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The Day the 
Wbrld Ended 

By S a x Rohmer 

llliialrntrfl Ini 
John 
liichard 
Flatiafirni 

As we bent over that wonderful panorama 
I suppressed an exclamation. The roads 
were animate with tiny figures! "Trou
b le ! " Gaston Max announced laconically 

The Story Thus Far: 
R R I A N WOODVir.LE, an explorer, is 
•*-* sent to Baden-lJnden, (iermany, t(i in
vestigate a report al)out siant bats. A 
horliless voice warns liim to leave. 

He joins forces with l.onergan of the 
T'. S. Secret Ser\iee and Jlax of the I'nris 
Surete, both of whom are trailing a Ma
dame Ybiu'g. 

Woodville falls in love with Jrarusa. 
l ie learns that the m.vsterions forces which 
oppose him are controlled b.v u secret cidt 
h(>aded l)y Annbis, who is abont to destro.v 
the world. Onl.v his followers will snrvive. 
Of these Marnsa is one. 

The Voice speaks : "(Jaston Max, .von shall 
survive for a thonsand years. Jolin Loner-
san, yonr reward shall be oblivion. Wood
ville. npon yon the decision shall rest." 

The three men are separately trapped and 
taken to Castle Fel.senweir. Lonergan, ap-
l)arcntly hypnotized, visits ^Yoodville and 
nrges him io become a follower of Annl>is. 
IMarusa appears and repeats this demand. 

Woodville is admitted to the presence of 
the magnificent dwarf, Annbis. He learns 
liow Lonergan was deprived of volition, 
bow the weird creatures which guard tlie 
castle are fabricated, he sees Gaston Max 
motionless and naked in a crystal colTm and 
lie is shown two meinliers of tlie Corps of 
Pages. He is dismissed with the command 
that he make his decision within five hours. 
He has the freedom of the castle, and Lon
ergan, with will power restored, accom
panies him. Ilerr Kichter acts as guide. 
\Voodville discovers a room liiled with bat-
like flying s\iits in which the fidlowers of 
Anubis travel, supported by an energy 
wave. 

He returns to bis room. Marusa visits 
him. She tell.s him she is Madame Yburg's 
daughter. I 'ut she is willing to .join him 
in opposing Anubis' design. When she is 
gone, Max aptiears—disguised as Dr. Nes
tor. He tells how he outwitted the dwarf 
by closing his eyes when sub.iected to tlie 
device for inducing hypnotism, how he 
acted as tliongli hypnotized and how he was 
placed in the crystal i-ofliii. 

T 
t i r ed 

XT 

H I S coffin of a l iving death [Gas
ton Max wen t on] in which I lay 
was raised upr igh t . I t I'ested up
on a sort of trolley wi th rubber-
wheels. I was pushed out into 

some place of darkness . 

F o r the first t ime I closed my wea ry 
eyes a n d re laxed m y t i red muscles. 
There was a i r in th is c rys ta l coffin. I t 
was possible to b rea the . But every min
ute seemed like an hour, and the hours 
in terminable . How long I lay there , 
moil Dieu! I cannot even guess. Bu t 
suddenly—so suddenly t h a t I had bare
ly t ime to s t a r e before me and become 
rigid a g a i n — I felt myself moving u p 
w a r d ! I was in some kind of l i f t! The 
movement ceased. Cur t a ins were pa r t ed 
before my glass tomb, and I saw a 
s t r a n g e , dimly l ighted room. . . . 

You were in it, Woodville, seated on 
a low stool! Before you, on a pla t 
form, was Anubis . Two beaut i ful crea
tu res , one of ebony and one of ivory, 
moved dimly wi thin my plane of vision. 

Vaguely, because of the glass box 
which sur rounded me, I heard Anubis 
.speak to you. . . . The cu r t a ins were re -
closed. I was in da rkness aga in . . . . I 
was re tu rned to t h a t small a p a r t m e n t 
adjoining the labora tory and my sar
cophagus was lowered to the floor. 

There was a dim light in th i s room. 
By his shadow, I t raced the one who 
had moved me. I saw him go. 

Then I ventured to re lax, and to th ink 
•—to th ink—to th ink ! P l a n s I could 
make none, for I had no idea w h a t 
would happen nex t ! My grea tes t 
chance lay in a surpr i se a t tack . If such 
an oppor tun i ty presented itself, on me, 
I reflected, mus t res t the fa te of the 
wor ld! 

I heard vague sounds—once, the 
voice of Anubis . T h a t pecul iar whin ing 
noise, too, which is made by the eleva
tors . Bu t no one entered the room. I t 
was an ordeal which I cannot describe, 
which honestly, my friend, I did not 
th ink I couUl survive a second t ime. 
Hours passed—many, many hour s ! 

Then, suddenly, I saw a moving 
shadow! I became rigid. I s ta red 
s t r a igh t upward . 

Madame Yburg stood watching me! 
Excep t t h a t she wore some whi te g a r 

ment , I could not, dare not, l ea rn more. 
She began to speak. 

"Well , my br i l l iant f r iend," she said, 
" is it c lear to you w h a t occurred a t 
Bagneres des Bareges? You come a t a 
cri t ical moment—for a t dawn tomorrow 
it occurs to all the wor ld !" 

T B E G A N to wonder ! Had she de-
•̂  tected my t r i ckery? How f a r could I 
t r u s t her? 

" S h o r t of jo ining us , t he re is only 
dea th . " She mused on. "How s t r a n g e ! 
If it were otherwise I would help 
you. . . . Stare, my f r iend—and 
accept. . . ." 

She knew! She fell silent. . . . 
M. Nestor entered. . . . 
"Ah , good evening, my dear Chief!" 

he exclaimed. He spoke in German. 
"Th i s p leasure w a s unforeseen. I ex
pected Richter ." 

" H e r r Richter is wi th Anubis , " Ma
dame Yburg replied—so coldly. " I am 
s t and ing by unt i l he is free. Your 
watch ends, Dr. Nestor , when you have 
given the pa t i en t h is first shot. Good 
n igh t . " 

I saw, from her shadow, t h a t she w a s 
go ing ; t h e n : 

"May I hope," said he, "when the 
anxiet ies of tomorrow are ended, t h a t 
you will th ink over—" 

Madame Yburg laughed. 
"You a re very pe r s i s t en t ! " she re 

plied, and went out. 
I t was clear. M. Nestor found en

couragement . He hummed a song—a 
popular dance melody. Yes, he was 
happy. I t was sad. At all costs I 
mus t avoid the "first sho t ! " 

Quickly, and in a workmanl ike man-
nei', M. Nestor removed the lid of my 
glass sa rcophagus . He raised it up
r ight . He rested it again.st some place 
which 1 could not see, sinee I did not 

da re to move my eyes. An i tching, a 
t ea r , a sneeze—any of these mus t be
t r a y me—ru in m e ! 

He came present ly into view, his back 
t u r n e d in my direction. He wore a din
ner ki t . I looked a t him. He was 
cha rg ing a hypodermic sy r inge ! . . . 

I acted. 
Silent, in my nakedness , and in spite 

of my cramped muscles, I rose from 
t h a t g lass coffin and hurled myself upon 
M. Nes to r ! We, of the F rench police, 
a r e ti-ained in j iu - ju t su . (So also is 
Mr. L o n e r g a n ! ) I t h r e w the unsus 
pect ing Greek wi thout difficulty. . . . 

Let me make mj ' mean ing c lea r ; for 
t h a t which followed was horr ible . I had 
secured a s t ranglehold—you under 
s t and? I t was necessary t h a t he should 
be not only helpless, bu t silent. Ap
pa ren t ly he did not unde r s t and the na
t u r e of these c i rcumstances . And— 
how shall I express th i s t h i n g . . . 

M,y f r i end! . . . the u n h a p p y M. Nes
to r strangled himself! 

Realizing w h a t had occurred, I looked 
down a t him. . . . I l istened. All was 
s i lent ! I crossed to the table a t which 
he had been cha rg ing the syr inge . Th i s 
syr inge lay upon the floor. On the 
table were surg ica l implements includ
ing those very scissors which he had 
employed to cut my g a r m e n t s from my 
body. 

T U S E D them for ano the r purpose. I 
•*• cut off his black mus t ache ! Much 
stubble w a s left—keen though the blades 
were . Myself I was now unshaven for 
m a n y hours and the difference between 
us was not g rea t . 

His g a r m e n t s I removed while yet it 
was possible to s t i r his l imbs. I 
shudder when I t h ink of i t ! . . . 

The d inner sui t fitted me badly, bu t 
well enough. I broke one of the s tuds 
in removing his sh i r t—al though th i s 
sh i r t was ((^oiiliiiiicd. on page .10) 
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dark brown 
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mornings 

mornin gs 
Every day you have 

morning when the ^ different face to 
: water faucet runs J J J 

shave A A A A A 

T HERE'S the dismal 

hot 
cold — and the dark 
brown morning after the 
party when your face is taut and sensitive from lack of sleep— 
and the hurry-up morning when you have to make the 7.45—all 
kinds of mornings, all kinds of shaving conditions, but only one 
kind of Gillette Blade—the one constant factor in your daily shave. 

Eight out of ten Americans count on that blade to deliver a 
satisfactory, comfortable shave 365 mornings in the year, and it 
does, regardless of conditions. Machines adjusted to one ten-
thousandth of an inch hone and strop the finely tempered steel 
far more accurately and delicately than human hands could do it. 
Four out of nine Gillette blade department workers are inspec
tors paid a bonus for every blade they discard. 

Tomorrow morning may be fair or rainy, wintry or mild—slip 
a fres^ Gillette Blade in your razor and get a smooth, comfortable 
shave anyway. Gillette Safety Razor Co., Boston, U. S. A. 

Gillette 

J£^J^MetiL 

HE only individual in his
tory, ancient or modern, whose 
picture and signature are found 
in every city and town, in every 
country in the world, is King 
C. Gillette. This picture and 
signature are universal sign-
language for a perfect shave. 

mornings 
CO 

mornings 

mornings 
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mornings 
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unstai'ched and of an impossible pat
tern. No one disturbed me. Only my 
own movements broke the silence. I 
wondered . . . but went on. I placed 
him in the coffin from which I had es
caped and returned the lid, crossing his 
stiffening arms upon his breast, as mine 
had been crossed. One hand concealed 
the identification disk he wore. I ruf
fled his hair. 

Yes! It was ghastly! but it was his 
life, or the life of millions! 

Roughly I arranged my own hair in 
the manner which he had affected. 
There was a washbowl on one side of 
this small room and a mirror above it. 
The mustache, you understand, was 
tiny, like that worn by M. Charles 
Chaplin. I had cut a lock from the 
head of the dead man. I laid it on the 
bowl and in despair plunged my hands 
into the pockets of his dinner jacket. . . . 

This gesture saved me! What do you 
think I found? . . . Chewing gum! 

It was enough! My mustache was 
attached. I trimmed it with the surgi
cal scissors. 

T HAD become M. Nestor . . . except 
-»• that I did not talk Greek! 

In the pockets of this unhappy man's 
garments I found several significant 
things. In order of interest they were: 

A very neat and unusual folding 
headpiece, having tiny caps to fit the 
ears. (The purpose of this was ap
parent.) A case of good cigars—quite 
full. In the case a photograph of Ma
dame Yburg. A visiting card of one 
Dr. Schreiber, upon it penciled "9:30 
Regal garden." And, as I have already 
stated, a packet of chewing gum. 

In a little lobby I discovered a light 
overcoat and soft gray hat, also a gold-
mounted nialacca cane. Upon a side 
table lay a pair of gloves. 

It is at such moments, my friend, that 
one calls upon one's experience. I had 
no clue to the hour. But it was safe 
to assume that as M. Nestor had worn 
evening dress it was night. Neverthe
less, the appointment with Dr. Schrei
ber might not be for this night. 

I was in a quandary—and for more 
reasons than one. The poor Nestor's 
spectacles not only fitted me badly but 
contained such powerful lenses that, 
wearing them, I saw everything through 
a fog! Supreme problem: How was I 
to get out of the laboratory—and what 
was M. Nestor's behavior in departing? 

The anteroom, as well as that contain
ing my glass coffin, was dimly lighted. 
This, by heaven! was fortunate! 

As I stood before the little mirror, en
deavoring to adjust those spectacles, I 
heard footsteps! I turned. . . . 

A stout man, a German, in white 
overalls—and who also wore spectacles 
—was approaching. . . . He was blond, 
half blind and good-humored. . . . 

He smiled. 
"Forgive me, doctor," he said, speak

ing in English, "if I have detained you. 
But you know how particular he is at 
his rest hours. He insisted upon a last 
word with the English journalist be
fore retiring. The::, 'Herr Richter,' 
he said, 'it is death for anyone to wake 
me before midnight.' Thank God, he is 
asleep now! The Chief stood by. She 
is a darling. I know you agree." 

Swiftly, I became M. Nestor. 
Herr Richter glanced at the crystal 

coffin. 
"Another injection at midnight? 

Is it so?" he asked. 
I nodded. I recalled perfectly 

the speech of M. Nestor, and: 
"Sure," I replied—"right arm. 

Don't move him." 
Herr Richter nodded compre-

hendingly. 
"A and B Zones are down," he 

said, turning away. "You will require 
your crown." 

I understood. "Crown" was their 
name for the headpiece! 

A T WHAT point of the journey was it 
•̂ *- usual to attach one's "crown"? More 
urgent—in which direction should I 
proceed? This Richter was half blind, 
but I might meet others who could see 
too well. . . . Name of a good little man! 
it was nervous work! 

"Elevator waiting!" the German 
called over his shoulder as he passed 
from the room. 

I followed him. 
At the farther end of the great labo

ratory, I saw a gap in the wall—the car 
of an elevator! My unsuspecting con
frere was bending over a table on which 
were a number of books and papers. I 
hoped he would not ask me to explain 
anything; I hoped I should not meet 
Madame Yburg. As I passed Richter 
and had nearly reached the elevator: 

"Doctor!" he called. 
I paused—afraid to look back! 
"Well?" I spoke over my shoulder. 
"Crown!" he said. "Always put it on 

before you leave, doctor, when the Zones 
are down. You know what happened 
last week!" 

Relief drew a great sigh from me. 
"Sure!" I replied. "Thanks. Good 

night!" 
I stepped into the lift. Immediately, 

it descended. It stopped. I saw be
fore me a great hall supported by 
square pillars and having in the middle 
a monstrous statue. In a corner, be
side an open doorway, stood a giant fig
ure, black-armored, a mace upon his 
shoulder! 

No other opening was visible. My 
heart in my mouth, I advanced in the 
direction of this one. . . . 

I was some ten paces off, when the 
figure in mail lowered his mace to the 
floor with a crash! I nearly choked. 
But he remamed motionless. I con
tinued to advance. I passed through 
the doorway, glancing back as I did so. 
The man-at-arms had replaced his mace 
upon his shoulder. 

It was a salute! 
Now I found myself upon a winding 

stair of ancient stonework. Above, it 
was in shadow; below, illuminated with 
what seemed to be bright moonlight. 
But there were no windows! I de
scended. 

I placed him in the coffin from which I had escaped. 
Ghastly, yes, but it was /i/s life or that of millions.'" 

Presently I reached a great iron gate. 
Everything was sileiit—deathly silent! 
Here at this gate stood another of the 
gigantic black figures—dreadful to con
template in that artificial moonlight. I 
was six steps above the gate; but the 
figure reached out a mailed black arm 
and opened it. I passed through and 
continued to descend. The gate closed 
with a clang behind me. 

Down I went, at last reaching a low, 
arched doorway. I stepped through— 
and found myself . . . where do you 
think? 

Clearly, in the ancient guard-room of 
the castle! It retained many of its 
original features. But new and strange 
ones had been added. Behind a table 
near the great open fireplace, a table 
which contained a number of extraordi
nary-looking switchboards and other 
paraphernalia, a man was seated. 

This room, alas! was more brightly 
lighted—as I had observed from the 
stairs. I now wore the headpiece and 
carried the hat, coat and the cane of 
M. Nestor. 

The man at the table, an ascetic-look
ing creature who might have been a 
monk except that he wore quite ordi
nary and shabby clothes, stared at me 
hard with light blue eyes. He was, I 
think, a Swede. I did not care for his 
appearance, until: 

"I am glad to see, doctor," he said, 
speaking in English but now his Swed
ish accent was unmistakable, "that your 
experience of last week has taught you 
wisdom." He tapped his ear. 

I nodded. That stare had been harm
less. He had merely wished to learn if 
I wore the protective "crown"! Evi
dently M. Nestor was notoriously ab
sent-minded. . . . 

So far, very good. 

' p H E Swede took up a bunch of keys, 
-*- crossed and opened a heavily iron-
studded door—part, one could see at a 
glance, of the old fortress. He stood 
aside as I went through, and: 

"If you return by road," he advised, 
"use the zone path after midnight. But 
go out by the main gate. The Watch 
will open. Good night." 

"Good night," I replied. 
I walked out to find myself in an 

ancient courtyard. 
Before me, at the foot of a declivity, 

were twin towers joined by a gateway 
above which projected the teeth of a 
portcullis. The night was perfect. I 
proceeded. 

Clear of the castle and before trees 
obtruded, I turned, looking back. My 
friend, Felsenweir from that point 
presents a wonderful spectacle in the 
moonlight! Its silhouette against the 
sky took me back into the Middle Ages. 
Prom that point' of view, nothing 
seemed to have changed. 

This road upon which I found myself 
presently plunged into a perfect tunnel 
of pines. I pulled up, unable to pro
ceed. Moonlight failed to penetrate; 
and I wondered why the lamented M. 
Nestor carried no torch. 

Then, my stupidity became appar
ent. . . . 

Some heavy object contained in the 
pocket of that light overcoat I carried, 
and which had been bumping against 
my legs, proved to be just the torch 
which I required! 

I continued my journey. 
It was a longer journey than I had 

anticipated. But at last it brought me 
to the foot of the slope. Ahead, I saw 
an iron gate. As I moved the ray of the 
torch right to left, presently it rested 
upon another of those gigantic black 
figures. . . . 

I doubted. I wondered. . . . Name of 
a little dog! Since I had left, every
thing might have been discovered! 

This one's orders were perhaps to 
dash out my (Couthtied on page 53) 
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This finer steel can be applied to 
your advantage 

WHEELING 

COP-R-LOY 
Res . U. S. Pa t . Office 

T H E C O P P E R A L L O Y E D S H E E T S T E E L 

HISTORY tells how slow was 

the progress of the world be

fore man learned to produce 

steel from iron on an economical basis. 

W e see with our own eyes the amazing 

strides it has taken in the past sixty years 

since steel came into universal use. 

The Age of Steel dates from about 

1866. A n d the most o u t s t a n d i n g 

period so far is that marked by the 

present, and very recent years, in which 

alloy steels have given new momentum 

to industry. 

Regardless of the use to which steel 

is put, it can virtually be alloyed to the 

job just as COP-R-LOY, the Copper 

Alloyed Sheet Steel, is made for thou

sands of purposes, for which steel in 

sheet form serves more economically 

and efficiently than any other metal or 

form of metal. 

COP-R-LOY Sheets, black and zinc 

coated (galvanized), supply the medi

um for metal work of many kinds, and 

for manufacture of products which must 

be reasonable in cost and yet durable to 

the highest point metallurgical science 

QQQ'l^^e^ 

,t • VAV*-.*-"-*? 
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has ever attained for ferrous metals. 

You can benefit from the perfection 

of COP-R-LOY, which has had twenty 

years of successful use, by insisting that 

any metal work on your home be done 

with this modern steel; also when you 

buy articles made of sheet metal, see 

that they are made of COP-R-LOY, the 

Copper Alloyed Steel. Have confidence 

in those, articles which carry the regis

tered trade-mark which proves they are 

genuine and capable of giving you the 

maximum service under all conditions. 

Architects: COP-R-LOY, the Copper Alloyed 
Steel, justifies its name in your specifications for 
enduring sheet metal work. At a saving cost, 
COP-R-LOY for sheet metal work and articles 
for building made of sheet metal, will deliver 
to your clients maximum return on every dollar 
of expenditure, just as COP-R-LOY in pipe for 
plumbing and heating serves best at lowest cost. 

Manufacturers: COP-R-LOY, the Copper Al
loyed Steel, has those qualities proven by the 
American Society for Testing Materials as bet
ter able to withstand the elements of deterior
ation. Their tests over a period of 132 months 
(11 years) are unbiased and convincing. 

Further, COP-R-LOY not only gives to your 
products more promise of service for your cus
tomer—from a material standpoint—but brings 
about economies in manufacturing that are nec
essary in this era of keen competition. 

Metalworkers: COP-R-LOY, t h e C o p p e r 
Alloyed Steel, enables you to do quicker work 
and better because you can form it in the shop 
or on the job with ease and satisfaction. It 
welds, solders and seams to perfection and you 
can assure your customers of work that lasts. 

F R O M M I N E 

HOW THE MAKER SUPPLIES 
COP-R-LOY 

COP-R-LOY Sheets —Blue Annealed, Black and Gal
vanized, Long Terne, Tin and Terne Plate. 
COP-R-LOY Plates, Railroad Tie Plates and Spikes. 
COP-R-LOY Agricultural Fence, and Barbed Wire. 
COP-R-LOY Rods and Wire. 
COP-R-LOY Pipe for plumbing, heating, gas, steam 
and refrigerator lines, for nickel-plating and many 
manufacturing uses. 

T O M A R K E T " 

Reg. U. S. 

WHEELING STEEL CORPORATION - WHEELING, WEST VIRGINIA 
— Subsidiary Companies • 

Wheeling Corrugating Company • Pitt Iron Mining Company 
Ackermann Manufacturing Company « 

The Consolidated Expanded Metal Companies Consumers Mining Company 
LaBelle Transportation Company LaBelle Coke Company 
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The Inveniions of Professor Lucifer G. Buits, A. k. 
A.NEW MACHINE FOR- CLEANING STRAW 
HATS SLIDES OFF THE NOTION COUNTEfS^ 
OF THE PROFeSSOR.'S BfBAlN. 
T H E EAieLY BIRDrA)C0ME'5 TO EAT W O R M ( B ) 
ANO PULLS S T R I N G ( C ) WHICH RELEASES. HOOK 
(I^ALLOWING CROCiUET M A L L E T ( E ) T O SWING 
ANb HIT B A L L ( F ) 3 A L L P R O C E E D S U P R U N -

WAY((5)THROUGH W I C K E T ( H ) B R E A K I N G P A N E 

OF GLAS5(£).PASSING &REE2E ftLOwS THROUGH 
H O L E ( J } A N D ENTEfca FLUE PIPE ( K ) CAUS
ING V E N T I L A T O R ^ ( L ) T O R E V O L V E , - W H I C H 

PULLS CORo(M),UPSErriNQ GLASS OF LEMON 
J U I C E (N)oN TO HATCO).FLEA[P) G E T S A D « O P 

OF LEMON JUICE IN HIS EYES WHICH BLINDS 
HIM AND HE FALLS ON PIFFLE TEiaRlER'S 
B A C K ( C I ) . W H E N TERFtlEia. S O R A T C H E S HIS 

.BACK HE PULLS STRING (RETURNING ON 
SWITCH ( S ) A N D STARTING, AUTO WINDSHIELD 

W I P E R ( T ) WHICH M O V E S SCRUfciBING 

BRUSH (U) BACK AND FORTH ON ROTATING 
STRAW HAT. 
| F THE E A R L Y BIR.D IS LATE AND 
Y O U ' R E ( N A H U R R Y , WEAR A DERBY. 

Twice he was almost impelled to t u r n 
back and risk following the pavement 
below to some easier point of a t tack bu t 
though t of the danger drove him on. 

The r a t t l e of a motorcycle, driven 
rapidly , came to him, tossed up , m a g 
nified by the n a r r o w wal ls below. The 
sound was like a whiplash t o a t i red 
horse. In a frenzy he pulled himself 
upward , heedless of the need for silence, 
i gnoran t of the dribble of loosened d i r t 
and pebbles t h a t brawled noisily down 
to the road below. His knees dug into 
solid, level ea r th . Still cl inging to the 
bending sapl ing, he hauled himself erect 
and was aware a t length t h a t the noise 
of the cycle had ceased. Dizzy and 
breathless , he stupidly looked downward 
upon the up tu rned faces of Tar le ton 
and Conway. 

In the ins tan t ' s pa ra lys i s of astonish
ment , York saw surpr i se t u r n into t he 
excitement of recognition. Conway 
swung a leg out of the side car . Tar le 
ton, as t r ide the cycle, called sha rp ly : 
"Don ' t move." One hand deserted the 
handle ba r s and reached toward his belt. 
Winded and weary though he was , York 
tu rned and half scrambled, half r a n up 
t h e wooded, gent ler slope of the hill it
self. 

FOR what seemed an e terni ty he pushed 
forward , ignor ing caut ion in his 

has te . Stones s t i r red noisily under his 
legs wi th malicious fingers. A rot ted 
log gave way beneath him. He pitched 
on his face and heard , behind, a shout, 
wordless but peremptory . 

F re sh , helped by each other and 
guided by the t r a i l he himself had 
blazed, it had taken the t roopers only a 
fract ion of the t ime and effort he had 
needed to scale t h a t bank. As York 
rose, he could see the i r g r a y uni forms 
flickering upward th rough the t ree -
t r u n k s . The imminence of his peril 
steadied his mind. F u r t h e r blind flight 
would only leave a t r a i l of sound along 
which they would follow and over take 
him. 

Twigs snapped dismayingly close a t 
hand as he rose on all fours behind the 
log over which he had fallen. He crept 
away a t r igh t angles to his recent line 
of flight, placed a fallen t ree between 
him and the men t h a t followed and r i s 
ing, stole no longer upward bu t along 
the b reas t of the hill. The woodcraft 
of Central Amer ican jungles re tu rned 
to his aid now. He slipped noiselessly 
from t ree to t ree , avoiding brush t h a t 
would be t r ay him by i t s rus t le , s tepping 
careful ly over dried branches . 

Thrice , behind him, he heard shouts 
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bu t these were t en ta t ive r a t h e r t h a n 
t r i u m p h a n t . He knew t h a t his p u r 
suers had not seen him again . 

Yet the soft, wet ea r th cf the wood
land would disclose his t r acks . The 
rus t l e of dis turbed leaves, the flounder
ing of footsteps were growing closer. 
An expedient flashed into his mind, so 
sudden, so dar ingly plausible t h a t he 
gave a wan gr in . Before liim, the 
mounta ins ide suddenly fell away, and 
th rough the n a r r o w valley below a 
brook brawled. He laid hands on a 
lichened s tump, wrenched it free by a 
series of back-and-forward tugs , rolled 
i t downward . 

Wi th a crash and a mult iple t h u m p 
ing i t bounded over the steep bank, tore 
t h rough the underbrush and splashed 
into the s t ream. A yell rose from be
hind and the sound of feet s tumbl ing 
forward in has te . York tu rned back, 
slipped behind a mass of laurel and 
t h r e w himself down. Through var 
nished leaves, he caught a glimpse of 
two men in g r a y who hesi tated an in
s t an t on the bank where he had stood 
and then hur r ied down into t he valley. 
Rising, the fugit ive r a n back in the di
rection he had come, regard less now of 
the noise of his flight. In a few minu tes 
he stood once more above the cliff u p 
which he and his pu r sue r s had scram
bled. 

Below a t the roadside stood the mo
torcycle. Wi th a gasp of satisfaction 
and a gr in , York slid down the bank, 
reached the machine, s t raddled it, 
t r amped on the s t a r t i ng pedal . The en
gine whi r red . He eased in the clutch 
and moved away. 

SP E E D and success for a moment in
toxicated him, so t h a t he opened the 

th ro t t l e wide and whooped his exul ta
tion into the mount ing wind of his pas 
sage. Then fore thought again pos
sessed him and he chugged along more 
soberly, wi th a w a r y eye on the h ighway 
ahead. A ru t t ed wood road b ranch ing 
off to one side a t t r ac t ed his notice and 
s t i r red memory. 

A few rods fu r the r the h ighway 
forked. He dismounted there , leaving 
the machine equivocally between its 
branches , r a n back to the wood road and 
hu r r i ed away u p i t , self-satisfaction 
and a gleeful, boyish zest lending power 
to his s t r ides . Present ly , the stift' up

grade wear ied him. H e yawned aga in 
and saw wi th a renewed apprehension 
t h a t the t r a c k along which he climbed 
was scored deep wi th new r u t s , pocked 
and t rampled by horses ' hoofs. He hesi
t a t ed a moment, then drove himself on, 
bu t these evidences of act ivi ty in w h a t 
he recalled as solitude t roubled him. 
The spr ing had left his ga i t and he 
flinched nervously a t the st i r of wind 
th rough boughs t h a t met above his head. 
Overhead, the wind rode, mocking the 
humid stillness of the glade. He paused, 
wiped his s t r eaming face and listened. 

K R E D - E Y E D vireo called wi th lonely 
• ^ persis tence from his t ree top and York 
caught , between i ts pipings, the creak 
and c la t ter of an approaching wagon. 

He had more t h a n ample t ime to leap 
from the road and conceal himself in 
the brush before it came into view, f a r 
down the leafy corridor. I t s t ra ined by, 
laden high with cordwood, mud-splashed 
horses slopping th rough the spongy soil, 
blue-jeaned men lurch ing somnolently 
on i t s seat. 

Not unt i l even the sound of i ts pa s 
sage had died did York heave himself 
out of his hiding place. I t required all 
his will to move even then , for his 
weary body had relaxed and yearned for 
sleep. 

He forced himself on, s tumbl ing half 
blindly over ru t s , careless of mosquitoes 
who fed full on his face and wr i s t s , dis
ca rd ing caution in his longing to reach 
his journey ' s end, and lurched a t las t 
out upon a clearing, p a r t of it s tudded 
by ancient blackened s tumps , p a r t of it 
freshly cut. Chips gleamed in the ap
proaching noontide and stacks of cord-
wood gave a p leasant smell of d ry ing 
t imber to the hot a i r . 

Above, on the hill r each ing skyward 
from the pla teau, gleamed the rock 
ledges he had sought ; and across t he 
clearing, squa t t ing before a g i an t 
maple, a decaying cot tage stood. His 
eyes, m a r k i n g it, quickened and grew 
tender with reminiscence. To th i s one
t ime farmhouse , sagging, decrepit , g r a y 
wi th years , he and Desire had fled for 
shelter when a thunde r s to rm had 
thwar t ed the i r intention of climbing the 
peak now sharp aga ins t the blue of 
noon. There in the dwelling t h a t e a r th 
was slowly pull ing back to herself they 
had first known t h a t they loved each 

other . How long ago it seemed! I t 
had been barely th ree months before. 

In t h a t brief space, even this fai'-off 
seclusion had al tered. Axes had doubled 
the c lear ing the cot tage faced. He 
scowled, surveying the i r destruct ion 
and then stiffened wi th sudden in te res t . 
The woodchoppers had res tored the an
cient dam and recrea ted the vanished 
pond. When las t he was here , a brook 
had r u n th rough the ro t t ing t imbers of 
an ancient sluice. Now the li t t le s t r eam 
had been backed up by a new-built ba r 
r ie r into a long n a r r o w a r m of wa te r , 
s t re tch ing f a r across the p la teau and 
he saw wi th puzzled in teres t t h a t the 
t rees a t i t s f a r end had been cut away . 

Ingenious chaps, these lumbermen, he 
though t as he walked toward the cot
t age . They were employing a w a t e r 
route to float the i r t imber to the load
ing s tage . The a r d e n t sunl ight re laxed 
and wilted his weary body still fu r the r . 
He heard, f a r away th rough the b r igh t 
sti l lness, a noon whist le in Aris t ides . 
His one crav ing now was for sleep unt i l 
dark . 

Uneas iness s t i r red aga in beneath en
veloping fa t igue when he saw t h a t the 
windows of the li t t le building's g round 
floor had been blindfolded by p lank ing 
and t h a t a s tout door wi th hasp and 
padlock blocked the en t rance . He 
paused, s ta r t led , bu t observing t h a t 
the padlock h u n g open from a s taple , 
advanced aga in wi th sudden reckless
ness and t h r u s t the por ta l a fa r . 

TTIROM the gloom, the fami l ia r mus ty 
-*- smell of the cot tage came to him, min
gled wi th a t a i n t of recent occupation, a 
t r ace of stale c igare t t e smoke, t he fa in t 
reek of h u m a n sweat . He lit a ma tch 
wi th fingers t h a t t rembled a l i t t le and 
pushed the door shu t behind him. 

The chamber was bare . The flicker
ing l ight shone on the cracked and 
blotched p las te r of the walls, where la th 
showed here and the re like the r ibs of a 
long-dead c rea tu re . The floor, sagged 
and spl in ter ing, was ba r r en , save for 
f resh bi ts of mud, c igare t te s tubs, bread 
c rus t s , a sausage skin. The match 
burned out. York kindled another . 

Above his head gaped the square hole 
t h rough which the long vanished s ta i r 
case had ascended. He raised the l ight 
and saw its corners b lurred by cobweb. 
There a t least no one had ventured dur 
ing the c lear ing 's puzzled revival of 
act ivi ty. He dropped the match, caugh t 
the edge of the upper floor wi th both 
hands and heaved himself aloft. Here 
beneath the eaves was the dust and un -
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