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The Story Thus Far:

AJOR MARTIN FAWLLEY, an Amer-
ican adventurer who haa accepted
a secret commission from General Berati,
Italy's strong man, witnesses an attack on
his chief by a beautiful woman. Fawley
follows her, learns that she is the Princi-
pessa Flida di Rezco di Vasena—related to
Berati by marriage ! She tells Fawley that
General Berati is about to commit a “hide-
ous blunder.” implores his silence—which
he reluctantly keeps. Shortly after, the
girl is exiled from Italy for one year, while
IFawley is ordered to the Maritime Alps to
report on the French fortifications.

At Monte Carlo he meets Adolph Krust,
whom he knows to be a wealthy German
working against General von Salzenburg
and the Fascist Heinrich Belrling for con-
trol of the Fatherland. With Krust are
two beautiful girls, posing as his nieces.
IPawley, visited in his rooms by one of them,
Greta, learns that the girls in reality are
student spies. Greta, trading on her beauty,
endeavors to enlist Fawley in Krust's
ranks, While they talk Krust bursts in.
He tells FFawley that he has just spoken
by phone with Berati; that he, Fawley, is
to receive ovders to proceed to Berlin on
the morrow. “You shall work with me—
Berati must know the truth!” Kawley re-
plies that he will discharge the mission—
alone, . ..

The next morning he receives a note from
the Princess Elida. Pleasurably surprised,
he goes aboard her yacht—to find himself 2
prisoner, At sea, be is released from his
cabin by a man who introduces himself as
the I'rince Maurice von Thal. “We wish to
know,” says the prince, “if you are going
to Germany with Krust and his two de-
eoys. The report that goes back to Berati
must be favorable to General von Salzen-
burg!” Fawley, angered, warns von Thal
that he will not tolerate any interference.

A little later a storm strikes the ship and
the German leaves Fawley and Elida, to
take thie bridge. Suddenly the girl cries out
in terror. Ifawley whirls. The yacht is
headed directly. for the seawall! At the
moment they strike Elida throws herself
into his arms and kisses him passionately....

Several weeks later Fawley, having mi-
raculously got away with his life, is visited
by Adolph Krust at his Berlin hotel. Krust
is strangely excited. “Work with me,” he
implores. “There are doors which only I
can open. Berati must have the truth about
Geru‘];’my or the world will be plunged into
war

At that moment there comes a loud
knocking on the door. . ..
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HAT followed on Fawley’s in-

vitation to enter seemed to his

astonished eyes more like the

advance guard of a circus than
anything. The door was thrown open
with a flourish. The manager of the
hotel, in a tightly fitting frock coat and
gray trousers of formal design, entered
hurriedly. He took not the slightest
notice of Fawley but swung round and
ranged himself by the side of the thresh-
old.

He was joined a few seconds later by
the assistant manager, dressed in pre-
cisely the same fashion, who also made
precipitate entrance and stood on the
other side facing his chief. There fol-
lowed an officer dressed in some sort of
uniform and after him a younger man,
who appeared to hold the post of
A. D. C., in more somber but still semi-
military accouterments. Last of all
came a man in civilian clothes—stern,
with a shoeck of brown hair streaked
with gray, hard features, granite-like
mouth, keen, steely eyes. He held up
his hand as he entered in a gesture
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which might have been intended for the
Fascist salute or might have been an in-
vocation to silence. He spoke German
correctly, but with a strong Prussian
accent.

“My name is Behrling—Heinrich
Behrling,” he announced. “It is my
wish to speak a few words with the
agent of my friend, General Berati of
Rome. I have the pleasure—yes?”

Fawley bowed, but shook his head.

“I cannot claim the distinction of be-
ing the recognized agent of that great
man,” he declared. “I am an American
visiting Germany as a tourist.”

The newcomer advanced farther into
the room and shook hands with some
solemnity. Fawley turned towards
where his previous visitor had been
seated, then gave a little start. The
hideous and unsavory cigar propped up
against an ash tray was still alight.
The armchair, however, had been
pushed back and the black Homburg hat
which had rested upon the floor was
gone. There was in the place where
Adolf Krust had sat the most atrocious
odor of foul tobacco but nowhere in the
room was there any sign of him nor any
indication of his sudden departure ex-
cept the wide-opened door leading into
the bathroom!

“You search for something?” the visi-
tor asked.

“Before you came, sir,” Fawley con-
fided, “I had a caller. He must have
taken his leave in a hurry.”

Heinrich Behrling laughed coldly.

“There are many,” he declared, “who

leave in a hurry when I arrive!”

EINRICH BEHRLING, the man

whom the most widely read paper
in Berlin had called only that morning
“the underground ruler of Germany,”
showed no hesitation in taking the va-
cated easy-chair and he watched the dis-
appearance of the still burning cigar
out of the window with an air of satis-
faction. In response to a wave of the
hand his escort retired. He breathed a
sigh of relief.

“It gives me no pleasure to be so
attended,” he declared, “but what would
you have? The Communists have sworn
that before the end of the week I shall
be a dead man. I prefer to live.”

“It is the natural choice,” Fawley
murmured with a smile.

“You are Major Fawley, the Ameri-
can who has entered the service of
Italy?” Behrling demanded. “You speak
German—yes?”

“Yes to both questions,” was the
prompt reply. ‘“My name is Fawley, 1
have accepted a temporary post under
the Italian government and I speak
German.”

“What brought you to Berlin?”

“Everyone comes to Berlin nowa-
days.”

“You came on Berati’s orders, of
course.”

Fawley’s fingers tapped lightly upon
his desk and he remained for a moment
silent.

“I look upon your visit as a great
honor, sir,” he said. “I only regret that
when I left Italy 1 became dumb.”
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“T wish there were more like you on
my staff,” Behrling muttered with a
throaty exclamation. “Can I deal with
you? That is the question.”

“On behalf of whom?”

“On behalf of my country. You have
seen my army in the making. You have
visited Cologne and Frankfurt, among
other towns. You know what is coming
to Germany as well as I can tell you. I
ask whether I can deal with you on be-
half of my country.”

“Is this not a little premature, Herr
Behrling 7’ Fawley asked quietly. “The
elections are yet to come.”

“So you have been listening to the fat
man,” was the scornful reply. ‘““The

man who smokes that filthy stuff and
left the room like a streak of lightning
at my coming! He would have you think
that the dummy who has taken my place
in the Reichstag can be dealt with. He
is a fool. If I raised my hand in op-
position the whole of your brilliant
scheme would crash tomorrow, and
where would you be then? Where would
Italy be? I ask you that.”

AWLEY was silent. This man was

not as he had expected. He was at
the same time more verbose, yet more
impressive.

“If T chose to listen to my counci-
lors,” Behrling went on, “I will tell you



Italy would be

what would happen.
stripped, disgraced, convicted of a great
crime and—worse still—guilty of being

found out. That is what will happen to
any nation that dares to ignore the only
party that is strong enough to rule
Germany, the only party that can put
into the field an army of patriots.”

Fawley shook his head regretfully.

“Alas,” he explained, “I am only a
messenger. I have no weight in the
councils of Italy.”

“You can repeat my words.”

“I will do so.”

“When?”

“When I return to Italy.”

Behrling’s expression was fervent,
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“I will explain,” she promised.
“You are angry with me but
indeed nothing that happened
was my fault. Please sit down”

“Why do vou wait till then?” he de-

manded. “You are here to see how the
land lies. You have to make your re-
port. Von Salzenburg’s men are vet-

erans of the war. They would carry
arms in no man’s cause. Soon they will
be carrying them to the grave. The
voung spirit of Germany is with me.
Italy will miss her great chance. She
will pass down into the rank of second-

class nations if she does not recognize
this.”

“Every word of what you have said
I promise shall be repeated.”

“But why not in your dispatches?”
Behrling argued, striking the table with
his fist. “Why not tonight? Why not
let a special messenger fly to Rome? An
airplane is at your disposal.”

“I never send dispatches,” Fawley
confided, tapping a cigarette upon the
table and lighting it.

His visitor stared at him in blank
surprise,

“What do you mean? Of course you
must send dispatches.”

“I have never sent one in my life,”
Fawley assured him. “I have very sel-
dom committed a line of anything re-
lating to my profession to paper. When
a thing is important enough for me to
pass it on to my chiefs I take the knowl-
edge in my brain and go to them.”

EHRLING rose to his feet and

walked restlessly up and down the
room. His strong features were work-
ing nervously. He threw away his ciga-
rette. It was obvious that he had been
living for months under a great strain.
He beat the air with his fists—a gesture
which seemed to Fawley curiously fa-
miliar. Suddenly he swung round.

“The fat man—Adolf Krust—he has
been here this afternoon?”

Fawley nodded.

“Yes, he has been here. He was in
Monte Carlo when I was there. He
went on to see Berati. It is scarcely my
business to tell you so,” Fawley ob-
served; “still, T see no reason why I
should keep another man’s secret. He
only got as far as San Remo. Berati
refused to see him.”

“When do you return to Rome?”

“In ten days.”

“The world itself may be changed in
that time,” Behrling declared impa-
tiently. “If you were to study the wel-
fare of your adopted country I tell you
this—you would return to Rome tomor-
row. You would use every argument
to convince Berati that Italy stands
upon the threshold of a colossal mis-
take.”

“Mistake?” Fawley repeated.

“Give me a few hours of your time,”
Behrling demanded with flashing eyes,
“and 1 will show you how great a mis-
take. If ever a thing was dead at heart,
snapped - at the roots, it is the mo-
narchal spirit of Germany. Youth alone
can rebuild and inspire Germany. These
men who do the goose-step through the
streets of Berlin, who have adopted the,
moldy, ignoble relic of the most self-
intoxicated monarchical régime which
ever plunged its country into ruin, they
lack everything. They lack inspiration;
they lack courage; more than anything
they lack youth. You have seen my
men march, Major Fawley. You know
that their average age is under twenty-
four. There is the youth and fire of the
country. There is the living force.
They have no soul fatigue.”

“There are rumors,” Fawley ven-
tured to remind him, “of negotiations
between the monarchists and your
voung men. I have heard it said that
if this great cataclysm should take
place there would be a coming together
of every military party in Germany.”

“You may have heard this,” Behrling
admitted with a queer smile, “but you
would not be sitting where you are now
if you had not the wit to know that it
is a falsehood. My men will fight for
their country and their principles and
me, but not a shot would they fire to
drag back from their happy obscurity
one half an hour of the accursed Hohen-
zollern rule.”

“Then what do you predict will be
the government in this country?” Faw-
ley asked.

“No sane man doubts what it will be,”
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Behrling answered. “The people have
spoken. I am on my way. 1 shall
be dictator within two months. In
twelve months Germany will be once
more a great power, the greatest power
amongst the European nations.”

Fawley lit another cigarette and
pushed the box towards his visitor, who,
however, shook his head.

“In these days,” the latter confided,
“I may not smoke and I may not drink.
It is the Pentecostal fast of my life.
Every nerve of my body is strained.
The time for relaxation will come after-
wards. Major Fawley, I invite you to
attend a meeting of my council to-
night.”

Fawley declined respectfully.

“If I accepted your offer,” he ac-
knowledged, “I should be doing so under
false pretenses. I was fortunate enough
to intercept a private dispatch ad-
dressed to Berati’s chief last time I
was in Rome. From it I am convinced
that however long she may hesitate
Italy has made up her mind to support
the monarchist party. The treaty is al-
ready drawn up.”

Behrling’s arms went out with a ges-
ture towards the sky. One forgot the
banality of the gilt and white ceiling
above his head.

“What are treaties,” he cried, “when
the stars are falling and new worlds
are being born? I will risk everything.
You and I both know why Berati’s mas-
ter leans towards the monarchist party.
It is because he has sworn that there
shall be only one dictator in Europe.
That is sheer vanity. In time his pa-
triotism will conquer and he will see the
truth. . . . I meet you at midnight at
an address which will be given you this
afternoon with no explanation. You
will be there?”

“If you invite me with the full knowl-
edge of the situation,” Fawley replied.

“That is understood.”

THE maitre d’hotel at the newest Ber-
lin restaurant, which had the reputa-
tion of almost fantastic exclusiveness,
was typically Teutonic. His fair hair
had been shaved eclose to his skull;
his fierce little yellow mustache was
upturned in military fashion; his pro-
tuberant stomach interfered in no
manner with his consequential, almost
dignified, bearing. He scarcely trou-
bled to reply to Fawley’s inquiry for a
table,

“Every table is taken,” he announced,
“for tonight and every night this week.”

“For the other evenings during the
week,” Fawley replied, “I have no in-

terest. Please to give the matter your
attention. You had better glance at
this card.”

The maitre d’hdtel turned ponder-
ously around. Fawley’s rather lazy
voice, easily recognizable as Awmerican
notwithstanding his excellent accent,
was in a way impressive. A great deal
more so, however, was the card which
he had presented. The man’s manner
underwent a complete change. He in-
dulged in a swift, ceremonious bow.

“Your table is reserved, Herr Oberst,”
he said. “Please to follow me.”

He led the way into a small but evi-
dently very high-class restaurant. The
walls were paneled in black oak, which,
so far from giving the place a somber
appearance, increased the brilliancy of
the effect produced by the masses of
scarlet flowers with which every table
was decorated, the spotless linen, the
profusion of gleaming glass and silver.
He led the way to a small table in a re-
cess—a table laid for three, one place
of which was already occupied. Fawley
stopped short. Elida was seated there
—Ilooking like a Greuze picture with her
chestnut-brown hair and soft hazel eyes.
She was obviously very nervous.

“I am afraid that there must be some

(Continued on page 32)
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VAN ANDA

Above: A metal shaft for a
bedside lamp in a room de-
signed by Wolfgang Hofftman

Right: Reading light and
soft illumination for the
room from lights in an alcove

Below: Indirect lighting in
a hall, the light thrown from
a cove to a white ceiling
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Turn on the Moon
By Marie Beynon Ray

Lighting is as important in decoration as
chairs and draperies—and much more
versatile. It can come from the floor,
Jrom a table, from a mirror; it can pinch-
hit for the moon or the sun. Here are
new ways of throwing light on the subject

DECORATION BY
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PHOTOGRAPHS BY
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IDNIGHT. A party, returning
from a dance, enters the living-
room of a country house on
Long Island—a room flooded

with moonlight.

“But there is no moon!” someone ex-
claims. “Where do you get moonlight
on a moonless night?”

“We have our own private moon,” our
host explains, “as well as our own pri-
vate sun for rainy days. Look!” He
touches a switch. The moon goes out.
“Now!” Another switch and the sun
comes on, filling the room with radiance
—from outside.

“Qh, give us the moon!” beg the la-
dies, thinking of their evening make-up
—and the slim, silver fingers of moon-
light slip once more through the room.

“I'm probably the only man in the
world who’s ever been able to give a
lady the moon when she asked for it,”
laughs the host.

“But look—the garden!” a girl eries,
running to the window. “The gar-
den is drenched in moonlight! See
those pines, those masses of white
flowers, all sprayed with light. How
heavenly!”

Through an enormous window, occu-
pying a third of the wall space of the
large, circular room the light from the
garden pours in—but its source remains
invisible. Soft, diffused, yet bright
enough to light the room adequately, it
creeps in from nowhere—just one of

those little miracles of modern science
which are sprung on us every day, using
up our supply of wonder.

“I got the idea from a friend of mine
in Paris,” says our host. “One whole

side of his house, facing a court, is

glass—a solid, two-story, prismatic

glass wall. In the court are a num-

ber of flood lights operated from

within the house, which illuminate

the various rooms with various

% degrees of intensity. Very effec-
; tive!”

That’s the sort of thing we’re

constantly bumping up against

today—glass houses, artificial
moons, midnight suns. Modern
science produces miracles at
about the rate rabbits repro-
duce, and these miracles, scien-
tists declare, are “still in their
infancy.” The daddies of science
haven’t started on what they ex-
pect to do with light, yet even
now they can paint and compose
and model with it. It’s not only
the useful advances, such as catch-
ing thieves with a beam of light, but
the entrancing new ways light is being
handled by the decorators, which work
us up to fever pitch.

“Can’t we have some of this modern
lighting ourselves?” we want to know,
and how and what kind and how much—
things like that.

We must get rid of our preconceived
ideas of light—that it must come from
a lamp, be located in the ceiling, or even
that it must be confined in bulbs, Ex-
pect anything. Light may come from
the floor—it does in the living-room of
the Marshall Field apartment in River
House, New York—from the capitals of
columns, from the furniture, from
behind a mirror, from above a false ceil-
ing, from a statue, from behind cur-
taing, from beams, cornices, pilasters—
like a magician’s rabbit, which can be
produced from anywhere.

We start with only two concepts—
first, that light is fluid; second, that it
is architectural. The lighting of a room
is an architect’s problem before he puts
rule to paper, not an electrician’s after
the building is completed. ‘

You Can Do Anything

Talk to men like Lescaze, who built
what modern architects call “the only
modern skyscraper in existence,” the
Philadelphia Saving Fund Society
Building ; men like Donald Deskey, one
of the designers of interiors in Radio
City Music Hall, Frankl and others—
and this is what you’ll hear.

“Architectural, you said lighting
should be,” 1T reminded Deskey as he
was pointing this out to me. “Just
what does that include?”

“Well, cove lighting is architectural.
It’s also indirect, being thrown up be-
fore it’s reflected down, the most ex-
pensive but the best kind of lighting,
easiest on the eyes. Strip lighting is

(Continued on page 32)



