dry wine; it found his
nerves and seemed o pour along them.

“Whai next?” he demanded.

“Food,” said Wu Tu, who was wrapping
her sari around her.

Chapter Ten

Good? Bad? Those are relative, 1
have not seen one withoot the other;
they are two sides of the same lhing, andd
the thing is integrity, which has no op-
posite. Treachery may have integrity
and may do good, as wheén a traitor he
trays a devil. Inmtegrity may ruin-thou-
sands, a5 when nations go to war for a
principle, which may be right or wrong.
The wrong may have the mose integrity!
Integrity is a thing in itself. It is a mid-
dle way between good and evil. 1t serves

o best him who has it but he has it not
unless he use it. And he has it not if he
shvould to use it for a momentary
Frclﬁr.. Goodd Bad? MNeither of those
afects the balance of the Infinite. But
]ﬂu.m'iqr? That is the length, breadih,
depth, weight, esence and proof of
Characeer, which s Quality, And Qual-

ity is the goal of evolution. Aim ye at
that, and ye aim at eternal [ife,
—From the Minth (unhnished) Book
of Moor Al

HE food was warm, anappetizing

tinned stufl, hardboiled eggs, Iruit, and

some leathery looking chupatties. Eggs
and [ruwe might have been drugged. That
was even able. Wu Tu tried o lorce
them on him, so Blair chose a tin of sardines,
which he could open for himself; they were
unappetizing withom bread, but the chupat-
ties were a too obvious trick.” He relused more
champagne, there had been tme for the
Chinese girl 1o doctor what remained in the
bottle, Wu Tu drank none and she did not
order a second bottle to be opened. She ate
scated on one of the hampers, looking like the
devil in the red light, with her hair wet and
the Chinese girl trying o rearmange it

Blair walked up and down examining the
golden objects on the low hewn shelf. He
was in no hurry now—none whatever. Impa-
tence might slam the door on a secrer that
seemed on the verge of revealing isell. The
next move should he Chenmingh's But Wu
Tu might have a card up her sleeve, and the
thing to do was to discover that, if possible
without letiing her suspect its discovery. She
was talkative, amempting to conceal excite
ment, and a bit wo evidently eager 1o feel her
way toward an exchange of confidences.

"Guess the value of that gold, Blair. It is
gold. Every bit of it's gold. But it's hard. It
can’t even be marked with a hammer.”

“How do you know its gold?™ he de-
manded. He tapped the barrel of the revolver
against a molded, massive thing thar his ut-
most sefength could not move; it was in the
form of two big pythons coiled on one an-
other. It sounded solid.

“When it's melted the bullion merchants
buy it as gold,” she answered. “Two or three
times’ melting takes away s hardness, bt the
difficulty is to get it out of here without people
knowing. All the small stuff has gone, except
that bowl that we use to carry water. Why did
you spill the water? Did you think I'd poison
you? 1 nesd you”

“Who took all the small stuffz”

“famin Ali. There were eighteen gold
hlocks and ity Agurines; he melted all but
two gold blocks that General Frénsham took,
and one fgurine that I have. I believe you
saw it

"How do you know Frensham ook them#*

"0h, I know lots of things. One of the two
that he took found its way into the police com-
missioner's hands in Bombay. Taron Ling
uied o get it. His magie wouldn't work be-
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cause the commissioner hasn't the right sort
of imagination. Two of Zaman Ali's men re-
covered the other block from Fremsham's suit-
case at the time when he disappeared. Zaman
Ali shot those thieves last night. They swore
it had been stolen from them and he knew
that was a lie, but he was so afraid of magic
that he eouldn’t wait for Taron Ling to make
them tell where they'd hidden it. Now I sup-
pose it's lost forever.”

To get her to talk, and w0 gain time was
Blair's immediate problem, If he appeared
not particularly interested, she might reveal
maore in an effort to get his attention, 5o he
took one of the red-glazed lantérns and ex-
amined the golden objects on the hewn shelf
To become competent in his prolession he had
had to make himself [amiliar with Indian
religions, but these things reminded him nE no
religion he had ever studied.

ere were forty-nine pieces. They might
be idals or rcligfan. symbaols. They cxuflE.'.d
imagination. But except for that one example
of coiled serpents, they sugpested nothing he
had ever s¢en and no answer to the riddle they
presentéd. They were not Hindu. They were
not Buddhistic. They were as weirdly shaped
as the most fantastic designs of a Futurist
sculptor in rfebellion against three-dimensional
limitations. They had a- motive; that much
wis obvious. They had rhythm. But neither
rhythm nor motive was intelligible.

“How long have you known of this placer”
he demanded.

"Two years.”

Wi Tu was watching him

imtently, but he behaved as if unaware ol that *

Her attitude and expression were lynx-like,
She appeared to be judging his mood and her
chance. She went on, “Frensham knew about
it first—1 don’t know how long ago.* He was
only a major when he met that Bat-Brahmin
who ealls himself the Guardian of Gaglajung.
Somehow he persuaded the Bat to talk, Most
Bats are drunkards. Probably- he gave him
whisky. That Bat is a superstitious fool who
only knows the legend. He has never dared
to enter the caverns. He has never been into
the tunnel. Generations of BatBrahmins
have known of this place without ever daring
o enter i

“The hermit guided Frensham in—and went
macl. Ihd you see him? Frensham took two of
the blocks, which was all he could carry. He
meant to return for the others, but the Hat-
Brahmin threaténed to have him broke our of
the army for sacrilege. That was no joke
either, He could have done . Fre m
didn’t dare show those blocks to anyone. But
1 found out about them.”

She paused, weighing the effect of her
words. Blair decided she needed somé encour-

El
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agement. He set the lantern down and walked
slowly toward her. -

“You're a wonderful woman,
admiration in his voice

Her eyes betrayed a hesitating triumph. She
was not quite sure of him. But she said some-
thing in Chinese, and the Chinese girl with-
drew to a litde distance, picking -Erp the lan-
tern he had set down and putting it back be-
side the two others. That produced a shadow
into which she sidled, Blair almost lost sight
of her; but with the comer of his eye he could
just catch the color of her daffodil pyjamas.
There was wreachery coming, W

“You're a great woman,” %-ue repeated. He

"nhe said with

was standing almost over Wu Tu, looking
down at her.
“No, not great yet. I propose 1o be" she

answered. "Will you help me to it¥"

"You need my help? Roll” he retorted.
“Haow about helping me? You said you would.
You're unbeatable. How do you do ii? How
did you discover all this¥”

HE Chinese girl had moved away [rom

the lanterns. She was hovering behind
him now, and he had to watch Wa Tu's EYEL
The water pouring into and out of the cistern
filled the place with sound; his ears had grown
accustomed to i, but he had to depend on his
gars and hsten to Wuo Tu ar the same time,
without betraying his alertmess.

“Frensham's wife died eighteen years ago,”
said Wu T

"Wellr Whart af 137

"Men nedd women.”

"I get you,"

“Frensham i3 a leamed simpleton,” she
went on. "He was learned and intelligent

enough to know he had stumbled on a price-
less secret if he could only interprer it. He
wai ton reverent 1o play the vandal, and oo
afraicl for his own repuration to admit he had

trespassed into a forbidden sanctuary. But he

was jealous, too. He didn’t want to share the
secret.  with  anyone-—jealous =wnd  simple-
minded. He wanted somebody to open those
blocks without injuring the contents. They're
hollow and he suspected they contain tablets
or something like that, with some kind of
writinig on them. Why he trusted Durd-Duran
Stngh of Naga Kulu I can’t rell you; | would
sooner trust a cobra. But I think Dur-i-Duran
Singh had done him some Anancial favors.
Unbusinesslike people such as Frensham are
easily psychologized in that way.

“*He asked Dur«-Duran Singh to find him
an expert metallurgist who could be trusted
1o keep secrets. Dur-i-Duran Singh consulted
me. I got a clever girl to éntertain Frensham
and find out the secret. Frensham is a father-
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Iy old thing, and he liked o walk 1o her. He
Jh:ln'l say much, but he told her enough o
make meé more than interested.”

"Drunk?” Blair asked.

“Wo, Couldn't make him drunk, He's ab-
stemious. Besides, some men don't talk when
they're drunk, That isn't the best way”

Blair changed position until through the
side of his eye he could see the. Chinese girl
standing ten [eet away [rom him quite sull;
she appearcd to be interested in the red light
on the running water. Wu Tu continued:

"It was then that Zaman Ah came in, be-
cause¢ 1 needed someone capable of tracing
Frensham's movements backward w all the
places he had visited on leave or in the course
of duty. Faman Ali was a greedy thief and a
bully, but there was no one better for the
purpose. He back-tracked Frensham to Gagla-

5 &

“With a nose for loot like Zaman Ali's it
wasn't long before he suspected the Bat-Brah-
min and guesied where o look. But the Bat-
Brahmin proved dificult—denicd everything—
threatened to raise a riot and bring police on
the scene if Zaman Ali dared to .
Bribery didnt work., So 1 consulted Duri-
Duran Singh again, and he sent Taron Ling.
Magic terrified the Bat. Taron Ling made
him see clementals and hear voices. Then he
hypnotized the hermit, But even Taron Ling
couldn’t get into the caverns, It was 1 who
did that.”

Blair felt a prick on the back ol his nght
hand. He bit and socked it instantly. His
left hand=his eyes were watching Wu Tu's
and he had seen her signal-moved with the
speed of a knock-out punch and seired the
Chinese girl's right wrist, twisting, wisting.
He did not dare 1o take his eves off Wu Tu,
He twisted the girl’s wrist unmerciully, but
she neither sacamed nor let go the thin-
bladed dagger. She writhed like a snake and
tried w reach Wu Tu, who jumped up and
snatched at the weapon. Blair sent Wu Tu
sprawling. Then he rapped the girl's knuckles
with the barrel of the revolver untii she
dropped the dagger. Kicking the dagger along
the floor in front of him to keep it out of Wu
Tu's reach, he picked up the girl then and
dum ed her into the cistern, where he held

¢ad under so long that Wua Tu screamed
nt Ium
“A lakh of rupees' 1 pay a lakhl Let her
upl”

50 he let her go. picked up the dagger and
sniffed it alter biting and sucking the back of
his right hand again wntil it bled freely, Then
he pointed to the hamper:

“Go back there and sit downl®

But the Chinese girl seemed all-important

- hands ready to scratch. §

L

Wu Tu hurried to the cisten and wried o
comlort her, helping her out and talking w
her rapidly in Chinese. The girl wok it ali
?mu 1I:m-|:3.1|'5' When she had coughed water

her lungs she slipped away from Wu
Tu, ignoring Blair as il he were nonexistent,
and went and sat on the floor near the lan-
terns, where she continued coughing and
retching for several minutes. The tone of
Blair's voice changed percepuibly:

“Is the drug in this ger the swaff that
made Frensham talk?” he demanded. “What
is it? What does it do—paralyze the will or
:-um:l:hmg?‘“

“Thoga't be a fool, Blair. Th-!‘l'!i no drug,
and that was an accident. ‘l'nu startled her.
She didn’t mean o scratch you."

“I"m gnmg wo sciatch you and see il it makes
you talk,” he answered. "Come here”

“No, Rlairl No, nol” She retreated slowly.
Her eyes were like a desperate animal’s, her
was like a cat at
bay. “No. no, let me talk, Blair<l¢t me teil
EC",.L"

“Very well,” he said, “sit there, Go on talk-
ing or you'll [eel the point of this thing. You
were saying it was you, not Tarun LI"E’[ ar
Zaman Ali, who found the way in here. How
did you do ¥

U TU sat down on the hampn; full in
the lantern glow. “Blair,” she said, "1

thuuglu you were a [ool policeman, but 1 see
you're clever. 1 will trst you, 1 will tell you

everything. ‘What did you do 0 Taron Ling?
You didn't kill hlmi' :Il me—did youd™

“Wait and see.” he answerad, "Go on with
your story.”

“Let me tell in my own way, Blair.
terrily me—stand back. You promised—"

"Yes,” he said, “1 promised.” He suood back
from her :wo paces, As the friend I said I'd
be, 1 give you one change.”

"Are we [riends if T well¥

"Palicemen haven™t (riemds” he answered.
'.‘f.lnl.].I enemics, protégies and allies Which

?I

“Blair, I said 1'd give ‘,ﬂlﬁltl‘ll‘lfl‘.ti_ 1 can
do it

"Where? When#”

“Listen to me, or yvou'll regret it! Da you+
want to kill her?”

“If a hair of her head’s hurt, I'll make you
suffer for it" he answered griml

Wu Tu was equally grim. '1'?:|u ‘Il be the
death of us all unless you listen to mel There
is magic 1o this placel That woman out there
inside the crystal was the queen or the priestess
of a race ol gianis who exisied long ago—
no one knows how long ago—and died out—
vanished, How? Why?

Yau
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“Frensham found a tablet in here, but he
couldn’t read i, so he barrowed Taron -Ling

from Dur-i-Duran Singh of Naga Kulu, Taron .

Ling can put a person into trances. Fren-
sham never let Taron Ling see the tablet. He
didn’t trust him. He knew too much about
magic and trances to trust a practitioner. He
kept the tablet hidden in a box, inte which
he put his hands through two holes. But what
he understood in the trance he couldn’t re-
member afterwards; it was like trying to re-
‘member a dream. 5o he had Henrietta o
watch Taron Ling and to write down whatever
he might say while in the trance.

"To make extra sure of Taron Ling, he
handcuffed him to the wall at the opposite

side of the room, It was a very small room, but’

Taron Ling couldn't overhear much. How-
ever he managed to steal some ol the notes

Henrietta made. I've read them, but Dur-i-
Duran Singh won't part with them. He thinks
about nothing but money and laughs ar magic,
but all the same he's superstitious and he
thinks those notes are—what was that noise?”

Blair's ears felt as if they twitched. But he
knew, il it were Chetusingh, he could count
on a definite signal. That sound might have
‘been - made to attract his i'l:l:i.‘l'ltmn “Nothing."
he answered.

“Yes it was!” Wu Tu looked thoroughly
scared. "I heard a sound in the passage. I
it Taron Ling? If it is—you have one bullet—
shoot him!"

Blair was listening intently, but he went
on talking. “Why?" he answered. "To oblige -~
,_D“EH

“Yes! Blair, kill that devil! If you don't,
he'll kili me, There, I heard him again. Kill
him, did you hear mel I tell you, kill him!”

“What's your huwrry?” The strange thing
was that the Chinese girl seem
turbed. She had taken off most of her clothes
and was wringing them dry. Between the red
light and the shadows, against a background
of unexplainable :Elol-'.ltn moldings and a
dark wall, she looked like old ivory—a master-
carving, done by a man who knew what mo-
tion is and hoWw to suggest it. Wu Tu made a
sudden ﬁnb at the revolver—missed it—tried
to snatch the dagger, and then knelt. She
seized Blair's knees. She was almost/ sobbing.
Her voice was tragic:

““Blair, do what 1 say or we're all damned!
If you don't kill Taron Ling. hell kill me
‘and he’ll either kill you or use you! What he
wants is Henrietta. Do you hear me?”

“And il 1 kill him:”

“I will take you then to Henrietta. Bu: 1
daren't—1 da¥¥n't as long as Taron ng is in
the caverns!”

"Silencel” he commanded. Wua Tu J.‘:Iung Lo

iimclis- .
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him, ln:'mb?lmg_. holding her breath. He felt
her fingers dig into the muscles of his leg. The
water 11*:Inhe5 and gurgled in the cistern. The
Chimese girl stepped into wrinkled trousers
and stwood, calmly dbservant, unsmiling, un-
concerned apparently; making almost notnoise
with her bare feet, she walked to the cistern
and, plunging in-her arms, groped for her lost
cigaretie tube,

She found it almost at once and blew
through it to get the water out; it made a
sharp noise, like a toy trumpet. Then she
walked back to the lanterns, found her ciga-
rettes there somewhere, picked up a lantern,
raised the colored glass and lighted her ciga-
rette at the candle. She appeared uncertain
where o get the laptern down: she moved
it to and fro several times before putting it
-back where it was before. To whom could she
be signaling? How many more than two of Wu
Tu's or Zaman Ali's men were in the caverns?
Did Wu Tu want that one shot actually used,
or did she want to see it wasied? Should he
tell her Taron Ling was dead? He decided not

® o—nolL yeL .

“There's no one there,” e said in a dis
tinct, Jevel voice, but he felt certain someone
lurked in the darkness of the low entrance o
the chamber, watching, listening. "Why are
you afraid of Taron Ling? He's only a
charlatan, You know as many tricks as he
does. You were boasting just now that he
couldn’t even get in here until you led the

ght answered hoarsely, “Rlair<I beg you—
kill him! 1f I hadn’t a soul 1 wouldn't care-
I wouldn't be afraid to die—I'd fear nothing!
But I have a soul! I wish I hadn't! So have
you, and you'll wish you hadn’t il you don't
kill that devill™

Softly to himself Blair whistled three bars
of a familiar tune that stole on memory. He
saw no kindly light that led, but—

“Souli” he said. “Have you mmed piousi”
He was watching the Chinese girl's cigarette
that moved in quite unnecessary lines and dots
as she smoked—took the tube in her fingers—
smoked again, She had the damp pyjama jacket
in her left hand. There  was no real -need
w shake it; in that stiBing heat it would
have dried in a lew minutes. One of the
candles dropped [orward and blackened the
lantern glass. Another guttered and died. The
remaining one faced Blair and Wu Tu, like
a danger signal set in the throat ol darkness.

HE square entrance-hole was now a black
blot on the dim red darkness of the end
wall. Tired eyes strained in the reduoced light
and Blair began to wonder how long he could
carry on without sleep. His eyelids- beamg



FULL

suddenly heavy, It was difheult 1w fix atten-
tion smultancously on Wua Tw, the Chinese
‘girl and the entrance-hole. Sensation—ar lack
af it—warned him hig reserve of nervous eén-
ergy was perilously near exhaustion, But his
ears were alert.

He detected a Laint wound that might be a
trigger—or a glass tube snapping. He glanced
at Wu Tu. In that ‘split second he felt con-
sciousness slip from his grasp. He was blinded
by an explosion of magnesium light that
seared the scene into his memory, At the same
time there was a sensation of being struck, he
never knew by whar, it was pamless, heavy,
deadening ;

He hit out blindly. He had dagger and re-
volver; he used both, not Enowing what he
siruck at, Wu Tu clung o his knees. He
kicked—swayed—~felt his knees vield, Then, for
what seemed endless time, he lay sull with
a roar in his ears, and a vision blazed on
his retina of three men, of whom one looked
like Chemusingh: of Wu Tu and the Chincse
girl; and he lhli'.ll._iﬁi]l'll the Chinese girl had
done something ta lim, he difln’t know what.

Foreshartened miemary was there, too, blend-
ed with it all=the giantess within the gone in
the sunlit cavern—the tunnel where Zaman
Ali and two others lay dead—the ash-floored
sunlit dharnel-house= tunnel beyond  jl—
Taron Ling, dead and alive ar the same time—
the shrine, the Bat, the hermit, and Ganesha's
image inscrutably smiling. The giantess within
the sunlit cone changed presently to Henri-
etta; she receded 1o a vast distance and looked
terribly lonely: he felt gsible for her
loneliness. He knew he loved her, and wished
to say s, .

In a nightmare, he climbed up and down
ghastly steps on the lice of a precipice, trying
to reach her before Wu Tu could prevent
him, That effort ‘led him gradually back to
consciousness, until the roaring in his éars
waned and changed to human voices. Then
mortification and shame swept over him, that
he should have been caught off-guard. He felt
himself" an arrant failure.

The first vaice he recognized was Chetu-
singh's. He could not hear what Chetusingh
said but the tone of the man's voice con-
-veyed a sensation of horror. He was not
speaking English, He addressed somebody as
Soonia and then Jenny, which sounded off-
key and incongruous, until he remembered
that Soonia and Jenny were two of Wu Tu's
names. Soon after that he recognized Wu
Tu's voice, and then full comsciousness re-
turned, although he felt incapable of mave-
ment. He could not even move his eyelids.
He lay as if paralyzed by a blow that had
left his brain funceioning,
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Wu Tu — angry — excted — vigorous — was
speaking English. Her eyes stared at him out of
the dark, through his own closed eyelids. He
felt a sickening distrust of Chetusingh. Had
Wu Tu tald the truth? Had Chetusingh turned
traitor? He kept on speaking Hindustanee in
a monotonous voice that droned against the
splash and gurgle of the water in the cistern,

e was answering Wu Tu's questions; |

“I wbeyed. 1 have not seen Taron Ling. 1
brought her here, did I not? [ lied, She did
uol believe, bul she came with me nevertheless,
And 1 protected her Irom Zaman Ali and his
men, who wanted 10 make her afraid.so that
Taron Ling might control her more easily.
But 1 think she can not be controlled, unless
this man does . She has not spoken w0 me
since | told her Bee-lair Warr-eu:ll::; willl come
mn.-l

“Idiot!” That was 'Wu Tu's voice again. I
ordered you to say I bring him. That without
me he could not come to her, Why didn't

u?..

“I did. After that she was silent.”

“What clse have you done?”

“As bidden. | summoned these two, Here
they are, That they arc dead is not my doing.
There were two of Zaman Al's men on the
ledge up yonder. They came toward us three,
wery [earful, saying that Zaman Ali lies dead
of a.knife-wound and that two more of his
men lie dead beside him.

. "Taron Ling said they, is somewhere in the
tunnel, They invited us three to go with them
to Taron Ling. They said Taron Ling has put
“rllig'i: on Beelair Warrender, wha will there-
fore obey Taron Ling whatever comes of it;
and consequently there is nothing else to do
but to take Taron Ling's part and to kill you,
seeing that you can do nothing with Beelair
li:“mndﬂ now that Taron Ling is cantrolling

im,

“They said Dur--Duran Singh of Nague
Kulu is your enemy, and you his, though you

etend friendship. And that Taron Ling is
aithful unto death o Duri-Duran Singh,
who will bestow gréat rewards when he pos-
scises the secret of Gaglajung. Whereas, said
they, Wu Tu is likelier 10 kill, as she killed
Laman Ali, in order to have all for hersell.
And they said you will kill her, and Bee-lair
Warrender also, as soon as you have what you
wanl, because you will wish to keep it secret.
Taron Ling, said they, will he too clever
lor you; he will kill you. . . . Then there was
a quarrel, because your men answered hotly.
There were blows and the end came swiltly;
they twao lell into the great pit. where vultures
were already picking one of Zaman Ali's men.
Alter that, we three came hither.”

“Slow! Late!" Wu Tu spoke savagely. But

L]
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thlmmgh answered like a man in a dream,
as if broken by punishment unt:l nathing
T‘t’TﬂllnEd but the will to o

“step by s-ll:l.'l- as bldd-&n—nn Imstc—nn de-
lay=no excuse.” That phrase sounded sus-
piciously like a formula impressed hypnotically
on his mind. “I lay there in the dark and
made a signal to Beelair Warrender, to be.
tray him, to gain time while 1 summaoned
thesestwo, Could’ 1 have done better? Haw
should I know he had daggc‘.r and . pistol? 1
didd mot know. 1 did as bidden,”

“Dogl” she retbried, “Two good servants
dead, and worsel-no more drug for the dag-
gerl Would to God 1 had not wasted stuff on
you that cost a fortune! Who protects us
now from Taron Ling? You? Who undoes
Taron Ling’s hold on him? You? Who shall
manage Henrietta Frénsham? You?”

“l don"t know," said Chetusingh’s voice
wearily in English.

“Gol" sHe commanded, “Find Taron Ling.
Kill him!"

“1 have no weapon.”

“Find one, or else kill him with your hands!
Don't dare to retwrn to me while Taron Ling
lives™

LAIR felt the blood coursing again in his
veins, but shame and contempt for Che-
tusingh were his chief sensations. He almost
forgot his own predicament Chetusingh had
been his disoovery—his oomrade-in-arms.

He felt his eyelids flutter. He got a glimpse
of the shadowy chamber, but saw very little
closed his eyes again and lay stll. Tt wou
be better to let Chetusingh get out of the way.
Then, when he was gone, he would jump up
suddenly and snatch the lantern: that would

ve him a 1]|F,h advantage. He listened for
Eghe Rajputs footfall and almost disbelieved
his ears when—thump and slither on the rock
Aoor—he recognired a familiar spacing of
sounds None but he and Chetmingh knew
that code. It was an almost sumilar signal two
the one Chetusingh made with bare feet in the
pa:.s.:g:' in Wu Tus house in Bombay. It
meéane:

“Am acting independently and can’t com-
municae.

Did Chetusingh know he was conscious?
How did he know? Had he seen the momen-
tary fAutter of the eyelids? The Rajput’s re-
treating [ootlall-he was evidently barelooted
~rutched along the foor, paused at the open-
ing. hesitated—

“Go!™ repeated Wu Tu.

There were sounds as if Cheutsingh groped
in the dark for something. It appeared he
[ound slippers or sandals which he slapped
on the Hoor or the wall belore putting them

on—habit that—to get the dust out, or to avaid
being stung by an insect—a pericctly natural
action, almost automatic, Thousands of In-
dians do it -But the slap-slap-pause-slap pause-
slap-slap was a sigmal as plun as the other
had b!frt—mea.n1¥im o anyone but Blair
and Chetusingh. To them it meant:

“aive me time lor
await my signal.” :

Alter that he heard Chetusingh scramble
clumsily, as il he were dog-tired and indiffer-
ent, along the en or twelve feet of the low,
square entrance-hole. He heard him get o his
feet ar the far end, Tl'lrn he heard him drop
the little metal box in which he kept ma
terials for prepaning fan, stuff that he neves
chewed but never wemt without because an

stmssnry dFlalla and

‘offer of pan is like a proffered cigarette; il

serves sometimes to open intimacy with stran.
gers. He could be heard groping in the dark
for the fallen box. He fumbled it. Then he
opencd the box and snapped it shut. That
signal meant: “No immediate danger.”

[hid 17 Their code was a system of normal
movements such as any one might make in
almost any circumstances. The first and sec
ond signal might, conceivably, have been
made by accident. But three signals munning
seemed beyond the pale of coincidence, On
the other hand, Chetusingh had told Wu Tu
he made a signal previously for the pu =
of betrayal. E\:’hnrﬂ Wils hi bt*tra'gn'ng :F::?
Benefit of doubt s doubtlul policy when
death creeps uncoiled in the dark. Wu Tu
boasted Chetusingh was her man. Was he?

Wu Tu spoke suddenly in Chiness and
Blair opened his eyes s fraction. He saw the
Chinese girl, [ully dressed now, bend o
take up the one remsiining lantern and [ollow
Chetusingh. She paused at the far end of the
low opening, seemed to Listen to Chesingh's
retreating f[ootsteps, and at last set down the
lantern and remained beside i, It was safe
to open his eyes wide then. It was pitch-dark
except for ong spot of refected red light
dancing on the water that poured into the
cistern. Ar the [ar end of the low entrance
was the lantern, ruby.red, like a poinelight
in an underground railway tunnel.

But he closed his eyes after & moment. W
Tu lifted his head o her lap=touched some-
thing to his nostrils. It, had a faint smell,
but whatever ic was she shook it as if it was
empty and he heard her set it down. After
that her fingers caressed his temples and
FiE.'i.-l'_'d over his eyves, “Sleep!” she commanded
in a low volce. “Sleep! Sleep” He found it
difficult ar first to stay awake, He had been
exhausted and sleepy before this happened.
Lassitude stole over him. The gurgling water
harmonized with her voice. He could almost



The giantess stared forth, awesome, splendid. . . ,
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physically feel magnetic influence stealing
over him and he began to sec” her eyes again
through closed eyelids.

He reminded himself that there is no such
influence; that by suggétion mesmerists per-
suade a victim to.impose obedience on him-
sell.  Nevertheless, he [elt  consciousnes
slipping. But her eyes, that he saw without
seeing, aroused anger. He resented them—
rebelled against the impudent trickery that
compelled him (0 see them. Had she done
someéthing of the sort to Henrictta? The
thought of Henrnectta in Wu Tu's clutches
stirred an impulse o kill.  Bur the same im-
';Ellu". aroused caution. He must first. have Wu

u's secret—Henrietta's—Frensham's.  Secrecy
i the key o secreis. He lay sull,

HERE was something hard between the
back of his hand and his leg. He guessed
it was the empty revolver. By preming his
hand against that he hurt it v whene
the Chinese girl had pricked him and he had
bitten the wound to make it bleed. He kept
on doing it. The pain intensificd alertness.
By continually relaxing and increasing the

pressure he avoided becoming used to i

“Sleep!” ommanded Wu Tu. "Slr&]:]ﬂ
Slecp! Sleep and forget—and forget.” Her
"hands moved thythmically carcsing his cyes
and temples. Some or her sensuous perfume
still clung to her clothing. Heat, the sensa-
tion of darkness, the sound of Howing water
aided her, Stab—stab went the pain in his right
hand. He was awake, alert. But he breathed
evenly, relaxing his neck-muscles so that his
head lay heavy on her lap. “Forget! Forget!®
commanded Wu Tu. " He remembered every
detail of her previous attempt on him in Rom-
bay. She pinched his ear but he. was ready
for it—lay still. She pinched until her nails
almost met in the lobe of his car, but he
betrayed no sign of having felt it. The voltage
of his an increased with every stab ol
_pain, but he welcomed the pain because it
proved he was conscious,

“You are asleep,” she said, "but you know
Marie speaks to you. You are happy—oh, so
happy, because Marie gives you Henrictta.
You desire and you love Henrietta with all
your heare” _

The pasition” of his neck across her thigh
had become almost intolerable. He moved
slightly. She took his head-in both hands and

- resettled it in her lap. “Slecpl Sleepl You
are asleep. Buot you can speak when 1 pell
_you to speak.”

The terrifc difficulty was, to lie slack. If he
had allowed alertness w make his muscles
rigid she would have noticed it. Mesmerism
very likely was her last card, il it was true

CMarie 6 the wiseit woman in

that her supply of drug was exhausted. To
defeat her, he must convince her she was
winning. But it is easier to [eign strength
than weakness.  He was afraid he might
smeeze;  Fear created the impulse. Net w
sneere, then, was his height of attainment of
seli-control, He did not snccee, and the effort
of will ‘left him more than ever master of
himsell. He no longer saw Wu Tu's

through closed eyelids. His imagination fune-
tioned” nofmally; he could bring up any
mental picture he wished; could see -himsell,
for instance, unshaven, in a filthy uniform,
on his back on the Hoor of a hewn rock-
chamber, with his head in the lap of the most -
dangerous woman in India. %

He did not enjoy the danger; but he ad-
mired that woman with a patient, merciless
and deadly admiration that exceeded, by a
thousand times, his regard for the tiger he Ld
shot dead the previous night. His admiration
for her was her greatest danger. She might
spring surprises, but he would be ready.

“Slecp!™ she commanded. “Sleep! You are
in a deep sleep. But you can hear and you
can answer. You think what 1 tell you w =
think: You have no other thought. It makes .
you happy—very happy—very, very happy to
think what I tell vou, You have no voice
except to answer me. You are about w go
tg Henrietta You love Hemrietia. Answer
me, Do you love’ Henrierta”

“¥es," he answered, picking a tone of voice
at random. It appeared o satisfy her.

“And you trust me, Marie. Answer, do you
Lrust mes” bkt -

“Yeu," he answered.

“Yes, you trust me. I am Marie. who am
mate than a lover and more than a friemnd.
Blair, Marie=Mari¢, Blair—we two trust and
understand each other. When you awake you
will forget Wu Tu; you will forget Jenny and
Soonia Singh. You will remember Marie, who
is your friend and guide. Answer. Whom do .
you remember

*“Marie.”

“Marie has wisdom, experience, courage
the world.
‘Marie knows how rotten all the world is, with
intrigues and twreachery, and she despises it
so you also despise it . Like her, you despise
the little official cowards with big names and
authority. - They call Maric Wu Tu, and they
know she could ruin them, men and women.
She knows their secrets. Bur you know wh
she doesn’t ruin them. Maric is great ans >
generous, Great and gencrous. Marie deserves
to be great. Answer: whar is Marier™

“Great,” he answered, “Great and gen-
erous.” He could feel her thrill w thé answer.

“Now you will go to Henrietta because

s
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Marie sends you, Henrietta loves you. You
love Henrietta, But she is in danger because
she has stolen the secret of the Woman of
Gaglajung. She is in deadly danger. You will
go to Henrietta. You will love her savagely—
savagely—strong, sweet, overwhelming. You
will make her tell the secret. Win it from her.
Make her tell it to vou. Henrictta may de-
mand your promise not 0 @l the secret o
Wu Tu, You will make that promise. Hen-
rictta does not know Marie, It will be Marie,
not Wu Tu, o whom you will tell it. Do you
und.zntmdf'“
"Yes."

“What secret wLI! you find owtd”

“Henrietia’s.”
. "What is i? Answer.”

“The secret of the Woman of Gaglajung.

“Will vou eell it to Wu Tu?

HN‘}-“

“But to whom will you tell it#™

“Marie."

“Nothing is important except® Henrietta's
secret. You will make her tell it o you. It is
so important that you will rather die than not
learn it. You will learn it from her. You will
tell it 1o me. Answer. Teo whom will you cell
i

“Marie.”

At once v Marie?” -

“At once to Mare"

_ Her thigh muscle moved. He felt her lean- .

ing forward as if listening. Down at the far
end of she low opening the Chinese girl

coughed on a peculiar note and made noises
by shifting the Iantzm The sounds appeared
o convey information. Wu Tu relaxed a
little, Then she laid both hands on Blair's
forehead and continued:

“Taron Ling is the enemy. Are you afraid
of Taron Lingi"

o1 knowing on the spur of the moment
how to answer that gquestion, Blair was
silent. A principle of hypnotism is o tell the
victim what to answer before asking a ques-
tion, This one might be a wick, w discover
whether he was really under hypnotic control.
She repeatéd it. - He continued silent. IF it
was a test, she appeared satished. She resumed:
“Taron Ling is the enemy. Answer. Who
is the enemy?”

“Taron Ling.”

“You do not fear Taron Ling. You despise
him. You do not fear him in the least. He
has no power over you, no infloence over
you, You do not fear Taron Ling. He only
knows a liule silly miagic such as works on
superstitious fools. He may be able to control
Bar-Brahmins and hermits, but not you and
vou don’t fear him, because Marie pru:né:;l

you from him. Answer.
Ling#" %

“"No.”

“Who protects you frum him? Answer.”

“Marie.”

"When you awake you I|-|~r|.II not remember
Taron Ling. You will remember Mare, your
friend. You will obey her because you under-
stand her, and she loves and protects
you. Answer. Whom will you obey when you
awnker™

“Marie.”

Again she appeared to be |I:HEI'I|HE for thr
G'Ip:{: of forty or Gfty heart-beats. Again the

inese girl made noises that perhaps cony
veyed information. They ceased. Against
the sound of splashing water Blair could hear
Wu Tu’s heartheat and his own—out of time
with each other—hers Huttering fast. It was
nearly a minute before she continped:

“Chetusingh is a treacherous swine and a
liar. Chetusingh is Taron Ling's dupe. Cer-
tain women PR SOTme P'GIWI'I- inte him fo
mike him sensible but Taron Ling deceived
him, made him see things, and confused him.
Now he i doubly treacherous, obeying first
one and then the other. He will try wo kill
Taron Ling. But Taron Ling will kill him.
It doesn't matter. Chetusingh has served his
purpose, which was to go with a message to
Henricita before daybreak, saying vou wished
her to accompany him for secret reasons.
Henrietta will ask you, was it a true message?
You will say yes. Answer. Was it a true
messager” :

IIT“,"‘

"Chetusingh is a traitor, but he gave a true
message o Henretta. But now he betrays

Do you fear Taron

* her. He betrays you. He is a swine of a
Christian convert.  You hate Chetusingh.
Answer.”

“1 hate, Chetusi

“You love Marie because she guards vou
agaanﬁt Chetusingh and Taron Ling, who are
i pair of -ﬁh'llswl"ﬂ'la: are they? Ammt:

Devils,”

“Let us they kill each other. All men
dic who seek the secret of the Woman of
Gaglajung. Frensham sought it. And where
is het What happened w Zaman Ali and
those others? They are dead—dead—dead. But
Henreita is o h: the mother of Blairs chil-
d.'rtn not a victim of the Woman of la-
jung, whose curse is on all who violate her
Becret. Save Henrietta from that! I, Marie;
fear no curse, | violate no secrer. T will ke
all consequences. I am Marie, rich in wisdom.
1 will know and preserve the secret in my
heart of hearmsl™

She paused, trembling with excitement.
Her hands pressed on Blair's forehead. Emo-
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Lon poired ;ili:mg them, like a 5rr:¢am of ‘will;l

it was contagious, but not as she meant i o .

. be. It sharpened ahe intensity of Blair's
resistance and revived his cnergy. His thought
worked wholly independently of hers. He
. saw the logical conclusion of her pur[m-t.
Should she learn the secret she would try to
kill both Henrietta and himself. She wnuld
share it with no one.

But she feared Taronm Ling, that was é&vi-
dent. Fear of Chetsingh, too, might explain
why she had inveighed against him. That
was a point in Chetusingh’s favor.  Almost
superhumanly crafty in some  Tespects, Chet-
ustngh might risk the chance of being killed
for treachery, in order to gain an ohjective.

Wu Tu's weakness was her beliel in her
own hypnotic wer; bur withouwt drugs 1o
assist her she was aonly an amateur. Cherusingh
would appreciate that He might have found
some way of avoiding the effect of the drags.

If so, his obvious cue was to pretend to be

hypnotized. He had always been the best
actor on the police force. By convincing Wu
Tu . that he was thoroughly hypnotized, Cheto-
iungh might overhecar or worm his way into
aer secret plans. Supposing he had learned
of her intention to hypnotize Blair, he would
guess what Blir would do about it. They
had worked l.ngtlhgr too often and success-
fully for him sot’ to guess that Blair would
F“m"d to fall into the trap. Ehc:uuingh
that minute received benefic of doube.
"Wake!™ commanded Wu Tu. “Wake and
remember all 1 wold you! Wake!™
He lay still. Il he came woo 'quirtiy out
of the trance she might suspect him. She
began slapping his face. “Wake! Wake!"”
But he lay still

THE Chinese girl returned with the lan-
tern_and held it to his face, but that light
was not strong enough to make him blink.
S50 she produced an electire torch from one
of the hampers and fashed thar full in his
eyés. The glare was unendurable. e let his
eyelids Hucter. The girl wet a cloth at the
cistern and slapped his face with it. He came
to then, sat-up and looked bewildered.

"Do you know who I am#”

He looked into Wu Tu's eyes. He allowed
recogution and pleasure to creep into his.

“Marie,” he answered. Then, as if _he sud-
denly remembered why and what: "Where's
Henrietta? 1 must aJ her something.” He

got up, feeling stiff and a bit uneasy but alert
and competent. He t his arm aroond Wa
Tu and spoke caressingly: "Iid 1 turn down
ur offer in Bombay? That was silly of me.
ou're the one to trust. A man can tell you
anything. You keep secrets.”

“l—yes—1 keep them!” She-said it with set
teeth.

He snawched the torch from the Chinese
?i-rl. flashed it arownd the walls as if he had
orgotten where he was, and tarned it at last
on two dead bodies, He recognized bothl
Those men had stood at the foot of the stairs
in Wu Tu's house in Bombay,

"Who?" he demanded, putting a hand over
his eyes as if trying to remember,

"My servants, Blair. You killed them—shot
one—stabbed one. - But 1 won't tell who did
it. Look.”

“I* I don't remember killing them,” Blair
gaid.

“No wonder. They hit you hard. - They and
:rhat swine Chetusingh artacked ]'nu l.l.ld'lIel‘llY.
m_

He bent down and examined the bodies,
He remembered he had held the dagger in
his left hand, the revolver in his right. One
man was shot through the hearr; he very
likely had killed that one. Bur the dagger
was between the other man's shoulder-blades
in such a position that he coold not possibly
hive done that lelt-handed. Someone else
had used the dagger. Someonc must have
snatched it from his hand as he [ell—must
have driven it 1o the hilt into the man's back
from behind. There could be no drug now
remaining in the handle of that weapon! It
was a blow of which neither Wu Tu nor the
Chinese girl was capable. Wu Tu, he re-
membered, had been r.lmj;mg to his knees;
she could not posibly have dope it. Chew-
singh was the only aliernavve. Tt was j!_m
such a blow as Chelusingh would sirike, if
put o it—Rajpur-fashion—=no  half-measores.

“But T don’t remember this" he sid. "I
don't remember it”

“They hit you on the head,” Wuo Tu re

ted. * Your face is wet, isn't it? 'We bathed
L 10 make you precover. What do you re

mermbery™
“Henriettal® he said instantly. “Where is
she:™ -~ | v
Wu Tu nodded to herself. Rlair looked

awiay from her to hide the triumph that he
knew was in his cyes. He had her beaten.

+ Checkmate nowsin one or (wo moves.

Chapter Eleven

I have had one hundred and one
chielas, of whom one alone had oo much
wisdom in him to demand why I, his
Teacher, had revealed to him no great
hidden secrcts. Are they not hidden?
Are they not hidden in each onc's con

- sepousness? I am a Teacher I am a
~ gardener, awaiting sun, rain, growth; ob-
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servant and perhaps, if diligent, pre-
venting trespass. [ can cultivate, priine,
encourage. | protect. But the seed is
within you. As the yearning of the lover
w reveal true love to his beloved, is the
hunger of the Teacher to reveal thz
Secrets to his chela. Unto love, and unto
love alone, love shows herself, as a re
flection in a pond at sunrise, Unto in-
ward wisdom, Wisdom is revealed. Truth
echoes Truth. All else, in the words of
your Gospel, is pearls that the swine
tread underfoot. .

—From the First of the Nine Books

of Noaor Ali.

' SEEMED prohable that Wu To would
behiave hersell for the time being, Muorder
might be in her mind, bot what she wanted

hrit was Henrigua's secrec. Blair was as keen
as Wo Tu on that. But what the devil should
he say to Henrictta? Even supposing he
should get rid of Wu Tu somehow, and then
find Hennetta, there still might be ane ar twao
of Wu Tu's men o be dealt with, She was
much more likely than _Zaman Ali to have
well-paid and therefore fathful adherents, whao
would probably have weapons. He had none.

There was a weapon available, but to have
pulled that d from the dead man's body
would have alarmed Wu Tu. He was better
without a weapon than with her suspicion
aroused. Her overconfidence was all-impartant
In the dim chamber, with the red glow from
the lantern an her [ace and the electric worch
revealing a panorama of weirdly shaped
golden fgures as a setting, Wu Tu looked
hardly human. Mystery had takeén hold of her
imagination. She looked hungry, determined.
cruel.

She undoubtedly believed she was using
ocoult forces, There is nothing comparable w
the obscene fury ol the would he magician
whose mental tréacheries are circumvented,
She would be like a baffled cobra of diml-
lusioned. She might kill Henriema out of
sheer spite.

“Why do you wait?” Wu Tu demanded sud-
denly, -

HE was not so sure then that he had her
beaten. The dilemma was obvious. She was
eesting the contral of her will over his, direce
ing him mentallf, using a form of telepathy
that has sent many a weakling to the gallows.
The dificulty was, her thought made no im-
pression on him; he was unable to detect the
slightest wremor of directing impulse. He had
never heen able 1o let his thought be directed
by others, although he and Chetusingh had
triedd 1o practice it for the sake of hetter team-
work. owever, he decided to pretend to

receive directions and w take the chance of
making a wrong turning.

The Chinese girl snatched at the worch but
he pushed her aside roughly, turned the light
on the entrance-hole and started forward as
if he had suddenly received an overpowering
impulse. But he wondered whether that was
the right thing to do. His confidence, that
had heen sa strong a few minutes before, was
waning. He woulkl have preferred to have
Wu Tu in front of him where he could see
her.

The Chinese girl follawed him so closely,
and so fast, that his spiné tingled. as he hur-
ried on hands and knees through the low

e. True, he did not expect o he stabhed.
He reassured!himself that there was not the
slightest fear of that until Wu Tu should
have attained her objective. But there was no
doubt about the crawling sensation it gave
him to have the girl so close behind, At the
far end of the opening he stood up instantly
and Hashed the light in her face. She only
smiled, It was the friendliest smile she had
?iw:n him yet, But she was guite possibly
aughing at his discomfort or at the disrepu-
table state of his clothing. It would be like a
Chinese 1o do that, at that moment. She said
nothing. Wu Tu came through the opcning
slowly, not on her hands and knees but bent
double, pausing repeatedly, appearing to lis-
ten, either in deadly fear of Taron Ling. or
possibly expecling reenforcements.

Blair turned to the right and started down
the twnnel, with the idea of reaching day-
light before reenforcements could come. The
prospect of some more enemies in the dark
witd even worse than the dread of the climb
up thoseé projecting steps on the lank of the
pit. However, it seemed he had urned the

- wrong way. Wu Tu betrayed the strain she
~was under.

“Stop!” she commanded, ruiming tragically
wilth her left arm toward black darkness. He
turned the torch on the darkness beyond the
low chamber entrance. It revealed an opening
im the rock wall. He entered. It turned left,
right, left again into the rock, not wide
enough for two abreast, but high enough for
that ancient giantess to.have wsed it without
stooping. After three zigeag turns he found
himself in a clean-cut, smooth, descending pas-
sage, in which there was bat-filth but plenty
of air,

He wet his finger, The draught of air came
toward him. There were marks here and there
in the filth that resembled human footprints,
but it was very difficult to distinguish them by
torchlight. Walking was not casy; the nar-
row floor was worn trough-shape and was no-
where more than three feetr wide, but the
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walls sloped outward, so that at the height of
his head the passage had a width ofhtitﬂur or
five feet. The roof was irregular and g;u
foot-hold to hundreds of bas that squirmed
and squeaked-as the light disturbed ﬂh:m
The passage curved and wrmed on itself
without any evident reason. There was not a
fault in the walls anywhere—no carvings, or
TLHTHEMLE, msrnpucms Direction was very dif-
fcult 1o in mind, but his imprga.nnn was
that. he hadp made almost a complete cincuit
and had descended fifty or sixty [eet, il not
more, when at last he saw indirect :I:y]iigm
that streamed across the passage ffty feet
ahead, where there was a sharp righthand
turn., Facing the turn, on the lefi, there was
a slot-like crpemn:g into whhch the light poured.

THE opening revealed a dim chamber with .

shell all around it, similar to the one
from which he had just come. The wall was
damp where water poured out of one hole and
imwo another, but there was no cistern. The
place had been cleaned out recently. Facing
the light was one huge, apparently golden
figure that resembled nuthmg recognizable or
comprehensible, unless it was an effornt 1o sug
gest unknown dimensions.  If it really was
gold its weight and value beggared imagina-
tion. “Near it was a plain camp-cot that had
been recently wied: the pillow bore the im-
print of some one’s head. The clean white
overlying sheet was rumpled, Near the cog
on the floor, were a plain enamel wash-bowl,
towels and a hamper that might contain food.
Beside those, also on the Aoor, were two
large suitcases, both marked H. F.

Blair went straight to the cot and dis-
covered a vanmity case bencath the pillow, He
recognized that instantly as Henriewa's. Wo
Tu, as quict as a mouse, came in behind him
and stood b? the suitcases. He scowled as he
turned and taced her. The Chingse girl, dirty,
disheveled, impudent, hovered behind Wua Tu,
looking like her cvil penius, She lecred at
the bags and vanity case as if her thought pod-
sessively explored their contents. That brought
Blair's anger suddenly to the surface. Speech
exploded from him:

“Get out of here, both of youl”

Wu Tu smiled. Her shoulders relaxed, as
if his anger resolved a doubt. But her smile
looked ghastly in the light that streamed

thiough the HI;H:HIHH. She Jooked ﬁ[t'!.l years
old- with strained cyes and the suppleness
gone fram her hml:s. Mentally as mlru phy-

sically she seemed exhausted. She sat down
an the cot. i

"No, you pget out of here,” she answered.
“Find Henrietta" She reached [or the vanity
case and Rlair snatched it away., The suit-

cases were closed but unlocked; he put the
vanity case inside the nearest one and re
closed the catches. Then he pushed both
suitcuses under the oot

“Yes,” sninl Wu Tu, “ycru do love her. Find
her, She is your woman.”

That enraged him. Bur Blair's aANger never
governed  him for more than fractions of 2
second. Instead it stirred his selfcontral and
set him calcalating. If Wa Tu felt so sure she
had him hypneotized that she was willing he
should interview Henrietta lone, why, si.;il
lusion her? Besides, he did not know yet how
to get out of the caverns: Wua. Tu very likely
did know. It wag important to get that infor- -
mation before challenging her vindictiveness.
He, too, was weary in every fiber of his being;
it was easy 1o Jook beaten,

He strode 1o the water, drank [rom his
cupped hands, bathed his eyes o take away
the smart of sleeplessness, stared at 'Wu Tu

as if he hardly recognized her, and walked
out like a man in a dream. Rehind him Wu
Tu Eﬁ?“ in Chinese. When he glanced over
his shoulder she already lay sprawled on the
cot with her head og the pillow. She seemed
tor he in]m.g under the strain. The girl was
massaging her feet. [mmediate interruption
from that quartcr appeared improbable,

Blinking, he walked straight toward strong
daylight. Twenty feet beyond where the
passage turped it came o a sudden end at a
strangely carved opening with a wide stone
threshold, almest exactly like the one at the
foor of the projecting steps, the thought of
which still made him shudder. But this open-
ing was much closer to the bottom of the
great pit,

Looking up, he could see the other thres.
hold, and some of the ghastly steps beyond it.
like broken teeth stuck on the smooth rock.
The great cone in the midst of the pit was far
above the level of his eyes and looked creamy
white from that angle. It was no longer

-l:l.'am.parcm and he could not see the woman.

From the threshold where he stood a flight of
irregular steps descended to the foor of the
pit; they were like the steps higher up except
that these were much les difficult. There was
no other way o go.

He #ent down. slowly, accustoming his e?u
to the light and keeping close to the wall
safety; he was so tired that he could hardly
trust his sinews,

The light was not nearly as dm.z'llng as it
had been, His waich had !tﬂ-l.'rpl.d, no doubt
broken, but he knew 1 must be long afier.
noon. From where he was, he could not see
the sky, but it was obvious that the sun no
longer shane directly inwe the cavern. ‘There
was a wide shadow at the foot of the wall, The
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fioor of the pit lay in waves of creamy stalag-
mite; almost like wax from a guttered candle;
but farther away where the light was more
direct and stronger it looked like mother-of.
pearl. One gorged vulture was perched on a
wave ol the stuff to his left, and he could
hear atrocous, echoed noises made by others
that tore at dead men's bodies out of sight
in somc hollow heyond. Many of the waves
of stalagmite were more than head-high, but
a smooth, worn, narrow track wound among
them snakcwisc in the general direction of
the central mound, on which the grear cone
glowed with color that changed ai each step
he took, The cone fascinated; it was almost
a physical impossibility not to stare at it
The echocs of his footsteps were awe-inspir-
ing and like no sounds he had ever heard.
There was an extraordinary scnsation of com:
m':;ing sacrilege. He felt like taking off his
. o prevent the echoes from making
his skin crawl, sone ol the cchocs scemed to

come creeping stealthily behind him.  That -

scnsation was so real that he glanced back-
ward to sce whether he was being [ollowed.
Then, in that second, he heard Henrictta's
voice 50 close to him that he almost jumped
out of his skin.

“Blair, is there no getting away from you?®

The training of a lifetime saved him from
making an hysterical exhibition of himselfl
If nerves had voices, his would have shrieked.
HRetween anger, surprise, relief, astonishment,
his silence congealed like something solid.

"Wu Tu sent you?

That stung him. Anger &erwhelmed all
the other emotions. Like a man in the rin
taking punishment, he hid the sting, bank
anger, smiled mercilessly. The change in his
expression frightened her. Words died on
her parted lips.

EHIND her was a canvas camp-chair on

which she had been sitting. She was
wearing a frock like the onc ol the night be
fore, that had made her look so beautiful by
moondight. The frock was quite clean. She
was barefooted. her kicked-oft sandals lay he.
side the chair. She was standing within a
stone dome, like a soap-bubble, except that
the hilm of sta itc of which it was [ormed
was at least a foor thick.

He saw her through an n-]:tniﬁg, three or
four feet wide, eight or nine feet high, hewn
wider at the top than at the bottom. A rec
tangular pattern of light poured through that
opening, and lay on the Hoor like a golden
car-p-c: Other ‘:Ipalmm dim light penetrated

un stone; it was like light

r]:ru-ugh a mmcd glass window, subdued and

mystic. It stirred in Klair a maddening sense
=
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of beaury=the emotion that some-men shout
agbout but others cherish in excited silence.

He had never loved any girl as he did her in
that moment. MNever was he less inclined o
speak of it or to reveal it, or even to confess
it to himsell. His tived scnses yearned to her.
Mind, memory, intellect all blended in a sud.
den recognition of her as his woman, his
and his only, adorable loot of the battle of
life, to be scized, had, held and cherished.
But reseniment burned a noman’s land be-
tween them, and her eyes grew pained, brave,
regretful as they met his, unfinching,

“Yes,” he said, forcing his voice at last. "Wua
Tu did send me.” He said it cruelly, through
sct tecth. It hurt him. He int:mch it should
hurt her. How could he say he loved her?
She believed he was Wo Tu's lover, or
something like it. Could he deny Wu Tu had
sent him? He even perceived a ghastly pos-
sibility that Wu Tu's influcnce was stronger
on him than he knew.

Was he his own master? This flood of emo-
tion—was it genuine? Was he reacting to Wu
Tu's mental influence? That was no moment
to speak, think or behave as a lover. If he
should ever come to take Henrietta in his
arms, that should be his own, not Wu Tu’s
doing. The more he loved Henrietta, the
more savagely he cursed Wu Tu. His eyes
glowered with indignation.

“Why have you come?” Henrieta asked.
"Blair, do you know what a state you're in?
Are yvou hurt?” She shuddered. "I saw a
vulture, Someone fell off the ledge. and—"

His stare silenced her. 5he stepped back.
ward, afraid of him. But he wak only wonder-
ing what the devil o say o her. Suddenly
the obvious question forced its way through set
tecth:

“Are you all right? Not hurt?”

“Quite all right, thanks. Blair, go away,
please, for a while. Chetsingh said you
would come, but I didn’t belicve him.”

The policeman surged to the surface. He
retorted hoarsely: |

“Why didn't you believe him?”

“Why should I? There was nothing to stop
you yoursell from telling me, was there? Why
should you send Chetusingh with such a mes-
sage less than twenty minutes after I had -
left your camp#” i

“Very well, why did you go with Chetus-
ingh#*

“Because I wished to come here. 1 didn't
trust Chetsingh, but 1 would have gone with
almost anyone who mentioned this place,
even at the risk of meeting you again and
being torturcd with questions, But I was al-
most sure the message was a wap. | knew
well what they wanted me for.”
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“What who wanted you for?” .
. "Wo Tu's agents. cy had watched me
in here, Wo Tu questioned me in Bambay
as 1 wld you, and her men have waiched
me ever since. They kept me out recently by
making the BatBrahmin afraid o admic me."”

"Wh'p}“

“Perhaps they thought they might make me
'3& Bue 1 dide'e. 1 r:[m:jr ]Eugam with

ﬂm.lr

LAIR stepped in through the opening. He

sat down_on the Moor with his back o
lht wall, oo tired to stand any longer, He
*nodded o her 1o take the chair.

“Blair, are you ill¢"

He dismissed the suggestion with a shake
of the head that let him rﬂ]u:: how much
his head ached.

“Look here. Henriewa, there's been hell wo
pay—men murdered=0God knows what clse,
If vou'd confided in me in the first instance
rone of that might have hap]:rtntd. Tell nowe.™

“Blair, there are things I can't tell,”

"Will you answer questionsi”

“If 1 do, -will you leave me alone afier-
wardsy”

She sat down, folding her hands in her lap.
He stared at her in silence [or about a minute.
Leave her aloner Not likelyl
were going o know less loneliness than she

imagined. but it was no time w discuss that:

He :igm:ln'.-d her q_l._l.qt:iull.

“Have you scen Wu Tu?” he demanded.

"Yes. Wu Tu was in the cavern when |
came here, just before daylight. Up on tha
ledge she and | saw the dawn. come through
the opening. There were two men and a rope
ready to help me down those sieps, but heights
don’t scare me. I've been up and down them
alone at least a dorzen tmes. 1 didn't need
help, And | couldn't refuse o come down.
They'd have forced me if 1 didn't.

"Wu Tu was periccdy polite, but [ knew
what she meant. She camge aflter me=she and
her maid, and when we reached the lower
cavern, there were my ssuitcases, and food,
and a cot, Wu Tu went away for a while then
and left me alone with the Chinese maid.

M
frock was filthy, so | changed it, and the mait;_

waited on me. Aflter that | was sleepy, so |
lay on the cot. | didn't sleep very long. Wu
Tu came back and tried 10 hg.rrnmi:e me. "
“Tell me all about that,” Blair ordered.
“There is nothing much w tell. [ awoke
and knew at once what she was wrying w do,
She couldn’t possibly, 1 think she realized it”
"What was she trying o get you w do?
“To tell her the secret of Gaglajufig.’
“1f you know that, you're going to tell it to
me," he said grimly.

He and she .
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She shook her head and made one of her
exasperating answers: “When Wu Tu couldn’t
hypnotize me, she asked would 1 tell the
secret to my sweetheart? | haven't one. 1 said
so. Now she sends you.”

' Blair's response was more like a snarl than a
laugh. He hated o have his hand forced by
Wu Tu's impudence, but there was nothing
else for it, he must play his last card. He de-
cided 1o do it, then, that instant. He got up
in-:l walked toward her, knowing he looked

nz;mming. o put it mildly, unshaven,
in a hlthy uniform.

“Henrietta,” he said. "Look me straight in
the eycs. Thar secret’s i the line of dury,

I'm going o know it whatever it costs, Last.

night you said, if | were your lover, you'd
ify o tell me, Go ahead then and oyl God
dammit, 1 hate o admit. 1 love you when
there's an abvious ulterior motive. Damn Wu
Tu to hell for that! But I'm telling “the
truth. Don't interrupt. I°ll not behave like
i lover—not now=I"m all aver bat-Rlth. Lis-
l!fl L1l

There was nothing 10 do but listen o him.
Blair, in that mood, was overwhelming, deal
to argument and blind to opposition. He
stood over her.
Cyes,

After one swift and searching gare she
closed hers, That weil, that he had sworn the
night” before would cover her if she were
naked, seemed almost to materialize out of
the weird light. It increased his vehemence.
He set 40 work o tear the imagined veil o
shreds, with nithless downswokes of self-

Jgevelation, the more violent because he re-

strained all actual gesture.

“You want w fall out of love with me?
Dammit, you can't. [ won't let you. I'm in
love with you up to the hilt. Il thit entitles
me (o know your secret, tell ie. But I warn
you, your lover is one thing: Blair Warrender
the pal:ctman 15 another, who'll listen—and
do his duty.”

Her upward glance lingered a moment,
Then she looked down at her naked, feet
until all signs of emotion had vanished, ex-
cept from her eyes. He was abour to speak
whun she looked up again and asked him:

“Do you think the policeman would know
whal “hiie duuf s ]

"Try me,” he retorted.

*To oblige Wu Tu® g

He ook hold' of her shoulders and almost
liftedd her out of the chair.

facing him, and they were silent. He was

furiously seeking right words. He rejected.

phrase after phrase as futle, unworthy, mean-
ingless. He hated cant. Jargon at that mo-

She stood up,:

There was no avoiding his

ment would be blasphemy. But he could-

A
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not make words obey him. It was she who
spoke hirse:

“Blair, it's the Arsi time 've ever SeRl X
actly that leok s your eyes.™ 5,

“Well, what of it7" he exploded. “It's the
first time 1've said [ love you isn’t n? You're
Inoking straight at the truth. And by God,
if you throw Wu Tu in my teeth again 'l
go and kill her. She has been trving to hvp-
notize me, w0 mike me do just what 1 am dir
ing. She believes, of you'll tell me your secct,
I ovell i to her. P'm making love to you=—"

“"With your thumbs? Blmir, you're—-"

"By God, 1'm sorry, Did E. huri? He wok
her in s arms, hugged her o lam, kissed che
red marks where his thumbs had pressed her
shoulders. “[ourney's end!” he said. “And

anly Gad knows why it didu’t happen sooner!™ |

"Blair, yours [eel like everlasung arms!”

“So they should, It's forever”

“Blair—"

“Wair I've somcthing clse 1o say now,
Keep your secrcl. Do you _hear me? P nid
buying it. Until you're satisfied that Wu Tu
hasn't put this over on me 'l a5 soon you
didn't tell me. You and |—dammit. 1 won't
spoil this. Do you understand?™

“Yes,” she amywered. "1 understand  you.
Bluir, there’s nothing | won't w2l yvou—nothing,
But il you don't undemstand. you mustn’t
blame yourself or me. | love you. | belicve
you, And 1 will trust you to the end of the
world, hut="

He was about o interrupt. Words  were
abeying him at st Emotion. as he held her
in his arms; broke down the dam that normal-
Iy restrained his speech. Waords that he had
never used o any woman marched beiore his
mingd in splendid sequence. But she ricd o
push him away. “She suflencd seddenly. He
held her dght and glineed, from insumnce,
overshoulder in the direction she was Tacing.
Then e, tow, stitfened,

Wu Tu stend in the entrance. Her eyes
glinted avaice. There was hight in her. Her
sinile was Borgian=sly, mgratiating. ruthless,
She was stooping slizhtly furward. with a hand
on' each side of the narrow opening. She
Inoked harribly old. as il Time, in the last
hour, bad overtaken her and sripped her of
ull but her determined will w live. [t was
several acconds befnre she spoke:

“Tricked me, did your Ton [ull of Taron
Ling lor Marie to control you? Oh, yes?”

U TU came in. The Chinese girl ap-
peared then, betund her, standing in
the entrance. Wu Tu removed the electnic
torch [rom the chairseat and sat down unin
vited, The Chinese girl squatted in the en-
trance, lit a cigarette and smoked it insolent-
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ly; she achieved a gesture with her cigarette-
tube that almost shouted aloud of secret and
insuperahle resources.

“Welld Whats® Blaor demanded,

“She will tell you now.” said"'Wu Tu  “She
1 your wortan, -Didn’t | say it?" She nodded
to hersell, watching his eyes, and when she
spoke again theve was a hard, unfamiliar note
in her woice: “"Rut you won't wll me—ch?
You thought you fonled me, did you? Well,
I'it el you something! Chetusingh is dead.
Taron Ling killed him. 1 have spoken with
Toaroni Ling, He killed him. He wiitsl There
is nn oway,out except the way we came in,
and the other—the Secret way! Let her well
it or take' the consequences! Deal with me or
Taron Ling! We four against Taron Ling,
or you lose Henricral™

She had something beneath a lold of her
sari. but Blair could not see what it was.
Henrierta nudged him o call his agention
to ir. He smspected a weapon; she might
eastly have bad one cached sosmewhere and
have feiched it as soon as his back was rned.
There was no mistaking the glitter in her éyes.
She was desperate, determined—quite prob-
ably mad. 1 Chinese girl looked owver-
confident but alertly on guard The look of
conficlence changed o alarm when suddenly,
through the opening, there came a sound chat
nught be an echoing ootlall, She stood up—
stoced™om Liptoe, cruning her neck.

"Taron Lingl™ said Wu Tu, and got out
of the chair. Her expression became ghastly.
Her wvouce, too, seemed to bave grown old
in a moment,

“You or Taron Ling!" she exclaimed and
whipped out a nickel-plated small-bore auto-
matic.  “Poisoned bullets! What now?

The Chinse girl produced another autn-
maiic and covered Blair with i, She handled
the weapon nervously, but it was 2 range at
which even a duffer could havdly miss, and
the nervousness made her doubly dangerous.
Blair spepped in Iront of Henrietta and stood
sill, listening. Wu Tu was oo lull of pur-
pose 1o listen; she ground out words like a
panther's snarks:

“Show your hand, Blair! Which? I'm shoot-
ing you or Taron Ling! Which is it¥”

Henrieta winspered. Blair could not hear
what; but he notced she was Irightened; unil
then, although she had detested Wua Tu she
had not seemed in the least alraid of her, The
worst of it was that be, oo, felt afraid. Wua
Tu was mad, He was sure of jt. At one and
the same moment he had to watch Wu Tu,
speculating as o what her next move might
be, and try 1o listen w0 that sound outside.
It resembled a footfall, but it seemed (o come
no nearer. v might be a signal.
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I it was Cheiusimgh, that only complicated
matters, And whio else could it be? Wu Tu
might not have lied It was guite possible
that Chetusingh had discovered Taron Ling's
dead body, and under cover of darkness, had
whispered to her, making her believe he was
Taron Ling, But il Wu Tu should learn that
now, she would shoot for a certaingy. She
went on snarling: '

“Taron Ling pes Henrietta il 1 shaot youl
Do you hear med He'll make her ralk. 1l
shoot him alterwards. Speak nowl Do you
make -her telle- Or do 137

The sound ouside prew lowder, but not
nearer, It resembled a footfall an echoing
rosck, made bl]r someone wearing slippers, who
rutched his feet. Tap-tap-tap-rutch-tap-ruich.
tap-rutch-tap-tap-rutch-rutch-rutch-tap —"Carry
on while | go for assistance,” that meant
Fause. Then again the ap-tap-tap-rinch-It
was Chetusingh’s signal, '

The problem was to answer it without in-
forming Wu Tu. Unless it were answered,
Chetusingh might come nearer. I Wu Tu
should learn it was he, not Taron Ling. she
would leap to conclusions and probably shoot
Blair instantly. She looked desperate enough
o tackle Chetusingh then; she and the Chinese
irl might “lie in ambush for him; or the

hinese girl might do it while Wa Tu stood
guard over Henrietta, What she would do
after that e Henrietta was something that
Blair preferred not to guess. How 1o answer
that signal? ' 5

He had to be guick.

“Half a minute,” he said av calmly as he
could, hall-turming toward Henrietia but keep:
ing his cyes on Wu Tu. T don’t know the
secret ver | will ask her o tell it 1o me. Let
me talk o her alone a moment. You don’t
listen,™ :

With his right arm around Henrictti he
passed  behind the chair. It was the Kind
that can be taken apart and rolled up: the
top picce came away ecasily when he grasped
it in his left hand. Wu Tu thought he meant
to use that a8 a weapon and said one word
in Chinese; she and the Chinese girl crouched
imstantly, mming their autamatcs like " des
perate amateurs.

"Poisoned bulbeis!” said Wu Tu

“I'm poing o make a noise with this”
he apswered, “You're mot o hear what |
say, that's all.” :

=
THI:'. place was almost circular, He led
,A Henrietta to the wall. exactly oppaosite the
opening, wondering whether sound would
travel out of the place more distinctly than
it crept in. He struck the wall hard with the
piece of wood—tap-pause-tap-tap, for attention,

and whatever the effect might be, outside the
din was deafening under that glass-like rool.
Wu Tu could not possibly hear what he said.
He changed his signal 1o tap-tap-long pause-
Lap-tap, and kept repeating it

“That means. ‘vour signal wnderstood.” ™ e,
said o Henrictta. “We'll have help soon
We've ot o gain time. Taron Ling is dead.
Wu Tu doesn’t know it” He kept on ham-
mering the wall. with an eye on Wu Tu,
cstimating her impatience, “Will you tem-
porize?  Offer o tell? Pretend to tell, o
gain timei”

Henrieta nodded. “I would rather die than
tell her. 1 will tell you Then vou do s
you please.”

He ceased hammering and threw away the
stick,. "Miss Frensham i3 afraid of Taron
Ling.” he said 1o Wa Tw. “She will tell me
the secret on condition that you keep Taron
Ling at a distance. Can vou do 3"

“Taron Ling is afraid ol poisoncd bullets.”
Wu Tu answered. “That's why he daren't
come near unless [ summon him.” But she
herself looked wretchedly afraid—obsesed by
the explosive fear that is the strength of
madness, .

Blair spoke to her in an almost confidential
tone: “Leave us alone while we talk, You
and that girl keep Taron Ling away. Get
outsiche there and watch,” But he knew that
was only a lame expedient. IT help should
conme, Wu Tu would aware of it frst. She
looked desperate enodgh o do instant mur-
der then. and alter that 1o shoot the girl and
herscll in baffled rage and disappoiniment.
Howcver, any expedient was better than none.

Contempt and cunning showed on Wu
Tus [ace, She was about o answer when
Henrieits interrupied. She stepped [orward,
frecing herself from Blair's arm, and faced
Wu Tu with a restraint of- gesiure that re-
vealed rather than disguised loathing. But she
spoke genely:

“You have worked for months o ger this
secret, Wu Tu, haven't you? 1 would never
have okl i o you However, 1 cant let
Mr. Warrender be shot, so 1 will ell him. He
may tell you  But not in this place™

"Wherei™ Wu Tu demanded. She growled
like a dop: within a space of hours she had
become a hag, with a voice like rasping metal.

“You shall see whene ave go.” said Henrietta,
"You may follow, but you muost mot -oome
near o interrupt until the moon  shines
through the opening up there.™

“Hours!” snarled Wu Tu.

“Mot 1:u::jy hours. You must keep Taron
Ling @t a distance, Otherwise I'm helpless,
I'm afraid of him. 1 can do nothing with
Taron Ling nmear me.”
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Wu Tu grinned and glared: “Do you know
what Taron Ling will do to you unless you—"

Blair inwerrupred. Modness feeds on threais
af that sort, There was ome chanee in a
hurbdreed thar she mighe believe her hypnouc
eltores haal par:ia-lhl,- succeeded. It was worth
trying.

“Mane,” he began, “1 thought you=" He
hesitated, putting 2 hand w0 his eyes as if
perplescd by o haunting memdary.

Wu Tu ghwered ut him, “Yes,” she said,
“I"'my Marie. You remembers”

Henrictta spoke before Blair could answer:
“Listen, Wu Tu. He and 1 have promised.
Hut it isn’t possible until moonbght. 1 need
rest—sleep. 5o does Mro Warrender. 1 can't
sleep undess youn protect us against Taron Limg
and unless | gee some sleep | can't do what you
ask.” .

“Sleep here,” said Wu Tu, glancing at the
entrance.  “Taron Ling can’t enter.”  She
Horished her antomatic,

“Even though 1 have b trusi you B0 prolect
me, 1 don’t hke you” Henrieia answered,
“I must be in the night mood o reveal this
secret. You make that impessible, [ camc herc
1 be alone, o grow calm and oollect my
thoughts | must begin apaim—"

“Now that you'ré happy?” Wu Tu inter
rupted, hag leering, incredible. Evil had come
and clothes her seddenly in Time’s bark. She
cven looked wrinkled, "l i thanks o me you
are happy—isn't i -

The argument was getting nowhere, amd 1t
was growing twilight dark. The danger in-
creased with darkness, The elecric torch lay
an the Hoor, Bhar made a sodden seride to-
ward it. Wu Tu squeaked in Chinese and the
Chinese girl, on hands and knees, was thee
abhewed of him. She soacched the toreh and
{mﬂ:rﬂl HI;Jir il ]'Il:!' '.ll'.ll:ulll:ll.;:'_ HE I.l'!n!l‘. a
1.]1:';1_“}! change then—all or pothing. Henrietta
gasped and distracted Wo Tu's attention lor a
second by springimg lorward in an agony of
exeitement. Blur kicked the pusnl our of the
girl's hand, made a dive bor a, caught iv Dbe-
Jove it Eell and was back wathin six feet of W
Tu belore she conld twm and faze him.,

"Dirop that pistoll”™ he conmanded.

Bhe rased it slowly.

“Damn you=1 said=drof it!” He could not
see the Chinese girl, He could see Henrniot,
The Chinese gitl sprang Irom behind-seized
his wiist—clung like o cat with tecth and
finger-nails. In that same Traction of a second
Henricttn sprang at Wu Tu, scized her wrist
and tried to snawcli the pisiol. Wu Tu pulled
the trigger. The shot was dealening. A lump
of stalagmite fell from the roal with a crash.

The Chincse girl clung to Blair's wrist; he
dragged her until he could reach Wu Tu

She hired a second shot, wild as the fimi. Then
in a second he had both weapons, and with
Wu Tu's pi.ttni he rapped the Chinese girl's
knuckles until she lev go and walked away
to look for her cigarctte tbe,

She was as suddenly indifferent as she had
been recklessly determindd. Except that she
murscd her kicked wrist she seemed o have
forgotten the incident. 'Wu Tu, also nursing

c & wrist, backed away until she reached the

wall; then she called w the Chinese girl,
whio came and stood beside her,

“Please shoot ws both!” smid Wu Tu
“Pleuse shoot!" she repeated.

LAIR had no doult what to do, but he was

struggling with an almnst hysterical im-
pulse to laugh. He tonk both pistnls in his
feft hand because Henrictta took his righe
hand and vsed her (rock to stanch the blood
where the Chinese girl had wrn and biten i
It was bleeding badly. There was hlood on
the girl's face and she kept wiping her lips
with the back of her hand.

“Any more hididen weapons? he demanded.

"Ma,” sid Wa T,

-Henricua tore a¥ong sirip from her frock
that had been ripped in the struggle, and be-
gap to bandage his night hand

“Come here and be scarched,” he com-

rarnded,
“Ma” sad Woa Tu, “Shoot me”
“That's hravadn, old lady. You know

damned well | wong shooe”

“1 would have shot you" she retored.
"They are pasancd bullets, You would have
dicd if one had touched you”

He grinned ar the pain in s right hand,
Henrietta bandlged it carefylly,

“Finished? Good. We're in Tor trouble nosw,
s stand by!" He eyed Wa Tua again, emptied
both automatics and pocketed the cantridges.
"Strip ofl that sari and throw it to me!” he
cosnmanded, -

The answer was suddenly passionate: “Nol
Don't you dare to shoot? Are you too big a
e

*Yeg," he amswertd., “Bout 1 don't mind
kicking you unconscious! I¥you hear me?”

Wu Tu heard and evidently wunderstood,
but hesitated. Suddenly she began: o plead:
"Blair, shoot me!, You can say that Loman
Ali, or Taron Ling or someone did it! ] can't
go to prisaon, Blair, | can't! | won't! If I
can't have this scoret, life's fnished for me.
Los of people will be grateful wo you il you
shoot me=all those who owe me moncy—
all the="" :

He took one step toward her: At that she
pulled off the sari, bundled it and fung it on
the foor between them, sneening:
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"You swinel” .

Henmietta laughed: "You little thiel, Wua
Tu! That's my underwear-that you have onl”

“Pick up her sari, please,” said Blair. “Tear
it into good long srips.”

Henrietta obeyed.

She had to use her weeth to get the r:n-r]mg
siarted.

“Now hold both” pistols, and kecp cool. |

may have to besa bit rough.”
o« Blair took the long silken strips and walked
toward Wu Tu, smiling. "Better take your
medicing, old lady. I don't want to bhurt yeu,
but I will if | must. Torm your bace to the
wall and put your hands behind you”. -He
was wondering just bow hard to lut il she
resisted, and what the effect of the blow would
be on Henneoa, He did not eare in the least
about W Tu's leclings. He was rather sur.
prised when she obeyed him and laced the
wall—not quite agreeably surprised, because
ohedience might mean that she could still
oommand unguessable resources.

So he tied her wrists cunningly, Then, when
he had helped her to the chair, he tied her
ankles, and tied her into the chair. watched
all the time by the Chinese girl as il he were
a conjurer showing her some new trick.

“No need o gag you," he said, "Il bring
you water by and by."

Then, II'IHlIEInI.:I.EIT “Shout for help if '].anl:n
Ling annoys you.

Aflter that he tied the Chinese girl hand
and [oot, apologizing because he could not

deave ber a hand Free to smoke cigarettes

She offered no resistance, made no answer, lay
at Wu Tu's feet and looked up at her without
any apparent emotion,

“You are oo p;cﬁtltm.\.n," gandd W D “II
vou were, you would shoat,™

She repeared the remark to Hennectia:

“Remember, I have warned youw. he 13 not a
gentleman!”

Blair's interest in Wu Tu's judgment on
ahat point amounted to less than 4 shrug of
the shoolders, but he wondered why she
wand it

There was probably a motive. '

. It was prowing so dark that he had o take
dhe electric torch to examiné the knots he had
ticd, The bondaged nght hand had made
him a bit clumsy. However, the knots looked
jpood. He wrned the worch on Henrietta—
Sramed her in a poal of light, her white skin
'_ElnwinE through the torn [rock. His cyes
appraised, enjoyed, approved. Then, sud-
denly:

“Where's Frensham:" he -;Iﬂmu:lm

All the answer Henrietta made was to put
on her sandals and lead the way out,

fﬁﬂpfﬂr Twelve

What are the dimensions ol an ldea?
Length—=breadith—depth? Can it be,
_messured by footrule or bushel ar
pound? Has one of you not known an
wlea?  Are s dimensions—in  number,
space and kind, not mbnite? Then do
ye dare to tell me. who am teaching
vou the virtue of rebellion agninst the
limis of the three dimensions in which
ve strangle--do ye dare--do ye dare to
teil me four (of all the infinite dimen
sions) are heyond the compas of ex.
perience, intelligence and knowledge?
What is death? Can ve, or any of your
holy, learned or reputedly informed
authorities assure me, and produce their
evidence, that Death is not ‘experience
of lile in foor dimensions? Thence,
death again, experience ol life in hve
dimenswons?  And so0  on—six—seven—
onto eternity. And of eternity, where is

the end?
~From the Ninth (unhnished) Book

of Moor Ali.

through the gap in the rool. Hut the

greal pit was filled with gloom in which
the concshaped scpulchre ol Her of Gagla-
jung stond vaguely luminous. It seemed to
stand on nothing, because of the darkness of
the monnd beneath it The ecluoed gurglr anl
splash ol water emphasired the stillnes. Hats
were awake; in thousands, like blick paricles
im a whirlpool, they streamed in an ascending
spiral toward the oﬁmiug fur overhead, Blair
was almost out on his feet, [rom lack of sleep
and physical exhaustion. The. maddeningly
mystic gloaming made his senses reel.

He lollowed Hennietta slowly, fighting an
almost overw hl.'lmmg impulse (o let everything
o to hell and just make love to her, Habatu- -
al sell-dliscipline—thar, and the Lingering sus-
picion of Wu Tu's methods, that mrght have
unbakinced him more than enough o make
him act wnwisely—forced him to concentraie
effore on gewing and leeling control o hime-
sell. He did that savagely, not overtaking
Henriewa until she waited for him, in a hol-
low between two walls of waxy stalagmite.
where the shadow biy deep. Her bt words
shacked lam:

“There will be a [ull moon.”

What the hell had that 1o do with it? He
was not there 1o talk about moonshine! The
new-born sense of intimacy, sudden and de-
licious, that for the first time in his life had
withdrawn the wveil between him and anv

L3

IT WAS not yet sunset; the sky showed
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woman, produccd a charucteriste  reaction
He was a trained and trusted public servany,
whose personal delights came last, not [rst,

“Where is your father?” he demanded in a
quiet WOLOE, CGILCIGLE nol O ST Lo many
echoes. “Don’t forger 1 came here looking
for luem,”™ 3

“Please, Blair, you must wait lor moon-
light.”

He tumed the torchlight on her. Her
hand wembled as she lawl the empty auto-
matics aon a fold of the rock. Dut she was less
ured than he was, Sinckingless, lithe, ath.
letie, in a torn frock thar revealed ‘most ol
ong thigh, she looked porgeous—like a Sabine
woman, plundered and all the more precious
for thart.

He sirode mearer and she recogneed the
unsecrel, posessive, and sirongowalled light
that glowed [rom his eyes. No word passed
between them. He switched off the wrchlight,

wok her in his arms, kised and crushed her

bireathless.
There was no India. no job, nothing for
a while except they two—until the might shut

down solidly black, and away up near the

summit of Gaglyjung the Plefades, like jewels,
twinkled [hmﬁjgil tn'l'f: gap. !

“Wo more secrets,” he said then.

"No more secrets!” said an echo.  Every
spoken word procduced a hollow murmur, hut
gome words came back umxpeclq-dlj in an
exapperated whisper,

“No. Blair, from the day 1 first loved you,
I never wanied to keep a secret from you”

The policcman, that was the other half
~of Blur Warrender, resumed autharity, sud-

denly, because that was his way.

“And your [ather is wherer§ he asked her.

"Wherer™ said the echo. “"Where? Wheret™

She nestled closer, and taughed delightedly
peciuse she understood him. Iy was true they
could have no secret {rom each other, That
was his abrupt way of accepting intimacy,
genuine and forever. But the echoes ako
laughed. They were dersive. She lowered
her voice.

“Blair, dear, please wait [or the moon.
Don't you—won't you understand 1 couldn't
tell you simply and solely because 1 couldn'td™

“You could have tried,” he answered.

“Blair, il you nnll].' knew, you wouldn't say
that. While you didn’t love me, but 1 did
love you, there was one thing 1 couldn’t even
try o do. Would you try. now, to miake me
despise you? If I had tried, you would have
thought me quite mad, Even if you hadn’y
said so, I would have known what you
thought, and 1 couldn't have endured thar.
It was hetter you should think me venomous,
or criminal—oh, anything was bewer. It isn't
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as if 1 could have made vou believe. 1 couldn't.
If you hadn’t come here, you would never
have seen me again. You would never have
known the seoret; or 1 think nmon™

That startled him. He spoke louder. “Do
you mean="

“Do you mean® an echo whispered,

“h, no, | would not have Eilled mysell.
There was no need. Yoo will understand that
pm:n*ll}.l. But you would never have scen me
AEAm,

E:'!w“ Tu would have killed yous”

“Oh. no. Wu Tu wamis o learn the secret
from me. IF she has leamed i, then it woeld
have been (oo late to kill me”

“I'm being awlully patient, sweetheart.”

“I.know i, You will soon wnderstand, You
will see my difficulty. Father discovered this
place. Do you know what his passionute
interestss were?”

“Passionate inicrests’™ gqid anm echo, It was
like a mocking comuneéntary,

"Mare or less, Fourth dimension-—ancient
magic=showers of fsh in deseris—sudden ap-
pearance of plants and ammals on  desert
islands—Charles  Fort's hooks—disappearance
without trace of abow 3 hendred thowsand
pr.-nplr every  voar—iclepathy—dairvowinoe—
pretey nearly everything a soldier shouldn't
care a damn about”

*True, he should not have been a soldier.”

“For God's sake, where is hed”

“Where 13 he? Where & hef” an echao whis-
pered.

“Wait, dear, for moonlight.”

“Do you know a way our of these caverns:”

"Mo. And when Chetusingh bBrooght me,
1 didn’t care, It was good-by forever.”

“But you care nowd”

“¥es. You know i, We'll Gnd a way ow”

“Let’s hope Chetusingh will, somehow. He
has gone for help, Betrer hurry if you want w
show me secrels. Is your father dead:?”

“Wait, Blair—please wait. I'm doing my
best. Wu Tu's obsession is 1 do what he. did=
and return and be wiser than anvone else in
the world,. Wu Tu knows the legends  She
believes what very ‘Tew people gave father
credic for, that he really knew what he was
doing. He investigated ancient legends about
so-called lose races of giants, that once peopled
the world ba vanished hefore hisiory, as we
know 1, began w be written, He woncered
why and how they vanished.

He was quite familiar with_the writings of
Finstein, Jeans, Fddingion, Whutely Smith,
Haldame and men like tho, Mathemanies was
like music to him: he could think in terms of
mathematics, It was one of his favorite say-
ings that matter is nothing but theoretical
dimensions in motion, He believed there is
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truth underlying the legend about how
the Atanteans, whoever they were, destroyed
themselves and vanished, [rom misuse of wo
much knowledge. Can vou imagine then
what it meant to him when he discovered this
place? And that priestess! Is she not plainly
a hierophant? Doesn't she guard, yee well in
silence, some tremendows secret that the an-
cifnts knew? Would he tell about this place?
Wounld he have it plundered like Tutank ah-
men's tomb? Would he have wauarists let in?”
OM where they sat on the rock, with her
head on his shoulder, he could Inok
straight up through the opening to the sky.
He stared at the Pleiades. Then he glancéd
at the coné, ghostly luminous, that seemed
able 1o steal and concentrate the starlight. like
a tigers eyes in darkness. T ¢an understand
his keeping it secret,” he answered. “Buot youd”

“I can’t remember the time when he and |
weren't fricnds. He told me everything ex-
cept about Wu Tu. [ couldn’t help him much
about this. but I did what 1 could. You sce,
I don't understand mathematics. Symbology
seems as difficult to me as Chinese, There were
thin metal plares, that he found by opening a
gold box. He had to smash the boo to open it
The gold was as hard as iron. so the plates
got damaged. 1| helped 1o fl‘mtugraph them
and the photography revealed marks which
lather concluded were mathematical symbnls,
dealing with the fourth dimension. He and
I came back for the other boxes, which be
had left here because it seemed the safest place
to leave them., Bur by that time Wua Ta's
agents had werrorized the Bac-Brabmin and
found their way in. They tonk the boxes. |
suppose they melied them.

“"Father nearly went fruntic with  disap
pointment. He almost decided o ell the
povernment about it there and then, o pre-
vent further looting. Hut ot wouldn't have
looked well, would it? He had kept it secret
so long and he himsell had raken three boxes,
and smashed one. The mildest thing the
government would be likely v do would be w
transfer him and completely close the place,
on the ground of relipous prejudice. 1 they
did admit anyone, it would b some orthodog
expert, who would measare everything and
understand nothing. You know the kind af
man | mean=ome of thme mild, sfe, unim-
aginative scientisti—the kind of man whao savs
the Great Pyramid of Egypt is a tomb built by
Cheaps.

“It seemed better o run rsks—take eonse-
quences, whatever they might be. It was obvi
“ous that the Woman within that cong had been
immured, perhaps hundreds of thousands of
yiears ago, by people who knew how to make

liquid stone take shape and solidify and be-
come transparent.  Abo they knew how 1o
harden gold. and how to close up a gold box
without leaving a seam. So they probably
knew a great deal more than that. Blair, did
you ever imagme the fourth dimension:”
“No,” he said “Three give me trouble
enotph,” :
“I can’t imagine a fourth. But 1 know the

. theary. Semething like. this: One dimension

is a straight line, without breadth or depih.
It you move thar at riglht angles to itsell you
get a place of wwo dimensons, don’t you?
You get three dimensions=that 15 to say a
cube—if you move the. plape at right angles
to itsell. It has depth then, as well as length
and breadih, An imhabitunt of a two-dimen
sional  plane, supposing there were  one,
couldn’t see or understangd three dimensions,
The wo-dimenuonal person coulin’t see the
depth, eould he? Fle'd be unoomscious of it
Anything lifeed off his plane in the direction
of the third dmiension would go out of his
conwiousncss, He would call that, mapgic. be-
cause he couldn't cxplain it Is thar clears”

SGo oone 'm listening.”

“To arrive at the fourth dimension ong
must now try o imagine thie cube moved at
right .-mElu to itschl. We thresdimensional
people find that difficult. Maost of us can't
imagine it at all, bur mathematicians  un.
derssand  the theory, and they know  what
some of the properues of the fourth dimen-
sion are. The paoint is thing il anything were
lifted, or in some way removed intn the
Foureh dimtension, we three dimensional people
woukl no longer b consaous of it U wonld
lnak hike magic. wouldn®t it? Well=you have
heaid of the dncieat rope rick?™ .

"Wever met a man wha saw it done” Blair
amswered, But he planced an the cone in
the midst of the pur, loaded and aglow with
starlight. The word impissible died on his
lips .

“Father saw it—twice,” saod Hennieua, “"He
photagraphed it both times, A man threw a
rope in the air. climbed the rope, disappearasd,
and pulled the rope after him, 1t was the same
miain L'ach li:nu_-. T hi= l}]'lll'.ll”EHl.'lhh :-lurh'ﬂl l]"l!:
man climbing.”

"Where-are the photographs?®

“Somewhere an the - Scovet Service files.
Father came to the conclusion that the man
merely moved away imto the bourth dimen-
g._irln—tha! h{- L'.J'n'u' hi:lhl' foa ;ll:l lfl:l.l. nme (4]
return at will-or perhaps he coubdn’t help
returning. Father developed a theory that
perhaps. a small percentage of the Pundred
thowsand or more people who disappear une
accountably every year, huave shipped o0 soum-
bled off inta the {ouarth dimensiai Erf.n aiident,



FULL MOON

It is a theory that can’t be disproved, no matter
wha ridicules i, And by reversing it, one
arvives al another theory, egually impossible
to disprove; that vegeration—insects--animals
—even lwman beings, when conditions are
right, are sometimes perhaps expelled  rom
the fourth dimension inm our, theee-dimen-
siorfal existence, by what Charles Fort called
telepartation. The theory offers a nw i
promsibie explanation for all soris ol phrhu
mena that can’t be expliined otherwise,”

“Ireums, lor instanoe?™

“Some dresns, not all. Same sorts of visions,
ton, that have been seen by people whese
veracity isn't in douht. People on hattlefields
see visions, Theee were the Angels ol Moos.
Lots of peaple see, at tines, into the fourth
dimemsion.  Very religions peaple sometinics
by ir There must be o st or a plane a1
which dimensinng merge ar ineet o cseend
anitis e mivean lier, Ai.:.u!l:l]ng e et her's [IIE"HF:l'..
l-lxh‘l., whir.l'l |Irh|,||:|-|:|'|.' !':"jl.ﬂ'_i.' |||||1¢|1.F.'.|||1]1. ||,;|_-.
:.1..|-|I|r|_-l|1|||g wir oy wigh .

“He made experiments, here, in this cavern,
bearing i wind the degends, and wondering
'n.h:r there are twr Eaves il ::-lrl!' tlep owne
[AETTITE e :||1- stone,  There are skele.
pomis i the LIy, it's prue, where Hangeet’s
lil.lnr_"i,!li LH_“"H.M In:fl‘.'pl_'f! :|.|“,| ]11,:1' WENrHan
death; and there sre g Few in the tunnel, but
thaome are obviously moders; the Bae-Bralonn
adimits they are those of poople who gor in,
aned were shut o and never got out again.

"Ever since Ranject’s queen orcmated her-
sell, of she did, and the heast eracked the sealed
wall of the oypi, the Bat-Brabmins hove
kimown of these chiveris, People whin were 1oo
persistenily  inguistive were  admitiel, aad

shut in, to die of hunger or by falling into ~

Baoles 1y the dark, That s how the secree hias
boen kept. Ban father noticed dhere are oo
ancient skelewons, although the legend i than
a whole race perished o here”

“Perished in bere! said an echo,

LAIR glanced aguain at the opening, 'nigh
up, macoessible, through which the Ple-
ades were twinkling now less brightly in the
light of the rising moon. He shuddercd bur
reserved eomment, hoping Chetusingh would
solve the problem ol escape rom the caverns.
Wu Tu had said she knew no way oul.
“Father decded,” Henrveta went on, “than
perhaps those ancients wsed this cavern as a
means of escape into the fourth dimension.
Perhaps they didn't like w de. Perhaps they
saw there i no need po die, Perbaps that
ghantess was somebody who died before her
timee; she may have been immured, as she
stands, a8 a warning or something like thag,
Or perhaps she was deliberately killed and set

_bled om the right solution,
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there as a monument to symboliee something
or other; for instance, ‘naked we came into
the world, naked we leave . He tholught of
that. It was no wse dismissing a thougin un.
cxumined; he had to use his imagination if he
was W find out anything a all”

“Liid he discuss all this with you?”

Vs, Bt Fowasn't withh him when he stum-
He was in lere
on & nught of full maoon, and he had with him
a scevant whea, 1 think, was one of Wa Tu's
apics, although the man protendal o be deal
aned dumb, | alwavs thought e was preved:
i, by Lathver thoughe noc thar was why he
Cluwse hime He amd dlee servant wene where 1
will take you presently. The deal and-dygimb
nun—he wis a Bombay boy=had bure e
scli rather Ladly. Heowas only wearing a loin-
choth because of rise hom Faher abways car-
ried @ pocker frse-ad ki with sodine and thae
kind of thing. He sigued o him w rake off
Ivs Boam clmb amd show the mjuqr The serv-
snt aheved, He u.u.muln:u;I-.Lml.-i"uly

"Yaour mican nboe the lourth dmenson”

"That was bather's theory, He mllid imagine
i ather,”

“Dich he 1eport the :ll:um:l:nrn.ucf?"

Mo, Whe would lave believed 17 Wuo Tu
=1 wm e it wis she—introduced him o a
wontan whe was in her serviee, | odid not meet |
her, bne | knew about her, 1 believe the woms
an drugged him, 1 can’t prove it but [ believe
he wed oo tell her all be knew. Anyhow, Wu
Tu learned what had happeoned w the deal-
anddwmby man, and from that toeee there was
no shaking her off, She threatened o have
bather accused ol murder unlbess he woukld ake
her into partnership and tefl her all he knew.
She threatened w have him accused of looting
the caverns.”

“Why don’t blacknusiled peaple come 1o the
pillii.-l:?"' Blair woislered -45Whar a damned
Foall™ ¢

"Was he? | dont cthink he cared
blackmail at all. He made no barguin with
Wu Tu. He knew shie would not dore to ac
quse him, becawese it was she and her agenty
who had looted the gold. What he decided o
do wis to come back and look for the servant,
even il he had 1o follvw him inte the fourth
dimension.” .

“Didd he think he coukd bring him back?"

"He didn’t know.”

“And vou agreeds”

“l wasn't asked, He wept and did i %W hat
would have been the use of my telling you,
for instance, what 1 thought had happened?
Would you have believed me? You th:'l.r: me
now. But would vou have believed me lhtn?“

“II you weren't ‘consulted, how da you know
what he did?™

for the
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"I will show you preseatly. But 1 should
have been very stupsd not to guess what he
had done. He lefi a note for me saking where
he was going, and reminding me that he had
already conveyed his property to me by deed
of trust. He asked me 1o burn the note and
a-:'?l nothing. [ did. We had ofien wlked over
what it might mean to step off into the tourth
dimenan, ancl P'.'"lli'lill meet gach olier 1|h|_-.|1"-..

“NWepther of us ever had the least doubt of
a life afver deaus.  Buot we :|H.|'i.'m;i i it hilksng
the prospect of deadh, a's such a messy and
soamictitnes such o croel business, | like life. |
bove it Bue the thowghe of life w love with
vom, and vou indifferent, was such a drab. un-
lovely prospect thiat | made up my mind o
follow father of § could ger inwe the caverns.
I had been unable o ger in kately, So when
Cheosingh brooght me a3 message. e 1
thoughe coubdn’s possibly be from you, [ pre
temded o believe, and | came hke o sliod.”

“Like m shot!” sand a whispering echo,

"Wu Tu wams to Llellow hime™

1 ehink she wanes o Iook ints the tourk
dimension. Wu Tu craves power. She belicves
she can learn black meagic, She believes oot
iiwd 1 belicve she's afrad of ™

Few, she docs, and she 8.7 said Blaie, “Well,
she's afraid of prison. She's afvaid of death.
She’ll bearn all abwsud besthy, if we ever pen ont
of here alive. She'll have o swing for killing
Eaman Ali=nod that he didn’t doerve i, |
feel sorry for ber. Bur when o owoswan like
W T :Iiln ups, sl Jums Less ey tlebstesrs erch
rivals and oalier soans o deadly senies o
hase a chance Lo escape the galloows, | koiw
MAly a9 Worse I:l'.ll:.kgll:lrl:l thian Woa Ta whie
werlt's pet hangeds but whee will Liwgh with
ielicl when it happens 1o hev”

“Youte not vindictive:®

Mo, Vindictive people are all conuempeible,
and most of them are sellrghiomes swine
Wi Tu s abowt the opposite ol oy dcdea of a
desirabile, but if 1 eould, U'd save her, for the
sake of wihat she hay ugln me, abour ofooks
and hall & hoodred oaber things.” A

“Leenk!™ sui Fenrietia

The rind ol the moon nme golden in the
gap, and the Pleindes vanished. The, entire
cnern Became fAlled with dim lighe: but the
g::-.:t comg glittered in the midst as §f eold fre

riaed withan.  The wonnan remained invis
ible, but there were swirling siapes, like upal
cloek, insidé the cone. They changed each
secomil. with eah fractional change of the
main s heights,

“Wat!® sand Hennetta

“Wan! Wait!" echoes whispened.

They stor] up. hand in hand, Second by
second the cone grew brighter, until jts sum-
mit glowed like molten  silver—changing—
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changing=the glow desoending, Stowly. as the
full moon stde upward past the brion of the
gap. the entive cone grew suddenly silver—und
tluen lu-drI-Euh'- LEANSyIATEnt, The silver wvai-
ished. I gleamed pure crystal. The piantes
stareed Torth like a splendid stae. dead and
yet strangely lifelike.

“Comee,” sanl Heénrietta, =

“Corme!” an ccho wllj:.':!'rr,ﬂ an Blair's ear
Bt he stared and stonod still. Tt was oearly o
mimuie before he yielded 1 the tug ol Hen
rctta’s hamd and followed her. Even ahe
echoes ol their fooisteps were litie sounds in a
drean.

HERE was no longer necd for the electric
torch, Moenfight hiled the eavern: the
oome diffused i conguering all shadows ex-
cept in the segment b hind the mound: even
there i wos not otally dark. Fen ictn led
i the shadow uneil the cone stoed straighn

. betweein them and the moeon. and they oould

see the Woamsn. weirdly rcdinng  She leoked
alive, in motion, waltting lorward: tired eyes
reflused 1o believe she was not moving, From
beneath. at thar angle, she seceed e he star.
mp; upward at the ledge that surrunded the
peil.

At the rear of the monnd. illuminated dim
Iy by the all-pervading glow, a Hight of wide
stone steps ascended Gty or sixey leew 1o o
narrow cggahaped opening. Steps and open-
ing were probubly invisible [rom ohe ledge:
iy cwprveel o the fpce ol the mawnd and
wine ":llll.t'll h:r TRTE I ] luillsu:'.'ur{: il LE gk
hued stalagmive. worn smpe-smonth where an-
cieni Im:-:E:. pscending angd descending.  hagl
pressed em it wpper surfice. They were ir
regulan steps. ne two were alibe: sevesral ol
=them were three fect higher than the step be-
loow. It was a stairway For o glant. worn o
the surlace by ages of use. .

They ascended togather, boring up hand.
inchand, wotl diey swood  exBousied  before
the cpg-shaped opoming. lo somall cnd  was
downward, and avound is edge wore vopguely
snake-like tracings on the stone, Within wis
darkpess, Blair switched on the wrch, They
ascended o smenthwalled  pasage. ten leet
high, lowr Teet wide, that spiraled gradoaally
upwazd, worn along its midst inta a shallow
trowgeh by Feet" that must always have marched
i Dinclian hbe.

They rould hardly hear themselves speak,

*hardly hear therr own fomdall: the sownds

they made seemed o ravel along in front ol
them, so that the wensation was of l'nllm-.'iug
other people inte the home of all the boomimg
misises in bhe workd

It was a long climb; the passage apparently
made two complete ascending spirals within
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the mound. But at last there began to be light
~s0 much light that the wrch was no longer
-needed. They came to another eggshaped
opening in a weirdly carved wall. Through
that the light shone [rom an enormous cham
her that except for two thirds of the fluor con.
mined nof one Nar surface. Tis curved walls
seemed 1o be built of frozen moonlight, There
wiss nothing else w0 which to compare i

"It is only like this in full moonlight,”
Henrietta whispered. "When the sun shines
nothing can live in this place.” Even a whis
per sighed like wind wntil ity echo flowed back

st them and down the tunnel,

In the midst of the place, arranged in an
elongated oval, there were eightecn crystalline,
apparcutly unhewn, natural columns, They
supported the rool and surrounded an oval
hollow that sugeested a pool, but there was
o water in it. lis floor looked like molien
metal in the light that streamed through the
rocl, between the columns. The mirror-like
surface of the pool cught, suffused and
spread the light outward betwieen the columns
toward the concave surlace of the chamber
wall, which reflected it back, confused but soft
and wolerable. The shadowy relections of the
columms seemed to swim within the wall, in
fantastic and innumerable curves thar changed
their shape as the ohserver moved,

Sensation reeled. The slowly moving moon-
light pouring through the gap on the summit
of Gaglajung touched millions of microscopic
prisms in the cone that contained the Woman,
The light came through the cone into the
chamber, magnifed and broken into sound-
bess, formless, spastic symphonies of chaos
Thie place swam in motion. Even the columns
seemed to maove, in an  incomprehensible,
measurehess dance, like reeds in a whirlwind.
But the air was stifling; there seemed 1o be no
dnlu t whatever, and that increased the
weirdness,

Up berween-and above thl.- columns, seen
through stone as clear as crystal. Like an une-
deud corpse in water moved by multitudes of
currents, stood the Woman of Gaglajung. By
some [reak i the shape of the orystalline
sone, she appeared now w be staring down-
ward at her own reflection. I felt like looking
up through deep, clear water at an uncarthly
bather—monstrous, meditanve, silent.  When
they stoad still and made no echoes, there was
such silence that Blair's straining cars heard
his own and Henmietta's heartbeats.

Moment after moment the light increased.
The oval hole through which they had entered

was not at the chamber's wider end bt about .

filteen feet to one side of it. At the narrower,
far end of the chamber, on the floor, against
the wall, confusingly reflected amid rangled

images of columns on the wall’s curved sur-
face, there was something not quite n:cug:m
able and ver Fumiliar thay caughe Blair's EL:
He walked towapd it, treading as quictly as
coulid becawse his footsicps Glled the place
with noise as weirdly broken and conlusing -
as the light.

Henrietta shook off her sandals and fol.
lowed, but even bare feet stirred a whisper
ing. like wind amid reeds They passed be
tween the columns, skirting the curved surface
of the eggshaped pool. It had been swept,
the dust of ages lay in a heap between two
columns, except lor a small oval space in the
center, _

Sceen close, that looked like polished alumi-
num, But the part in the center, about six or
seven feet long, defied imagination. It ap-

eared to be neither solid nor liguid. 1t looked
?EL: a pool of pure moonlight. It was very
difficult o look av steadily, but refleced
within it, reversed, reduced in size and gaeing
upward, was the Woman., Thele was nothing
clse reflected in that cenwral portion,  Blair
made a move w examing ir more closely,

“Don’t”™ Hearetta exclaimed—instant—sud-
den—clutching his arm. Her exclamation flled
the place with rolling thunder. Blair saw the
fear in her eyes: He sensed no danger, but
saw that she did, so he ook her hand and con-
tinued his way o the wall at the far end The
light, continually more mn!mi:ng. changed
every second. They were close o the wall—
within six strides of it<before he saw that the
cunous object was some clothing,

It was a coat, folded with military neatness,

rpﬁi by a two-decker Terai hat of thin gray

such as Frensham always wore_when not
in uniform.  Slightly protruding lrom the
jacker pocket was a flar metal first-aid kit-box.

Beside the hat there was an empty cigaretie
case algthin, polished wood, a box of matches
and a felt-covered water-hottle with a fed
metal cup. Beside those was a bit of black
candle-wick amid the shapeless residue of a
burned-ouwt candle, Three dead matches and
three closely burned cigarctie ends fay in a
neat little heap wgether, near the wall.

“He must have sat here smoki waiting
I'ur the moon,” Henrietta whlsptr;? “lt was
at lull moon that the deal-and-dumb man
vanished.”

“Vanished=vanished!=" said the echo and
went whispering down the munnel—"Vanished
—vanished| ="

There was
He H:ll'l.‘.ﬂ atk

LAIR searched the jacker
nothing in the pockeis
Henrietta—relolded the jacken:

“Why the devil did he take his clothes nﬁ?"

"The deal-and-duwnb man did,” she an-
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swered. “And he Tound it=the Fourth imen-
sion. He disappeared.”

"Disappearcd —disappeared —" said the ccho,

Blair glanced upward, but from that end
of the chamber the ginntess was invisible,
Henrnietta whispered again:

“"Father made experiments, remomber.”

She moved the eoat and the other thimgs,
signed 1o him, and they sat where it had been,
sidle by side, with their backs o the wall, heads
touching, clasped in cach other's anus, A line
drawn then between them would have passed
exactly down the center o the place between
the enlumns and across che En-nl tiv Llve mniacldle
of the broad end of the chamber, The oval
opening by which they came in was on their
leftdront, hidden from them by the columns.

The light kept growing stronger every sec
ond, and yet curiously solt; there was no per-
ceptible strain on the eyes. although there
was a leeling of conlusion. Attention wan.
dered, It was like staring m a dream a0 s
cinating and convincing unreality, There ap-
peared an exceedingly thin line, like a i:—lrmt
of light seen edgewise between the pool and
ihie roesd —almiost like ane filament of the Aurora

Borealis. When Mair meeved Lis head it vam- o

- whed. When he resumed his position it re-
appeared. It relwsed to be placed. It was
there and not there. but it seomed wo pass up-
ward, through the transparent rool wward the
Woman, It shope. bt it was less ke a3 ray
of light than like one of those shiming rays
that Cubists paint, to lewd egination
ward new frontievs of realism 1t mosed, ba
there was no describing 15 movemenis:, (i
soundlessness suggested somnd turmed  inside
out, rather than silence.

Henrictta whispored excivedly:
Lie did™

Abrupily, she slipped off her cloalies. FEven
are, Blar hesitaged, Convenvion dids barder
in a man. But Hewricwa seenwed perfectly un-
self-conscious.  Chin on knecs, she  staved
straight at the dreambike line bLetwecn the
columns, not winng her head  when *.Iu.'
spoke again, low-voiced:

"I don’t know. why—perhaps nohady can
know why=—this only happens in full moon.
light, You can't see wnless you're naked, Wiy,

"'l}ll- i Jual

I don’t know, Buot you'll have 1o resist, You
st hang on,”
What she saw, he could not see. Bng he

craald feel the renseness with which she set

herself against almost irvesiatible {force that he

oould not leel,

shoulder.
“Blair, don' H Please don't! The least wouch

of clothing staps l”

" Her mapt expresion  instantdy  retumed.

“Look! Look!™

s jackey sleeve brushed ber

ek echoes shonited down the
wannel,

"What do you seci”

"What don’t 1 scel T can't tell yoa! | sup-
pose its four dimensions? 108 the next world]
Is indescribablel When the moon goes be-
yoncd the gap-"

“Rlair, come with me!™ The mere wuch
af his sleeve on her shoulder brought her back
o @ world of three dimensions. She looked
mto-his eyes, Hers pleaded. "Blair dear, do
look! Then we'll bath go, or we'll bath stay!”

"Cor whered”

"Thiroiigh tia! Ine eternicgl 1 want vouo
i see 1t Then choese, | woan't go unless you
comme with me”

The din was a tremendous tenpest of sound
—weird and unintelligible voices filled the
chamber: some seemed lwman, but they wsed
na wards that Blair knew For a moment he
thought he was hearing  instead of BECing
Tour dimensicens, Henrietta was i better pos-
session of bep senses tham be was: even in
that state of emotion sounds did ot deceive
her (i o sccond. She spoke excitedy:

“Samennes coming! Rlair, there are only
mammenes lehl 1 owon't go wichowt you, Dt
lonk—lonk! Scel Quick. while there’s moon
lghe!™

|I|.1|r ﬂ;.;ur the eleceric torch as if it were
a pisend aoed maved his head o see hetween
e el

Lowok [

Wi T stoo! there
Tragically, m a linrvicine of ooise, e
stpmibled, exhausied, twward the brogd end

of the ehpmber, There she stomd staring fe-
tween the coluwmns, with the Chinese gir] be-
liingl her The Chinese girl was picking her
fromt teeth with finger and ﬂnuml; sl i
evidently wsed them o worry leose the knots
o Wu Tu's wrists,

She lookod younyg again with solt, conluwd
Dgha bicod.og aned ye-blending on her iﬂll}'
shim. Hlor £YEL alyeane i Uhat |ig,l‘|'[ She suad
one word in Chinese aned walked Suraighit Tor
wart, But the Chinese gicl steod stll and ©
contined o pick her weth with her back
i the wall,

Hewrictia's whispering voice was list in din
that thendered from the pssage. It exploded.
It suppesicd heavy Tootsteps magnified  and
multiplicd by echoes. Chetusingh on the way
willy assistanie?

Blair groped for Henrettz's Trock and thieew

Jt over her. Wa Tu's eves secmed hixed on in-

fimity. She sicp
hollow between

I straight down inio the
& columns. There she ruised

. her arma. smiled upward through the pouring

light toward the Woman above her. She
dropped her sari om - the ground, and--like a
bather entering water—touched with her toe
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the central, eggshaped place that looked like
pure light. Eyes could not lollow what hap-
pened then, She laughed. Instanty, where
n|I|: lisacd '|.I!r:||:||;| |:|'||"_-I‘|:' was Ilullli|t:, |.“‘.|: HEH T
ished shadow, she was not there. Her Bargh
survived her. 1t reverbernied tluough  the
chamiber wocll the roar from the  pasge
tirowned i

T Then, belore bewilderment had e o
slacken its grip on imagination. the moon's
rim passet beyond the gan on the shouliler of
Gaglajung. The light waned as if turned down
by somenne wiseen. Second by second, dim
gray luminescenee Eacded inio durknes, soil-
Llack, vntil Blair conld nat éven see the out-
ling of Hennetia’s face Buot the din grew
greater; it was like the mamp of an mvading
host im0 summwanition boois Henmetla  wis
::rl::||1illg. f:gul hie lrll.llil el I.rl.'illllulli"rh gl
sfu.' aid.
~ He was listening for the Chinese girl; she
mmight be ou the prowl in the dock, and he
dil not want o be mundered. | Henriea
leaned on his shoolder to shout in his ear.
Then the din wemed—ud'enly, as il a hid
had shut tight, although the cchors mombled
away down the rummel Stifling heat and dark-
ness Dlemeded dneo silence thar bred verron, un-
il o leud, grufl voige deranded,

“Blair—where arc you?”

"Are yOu—are pU—N0E yomi—r
eclvoes

Mhaee lishts—an electric wrch aml two lan
terns—suddenly shone i the entrance. . They
were ol rellected by oolumas o sealls s
the moonlight il been They were merely
bright liglus in darkmess,

“Where are you, Bhir”

He kept the advantage of darkness. gripping
his own torch, “Here, with Henrietia Fren
sham, Who are vou®™ he answercd,

msked  the

TH ERE wias a grufl lavgh, The lights cune
torward One a screencd lamtern tomed
annd mioved tovesrd the Far wall ol it (ramed
the Chinese gj.rl like 3 cames, She was spll
picking her front teeth, Blar fashed on lus
own torch then and light met light in glare
throngh which it was impossille to sce. He
had an arm aromnd Homietin, with his hack
to the wall, She saw beiter thian he ded, be-
canese of the angle of light.

“You:" she excluimed,

Then Blair saw. "You sire”

“Yes!™ smgd the commesioner, “Whers oid
you suppose 1 waz?™ He had a secret service
man beside him—numbered anonymity, who
moved Dike a shadow. “Where s Wo Tug”
He was standing on the spot where Wu Tu
had vanshed,

"Damned if 1 know,” Blair answered and

the echoes multiplicd his words inte a roar
like mocking laughter.

“Tell him!™ wrged Henrietta. The echoes
tosaed her words from wall w wall undil ihe
darkness shonted: " Tell him! Tell him=1"

The commissioner came closgr—apoke in a
lower voice: “Wherds -Frensham?”

Blair tmned his wreh on the heap of cloth-
ing The commisaoner stooped and examined
L1

“That all? Dead? Then where's his body?™”

“Damred il 1 know.” Rlair spoke 1o Hen-
rictta: “He said, in Bombay, you're his god-

fantinned an v mij %
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awailing its foreordained day of destiny
in a hidden Viking grave . . . For then a
long diéad hand would reach for it, and
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EKRERAR OF PALORAE

E were mnety-four days out to Centauri,
From the sand, and the sea, and-the sod,
And 1t seemed that the ship was approaching
The darkest far outpost of God . . .
The captain was barn in Palorae,
‘Some cluster-drowned system afar
That washed around twin, hlue head gianits
Instead of some sweet volling star;
What a captain, that man! Ekrerar wai
His name, with a heart cast m steel,
And a loyalty, his, for lus Emjpure,
That fewr men, if any men, feel
Well, our buckling tubes meant destruction,
And the stoutest hearts quaked, in the crew,
For the ramshackle space tramfp, Orion,
Was well migh a century from new;
And, as spacemen all know, when in subspace
The owiskin burns white with cold flame,
And to send a man out to the drive tubes
Is to rob him of form and of name . . .
Like a king, with the soul of a hon,
Ekrerar said, “Farewell!" soft and low;,




=

And out to the tubes, all a-blazing,
A hero, did Ekrerar go!

We ;Ifaigger;' in his black, sundered substance,

And dressed it i splendid array—
The cloak and the sash of a captain,
And shouted, “Fire on! [els .rm'.r;}"'"
« Fhen off, and teo distant Palorae,
Where his own world floats, far and high,
We took liim, a nave bl a dead one,
Anel buried him deep in the sky.

" * & ¥

TWO THOUSAND YEARS LATER

'‘Neath ‘the wheeling, twin. suns of Palorae,
All decked 1w a clonk and a sash,
Floais a warrior, enshrouded m glory,
. Where the star oceans ripple and flash—
What has such a warrior begolien
Where the wiverse thunders, sublime?
Alas! He is dead, and forgotien,
A scratch in the Stainway of Time!

By Louis M. Hobbs
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The Eyes of
DROMU -

|

By Cedric R. Mentiplay

When Andrew hid t.ﬁlﬂ little wounded man from the

erashed flying saucer, was he doing an act of kind.-

--..-mnh'

ness—or letting in a menace such as Earth had

. never faced before?

1E thing thrust iself upon Andrew Dex.

wer. It came in over him like a dit'ing;

Stuka from the old war, vet faster—{aster.
As he threw himself to the ground in instine
tive reaction, he wis comscions of a high, thin
sound needling at the base of his brain, Dry
heat was in the blasts which struck down at
him. A guick glance showed him a blue-green
translucence banking crazily,

Darzed and staggering. he climbed o his feet.
Here and there, in an irregular pattern which
nevertheless pointed the way, were patches of
scorched antl blackened grass, The hrit ones
were perhaps twenty leet across, but they grew
smaller as he plodded onmward. They could
have been made by a giant bloweworch, a jet
blasting straight down from abave. . | .

The thing he had seen lay near the edge of
a stubbled held beyond the remains of a post
and-rail fence. It was much as reports had
described  its  fellows—a  sancer tossed  hap-
hazardly from some Olympinn tea-party. Lead-
ing to it, the burned discs marrowed o che
span of a hand, then gave way o a quarter-
mile gash plowed in the red soil.

Andrew paused, drawing on past experience
to still the beginnings of superstitious dread.
He was a trained pilot who had Hown jets. He
wis also a scientist—geology, with mare than
a smattering of physics. Now his observations
were taking him pa:.t the first vague” panic.

96

t

It was a flying wing of some sort, abont
twenty feet in da:nrn-m-r. and about six [eet-
“thick at a point somewhat forward of s cen
ter. Bis skin was of a delicate greenish hue, At
what would be the il in a conventbional air
craft a semicircular section was cut away, and
in the opening were the unmistakable orifices
of jet pipes. Andrew wld himself that here was
a maching that could iy, providing it had an
clhcient power plant, He grasped the «thin
edge of the machine and heaved, The whaole
massive-seeming labric lifted, featherdight at
his touch, sa thar the machine swood -hor-
romtally in perfect balance,

The geologist in Andrew Dexter took over.
The skin was metallic to the touch, but it was
unlike any metal he had scen. I3 slim curve
bore no marks of the violent landing.  This
was it, he wold himseli-the evidence, the miss-
ing link between fact and [ancasy, That Tabu-
lous metal, the very size of the machine in rela-
tion to the load it must carry. . . .

Shoring the maching up with rails [rom (he
wrecked fence, he explored the underside, A
circular plate moved under his hands, As he
turned it, the plate swung upward. He held his
breath ~as he worked his wide shoulders
through the narrow opening.

Sunlight bathed the interior in a deep-sea
glow. Stooping in 2 space five feet high, he
saw before him a column like the old Deper-



Weaving from side to side, be managed to kecp going. . . .
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dussin control, surmounted by a wheel, On the
wheel were a series of studs which he guessed
might fire the rl or rocker tubes A boxed tel-
ocope affair like an Aldis sight was built
against the forward hull. and heside it was
a Hat, opaque disc something like a television
SCTCEN.

Then he glimpsed the body, It could have
heen a bronze :3::!“:. ar the mere*mummy of
POME SPACE-WR er which had drified for a
thousand years out there in the super-chill
between the planets. The flesh was hard and
dry, with a metallic coldness, He lifted the
body—it weighed about twenty-hive pounds, he
guessed—and dropped with it through the
hatch into the sanity of sunlight.

Cradled in his arms. the tiny figure had an.

. oddly pathetic appearance, It was humanoid,
with head, hands and leet of disproportionate
size a3 compared with the puny body, The
face had the wizened look of thar of a pre.
cocious dwarf. The body was dressed in a
single closely knit garment, with a kind of
heavy necklace, A sort of built-in pack hunched
the tiny back. There were trailing wires,

What Andrew did then was akin to the ac-
mon of, a tramed mechanic who docs oot
quite know the function of the machine he
mends, A wire dangling from the nock seemed
to ft a barc place in the necklace. a hase

lugged back into position, connecung the fwo.

hen the necklace could be moved upwarnd
and clamped about the nose and sensitive.
widelipped mouth

The completed job gove Andrew a strango
feeling of accomplishment. He could feel a
faint vibration in the thin body, Something
torn away in the crash was functioning again.
He hoped it was some kind of artificial lung.
gnd that it had not been disconmecied oo
leng, He picked up the bodsy and meade his
best time hack to his homestead at Deneven
Dhonens

Old Dan Russell, the handymoan, did nom
seem greatly concerned at the visitor, A relic
af the horse . he had never quite admiteed
motor cars. Dan made no protests  agains
things he could not -understamd  Andrew,
whom he remembered as a very loud and wet
baby, had sat on 2 synehetic post of wind and
traveled Faster than sound, Did that nmke any
more sensc than a litde green fellow flying
around in a saucer?

"Looks knda cold,” he muroeged, “Slug
" rum should fix that. Mavhe 1 should pop
‘im in the oven, eh?” )

"Let him lie for a while,” Andrew told him.
‘Get the truck out. There's a plane down in
the south corner of Forty Acre, We'll lug it in.”

They stowed the machine in the llﬂnining
barn. Then Andrew went carelully over im

ilot without hnding anything which looked
ﬂlﬂ.‘ a wound: There was no discermible heart-
beat: but then, Andrew reBected, there was
no guaranteg the fellow had a heart. In des.
peration, he bronght in his metallurgist’s kit.
He gor at once a strong metallic reaction,
with overtones which puzzled him.

As a last resort he cot in his Geiger counter
and passed the fnder over the little mans
chest, A strong. even ticking could be heard
in the phones. Radinactivity. Well, why not?
He tucked the covers about the scrawny neck,
grinming,

Then the visitors hegan to drop in, Neigh-
bors had seen something. they did not know
what. A reporter and photographer, saucer-
hunting i a jeep. stopped for directions and
went on, west instead of north. Andrew and
Dan brushed them all off with a brief:

"Sorry, Mo sancers here. We don't touch-the
siufl.”

ARLY the following day a ear drew: up
outside. A large, thickset man in a dust
blue suit and narrow-brimmed city hat wal
up to where Andrew was checking his latest
Geiger onunts on the bench outside the barn,

“Your name Dexter?” he demanded.

“That's right.” Andrew said shortly.

“They tell me you know a lot more than
you sy about this Aving sawcer. or whatever
it s,

“Do they, nowed”’ r\ndn.-w fl'."‘.'ll:l!l‘.' ..I'-\.';'rd 'wh-n
may they be"

The man shrugged. “A dozen people have:
mahulated reports. On your property we found
evidence of a crash of some kind. Meighhbor
saw your track vesterday with some queer
junk on it. Better open up that barn, laddie.”

Anirew shook his head. He moved antomat-
ically, planting his back sgainst the locked
doaor, watching the other two men jump fram
the car in response to a sipnal. They were
mean [eed men, andd, though their  honds
were hidden in coat pockets. cach moved as if
he were advancing in hostile terrain,

"Who—who are you?" Andrew asked,

“Security. bub. McKinnon's the name. Want
w cheek? Here are my credentials.”

He reached inta his breast packet, siepping
closer as he did so. There may have been no
significance in this. or an the fact that he
passed the papers [rom his right to his left
hand before extending them—=but for Andrew,
already htn:llllg forward, the danger-hells
e r||1gu'rg Why would a man want his right

hand free just then?

Andrew pivoted, left shoulder low. The
blow graced his face. He Eept pgoinge down
turning slightly so that the knee which drove a

his groin aashed solidly inte corded musde
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Then he had the man—both hands locked
under the raised leg. his own lean strength
ancoiling with the full power of his back and
shoulders.

McKinnon uttered a short, harking cry as
hie described a semiarcle in the air. The thick
dust sgquirred in all directions wlien his back
hit the ground. He lay there. momentarily

r:ll}l:u:rF—:nd the two others closed in si-
ently

Andrew watched them. his, body tense
against expected metal, These were no Security
men, Gangsters? Subversives* Tt didn’t matter,
In ten seconds nothing woubd mater any
more, He ser his back to the doar, Belore him
was a vision of a thim elfbin Face. with trans-
lucent green eyelids which would never open
now, It was as well for a man 1 know what
he died for.

“Hold it! Another step an” ye'll "ave one
head atween verl™

Dan Russell had the situation in hawd. His
whiskers quivered wrathiully as he surveyed
the mtruders over «the scarred barrels of his
shotgun, He was ready to shoot, and his in-
tention made itsell known over filty feet of
marning air,

“We got nothin’ ter sell or give away.” Dan
went on, “Git now—while yver can walk! Git!”™

They went, walking with a controlled steadi-
ness, their eyes like dark holes in paper. The
car slewed across - the dire road and went
pounding back toward Colliuston,

“Thanks, Dan. That might have been bad.
if you hadn’t—" Andrew let the words drift

The wveteran spat “Thev're not  beat
They're orf fer reinlorcements. Don't kid
versell, boy, Yer better do now what yer
shonlda done last night—ger the law in”

Andrew went into the homesicad kitchen,
itpoped over the couch where the little man
kny. The Geiger-count was up again, and there
was a warm. living greenness about the in-
fefinable skin which stretehed o rightly over
that unknown bone structure, But it was not
scienufic curinsity which prompted Andrew
Dexeer's words,

“Sorry. Rumpelstiltskin,® he said sofily. “1
thought I could keep this to ourselves—give
vou a chance to recover, -and maybe get off
again. You don't look like a desperate charac
ter 1o me—only a sort of shipwrecked mariner,
entitled to what help we can give you But
vou picked the wrong world to crash on, fella,
and the wrong people know about "

As he siraightened up again, Andrew could
have sworn that the jade eyelids Rickered. mo-
mentarily exposing jet-black eves fixed upon
him with feverish intensity. He went hastily
through to the welephone.

His conversation with the Federal peopk

was long and at times baflling, In the course
of two hours he met suspicion, incredulity and
Blank .'-'llll.'-l.li‘l]li."l‘ll.'lFiil'l':l”}' he managed 1o
punch in his story and his single request,
which was for protection. He hung up with
[T impr:mlnmi: McKinnon and his friends
were not from Security, but the information
which had brought them to Deneven Downs
may well have been.

HAT alternoon another car came whirl-
ing up the road fom Collinston,
Through his binoculars, Andrew verified that
it was the local police car, and Dan regretfully
laid aside his shotgun. In the car were Sergeant
Munm, an Army major, and two cvilians with
leather briefoises

When he met them at the gate, he quickly
learned who was in charge, The senior blue-
suit was Captain Clelland, a thin, hawk faced
fellow with piercing eyes and an air of com-
mand. The other civilian, introduced as Mr. .
J. B. Frost. and the major. seemed to take
their cue from him. ;

"1 might say we checked up on you, Dex-
ter,” was Clelland’s opening  gambit, - “Your
record wasn't the kind we expected. 1 mean—
vour war record was distinguished, and you
are well vouched for in scientific gircles.”™

“Not a erackpor. eh?” Andrew suggested.

"Well, we get a Iot of these stories, you
know., They don't make sense="

“Somebody made sense of them, in quick
time,” Andrew told him. “You have a leak’

* there you might get around o plugging some

day. I hope you can guarantee us protection.”

“Protection?” Clelland looked blank for a
moment. “Er—let’s look at the evidence, shall
wed

Andrew led them First 1o the barn, where
the. machine, impossibly small and fragile, sat
poised between two sawhorses. The major
touched it, stcpped back hastily when the
whole [abric stirred,

“You don’t mean to say that anything as
Aimsy as this could actually carry peoplet” he
said incredulously,

Andrew shrugged: “I made it myself. for the
guhlicilf. Got tired of my own company

ETe.

He led them inside. They stood for a while
before the still form of the saucer pilot. and
all that could be heard was the soft “Fer
Gawd's sake!” of Sergeant Munro.

The major shook his head, °I don’t believe
it he said.

“Just a bad dream of mine,” Andrew told
him. “But this is a sickroom, gentlemen. You
have your verification, and yon can phone il
from here. The sooner we have that protec:
tive cordon laid on, the happier I'll be.”

—
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Captain Clelland Jppr:an:li vnp;u:hr UnCom-
forable. “Sorry, Dexter,” he said. “The major
may be nght. My orders are o remove man
@ maching for examination.”

Andrew gasped. “Remove them? Where
Lot

“The pilot will go w0 our headquarters lor
obgervation and screening, the plane w* Air
Force 'Hrmlqu'um.h It's co rnunly not ane of
ours, and if it is really penuine there is a
pmuhqflt;' it came from thé Other Side. you
know,”

- "If you mean [mm the Outsigle, hiow right
you are!”

“I don't mean that!” Clelland snoried.
“Surely the cold war, and Korea, haven't
escaped your noticel Why, this might be the
very thing =" ;

"Hcrwmr!" stormied Anilrew. “The fellow
5 in no condition o be mnvcd It's a miracle
he's lived so long. 1 won't have him scparaed
Irom lis machine!™

"And why nog?”
eold,

“Something's holding him in a coma. See
here, in his suit. There’s a socker, and no
wires to ki Maybe he necds some sort of
energy to move on this earth—something sup-
plm:l from the plane. e

“Our instructions are o take him,” Clelland
saiel. “Lend a hand, Serpeant. He shouldn't
be very heawvy.”

Andrew put out a resraining arm.  UFirar,
I'el like n:- sef your warrant. You've got oneg,
of course”

"Warrant? Certainly not! 1 have my orders,
Irom the chief himself. Ts that official enough?”

But now Sergeant Munro stepped forward,
wransferring his eyes from (he green manikin
i the captain, in s0me pcrpli:mt-r “Theyll
do, sir.  Just show me the paper.”

“But, damn i, man—they were wverhal
orders!™ s

There was relef in the sergeant’s shrug. -
“This is private property. We're breakin’
the Iaw il we remove anythin’ without Andy
Dexter’s permission, which we haven't got"”

“I'll fix thist™ gﬂml the- caprain.

He disappea
heard the clawer of the tr_i:ephmlt amel  his
clipped accents gradually rising. Silence, and
then more clattering. Captain Clelland reap-
peaved, hus eves blaring,

“The line is out!” he snapped.
your work?"

“You know it couldn't be” Andrew sabd.
“More likely our friends of this morming.”

"And vou still refusci”

Andrew nodded. *“What I wid still applies.”™

Captain Clelland beckoned 1o the other
government men and walked with them into

The captain’s voigce was

"More of

red imto the hallway. They-
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the yard. Within two minutes the ar, with
the major and Sergeant Munro aboard, was
racing back toward Collinston. Clelhand and
Frost came back into the kivchen, hall-smiling.

“We'll have a warrant by morning,” he
said. “Umil then, Frost and 1 will keep you
company—unless you object”

"I’?ﬂl at all,” Anadrew T::.II:I him. "I asked
for protection, and I've gni i
for supper, ¢h?”

But he knew that this was no solution at

=all. The gangsiers, or whatcver they were,
were outside, and the poverimment men were
in, but whatever way the argument went, the
linde man and his machine woukd be lowt
forever by morning.

And why should he worry? Andrew could
find mo clear reply. Maybe he was sorry for
this wail ol space, M.J-'|.h1: he wamnted [or him-
sell the honor of restorihg the little man.to
life. Maybe he wished wo wst Ry the machine,
a5 he had test-Aown jets, He shoak his head.
It wasn't any one of these, and it was greater
than the sum of all of them, There was a
concept of freedom heie, the [reedom not
merely of man but ol the whole vast swirling
universe. . . .

He.grasped at the idea vnavailingly as the
hours ticked by, Tt was big and blinding and
golden—something the Greeks hadd for g while,
perhaps, and lost—something that must he
found again, Often he pecred across at the
thin green face, or awoke, startled, to find
Clelland or Frost watching him.

Then, in the moon-brightness belore davwn,
it came. Dhan's shotgun Boomed twice [rom
the doorway. He could hear the old man
roaring curses, and a single .lmwcrmg f_r{
He snarched his service nifle from wall
and dashed out, tangling with C.!:-Lllind and
Frast on the way,

The barn door was hall open, and near It
a man dragged himsell toward the darkness,
- Feet pounded out on the road. Behind him
Clelland was shouting, "Come on! Cover the
barm! They're after the planc!™

Al the corner of the barn he drew a quick
bead, then recognized Dan. A buller slapped
the wall above
to Frost, the impeccable povernment secre.
tary type,, who had wndergone a bewildering
transformation. Now the colorless little man
was radiaming action, his lips drawn hack in
a highting grin as he pumped Browning slugs
into the gloom. .

Clelland was in the hamn dmrmf "Be-
anng to believe you, Dexter,” he said cheer-

ully, “You did need a cordon-about com-
pany strength.”  Dust spuried in his face, and
he spal. “Oh, well-they haven't got w yet!”

It came to Ancdrew 4hat they were all

About time,

is head, He wenm ¢(own nexit.
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grouped about the bam, leaving the manikin
unpguarded He staoted back across the yard,
At once. bright fashes broke from four sep
arate points in the darkness. One  bullet
tugired at his sleeve, and another pussed Cliose
above him with 5 crack that semt him sprawl
i.l:la.:_ huck into cover.

‘Don't be a fool, man'™ Frost sapped.
*They're alter the plane. They don’t know
||J-|_ml thie |_1II|:|I:

NDREW lay there thinking. putting him-

scll in the ploce ol the awackers Sup-
pesing he wis . determined w get o that
bauin, balked only by a lew men shic'ded by
darkmess He would mecd @ diversion, an
ligh:

Then he :..u-. ik, First il was a rosy glhow
behind the homesiead, then a bursting of yel-
lowe tomguies of fane eating an the dry weather
boards, MolKinonon amd his men alyo lid
dimitiative,  There would be plenty of Lighe
LONM1, . ¢

“Thi [-li|1l1| He'll be bumned o a r:n!-p!“

Aundrew had scarcely gained his feet be-
lore a tackle dropped him hard on the ground
AgHin, Clelland  was holding  him, prinming

him down, shouting (o him not 10 be a lool.
The hiring started agein, He could not hear
the shots over the roar of the flames, but the
bullets came i like driving rain.  Clelland,
suddenly white-laced, clasped a redseeping
thiigh. Frost coll: ipsed slowly on his face

The homestead was an inferno.  As An-
drew watched, the rool crashed in and the
palé hest-waves dunced thirty feet high, He
could see clearly mow through-the gutted walls
inta what had been the Eitchen—

A tiny hgure wus pushing kneedeep
through the embers, shouldering aside e
[alling beams. It walked unsteadily, as if re
covering from a long sickness, bt there was
purpose in its steady driving progress, MNow
i had breached the remnants of the wall and
wits oubside, The ruddiness of fire was in the
green of s metul. A

"Over liere!l” Andrew shouted., “Over herel™

The strange elfin shape moved out inte the
vard, shufling as if the uny legs carried an
immense burden, Midway across the vard,
ouniside the heat of the Gre. b \.lup!:rt'rl. The
rifles were fring aghin, Andrew saw sparks
leap from the green shoulder. T he little man
had been hit . . .
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Andrew was up and running, Giring noth-

ing lor the lead whining abouy him. He
swept the tiny fgure into his arms, then
gasped with dismay at the heat of it The

inflexible skin burned his Gogers and singed
the fabric of his cout. Weaving from side 1o
sithe, he managed 1o keep going until he again
passed through the door of the harn,

He set his burden down,

The black eyer were open, and the grin was
impish, though there was pain in it. "Thank
you,” said the savcer pilot in a voice that was
the rustle of dry leaves. “The heat—passes.

Singe the landing 1 have been helpless, my .

brain efficient, my body pamlveed with cold.
On Dromu, we have two thowsand of your
degrees—"

"Quick. What can 1 do@™

The wvaice srenpthened,
chine, left of the column,
My heatsuit="

Andrew caught the manikin up, Evervihuug
was oddly still. The Gre was burming low,
but there were bright sircaks in the castern
sky. Across the yvard men come walling, wirth
WeaAPOns in their hands. Near him something
stirred, and he recognized Clelland’s drawn
face.

“Get him away il ybu can!” grated .the Se
curity man: “They're from the Gther Side.
They mustn’t get haim!™

'Jut—hn-w arg you? Whut will happen®”

“I'' ger away, and drag poor old Frost
cear. You're all right, Dexier. ¥l vouch for
you. Now—go!”

Andrew, boosted the litle green  man
through the hawchway inia the machine A
short trip into the gloom brought him what
he sought—his old parachinte pack and har-
ness, hanging on their accustemcd peg He
threw them before him inwo the plane. Then;
scrabbling on the floor heside the molumn, he
found the heat-plug and connected it o the
little man's suit, Then he wturned his arten-
tion o the controls ;

Hunched uncomforiably on the tiny scat.
he buckled on s mlllulc harness=a purely
reflex action from his testpilot davs. Through
the sighting: ports he could see the men come
on, McKinnon with a burpgun, the others
with rifles and. auwnmatics.  Their shots made
the machine stir slightly on its tandem wheels.

He gtudied the buttans under his fngers on
the wheel. The connections were plain
enough. There were vertical and stern wubes,
He sucked in his breath and pressed.

The acceleration crushed  him - downward,
driving his chin almost against his knees. Flis
arms and legs were impossibly heavy, and the
sight drained from his eyes. When he could
see again the barn was gone from around him.

miked Andrew.
“lnside the ma
a plug and cond.
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He moved the mlumn slightly, and sunlight
blared across his wings. He saw the earth
sull dark below. bot up here was a heady
brighiness. ]
hew!™ he gasped. "Ten G in reversel

Waonder how she'd go in level Highe?

“I'll take over now, friend.™

The voice, deep and resonant, ame from
newr his hunched knees. The litle man was
a glowing emerald jewel, radiating heat, His
lomg fingers brushed Andrew's from the wheel.
A genile presure, and he had appropriated
the sear.
. 71 was alraid lor vou,” the pilot said. “A
life for g life, as you say. These machines are
macdle for us, not you.  Thut big soft body—it
would stear to picces  belofe the rockets de.
voloped hall thrust,” char to ashes with the
friction-lea.” 5

Andrew, blinked at him. Soch o ocompelent
little Tellow, yer sn helpless anly o lew minues
] a
"You can stand those things?™
"I amk (eoms Droanw,” the liccle- poan said
simply. "You call it Jupiter Vast bulk, thick,
wirbuleny aumosphere, heat which keeps many

things in a ghaseous or molien state. We cin
s —much My name, - "‘.l' the way, s
Janmi.” - .

“And you are an expilorers”

Ths seemed 1o amuse Janni very much
He sat awhile. fingering the comtrols and gaz-
ing through the forward sichiing-port in an
attemipt to concenl his grin, hefore he replied
But when he spoke, hiv voice was wiber and
serious. &

“"We of Dromu are no sirangers o this
place. We were here when your prople wore
sking and tounght the sabretsoth  We have
been spectators at mosi of vour false starts,
and we shall be sad when you [l apain.
Many times  we have hoped 10 welcome you -
as hrothers.”

"But in all that time vou haven't been
7o T

“Think, Andrew.” the livtle man said sofily.

“What nation of vour strange mixture has not
its legends of tiny people. of gnomes, pixies,
djinns, leprechauns, alreets, and a hundred

‘other names? Why. 1 have heard that your

folks once worshipped the blast-circles of our
ships as Fairy rings!”

A sudden 'thnuglu struck Andrew, and he
put it clumsily inta words, “And you have
never thought of invasion # You aren’t plan-
ning to move in on Earthe”

Janni shrugged his narrow shoulders. “What
have you that is worth taking? Your most
precious metal s soft, vseful only for mending
your teeth. Your best metal decays into farm-
less oxide. Neither would stand the fires of

-
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Dromu. And  what  troublesome  neighbors
vou would make—sa arrogant, so narrow, so
pugnacious! You can conceive of no other
form af life than that which resjdes in &
lump of impure carbon, Your scientists have
proved we cannot exist—a pity o contradice
them!™

Andrew lavghed, "Moot interested—and yet
you !peal: F.IIH“I.h veTY well, 1 wul‘l;ll:r. j:umi!"

The mabile lips compressed into a thin line.
“Amd there s the old Earthan suspicion, my
friend. We of Dromu are of the snlar system,
and we have Iound out whar we could about
other lorms of lile in that system. Our dosseer
on the human race is quite detailed. The
learning of an Earth-wmgue is  compulsory
in our schools, as also is that of Martian—a
barbarous language. Our Earth-tongue may,
of course, be Russian, or Chinese. [ was for-
tunate m the midst of my misloriune, Andrew,
for it might have been much more difficult
lor me"”

This was to much lor Andrew, “IF all this
is true, why diddn't your invisible [riends res.
cue youi” he asked. .

Janni tonched the rockethunons gently.
“You are u good man. Andrew, so you live.
Do you think my people would have alldwed
vour [riends or your enemies o expmine this

“Your rcnpll:i‘ Where are thev?”  Andrew
was openly scornful.

Janni reached for the Itns-ilght wl jusst el
it careflully, and gestured o Andrew 1o lnok
i the hnder. He did so, and pasped. The
air before them was alive with Mashing discs,
dipping and swerving in a broad path which
streiched like o long erecossilver ban across
the curve of Earth and puiward into space,

"Why ain't we see thsd™ Andrew  asked,

“Normally. with the speed of full fight,
they are outside the limied range of vour
visitn—helow the red, or above the violer,
They deflect na light-rave vou can see. and S
register ng oolor, Tt s nn-h' the -Inw—ﬂylnﬂ
ones you notice—or the o wsualtios. as | was,

"But why are ghere so many? What are they
danng:”

“We are a mation ol traders” Janni said,
“Other pluncts—Mars is onc—do business with
us. You note that we bypass the Earth.”

NDREW watched the putterns of strange
craft forming and relorming as the ma-
l:lnm: swing in a great are across the face of a
nrml.lm_nr. at a speed many times tha ol sound,
He wis not willing to be lieve—vel,
“Notall of you,” he remarked diryly. “There's
a group of diks over that city, another over
the desert ta the south. Whot are they=sgh-
secrse”
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Janni did not answer for a long time, dur-
ing which the maching completed it circle
and headed buck the way it had come. An-
drew waondered whether the litile man was
having trouble compressing his thoughts into
the restrictive syllables of  Earth-language.
Then Janni spoke. very slowly.  *

“As | said, we, ton, are of the solar system.
Just over eight of vour years apn, a mush-
roaomiliped clowd rose out of tat very des
ert you saw @ few minuies back. It was a
warning W uw o prepare o save oursclves.
When vou ‘divided the atom and made of it
a bomb, you reached your greatest height—
and plumbed vour lowest depth. We went our
patreds—the Eves al Diromu,

"The Council was prepared o act when the
next atom bomb went down in anger on a
target. Because of what you people have been
in the past, because of what it is in your power
to be, that decision has heen delerned again
and again, Hur the pattence of the Council
is iear its end. They sent me. one of their
number, to study the simation and perhaps
give the signal. ' A mechanic’s error in I'.'Lilin%
to seal the hatwh let the icy aumosphere o
Yo pi.mel: into the ship, aml [ lese cone
SCICHEL RS " -

In the long pause which followed, Andrew
comménted lamely, “What you saw wouldn't
help ws: Swspicion. greed. murder—men fight-
ing owver your body and the plane”

Janni's eves were [ull of a brooding wonder.

"Helples, p-tral;w:!. and freezing in the
terrestrial cold, 1 found pity. Py, Andrew,
for ws wher have never needed it T lound men
who would msk their lives and honor to pro-
tect a mameless wandereg, 1 found lovaliy—
love. il vou like="

“Ihhers would
drew said.

T brought the ship dowo quite low, so
thut the bluegreen blur of Esrth resolved
itscll inte Felds, and weblike scars of roads.
and the lacy indenmations of 3 eoastline. Sud-
denly  Andrew  recognized the pattern  of
Deneven  Downs, the guted putling of the
homestead, and the exploded wreckage of the
barn. Cars were doublesparked in the yards
and on the road outside, and the place was
swarming with people. As the disc hovered,
he knew that they were poanting, runming.

I rake your word for that, Androw,” sad

anni, "for | know you honestly belicve it

he Council s not rothless. Tt will pot de
siroy  while there is hope. Because of what
Ilappem'd down there, myv report will be—
different. Co now, Andrew The hatch is
open, and vou have vour parachuge, Tell
them what 1 say, Tt is not wo much to hope
that some of them will belicve, ENDE

have done ihe swme” An-
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{Contiuned fram page o3)
child, so he believes what you say. You tell
hom ™

“Tell hm!" the echoes cannonaded, uniil
they dicd away in a whisper down the unnel.
“Tell him=well him="

“Wu Tu went owt of the workl,” smd Hen-
reeita. “You can see her sar: and here are
[athcrs 1.|I'Jl.||1:'| T |||:1l.' Aaw il 5 other l.|.||-1-'||!|
and 'n-lih._d' "illllhl“ 1. The ermiimiasiones
gan] |1u-[l||||_g She conumuedd: " The ancents.
whe set the Wainan where she stands, went
that way, Blir and 1 saw i 1 saow - what Wua
Ta saw. Blair didn™”

The commssioner steeked] his ﬂuhhjml chim.
Mo he said  “Blair wouldn'e,” He Biced
Blair, “Stick w that Yoo bear me® We ean'i
have a tale like this wid, India’d be assnmd
hoise,™

“How could one well? What conld one wy?’
awsked Henriewn, “Now you know why [ iobd
|||r[]|i||_g

“There's been fighting, one can say tho.”
the commissioner answercil. 1 passed Tarm
Ling's, Zaman Ali% and two other bodies.
l:hl.'l.ltilug'll B all .ii".:llr|1:||| Ali's mven are clesad
That shuts fhedi months, Frenshoom died E:q.'
acculent; “we've lound his clodhes, so that’s
that, Whe kilted Wa The®"

Blair |:||,-g|iﬁ|_ Yo djpdr®”

"You did—you did—!" siid the cchoes,

T dict? | Feallevwacd e pried b owvertake her
Kill her? Whao the hell do yon mecan®”

"You made a1 nnise IrtL- the end ol the
waorld,” Blair amswered., "1t soored] her intos
the mest one, “'r||1. W ||Ll."'|| strmizht abiead i
it ia Escape Youl”

“Can she come hack? Thae's the proldem!™
The commisstoner streked  hos oo agaim
“Well, il she docs, she'll wish she Dl She
apil Frensham are missing. | shall certily them
dead on circumstantial eveadeneeg, You and |1
entered a cavern and fopeul srticles of their
clothing. Stick o that Yoo understand me?
Silence, barring a full report lor File FF; you
write and initial that; 1'0 sign . The Bat
Brahmin won't talk, Who else might?*” He
turmed  his searchlight on the Chinese girl,
At the far end of the chamber, in a pool ol
LamteErn Iij_:rll., shie smuled \crrlu']}- with her
back to the wall. She was chewyig something.
Chetusingh was whispering to her.

Blair felt the paim in his ham];grxr fmel.
“Bite, yes,” he saidd “Talk, no. But she's gond
with a :iaggrr I.L-ll'nug Itick, she'd rm't'-:: Killed
me three times over.”

HE commimioner's face was iwisible in

the dark, but his grin could be felt, heard;
it was part of his voice: “Think sof She'd



FULL MOOXN

have had w answer to Chetuwsingh. He owns
her He'd kil her if she killed you. He swears
you're the only offcer he cares o work with,
because lie knows what vou'll do, He and that
girl between them substiouted aloohol for Wu
Tu's special drug, e she stick you with i

Blhar bridled. He spoke abruptly: “Why
wasnn p I pold?”

“Tald=tobl —told—",
arl  farih. The coomossioner
wOICE

“Il youw'd entirély trusted Chetusingh you'd
have ghown it and aroused Wa Tu's suspicion.
Cherpsingh  agreed  with me, there was no
way o worm this secret ont of Henrietta hut
by wsing you amd feoting Wa Tu force the
imsue, We were hard on your heels”

The shadowy anonymity. with Wua Tu's
wri on hus arm. canie and gathered up Fren-
sham's cfleces by the light of the commission-
er's torch, FHe bad lele s lanoerm o the
entrance: with s arms lull, he returned io-
ward it. Chetwsingh picked up both lanterns:
the Chinese girl followed him, and they two
Ied vhe waw down the tunnel. The commis
serer Wwshed lis Light e Hennetua's  face,
then i Blaws:

“You're dead best. hoth ol you, Can you
climils o e cave where the cisiern s® 've
blankeis, a spot ol whiakey and some grub ins
a laversek, Sleep a ne and then both of
YL tedl o all gbesar it When U've seen this
Iﬂ:lu; I;? |;1.:|_l:-|rlr_l||1l LRELL | '[_:'u'-luhi:ll-i_{h andd 1awn
e whesn wall

the echoet rumbled back
lowered his

cenvenl areel  seul s the
winl ] itz Desils mwier oof cleae Bornesd Crvi,

wiall s bregl the rollers waneliow, “Then
we'll see il thar gap cur bee veached Trom outs
gile” .

It @'t sod Heonrrewa, “Pyve oiried. D
can’'t oven be seen’

"Well, we'll ook, Come along. laan on
me il youre vrcd, Blair, this can'e be okd.
We've got 1o keep ilscorel. As soon as vou're
restcd, vou andd Clhetusingh go steaighie To
Drrr-e=-Dineran ﬁill-_rlh ol Magn kulic He kooss
toy much. 11 be doesn’t tilk. he'll e trying
b pet o herg. 1 depend on yon o scoich
him. Mow let's horry.”

'"Hllln_.l1 HL||:1_.-5"

"Caowne an.”

“Come on! Come on'!™

They pursned titanic echoes into darkmess,
toward o world in which three dimensions
mike touble enough,

“Let's pray—" suid the ommmissioner.

"Let's pray=let's prayl—"

"We can keep this secret!”

“Secret!—=Secret!—

sal thie echoses

Alrer |
that we'll plug Ganeshas image tight o the |

|
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FREE CATALOG—SIMD TODAY
Send now for big mew lusira Hnllnmi School
calalog. See students o irain d whal grads=
o obligafion Wrils

unfes are doing amnd e&rmi
Tﬂga?.'ﬂ. I.l.llm:!rﬂ'ed. o

HATIOMAL SCHOOL OF MEAT CUTTIMG, INC,
Cupt. P-10 Talada 4, Ohin

M PHOTOSRAPHY it fonree

Fregmra = spase  Lifms. Prl-rllrl.l bl-lrﬁr
Indwd ichmmd.  Baiml AP BTed

Pudrrrphip. - Me  asbligskioms lmnllln llh-nl llf
I8 Bivermay Powr, o BALE. Chisegs @4, AW,

LANY. ..

STUDY AT HOME (or L rmrer acoeee o el
s pablic Bla, ﬁ—u:ﬂh-;h‘l.mhﬁﬂ:lh—rl:; it
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CHECKS )

Hub Checks, Mom-
e, Edige, Heavi-
sl Checle, Cat snd Sack
Accurarely. Supplicd in any colae, Y
Fﬂl! CATALDG B:l:pn-l: Th.-rﬂ e Bonk,
. Sceeatthe Bere ﬁi Miseer I&?'
h:l :ml Fair [kige, unug
“The Old Reliable™ ”Trg
K. €. CARD Ca., 804 3. 'Ihhiﬂ_,l:hlﬂ'n!
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FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

{antinded [from pq.‘:e 3}
all fan m:l{um:ﬂ EVET p-llhh*htll This fan't really
an imposwsible (ask, dnce | do have a oremendows
hackgronnd  of  “Tansines” ||.||ml|-er|"||g' wiryerp 2
thimsand, beginming with the veiy earliest in 1530,

1 would like information on several elnsive
storics, supposed 10 have been published abowt
thirty veirs ago |'-|‘:r|1'||n- spime of your readers
contld help, 1 say, “supposed tn have heen.” De.
cagtsl I've never oead any hpﬂ:lhr unformatom as
tp their whercabowts, T'wo of these panticular
titles are, "The Beelhpeuse Expres,’” and “Within
the Earth Awam” the latter n.|.|m;rm-ud to  have
bsieny a Fomps -pare werial

Amang the paritics peedold bor our sels are oer-
tain copies of 1he Bleck Cal Magagine, frsp year
Werrd Tales, large-sioe ey ol the Thredl HBook
for any other dssues in fact, since they could be
vseel lor traclimg Frrg-:mﬂ,_l:h: |a:|u.|r~.'. 1y e
of i;.ha-nm;.i'm.d Shoaries, and the Dwo ssocoy of
Miracle, Science and FJ'I'HJ.UJ.'J. Kieries.

We're unl\. interestes] n minn :-r.rpiﬂ of the
Astaunaing, andl Mirarie Stories, having in mbnd
a reprodduciion of their covers,

You will be dodng s a grear serviee by [eatur-
ing this in the Reuders’ Viewpoini,

I am fase canching up with my reading—that as,
the 5. F. 've pmussed over ithe past ten years,
ﬁ:\-].'l'l."l;.hl“'i the years aleer returning Lo civilian
life agriun, gHIll g married, ety , amel §'m h'thr'l.
to sav that | have an almos complete file of
hath F.FM. aisd FN,

What prompis me o write this beoer is your
]Emlhlli.lling of “Skull-Face”, hy Rohert E, Howard,

am really delighted o see thar vou're really go-
m;z after ‘the v&ry besd, Thas will msow make
availahle a story that, wniil wow, conld only be
olstatned In high-priced editions and cophes of WT
lorg eoaraclereed a5 rarigies.

My ouun mnmpoken criticsm of FEM, for the
Fu-{ few years hais heen the fact thay It no |l.mu;ltr

pned any TP flnm the M"Ill"‘!E:l BT FAliE]
(afthowigh F.M. made up for thai, for a hg:]t}

1 did like the idea ﬂ reprin !'mm ook form,
mnoe this really liw meant a tresnendbous saving
i the oollector who just can't aiford the book
edithons, However, this has always seemed o it
o sbdod, sinoe 1 odid miss the n-_pn:nr.l: frewm  Ehe
old ela=ic magarines. Bur apparendy yoa're on
the right frack :||.|;:Ii.n. 50 here's Iquﬂ:ing Frvward
o an even heer fotonre!

Lamv Farsace.
87 Marth Union S0,
Rochester 5, New York

ROHMER FAN

The Auguss, "“The White Wall" =gie of F.F.M.
wad very good. and the Ootober fssae was, vy my
standlards, axcallent. “The cover 1I|::|.a-i|:!|n“ The
Bat Flies Low™ was stunning, probably because it
wis 3o different, | did expect a Virgll Finlay
|I!u1.1ram:rn for Sax Robmer's story, but Lawrence

didd = F;h. The FI.I1|.I':| icture aof the YR THE
la-ul.' for Collier's “Thus 1 fure Beclsy™ more
than made up for his absence in the feature story,

Now about the stories themeelves, Anv fan-
tasies by John Collier, 1 found, are always ex-
ccllent; #0 let's have more of himl “The Bat

|



THE READERS VIEWPOINT

Flies Liow”™ wasn't Roluner al kis bhegr, bl il eom-
siwes favorally with ang of yvour F.PA Boinsics

beliove Rohmer dogs better in his short stoaies,
like “Tehéviapin,” awhile back. {1 can siill see
thar striking Finlay illwstration, piciuring that
“Blephistopheles-like” face!). In s shorer Fan-
wasies, lke “Light of Adlaneis”™ and “The Curse
of 71 Thowsnd Kiss" e seems o aboond in
TICh L t'an'rl.-iug Fll:ll!.._ el hetler  dlescrigbisn
let’s hope we may see sdne of these o lulore
isznes.  Coilil we alke have “Yoam Hee See
Langhs,” a very good fulldength [antasy-classic
I e

W there are any Rohmeey Guoos o the audience,
oF any who have 3 Beok of so by him, would they
please comnet me, o P frving o stane 3 collec-
tinn of his Besoks?

Jeodunn BR. Cieliermm g

F] Pandoora Avie,

kitchener, Cmano. Canada,

S I'm happy o see Robere Howards “Skull-
Il'i-:r' in F.F.AM: it's n-ﬂll:l a Gmneasy classic, Coounl
k!

WANTS MORE COLLIER STORIES

Thanbs for pulilishing my leties v the Awgiisk
tsapie.  [hive 1o it 1 bave now oisngplcicl iy sel of
F&. and @m in the process of eommpledng my set
wl F.F.M,

Ud like o annonce that 1 am disposing of oy
hard-cover books amd oy pockethooks in Favor
of 3 cencentration on a1 heve wlsoe
sicly  afl sl Fun[:uj hawoks, amal abonl seveniy
pb's 00 amone i ioterede! in them, 1d ap-
precite B of they'd senel mie o stamped, 'H.'.'lIE‘
wibdlvewed envelope for a list ol swhae 1 have,

I am mueh maore interested i wading fm pre-
45 vuggrmnes thon in selling. Ad dhis writing T
meed nlne COIEY ol ,l'il'fl’.hlrr.'l.r.luf_l_i' Etewees andd ihe
lollgwing five Sujrer Sciearces: agjo: Mareh—agji:
Mauich, Alwy—igjs: May, Angose, | oam I-.H-'Li.n]i
[on alssul o ol Lhae Lange siee [Fouder Aories, ang
alimmest Al ol the sanalbsized o, as odited by
Hugo Germsback. 1 oam ako looking for a grean
many  pre-igsl  Aderezivgs, amd some  seatcered
i 3_11 vaues, | opeed several tons of  Asteogerd -
regpE amil bl ay L srkavramrats, |'.ll-=lliu||."|r|[|' ."ﬁpl!'ii
s B

I have vecently remd a dhort ovel | othink
woasltl e dches] bor yomr mcigmsine, espeoially as it
||:;“;|.|;|II:| ;-|-|Jp-|_-:nn:1l i the Sovemwlser  ogge .‘ir.rrrrr
Seience Storiex The stody in guestion is “Lost
Legion” by Lyle Monroe, who, of I'm mot fus-
taken, 15 one of the many peanames employed by
Kobert Heinlein during that perigd of his writ-
ing. This siory gave me one the hest evenings
e minment [ have had in somne time T wish
vour wotthd read il=1vour offices should have a file
o =il wou have nol il_lrﬂl:l.i done sa. I is g
petsomsl opinion thar you will then agree with me
that the story 5 well-worth veprinting.

I bave not yer read the Octoler povel, but the
Colliey shoyt hos hng been one of my favodqite
storics., I 1 am nol mistaken, this is Collier's
first appearance in your magazine. | hope he re-
Larms mepny, many Limes,

Your lingup for the December issue s one of

To the man who wants to
enjoy an '

ACCOUNTANT’S
IF vt CAREER

man, here's
something that
will interest you, Not a magic formula—hbur
something more substannal, mére practical.
O course, you've got ko |i;rt|=-= price, study
earnestly. Sall, wouldn't it be worth while for
a boef pertod—prowided the rewards wete
good—a i.l.l:.r_r_ol‘:I £4,000 to $10,0007 Ap acs
countant's dutics are ipeercsting, varied, of
real worth to i :mplw;r. He his rfd'mﬁq-g.
Why not, like so many befote youw, let
LaZalle’s Problem Method start yew cimbing?
Suppose you could work in 2 large ac.
counting firm under the personal supervision
of an expert accountant—solving easy prob-
lems at birst, then more difficuly ones. With
his advice, soon vou'd master chem all,
Thar's whar [le"s Problem Method gives
you. You cover Principles, Syseems, Income
Tax, Auditing, Cost Accounting, Law, Or.
gamration, Finance—on- up thmuagh C.PA.
preparation. You progress as rapidly as you
care to—start caslung in while sl learmng.
Will recognition core? You know success
§ come to the man really trined. Yes—
trained accounmans are the execunves of no-
HUOEEOW,
For your own good, wiie for. free 48-page
book,” Accountancy, the Profession that Pays™
—plus ""Ten Years' Promoton in Ope,” &

book which has helped many men, Mail the
coupon HOW, '

Over 3500 CPA' among LoSalle alvmal

LASALLE ExTEWsION. UNIVERSITY
A Carrcapondence Inatltwblon

Dept, QOO0 Chicags 5. 1.

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTION
417 & Dewrborn 5t., Dept. 1334HR, Checago 5, IIL

I want o be ap sccountant Send o
umn, withogt cost or obligemson, the [T
d8.page book, "Ascountancy, the
Peodession that Pays,” wad - L
fIHT-I:I-I!IH T poiEr afoomnoascy §
framing progmm-—=alsy “Ten Yeun®

Premotion in Ooe.'™ =

L] Higher Acesuntancy

[[] Dther LoSalle Oppariunifes -
OGPA. Conchlnd CTrafic Manage E

10 Basnlch o pl ng =i H'F"i'!:lﬂ-:ﬂll P
Qilew: LL B Dydros Oimdustrial Mansgemeat
O Busiasss Mensgement [ Stonoty gy

D haiviimunihip iMurhkias Sherthsad):
Namt, . .oooviansn,, B e e g w1

PEE R o PR AR IR R R s s e E

LER LTI R EE NIRRT,
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ﬁ&ﬂl Iiﬁsﬁld for this

MAKE 515'“0 INA

UPTO DAY

et Tro ru-_l.l.! I'guEILL I“:ﬁi mnre

T A :J:-E?n s Oay} Them .
m?pqn. 1og W MG

- i e
Tnborirs, meswi ol 'I'IJ';-'- Lﬂmﬂﬁﬂ-mm -n‘l:lnn n
oyveremts Tako orders from Pricesds, bore, felow-

- wWoEere No erperisnos neefel, Vel e e dhe preafost
way f0 muke® Boney pou OveT SaE.

PERSONAL SUITS TO WEAR
" Pay Mo Hﬂﬂﬂ ::ml' No Money!

e plan maies it easy ' aWE et
wulta and mnl.;uﬂul"llll‘m: nﬁﬂﬁﬁbﬂ%ﬂl}m“ W ra'u.r

e EATTLL mis offer . eunipat fof
:}iﬁﬁ m.'TFI#L- Talayd

STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. R-796
5II §. Throop St., Chicage 7, 1L

LTONL.FIELD CORP., Depr. R-TH i
552 5. Thress S1., Chicago 1, 1T 1
Birt TWANT &4 MADE-TO-MEARURE 2UIT
R AAC SR, Vot ree e
(1L L5 L B 3] - L] [ "
ARSOLUTELY ThiE " "

r

o (LA DL L5

POEMS WANTED

For Musical SEHI:‘FF.

Mather, Home, Love, Sacred, irigtie, Comie
er any subjeck. Den't Delay—8end “ws  your
Original Posm af once—ier mmedinte conaid-
wration and FREE Rhyming 'Ellwllﬂﬂl.rE! '5

RICHARD BROTH
83 WOODS BUILDING - CHICAGO 1, ILL.

-

Love, wenlth, happitess mar be rours,
ﬂmg the slleged Luscky 'Ii'rll'lmnn of
the Dréent. Try (hls amaning charm for

Sl e one week, SHatisfastion gunraniecd er
MﬂHET mobey refunded. Send enly 1,00 today,
BACK IF NOT DEL MOMTE

ETAMALAY  21-72 200t 82, Butie 398, Leag himas Citv 5. . V.

Hyen can ohisim redisl by holding
back yoar ro & raa im
this = s=ner-1 CAN HELF YOOI
Nyt e 2y e B
yeans of practical sypsrienos. "
FRED B, MILLER, Migr.
Dept G, Hogerstawn, Maryland

FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

the best any faptasy magazine could have,  And
the sources it s drawn oo show how  widely
diverse the hehl of scence-Tantasy has boooime,

Hobert P Hiskins,
Lyons Falls,
Mew York

OPEN LETTER TO ALL READERS
OF SCIENCE FICTION AND F'ﬁ:I"T"l"HEF"I.“'

The rapidly incressing popularity of 1ape_and
wire recorders has given nise o o new and most
F:l.'n:il'l'.ul'rll.s halihy Tupe-repondence w1 Wine
responschence,

' an old-oome science Bolen reader myself,
and s oocurred w0 me that this hobly would e
of especial inferesi 1o my fellow readers, be they
aclive Fam or aiid,

This I'u:u: o CORIERICal bon i :I-:I'llnlq.'l':.' i Ble
scicntific side, 1t is the very lawest wnd there is
nothing else like . Ve is 2 great hasnnn oy [he
wany of us whoocarry on a heavy personal eorre.
spondence, By using “Tulking Letters” insiemd
of the old Fashicned kind you can wriple and
fuadinple your present outpnt of "ocorrespondence,
and do it pleasantly, tlfﬂanm!f.

Compared o moesl  olher hohbies, Tﬂl""—'
icspondence or Wircspondeoge” is an inespensite
'l-l-'!|l|1'|-'- A gogd recorder comts noe maore than a
good radio and, with ordinary care, lasts 2 long
Only a few apess or wires are needed because
cach may De wetd hopdrods of vimes and can e
e el anywhere for only a few cenis,

Let ihis be clearly understood; T am ne trying
b 80l you anything. 1 am asl connected with ihe
recording industry, nos do I seck persoaal pual
Iirl‘l:.- ar financial g_:li:u. Tos shamb, 1 lave s @ue
o grind  'm enthisiastic aboul ape-rcspondence
or win::prm-rl:m.‘-: Isecanme T think (0% @ worndes Dl
haobby,,a hobby that I'd Hke 1o share with you.

Talking amd listening w0 people Fom cvery-
where 15 a temendons ilnill, 1 Enow, becansc
I've exchange:d el awer 1 o ""E':‘Llh;n'ﬂ* Lerers”
with many poople i this and 8 foreign couniries,
Although many of my (nienas live thowmamnds of
manles away | Koow mode alaoal them, their Tam:-
lics, their work, their every-day affair than 1 do
about 1he pea ale living in the nexd aparimen. o
Foch, mwy " 1,1IIL'i|.|-g Letiers™ triends ancin jmsi as
much b me a5 die my |1-|:p1.|:n|.|l TiEinals UL ETELY
yoears' standing.

In respogse 10 numerous requesis |oam now
forming an organiztion, Tape-Respomsdents, o
vermitional.  This s an asseciation of oongenial
meem amwd women who ke w omake friends by oex-
changing “Talkifi} Leters™ with people all over
thie waorlid, ’

Membership 15 open o all, Thee i oo ol
E'.Lliu-n, ,‘|.|::pm|1,' wha iy @ I'ricm.'“‘_- -I'“ipl.l\'illlb_ll
and a recorder [lape of wire) may join. Here |
something new, fascnating, intrigning=wmething

“fine,

Join T-R-I weday! Ger in touch with me by
A e, wifie, or by letter. 1°1 be glad 1o have
your ideas amd sugpestions, Frod Gootz, 5458
gind 5i., San Francisce o8, California,

Sincercly vours,
Fred Gootz, Secretary.



THE READERS VIEWFOINT
PAGING DIRCE ARCHER

As gsal, your sioics the last few times have
heen decidedly up to par for higherl), Give us
all the faniastic-advenmre yarms you want, mixed
in with the type of these last few, and a hl-vc ".1"""
race” ones of prehistoric civilisation stories, Just
for variety, Bot don't give us many of (he weind
type. werewolves, vampires, black magic, witches,
eic., which pnoperly mie not Fantisy bt Weinds,
whieh are a ol 1o (hemselves!

P certainly ghad vou're back 10 vour old size,
with mope e Tor stories and with more (lios,
even if the edges aren’t trimmed, nor the paper
slick—these nuike mo difference w0 me, sn the
storics are the kind § like—as yours have mostly
becn, with a few exceplions, such s those things
primted in g “Man Who Was Thursday,” and
“The Teirible Thiee”

Paging Pnice Arches —will vou please write, and®
sl e wouir adibress® ¥ 1 wanied Lo answen your
lefter, bini there wos o juldres, a0 am I1-E|-|:r|1'||{
FEM will piion ms appeal’

M ©. W, vVallete
Decho. lda

NOT A JACK MANN FAN

A a very infreguent conteilstor o your maga-
riepe, | el coanpelled o goiment on “Her Ways
Are Theaih™ Iv!,' ’;H,'l. Mani, which 1 il.hl. fiini sl

Althigh haidling a plor with grest potenti
alivies, the anthor managed o so’ infuse it with
English stuifiness, that it was virieally wnreadabde.
Uhis relwim of style soems 1o le o alt uniguee
with the Brivsh with theiv sl sodial oven
pur sl soe deeply EIIHHII.II.II.‘I:i I‘l':ll:l.l.ll“ll!..

"The woiters from aevoss the pond  have pro-
diced some very superior reading niagerial, bt
let’s liave o mgae of Ceoes amd Tos Dogoel secretary.

v gpane of the high oribute paid w his sl
ity bwv the other charciers, (he womd §s  well
choseny 1 the novel, the excellent Mr, Green ap
. Jecirs Fill'Fl.||.'|r|!|" i|11"pl.._ {11 qlhr:r_mmh. Mr. M.'r_nn
appreary ictpalde of infising his characters with
the personal attributes he's striving for.  Indesd,
Inis clinmmctereation is lifeles, i:l:-!||'|l.‘|, il and
beming in the extreme,

This tiracke i not divected a0 he i|||u.l|.l!r ol
v pubibicounn,  You ordihanily ) oo novels of
el Ili;;h galihre gl 0o ooanmer 1 s necessary,
They speak for themselres

In the wunlikely possibilicy that this letier socs
print, | have hack isiees of FFM. dating hack 1o
gl which | will scll for whie they oost on the
shanls, ||i|,|! [ [ l'u1 }Hm!agc .iII:III ||.|r|-:“il||,|; :Il:lrgr.-»..
Alsn, for the Dbeieht ol any resders interested, |
have twensty-fowr of the old Gernshack Asazings
fon sale a1 $i.00 each, Thank you.

Dale E Ridgeway.

g Laly Si.,
Mansheld, Ohio,

LIKES HORROR-FANTAERY

I've only been reading FFM. [or a shory nime,
but have been a fantasy and bhorror fan for

EAR NOISES?

=" 1If you suffer from thosa
riserable ear noises and are
Hl.l'd-ﬂi—H&E.ring due to catarrh
of the head, write us NOW for
proof of the wonderful, pallia-
tive relief many penpie have

- meported alter using our simpla
home treatment. NOTHING
TO WEAR. Many past 70 re-
ported such relief in hearing
and ear noises, SEND NOW
FOR FPROOF AND 10 DAYS
TRIAL OFFER.

THE ELMO COMPANY
DEPT. 3 PF 1 DAYEMPORT, 1OWA

Eungtive| | Gergesws, breath-1aking Coler $lides
sk I larmcly ligures. Popes deliberamly

IDE|  plonred te reveol the uimast in beswry

ETS ) You will bagheilled o she detail, caler
and clarity. 10 DIFFERENT 223 Slidas
in soch mi. Meownied ready lor projec-
tor ar wiowsr. Order them ell and
yvau'll have & reasurs.

Sot of 10 Slides.......+3.00
2 Different Sets (20 sucEs) 5.50
A Different Sets (40 suoes) 10.00

) PR PAERARY B P AN SEAL B RASKRER. W0 © DLOE
NATIONAL, Deptl. 18, Bex 5-5la. E, Toledo 8, Dhin

DO YOU HAVE
PROSTATE TROUBLE?

General Weakness, Backache, Fres
quency, Burning Urination, Kidnoy
=and Cladder Distrens.

The Esnzns City Medical Press has
just published a revealing booklet
which discusses the PROSTATE
GLAND in language anyone can
understand, Information contained
in this book may save you vears of
sufflering. Give name and address.
r———lﬁ#ﬂ. COUPOM TOOAY—=—=——y

K. €. Madical Pres '
| Depr. T-3, 1440 £ 218,

| Haorlh Konses City, Ma.

I Flease send me by return moil baokbets |
| hawe checked batow. I

| The Prestate Giand Arthritis

I Kidney ond Biocdsr Riptare | | I
Flease oenclone [0c for each book ‘|

I ardered.

Rt N s Al
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FREE BOOK—on
"~ Rectal Troubles

Hers 18 murl news, This li‘I-p;agL-, up-to-the
minute book on Piles, Fistuls and other related
réctal and colon allments—will be senl frec for
the asking, It may save you much suffering, time
and money. Write today—MeCleary Clinie and
Hoepital, 149 Elms Blvd, Excalslor Springs, Mo,

o |
O pem e e

Pl T o HEl DML
-:-‘mm- “Beet 1810, Ehecego L4

rorrus RREE!
—{ hiaks muney. m-& ht-u.u.nu

2 LHIE}H-IH ] I-u' od
ﬂ-ml-i WI

IIU.MHHL Ib-llmr-u-ﬁ.

ﬂ._" I-I:I'Iﬂﬂl.. “n.““‘-‘uﬂ.

Banish e cray m-lhﬂ-l-

saredi hwve wh & Redssmer, A/

Taday o Pree bookis u-lll[qfnp.lrrwl

ellein of fobaccs and of § Eeetment which

has resved over HIO OO0 recple, FELE
In Bunimsne Sinca HED BooN

THE NEWELL COMPANT
iHﬂlrIHll-l-l. v 2, lowis 5, Ma.

Your FREE eopr oF “Tia Liw-Trulasd Man'™ shows how 1 gun
and prester oarflfgs throagh Higskgops Bome law afudy.
s E Ealorinl furngslisd SB<iudig [G-volime Lgw Likcwiy,

by B8 wellimaen faw horitim Lawjcrs, fidgen dmang

our gradusies, LI E degres. m-: anuny ferma  Writs fodey.

II.lIIIiIIIE [N.I.I"EE OF LAW s !‘-‘..".':'ﬁn‘é‘-'."-’-"‘m

Clormrorpondones [ IgTREr LY .F'n;uf-l'.'l rL

HYPNOT.ISM

Laarn & apply FOWEHR. Derelop will.

R ittty il AYIONE e
& g, 1 ] a m mia by

i bome, whi EUAMHEII! RESULTE. DON'T DELAY . . .

Wrlle 1o Amerles’s aldest Hypnatls school Tor free infarme-

lon nas——loday!

INSTITUTE OF AFFLIED HYFNOLOGY
Bept. §E1, llﬂ Central Pork Ih H-ll'- Yark '|| M. Y.

DENT'S &
EAR WAX DROPS for

Fou? femporory raliaf of

accumeloted was condilion

TﬂﬂTHAﬂHE‘!
ENT'S

ru u for D
TOAT T8 !IM—HI.TH

FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

soime ime. | would like o praise you an the top
quality ,of vour wmag, though 1 was a b elie-
Appinted to see that you are letiing some of your
stories pet too neni o sl Please stick purely 1o
fangasy,

I would like o soe somic of the bovnor ype
sicnies come more fregqueitly in FEM. 1 am go-
ing 1o snggest smme of the authors T would like 1w
sor more of in FFE M. (alw some stories) .

First and foremost in iy mind in the [:|.||I:||'h.1l|I
and horvar Gell 65 Bram Soker. Inomy opanion
no one can ouido him. 1 would like 1o =ce, if
pﬂu.l.”:r]:: some repiints of his stories from your
early isswes and Jbo soe that you haven't pub-
lished Please, please more Stoker

Mexl, H, P. Lovecrafi (Ciat s, some of lus best),
Mm._hm-.' abouwt spe more of Hobero Bloch's
beewt, such s "Your: Troly, Jack the Ripper.”
Oihers: Howard, Derleth, Hlackwood  (some),
Le Fanu, Rohmer, EF. Benson, John Collier
and & P, Shiel,

Sories | would like 1o see: “Lurker on the
Thireshold ™ —Lovecial, "{Z.unp of  ihe I;_'mg"—
Blackwood, and Swoker siories (they're all good)
except “Draculs,” which is oo long, and “CNd
irk House"=Priestley.

Ay readlers of FFM, who have issues i which
appear any Swher stories, 1 would like if they
would contact me guonng their pnm

In chsing, | would like 1o praise you on your
hine mag. Keep |htm coming and keep up the
gl woark,

Burion Sate,

Gyoy Colgale Ave,,
Los Angeles ¥, Calif,

NEEDS HAGGARD ITEM

it has been a Il:mg time since 1 huve writben
o you. [ enjoved "Her Ways Are Death™ by
Jack Manm, very much

I wizsh vou would |.l|,|||!i:.h some  of UHH'.’:{E
Grafehe, and Willian Le Ql.ltlt:l:': haoodke, Alwo
stories of Ceorge Allan Englind, which have
never uppeared in book form al any time,

I now have shzboaks by Wilham Le e
buir 1 know of go vides that T oam seill missing,
s0 | have a long way o go 0 complete my ool-
lecuion of his lweoks. He was a pmlil’lr wriler.
I am still leckmg for 62 books by Guy Thorne, i)
compleie my colleciien of his hooks,

I seem o have reached an impase in Wy
Haggard colleciion, There is juit one Litle that
I do not have in any edition. This ap-p-t.'ult-d i
a |r.|pErn|.:|:|'l.'Eu‘.'|.1 Amerncen  editbon.  Two  tilesy
in one- ok, “My Fellow Laboree™ and, “The
Wieck of the Copeland,”

I have a complete collection of Weird Tales
starting with the January, 1935 isswe, which [
am willing to =il 1o the highest Lidder. Or I
will sell by yenrs. Also the complete collection of
15 Stranpge Stories and the complete collection of
Lhe Elup:h.,li |.1:|:|5;1.l:|||.-¢. Tates aof Wemder ins 8
Issues, Alsg have finy I'|'|Hluh Crmmnitez hodks of
Fantasy,

Harown F. KEaTING,
7 Arnold L

QLrini'.vlr ﬁg Mlass,



IHE READERS VIEWPOINT
AN ARDENT READER

ADiTE Ty ol et of old hooks @l GIETTH
rines 1 haive five bound valumes af The Tder
o deeraEd .i.'{mr.'n'J' Hn_y:num'. Iurid:lll;:lil':., LhsEst |
are all ihm were ever pulshishcd, In the thid )
woldoomae, ozl -’|.|.1||I 1, 151, | camne Acrnss & siory ¢
b Mary Shelley entitled ““Transfonmation™, and
il I may sy so it vewds betien, oo wy opinion, than |
Frankeustein, Tn wief, i s o story of a msin whe
logned hiz body [ theee davs o a dwarl for &

wa chest Ml of jewcls and diseovered that his
suptl i frapped in the body of the dwarl while
thie wthier o wmkiog over bis phiee in society. Tt
i5 izl wosthy of beimg icprinned in your [ine
B e

I oam an avdent reader of Fooweowns Fasrtasiee
Maysferies, aipd hope to be lor many sears Do Come.

I ey print this 1 wisl e thank the lady
who sent e “She and Allem™ In H. Rider Hag-
garil, | lost e letier, and so coamled med wrive sl
tiank her.

Wishing thi F.FAL

wnniny e yeats of pale
fislvin g siaroess,

WirLiase W Wipsox,
B wMs,
Ashilnirnham  Alae

-

AUSTRALIA CALLING US

My i putpose in s this lelier 8 e
el von whot @ wondeilod moz you have and
how minforiomace ic o thiee 1 canvest boy same in
Anstralia Having  read  only (o VO
FFAMs pamcly H. R, H% "Momoog S,
Wells "The Tune Machine” Tallww Muiedy's
"'|_I11: Ciny Mahaima™ and lastly “The Valley of

Eves Limseen' I Coldline fzns vel |.||‘|r¢1l|;|, T vl

|I1i.t o kel LG elierminl  vasice im Pr'll-"i-o.' ol this
line TR ERE,

To sem] themr s b omee an cilucuion. The
stumies mve all of the best qualits, 1 enjosed each
of the three | have Been lucky enough o pet
halil of. “Morning St was perlaps the ane
tleat sthrred e most. | oread bt four timos, amy
way Yearr arnss, Virgil Findas, really does soane
remarkalld drawing,  We hoave an setist oot in
Avstealien swlio oo siowelsy work Dl oD so E':'":""]r
wlime name 15 alio Virgil

Well, vo gt ro the e @tein of interest 1o me
anveis,. | wonld like 1o pet hold "af [LHET amid
i r|:r|:|:i|'.'.'| of FF.M. bt the |;|-n|!,I iy 1
cdeiilel elis this is by ahe r\rll.'mgr E R T if any
reilErs aie interested, 1 ligive sincks of books like
Speones mestly, suely a8 Moo Racing, which 1 hope
I will he abhle o L'M:h:lllgt with some of YONLIE
readlers.  Money s no object of SUTLOIE u'-:mhli
like 1o sell for some Acstimlia mopey. 1 think
Al present ooe dolbic is b oo money  twelve
ki if anyoue up there s interesbed,

I wish oo informa yen of ihe change in my anail-
shillimgs, and 1 do have one lone E‘-nlmi:.m ol
g achdiess,

%o 1 will hope o hear
I will angwer all letters if anvane chiied o wrile
t & twenly-fve-vear-old  Austealian man, as &

froan  somseone  So08,

pen Iriend or & prospective eschanges. |

| When NERVOUS
L  TENSION

s MAKES YOU

ALL *“KEYED-UP”

Toke Miles Nervine to relsx. Ses
!'l-:w it can soothe amd -comfort
t-l!il" ETVES, l:nnt,nlnl o Bar=
'bituﬂtu. Follow the label. Avoad
excessive use, At all drugstores.

——

F_MAKE EXTRA MONEY

EVERY BUSINESS EVERYWHERE

USES UMION LABEL BODOK MATCHES

]-,h v - Hlﬂhﬂ' orld'sln ]
& i i ro repre ksl e W *Inrgrs
= wncluilve I.F:H'I'l.‘.l Lﬁ.‘n‘-hhﬂtﬂlhh mapaf pebarer,
Proapecta everywbkiare, Fralife
Clamosr Girls, Hilk0les,
aqemles and du:lllpf.l e

.

makes 8y fawtest wollmg lne
& ranl prolt maker for Fod,
Write TODAY for Foll dotwlls,

SUPERIOR MATCH CO."

L T - — 1w,
Geanl Baitimun, wrile Ses LOST, = . Gl

RUPTURED?

Get Relief This Proven Way

Why try to worry salong wiith brosies that gouge your
Poili=—=piresa beawlly on hips and spine—enla: ge opening--
fanl to ol ruplure? You pesd the Cluthe, Ma-leg-stia=
op cutling belts. Autcmaiie sdjusinble pad holds al resl
apningr—fallows every body movernsnt with instact in-
orER support im case of alrain, Cannot slip whelhor st
work or plav, Lighs, Wnlrrpmu-!. Can be worm in beth,
Send for pmatine FREE book, “Advise To Raptured™ snd
deinils of Hberal truthiul Etl-d:ul trfal afer. Also endorse-
menis {roen grabelol users In Four peighbarhosd, Write:

CLUTHE SOMNS, Dept. 16, Blesmfsld, New Jersey,

Fistula May Often

Result From Piles

'FREE BOOK — Gives Facts
On Ann-l:mfud A.llmunu

L

A new,  Mlustrated ook on Fistule, Reeial

1lpnge
Abserss, Files nnd other rectz] pnd colon daordera 3 sow

FREE toe sl Feferers. Write todav—a cond will do.
Thorn Miner Hoapital, Swlts 105, 911 E, Linwoosd,
Kansas City 3, Mo,

1Ll
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— Case of Homa Produsis F' I!
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Wi atart
sl ing

If rom Belleve fhat you hiw i lovenilos. you should Bnd oul H-
1o puoleet T, We am 'ﬂml.nﬁl. Fubenk Aoy Bend Co mp'gl

i Palrii ]ml-ﬁ. “Ihoa i Peoteel Toir Mavesilen, ' and ]
W Meraind'™ Pgrim Mo alil) ﬁ Elan. They sig ﬂmr: !ﬁ' g asEing,
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TELL FORTUNES

Your own . . . Your friends

@ YUE Maying casds, The fortine
tellers eeovel meamings. Princel
o sdbclers for ench pard Wil 1|.|:. .
out ehket, Omiy 30 80—Xo C0.T),

PSORIASIS?
TRY EPIDEX

Delinits Banalit In bwe woeki of meney refundid without

quettion, Write ter free information er sed 5500 for

& gz. batila
Huran Lnlulihrl-q,:l, Ime. - Box 1167 - Datrali !‘I, ek,

High School- Cuurse
& Many Finish in 2 Years

: = rapkdly teme il alhibs germtt. UCogris
-wlnl-nl hr\d#!‘l‘-‘ wail

e

erbgni

nvaHCEI 53,00 Tar ol v icwi ! :
Far Wrnnlng-,-_ wrd maiieinly = THAT S~ ALLTI1E
CHARGES OF GIMMICKS

r-.-rqﬂ-l-'----i-

u!-u: IH'C RADID 'C1T"|" i-'l"l'”ﬂH
18D, Degt. F., Hew Tark 1%, M. T,

FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

Thank you, Mre. Goacdinger, 1 hope that one
|;|..'I.'e| LTI TO IR EE AN bwe wlile tes finad L few ths.
O maope. thank you for pllrlillq Gant A bk
that will still enalle me a3 Bl in lods af mort
bours, lor T will resd ihem all more ihan once,
) Tom A, Conwiis,
fr OVConnel] %L, 4
Mewlnwil, .H-\I:IIII.'!I.
Ansialia. i

SHE WANTS A RARE BOOK

Nothing 1 conld say alwom I-':'j-'_M'. conlid ex-
press thie {Hjmhmnt 1 et Irom the wondesfil
stories ot conbaivg. [ undesstam] chat FN. s nod
heing pohlished now, What a shame! 1 have
just purchased fifreen back fssues of FM. amd
some F.FALS angl how | Joved them. Among
these s were such wondeifinl stonien as the
“Polaris Trilogy™ by Sullsoen amd several spofies
by Mersin,

The letpers  fromm your readers are the  first
Illl.lzp_;'-. I ot tee 1t amenses mie oo G what def-
nite opivons they all secm o have. | puoess |
must: he eaily pleaserd hecnwe | like almost every
slory you print o yoan puhhuu!mu.

Now, may | ask vour readers of there i3 a copy
al “Ayesha, The Retrnn of She” by Hoaggard
somcwhere arounnd thiar 1 oeonld [:-l.lll,.:l'l.l'bl: (il b
EXPENSIVE] Oor Fenl, pne':ll:la]:ll?

Aot the st work, it's very moe. 1 paricolor-
Iy like Lawience for covers and Finlay amd Bok
for amterior illos.

1 would ke o hear from sonee mariieed wamen
who are also interestesl in Bantasy gl s-F

Oh, ves! Andd | st remembered. 1 also would
like to get “The Conguest of the Moon Pool™ hy
Moeriit, Can you help med Wocounld be in mag o
Liook form ;

Tharks again. Mis. Gnaetfinges. for selecting
such exceptional socies for vour mag.

MEs, | aCuRLY N LEws,
East Monepelier, Yermonn.

CLIFFINGS WANTED

Flying sincen  clippings  wanted  from ~ newy-
papes, opecially sccoumis waiitten in locility of
oocurrence,  Ingquine on AP, UP etc.  Mies
dispaiches.  Also sapcer maierial hiom obsome
mags, wnd rade references. Sonrde amd dante
must be given i war-hoets sent. Al people in-
terestenl in disoustion of sancow wiile me. Al
want bonks and iy |||:||r_i:ri.l| Jmnph M-
Cale; Emmines; sif and fantasy RIS Thaonsamnls
al |ul:||.|'|'!| andl wa-laniasy  plee W tradde Tia
abwwve, FDrade esample; Late Lanlasy LLTETT for §
|;||.|:l|‘:l|||.;!. |I-1-q|11|‘l:" }-nnl: acceplable A bove ilems
sl for wile atl reasonaslile prices, wWill hivy youer
Astoundings, Horrars, Terrons, ele,

Huci Brocs.
il gy Ave
Seattle s3, Wash,



THE READERS VIEWPOINT
“MORE ENJOYABLE THAN EVER"

I diddn't care [or “The Death Maker 1 -read
i yeark apa and think the e pF.'l,n:r: For il
woitld be in a detective magazinge and nol F.F.A,
“The Valley of Eves Unsecen™ was good, b 1
chdw’y like 1t a2 well as “The Swerkenden Quest.”
| have read lors of Muondy's stories T liked beyer
than “The Gray Mahatma.” 1 happen o have
ome [ think is & bBetver fanvastic by him called
“There Was A Door.”

I ihink T would pick “The Slaver ol Souls™ as
the best stoay prnted in FEM. in igge. 1 sup
pose lodz of the readers will disagree with me,
How about another Haggard? Hope it will be
o | clon't have, [ have nine by lum not oount-
ting those already printed in F.FM. My GBvorite
18 “Avesha’ which s also the mosi [aniastic

Think 1 will ask =T A TH] for “Allan amd the
Hodv Flower.” Another story which would be
very appropriate for FFAM. would be "“The Scar
ket Empire” by David Parry. The copy 1 have
wid pathlished in oogof 50 it muost he quite an ald
bk, It is quite a different story of Atlantis,
Have been rereading my F.FMs these winter
eveiings  amd  found most aof them more en-
pable than ever, : .

P. H. MaLoxg,
nnoz Union St
Enreka. Calif,

Editar's Neole: “There Was a Door™ o the
English title for "Full Moon,”

PLASTICS s,

SARNE ERFEA

MOHIY

ﬁl’ﬂl“ﬁ' Thers son MECH OPFORTUNITIES for RN snd W MEM
",ﬁ" . e “hm-hew™ @ Pl Iniryiehd s eew Plenks o
*f:ﬂ..ﬂﬂ' Tty et Wl B 15 mmalor branche el off Bl e flreg v sk
phs 1

il Pipvars, Doy cemplets ey i febrrsden, poSeg.
Iamanisen, Ty aibrmal didwisg. M, B umpk. reEy.

'l'#"‘ atrpe bip aleg lngug end pb e Plisl b s Vst abag
fﬂ"ﬂ’“ e Fo 33wl Plsstin o s wnilh Ciang &1 R
wﬁﬁ sitre omi ETART A PFLARTHCH BUSEREES OF YOFUR
QO | OWEL Mu cthee miustey balde math prasine fun O
U"E‘ Purtsrd Woms fin. Snah by eeney ol sy o s
altiey b dhpE i -, w pamsi Do Bt i rpare oe Pl

Times (D™ mw il Lrwiw MOAE bpw Eterviaie s Pl

Free Book on Arthritis
And Rheumatism

HOW TO AVOID CRIPPLING DEFORMITIES

An smazing mewly enlarged Jdl-page book enbitled
“"Bhaumatism™ will ba ssnt free Lo snyons wha will writs
for It

It reveals why drags and mediciness glve only tompe-
rary relief and fall to remove the cavsey of the troubis;
expilnings & provem speclalized non-surgieal, non medaosl]
ircalinent which kas proves seccemaful for the pasc 33
Foikri, ]

You kncur se obllgation in sending for this irstruclive
book. It muy b the means of saving you yenrs of wniakl
mlsery. Whits today fo The Brll Clinie, Dapt. 18, Ezeel-
ibar Springs, Miasouri,

OrawTh

Here's your big chance, if you want to becoma
i commercial artist, designer, or llustrator!
An sasy-to-try way to win FREE art training!
If your drowing shows promise welfw-e YOl Proe
raamed il

feasional comments on it free!

Amateiri ol Dar students oot eliible, |
Ninke copy of car B s, loag. Pencil or
pen only. Omit the lsttering. All dras- I
ings must b received by Jan 31, 1953 I
Mama returmed. Winnors notified.

Car

19
.

has-

i.ﬂ'l' INSTR UCTION, IMC., Dage. 12932

Free! $280 Art Course!

& PRIZES! 15i: Complate $280 Art Course;
2nd 1o bh: Complete Artist’s Drawing Sets.

trators, artists and cartoonista now making
big money, Find out now if YOU bhave profit-
able art talent, You'va nothing to =
everyihing o gain. Sturt your drawing now.
Mail it today. £k

S00 5 4ib 51, Minngapels 15, Miss,

Ploasg gnter my ptinchod drawing in your Draw A Car Contest.

{FLEATE PRINT)

| Mome Ape__
| Addrers Phone
| e Tome___Coety
| Stabe o Oecupation z
1i5
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Relaxing e Soothing
Penctrating Maossage

] FOom EREATERT REMEFIT im
N RADUC =N AR
S Spsi ROOUCEE wvih or uu-
lul !lffHHl _m rﬂ

L] |I|nl E:qh.l-.:l..lq- 1] Iuluﬁl-l,

TAKE OFF EXCESS WEIGH HT!
Don't Stay FAT — Yéu Can Lose
POUNDS and INCHES SAFELY

IEE & maghe wend, Tha
“Spat Reducer” oheys
your every wish. Mest
any pert of your body whare

HEALTH

Wik the BPOT REDUCER sah ngw gnlay b
Besstitl ol AL ﬁl"li I-ﬂﬂ HIMG Siyiags In (ki
acy @ yiof Ewn I Shngie f0 se—juet mlug
a, grasy basdis and :h::[,"- mask qlr part uf bhe
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el
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Your Own Private Maossecur ot Home !

Whem you mee the Seot Reducer. W almasl lks B
lag peur dwa grresls mamegr gl bgme H'5 ben redws-
lag Ehlw I BE med orky beipa redues med Lasd
sho—had a widh in the relly haan iypes o sckad
veg mqr—lnd Uil meress thel sae be bl gl
wmaidg] The Sgal Feducer b nnd-mrr mide @
Night ll't1|HI flimiaum' ind rutber end Sruly l
H wl l-—nrlu you 'lr:ll I-l- lhlnl-'llll o D, ll

U g fuarw erproerd

gnd lmches, the “lged Redug-
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i p}uﬂulﬂl{ ikmder sad greee-

ful figure, The boauty of Hhas
scientifically designed Reduc-

er i1 that tha methed b 5o
pimmple amd gdiy, the msulls
guick, sure exd hermles. ‘Mo *
exercisg or girlck diets Mo
Hulll-l-ll'll. drigs & lexa-=
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Take pounds off — keep
glim and tom with $pot
Reducer’ Remariable naw
inventios which user one
af the meit efiective re-
ducing metheds employed
by mangury and fuckiah
bathi—MATIAGE!

TRY THE SPOT REDUCER 10.DAYS FREE IN YOUR [}WII HOME!

Mall this mrl with gniy B far yoor Sl Redueer on edprovel. Pap EH‘" I.‘H ﬂFF'H-;]'III”T.-I'ﬂ.!I"_ LHIIFE"I!HUII'r' "

MO ROAD0D -TVIBL 383490 D0 SIML- VW,

Illtﬂh $8.5% alas deflvery—or wnd FRA3 (Full grecal I-Il we whig
: U-tlrrtl-nl-lﬂhlllr-ﬂ omd.  Thaa 11 =l
:Ihlﬂl{"' ‘IHII'HI' e fubl prchmpn price rafemd, Don'l
nqu nﬂll-l wa—anregf ugly, smbprmiiing, uades

I'H pawndy &7 FAT. MAIL COUFON Aew]

ALSO USE IT FOR ACHES AND PAINS

$POT REDUCER CO., Dept. B-312
l BUE Macket Sr. Hewark, Mew Jomay
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Spot Reducer. See how
soaihing ity gentlo
mamage can be Helps
vou sleep wihln M-
wape i bt of berefil.

franglent relisf of
discomioeis that can
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relaxing massage. %
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.1H ﬂ.i' ?ﬁ—rnnm-’ﬂf § Tﬂ? TRAIN ESM'E

IN 10 MONTHS = OR LESS=FOR

RADIO-TELEVISION

Our 715t Yéar Training Men for Greater Incomes and Security in Radio-Television-

I SEND YOU -...I Bpe P 1. .
18 BIGKITS T8 NEW! NO OBLIGATION PLAN
of Temdle Televis'aa part amd coulpaen, . Y = g
Mueh of your teainkae wll wenmal S i ol !

pomsinuclion and evpirimentation . g o . You Have Mo Monthly Payment Contract to Sign
Hion SAak Nremares 1o Taf Vo TLAdE “FUL) Pay For Your Training as You Earn and Learn

IJI_:'I lim:-rtmni- Fod bar your JEsdis-
ok o You ean got ivbo Hadss Tebgvissan, foday’s Mmatost growing Fl-lp; Dy
apporfusily Behl, an monbhe eebed of yiard! My complitely new
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