CLEMENTS RIPLEY June 9, 1933.
34 CHURCH S8T.
CHARLESTON, S. C.

Mr. Frank H, Bohn,
290 East Seneca St.,
Sherrill, N,Y.

Dear Mr, Bohn,

I received your letter this morning, I am delighted that
Voodoo Moon gave you some pleasure, and very much flattered to Dbe asked
to send an autograph., If you enjoyed the story perhaps you might be in=
terested in a brief history of it. I got the idea for 1t about two
years ago, and designed 1t originally as a book. It took about eight
monthe to write---most of it I did through a Charleston summer, sitting
in trousers and undershirt on my upper poreh Here in town, My publishers
thought 1t o@‘}. to serialize and sent it to Cosmopolitan with that in
view., As you probably know, serialization takes a rather different form
from a book, so I had to rewrite it for them, Harcourt-Brace are bring-
ing the book out some time this month, Columbla Pietures 1s making a
movie of 1t, t0o, but I don't know just when it will be released. I'll
be having some short storles very soon in Cosmopolitan and 1t will givo
me pleasure to think that perhaps you are getting some fun out of them,

If you like adventure stories, like Voodoo Moon, you might
be interested some time in a couple of other books of mine--~"DUst and
Sun," and "Devil Drums". You can get both from your local 11bi'ary. I
imagine.

Good 1uck and good wishes to you, and thenke agein for your
interest in my story.

Yours very sincerely,

e o &'LQ&*“’&
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IHE YACHT lifted to the slow

roll and plunge of the Caribbean.
A warm wind feathered with
curling whitecaps a sea as blue as
a peacock’s breast. And Stephen
Lane, standing at the rail, tried
to account for the vague sense of
disquiet that had been growing
on him ever since they had cast
off the lines this morning.

It wasn’t, he assured himself,
any doubt of the wisdom of what.
he was doing. Certainly, he
wouldn’t go back now if he could.
But, watching the Haitian coast
sag below the horizon to the
?:rthward, he was beginning to

Here begins the

e
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most exciting mystery romance yoy

g

feel a certain—not apprehengon
exactly, but strangeness.

He hadn't felt Strange about
it in New York. or on the ship
coming down. That had pee
all eager impulse—the thrj) g
the prospect of Seeing Amalig
And Port-au-Prince Yesterday
hadn't made him feel strang
because it Was show. gleep,
sun-washed streets, saddle-colored
elegants—even when they showe
you the spot where, ng |
ago than 1915, the black mob pad
torn the living body of President
Guillaume Sam to bloody shreds,
it was still a show.



have ever read, by a brand-new Cosmopolitan writer

Y

There was an impression of power,
perfectly controlled, about Doctor

- . " Perez. Lane liked the man instant-
; ii < ly, as he had liked the old priest.

To walk from the modern world of skyscrapers
into a primitive world where black magic
weaves a net of fear from which there is no
escape—that is the adventure which makes
this novel one of the most thrilling ever written

wi?gtev‘?w-n fv‘@;nth Port-au-Prince dipping out of sight this island, San Cristébal, and raised coconuts or some-
farther sl;yuth and swing of the white bow carrying him thing. Well, whatever his idea was, the letter had
things seem ,dtowards a port nobody had ever heard of, done its work. He was coming. “If you love her . ..."
of reality_g t tighten around him with the grip  He let his thoughts run. Amalia—her vivid slender-
of c0ur~a1; reality that was somehow troubling. ness, like a silver arrow; her soft poise that gave some-
was enous; tl:)e letter that was bringing him down here thing of herself, yet always held something back.
A queer %et account for a good deal of strangeness. He remembered the first time he had seen her. Some-
tmory th I. He could almost have quoted from body’s débutante dance, and Ellen Weymouth dragging
quets of Wored:tm' flowery phrasing—tight little bou- him over to be nice to some girl she had met coming
down for o v incongruously typewritten—inviting him home from Europe. “She’s a rubia,” Ellen explained.
3 Visit. And then, across the bottom, that “That’s a blond Spaniard, you know. And she lives down
you, for égldazng D°St§crlpt: “If you love her, I beseech on an island somewhere; you know, coconuts and ’Plrates
He twiten, mighty’s sake, come!” and mangoes—or is it mangroves?—and things.
fine senge o‘r’d his lean shoulders. Evidently he had a Queer, now he thought of it, as well as he had known
Might haye drama, this Doctor Almon Perez, but he Amalia that winter, he hadn’t known much more of her
SUDpaseq 8h €N more explicit. Amalia’s uncle, he background than that. She was staying at a quiet,
e had an uncle, he knew, who lived on very expensive hotel in the Sixties and there was 23



vague. massive person—it might
have been a maid or a duenna
or an aunt. Every well-brought-
up Spanish girl had something
of the sort, he supposed. And
there was this uncle, who lived
on San Cristobal—her guardian.
Somehow, you never thought of
things like her background and
family. She was simply and
wonderfully Amalia, and what
you thought of was something
high and far off—beauty and
gallantry moving stately through
the measures of a dance; violins
on a shaded lawn—-

He broke off to wonder a trifle
shamefacedly what the crowd
would think of that. But why
not? After all, there was some-
thing to living besides yelling
and wise-cracking and going
somewhere at sixty miles an
hour. Anyhow, that was how
she did make him feel. She
had a trick of being quiet that
made the rest of them seem—
not cheap, exactly, but kiddish.
A kind of cool poise, an old-
world sophistication. Didn't turn
loose and make herself wide
open to everybody. Only that
last night, at the opera . . .

He remembered it, even after
six months, with an odd pang.
The dark, packed house, the
stage a pool of hot amber. And
then the clash and jangle, the
pounding roll of kettledrums.
Queer music—exotic. And then
Amalia—something about her—
her quickened breathing, the
steady flare far back in her eyes,
hot, sultry, startling. Amalia,
usually so cool and silvery and
untouchable.

-He had kissed her that night.
Qh, before, of course, but never
like that. He had gone away
drunk with her. And that
:as the last time he had seen

er.

He had come next day expect-
ing to take her somewhere for
dinner, and she was gone. That
was all—no word, no forward-
ing address, nothing. A week
later a note, cool, pleasant, un-
satisfying, telling him that she
té?g tg::ln called back to San .

suddenly. . med to be nothg

His square chin grew squarer. “myo"l:iad l“;;k d;;?"’-:;-:r »  Lane reached
That had been six months ago, T WEom S ‘
and he still couldn’t think of it
without being unhappy. A man
ought to have enough self-re-
spect—when this letter with its

troubling postscript had come, he had decided to pa; Lane was instantly attracted by his fine, thin fact
no attention to it. He had decided it all the way to%hz with the halo otfawhsi,te hair abovg it and by his smil
steamship office and most of the way down on the boat. as he gave him some greeting in Spanish. At lesst
Even when he got to Port-au-Prince, he had made up Lane supposed it was Spanish. As he knew no §
his mind to spend a week in Haiti and go back. But this at all, he answered in English and smiled back. ie
Doctor Perez had sent his yacht to meet him with a Later, when the priest, with a bow and another sm&é
flowery little note of apology for not having come him- settled himself with a thin-backed book in one of t
self. He couldn’t let the man down, after that. wicker chairs aft, Lane took occasion to wander abol
Tomorrow morning—afternoon, at the latest—they the yacht. un-
would slip into some lagoon between palm-fringed The helmsman, a grinning Negro who spoke aD_I;_.
shores and Amalia would be waiting, all cool loveliness. understandable patois of French, nodded and Do
And he would take her in his arms. out an unnamed dot on the chart which Lane Qook };ow;
A sound made him turn to find that the yacht's other San Cristébal. The breeze was freshening & little

k,
passenger, an elderly Roman Catholic priest who had Occasionally a glitter of spray swept the forward defu.d

3c;'gme aboard that morning, had joined him at the rail. just enough to lend a pleasant sense of adventure.
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buta coconnt shell, bottom u

T it

@ cxnons hand towards it.

35 Lane
Song flo.

whirled away by the wind.

Passed the engine-room hatch, a fragment of
ated up above the hum of the engine, and was

He stopped short—listened. There it was again:

"Star of the Eas’, star of the Wes',

at star was in my breas'—
Lawd! how y' gonna miss me when I'm gone . ..”

Surpri
hatchg:gfd and curious, Lane swung himself down the
A
grm;g“‘;;fdyenow boy in dungarees, with an oil can,
¥as obvigyg) ducked him a nod. “Aftmoon, suh!” He
e Zl'i: Y pleased with Lane’s surprise.
“Why, y ned back. “That you singing just now?”

€380, reckon it was. Gets kin’a lonesome

, with five little pegs driven into the ground.
“Dﬁn’t do that!” said Gale sharply.

down here an’ a heap o’ times
I sings to break the monopoly.
You havin’ nice trip, suh?”

“Sure thing,” Lane told him.
And then, curiously, “You're
from the States, of course.
How'd you happen to get down
this way?”

“From Gawgia—yesso. Name
Lunch McClaren, but ev’body,
black an’ white, they jes’ calls
me Lunch. Mighty glad you
havin’ nice trip, suh.” He set
down the oil can and turned,
his head a little on one side, to
sniff.

“You doan’ min’ if I ast,
suh—ain’ ’'at a Dromeda’y you
smokin’ theah, suh? . . . Yes,
suh! 1 figured it was.” He nod-
ded sagely. “Seem like I can
always tell one ’em Dromeda’ys
by how it smell. Doan’ hardly
miss once in a thousan’ times—
well, in a hundred, anyhow . . .
Why, thank you, suh! Sure do
‘preciate ’at.”

He got a match out of the
band of his cap, lighted the cig-
aret, and drew a deep, relishing
lungful.

“Hoo-ee, ’at tas'e good! ’Ese
monkey-chaseh cigarets what
they got down here, they
awright, but they kin’a differ-
ent, like ev'thing else in this
country.”

It was pleasant to hear the
homely speech. Lane braced
himself comfortably against the
yacht's roll. “I suppose you get
homesick once in a while?” he
suggested.

“Why, sometime seem like I
do, an’ sometime seem like
I don’t. ’'Ese monkey-chasehs,
they awright, but they ain’ like
us. An’ the doctuh, he a mighty
nice man to work fo’, but it
ain’ jes’ like workin’ fo’ reg’lar
white-folks . . . Well, I mean,
he white-folks, o' course, but he
ain’ American. Still, he mighty
nice so long a boy min’ his busi-
ness an’ doan’ mess into nothin’
'at ain’ concern him.”

There was a curious emphasis
on this last that made Lane
wonder. But he didn’t like to
seem to pry, so he only said,
“That sounds all right.”

“Well, it awright, o’ course.
Only the’ ain’ so much fun on
San Cristobal. Seem like I'd
like right well to get back to
Harlem an’ make me some good
ole whoopee. You live in New
Yawk, suh . . . You know Hotel Granada? . . . Hoo-ee,
'at soun’ jes’ like home! I used to run elevator inna
Granada. You ’member Adolphe, used to be haid
waiteh?”

Lane proffered another cigaret on the strength of
Adolphe. Lunch accepted it gratefully.

“Reckon you comin’ down to fetch Miss Armstrong

back, suh? I done heerd she was fixin’ to go back
No’th.”
«“Miss Armstrong?” Lane hadn’'t heard about any
other guest at San Cristobal. Then, in a natural exuber-
ance at being so near her, he volunteered, “Why, no;
it's Miss Amalia I'm coming to see.”

The instant he said it, it was evident that some-
thing was wrong. Lunch’s eyes widened. The hang




with his cigaret stopped half-
way to his mouth.

“Oh, Miss 'Malia!” He turned,
picked up his oil can. “Oh, you
means Miss ’'Malia. Yesso—o’
course.”

Puzzled, Lane stared at him.
It was on the tip of his tongue
to ask, “Well, what’s wrong with
that?” but some instinct held
him back. Instead, to change
the subject, he said, “Who's
Miss Armstrong?”’

The boy’s eyes shifted. ‘““Miss
Armstrong? Why, she’s a white
lady—'Merican lady—been stay-
in’ down yonnuh.” Guarded—
very guarded.

“And she's coming North?”
Now what on earth was it?

Lunch scratched his head.
“Why, seem like sometime I
heerd she was an’ sometime
I heerd she wasn’t.” He grinned
ingenuously, too ingenuously.
“I reckon it’s jes’ nigger-talk,
mos’ likely.” v

He turned back to his engines,
leaving Lane bewildered and
troubled. Somehow, he had
managed to drop a barrier be-
tween them.

On a sudden apprehensive im-
pulse Lane asked, “Look here,
Miss Amalia’s all right, isn't
she?”

“Miss 'Malia? Oh, you means
is she sick or sup’'m? Well, now,
I wouldn’ wan’ take no oath, not
to swear to in no court——"

“But my Lord, you'd know
whether she was sick, wouldn’t
you?”

Lunch looked at him sidelong.
“Why, seem like I ain’ heerd
nothin’——" He broke off and
turned back to his engines.
“Heyo! Listen ’'at ole bearin’!
Seem like she jes' eat oil.” He
fussed about with a great show
of concentration. “Done tole
the doctuh only las’ week, he
got to lemme take an’ get new
bearin’. Oll, oil, oll. Seem like
she never do get her s'flcci-
ency.”

And that was that. At the
mention of Amalia, the yellow
boy had simply withdrawn into -
some vague reserve of his own,
and something told Lane that
no amount of direct question-
ing would bring him out of it.
He passed over the few remain-
ing cigarets in his pocket (that

might pave the way to future Lane had a glimpse of the two maids gliding out of the door™?)

confidence), and wandered out
on deck again. The old priest
had gone below. He found a sheltered spot and sat
down to think it over.

His thoughts brought him to only one conclusion.
First, that troubling postscript to the doctor’s letter;
then the curious behavior of the yellow boy the moment

he had spoken of Amalia. Something was definitely
wrong on San Cristobal.

It was mid-morning when they finally raised the
{)slla.nd.1 ’I(‘lht;1 old priest first pointed it out to him—a
ue clou aze on a blue horizon—as th
together a.t the rail. ¢ two stood
Since his experience in the engine room the after-

;\;)on before, Lane had found himself seeking out the

old man. He couldn't talk to him, of course, but Uit
was an atmosphere about him, a fine streng
gentleness in the old, lined face that drew him- where
hard to imagine anything very wrong going on
the priest was.

More than ever, he was wishing he could a-ge ?‘f;
about the things that had been troubling mflf 2 dod
a feeling that it wouldn’'t take more than h o Wit
words from him to put things right and clearterpy
was beginning to be a very uncomfprtable mys wn'&’ﬂ'ﬂ““

He would have liked to know him for hitshgmbsv for
too. There were things about him—his He Mol
instance—Lane had noticed them at dmngr,{gers/and
been watching his strong, finely tapered
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Ot him from turning his head. And then Amalia was suddenly rigid, eyes staring.

th
Eachy of 1y & fe€1ing of shock, he had seen the thumbs.
under the nnlll had a long, seamed scar that ran from
Sars_thay L OVEr the ball, almost into the palm. Old
gt haveybewere thin white lines now—but the cuts
7 plow t:jn deep. He was curious about them.
tobal Waseb steadily through a sapphire sea. San
Surrounding p} eginning to take shape, blue against the
heaving § § blueness. He strained his eyes across the
alw:;?etgnd thought about Amalia.
of excltement e thought sent a warm, tingling wave
lted awa tover him, and his formless misgivings
this mmln’é O;u the moment. It was fun to be alive
the water rish N to lean against the rail and watch
Past, to be twenty-three and have a

future provided for, and to be swinging south through
warm seas to a silver girl waiting under a palm tree
with a flower in her hair.

He watched the haze lift and the island take shape—
jagged mountains and valleys, sharp lights and heavy
shades, lone, windy pinnacles. San Cristébal! He had
a picture of a great, cool house with gracious verandas.

A sound from behind him broke his train of thought.
He turned to see the thin face of the yellow boy peering
from behind the cabin. As he looked, the boy shot a
quick, furtive glance at the wheelhouse and beckoned
cautiously.

Curious, a little troubled, Lane followed. A moment
later he faced the obviously (Conlinued on page 1123;
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VOOdOO MOOH (Continued from page 33)

worried Lunch across the spinning en-
gines.

“What's on your mind?” He tried to
make the question sound casual.

The boy shuffled uneasily. “Well, it
ain’ nothin’ much. Only, las’ night I got
to figurin’, an’ I kin'a figured it'd be
betteh, maybe, was I to see you alone.”

“Yes?” — encouragingly. “Something
you wanted to tell me?”

“Well, it ain’ nothin’' much,” Lunch
said again. “Only, you comin’ from
New Yawk—well, seem like it’s mighty
nice knowin’ a reg’lar American again.,
Mek me feel like I was back home once
mo’'—you folla me, suh?”

“Sure. Nice to meet somebody from
home. It made me feel that way, too.”

Lunch nodded relievedly. “Yesso. ain’
it the troof? °’Nen you gimme cigarets—
hoo-ee, does I get to smokin’ ’em ole
Dromeda’ies, seem like I'm right back
home. So I figure us Americans ought to
stick together. So I figure I bet’ tell you—
this a kin'a funny place you comin’ to.
What I mean, the colored folks here ain’
like the colored folks you're used to up
No’th.”

Lane said, “Look here, whatre you
getting at, anyhow?”

“Well, it ain’ nothin’ much. Only, the
folks hereabouts, they mostly Haitians.
Well, what I mean, they calls it brujeria
an’ they calls it rada an’ all, but what it is,
it’s jes’ common ole voodoo.”

“Voodoo?” Lane was startled. Then
he laughed. “Voodoo, huh? Say, you
don’t believe that stuff, do you?”

Lunch grinned uneasily. “Me, suh?
You means, do I figure they can conjure
me? Nawsuh, I ain’ figure they can hurt
me a-tall.” His voice took on a note of
reassurance, as though he were convinc-
ing himself. “Why, suh, ’at's jes’ a lot
o’ monkey-chaseh nonsense, 'at’'s what it
is. 'Sides which, I got me good strong
obeah trick.”

“Obeah?”
that?”

Lunch's forehead wrinkled. “Obeah?
Why, 'at’s jes’—well, it’s a kin’a conjurin’,
only it ain’ like thisyere voodoo—'at’s
jes’ monkey nonsense. But this obeah,
it kin'a bring you luck, like—fix it so's
nobody cain't put no wish onto you.
This trick I got, I got it right in Har-
lem, right from ole obea doctuh woman.
Yesso, right from good ole Harlem. 'Em
Harlem doctuhs forgot more'n ’ese mon-
key-chasin’ papalois’ll ever know.”

“What's it got in it—your trick?” Lane
was relieved and amused.

Lunch glanced uneasily at the hatch-
way. His fingers fumbled at his neck
and brought out a little leather bag on
a string. “Cain’t open it—'at’s bad luck,
to open a trick. But it's mighty pow’ful.
Now, I was jes’ studyin'—" He broke
off, his forehead corrugated.

“Yes?” Something in his manner had
caught Lane now.

“Well, it's like this. Mostly the colored
folks, they kin'a keep thisyere talk 'bout
obeah an’' all to theyselves. But down
here, us both bein’ Americans, seem like
it’s different. You know, I like mighty
well fo' you to have a trick yo'self. Now,
I got me some goofer dus'—'at ain’ so
good as a trick, but it’s mighty pow’ful
jes’ to scatter ’‘roun’, does you get in
some trouble. Now seem like, was I to
give you some——"

“Look here,” Lane interrupted, “what
makes you think I need anything like
that? I wish you'd tell me if anything’s
wrong.”

The instant the words were out he
regretted them. Lunch’s face was sud-
denly blank, guarded. ¢

Lane was curious. “What's

“Why, nawsuh, ain’ nothin’ wrong—
not a thing. I was jes'—well, I kin'a likes
to talk sometimes; break the monopoly.
Jes’ nigger-talk—ain’ mean a thing" He
hesitated, chuckled nervously. “Listen,
suh, what I was really fixin' to ast you,
is you got ’'nother ’em ole Dromeda'y
cigarets by you, suh?”

“But look here, you meant something.
All that about voodoo—"

“Me, suh?” Lunch shifted his feet,
“Nawsuh, I ain’ mean nothin’. Seem
like this job gets mighty teejus, an' I
kin'a talks to hear myself. If I bother
you, I sorry. Heap 0’ white folks kin'a in-
terested in 'at monkey-chaseh nonsense.”

Lane gave it up. Evidently, whatever
it was, he wasn’t going to hear it from
Lunch. He produced a pack of cigarets,
nearly full. “Here, take these; I've got
plenty.” And then, tentatively, “If there
should be anything you want to tell me,
I'll understand and keep quiet.”

“Yesso!” Lunch’s face showed relief.
“Mightily obliged to you, suh. I'll keep
it in min’'—yes, suh!”

It was mid-afternoon before they slid
into a green lagoon and slowed to a
soundless glide over water as smooth as
glass—a reflecting pool for the heavy
blue-green of jungle, picked out here and
there with a splash of color where some
flowering liana coiled about a great tree.

Lane stared up at the heavy, jagged
mass of the twin mountains that hung
over them darkly, their windy pinnacles
wreathed in torn witch-locks of cloud
His nostrils were full of warm smells, 8
smothering blanket of sweetness, under-
laid with a curiously animal odor, like
the breath of some great beast. He had
the feeling that the jungle was creeping
out to meet them.

As the sudden rattle and splash of the
anchor chain startled the heavy stillness,
a small boat shot out of the palm-
fringed shadow, four oars shattering the
glassy surface. He strained his eyes
towards the figure in the stern, disap-
pointed to see that it was a man.

That would be Doctor Perez, he sup-
posed. But Amalia would be somewhere
not far off behind that wall of green.
cool and poised and lovely, long lashes
dropping over the clear pools of her eyes.
He would take her in his arms . ..

But the boat was coming up. He stared
at the figure in the stern. He had mx}d;
more than one mental picture of Amalia’s
uncle, of course, but none of them fitted
this man.

He sat easily, a spare, well-knit figure
of medium height that gave, even at that
distance, a suggestion of finely tempered
steel. There was easy grace in the wave
he gave them, a wave which the old
priest returned with cordial enthusiasm,
and Lane, a trifle diffidently.

Now that the moment was here, he
was a bit ill at ease as the boatmg:
alongside, and the man came up i
ladder, to grasp the priest by the hant
and then by the shoulders in an affec
tionate half embrace. C e

Almost with the same motion.
turned. “Mr. Lane? I am Doctor Pere
Delighted, sir, that you honor Us. .

There was an impression of g:lgp
perfectly controlled—in his bancti
in the lean, finely chiseled face Wi iy
slightly arched nose and square
Lane liked the man instantly. Jatning

“My niece,” the doctor was exp o
in flawless English, with just a.t‘mg‘.
accent, “is desolated at not bemgh ¢ -
self here to welcorne you. 4 sligbm 1
disposition—oh, nothing Se“°“5'w leave
have thought it unwise for her W0
the house in the heat of the day-
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Talking all the while, English to Lane,
Spanish to the priest, throwing directions
in Creole to the boatmen who were stow-
ing Lane’s suitcases and the priest’s bat-
tered telescope bag, he shepherded them
down into the boat.

Lunch shoved them off. The rowers
dropped their oars. And as they pulled
away from the yacht, Lane glanced back.

The yellow boy stood at the rail, and
his thin face was puzzled, troubled. As
their eyes met, his hand went in a fur-
tive gesture, not to be mistaken, to the
bag with the obeah trick at his neck.

San Cristébal, the doctor explained as
the three struck into the jungle-walled
path that wound up from the wharf, had
been settled in 1729 by Admiral Almon de
Gutierez y Perez. Among other things, he
pointed out the top of a square tower,
glimpsed in the distance above the sea
of green. The Admiral’s grandson had
built it, he said, at the time of Tous-
saint’s revolution in Haiti—a stronghold
in case the fever for black independence
should spread.

“Oh! And did it?” Lane’s inquiry was
s bit absent. He was thinking about
Lunch’s gesture as they left the yacht.

“Not only then, but many times since,”
the doctor assured him. “There is a
contagion to such ideas. That tower has
seen savage fighting in its day. Even
now—but see, we come to the house.”

The path had opened abruptly onto a
vide, shaded lawn, set about with shrubs
and great old trees. And at the farther
side the house rose, square, massive,
but with a hint of gracious hospitality
in its great, open doors and colonnade.

Lane felt that warm, golden wave go
over him. Everything else was swept
tvay in the sudden reality of the fact
that In a8 minute he would be seeing
Amalia. His pulses were hammering as
they came into a high-arched patio. He
would take her in his arms: every-
thing would be as it had been.

And then he saw her.

In that first instant, he Jjust stared.
She was even lovelier than he remem-
bered—a clean, silvery loveliness that
was breath-taking.

“Steve!” she said softly. He moved
forward,

How it happened, he never quite knew.
Her face didn’t change by the flicker of
an eyelash. But in the three steps that
:‘ Wok to reach her, he found himself
taking her hand instead of taking her
in his arms. A slender hand, soft and
¢l s a flower, thrilling. And yet—
well. he had pictured it differently.
w::;.thad been so intent on her that it
Notioeg u?}tlil he stepped back that he
Amstrons © other girl—Lunch’s Miss
Y Tong, he supposed. An instant

ter, Amalia’s introduction confirmed it

At another time, he would have
thought her rather impudently attrac-
tive, & brown litle thing with wide-
m‘n 8ray-green eyes and a nose that
ment ey being snub. But at the mo-

oo € was filled with a rather be-
m]a‘ierhed disappointment. Naturally, now

'aev?aasd _ttlme. to think, he realized
all these Nt going to kiss him before

He o, petople. 8till, it was a let-down.
%hen the' dolé t:rl;lgment later, however,
r00m, an aj owed him up to his

“Your ;;g Place on the second floor.
Plained, «op li; just beyond,” he ex-
Qite modery, w0, Tespects we are
girl Browing' uWhen one has a modern
times, ehy 3 bgl one moves with the
tric light but Ie éven thought of elec-

) aive find it hard to bring
how we cling g my candles. Strange
noty” familiar things, is it

Qulet coqlp

€5s In the arch,

LY arched windows,
hmmvmultothe eye . . .
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Lane said, “I can understand that, sir.
It's perfect.”

The doctor showed even teeth in a
smile. “Your appreciation is gratifying.
I hope you will use it long and often.
We have an old saying, you know—'God
sends the guest’ A trifle flowery, per-
haps, to your ears, buti I like the old forms.
A certain leisureliness, is it not, that gives
time for living?” He smiled. “Time, at
least, we can make a servant on San
Crist6bal, instead of a master.”

And that, Lane thought with a sense
of bewilderment, as he slipped into a
soft white shirt and white mess jacket
for dinner, was the man who had
scrawled that amazing postscript: *“I
beseech you, for God Almighty’s sake,
come!” What had it taken to make
him do that?

Well, never mind anything in the
peace and quiet dignity of this place.
Amalia, too, he seemed to understand
better, now that he had a glimpse of
her background. Amalia was a poised,
silver goddess made to trouble people's
minds. He tied his black tie, brushed his
sandy hair, and went downstairs.

Dark had fallen with tropic swiftness.
In the dim dining room the table floated
in a sea of amber candlelight. Bare-
foot black maids padded in and out, and
talk was keyed to the soft stillness, a
thing of pauses and low voices. To Lane,
watching the play of candlelight in
Amalia's hair, the whole thing seemed
to take on a character of unreality—a
dream in which anything might happen.

He knew, though, what was going to
happen. He was going to get that girl
alone after dinner and ruffle that ivory
smoothness. Make her like it, too. He
hadn’t come all this way for a handshake.

But when. at length, they pushed back
the chairs the doctor produced a decan-
ter of port and three fragile glasses, and
he couldn’t refuse. He glanced regret-
fully after Amalia and sat down again,
concealing his impatience.

Talk—amiable and pointless conversa-
tion, with the doctor juggling Spanish
and English so deftly that he was hardly
conscious of the difference in language
between himself and the old priest—
Father Anselmo, as he had learned to
call him. The older man excused him-
self presently with a bow to each. Lane
finished his wine and prepared to follow.
But the doctor was refilling the glasses.
He looked up, a glint of amusement in
his eyes.

“A bad host, I fear, keeping you here
when I know you are impatient—oh, no
need to protest, my dear fellow; I have
seen you watching that door. But if I
may trespass—something that will in-
terest you.” He hesitated. “We shall
be more private in my study, I think.”

He led the way across the hall. Lane
followed, with mounting curiosity, which,
for the moment, overcame his eagerness
to be with Amalia. That postscript—he
was going to know now why he had been
summoned.

He glanced about him while the doc-
tor lighted the hanging lamp above the
great center table. There were books
(the one or two titles he read seemed
to deal with psychology), a stained
bench littered with test tubes and retorts,
a white surgical cabinet with glittering
instruments in meticulous rows.

Startlingly. an odd little animal camec
out from under the cabinet and darted
to the doctor's shoulder.

“A kinkajou,” he explained tranquilly,
as Lane stared. “Ah, Bobo!” He held
the little beast in front of him and
kissed it on the nose.

If any other man had done that, Lane
reflected, he would have considered him
an affected ass. But somehow, with the

doctor, it became merely a cas
ture of affection. y ual ge-

He had set the kinkajou (it seemed to
be half monkey and half cat) on his
shoulder again, and was raising his
glass. “Your very good health, sir. And
now, if you will be seated—" There
was & pause. Then: “You are wonder-
ing, doubtless, why I wrote you as I did"

Lane said, “Well, I supposed you had
some good reason.”

Doctor Perez nodded soberly. “A good
reason—yes. Mr. Lane, may I ask a ques-
tion—very personal? Believe me, I should
not ask it if it were not necessary. Am1]
correct in assuming that you love my
niece?”

Lane hesitated, taken aback. But the
man’s eyes were searching him. He said,
“Why, yes. Yes, of course I do.”

“Ah!” The lean head nodded. “Oth-
erwise you would not be here. And you
wish to marry her—but naturally!” He
smiled an apology. “I startled you, I
fear. I had forgotten that the North
American does not say, ‘I love,’ but Iam
crazy about,’ is it not?”

Lane grinned, at ease mow. “You'e
certainly got us right,” he admitted
“Funny, when you think about it, how
we dodge around that word.”

“A matter of temperament. Rathera
hobby of mine, these differences. Butl
forget.” His brows drew down and the
amusement died out of his eyes. “Mr
Lane, I have asked you to honor us, not
only for the pleasure of your company—
which is much—but because I need vour
help. To be frank, I am—was, I may
say—at my wit’s end.” He stepped over
to the long window. “Will you have th_e‘
goodness to come here for a momel)t?

Wondering, Lane stared into a night
drenched with tropic starlight. heavy
with sweetness, a green darkness press-
ing on hands and lips. Then, the df)_c-
tor's whisper, “Tell me what you hear. )

He listened. Drowsy hum of insecis.
soft, distant rush of surf, a heavy plop
as a ripe nut fell somewhere in the jun-
gle. And then, faint and far away. &
rhythmic throbbing.

He turned questioningly. “That? But
what is it?” .

The doctor was listening, eyes intent
“Drums! The rada drums!”

Lane stared, as his mind caught at the
word. The hot, oily smell of the engint
room . . . “They calls it brujeria an’ they
calls it rada.” He gaid: “Say. rede—
that'’s voodoo, isn't it?" e

The doctor’s look startled him. You
know of such things?”

“Lord, no! Just happened to rememn:
ber the word. Your engineer— .

“Oh!” The doctor sucked in hlL;
breath softly. “Oh, of course. He t:m
you—other things of it, perhaps? Ag
that look, like a knife. o8

Lane remembered suddenly 'the. Strms
Lunch had laid on a boy's mmdms.m
own business. He said quickly. i1
he wouldn’t. I'd heard z;tbout.n.ﬁanw_r
was interested, but l}ehzvzlélgnt ans

estions. He shut rig .
qu“Ah! Well, not surprising. that. The
black is close-mouthed.” . 3

f“But. what does it mgi!l)r_!?g Lane 10
dicated the distant throbbing.

The doctor shrugged. “Mean’ m
knows? But this I do know: n'e\ermm_
the drums beat so on San Cristobal
out—trouble.” ol

The word had sxmppel? out in &

like an electric spark. roes?
nef?{otx mean, trouble with‘lhé")}“‘grf .
An uprising or s'omethlng:d.qrk The
glanced swiftly out into the 1 scemed
faint, far-awayv pulsing suddemty =
louder, filling the night Wi

Without answering. the 4 10
the lone window. He steppee
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door and peered into the hall, while
Lane watched apprehensively.

«go—it makes it hot, but it is best
to be careful. One never knows. And
now, you ask if it means an uprising?
Hm!" He sat down, leaned back. “Some-
thing is happening. You ask me what?
And I can only answer that I do not
tnow. I merely consider that we are
five whites (six, if you count Ramon, my
Dominican boy), and two of the six are
women. Around us, five hundred blacks.
And something is happening.”

“They look peaceable enough,” Lane

protested. .

“Ah, peaceable! But you have yet to
see the Haitlan peasant when he runs
mad."

“But you aren’t expecting——"

“My dear fellow, I expect nothing—
and anything. But I do not forget that
fully three-quarters of my blacks are
cacos—hill bandits, who are fugitives
from Haitl. The caco makes excellent
labor. It takes, you understand, a cer-
tain initiative to become a bandit. But
at a time like this, it is not reassuring.”

Lane wet his lps. Then he caught
the doctor’'s quizzical glance, and stiff-
ened. “You've seen signs of it coming?”

“Signs? In a sense—yes. You see, I
know the black as much as white man
can be said to know him. A part, scien-
tific knowledge. A part intuition—my
subconscious, to be exact. I feel that
something will happen—perhaps. But
what will happen, that I cannot tell.
Absurd it seems to you, possibly? Ab-
surd—perhaps. But this is sure. I can-
not neglect any warning, however vague.
Those drums, for example—every night
gince the new moon, Hear me—my let-
ter with that foolish postscript. Melo-
drama, you thought it; hysteria. Admit
it! Ah, but if I tell you that that post-
ript was added not an hour after I
found the body of my sobrestante—my
overseer—hacked to pieces by machetes?
We found him by the wall there, not
ﬂffy feet from where we sit.”

You—murdered?” Lane shot a
startled glance at the window.

The doctor nodded soberly. “An ex-
cellent man, by the way. But, you will
ask, why do I bring you here, then?
Expose you to danger?”

The final words jolted Lane out of
his trance of stupefaction. He straight-
ffne:-man?: lblt:ll youdwhy, sir. Because
€er, »
“'1?; u:ibe herea.!'ly anger, naturally, I
e doctor inclined his head. “Your
?&8 that” he said slowly, “makes
iy I have to propose easler. Shall
b make two words of it? I suggest,
l—urge, in fact—that you marry
and take her away. At once!”

&ﬁen_ztoo;e ri!t seen;ed to me—well, she
me for
know, I don't lmow—a ’aong time, you

the :;:v“s & hint of amusement in

I e of the doctor’s lean mouth
cﬁlgge!lx;:d mﬁgﬁ;ﬂth&t she was g Httle
"’%‘v?"ﬁmm no?” gently. “You were
she’deb'eemt disappointed exactly. But

WeomfortabiyC . Lane broke off

S
his hagg0:, (Be doctor took it out of

‘Mo,
B ore—ardent, shall we say?”
m?ﬂ%. ; But my dear fellow, .con-
s oy g was New York, Now, she
&u i any—her llhlt:me. é:lw
Merely well-bro :
8irl might, No,” he w?ni'-"a?
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“give yourself no uneasiness. Amalia
gives me her confidence. May I assure
you that she loves you?”

“Say! Honestly? She told you that?”

“Should I have written you otherwise,
my dear fellow? Now, please—I under-
stand that in your country such things
are settled by the young people them-
selves. But Amalia, after all, is Span-
ish. And you will lend yourself to her
tradition, will you not? For her sake?”

“Why, of course!”

“Ah, you will not regret it . . . I have
taken the liberty—you will not think me
officious?—to hasten matters a little. It
is for that that Father Anselmo——"
He paused delicately.

Things seemed to be happening to
Lane in a sort of dream. “You brought
him over to marry us?”

“Subject always to your wishes. And
I suggest, if you are willing, that the
marriage take place as soon as possible.
Say, day after tomorrow? In view of
what I have told you. you understand.”

Lane had straightened suddenly.

“A little sudden, perhaps? But the cir-
cumstances——" The doctor gestured to-
wards the dark outside.

“But—gosh, I haven't even had a
chance to speak to her yet.”

“My dear fellow, I do not mean to press
you. But in view of the situation——"

Lane drew a quick breath. “Good
Lord, yes! The quicker the better!”

The doctor relaxed. “Good! Oh, I
know the suddenness is a bit unsettling.
But hardly a time to stand on cere-
mony, eh?”

Lane said, “Of course.” He was try-
ing to think. “You couldn’'t send her
away for a while? Not that I'm not
keen for it,” he added hastily, “but
Amalia—I don't want to rush her into
anything.”

The doctor shook his head. “Thought-
ful, my dear fecllow. But impossible,
I fear. Frankly, if it had been possible,
I should have done it. I have, I admit,
called on you as a last resort. Amalia,”
he explained, “knows nothing of this.
But that there is something wrong—
that, I think, she suspects. I beg, by the
was;l. that you will say nothing of this

er.”

“Oh, sure not. No sense worrying her.”

“Exactly! And for another reason more
compelling, even. If Amalia were to
suspect that I am sending her out of
a danger in which I remain, nothing
would persuade her to stir one inch.
But the wedding makes an excuse, eh?
As a bride, her head is full of other
things than worries over an old uncle.
Besides which, she will go where her
husband goes.”

“Oh, yes, sure!” Lane was beginning
to accept the situation. “But what
about you, sir? You can't stay here.”

Doctor Perez hunched his shoulders.
“My dear fellow, my place is here. I
can hardly leave my properties at a
time like this. And besides, for a Perez
to run at the first hint of danger——"

“It's what you want me to do,” Lane
pointed out uncomfortably.

“But my dear fellow! This is not your
affair. If you had interests here—but
Amalia’s little fortune is in securities.
Oh, of course she will inherit some day,
but until then—and do not forget that
her only chance of getting away is to
leave with you.”

That was true, of course, but not very
satisfying. Lane frowned. “Well, you
ought to have a guard, anyhow. Marines
or something.”

“Ah! If this were Hait{, under United
States profection! But my own govern-
ment concerns itself little with San
Cristébal. Except to collect my taxes,
of course.” The doctor smiled, a bit

cynically. “And upon what gr
shall I ask troops, my dear fe1105?°u§§f
cause of this and that? Drums in the
night? I should be laughed at.”

“Well, that's true, I guess. Byt I
hate the idea of running off and leaving
you. And on the other hand’—Lape
grinned with wry frankness—“damneq
if I'm keen about staying, either.”

The doctor laughed. *“Now there” he
observed, “you speak both courage and
sense. But you must not be troubled
I have, perhaps, given you a wrong idea,
Today, tomorrow, next week, nothing
will happen. Perhaps never. If I seem
to press haste upon you, it is because of
my anxiety for Amalia.”

“But all the same—"

“My dear fellow, I assure you! And
I have seen this sort of thing before,
remember. There is my tower—the one
I showed you—ready provisioned. I have
the only firearms on the island. The
yacht—the engineer (you talked to him,
I believe? A delightful original, that
one) will be faithful. Ramon, my Do-
minican. Ah, and Bobo!” He stroked
the kinkajou, which chattered delight-
edly. “And now, shall we consider the
matter settled for day after tomorrow?
. . . Excellent! And please to think no
more of the—unpleasantness. But doubt-
less you have ceased to think of it al-
ready.” He smiled. “No, no; no protests!
Go to your Amalia, my dear boy, as you
have been impatient to do this hour past.”

Lane had come into the patio with
the doctor’s hand on his shoulder and
his mind and body filled with a strange,
heady ecstasy. And then, somehow, the
others, the doctor, Father Anselmo,
the Hamilton gir], had faded away, and
he was alone in the garden with Amalia

Heavy, heady scents—great, sleepy
masses of bloom. And her face was 8
flower, dusky white in the starlit dark
A tall goddess in shimmering stlver,
cool with a quiet, unawakened virginity—
untouchable.

And then, quite suddenly, she was soft
and lovely in his arms.

“Oh, darling, youll marry me?”

A second that was all taut agony.
Then her voice, cool and clear as clear
water, “Why, of course, Steve dear.
Whenever you want me.”

Later, there had been handshakings,
congratulations, flowery toasts druok
from silver cups. The Armstrong girls
gray-green eyes on him in a kind of curl-
ous speculation. Amalia, glowing with 8
cool radiance. And now he was in his
room—and he couldn't sleep.

Not that he particularly wanted to—;
the picture of Amalia, the softness 9d
her lips on his own were still too vivi
to lose. She had kissed him, simply, u-
embarrassed, and yet with a shy m“‘t'
A lovely statue brought to life. He g0
up presently, slipped into his bathrobe,
and went over to the window.

Like all the windows in the ’.‘°“s:'
it came down to the floor. Wltgn'
couple of cushions, the three-foot em
sure made a good place to lounge ind
dream, while the perfumed night
stirred sleepily. .

For the moment, the thought of Al?ﬂh“;
had crowded everything else out 0 o
mind, but now, of a sudden, 8 e
breeze brought again that faint lg the
tion that he had m earlier
evening—the rada .

It wgs only for an instant, % q::‘g;
accented little rhythm, but it d”m
the train of his imaginings an Cent &
him uncomfortably to .a diffe e
of pictures. The deep blackness forms
jungle; firelight on squatting paths.
Bare feet prowling the Vine'h“-“‘e .

A tiny scraping sound so0
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along the eaves. Something—the jungle
_drawing in. Soft, mysterious, merci-
less, closing in with hot, sweet breath.
The jungle of the blacks—black, sooty
skins, toughened to the heat. Laughing
at the white men who couldn’t stand
the sun. Black laughter—the terrible,
secret laughter that no white man
understands. .

Lane’s nerves jumped as a door opened
somewhere below, stealthily. Then he
settled back with a shamed grin as steps
crunched the oyster-shell walk under
his window. There was something com-
panionable about the sound. He won-
dered who was below there. Somebody
else who couldn’t sleep and had come
out in the cool. The doctor, maybe.

The steps were turning the corner of
the house now. Lane leaned out a little,
but the colonnade hid the walker.

A sound jerked him upright. Some-
thing around the corner—ea gasp, a wiry,
cutting noise, & quick rush of feet!
Darkness below, where the shadow of
the house fell. He strained his eyes, lis-
tened. Some movement, half imagined.

“What's the matter? Is anything
mnx?n

No answer, but a dark clump of
shadow seemed to dissolve.

On the instant, almost without con-
scious intention, Lane had crossed to
the door and let himself out into the
dark hall. He stood uncertainly, his
hand on the latch. Probably nothing—
just make a fool of himself, plunging
around in the middle of the night. He
tried to reconstruct the sounds: the
gasp; the padding of bare feet. Prob-
ably nothing. But all the same, the
sobrestante, hacked to pieces with ma-
chetes . . .

Down the hall a latch clicked. He
jumped, banging his elbow on the door
casing. Somebody drew a quick, fright-
ened breath. Out of the dark a small
volce asked a question in Spanish.

“Who's that?” The words jumped out
of him before he knew it.

An Instant of silence. A voice of re-
lef. “Oh! It's me. Gale Armstrong.
Wait!” 8She came towards him with a
faint rustle of silk. “Listen!"—a whis-
per, close to his ear now. “Did you
hear something? Outside?”

“Just a second ago? What was it?”

T don't know—a sort of groan.” A
strand of her halr tickled his cheek in
the darkness. “Maybe we ought to go
and see—if anybody’s hurt, I mean.”

‘Well, probably nothing. Listen, you
W&}llt af.nd I go.”

e felt her shiver. “I'd shrivel up and
die, waiting up here. Do you thix?k we
ought to wake Doctor Perez?”
hﬂe considered. “No—no, I don’t be-

Ve 80 Just look foolish probably.”
gfﬂ“dded' “Let's go down together, then.

oS Youll g0 back to bed?”

; ¢ myself! Come on, watch the

- Here!” A small, muscular hand

:h:lr:. hlj:elmg her way. “Here’s the door,”
e Pered. “Can you find the bolt?
Hy. Or you'll make a noise.”
o oe sld it gently, Just as he was about
Pen the door, ghe whispered:
Thets Have you g revolver?”
omn oneg_ught startled him. “I don’t even

“Obt
Cmmle1 m?geu, I guess it doesn’t matter.

They slipped o
ut into the h -
light, :e JJent ahead, wishlngoltlesgla:d
ad of fiip-flopping straw
me Behind him, her small slip-
had CTunched the oyster shells. She
her € sort of short, dark kimono,
Mmhm h:ﬂ:te l:llo;v it.
a arn er back with
Sesture, Byt there was nothing—the
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dark masses of shrubbery, the path white
in the hot starshine. He turned to find
her treading on his heels.

“That’s my window!” She pointed.
“It was right under there. But there’s
nothing there now, is there?”

“Not a thing!” He spoke aloud this
time, cheerily, but with no very firm
conviction. There might not be any-
thing there now, but he would take
oath there had been. It occurred to
him with an unpleasant chill that this
might be a darned dangerous thing they
were doing. The sobrestante . . .

He schooled his voice to carelessness.
“I guess we've got steamed up over
nothing. Let’s go back and——" The
words died in his throat. That dark
blotch on the whiteness of the path;
he hadn’t seen it before.

“What Is it?” The Armstrong girl
gripped his arm, shook it. “What is it?”

He relaxed; let out a slow breath.
“Seeing things!” He laughed a bit un-
steadily. “Just a patch of shadow.
Sorry! Wait here and I'll take a look.”

He stepped forward. Shadow, of
course. Couldn’'t be anything else. Or
some discoloration of the ground, maybe.

Her small slippers pattered behind
him. He turned with nervous exaspera-
tion. “Wait, I tell you. Damn it, it
isn't anything!”

“Oh, don’t be so male!” She was
staring down at it, her breath coming
quickly. “Wha-what is it?”

Cold fingers fumbling for matches in
the pocket of his bath robe. *“Oil!” he
heard himself saying. Why oil? Oh,
never mind! He said it again: “Must
be oil or something.”

- The match spurtled blue. He shielded
the flame. They stooped.

There was a flash of time, infinitesimal
and yet endless, while the stuff winked
up at them—red, shining, horrible in
the yellow flare. The match fell from
his fingers, hissed out.

He blinked, the flame still dancing
before his eyes. There was a sick, sweet-
ish reek in his nostrils. The faint throb
of the drums was a rolling thunder.

“It's blood!” he was saying dully.
“Blood!”

There was a whimpering gasp beside
him. The girl's hands went up to her
face. “O-o0-oh! It isn’'t! It can’t be!”

“Well, you would come!” He heard
himself say it, while he felt for his
matches again. “Wait!” he snapped.
“Don’t look!” The match crackled. He
bent again, touched it with a forefinger.
Wet, red, sticky. He stared at his finger
in sick revulsion. The girl's shoulder
sagged against him. He wiped the finger
hastily on his bath robe and steadied her.
“Pull yourself together! Atta girl!” He
was cold and his knees were clogged with
a deadly weakness.

She took a deep breath. “All r-right.
I'm a f-fool about b-blood.” Her teeth
chattered. “What must we d-do now?”

“Have to tell the doctor.” They were
moving back towards the front door.
“Got to wake him up. Come on!”

They reached the door. She hesitated.
He could feel her shaking, but her voice
was steadier. “I wonder—would it be all
right if I didn't go with you? And if—
if you didn’t say anything about me?
Being out here with you, I mean.”

“Why, I guess so. But why not? Why
shouldn’t you have been?”

“Well—oh, it's silly, of course, but they
don’t understand. I mean,” she amended
hastily, “the doctor’s Spanish. Wander-
ing around with you in pajamas—he’d
have a fit. No Svanish girl would do it.”

“But with a thing like this!”"

“You don't know the doctor. He'd
never believe any good of me again.
Please!”

“Oh, of course, if you'd rather,
along to bed. Or—wait! Tell me ?}::;:
his room is, will you?”

She told him, a bit breathlessly. The
next instant she was gone. From the
bottom of the stairs he listened to the
small sounds of her going up. Funny—
until now he hadn’t thought about her
being in pajamas. By some menta] twist
the image transferred itself to Amaly
asleep somewhere, her soft hair again
her white pillow.

A door closed gently in the hall above,
His mind clicked back to that dark pool
in the starshine, the business in hangd,

As he began to grope along the wall
with cold fingers, a queer panic tight-
ened about his heart, whispering, “Hurrr,
hurry!” Fear, stalking the dark with
iron steps that filled the heavy stillness
and beat in his brain with the beat of
the pulsing drums. He quickened his
pace.

An orange glow, sudden, bright in the
blackness ahead.

He stopped, rigid. Instinctively, he
flattened himself into the shelter of a
recessed doorway. The glow widened.
Then he could have laughed for sheer
relief, for around the corner came the
doctor—the very man he was hunting.

At another time his appearance ina
nightshirt and tasseled cap would have
been comedy. But Lane wasn't thinking
of comedy now, least of all when he got 2
clearer view of the man’s face.

The candle flame, shielded by a trans-
lucent hand, threw into stark relief the
heavy lines and edges. His eyes stared
wide into the dark and his lower lp
was caught between his teeth in a lok
of haggard anxiety. Lane caught his
breath as he stepped out of the shadov.

“Listen——" he began.

The doctor started back with an er-
clamation and dropped the candle. It
went out, leaving them in blackness.

Lane cursed himself for forgetting that
anybody might well be startled unde
the circumstances. “It’s me—Steve Lane,
he said hastily. )

“Ah!” A sigh of relief. Then, abi
shakily: “But you must forgive me, of
dear boy! I was—it was sudden.”

“I know, sir. I ought to have realisd
Wait, I've got matches here.” Hes
one, retrieved the candle, and relighted
it. “I was looking for you.” In a domn
sentences he told what he had seen.

The doctor was staring as he finisi&
eyes quick with alarm. He made 8 11&"
hissing sound. “Blood, you say? Op ¢
path?” His brows drew down. L
had the impression that he was mm;l
ing swiftly. Then, with a quick ﬂ“"m
must thank you, my dear fellow. i@
going at once to investigate and o
ing to me at once, without alarming
household. That was thoughtful’

“That’s all right. But we ough
do something.” v He hed

“Do? Yes—yes, of course.” He o
tated. Then, delicately, “But I wo o
could it be possible that after our
tonight, in which I may have s )
too much the danger—" He stol:w'

“You mean, did I dream it e:;d i 8
thing? Good Lord, no! Ih it
clear as I hear you now. Besides, ;
just hearing. I went out and saw
blood and all.”

“You are convl{g:edé?ﬁhen- that e
has been an—acciden

A sudden, hot impatience ﬂ‘rﬁﬁ

here, while not a hmI nto t
away that pool of blood 508 derl” B
earth.  “There’s been I it
snapped desperately. “Oh, LOTC. Try
know. Come on, I'll show ¥0
right outside.” uNg peed:

The doctor shook his het:d-t Nnouz -
What you tell me i8 sufficlen
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one of the household ill. That
get:ny’syou find me here in this un-
conventional dress. I was on my way
to him; I must go to him now.

“But it won't take a second.

“please. We can do nothing tonight,
and I have delayed too long already.
Besides, we have a saying, ‘°Z affaires
négres, pas 'z effaires blancs.” You un-
derstand? ‘The affairs of the black are
not the affairs of the white.’ These
things are much better left to the light
of day, believe me.”

“Well, of course—" Lane was a little
taken aback. To leave a thing like this
until tomorrow! Still, the doctor ought
to know what he was doing. “I just
thought—" he was beginning, when a
sound came from the other side of the
house.

The doctor turned sharply, listening,
his face drawn, anxious. Then, as it
came again—a heavy, stumbling tread,
a murmured snatch of Creole—he seized
the candle, which Lane still held.

“Your pardon!” He glanced again into
the darkness. “I am needed.” He turned
and retreated down the hall.

Lane sald, “If there’s anything I can
do?”

“Nothing; nothing, my dear fellow. It
is Father Anselmo. A heart attack.” He
threw the words over his shoulder. “We
shall investigate in the morning. But
now—your pardon—most necessary——"'
He disappeared around the corner, leav-
ing a sudden well of thick blackness.

For a moment Lane stood there, be-
vildered, feeling a little flat. But the
thing was serious; he hadn’t been making
4 stir about nothing. He wondered if
he ought to go out and look again. But
the doctor had sald these things were
best left to the light of day. He cer-
tainly ought to know. Might ball up
everything by interfering.

He frowned. Pretty casual—a murder
under your window and you wouldn’t
€ven go out to look. Still, the doctor had
Plenty on his hands at the moment.
After all, Father Anselmo came first.

The doctor was right, of course. What
was it? “’Z affaires négres, pas ’z
aflaires blancs”? And he had gone rush-
Ing out there in the dark, taken that girl
with him. He must have been crazy!

He climbed the stairs, groping through
the dark, Lord, if he could just get
Amalla out of thig place.
bA varm breath across the forest
u:um the faint, throbbing pulse of

hizhlte sunlight on white walls woke
" from a restless doze, For a while
: lay still. He was in the starlit gar-
tﬁgt with Amalla. He was staring at
™ wet red blotch in the yellow flare.

e was a druggy heaviness on him

Even 50, he was not
d prepared for the
m‘ face when he came down and
ot msh!m alone at breakfast. It was
e!prt;sslon; that was molded,

Vords. jerha oumt mppened?' The

doctor's lean face ti “
ghtened. “Sit
mmgo tde;:e&y.;he said unhappily.
1 Spoil your break-
8st, Byt since yoy already know—

Anselmo djeq last
this ing, Tathes s night. Early

¢l

God, u"'::n,&,!ns chair. “Oh, my

A heart attack. He has
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had them before. Oh, I have told him,
more times than I can count. But no;
never would he spare himself.”

The wave of relief that passed over
Lane was like a benediction. “I didn't
have the chance to know him well, but
something about him——"

The doctor inclined his head. “I wish
it might have been your privilege to
know him better. Such souls go straight
to Paradise, I think.” He paused, while
Lane waited, overcome by the terrible
sincerity of his grief. “He was my
friend,” he went on, after a moment.
“Such {friends are rare.” He took a
deep breath and seemed to pull himself
together with an effort. “For the ar-
rangements—this afternoon, I think.
Such things are best done as speedily
as decency permits.”

“You won't send the body back to
Santo Domingo, then?”

“I think not. Sad, is it not? But the
weather—no, I think not. And after all,
what difference? Shall not such a man
consecrate whatever ground he les in?
A man infinitely kind, stainless, of high
courage? You have noticed, perhaps,
his thumbs?”

“The scars, you mean? I wondered——"

“Indian torture; the hot pipe. He
has been a missionary on the upper
Amazon. For hours he stood, unshaken,
blessing them even while they—but that
is a long tale. At the moment, we must
consider how this changes our plans.
Your marriage.”

Lane said slowly, “Why, yes—yes, it
does, of course. But please don't bother
to think about that right now.”

The doctor smiled wanly. “I appre-
ciate that, dear boy, but I fear we must.
The situation—we have once a month a
priest from the Church of the Concep-
cién in Santiago. I had arranged that
your visit might fall in with Father
Anselmo’s, but——" He shrugged help-
lessly. “I have sent the yacht back in
the hope that they can send someone at
once. But I fear it may be two weeks,
three. I hope this does not derange you
too seriously?”

“Of course not. Don't think about it.
But the way things are, wouldn’t it be
better for Amalia and me to go over to
Santo Domingo? We could be married
as soon as we got there.”

The doctor smiled indulgently. ‘Your
impatience flatters my niece. But I
fear—impossible. See,” he went on, “we
have our tradition. Perhaps absurd,
but—our tradition. A woman of the
Perezes must be married from the house
of her kinsman. After all, one owes
something to a nine-hundred-year-old
name. Come, you will humor my preju-
dices a little, will you not, sir?”

“Why, naturally. And you know
best, of course. But——"

The doctor’s lean face was thoughtful.
“There is some danger, yes. Always we
of the island live over a volcano. But
I do not look for anything immediate.
Then, too, Amalia would not go. She
would suspect such an arrangement.”

Lane gave in. “Well, I just felt that
after that business last night—oh, say, I
hope my keeping you from Father An-
selmo didn’t—"

“My dear boy! There was really noth-
ing I could have done—nothing. But
such things as last night—you must not
allow them to disturb you. Some quar-
rel between the blacks; shocking, but
one hardens oneself. Unfortunate, of
course, that it came just after our talk,
in which, I fear, I put the situation too
strongly. But I was anxious for your
agreement, you understand.”

“You haven't had a chance to find out
about it, I suppose?”

The doctor lowered his voice. “To be

frank, I have not. Later, of course, by
at present the situation is—delirats
Things happen. He got to his Teet.
“And now, if you will excuse me—gq
no, sit still, my dear fellow. Finish yoy
breakfast. After that, if you can amys
yourself for a little? My library. Amalig
unfortunately, is confined to her room
The shock—he had been her confesso
you understand.” ’

The last words came from the door,
Lane turned back to his breakfast. Bu
his appetite was gone. Presently he
wandered out to the library.

For the time being the news of Father
Anselmo’s death had taken his mind of
last night's affair, but now it came back
full force. Of course, the doctor had
given those vague warnings against in-
vestigating too closely. Still, it couldnt
do any harm just to have a look

As he came out into the hall, some-
one said, “Hello!” and he looked up to
see the Armstrong girl on the stairs.

“Oh, hello!” He was glad to se
somebody. Then, remembering, “You've
heard about Father Anselmo, of course?”

She nodded unhappily. “It's too
tragic. That lovely old man!” There
was a break in her voice. She turned the
subject. “Listen, what about last night?’

“The doctor says it's just some row
between the hands,” he said. “He takes
it casually enough.”

“Yes, I suppose it must be. And yet.
I don’t know—I sort of had the feeling
that it was a white man. Didn't you?

He hesitated. “No, I can't say I did"
The next instant he remembered hear-
ing the steps and thinking it might be
the doctor. Oh, well, it wasn't impor-
tant, anyway. “I was just going out %
have a look at the place,” he told ber.
“Morbid curiosity, you know.”

They had come out into the colo-
nade. “I wonder,” she mused, “why
everybody adores to shudder. Youd
think we'd had enough of it last night—
but here we are.”

He was about to make some reply when
they came to the cormer. And as thy
turned it, they stopped short, staring.

Slowly their eyes met. She dmg
quick breath. “Why, it's gone, st i’
It was right there. And now it's gone:

He stepped over hastily, examined thf
ground. “Not even the mark of 8 rake!
If I hadn't seen it myself, last nish"-}
Still, it isn’t so surprising after ﬂ,’lu
mean, if I'd murdered anybody Id
likely to come out anged fix the place %
it wouldn't be suspected.”

“Would you?” She was staring st th:
path. “Well, yes. I would too, I guess. AD
intelligent person. But this is suppose
to be a couple of ordinary Haitian
hands.”

“It was pretty carefully Dlmn'dm ﬁ
though,” he pe . ‘I h i
steps and Il swear the poor d when
just walking along, taking it “f{'w;
they laid for him. I thought
be the doctor.”

“I thought you said you didnt B
the feeling thnlt it was a white
You did say so!”

The remark caught him off his ﬂmx
He floundered. “Well, I'd f%-
mean, I didn’t think when I W05

Her eyes were on him, express!

“Oh!” she said. .
His face hardened. “You mesl. o
yeah, don't you?” 1 didn’t o8

“Oh, don't be stuffy! .
that—or anyhow, if I d’gd ?m%
Good enough?” k.She grinn
had to grin bac onestl:

“Goodg::nough." he ameddt ?sewﬂ!
I don’t know why I— Wi trampled
Look!” His eyesbhad caggll:;l :o, e

in the shrubbery, 8 COV y
sfre(?tnns in the soft dirt. “That's Y0
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dragged when they took him
f,‘.f‘»hﬁils announced excitedly. “Wait!”
He dodged around behind the flowering
bushes. But here he found himself in
a sort of kitchen yard, where the ground,
hard-packed, gave up no trace.

An old crone, shelling beans into her
lap, startled him with a placid “B’jour,
blanc!” He nodded, and remembering
the doctor’s warning against too close
investigation, affected casualness.

“That'’s where they took him, all right,
though,” he announced as he came back.
“Almost to the back door!”

“Well, they certainly took him some-
where. He isn't here now. But why
did we both get the idea that it was a
white man?”

He twitched one shoulder. “Well, it
wasnt. But what gets me is the place.
Seems like the last place, right under
the windows. Unless—my Lord, I'd
forgotten! Wasn't it right here the
sodrestante was killed?”

“Sobrestante?” Her eyes flew open.
“What are you talking about?”

It was his turn to stare. “Why, the
sobrestante! The overseer!”

“What about him?”

“S8ay, am I crazy, or are you? It
wasn't a month ago, the doctor told me,
that they chopped the sobrestante up
with machetes. Right here.”

She looked at him. “Somebody,” she
said, “has been feeding you catnip.
There was a sobrestante and he’s gone
now, but nobody chopped him up. He
left early one morning on the yacht be-
cause the doctor found he was laboring
under the delusion that the pay roll was
a racket.”

Lane was about to protest when the
answer came to him. The doctor’s
insistence that Amalia shouldn’t be
alarmed; he'd somehow managed to
keep the sobrestante’s death a secret, too.
He tried hastily to retrieve himsel. “Oh,
well, I must have misunderstood. I guess
the doctor was telling about something
that happened earlier and I got it just
lately” He clung to that relievedly.
“B‘l‘ﬂ'e.,l must have got it twisted.”

Oh!” She was regarding him thought-
{ll;lul;. Suddenly she turned towards the

“Wait! Where are you going?”

&he looked at him over her shoulder,
gray-green kitten eyes round and in-
;cmtable. An instant, then: “Where am

going? I'm going in and eat toast and
coffee and marmalade. Oh, yes, and
sapodillas, And I'm going to quit pry-
Ing into what happens in this place.”

:?!Ih? 8ay, what do you mean?”

0 ust that, 1t really doesn’'t matter
o e what became of the sobrestante—
' ¥hat happened last night, either.”
Y, ll(s):en. T'm not trying to put

er_”

“Oh, shut ypy» There was a break in
l;;ra tvoice. “Let me alone. I don't care
In You do. O, I don’t mean that,
downervous. A murder under my win-

always affects me this way.”
d&m‘;ddl;appeareg into the house. He
gitl e didn't like the Armstrong

For a litte Lane
\ wander oodil
about tl?;e garden. The sun :gdem brassg
freshger, p:al?s oW and the morning

Justzeny the psychological ad-
o & young g8irl. Fortunately,



122

Hearst's International-Cosmopolitan for March, 1033

she has the consolation of her religion.
Hm—yes, the immature mind turns to
the supernatural.”

Lane’s look must have shown surprise,
for the doctor pulled himself out of a
mild abstraction to answer it.

“Oh. myself? I see things—differently.
Science—have you ever looked through
a microscope into a drop of dirty water?
One sees a world, eating, mating, the
strong destroying the weak and grow-
ing stronger. Hunger and sex, the will
to procreate. But yourself—you have
managed to pass the time?"

“Pretty badly, I'm afraid.” The slip
about the sobrestante was on Lane's
mind. He went on to tell the doctor
about it. “She said I must be mistaken,”
he finished. “Said the sobrestante went
off on the yacht. I tried to cover it up,
but I'm afraid she didn’t believe me.
Gosh, I don’t see how you ever Kkept it
secret so long.”

The doctor shrugged deprecatingly.
“Oh, I simply sent the yacht off one
morning and told them he was aboard.”

“Well, I'm afraid I've ruined it now,”
Lane said unhappily.

The doctor's hand dropped on his
shoulder. “My dear boy, it is really of
no consequence. But you remind me—
since his death I must keep an eye on
things myself. I was about to make a
small tour. If it will not weary you——?
While I think of it,” he went on, as
they turned into a shaded path, “I fear
that In my hurry to get to Father An-
selmo last night, I may have appeared
to discount the news you were thought-
ful enough to bring. As a matter of
fact, I consider it highly important.
Would it be too much to ask you to tell
again exactly what you saw—and heard?”

“Well, I was sitting at my window——"
Lane began and went on, while the doc~-
tor checked each detail carefully.

“And you saw no one? To recognize,
that is?”

“Nothing but a sort of movement. I
couldn’t even swear to that.”

“Ah! And you heard nothing? No
voices?”

“No, nothing but a sort of groan. And
then I went out and saw the blood.”

The doctor was eying him narrowly.
“You are sure it was blood?”

“Well, it certainly looked like blood.”

They came out from the shade of the
path. The doctor squinted in a gush of
white sunlight. “My dear fellow, you
will pardon my manner of the Grand
Inquisitor? If I take the liberty of test-
ing what you say, it is because we must
be very sure before we—take steps. In
view of the situation, you understand.
Please, you will forgive me when I say
that I went myself later to look for this
blood and found—nothing.”

Lane stared. “What time was that?”

“Not more than an hour after you
saw me in the hall.” He laughed pleas~
antly. “Come—have you looked to see
it this morning?”

“Yes, and it’s gone. But it was there
last night, all right. Oh, you probably
think I'm crazy, but I tell you I saw it.”

The doctor inclined his head. “Of
course,” he agreed. “Since you say it.”

They walked on in a silence that had
suddenly become strained. Lane would
have given something to be able to say
the Armstrong girl had seen it too.

“Look here!” he burst out at length.
“I can see how you feel. I hate to have
you think I'm going off halfcocked.”

The doctor stopped short, dismay in
his face. “My dear fellow! You mis-

take me—indeed you do. My dear boy,
I am a medical man; my specialty is the
human mind. It is my passion, this—
psychology. Constantly I read, study,
experiment. Also, I am uncle to Amalia

and anxious above all
friend. Therefore, yoms zk? 3?,“{
I am to say without offense, is it not so:v

"Why, of course. I just don’t want yo,
to think I'm crying ‘wolf,’ that's all”

“But I do not think so; haye not,
And what I say, I do not state it as g
fact—please! A hypothesis, merely, gee
then—a tiring journey, a strange place
& climate which plays games on those
who are new to it. And on the firs
night, I fill your head full of strang
fears. I fill your mind with the terror
the mystery of this place, so that in
those drums you hear a present menace,
You conceive yourself surrounded by a
malign power. Do I overstate it?”

Lane felt a shiver run over him. “Well,
something lke that.”

“Ah! And then, as if that were not
enough, the excitement of the sudden
plan for your marriage. Oh, I have
managed badly, I see that now! Se
then—you cannot sleep. You sit in your
window, breathing in the strangeness of
our tropic night. You hear the drums
Ah, those drums, my dear fellow. Have
you ever studied the effect of rhythms
on the nerve centers? Now, is it not
possible that you fall into one of thase
curious waking dreams in which a series
of fantasies——?"”

Lane shook his head. At the moment
he was thinking of his promise to the
Armstrong girl with considerable irrita-
tion. He said, “No, sir, I'm certain. I~
well, I've got reasons,” he added in s
sort of desperation.

The doctor glanced at him sharply,
but to Lane’s relief he didn't ask what
the reasons were. He shrugged. “Very
well; I am convinced. For my skepti-
cism, I apologize.” To Lane, watching,
he seemed suddenly old and worn. He
sighed wearily. “I fear I have let wish
run away with judgment. I did not
want to believe.

“Ah, well, I must go into it, of course.
Simple enough—the black has no subtlety
—but at a time like this it must be
done with discretion. That is why I pre-
ferred not to seem to investigate. Fright-
en the black and he is capable of any-
thing . . . But we come to the plantings.

As he spoke they stepped through the
screening fringe of bamboo out into s
blazing field. The sun beat on row after
shimmering row of green. The doctors
face lighted with eagerness.

“One of my hobbies,” he was explain-
ing. “A tobacco without nicotine. %
far an experiment, but in time we hop
to produce in quantity.”

Lane answered vaguely. His attentio
had strayed to a gang of workers—Negn
women, for the most part, in bright
dresses that were soft color spots agains
the hard green. Bending, swinging fra
the hips, rhythmic clop and flick o
machetes.

“Amazing, eh?” The doctor was 3
changed man. “And yet simple. Yo
know the law of Mendel? No? Thend
brief explanation ...”

The sun blazed down. The machetés
flashed and fell, machinelike. And
these were the people who had run o
through the streets of Port-au-Prioc
torn President Guillaume Sam to bloods
shreds! Hard to make that pictot
Sunlight, lazy laughter. And yet ther
was something—the way their bt
black feet gripped the ground; the cwt-
less swing and recover—something pov
erful. A sense of soft, envelop¥
strength, as patient, as primitive, 85 $
age as the earth itself. w

Lane jerked his thoughts back 0
doctor, who was off on his hobby :’"n
face alight with eagerness, The oy
who held the strings, made o
pen. He was indicating the boss
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workers now, a little wizened old man
with the face of a malignant gray ape.

“you spoke last night of the rada—
the voodoo. That one is "Tiste Duval, a
papaloi. The high priest, you would say.
The cult has its organization, much on
the plan of your Christian churches.

eir Maitresse Ezilée—she is, of course,
identified with the Virgin Mar’s" old
puval himself wears & crucifix.

“The dickens! You mean upside
down? The Black Mass business?”

“No, no. Not at all. Rada, you know,
is & religion. It is not brujeria—black
magic—although that plays a part in it.”

“But is it true that they have sacri-
fiees? Human sacrifices?”

“The goat without horns?” The doc-
tor smiled. “Oh, the mystery of the
atonement, the scapegoat—that is fun-
damental in every primitive faith. Also
the eating of the flesh, the drinking of
the blood of the sacrifice. Oh, yes, the
human sacrifice exists with them. But
those are things we do not inquire into
too closely.”

Lane glanced uncomfortably at the
group tolling contentedly in the sun
glare. “I swear they look peaceable
enough,” he protested.

“Oh, peaceable, quite. Docile, placid.
And yet, the more one sees of the black,
the less one feels that one knows him.”

Dinner, that endless, unreal ceremony
in the candlelighted dusk, had been over
for hours. Now, the stars swung liquid
gold above the square of warm dark
over the patio. Lane lay back in a cane
chair, trying to realize that he had been
ten days on San Cristébal.

As the doctor had feared, the yacht
had brought back word that no priest
could be spared for nearly a month.
The doctor had shrugged resignedly, but
the crease between his eyes had deepened.

Lane had found. the waiting easier
than he had expected. There were rid-
ing and swimming. He was becoming
familiar with the island, too. The strange-
ness had worn off. Even the dark men-
ace over them was becoming something
vague, except at moments when the drums
thudded in the night. Time slipped un-
heeded over the shining curve of the sea.

Across from him the doctor’s cigaret
glowed for & moment, lighting the lean,
strong angle of his jaw. Somewhere in
the shadows Gale Armstrong (their al-
most immediate use of each other’s given
Dame had seemed to startle the doc-
tor) uncrossed her legs with a silken
swish and crossed them the other way.

The sound made Lane restless. He
zomi Uneasily and felt his shirt stick
o rbs. Why couldn’t the girl learn

keep still—like Amalia?
mms glance went to her gratefully, a

Very wraith in the starlight. She was
:mlns back in her chair and her hands

tre quiet in her lap. Made him feel
Wl}h Just to look at her.

e heat had shut down heavier today.

Hottest day since he had landed. And

that was ten da;
¥S ago.
belti;eedm his eyes and saw the days
et 0 s an endless snake, a slow
meaninen €, continuous, unhurried,
noﬂnmgnmess. Meaningless because he got
Sverarer to Amalia. She was poised,

d acsool—m'nd the days slid by.
ot oy n?‘ thing that troubled him. He
e Tl[l)ld back, hastily, over the in-
:,1 tmornlngs, when he went
2 by h Gale. Amalia seldom
siasmedta. I‘amore lunch. And then the
the er, perhaps, a decorous stroll
black Seaden with her two gigantic
by o always in the offing. And

hnmmge hadshe was tired.

e gy asked the doctor, tentatively,
he thought she was quite
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well. He had been humorously reas-
sured. Amalia was a Spanish girl, the
doctor reminded him, with the cojuetry,
the tradition of a lover held at arm’s
length that came with her blood and up-
bringing. The explanation had been
thoroughly satisfying at the time—not so
satisfying when he thought it over later.

He frowned. There was something
more than coquetry in her untouchable-
ness. He had thought of her as enclosed
in a dome of crystal. If he could only
shatter it once! But the days had slid by.

She stirred in her chair. He heard
the cool silver of her voice as she an-
swered some question of the doctor's:
“As you prefer, tio mio.” And there you
were. “Yes,” she said, and “No,” she
said, and sat poised, her flawless profile
serene, her lovely body molded to lines

as clean as flowing water.

Lane drew a quick, impatient breath.
This had gone on long enough. Tonight
was the night to find out where he
stood. By themselves in the warm, star-
lit garden—but she'd try to put him off,
of course; she always had before, and
got away with it. Well, this time it was

going to be a show-down.

His mouth tightened as he schooled
himself to lie quiet while the doctor's
voice purred out of the dark. Lord,

weren't those two ever going to bed?

Gale stirred at length, got to her feet
with a frank yawn. ‘“Sleepy! If you
don't mind, good night, everybody.” She
was gone. He heard her whistling as

she ran upstairs.

The doctor had risen at the same
time. *“And I have a little work to fin-
ish,” he told them smoothly. *“You will
not object, I am sure.” His step in the

hall; the click of his study door.

Then Lane was on his fecet, the night
sing.ng in his veins. He moved towards

Amalia.

Somehow, she seemed to melt away
from him. “I—Steve, dear, if you will

kiss me good night—a little tired.”

“Ah, wait! It's going to be cooler.

Just a little—please!”

She smiled, patted a not very convinc-*
ing yawn with slim fingers. “But it is
so late! And I am so sleepy, my dear.”*

“Ah. you've slept all day.” He caught
her hand. ‘“Aren’t we ever going to get

a chance to be alone?”

Her hand lay in his, cool, quiescent.
“But we shall be alone so much—af-
ter.” She laughed softly. “And all day
1 am working so hard, all the little
preparations. Oh, Steve, so much to do!”

Almost, he melted at that. She did
look tired. But—that crystal dome—
break it now or never. He took her
gently by the shoulders. “Please, dear.

Just for a minute or two.”

Something stirred in the shadowy hall
—the dim forms of her two black maids.
Always! Every time he tried to get her

alone!

He jerked his head irritably. “Listen,

send them away!"

“Ah, why?"'—silvery, a little amused.
“They speak no English, -and one does
not mind for the blacks.” She leaned
forward; her lips brushed his, cool and

soft. “Sece, my Steve, tomorrow.”

Something fluid about her, as though
she were melting out of his grasp.
All right, if he had to have this out
before her servants! His hands tight-
ened on her shoulders. “See here, dear,
vou've told me that pretty often. Now,

if you don't want to be with me——"

“My dear! You are absurd! And—

please, you hurt me a little.”

His fingers reluxed. “Ah, darling, if
you'd only tell me what troubles yow,”: «
“Nothing: it is nothing.” Her eye§

avoided his.
“Then why-—oh, no you don’t!”

He had had a flash of arning

merest flicker of her glancewt.ovvara:ttge
stairs—enough to forestall that quicl:
desperate twist. She stood there, sug
denly rigid, her breast heaving,

.

“Take your hands from
who choose.” mel Ltisy

“Not much; not till you—he n

Amalia had suddenly becorzé ?lm,
Wwoman under his hands, twisting, writy.
ing with a wiry, frantic strength tha;
startled him. “Quit it!” he
“qurlxet—quget, dear! Amalia!”

e spat out a Spanish phrase
didn’t understand it, but the mport -
unmistakable. The whole thing was s
breath-taking that he simply hung o
instinctively while she fought him.

“Choucoune! Ti Marie!”

He had a glimpse of the two maids
gliding out of the doorway, quick and
silent as a couple of black snakes. A hyt
anger exploded in him. All right; if tha
was the way ...

One of them had slipped around be-
hind him; a stiff, angry pride kept him
from turning his head. And then
Amalia was suddenly still, rigid, her
mouth round, eyes wide and staring,

“Non, Choucoune! Non—non, pas ¢a”

It was a long, shuddering gasp. There
was a sharp clatter behind him. His
head jerked around in spite of him.

One of the black girls was stooping
She caught up something, quickly, but
not so quickly that he missed the star-
glint on a knife blade.

Something cold whirled in his throat
He let his arms drop, limp. “All right;
all right!” It wasn’'t what he meant o
say, but his brain was sick with anger,
humiliation, relief. He put his hands
in his pockets to show how calm he was
They'd have done it, too! A knife!

Amalia was staring at him, wide-eyed
She swayed against him with a little i-
articulate sound, caught his coat. Fr
a moment he hesitated, hard, angy.
Then his arms closed around her.

A moment later he said, “Don't, dear!
Don't be so—so still!” And then, sud-
denly terrified and shaken, “Don’t! What
is it, dear? Oh, darling, it was my
fault. I was a fool!” That rigidiy.
the slow shudder of her breathing! P
Amalia to lose her poise, go to pleces liz
this! “Please say something, dear.

His hand found her chin, tilted ber
head back. She looked up at him, ey
burning with a steady flare. Like th
night at the opera.

“Please, let's get out where we ca
talk! Amalia!”

Down the hall a door opened. He fet
her stiffen against him as the N
voice came smooth from the dagkness:

“Ah, a lovely night! And you prepert
to walk in the garden?”

“Yes, tio mio.” He felt the taut quv
of her shoulders. But her voice ¥i
sweetly submissive. .

A quick, entirely unreasonable imp
tience surged up in him. The Wg
must have heard everything from
study—and now he was out here,
ing it over, managing, pulling strings

_“Amalis, my love” he Was sUi¢
“there is something you must show &
guest, t.hThe n:ght-bloomlns oereus.
know the spot?”

“Yes, tio mio.” A captive princess &
swering Cssar.

A hot stubbornness took hold of ?3;
The fixer, stenping in smoothly 8 &
right moment, He said abrupll /
think not tonight, thanks. Am““m it
little tired. I was just sugges pr
she'd better turn in. Tomoﬂ&:}"m
haps.” Now, why had he said dnt e
when she—but damn it, he di .
being managed! And she didn® gt

There was 2 moment when he

%
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himself being scrutinized from the
:;ldow where the doctor was half hid-
den. Then: “As you prefer, my dear
fellow!"—suave, courteous, vague. “In
that case, Amalia, my love, a moment

our time.”
ofs{m touched Lane’s hand, a soft, fugi-
tive pressure that somehow seemed to
link them together in a subtle league
against a common enemy. It left him
startled and curiously thrilled as she
moved towards the study, her head high
in proud submission. A door closed.
Then the sudden muffled clash of their
voices, instantly hushed.

He had started forward at the sound.
By God, if he was trying to coerce her
into anything! But he couldn’t butt in
on a family row. He shrugged his shoul-
ders and went up to bed.

It seemed to him as he undressed
that somehow tonight had definitely
broken the polished surface of his rela-
tions with the doctor. That was ab-
surd, of course, but the feeling persisted.
The truth was, he decided, he didn’t like
being managed—and he was beginning
to have an uncomfortable suspicion that
he had been managed from the moment
of his landing.

No—before he had landed. That let-
ter with its postscript. Doctor Perez, the
psychologist. He had known that post-
script would bring him.

He'd been managed, he could see that
now. Brought down here, got into a state
of mind where immediate marriage, with
the priest already on the ground, didn’t
seem so fantastic. And now the doctor
vas pushing it again. But why?

To get Amalia away, of course. But
that didn't seem quite so reasonable,
now. There were other ways of getting
8 girl, even Amalia, away from a place
besides marrying her off. He frowned,
considering his own possibilities as a
nephew-in-law. A little money, but no
great fortune. Family and social posi-
tion as good as anybody’s, but nothing
to shoot off fireworks about. Why?

He gave that up. Anyway, the doc-
tor wanted it; he wanted it; Amalia
vanted it. Or she said so, anyway. So
what was wrong with that? Well, noth-
ing—except that he didn't like being
m%nﬂsed.

e blew out the light and got into
bed One thing was certain, anyway.
There was a definite break over some-
thing between Amalia and her uncle.
Whether it was the marriage—well, he'd
ke her tomorrow and find out where he

A sweet mess of it he’d made
lonight. Those black maids of hers—
gzﬁrﬂ. he'd come pretty near being

That brought him up with a jerk. But
:o moment later his thoughts v'lent back
thelr disconnected wandering, and
Wh?mﬂy he fell into a half-doze from
¥hich he awoke suddenly with one of
rwad Sick starts that sometimes come
8 man sleeps uneasily in the heat.
ooy h the high, arched windows the
tng‘m‘m full on his face, fill-
> € room with an eerle white light.
tle atter at his watch. It was a lit-
his ey three. He lay back and shut
But he was oo th hly
oroug; awake now.
'mltll;ﬂ tthoughts crowded his mind. He
i'ul,ensth and went over to sit
mdow a8 he had that first
tame moon, a golden shield, flood-
for with light. A white night. A
8alyrs and bacchantes and
Mysteries done in the black shad-
EM twisted olive groves.

Tealizagd Suddenly that the drums
®0nped., And. their stopping left
hmﬂll& mtaut, vibrant with expecta-

curiously unstartled when

Eefes

i

FE
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his eye caught a gleam of white at the

far edge of the lawn. He nodded sagely.

t%mte right—probably a dryad or some-
ing.

A wry humor suggested that it was
probably a black boy from the cailles
waiting for one of the maids. But even
that couldn’t dispel the magic. A black
faun and a black dryad, then—why not,
on San Cristobal?

He tapped a cigaret on his thumb
nail, keeping his eyes on the white fig-
ure, clearer now as it came out of the
shadow. He found his matches, pushed
the box open with his thumb.

Then a cold hand closed on his throat.
The match box fell to the floor with a
little click that was as loud as an explo-
sion. For the white figure moving through
a sea of liquid silver was Amalia.

His fingers gripped the window ledge,
suddenly cold to his touch. The moon
was fingering her hair now, bright with
a cold light, glinting on the silver se-
quins of her dress. He was remember-
ing, idiotically, that he had tangled one
of those sequins in his sleeve button
tonight when he put his arms around
her. In a kind of sick daze he watched
the light, swaying walk he knew so well.

“Why shouldn’t she?” He heard him-
self whispering that. “Why shouldn’t
she walk if she wants to?” But the
words died in his mouth. She was com-
ing closer, moving languidly, and yet
with something in her walk, in the slow
swing of her body, that was flaming—
an invitation and a provocation. Once,
while he caught his breath, she flung out
her arms and whirled in a slow little
dance step, as though something in the
night was gripping her, compelling her.

Then she reached the colonnade. Lane,
entranced, saw her relax an instant
against one of the columns. He tried to
call out, but a stubborn angry unhappi-
ness held the words in his throat.

The moon was full on her now. It
showed her hair disheveled, her dress
torn off one white shoulder, her breast
rising and falling. Her head came up
slowly, her face white in the moonlight,
her eyes half closed, lips drawn back in
a queer look of animal exhaustion.

A little laugh floated up. Not Amalia's
cool, clear ripple: another laugh—lazy,
sensuous, golden.

White-hot sunlight, a Sunday stillness
over everything. Lane stared -into the
mirror as he brushed his hair, startled at
the brown, unlined face that stared back
at him. He had half expected it to be
haggard—old.

There was no one in the dining room
when he came down. The doctor had
evidently breakfasted; his place had been
cleared away. Lane was glad of that.
He didn't want to face him yet. He
drank a little coffee, threw his napkin
down and wandered into the hall.

The sun beyond the door was a white
blaze that hurt his eyes. He heard the
doctor moving behind the closed door
of his study. He wondered what would
happen if he should open that door and
say, “Your niece was out until three last
night. What about it?” Well, he wasn’t
going to. This was going to be between
Amalia and himself. There’d been a lot
too much Doctor Perez and a lot too
little Amalia about everything so far.

Queer—if it had been Gale, he
wouldn't have given it a second thought.
But—Amalia! And her laugh, and that
dress torn—

He wandered into the library, picked
a book at random and threw himself
into a leather chair. Somewhere in the
back of his mind, coiling like a black,
sluggish snake, was & thing he didn't
want to think about.

The book was titled “St
lescent Psychology.” Heudir?adm {}go"
Pages before he realized he didn't ha::
the faintest idea what it was about,

8he couldn’t have been going to meet
anybody, he was thinking. He and the
doctor and Ramon, the Dominican were
thgl Oniy “ihitie hsl:)len' the only white .

owly, loa mely, the b ke
mths mind uncolled? lack suake

e was on his feet, sweating.
for no reason at all, he wastmg Th";‘g
Gale. Gale, face to the wind, head up
short hair fluttering. Those meaning-
less, exasperating wise-cracks that sud-
de'In‘gr m:ant 80 much. Gale!

e study door opened as he
through the hall. The doctor app::rTﬁ
in riding clothes. “Ah, good morning,
my dear boy. You were looking for me?”

Incredible that the man didn't read
his mind, that he didn’t slash him across
the face with the riding crop in his
hand. Lane heard himself saying some-
thing about looking for Gale and mar-
veled that his voice was steady.

“Miss Armstrong? You will find her,
I think, in the breakfast room. You
will swim this morning? Delightful! 1
wish I might, but—affairs of the plan-
tation.” The doctor glanced down rue-
fully at his riding clothes. “I shall be
away all the morning.”

Lane sald something about wishing he
could come. The doctor bowed. Then
he was gone, and Lane was hurrying
down the long hall.

Gale looked up, her spoon poised above
an avocado. “Hello! What’s the mat-
ter? You look kind of shot.”

“Nothing. Guess I didn't sleep very
well.” He laughed nervously. “Say, let’s
go swimming.” He hadn’t thought of
that until the doctor suggested it, but
now it was a sudden craving.

“It’s pretty early,” she said. “Besides.
the doctor may want me. A secretary’s
supposed to do some work, you know.”

“He's going to be away all morning,”
he urged. “He told me so0.”

“But if we waited till later, maybe
Amalia’d come, too.”

Amalia! He had an insane desire to
laugh. But he only said, “She never
does. Oh, for cat’s sake, come on!”

She got to her feet. “All right.
Heaven knows what'll happen to me s0
soon after breakfast, though. If I get
a cramp you'll have to tow me in."

“Ill tow you. Come on, let’s get
go! .n

He changed into his bathing suit with
nervous haste and was ready before she
came down, striding about the patio in
beach robe and sandals, seething with
impatience. Suddenly he stopped short,
startled at the realization that he had
stopped thinking about Amalia. It jolted
him to discover that she could be out of
his mind for a moment this morning

Then Gale appeared, brown g
straight and slim below her short beach
robe. They crossed the lawn and struck
off down the narrow path. He Wwss
feeling a queer exhilaration now, 85
though a physical weight had been lifted
from his shoulders. He thought, “I'e
been a fool. There’s some perfectly
simple explanation; all I've got to0 d‘t’
is ask her. And if there isn't—" BU
he couldn't think about that any mO“’-

He watched Gale step out ahead °‘
him, quick, clean-cut. The best hourt:
the day. At least it would be the bﬁd-
he amended hastily, if Amalia WOl
only come. He pictured her, 8 g‘g
white arrow, cutting through the &
or rising, a silvery sea goddess, out °ex_
green wave. Sure there was some
planation. He'd been a fool. the

They came through the last °fpped
scrub palm and twisted, wind-whi



Hearst's International-Cosmopolitan for March, 1933 127

mangoes. Together they broke into a
run, raced out onto the shining sand. A
salt wind snapped the ends of Gale's
green silk robe. She looked good! It
came to him all at once, he didn’t know
why. Short hair fluttering—brown and
hard and good/

“What're you staring at?”” She dropped
the robe, kicked off her slippers. “Come
on!” She held out & hand, small, mus-
cular. They went in together, bracing
each other with gasps and yells ggainst
the glass-green surges.

There was & stiff wind this morning
and the ridged, towering seas roared up
to topple and crash in a glitter of fly-
ing spray. He battled them with a joy-
ous relief at having something physical
to fight instead of restless half thoughts,
until, tired at length, they hauled out
through the backwash to lie gasping on
the warm, damp sand.

Head pillowed on his arms, Lane
stared at the piled clouds above the hori-
2n. He'd have to ask Amalia, of course;
couldn’t just let a thing like that go.
But it wasn't going to be easy. With
anybody else—Gale, for instance—he’'d
just ask, and she’d tell him. But these

Spanish—

That startled him. He realized for
the first time that he was considering
Amalia as something—different. Differ-
ent from himself, from Gale. Well, she
was different, of course, but it was her
poise, not because she was Spanish.
She was just like any other girl under-
neath. Maybe she’d talk to another girl.

At that moment Gale raised her eyes.
He plunged.

“Look here, I want to ask you some-
thing! It's about Amalia. I wonder—
oh, I know it sounds crazy, but—well, I
wonder if you could tell me how she feels
about me” Lord, it did sound crazy.

“You want—say, that’s a funny thing
to‘ask me. Why not ask her?” -

‘Oh, sure—think I'm crazy. But there’s
Something about this whole business——
You know, I never see her alone. How
would you feel about a man who had
to—well, make love to you—through your

uncle?”

“He swings a m .
Gale observed. ean line, anyhow,
“Huh? Oh, sure; be f

don" blame you.n mmy abOllt lt. I

Tt's “qunndy. ttnllknrlght," she assured

0 ou don’ ow how fi . But
Seriously, what makes you t.hlllnnl? ythere's
anything—unusyal ?”

He bit his lp unhappily. “Well, first
Place I never see anything of her. Then,
it Ve you ever noticed—I can'’t describe

exactly—it's like a feeling of strain,

“zgn her and her uncle?”
him ’tlen young fella,” she reminded
o ’tm hot a guest here; I work here.
on th flll)tomebo dig up the dirt
strain,examuy' But since you mention

o 'v“ say the house reeks of it.”

Ve ;l € seen it, then? You know,
v ondered if he could be forcing—

» B0t forcing, exactly, but kind of
‘h.':’l ~ up :ﬁr mind for her. About
Us an olq Spanish custom,”

.’ she
gf:ed tllKlppanuy. “Still, I don’t see—"
into g ﬁ off and her brows drew down
looked ttle“ thoughtful crease, She
help yo\lp- Honestly, I'd be glad to
8004, U, but gas;ftrald I'm not much
me” 't exactly confide in
fnﬂk.Shf (;g:gee;l. u’l'tllen, ;l‘fiou:;i been

co you
mm;mem queer. You won't

?“,‘,‘:ntwtgyk sure. Of course, Gale.”
yo'l}y and Amgyp oo e boat. When

(Tiry
had He checked, startled. He
Daturally supposed she would. Of
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course the doctor would want to get her
away to safety. too.

She misread his surprise. “Oh, of
course it's queer. Nobody wants an extra
girl on his honeymoon. Amalia'll hate
it; any girl would and she doesn’t like
me, anyhow. The idea of my being a
companion for her hasn't been so good.
And neither,” she added, “has being the
doctor's secretary.”

He seized on that as a stupid dodging

of the point. “Why? What do you mean?” .

“Too darn personal. that’s all. Oh,
look here, I don’t want to go into all
this with you. Forget it!”

Lane said, “Forget it, nothing. You
mean he's been annoying you?”

She jerked a slim shoulder. “Oh, be
twentieth century. Do you suppose any
girl was ever annoyed by having a man
make love to her? Oh, don't look so
startled. Men have made love to me,
even if you don’t see why.”

Lane’s mouth tightened. <“Anyhow,
he might have the decency—"

“Oh, he’s been decent enough. It
isn't what you seem to imply. He wants
to marry me. This seems to be a day
of curious confidences, doesn’t it?”

“The hell!” Lane’s righteous indigna-
tion collapsed.

“Yes, and people have wanted to marry
me, too. Odd taste, isn’t it? But seri-
ously, I've got to get away. And I
can’t. I've been trying to for over a
month now.”

“Why not? You mean he's been keep-
ing you here? Against your will?”

“Oh, nothing as melodramatic as that.
It's just that every time I'm ready to go
something happens, that’s all. And I've
got the jitters.”

“How do you mean, something hap-
pens?”

“Well, once I was all set, but my trunk
didn't get down in time, and the yacht
went off without me. Had to catch the
tide, the doctor said. Next time I was
going, trunk or no trunk. And that time
I overslept.”

Lane said judicially, “But you can't
blame him for that.”

“N-0-0. But I woke up four hours
after my usual time with a splitting
headache and the boat gone. He was
awfully sorry, but he hadn't wanted to
be discourteous enough to wake me.
Sounds all right, but my coffee tasted
funny the night before. And I never
oversleep and I never have headaches.”

“Huh?” Lane sat bolt upright. “You
mean he drugged you?”

“Oh, it sounds like something out of
the movies, I know. And he was deso-
lated and promised to make a special
trip for me when the yacht came back.
That was the time they went for you
and poor Father Anselmo—when I
missed it, I mean. But the next morn-
ing it rushed off early again to see about
getting another priest. I came in all
primed to speak my mind about that and
found the doctor sitting with his head
in his hands. Father Anselmo was his
oldest friend. I couldn’t say anything.”

Lane was staring. The thing was
fantastic. “It couldn't have been just
a series of coincidences?” he suggested
weakly.

She frowned. .“I don’t know. Oh, an-
other thing! I reminded him a week ago
about the special trip. Well, he was deso-
lated again, but the yacht was laid up
for repairs.” She hesitated, looked up at
him, her green eyes hard with certainty.
“I asked Lunch McLaren, the engineer—
he’s an American darky, you know—and
Lunch said there wasn’t a darn thing
wrong. Well, I oughtn’t to kick, I guess.
I was asking for it when 1 came down
the way I did.”

“What do you mean?”

1933

“Asking for it—just that"
of hard recklessnes!s creptai';,to l'?el;- g’ge
“I've told you this much; yoy migmne'
well know the rest. I meant to ma o
gll:lns;edl-{: didn't kiow it, but 1 gig. ]

every way I knew. ’
I'm running out on it c% And now
ane felt an entirel
wave of anger. “Don't galm:s:n?olgﬁ
A man old enough to be your father”

“Bunk! Not over forty-five—that isn't
old. And he's got more brains than any
five men I know. Let me tell you, young.
fella-me-lad, Doctor Perez is somebody
down here. And money——"

“Somebody ought to lick som
into you. Maybe you think it's %uiﬁ"fﬁ
talk that gold-digger stuff.”

“Cute!” There was a we scorn |
her tone. “Listen, little ric?xryboy!mrm
the daughter of a poor school-teacher in
a little town, brought up on nice moral
cracks about the joys of being poor—
how it builds character, all the hooey
that people kid themselves with when
they haven't anything else. I've been
hungry—and I mean hungry! And cold.
Oh, I'm not pitying myself. I've done
that, too, and got it over with. But
want to know just for once how it feels
to have nice things, be somebody. And
I don't care how any more—wedding
bells or a love nest.”

“Shut up!” Lane was standing over
her, his eyes burning. “Why don't you
marry him, then?” he challenged.

She was on her feet, too. “Because—
it’'s none of your damn business! Well,
I'll tell you why, then. It's because I'm
afraid of him. He—he gets what he
wants, makes you like it. I can't stand
it, having him know what I think—
everything! He gives me the creeps.
And I'm scared and—and you're Amer-
ican, and I thought maybe you'd help
me.” Suddenly, her head went down
into her hands.

“Gale—good Lord, don’t do that. Gale!”

“S-shut up! Let me alo-0-ne!"—
shaky words, muffled.

“Gale!” If he could have got his
hands on the doctor in that second he
would have broken his neck. He patted
her shoulder clumsily, slid an impulsive,
friendly arm about her.

With a swift wrench she flung it off.
“Don't touch me!”

For an instant he stared, while the
blood rushed up to the roots of his hair.
Then his mouth hardened. “If you can't
tell the difference between friendliness
wd-__"

“Oh!” Her face was stricken with
dismay. “Please—oh, it wasn't that.]
swear. It's—it’s the doctor! He'll see.

“He’ll what?” Lane glanced about
him swiftly. There was no one.

“He will. He's watching us. He does
it every day. Field glasses—wait. donl
look—field glasses from the tower.

“Field—— Gale, you're crazy!” .

“Don’t look round, I tell you!” In-
stinctively she lowered her voice. “Listel
—every day when we've been down here.
T've seen the sun flash on them. I didnt
know till yesterday when I saw the dust
on his sleeves at lunczz—f‘rom ul)eﬂs:’fngn ‘;“
the parapet. I wasn't going v
thing, but when you did that— You
know what he'd think!”

Lane drew a quick breath. ‘I kno¥
what I think. I tell him—-—'-

“No! Oh, please, no! Don't you 5
what a position it would put me 7
Having told you and everything’ od
don't say a word, just let me get
this place. Please! Listen, I won' p
anything for you and Amalia. Il g
my suitcase aboard somehow. Lun o
help—and Il stay in my cabin. "0
won't even see me—I swear you wood
Dleaze!”
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“Oh, for God’s sake, of course you're
coming. Don’t worry about that any more.
Here’s a handkerchief; fix up your eyes
and come on back to the house.”

Slim heels moving ahead of him on
the narrow path. And the doctor, damn
him, if he ever got the chance to tell him,
spying on that girl, trying to force
her. Lane’s shoulders tightened. For
some reason the idea of her marrying
him made him hot all over. That

l—

He stopped short, almost stepping on
Gale’s heels as she stared down at
something at the side of the path.

He moved up and looked over her
shoulder. It seemed to be nothing but
a coconut shell, bottom up, with five lit-
tle pegs driven into the ground at care-
ful intervals around the rim. “Huh?
What's that?”

“A ouanga. At least, I think so.”

“Wonga?” .

“O-u-a-n-g-a—a sort of bad-luck
charm. If you've got a hate on somebody
you have the papaloi cook up a ouanga
and put it where he’ll pass. He promptly
shrivels up and dies or something.”

“Sweet idea.” He bent over it curi-
ously. “What’s in it?”

“Oh, rags and goat hair, dried eels’
gizzards or something. This is only the
second I've seen, but the—the doctor
says you often find them around the
cailles.”

“Wonder whom this is for.” He reached
8 curious hand towards it.

“Don’t do that!"” she said sharply.

“Why not? Superstitious?”

“Don’t be a fool. But these people do
belleve in it. Let it alone and come on.”

“Wait & second. Il put it back.
They'l never know the difference.” He
stooped to it again.

8She said, “I wish you wouldn’t. Hon-
estly, it's better to leave things like that
alone down here.”

“'Z affaires négres, pas ’z affaires
blancs, huh? Well, I've got my fingers
crossed.” She made a half movement
to stop him as he lifted the shell, then
stood back, :

“Well, I hope you're satisfied.”

They were staring down at a collec-
tlon of little sticks, arranged roughly in
3 five-pointed star. Or—not sticks. Very
much undersized bananas, maybe. Or

“Put it back!” He felt a little shiver
80 over her where her bare shoulder
touched his arm. “Put it back and
come on/”

“Walt a second, can’t you?” He stirred
the little heap curiously. “It's just—"

The words caught in his throat. His

lurched against his ribs. In that
Second he knew—not sticks, not bananas
Or yams. He knew! Fingers—and along
one of them ran g whitish scar!
uo'll;l}'e're was a little sound from QGale.
she sald. “Oh!” Her eyes were
msﬂmed vm;nd one hand, outfiung, caught

The soles of his straw sandals crawled
‘mnsto'hls feet. That scar—Father

“Put it back!" “
YOU to Jet it glones o> O T told

e stooped. With numb, meticulous
“’el:: replaced the shell exactly as it
b ;iiml:: rubbed his hands together,
Were '.'leansln;y tg:::.ure % though he
hav?e“ have to tell the doctor, Well
his m‘°~ € words came out of
thing oustt; but they didn’t mean any-
action, «oiehOW, he got his feet into

Come on; let’s get out of here!”

'll)’eh: secret of Amalia’s strange
avior i's revealed in Clements
Pley’s Next Installment
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Beneath which, on a

mystery isle, there
is evoked the terrible
black laughter mno

man understands by CLEMENTS RIPLEY
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" Amalia’s face was a mask, set, horrible—the face of the high priestess at the blood-rite.

In the First Installment:

E was apprehensive as he journeyed to

T15t0 :.trl r:s;npaolrilse 2(1)] ai:n 11nv1ta.t;ion from Doctor

~ul a, at lovely blond Spaniard

mm he had fallen in love in New York. Skim-

ver the water in Perez’ yacht, he pondered on the

her 1 amazing note, which had ended: “If you love
) ot g;seech you, for God Almighty’s sake, come!”

but i eas behind that urgent plea he could not guess,

Georgia encc)unter with Lunch, the yellow boy from

uneés iillgmeer on the yacht, had in no way lessened

in that g1 €ss. For Lunch hinted at something amiss
he opical paradise for which they were bound.

ten to &;’:f;mg of Lane’s arrival the doctor made him

trouble agy hrobbing of the rada drums: that meant

gested that?ng' the blacks, he explained, and he sug-

agreed to | his guest marry Amalia at once. Lane

et Father Anselmo marry them. But next

morning he learned that the kind old priest with the
scarred thumbs—souvenirs of his torture by Amazon
savages—had died during the night.

Ten days went by quietly, and then one night Steve
took Amalia in his arms, only to have one of her black
attendants leap toward him with upraised knife; and
later, just before dawn, he saw the girl in the garden,
disheveled, her dress torn. Lane spoke of his perplexity
to Perez' secretary, Gale Armstrong, an American girl.
In return, she told him of her fear of the doctor. And
then they found a bad-luck charm, made of five fingers
—and on one of them they saw a whitish scar!

——a TP ——

ANE WALKED the path to the house. He climbed
the stairs. He watched his hands take off his

bathing suit, hang it on the edge of the tub, but-
ton buttons, tie shoes. It wasn’t until he was brushing

his hair that the familiar routine brought back his
59




thoughts to a semblance of order.
He’'d have to tell the doctor right
away, of course. This was a thing that
affected all of them. No time for

quarrels or strained relations now.

They had to stick together. “.Couldn’t I serve b e better
Gale passed his door while he was with my hands untied?” asked

still struggling with his tie. He hur- Lane. Amalia smiled pityingly.

ried with some vague idea of get- “My poor Steve! Do you

ting there before she could be alone think 1t is so easy to fool me?”

with the man. But that was non-
sense; they had to stick together.

Neither of them was in the patio
when he finally came down. He hur-
ried through the library, the dining
room, knocked at the study door. No
answer. He thought they might have
gone down to look at the ouanga, but
when he went down the path to a
point where he could see the place,
there was nobody.

He hesitated. Try the tower? Gale
had seen him there this morning. But
to go out there now would be an ad-
mission that he knew the man had
been spying on them. He had to keep
away from that—carefully.

Amalia wasn’'t down yet, evidently.
He was glad of that. He wanted to
get this business of Father Anselmo’s
fingers off his mind before he talked
to her. If he could only find Gale or
the doctor.

As a matter of fact, it was nearly
lunch time before he heard a quick
step in the hall and started up to see
the doctor, still in riding -clothes,
in the doorway.

[}

I HAVE SEEN Miss Arm-
strong,” the doctor announced with-
out preamble. “She has told me of
the ouanga. A horrible business, that.
She is—ah—ill, by the way. I have
thought best to send her up to her
room.”

“Sick?” Lane stared at him fever-
ishly. “You mean she’s—sick? Why,
she can’t be. I was swimming with
her not two hours ago.”

Doctor Perez inclined his head. He
switched the polished instep of his
riding boot. “I much regret—oh, nothing to
about, but the swimming so soon after bre
perhaps, a trifle ill-advised. Plus the sho
the ouanga. She was in a condition borderi
teria. Nothing serious, but she must have ¢
lute quiet.” !

“But—Gale? Hysteria? She certainly didn'

“The eye of the medical man often recogr
toms that are concealed from the layman, m
low.” The doctor’s tone held a hint of impa
switched back to the ouanga abruptly. *
you are certain you recognized the good f
—fingers?” il

“Absolutely, there was that scar. But wl
mean?” ‘

The harassed lines of the doctor’s face
deepen. “Mean? God knows! The Haitiz
ouanga for love, hate, anything. But the fi
was my friend.” |

“I know; it’s horrible. But what are we g¢

“What can we do? It was, of course, old '}
the papaloi. But any attempt to prove, op
at this time—" e ——— - —here -

“Oh, I don't mean that!” Lane protested. “But it either i ‘ g g damnéd
ls{t,rlkeshme we'vef pllayet(’i with fire long enough. Oh, I otTensi\yeo.}E misunderstood me, or youre beint
now how you feel about leaving San Cristobal, but There was a taut instant. Suddenly the doctors
after a thing like this—" ) rigidity seemed to melt out of him. “M{r dear boy! !

But why, my dear fellow? Why? This—this horror did misunderstand: it was unpardonable! It—it is 1%
g(l)xanges the situation in no way. One realizes, it is to know what to say. Please—my deepest apologies

et g B,

S S




He put out his hand impulsivel
sogneth'i’?g to a man under strain,ywill you not?
mes;e'k he went on before Lane could interrupt.
of thea e a little more clear my position. This matter
oo ouangq—a horror, of course—but it indicates
g. Nothing, I assure you. I can show you a dozen

“You will forgive

“Let

rf:; ttlllle cailles. If you had found it in the house now
M, fat would be different. Then it would have been
the b, OF One of us. But this—some jealousy among
fvl;lacks, some quarrel.”
“N:tliﬁ:“_t using Father Anselmo’s fingers——"
o tg. no significance whatever. Oh, naturally, a
st t,i mutilation. But a portion of the body of a
pred, m: , the fingers with which he blesses—that is
ong b Ig ¢. But it means nothing more. Now, please!
by o read the signs—and I assure you, my dear
» W1at nothing immediate will happen.

T

er. HERE IS unrest, yes. Some dan-

%m;tbut nothing to make us pack and run. So you will
“Well ,fny experience, will you not?”

of course 2 bit grudgingly, “you do know your blacks,
The doctor”

f°r8ei i?ﬁ:'pssehand dropped on his shoulder. “You will

sensible mey, ehgf}d we shall go in to luncheon like two

er
All thezg': 8 warmth in his smile that was irresistible.
» s Lane sat down and unfolded his napkin,

he couldn't help feeling that he had been trapped.
Neatly, pleasantly, but—trapped. However, it was done
now; he couldn’t very well reopen the subject of leaving
without reopening the breach that had so nearly come
between them. They had to stick together, that was all
there was to it.

As the meal progressed he was finding it harder and
harder to believe that this was the man who was keep-
ing Gale here by methods that were, to say the least,
questionable; the man who had been spying on them
tfrom the tower. Somehow, none of it seemed to fit in
with the agreeable, capable gentleman opposite him.
He wondered if Gale could be mistaken.

He decided to lay a little trap of his own.

“I was just thinking,” he suggested casually; “you
know, we all wander around a good deal. I was wonder-
ing if it was safe. I mean, Gale and I go swimming
down there.”

He waited. Now, if the man took the opportunity to
discourage their going ... He watched the amber
fingers playing with a cigaret.

The doctor was frowning a little. *“Safe?” A queer,
mirthless laugh. “No, it is not safe. But what would
you? One cannot remain cooped up in the heat. And
frankly, you are in no more danger there than here.
See, If a chance were all they wanted—one slash of a
machete in a dark hallway—but I become dramatic;
there is no danger of that. No, what we must reckon
with is a—a stampede, you (Continued on page 9%)1
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would say. Unplanned, unreasoning-—
and of that it should be simple to detect
the signs in advance. My dear boy,
swim as you please, you and Miss Arm-
strong. By the by,” he added, as they
got up from the table, “may I ask you
to be quiet on her account as you go
upstairs? I have taken certain precau-
tions against her being disturbed. Abso-
lute quiet is indicated—absolute.”

Well, the trap had been sprung, empty.
No hesitation; not a hint of jealousy.
Lane wondered. Girls did get fool ideas
sometimes, imagined things. He wished
he could talk it over with Gale. It
might help clear things up.

If her door should be open and she
should be awake, it certainly wouldn’t
do any harm just to ask how she was.
But her door was shut. Further, there
was a big black in front of it.

Lane stared. So this was the “certain
precaution.” He wondered for an in-
stant if it was specifically on his ac-
count. Oh, probably not; Jjust the
doctor’s way of doing things. .

Well, that ended the chance of seeing
Gale. He debated an impulse to knock
at Amalia’s door and have it out with
her about last night. But somehow he
wasn't in the mood for that.

He threw himself on his bed, read for
a little, slept a little. Later, as he dozed,
it seemed to him that he heard voices
from the other wing—the doctor’s with
the snap and crackle of expostulation,
Amalia’s smooth, but raised above her
usual tone.

It was a little before the dinner hour
when the doctor came in. His face was
worn, tired, but his tone was as smooth
as ever. “You have managed to amuse
yourself, my dear fellow? My niece—"

Lane said, “Well, as a matter of fact,
I haven't seen her. She hasn't been
downstairs all day. But I've managed.”

“So? But you have inquired, perhaps?”

“I couldn’t. I can’t talk to these serv-
ants, you know.”

“Ah, I forget! And so you have been
left without companionship. I must
apologize. But perhaps it would be well
for me to inquire.”

He bowed abruptly and stepped into
the hall. When he came back, the har-
assed look about his eyes had deepened.

“My niece,” he announced briefly, “will '

join us. She has been a little—indisposed.
Oh, nothing serious. I thought it would
be better for her to appear at dinner. I
think she spends too much time shut
up in her room.”

Lane said, “I'm glad she’s coming.”
Actually, he was startled to realize that
he didn't much care. But something
was going on here, something edged with
strain. The hot air quivered with it.

He was aware that the doctor was
speaking. “A little mental diversion—
but come! I was about to have a glass
of aguardiente. You will join me?”

Lane watched the thin fingers close on
the neck of the decanter, pour precisely.
“Your very good health, sir!” They
drank; then the doctor set his glass
down with a little click.

“Miss Armstrong, you will be glad to
learn, is better. A matter of two or three
days only, I think. But she must have
complete quiet. No visitors.” He shot
the younger man a keen glance,

“1 saw your watchdog by her door.
You're not taking any chances!”

“Oh"—the doctor shrugged—*one gives
orders, but it is necessary to see that they
are carried out. I wish sometimes,” he
added thoughtfully, “that I knew Chris-
tophe's secret in handling the blacks.
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Yoodoo Moon by Clements Ripley continuea srom age o1y

The Haitian emperor, you remember?
To test the loyalty of a courtier, he
ordered the man to leap from the battle-
ments. The man jumped, unhesitatingly,
and by a miracle was not killed. He
crawled back to Christophe, broken and
bleeding. ‘Jump!’ said the emperor
again. This time, I understand, the ex-
periment was successful. Christophe
understood the handling of his men.”

Something about the speech irritated
Lane. Without knowing why, he sensed
a vague threat in it. He rose to it.
“Christophe,” he remarked artlessly,
“was eventually murdered by his loyal
subjects, wasn't he?”

“Oh, yes.” The doctor nodded idly.
“But in the meantime, how he must have
lived life to the full! There is a very
compelling joy, I assure you, in power.
But my niece descends!”

Tmzwnsasteplnthehall.

She came in, her head high, her face
the face on a silver coin. Lane stared.
She was the same—no coarsening of her
loveliness. It seemed incredible. Last
night must have been an insane dream.
She had stopped just inside the door-
way. “I am here, my uncle!”—low, clear.
But her eyes were the eyes of a sleep-

walker.

“You honor us, my love!” The doctor
was drawing out her chair.

She moved across, thanked him in a
set phrase.

Lane breathed again. For a moment
he had had some wild idea that she
might be drugged, or hypnotized. He
saw now that it was something else—
some deep, tangled clash of wills. She
had refused to come down, he supposed,
and the doctor had won the first round
by forcing her. She was showing him
now that she was still unconquered.

The candle flames stood straight—
pools of amber on the polished table-
top. And the struggle went on. Amalia
was & Dresden shepherdess, eyes serene,
meking the expected answers to banal
remarks with a terrible, soft docility.
The doctor’'s thin face, molded, con-
trolled. Only his hands played continu-
ally with the silver at his plate. Low
voices.

To Lane the room rang with the clash
of steel. Their two wills were blades,
slithering, snarling in an atmosphere as
tense as an electric spark. He wanted
to leap to his feet, smash something,
yell. And he went on putting food into
his mouth, sipping wine, meeting the
doctor’s remarks with polite smiles.

He had reached a point now where
his mind rejected speculation. Doctor
Perez might be a flend or a whimsical,
kindly gentleman devoted to his niece's
happiness. Amalia might be as virginal
as a nun, or she might have a dozen
black lovers. He didn’t care.

The doctor was pushing back his chair.
Amalia was on her feet. An interchange
of courtesies. Then he was gone.

Four candle flames, dead still in the
dead air. The drugged sweetness of the
night, pressing in through the long, open
windows. It had come; for his self-
respect he had to go through with it.

He glanced at her, elbows on the table,
firm, slender chin on her hands. She
had dropped the Dresden mask now—all
cool loveliness with the candlelight soft
in her hair. He braced himself.

“Amalia, we've got to have a talk.
Straighten things out.”

;Butﬂwhat is it, my dear?”

e fingered his wineglass unha .
“Look here. You don't want to ngpmin

me. Now, wait! You haven't said s,
but you've shown it pretty clearly.”

“But—my Stevel I was foolish, I
know, last night.”

“It isn’t that. But you don't want to
be with me. You're only here now be-
cause your uncle made you come down
He’s forcing you—I can see it. And you
act as if you were handcuffed or some-
thing.”

She admitted that with a little laugh
She put her hand over his. “But—oh,
my uncle and I, we have these troubles
sometimes. Always I must do his way.
But you, my Steve, is it not that I fought
against you when you would take me in
your arms? But I would not do it now."
She leaned nearer, her eyes inviting him.

A pleasant languor weighed him down.
He stared at her hand, white against the
brown of his wrist. The touch of it was
stirring him, shaking him. He knew it
—was mildly amused. And yet that
didn’t keep his heart from pounding.

Two parts of him, now. One that
wanted her in his arms, the soft loveli-
ness of her body against him, the touch
of her mouth. And the other—cod,
humorous—sitting back watching. Cyn-
ically admitting the terrible power of
the flesh, knowing it was only the flesh

The candle flames were yellow spear
points, unmoving. Green dark beyond
the windows. And he sat watching her
hand fondle his, softly, torturingly. And
the craving to crush her in his arms was
a keen, delicious ache.

“Steve”—a breath. The shadows at the
far end of the room were closing in.

He straightened. “Yes, and that's all
right, dear. But I've got to ask you
something. Where did you go last night
—until three in the morning?”

She didn’t move. She didn't breathe.

“I saw you come in,” he said. “Your
dress was all torn, too.”

“Ah! And you thought—?" Her
voice was suddenly cold as stone. And
fa.rhback in her eyes that flare of yellow
light . ..

He fumbled unhappily. “You were to
tired to walk with me.”

Her eyes were agates. ‘‘Sometimes, my
Steve, you are too absurd.”

Sn: was making him feel ab
surd, too. But he clung to it. “Yes, but
that doesn’t explain where you were. I
wouldn’t be asking,” he added, “if there
weren't—other things.”

“Ah! And shall I explain all my com-
ings and goings to you?” Her eyes nar
rowed thoughtfully an instant.
yet—why not? Yes, I think I shall tel
you and make you ashamed. Perhaps ft
would be amusing. But not here” s
added quickly, with a glance at the doo.
“Here it might be that my uncle—or yow
Gale tnat swims with you so pleasantly
—might listen. Wait. I will get o/
mantilla.” She stilled his protest withs
gesture and moved to the door.

He heard her feet on the stairs, in i
upper hall. He finished the wine in his
glass, ate a couple of walnuts, smoked 3
cigaret. Presently he went out into
hall, called “Amalia!” softly. L
louder. No answer. He went upstals

A bracket lamp in the upper
burned with a yellow flame. Be pi e
a door with a crack of light under it o
rapped. The nofse was a thin “med
the heavy stillness. His mouth harden
He laid his hand on the latch. e

The touch of it gave him paﬂ%‘m
doctor had rigid ideas about thlng;md
this. Then an angry stiffening his
up in him. He had had enough of
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sort of thing. He threw the door open.

He had braced himself for an indig-
nant protest, but the room was empty.
Puzzled, he glanced around him. It was
Amalia’s room, all right—there was her
mantilla over the back of a chair. A
narrow bed, spotlessly white, a couple of
straight chairs, a dressing table with
heavy silver brush and comb and mirror.
That was all the furniture. No pictures
or decorations on the white walls.

The light came from two candles in a
little shrine at the far end of the room.
He thought suddenly of Amalia on her
knees, the candlelight golden in her hair.
He moved nearer, caught by some im-
pulse. The Christ . . . Other things,
too—a great silver cup, an egg, a queer,
conical black stone. And a curious, wavy
black thing that looked like a snake.
Odd things to have on an altar.

Subdued, troubled, he let himself out
and closed the door behind him care-
fully. The drums were thudding again.
He wanted to get outside into the star-
light. Maybe Amalia had come down the
other way and would be waiting in the
patio. He called softly as he came out.

Under the shadow of the colonnade, a
darker shadow stirred. He walked to-
wards fit—carefully. “Anybody there?”

A thin whisper out of the gloom:
“Mist’ Lane, suh!”

He stopped short. Lunch! But he had
lost the power to be very much surprised
by anything tonight. He said, “What're
you doing here? Want to see the doctor?”

“Easy, suh—easy/!/"—a taut, agonized
appeal. “Listen, I got to see you, suh.
Please, suh, walk down to ’at bush with
all them white flowers. Walk like you
wasn't going nowheres special. Please!”

There was a desperate urgency in the .

tone. Casually, his heart beating more
quickly, Lane strolled down the path.
Maybe Lunch knew something.

The bush with white blossoms gleamed
through the dark ahead. Then a faint
rustle, a whisper: “Mist’ Lane, I been
tryin’ to see you fo’ two days now. Does
the doctor catch me hangin’ round the
house, he gonna kill me.” The voice shook.

Lane glanced over his shoulder invol-
untarily, but he said, “Don’t be a fool,
Lunch. The doctor doesn't kill people.”

“He kil me awright!” Lunch was
shakily positive. “Not white-folks may-
be, but he kill a black boy jes' like you'd
swat a fly.”

Lane felt an uncomfortable crawling
sensation between his shoulders.

"

Lxsm, suH! I got sup'm I
got to show you. Mist’ Lane, you jes’
nachelly got to come with me tonight!”

“Come? Come where? What is it?”

“Out yonnuh. °’Cross the swamp an’
over 'bout the mountain. I can’t tell
you—I got to show you. Listen, suh, you
jes’ boun’ to come. Honest, you don’t
come, you gonna be sorry all yo’' life.”

“Say, what is it you've got on your
mind, anyhow?”

There was a scraping sound as Lunch
shifted his feet. “I—why, suh, I couldn’
say, hardly. Seem like you got to see it.
Kin'a goin’s-on.”

“Look here, are the people here cook-
ing up something? Some danger to the
doctor—or Miss Amalia?”

“Danger? Well, sometime it seem like
the’ is, an’ then again, sometime it seem
like the’ ain’. But it ain’ no danger to
come with me, suh—not so long you don’t
make no noise.”

Lane drew a quick, impatient breath.
He tried a random shot. “Look here, is
it something to do with Miss Amalia?”

“Miss 'Malla? Well, look like it's some-
thin’ to do with her awright. Yesso"—
with sudden relief—*it somethin’ to do

Hearst’s International-Cosmopolitan for April, 1933

with her. Listen, Mist’ Lane, suh, I got
me a gun heah. You take it an’ walk
behin' me. An’ if it ain’ like I say, you
take an’' blow a hole th’'oo me. Yesso,
you do that. Heah ‘'tis!” Something
touched Lane’s arm. The next instant a
big automatic pistol slid into his palm.
“You boun’ to come, suh—absolutely!”

Lane slid the pistol into his pocket.
“All right; let's go!”

Night, the smells of the night in his
nostrils, beat of the drums in his ears.
They moved off under the quiet stars.

The moon was not up yet, but the
stars hung low and brilliant in a purple
sky. They had crossed the lawn, and
now they were traveling inland on a
narrow trail, while in the heavy growth
around them things stirred and rustled
to their passing. Once something chat-
tered angrily, and once a great bird
flapped up and blundered off among the
trees. And he was hurrying through the
dark on some vague quest of a silver
girl. No, the thing was too mad!

But he could feel the sweat trickle
down his neck; could rub his thumb
along the reassuring roughness of the
pistol grip. They were real. Another
thing—the faint, constant pulsing of the
drums was stronger now. It wasn't im-
agination. They no longer seemed to
beat inside his own brain, but came in
a steady, rhythmic rolling that filled the
forest around them with a low thunder.

It was only by their stronger beat that
he knew he was going towards them.
The night shivered—and now, under
their steady rolling, he caught a faint
tapping that was almost a tune.

A sudden opening in the trail, a burst
of starlight. Starlight above, starlight
in the still, black waters of the swamp.
Great, gaunt trees—skeletons against
the sky—gaunt snags upthrust on both
sides of the narrow footway that wound
precariously above sluggish pools.

“How much farther?” he whispered.

“Ain’ so fur now. Hol’ yo’ patience,
suh. Mos’ there.”

The tapping that underlay the roll of
the drums beat in Lane’'s head now.
One-two-three-four-five; one-two-three-
Jour-five—pistol in his pocket, God knew
what in front—one-two-three-four-five.

They were out of the swamp now. The
path had begun to climb sharply. They
must be on the mountainside, he thought.
The drums were more distinct.

It might have been twenty minutes
later when Lunch stopped short and
stood tense, listening for something down
the trail behind them. An instant later,
Lane felt himself caught by the shoulder
and pulled into the screening under-
brush at the side of the trail.

Almost immediately a dark form
loomed up on the path, passed on noise-
less bare feet. Another, and another—
a dark stream of them. Somebody spoke,
a low, guttural string of Creole. Some-
body laughed. And then they were gone
and the drums boomed on.

With a breath of relief Lane turned to
follow Lunch again. The latter was leav-
ing the trail now and heading straight
up through the brush. For perhaps ten
minutes Lane scrambled through the
dar:é Then a touch on his arm, a whisper:

“We mos’ there now. Got to go easy.
Look yonnuh!” €

Lane glanced up and saw what he had
been too busy with the climb to notice
before. The sky above the ridge was red
with a flickering light.

They moved on again, easing forward
quietly until at last they reached the top
of the ridge and came full on it.

Below lay a bowl-like depression, per-
haps two hundred feet across, and
Cleared of undergrowth. At the bottom
& fire burned, flames leaping in the still

air, filling the place with a queer, .
certain light. Behind the fire stood 4
low, palm-thatched shed with open sides
That was the first thing that caugh
Lane’s eye. It was not until a momen
later that he noticed that the sides of
the amphitheater were filled with squat.
ting blacks, knees drawn up and backs
bowed, their eyes intent on the drums

He made out three of these, a little tg
one side of the shed-like structure—ta)l
cylindrical affairs of varying heights
with projecting pegs around the sides t
which the heads were fastened. Each
was held between the knees of a half-
naked black who beat it with the hee
of his hand or the tips of his fingers

Ir WAS HARD to believe that the
rolling avalanche of sound that shivered
and boomed through the night could
all come from these three instruments
Not that it was loud—in a sense it wa
not as thunderous as it had been farther
down the trail. The big drum, in fact
was more a vibration than a sound—e
thin-drawn tremor that shivered againg
teeth and under finger nails. It under-
laid the intricate rhythm of the smaller
ones, a rattle and spray of noise, mad-
dening in its drugged iteration.

In the midst of it, Lane remembert
suddenly why he had come “Whi
about Miss Amalia?” he demanded ins
whisper. “What's it got to do with her”

“Hol’ yo' patience, suh!"—breathlesl;
“They gonna start.”

The eyes of all the blacks were intext
on the drummers. These rocked an
rolled in an ecstasy of rhythm, blad
bodies glistening, drums gripped betwez
lean knees, while their hands flew, pla-
ing over the taut drumheads like he:
lightning over a pond.

And now, here and there, the hearen
were beginning to sway to the beat—
slow, unconscious ricple of motion tha
ran along the serried rows like fon
along the top of a breaking combe.
Somewhere a woman’s voice broke ot
in an eerie, moaning chant. Others tok
it up, while the drums rolled and pound-
ed and the men’s voices boomed a hest7
cadence below the shriller keening of t»
women.

Lane felt the hair lift at the bsck d
his neck. The chant was &
frenzy rising to beat against the quft
stars until it seemed that Somethiy
must hear. Something ancient and &
and terrible, blackened by the smoke ¢
fires, smeared with the blood of he-gua

A wizened old man came out fmnht*'
hind the fire and took his place in frt
of a sort of altar before the shed. E
was decked out in a red surplice t_ﬁ
carried a gourd rattle festooned “t
snake skins. That face like a malignat
gray ape's—Tiste Duval, the poit
whom Lane had seen once with
Perez in the tobacco plantings.

“’At’s him!” Lunch's wh'!‘sper camt
shakily. “They gonna start! ™

The red figure raised its arms o
rattle shrilled. The drums rolled th;
a furious crescendo and stopped ¥
crash. The chanting died to 8 mﬁ
stiled. In the straining quiet, 5
heard the terrified bleating of ¢
tethered in the darkness beyond

The papaloi was bowing—east ol
north and south. A little my:;d M
in red cloth, Lane told himself;
somehow, the old figure had 8 d
uncanny dignity, a disturbing t\ﬁ .
familiarity with mystery. He
length to face them. .

“Ogoun Badagris attend! 1o it

Even Lane's French was equal hos
He remembered Ogoun Bsdﬂﬂfk; i
the bloody one, lord of battle,
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pestilence. The worshipers were stirring.
A man came forward on hands and
knees, prostrated himself, put a question.

The papalot’s head went back. A
choked muttering came from his throat.
The man backed to his place again. A
woman next, another nan—others.

Occasionally Lunch translated. “He
wan’ fin’ who stole his money” . . . “She
askin’ fo’' a chase-away ouanga” ...
Once Lane caught the name Perez in a
petition—a petition which Lunch con-
veniently failed to understand.

And now, above the trees, the somber
mass of the mountain began to stand out
against a chill, pale light that etched
every ragged pinnacle against a green-
ish sky. And presently a white moon
rose, filling the place with a cold light.

’Em THE drums rolled, softly
at first, growing as the white, eyeless face
crawled up the sky, a sort of savage pro-
cessional, while from the shadows behind
the fire came a band of women robed in
white, with white turbans around their
heads. To the dragging cadence of a
chant they came forward and formed
two groups beside the papaloi.

Lane scanned them impatiently. “Say,
what about Miss Amalia?”

“Hol’ up, suh. You gon’ see.”

As he spoke, an old woman appeared,
dragging behind her a frightened, bleat-
ing he-goat blanketed in red, its horns
tied with streamers of red cloth. With
proddings and haulings she brought it
to the altar and made it fast to a stake,
while the drums beat a slow roll and the
chant took on a new note of fear.

The papaloi laid aside his gourd rattle
and took from the altar a wooden bowl
and a machete. The old woman broke
a leafy twig from a near-by bush and
offered it to the goat.

The drums hushed. The chanting
died. The worshipers were leaning for-
ward with little moans of anxiety.

The goat had stopped its plungings
and bleatings. Its eyes seemed to bulge
and swell, frightened and staring. Only
once or twice, as the papaloi stood taut,
machete raised, it seemed to come to
itself and rear back, shaking its head
and struggling with almost human cries.
When that happened, the papaloi spoke
to it, low, soothing, earnest, and the
brief effort ended in a pitiful, sobbing
bleat and a convulsive shudder.

It might have lasted five minutes, while
the moon climbed higher, paling the
flickering glow of the fire, and every-
thing became so still that Lane was
vaguely conscious of the low murmur of
a waterfall, miles away. And presently,
while they waited, tense and straining,
the little goat stretched its neck and
nibbled at the branch.

A soft sigh of relief from the circle.
The papaloi nodded as {f in satisfaction.
The heavy blade flicked in a glittering
arc in the moonlight and the little goat
strained back with a terrified, bubbling
cry and plunged forward to its knees.

The old woman seized its horns, bent
its head back while it struggled feebly,
and allowed the papaloi to catch the
warm gush of blood in the wooden bowl.

The drums crashed. He raised the
bow]l and drank. At the same instant
the white-robed choristers broke into a
queer, rigid dance, whirling like gro-
tesque moths in the dancing light.

The papaloi dipped his hand and
sprinkled them with the still-hot blood.
And now, the crowd surged towards the
altar, while the blood-smeared hand of
the high priest swung and swung again,
and the red gouts flew and spattered.

A woman screamed shrilly and went
into a frenzied convulsion, while the
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drums hammered out a nightmare of
sound. Leaping firelight splashed and
reddened black faces and straining, twist-
ing forms—milling, swaying, Alling the
night with a dark madness.

For the moment as he crouched in
the dark, Lane had forgotten Amalia,
forgotten everything except the gaunt
shadows whirling and swinging against
the quiet trees, the inexorable rhythm
of the drum-roll. Beside him the yel-
low boy was breathing in quick, sobbing
gasps. Somewhere at the base of his
being, too, there was stirring a strange,
newly awakened emotion,

It was not fear, although fear was in
it. Not fear, at least, of the blacks
themselves, even in their blood-madness.
He felt, in fact, a curious kinship with
them. Something age-old, buried so
deep under the subtleties of civilization
that most men go through life and never
know it is there—the old undying Thing
that, since the beginning of time, has
cried for a blood-sacrifice to a blood-
smeared, terrible god.

Boom of drums—heavy, maddening,
resistless. Black bodies splashed with
leaping firelight, thud of bare feet keep-
ing time—keeping time. Ten thousand
years rolling back to make a civilized
man one with the crazed forms leaping
and whirling under the quiet moon.

Boom! ... Man—naked, weak, afraid!

Boom! . . . Fear—stark fear, crawling
in the brain!

Boom—br-r-r! . .. Something old and
dark, rising with an eyeless face to call
on dreadful gods to save against hurri-
cane and lightning, against tooth and
31;.‘1'?' against the terror of the engulfing

It passed. Slowly the fury of the
dancers spent itself. The sweating drum-
mers tired. Even the fire died to a glow.
One after another, the panting blacks
threw themselves on the ground. Lane
relaxed, his head still whirling.

Now the drums had lifted into a new
rhythm—swinging, flowing, soft with
little blurring runs. The old papaloi
threw a handful of something on the
dying fire. A heavy column of smoke
towered above the trees. Lane felt
Lunch’s hand on his arm—a nervous grip.

“Look! Look yonnuh! Oh, Lawd!”

The smoke thinned. Something white
behind it, something wraith-like that
seemed to be part of the smoke itself.

Then Lane’s heart jumped, and the
blood rushéd and pounded in his ears.
For the wraith, wrapped in the dying
smoke, was Amalia.

Sm: was white—naked except
for a girdle of some silver, shimmering
stuff. She moved forward slowly, a sway-
ing, fluid step that kept time to the
intricate tapping of the drumbeat. Be-
fore the altar she poised, her arms
curved up, head back. Lane caught his
breath, for the moonlight was tangled in
her hair, gleaming on her shoulders,
turning all the white loveliness of her
body to flowing silver.

“No—no, suh!” He realized suddenly
that Lunch was dragging at him with
frantic whisperings; that he had been
on the point of plunging out into the
magic circle. Torn rags of thought
were whirling through his head. Amalia,
the cool, poised statue—virginal, un-
touchable; unawakened.

She began to dance, line flowing into
lovely line, every turn stark beauty. Her
eyes, cast down, veiling their mystery
behind long lashes. Delicate features,
clear-cut, expressionless—a silver Arte-
mis dancing before the moon.

His muscles tightened. He ought to
throw something around her, take her

away. All those gaping blacks. Amalia!

The impulse died. Something in the
carven quiet of her face was holding
him tranced.

She danced. Smoothly, light as cloug
shadows over grassland, pose melting
into pose, swaying, whirling, head
thrown back in a sort of grave ecstasy.
And the pale moon hung poised in g
purple sky, and the rows of blacks were
carved ebony, touched with burnt-orange
by the glow of the dying fire.

The drums quickened. White, flying
feet kept the measures; white arms and
shoulders, silver in the wan light. All
woman—all sex, and yet as sexless as
flowing water, clean-cut as new-minted
coin. The drums holding her bound to
their beat, as though their rolling had
called her up and created her; as
though the beauty of her would go out
like a wisp of white smoke when they
stopped. And then, as they crashed out
in one desperate, importunate burst of
sound, she whirled, arms wide, and sank
slowly before the altar.

The papaloi stepped forward as she
rose, and covered her with a red robe,
while the choristers set up a chant in
which Lane caught the name “Exilée.”

For an instant it puzzled him. Then
something clicked in his brain. Maitresse
Ezilée! Identified, according to the doc-
tor, with the Virgin Mary.

But something was happening. The
old woman who had dragged in the
sacrificial goat appeared again, this time
leading a girl.

She was a light mulatto, fifteen or six-
teen, at a guess. Her dress was a single
garment of white cotton, falling from
shoulder to knee, leaving her throat and
arms bare. She came docilely but hang-
ing back a little against the hand that
half led, half pulled her along. But it
was her eyes that caught Lane’s gaze.
They were wide, staring like a sleep-
walker's in a kind of unseeing terror.

She meade a frightened protest as the
old woman turned her around in front
of the altar, but the words were lost in
the chanting and the pounding of the
drums. Someone threw fresh fuel on
the fire and the flames rushed up with
showers of sparks. In the leaping light,
Lane saw that the girl’s hair was wound
with red streamers, as the horns of the
goat had been wound in red.

The significance of it went through
him like a breath of cold wind, but
something had hold of him now, stran-
gling the protest in his throat. In 8
sort of horrified fascination he watched
the old woman tilt the girl’s head up,
and lay her throat bare.

The girl seemed to have no volition of
her own. “Drugged!” flashed through
Lane’s mind. “Or hypnotized.”

“Do something!” A voice inside him
was whispering. “My God—do some-
thing!” But he could only stare. He
realized suddenly that the chanting hsd
stopped, and he hadn’t known when
it stopped. Thgea drumst , too—just one
steadily pulsing 5

The gir), her head still tilted back
began to sing. She was so still that if
he hadn't seen the flutter of her throst
he would have thought the sound came
from somewhere else—a thing of queer
minors, barbaric and yet infinitely mof-
ing, that held no protest or fear, but 8
world of helpless sorrow.

It died at length on a final note
heartbreak; a low n}mwem the
circle, like the sigh of a §

And as if that had been a signal, 00¢
where outside the firelight a
screamed.

The thing was as startling, as hldg;:
ly unexpected, as a striking ageed
Scream after scream — long J
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shrieks that ripped red gashes through
the dark. There was a quick rush of
feet, a scuffle.

With a sudden commotion the wall
of blacks burst. Something plunged
through into the circle. Lane had a
swift glimpse of waving, skinny arms—
an old woman with a frantic, pleading
face, who flung herself at Amalia’s feet,
gripped her knees. For one moment,
while everything seemed to stand still,
the scene stamped itself on his brain
—the terrified, half-mad desperation of
the suppliant, the cold fury that masked
Amalia's loveliness. He saw her hand
draw back, saw it smash savagely across
the wrinkled face—twice. Then a dozen
black forms closed in to hide them. An
instant of struggle, then the old woman,
still shrieking and clawing, was dragged
beyond the rim of firelight. The screams
were suddenly muffled. Silence . . .

The whole thing had been so quick
that Lane had hardly time to realize
what was happening. He heard Lunch’s
terrified gasp: “Oh, Gawd—her mothuh!”
and felt the yellow boy's flesh shudder
against his arm, but his eyes were riveted
on the three before the altar.

The girl had not moved a muscle. Her
gaze, wide and staring, was fixed on the
papaloi, who held the blooistained knife
poised like a scepter. With a sort of
horrible fascination Lane saw Amalia
take the wooden bowl, dip a slim fore-
finger, and mark the girl’s forehead.

She had been a little in the shadow,
but now, as she turned, the firelight was
full on her face.

He caught his breath. There was noth-
ing there of the Amalia he knew. He
was staring at a mask, set, terrible—
the  face of the high priestess at the
blood-rite. There was cruelty in the
drawing back of her lips, in the pinched
curve of her nostrils, in the eyes, nar-
rowed, vulpine, bright with a horrible
beauty.

For the fraction of a second they held
the pose. Then the papalof raised the
machete. And as he did this, something
seemed to snap in Lane’s brain.

He felt the pistol butt in his hand.
Almost without volition, his arm jerked
up. “God!” he sald, aloud. “There’s
been enough of this!” and fired.

'nm waAs a part of his brain
that stood aghast. He heard the crack
of the pistol, saw the flash. He couldn’t
believe it!

But the papaloi whirled half round
and clutched at the altar. For a sick
second he clung there. Then, slowly,
the altar tilted—bottles, cups, thunder-
stones, slid and toppled. His knees
sagged and he collapsed.

For what seemed an endless time, no-
body moved. The papalof lay as he had
fallen, his red turban awry. Amalia still
held the bowl, frozen into a deadly
rigidity. The girl stood with her head
back. )

Then a moan swept the circle. A
rustling, a quick clatter of tongues, a
terrified roar as they surged up, panic-
stricken, jamming the narrow path.
Milling black bodies, writhing in the fire-
light, arms waving. A black tide, ris-
ing, filling the hillside with clamor,
surging up the ridge.

Lane had time to see that much be-
fore something yanked his feet from
under him and he crashed forward.

In a swift panic he tried to scramble
to his feet. Something heavy smashed
down on him, knocking him flat again,
Hands gripped h!s neck, pushed his head
down. Then the brush crashed and a
human avalanche poured over him. He
fought, tried to get his feet under him.
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From somewhere a frantic whisper
penetrated his brain: “Lay still! Oh,
Gawd, lay still!” Somehow, he collected
wit enough to obey. And presently, as
the crashings rand flounderings died
lnl the distance, he felt the grip on him
relax.

Lunch helped him to his feet. “You
—you’ll have to kin'a ’'scuse me, suh.
Some mighty bad boys yonnuh. Oh,
Lawd, suh, what you wanna go shoot
the papaloi f0'?"”

The words brought Lane to himself
with a jerk. He stared at the deserted
clearing. The firelight played on the
thatched shed, the altar. But the papa-
lof himself was gone.

“Did—was he able to walk away?”
~ Lunch scratched his head. “Well, 1
wouldn’ hardly like to say was he able.
Nosuh, I couldn’ tell 'bout that. But
two of ‘'em done drug him.”

“I've killed him, then!”

“No, suh. Ain't no such luck as ’at.”

A quick hope! “How do you know?
Did you see him move or anything?”

“Why, seem llke I couldn’ rightly say
I seen him move. An’ then again, I ain’
say he ain’ move. But he ain’ daid. You
cain’ kill no panaloi less'n you git you a
silver bullet. ’At what it take to kill ’em
pavalois.”

“Oh, Lord! I probably did kill him,
then.” Lane had a frantic vision of
himse!f in court—{facing a jury.

But “No, suh!” Lunch was saying.
“Take a silver bullet, like I say. An’
you never had no silver bullet in 'at gun
—leas’'ways, I never put none in. But
you shootin' him thataway li'ble to make
him pow’ful mad. An’ it's gonna make
Miss 'Malia mad, too, you ast me.”

Amalia! For a moment he had for-
gotten. Now, that last visiopn of her
came back full force—the narrow, heavy-
lidded eyes, the set cruelty of her mouth.

Lunch was saying, “She done put one
ouanga on you an’ Miss Gale, an’ it ain’
work. But she ain’ gonna be satisfy
with no ouanga this time.”

“Ouanga?” Lane repeated the word
dully. For the moment it didn’t mean
anything to him. Then the picture
came. “Good God! You mean that
thing on the path? The—the fingers?”

Lunch nodded vigorously. “Yesso; she
get the papalot to make it. Hoo-ee! I
coulda tol’ him ol’ ouanga wouldn’ work
with no white folks. But I tell you
what’s so—does she come up with us
now, sup’'m gonna happen.”

Lane nodded, but already his mind
refused to be startled any more. He
passed his hand across his eyes as
though to brush away his thoughts. It
wasn't what she had done—might do.
It was Amalia herself.

He was seeing her as something less
than human now—and more. The lovely,
unawakened girl was gone. The silver
Artemis who had woven the white magic
of her dance to the pale chastity of the
moon was gone. He saw her now—as he
would always see her—walking the cold
spaces. heyond the stars, among the lost
souls, aloof, unswerving, terribly alone.

But Lunch was demanding: “What
we gon’ do now, suh?”

“Do? Why ... "” His voice trailed
off. His mind seemed empty, drained.

“Listen, suh; you cain’ go back whe’
she’s at. She know who done ‘at shoot-
in’; she‘got ways. Us got to do sup’'m!”

A plan of action exploded in his brain.
‘Listen, show me the way back to the
house. Then you get the yacht ready.
I'll get Miss Armstrong.”

He heard Lunch’s startled p.
means jes’ go? Onna yacht?”

‘:Sure! Unless you have a better way.”

“Why, nosuh. Not no better way,
hardly. But the doctuh, he mighty

“You

particllar 'bout 'at yacht. Seem like he
gonna be pow'ful mad.”

“We can’t help that. I find some
way to get it back to him, but we've got
to get out of here—tonight!”

“Y-yesso! But what about Gros Jean,
suh? He the cap'n on 'at yacht, an’ he
mos’ gen'lly sleep aboa'd.”

“We'll take care of him some way.
We've got your gun. You just get those
engines ready to turn over.” Lane was
speaking with cool assurance,

It seemed to melt Lunch’s doubts. He
nodded. “Yesso, I get ‘em ready. Doan'
you fret; they be ready awright! Come
on, suh, le's we go.”

There was no question in Lane'’s mind
as to how he was going to do it, as he
hurried down the trail behind the yellow
boy. Things like that were minor mat-
ters now—to be met when the time came.
His mind had leaped ahead to cléan,
blue water—miles of it between himsel!
and San Crist6bal.

“
Sr.r_u LIKE we better go kina

roundabout,” Lunch was™ explaiging.
“Miss 'Malia, she li'ble to be lookin’fe'
us by now, seem like.” -
“Well, but hustle, then. We  havent
any time to waste.” T

“No, suh!” The words: came ie;kﬂy
over Lunch’s shoulder. “Ain’ wastin’ no
time ’is trip.” “

Scattered tags of thought whirled
through Lane’s head as they. hur
ried through the darkness. ,The yacht—
suppose something went wrong,:so.they
couldn’t get it? Oh, to hell with that;
they had to get it. And Gale—she ¥
sick; coyldn’t walk so far, maybe.i Wel
he’d carry-her; manage. somehow. -:Up
over ridges; down into hot, steamy dips

He was dripping, as much from nerves
as from the heat, when they pushed st
last through a fringe of bamboo and %:
the house ahead, pale in the rays of
setting moon. Apd alreally the stam
were losing their luster. - Faint streaks
of gray were beginning to show in the
east. He shut his teeth on his taut lm-
patience.

“Light in an hour, now! Get the en-
gines ready and leave a boat at th
wharf for us to come out in. Hustle!"

“Yesso; I fix ev'ything nice. Here, sub.
you bet’-take my gun. You might need
it.” Lunch held it out.

Lane shook his head. “Youll need !
more, especially if Gros Jean’s aboard.

For an instant he watched the boy
slip from shadow to shadow. Then be
turned towards the house, his heat
pounding.

For the first time, its square.buk
seemed to hold an eyeless, ‘sinister men-.
ace. For the first time, too, the prsc-
tical difficulties of the undertaking wert
coming home to him. Suppose the dec-
tor should be awake? Or if Gale we;
too sick to move? Antfi ?mmsalianmllh‘
expecting something o sort.

There was a cold fingering at h’“"‘;
as he thought of the darkness just s
side the front door. A proper pwms
one of that gang to be m'w:ihnd
machete. Well, get on with it! I
to be done. sealig

Then, as he reached the cod o
shadow of the colonnade, he rem i
bered that the doctor might— poat d
would—still have his guard in froft
Gale’s door. That would ruin everymtg”g

He hesitated, measured the hhis .
the end of the colonnade with 4 bl
Not much of a climb, if it woull
him. He gave it a tentative pub .
cramped his toes between the floes
hooked his fingers into whatever
he could find, and started tlp-l put B

The thing creaked agonizingl:
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held and there was no sound from the
house. Presently he reached the bal-
cony and drew himself up.

He was right outside his own room
now. It should be simple enough to
climb across to Gale’s window along the
ledges. He edged across cautiously in
the stillness, pulled himself over onto the
sill of her room.

The window was screened, and the
screen, like all those in the house, opened
inward at the bottom. Crouching there
on six inches of masonry, he inched
around until he could get one hand free
to push on it.

Easy now! It wouldn’t do to have
Gale wake up and scream. Gently he
increased the pressure. It gave a frac-
tion of an inch, then stuck. He pushed
again, shoved at it. It held fast.

His heart sank. He had worried about
everything else, but it had never oc-
curred to him that the screen would be
bolted. If he had a knife, he could cut
the wire—but he didn't have any knife.

Wnr Now? @Go back? He
stared out over the garden. The tops
of the palms were beginning to show
against a graying sky. No time to lose!

Then, inside the room a board creaked.

He strained to catch the sound. “Gale!”
—a breath. “Listen, Gale, it's me—
Steve! Don't speak. If you hear me,
tap on the bedpost or something.”

A tense interval. Then he heard a
faint tap.

“Listen, come to the window and undo
this screen. Easy! The boy outside’ll
hear you.”

Another interval. Then there was a
rustle, the faint creak of a floor board.
Something fumbled at the bolt.

“Atta girl—you darling!” He hardly
knew what he was saying. “Easy, dear.”

A tiny snap as the bolt went back,
and the screen swung inward. Dizzy
with relief, he put one foot over the sill,
slid inside, stood up in the blackness.

“Gale!” He couldn’t see her, but he
could hear her breathing. “Listen, Gale,
I've seen—say, come closer, can’t you?”
He took a groping step. “Can you hear
me? 8ay, I've found out——" Some-
thing—the stillness—caught at his throat.

“Gale, I say—" There was a move-
ment, the blue spurtle of a match. “My
God! Don't—"

The protest died in a startled gasp. He
was staring at a hand cupped around
the little lame—a hand with long, mus-
cular fingers, red and translucent now in
the light behind them. Slowly they un-
curled and the light leaped up, touching
the thin, tight-lipped mouth, the arched
nose, the heavy brows, with an effect
quizzically satanic.

“My dear fellow,” sald Doctor Perez,
“good evening!”

Before Lane could gather words to an-
swer, he had touched the flame to a
candle. The glow sprang out, showing
the bed smooth and untouched.

Lane found his voice. “Wha-what
have you done with her?”

The doctor was regarding him im-
passively. “Hardly the point, do you
think, sir? It is your being here, is it
oot, that needs explanation?” Before
Lane could shift his startled thoughts to
mﬁet this attack, he went on, “I find you
8t"he glanced delicately at his watch—
uat four in the morning, entering stealth-

7 the bedroom of a young lady who is
under my protection. You, my guest,
betrothed to my niece.”

4 ‘To hell with that!” Lane burst out
esperately. “I want to know what
you A‘: done with her!”

- 80 you did expect to find her
herel Waiting for you.”

Lane took a step forward. “Say, if
you're trying—I mean, if—-"

“My dear fellow, I hardly expected this
of you—in your position.”

A red mist was swirling in Lane's
ll:ead. “Damn you, if you've harmed

er_"

“Your tone, my dear fellow, your tone!
May I remind you that you are one
gentleman speaking to another? As to
Miss Armstrong, I have merely put her
in—a place of safety. Your zeal need
no longer trouble itself about her. But
there are more important matters be-
tween us, are there not? Doubtless you
can offer some explanation.”

“Look here! I don't want any trouble
with you. But I want to know where
Gale is. Now!”

“That can wait, I think. As Amalia’s
uncle—"

“Amalia!” An insane desire to laugh
shook Lane. “Listen, I was there tonight.
On the mountain. I saw Amalia—"

“Ah!” It was a breath. One hand
went to the doctor’s mouth—slowly. For
Just the fraction of a second there was
a new Doctor Perez, a stricken man.
Then the ivory mask slipped into place
again. “I begin to understand. We have,
it seems, matters to discuss. Will you
come to my study, please?”

“I don't think talking will get us any-
where. I'm sorry and all that, but—well,
I want to find Gale and get out of here.
I ask you to let us have the yacht.”

“Ah! And if I refuse?”

Lane laughed uneasily. “Why, you'd
hardly do that, sir. But”—his mouth
hardened—“if you did, we’d just have to
take it and go, anyhow.”

The doctor’s eyes narrowed. “I think
that there is something, perhaps, to be
gained by talking. So if you will step
down to my study, sir——?”

Lane shook his head. “I don’t see any
sense in that. Just be unpleasant for
both of us. No, I won't,”

The doctor hesitated, shrugged. With
catlike quickness he stepped over and
flung the door open. “Polynice! Pache-
cho!”

There was a movement in the gloom
outside. Two big Negroes appeared. “In
the study we shall be more comfortable.
Do you not agree, sir?”

Lane stared at the blacks—at the doc-
tor, suave, with just a hint of triumphant
malice in the curve of his lips. “In other
words, if I won't go, you'll have me
dragged. Well, all right.” i

“Excellent!” The doctor bowed smooth-
ly and picked up the candle.

The blacks melted aside from the door,
closed in again as he passed through.
The doctor followed with the candle.
Shadows mingling and dancing down the
hall before him, grotesque heralds of a
mad procession. Lunch would be wait-
ing! Might run for it, but he hadn’t
located Gale yet. Better temporize.

He stopped in front of the study door.
The two blacks had melted into the
darkness again. Then the doctor opened
the door and they passed through.

“Sit there, my dear fellow.” The doc-
tor was rummaging in the cupboard,
whence he produced a decanter and two
glasses. “So, for the moment we shall
forget our little differences, eh? Your
health, sir! The time has come, I believe,
for the—the show-down, is it not?” he
went on, as Lane set his glass down.
“Hm—unfortunate that you saw what
you saw tonight. But since you did—"

“Honestly,” Lane interrupted, “there’s
no sense in going into it. If you’ll just
tell me where Gale is, and let us get
out of here——"

“I am afraid you must listen,” the doc-
tor said quietly. “In justice to Amalia,
to myself. I need not bore you with the
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medical side, except to say that Amalia
is by no means insane. She has a men-
tal—shall we say, maladjustment?”

“You can call it anything you please.
She was going to kill that girl. Oh,
what's the use of talking about it?”

“Maladjustment is the correct word,”
the doctor said imperturbably. “We all
have such maladjustments, you under-
stand, in varying degrees. In Amalia’s
case, it began with a strong religious
trend, almost fanatic. Her mother and
father were drowned when she was less
than a year old. She never knew either.
She is of a sensitive temperament, quick
to receive impressions. Brought up here
on San Cristébal, surrounded by the at-
mosphere of mystery and superstition of
the Negro, seeing no white people except
myself—and I, you understand, ‘was
busy . ..” His voice trailed off.

Lane was seeing it now in spite of him-
self. The little girl, alone except for
her black nurse, big-eyed as she listened
to the dark lore that colored everything
she did or saw or felt. Drinking it in.

“I did not realize what was happening
until she was nearly fifteen years old.
I took immediate steps, naturally. I
thought, of course, of a convent; tried it.
But the convent proved to be out of the
question. I took her away barely in time
to avert a—scandal.” His voice sank on
the word. “You understand, do you not,
that not—one—syllable of this must ever
be breathed outside?” His eyes on Lane
were suddenly twin points of steel.

Lane nodded. “Yes, naturally!”

“On account of the name, you under-
stand. The Perezes—but I will not go
into that. 8o then, I need not weary
you with the efforts I have made. The
last one was to send her abroad in charge
of an excellent person—a distant rela-
tive. You remember her, perhaps? In
New York? ... Well, no matter. For a
time, then, it was successful. Complete
disassociation of ideas. It was at this
time that she met you. I had hopes—
and then one night in New York, I do
not know what happened, but—the work
was all undone. S8he came back at once.”

Lane started. Something had clicked
in his mind. The Metropolitan Opera
House—a tunnel of darkness with the
stage a sea of amber at the end. The
crash of kettledrums, a wild rhythm.

“Good Lord!” he breathed. “That
thing—we heard it together! It was at
the opera, you know; the drums!”

Dnums, EH?” The doctor was
leaning forward, quick with a tense in-
terest. “The drums. Now, why have I
not thought of that? Of course—com-
plete association of sounds, rhythms.”
He frowned a little as though searching
for just the right words. *“Understand,
Amalia is not insane. The point of proof
is this—that for over two years, while she
was traveling, seeing new things, recejv-
ing new impressions, there was no recur-
rence. Well, then, more of the same
treatment, should you not think so?
Change! But a more complete change
;lhls time. Siomelfl,hing that would shake

er, reorganize her psychologically an
phy;s;ic:lly. In short, marx‘iz;‘g‘e." v and

“Huh!” Lane’s eyes flew open. “
you picked on me?” pe And

“Hardly that. Amalia had written,
spoken, of you. Never before had she
shown the slightest interest in any man
In fact—she has told me so herself—she
loves you.” He stopped.

There was an uncomfortable moment.
But before Lane could think of anything
to say, the doctor was going on.

“It was not—you will pardon me—pre-
cisely the marriage I should have ar-
ranged. And yet, change—as complete
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and disorganizing as possible. A man
of different religion, different traditions,
a total change of atmosphere.”” He
spread his hands apologetically. *“You
must pardon, a little, my manner of
bringing it about. The opportunity——"

“Oh, I can see it, all right!” Lane’s
face hardened a trifle. “And all that
stuff about the danger, the blacks——?"

“Oh, there was a certain amount of
truth, much more than you imagine. Al-
ways there is danger, and—I will not de-
ceive you—rather more now that Amalia
has the blacks in control. She is direct
in her methods. The story of the death
of the sobrestante—that I could not re-
sist. An artistic effect. As a matter of
fact, I sent him away because he was
beginning to suspect about Amalia.”

“Well, it sucked me in, all right,” Lane
admitted bitterly.

“Oh, hardly to be wondered at, my
dear fellow! I had prepared my effects
most carefully. But the best of plans—
ah, well, if Father Anselmo had lived.”
He sighed wearily. “But there is a speed,
a directness sometimes about a woman'’s
mind——" He broke off with a shrug.

A slow coldness was seeping through
Lane's veins. He was seeing again that
pool of blood on the walk. The doctor’s
face was a carved mask.

“You must have suspected that Father
Anselmo did not die a natural death?”
The voice was slowly, inexorably pound-
ing the words into Lane’s brain.

“Amalia? You mean she—— You're
lying again, damn you!”

“Unfortunately, no. Whether she struck
the blow, I do not know. But—he was in
her way. I should have foreseen some-
thing of the sort when she told me she
was determined to delay until after the
full moon. The Petro sacrifice, which
you tell me you saw tonight.”

For an instant, while he stared, it
seemed to Lane that the soul of the man
looked out through eyes bleak with pain.
“My oldest friend!” he was saying. “Al-
most my only friend. But—that is past.
You may set your mind at rest. There
will be no failure next time.”

“Next—say, what are you talking
about?” cried Lane. “You don’t have any
idea that I'm still going to marry her?”

The doctor's eyes widened a trifle—
only that, but there was an impression
of a steel spring tightening. “I think,”
he said quietly, “that you will decide to
do so. Upon reflection.”

“But—why, the thing’s out of the ques-
tion. You must see that!”

“At first glance—yes. At the moment
you could hardly be expected to view the
matter—normally. You have had a pain-
ful experience. But such things pass.”

“Pass?” Lane stared at him feverishly.
“My God, man, the girl’'s a—a murderer.
'&hatt won't pass. Nothing can change

a .ﬂ

“I admit the—fact,” the doctor agreed,
“although I deprecate your use of the
term. There is, after all, a difference
between a murderer and a priestess serv-
ing her gods. Not unnatural, however—
your feeling. But there is another—ah
—angle. Your betrothal to Amalia—the
intimacy allowed you—would make it un-
likely that she should find another hus-
band among her own people. Had you
thought of that?”

“Look here, there’s no sense going on
with this. Can’'t you see that it's out of
the question?” Lane rose.

The doctor motioned him to sit down
again. “One moment, my dear fellow;
I have not finished. There is a reason
still more urgent. I hesitate to bring it
up, but since you force me . . . Frankly,
it is a pity you took things into your own
hands tonight and saw—what you saw.
But since you did, you must realize that

it is impossible that you should leave Sap
Cristobal except as Amalia’s husband.”

“Because I saw her naked, you mean?”

“Oh, that!” The doctor waved a care.
less hand. “That is of slight importance,
Your betrothal is a more compelling rea-
son. To be blunt—you know too much”

For an instant Lane was startled,
puzzlied. Then he shrugged. “Oh, if
that’s all! Don’t worry; this whole busi-
ness is something I want to forget. I
certainly shan’t tell anybody.”

“My dear fellow!” The doctor smiled
wearily. “If it were as simple as that.
Understand, I would rely on your sense
of honor—oh, absolutely. But on your
discretion, no. However, once you are
married to her, it is different. Whatever
the temptation, you will hardly let slip
such a story about your wife. You see?”

Lane stared at the man's hands, “I'm
sorry—" he began.

“Oh, come, my dear boy! You have
had a moment to collect yourself. Think!
Is my niece any less—ah—physically de-
sirable than before? Is her portion any
less? And an alliance—I say it in all
humility—with an old name is some-
thing. And once away from San Cris-
tobal, her maladjustment will carrect
itself. Come, now, is your attitude res-
sonable, my dear fellow? Consider!”

Lane took a long breath. He seemed
to be enmeshed in a soft web of words.
What could you say to a man who
couldn’t see the mad impossibility of &
thing like this? He made a quick effart
to put it on some grounds that would
settle it. “Look here, it's more than just
what I found out tonight, although that
would be enough. It's simply that I
don’t love her, that’s all. And she doesnt
love me, either. I've told you that be-
fore., you know.” There—that ought to
do it. He got to his feet. “Now, if you'l
tell me where to find Gale—"

“One moment!” There was a snap of
authority in the tone. *“Will you, of your
courtesy, be seated again? I had nol
expected,” he went on, as Lane perched
impatiently on the arm of his chair, ‘%
have to put it this way. But since you
make it necessary—" He smiled. “Very
well, then, I am to offer you my niece in
marriage. Her youth, her beauty, her
accomplishments. Her fortune, which Is
not inconsiderable. There is my offer.
And the alternative—for there is, of
course, an alternative.”

Lane drew a slow breath. “There
would be,” he agreed.

“I had hoped not to have to mentios
it,” the doctor said slowly. “I regrel—
but you must see, in view of what I have
told you, that in the event of your
refusal I could hardly permit you ¥
leave San Cristébal alive.”

“You what?” The words beat on le.';
ears but they seemed meaningless.
guess you don’t mean that seriously. -

“Quite seriously, my dear fellow. I
you will believe that.” "

“You—yowd try to murder me?

“Not try,” corrected the doctor. o
should suoceedhll t?lhouclld x;;et such
eventuality wi e dee|
But—" He twitched his should‘l’n’f
“Your promise?” he suggested, S
stant later. “Come—not so difficult. -t

Lane stirred. Fantastic—the thing T
fantastic. “What makes you think
keep any promise like that? I

“Oh, you would keep it. Ieshmlld-
lieve you to be a man of honor, ey
of course, take a certain precaut
document which you would % -

“Document? Say, do Yo 5, .-
could enforce any contract like .

“Oh, hardly a contract. a7, qr,
fession. You came here, let US By
marry my niece. I f°“ndM detall
in my secretary’s room.
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—oh, something of that nature——" He
broke off sharply at Lane’s abrupt move.
“That would be a mistake,” he re-
marked imperturbably, and touched his
side pocket with a significant gesture.
“I have taken the precaution—so! that
is better. Now, as to my course, I do
not defend it. But the matter admits of
no possibility of error. The confession—
a safeguard, merely. Enough to dis-
credit any story you might be tempted
to tell, that is all. It would never be
used unless you made it necessary.”

“And you'd mix up Gale—the girl you
asked to marry you—in a thing like
that?” Lane said slowly.

“She told you!” For an instant Lane
was startled at the cold anger in his
eyes. “So! Doubtless you and she—but
no matter. Ah, well, she has not yet
done me the honor to accept the protec-
tion of my name.”

“Protection! And you'd mix her up in
a mess like this!”

“Ah! But it would be you who would
force the thing to become public, would
it not?”’ He leaned forward, eyes hard.
“My dear fellow, perhaps you do not yet
understand. This is an affair which
touches the honor of my family. Will
you believe when I say that there is no
one, not one living person—yourself, Miss
Armstrong, Amalia, myself—no one whom
I would not sacrifice in connection with it.
No one! You—but you North Americans,
barbarians, how shall one make you un-
derstand the honor of an old name?”

Lane said, “It's possibly true that I
don’t understand the kind of honor that
would bring Gale into a thing like this.
But you can believe one thing, I'm not
going to sign any such mess as that, and
that goes. And I'm not going to marry
Amalia, either!”

.Doctor Perez raised his brows. “Ah,
well, you are young, and youth must
have its—melodramatics, do you say?
But do not forget the alternative. Per-
haps a little reflection——"

“Bunk!” A sudden confident thought
had come to Lane. “Listen, you're bluff-
ing, and I'll tell you why. Oh, you might
kill me, all right, but you won't. Plenty
of people knew I was coming to San
Cristobal, and don't forget that if I don’t
come back, plenty of people will want to
know why. You'd be crazy about having
a bunch of investigators tramping over
the place, wouldn't you?”

He sank back with a feeling of tri-
umph. But it was a little disconcerting
to note that the mask of carved ivory
across the table had not changed by the
flicker of an eyelash.

“There will be no investigation,” the
doctor told him evenly. “My dear fellow,
do you underestimate me as badly as
that? See, then; let me make it clear.
Today, tomorrow, you shall be walking
in the garden, or lying on your bed in
the dark. A sudden machete slash; you
would hardly know what happened.
After,” he added reflectively, “I should
send your body to Port-au-Prince—oh,
with the deepest regret——"

“And a machete cut to be explained,”
Lane interrupted. “Laugh that off!”

“A machete cut to be explained,” the
doctor repeated. “Oh, quite simple. I
shall merely send the black who did the
murder at the same time. In irons.”

Lane wet his lips. A cold tide was
creeping up from his feet, reaching for
his heart. “You would do that? Double-
Cross your own man?”

“Certainly, under the circumstances.”

“And I suppose you think he won't
talk, huh?”

The doctor’'s smile became almost
merry. “Talk? Oh, to be sure! But
consider: here is an ignorant black ac-
cused of murder. (All Americans in

Haiti know that when a black kills it is
for pure love of killing—no motive at
all) He comes with a fantastic tale—
you can see for yourself how fantastic—
against a gentleman of property and
reputation. Crazy—another crazy black!
Hell, swing him up and let’s get back to
our cocktails!”

Lane stared at the wine in his glass.
He was trying to think. The man could
probably do it; it was horribly, fasci-
natingly simple. If he promised—he'd
have to sign that confession. But it
wouldn't be used; no one would know.
And he would walk down the gangplank
with Amalia. Stone and towering steel;
ferries sliding back and forth; people
yelling and hurrying.

And Amalia would get over this—this
bad dream. They'd forget it. A year,
two years. it would crumble and fade—
but Amalia’s loveliness would go on.

“Not so hard, is it?” The doctor was
speaking softly, reading his thoughts.
“And you could, of course, divorce her—
in time—if you desired. Although I do
not think you would desire, once you
have—had her.”

The voice brought Lane back to an
abrupt sense of the present. He lifted
his head. “Look here! Gale—she'd go
with us, of course? On the yacht?”

“Yes,” the doctor agreed, after a mo-
ment's hesitation. “It would, I admit,
have given me a certain pleasure to—
take her from you. But in the circum-
stances—yes, if she wishes, Is there
anything else?”

Lane was staring at the table-top. He
was seeing a quick, restless body, shert
black hair whipped by the wind. Gray-
green kitten eyes, steady, unafraid.

He glanced up, looked at the window.
Outside, it was already day. And Lunch
would be waiting; and somewhere—
Gale . ..

He knew now what he was going to do,
what he wanted. He said slowly, “No,
I won't do it!” It came to him with sur-
prise that he wasn't afraid as he said it.

The doctor’'s mouth tightened, He
shrugged. “Well, as you please. I regret,
but—as you will.” He got to his feet, &
bit heavily. “Of course, if you should
change your mind, my offer still stands.
Any time before the—but let us not con-
sider so unpleasant a possibility . . .1
wish you good morning.”

Lane was already at the door. As he
threw the latch the doctor spoke again.

“I wonder if you have considered the
question of your Miss Armstrong? Who
will become her—champion, when you
have passed from the scene?”

The two blacks, squatting beside the
door, made no move to intercept Lane
as he walked out into the freshness of
the morning. He noted that almost sub-
consciously—evidently he wasn't to be
restricted, then. His mind was fixed now
on finding Gale.

He stopped, blinking a little in the
gush of white sunlight beyond the Pﬂ“‘;-
And then he caught a glimpse throus
the trees of the top of the square tower.

“A place of safety,” the doctor had
said. Besides, she certainly wasnt ib
the house. It was & hunch—no, 8 8
deal more than a hunch. for

He checked an impulse to start gf
ft on the run. The doctor or onlfjng
the blacks would probably be watciff
A moment later, he strolled off alorpés' o
colonnade, trying to give the imp: kept
of a man harassedviby d:“bts- g:guely
it up, stopping, moving o! X
umﬁ he s hidden from the house bY
the shrubbery.

There was still no sound. ':};ehi‘:‘:
was well up now, and there sho

chetes
been the click and swish of ma X
and the low, lazy laughter of the wor
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gangs. But everything was still. That
troubled him a little.

He had never been as far as the tower,
but he was fairly sure he knew which
path led to it. He took up a half trot,
stopping now and then to listen for any-
body who might be following.

There was no sound of anyone, and he
found that worrying, too. The fact that
the doctor wasn’t keeping a close eye on
him seemed to indicate that he felt
pretty secure.

Lane had been traveling for perhaps
fifteen minutes when he saw blue sky
ahead. A moment later, he saw the
tower a hundred yards in front.

Cautiously, so as not to be seen from
the windows, he worked his way up and
surveyed it from a screening thicket.
The doctor had been right when he said
it was an excellent position for defense.
It rose, square and solid, its white
coquina walls glistening in the sunshine,
to a height of about four stories. Small,
slitted windows. And then Lane's heart
skipped a beat, for Ramon, the doctor’s
Dominican boy was squatting beside the
half-open door with a rifle across his
knees. Lane drew a quick breath. One
thing was sure—that was where Gale
was. The boy with the rifle proved it.

He understood the doctor’s feeling of
security, too, as his eye traveled up the
solid white wall. It was smooth, un-
climbable. And the chance of getting
up to that door, near enough to rush a
man with a rifle, was—just nothing.

Well, only one thing to do now. He'd
have to find Lunch and get his pistol.
He turned his back on the tower and
broke into a hurried stride. The yacht
—that was the most likely place. One
of them could try to hold Ramon's at-
tention while the other crept up.

He stopped short, with a sudden empti-
ness in his chest, for a man stood in the
path ahead.

Lane did some swift and panicky
thinking. “A sudden machete slash; you
would hardly know what happened.” He
could see the doctor’s carven smile. Then
he remembered that what the doctor
wanted was a husband for Amalia, not a
corpse. The killing would be a last resort.

The blood flowed back around his
heart, a quick relief that was succeeded
by another dismaying thought. The man
must have been sent to follow him. He'd
have to shake him off, somehow.

And all the time, his feet were taking
him forward. And the man was stand-
ing there, waiting. Pure black. Big,
clumsy, powerful,

He was looking up expectantly. “B’jour,
blanc!”

Lane said, “Bon jour!” and stopped, his
heart pounding. The black was eying
him uncertainly, teeth showing in an
embarrassed grin. That didn't look like
a killer. Lane stepped aside and tried to
pass.

But the black stepped, too. He began
talking, a queer jumble of Creole.

“What? Quoi? Que voulez-vous? Lis-
ten—parlez lentement.”

The black moved nearer, gesticulating.
He produced a cigaret, tapped one end,
made a gesture of striking a match.

A great surge of relief, dizzying. All
he wanted was a light. Lane said, “Sure
—oui!” and produced a match box.

“Oui; un moment!” He lighted one and
held it to the cigaret. The black put
his hands up, cupped, to shield the flame.

Something—some sixth sense—warned
him, an instant too late. As he jerked
back, the black hands whipped around
his wrists like steel.

He wrenched, tore at them. The two
swayed and stumbled. Something rustled
in the brush behind him. He kicked out
at the black shins. There was a yell of

pain. In the same second something soft
and smothering dropped over his head
and blotted the world into darkness.

For a horrible, age-long instant he
thought this must be death. Then he
fought as a man fights in a dream,
struggling against the enveloping folds
that clogged him, Hands gripped him.
They caught his wrists, bent his arms
behind him. He smashed out viciously
with his heel—heard a smothered yelp.

Then both feet flew up, seemingly of
their own volition. For an appreciable
time he seemed to hang unsupported in
space. Something crashed against him.
He was on the ground, gasping. The
hands were holding him down. A cord
slipped around his ankles, tightened
Another licked around his wrists, bit as
unseen hands pulled it taut. He strained
against it, doubled his knees and kicked
without hitting anything.

Somebody laughed. He made one more
futile effort and lay still.

A quick gabble of Creole, instantly
shut off at a sharp word from someone.
The hands seized him again, lifted him.

They seemed to be half dragging,
half carrying him. Sometimes he seemed
to be head up and sometimes head down
until he lost all sense of balance. Green-
and-gold spots swam before his eyes in
sickening waves.

It ended at last. His bearers stopped
He was lald down; hands fumbled at
his back. The smothering blanket was
whipped off.

Lane’s head was still spinning from
the fight and from his journey. It was
a moment before his eyes could steady
themselves to take in the details of the
place. He seemed to be lying in half-
darkness on a dirt-floored cabin, stil
bound hand and foot.

He managed to hunch himself up on
his elbows a little. The hut was evi-
dently one of the poorer cailles—one
room with a palm-thatched roof. There
was a door, partly open, and one smal
window high up under the eaves, Of
his captors there was no sign.

He tried his bonds—gingerly at first,
then with increasing pressure. They
seemed to be entirely efficient.

A sound from outside the half-open
door made him pause in the experi-
ment. He rolled over onto his face and
managed, by wriggling his shoulders and
knees, to drag himself across the floor,
cautiously, until he could look out.

Just beyond the door, in a little patch
of shade made by the low eaves, he sa¥
the broad back of a huge Negro, and
when he craned his neck he saw another.

They squatted patiently. One held 8
machete. It occurred to Lane that if he
could only get his hands and feet loose,
it might be possible to make one spring
from the door, topple them both over.
and run for it. Involuntarily he strained
at his cords again.

The effort threw him off balance.
He rolled over slightly, almost to the
threshold.

Instantly the two swung around. Th
one with the machete (he seemed to b
in charge) broke into a stream of Creaie
and motioned him back. But Lap¢
pretended to misunderstand. He ssid
“Quoi?” stupidly, and rolled nearer.

The black growled a warning.
Lane persisted. His head and shoulders
were outside the door mow. A sudden
lightning movement, a glittering 8%
The machete struck the ground not (W0
inches before his face.

He jerked back with a sick @
There wasn't any doubt in his mind no¥.
In fact, there was nothing at all in b
mind except a dismayed sense of the -
canny speed and precision of the blo¥

The black grunted and turned a¥/
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Agaln, Lane lay back weakly. Later, he
had another idea.

“Hey!” he called to the guards. “Soif!
J'ai grand’ soif. Eau!”

He had to repeat it a couple of times
before the men understood. Then a
shadow fllled the doorway and one of
them appeared with a gourd of water.
He held the gourd to Lane’s lips. Be-
fore he went out, he put the container
with what was left of the water in a
corner where Lane could reach it.

Evidently they didn’t intend to let him
die of neglect, then. He settled back to
make what he could of the situation.

First, it was plain that the doctor
didn't mean to kill him out of hand. If
he did, why take so much trouble about
imprisoning him? Probably, then, he
wasn't in any immediate danger. Damned
uncomfortable, though.

He frowned, thoughtfully. That might
very well be a part of it. What the
doctor wanted was a husband for his
niece, not a corpse. He was calculating
on a few hours of discomfort, plus the
strain of not knowing what was to hap-
pen, to bring him to terms.

Lane smiled with grim enjoyment. All
right, let's see who'd give in first. For
once Perez, the psychologist, had over-
played himself. Bound and helpless as
he was, he held the whip hand. And
wouldn't he use it when the time came!

In the meantime, what about these
cords? It would be an added triumph
to work himself out of them before the
doctor came. He twisted around and
examined his ankles. The cord seemed
to be a linen rope of some kind, hard,
and with very little give to it. Probably
shark line. He'd remembered seeing
some hung out to dry near the cailles.

If he could only find a nail, anything
rough that he could fray the cord on!
His eyes searched the floor, the walls.
But the walls were solid coquina—not a
projection of any kind. And the floor
was bare.

He remembered that he had dropped
his matches when the black had jumped
him, back there on the path. And he
didn’'t have his knife; he hadn't had it
when he had wanted it outside of Gale’s
window. He’d left it on his bureau when
he changed his clothes—Lord! was that
only last night?

He stared about him, his teeth set
with impatience. Then, suddenly, his
head jerked up. He stared incredulously
at the little window. A sound—some-
thing was scratching at the sill!

I-r caME again, hardly louder
than the scrape of an insect's wing. But
—he caught his breath—this wasn’t any
insect. Something was moving against
the square of light. It became a hand,
groping. Another hand followed it, then,
slowly, the upper part of a face.

Hope exploded inside Lane in a shower
of colored lights. The face was Lunch’s.
The yellow boy’s forehead was creased.
His eyes roved helplessly in the unaccus-
tomed gloom. Then Lane moved, and
they focused on him in a frantic stare.

Desperately, Lane made motions with -

his mouth for silence. He jerked his
head towards the open door, frowned.

“Knife!” He was making the word
with his lips. He twisted around to show
his bound hands. “Knife—knife!”

An instant of bewilderment. Then a
Jook of swift comprehension. Lunch
nodded. One hand disappeared. There
was an endless wait, while Lunch’s eyes
bulged and the sweat started out on his
face. A tiny jingle—metal against metal.
Lane was rigid in an agony of suspense.
But the watchers out in front made no
sign of having heard.
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The hand came up again, clutching a
knife. The two hands shifted, writhed,
clung, struggling to open it and hold to
the sill at the same time. While Lane
watched. the blade began to lift out of
the handle.

At that instant, from the path in front,
there came the sound of voices.

Lane flashed a frantic glance at the
door, back at the window, motioned with
his eyes. The boy was still intent, strug-
gling with the knife blade. The voices
came nearer. An exclamation from one
of the pair at the door; a quick rustle
and scrape as they heaved themselves
to their feet. )

Lunch heard that. His eyes flew wide.
He made one last effort and the blade
snapped open. They were right outside
the door now. He dropped the knife in-
side and let go his hold on the sill.

The knife flashed down the wall and
stuck in the dirt floor. Lane rolled over
and managed to hide it under him just
as Lunch struck the ground outside with
a soft thump.

It was the thump that did it. There
was an electric second. Then—excited
orders, a rush of feet around the hut, a
frantic dodging, a struggle.

“Oh, God!” Lane thought tensely.
“They've got him!”

At the same instant there was a light
step, a shadow in the doorway. He
swung around and saw—Amalia.

She was smiling, her eyes cool beneath
their arched brows. The breath went out
of him, slowly. He swallowed. “You——"

“But my dear! Whom else did you ex-
pect?” Her voice was silver, but there
was.a light in her eyes that he knew—
and dreaded. She called an order to
the men outside, and then, in response
to his look of question: “Oh, yes, they
have caught him—your friend.”

There was a movement outside the
door. Lunch appeared, helpless between
the guards, who half led, half dragged
him into the caille. There was a purplish
welt over his right eye. He stood with
his head bowed, breathing heavily.

Amalia smiled an edged, terrible smile.
“So! You were curious to see what is
here. You shall see—everything.” She
gave the guards a command in Creole.

One of them held him, while the other
turned out his pockets. One of the first
finds was the pistol. Her eyes lighted
at the sight of it. With an exclamation
she pounced on it, made sure it was
loaded.

“And that is the pistol with which you
have shot the papaloi,” she commented.
“And it returns to me, of course.”

Lane made no answer. He was watch-
ing miserably as they tied Lunch’s hands
behind him. Only when one of them
drew the cords up until the yellow boy
made a hissing sound between his teeth,
he ventured a protest.

“They’re hurting him. There’s no
sense in that.”

“It is not for long,” Amalia reassured
him. “Until tonight only.”

“Tonight?” He was puzzled, hopeful.

“The Petro sacrifice”—calmly. “It is
three days. Last night was the first.”

He was staring at her. He was staring
at Lunch; at the curious, ridged V that
had suddenly come on the yellow boy’s
forehead. The Petro . .. Lunch!

She spoke again to the guards. They
laid hold of Lunch and hauled him out.
Lane was alone with Amalia—and the
Petro was tonight. Here! Buck up!

“S80 now, we may talk.” She had sat
down in front of him, knees drawn up,
hands clasping slender ankles. “My
dear, why did you shoot my papaloi?”

Lane felt the knife under his leg. It
gave him confidence. “Is he dead?”

“Dead?” She laughed. “My poor

Steve, did you think you could kll my
papalot so? No, he is not dead.”

A warm wave of relief went over him.
But he said, “That's too bad. I never
saw anybody that needed killing more."

“Ah!” She smiled mysteriously. “That
is because you have not learned. There
are things—see, the papaloi himself, he
is nothing. It is because I use him—a
tool to my hand, you know. Ah, but
you do not know—yet.”

The sunlight from the door in her
hair. The soft delicacy of her. He said.
“Good God, Amalia, how can you do it?
Can't you see—"

Her brows bent. “I? But it is you
who cannot see. Because you are blind,
stupid. Like my poor people sometimes:
they can see nothing. They cry out
now for your death; did you know that?
Because of the crime you have done.”

'I:mu: WAs concern in her tone.
It reassured him, troubled him, too. He
said, “A crime? To shoot that ape when
he was all set for murder?”

“But to destroy what Is beautiful,
what is holy—that is always a crime, is
it not?” A reasoning tone, patient.

“Beautiful!” The word leaped out of
him. “Say, if there's anything beauti-
ful about a cold-blooded murder—and
Father Anselmo——"

“Murder!” she flamed at him. “Mur-
der? I cannot murder. I cannot sin
Whatever I do—but how should you un-
derstand? See, I am—oh, how do you
say it? I am consecrated, above sin, be-
yond it. The Power of Life, it works
through me. And what I do—anything
—it is a thing not of sin but of glory!"
Her eyes were burning now. “Oh, you
must understand—but you cannot. Not
yet; not ever, perhaps, fully. But you
can believe and serve me.”

“My God, she is crazy!” was his
startled thought. “Raving crazy!" He
felt the knife under his leg. Better tem-
porize. He said, “What do you mean—
serve you? What do I have to do?”

“You shall see!”—earnestly. “There
are things you must learn; trials to
undergo. Oh, the way is not easy, my
dear. But—you shall see.”

An idea came to him. If he could
humor her . . . “But look here, couldnt
I serve you better with my hands untied?
Lunch, too,” he added incautiously, &
she appeared to consider. “Lunch i3
bright boy, might be pretty useful. But
he's no good to anybody all tied up.”

He knew the instant he had said it
that it had been a mistake. She smiled
pityingly. “My poor Steve! Do yu
think it is so easy to fool me? And that
boy—I have a hundred such, thousands
He is nothing: more, he is already ded!-
cated to the Petro. But you, my Stew,
will learn, and you will not like the leam-
ing. Such things come slowly, and b
suffering. You do not believe that? Shal
I show you something? Look!"

She twisted around, & quick movement.
and slipped the white dress she wort
down over one shoulder.

Lane caught his breath. All acros
the upper part of her back ran thi
parallel lines—silver-white scars.

She pulled the dress up again, nodded
“To suffer, yes. That is a part of t
Way to Power. The whip of the Pries
of Thoth—in Paris, that was. Pail—
but that was nothing, nothing! Ther
are things I could tell, but how shoold
you understand, you who have not
patience to have your hands tied for 3
little, little while? And yet you
understand—a part—some day." d

Lane shivered. Somehow, the sight
those scars had shaken him as 1
that had happened so far had done.
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rought home to him suddenly that
Kzaesreb ngﬁa cold depths to Amalia as un-
known, as terrifying, as the great deeps
of the sea. “

But she was going on. “See, my dear,
can you not believe without understand-
ing for a little? All this—the Petro,
everything—it does not matter. It is I,
only I, who am consecrated. And you
are chosen, chosen to help me bring my
revelation. Her voice rang out. “The rev-
elation that shall set free the world!”

Her head was up, delicate nostrils
quivering. Lane had a mad thought
that, whatever she did, she was the most
beautiful thing he had ever seen.

“You shall help, but it flows through
me—me alone. Hear me—I can do any-
thing, anything I want to do. Jeanne
d'Arc, she knew the mysteries. Cleopatra,
she knew a little. Madame Blavatsky—
an impostor, but there have been others.
Hypatia, Catherine of Siena, Catherine
of Russia—the Power worked through
them. But I—I am the Power!”

Crazy; stark crazy! But—the way she
looked; the sinister sureness in her tone.
Whatever it was, she believed it with
every fiber. Careful, now; careful!

He said cautiously, “Well, I guess you’'re
right.”

“Ah! You do not yet believe. I am
mad, you think, is it not so? Then hear
me! Already in Haiti, Santo Domingo,
France—as far as India—we are ready.
Russia is alive with it, waiting. London,
Paris, even your New York—oh, too long
to tell you. But we start here, today.
And San Cristébal, I hold in my hand.”

“The devil!” The rest might be pure
raving, but this, at least, was desperately
important. “But what about your uncle?
mn;t he have something to say about

t ”

Her face was a cameo, exquisite, hard
as stone. “He has had his warning,” she
told him. “With his poor little test tubes,
his retorts, he has chosen to stand in
the way. I shall not concern myself with
what happens to him.”

The recollection of Father Anselmo was
8 crnimson streak across Lane’s mind.
He said, “You'd kill him? Your uncle?”

She twitched her shoulders. “Mysels
—no. But my poor blacks—there is much
hatred. One must give way sometimes.”

Lane’s flesh crawled. He had a swift
vision of the doctor, of Gale, in the hands
?me black mob. There must be some-
}_le sald cautiously, “Well, but—well,
he's a pretty important man, your uncle.”
Cuerul_, now! “I was just thinking,
wouldn't it be better—safer, anyhow—to
let“ em got Send 'em away?”

Them?” For an instant she eyed him
q}lllesnomngly. Then, suddenly: “Gale!”
; t: Spat at him, her eyes bright with

ate. “So it is Gale you think of! Let
me tell you a thing”—her voice sank to
:-g{y whisper—“you think you fool me
Plt your talk. That girl goes to the
aﬁ To—tonight!” For an instant she was
thufmlf anger. “And I tell you another
ris gt; ;ha-u give her to Ogoun Badag-
wil no: & loody One, myself. And she

The oo fls Quickly or easily—your Gale!"”

uth rds were cuttmg his wrists now,
_ € Was hardly conscious of it. Gale
pand she'd do it! And he had to lie
jf"ﬁ- The knife, the knife under his leg:
No f)e gould get it between his fingers.

Tie }e}' wait. Wait and play along.

Osm:mrteq an instant until he could
o of his voice, and then said, “Well
Youll syit yourself, of course.” ’
"YouTaofkmg smile touched her lips.

. well € :)t Wisely. Almost—too wisely.

e sal. thl have much to learn.”

Hig umbly, “Well, I guess that’s

fight. Harq to get "

1ng, though Yge JUsed to all this kill-
. oull have to give me
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time. And say, what’s the use of keep-
ing me tied up? These cords are darned
uncomfortable. They hurt my wrists.”

She laid her hand on his arm. “My
poor Steve, do you think I do not know
what is in your mind? But I would not
have you hurt—too much. They shall
be loosened a little. You have yet to
learn the mystery, the terrible beauty of
pain. My dear, can you not trust me—
I who am to unveil the hidden things,
to bring light to the secret places?”

Her voice was low, now—vibrant. Her
eyes half closed and she swayed a little.
“Mystery—terror and ecstasy—dark beau-
ty and the terror and sweetness of death.
Death and terror over the land; death
and terror over the sea, in the air. A
wind ant of Africa and the rushing of
dark Wings. A baptism of blood to the
sound of harps and rolling drums.”

She was swaying rhythmically now,
her fade intense with eager light. “O
Mother Hera, Isis, Freya, Astarte of the
Triple Crown! O Aphrodite, Maftresse
Ezilée, who are one and one with me—
let this one who is bound in the flesh be
unbound in the spirit, that he also may
walk among the stars .. .”
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Her voice dropped. Her head dropped
forward a little. For a moment she sat
before him, white, relaxed, very still.
Then she lifted her face; serene with a
sort of exalted ecstasy. She got to her
feet with a little, tired sigh; leaned over
and kissed him, her eyes tender.

“I must go now,” she told him simply.
Then, at the door, she turned. “But I
am forgetting. You are to have the cords
loosened. Louis!”

A black face appeared in the doorway.
In a swift panic Lane remembered the
knife under his leg. “It's all right,” he
protested. “I was just talking. The cords
are all right, really.”

But already she had given the black
his orders. He was coming across the
hut. Lane pressed against the wall, his
mind a frantic whirlpool of excuses.

“No, honestly! I was just putting it
on, trying to get you to let me go.
They're perfectly comfortable.”

The black was standing over him now,
his heavy face puzzled. Lane caught the
glint of suspicion in Amalia’s eyes.

“But surely you will not object to hav-
ing them looser. See, Louis shall wrap
them with strips of cloth. 8o, now, turn

around and let him get at them”

“I don’t want him fooling with them"
was the best Lane could offer. “I swear
they're okay!”

She smiled—and the smile was up.
pleasantly reminiscent of the doctor, I
think not. Turn around, my dear, Or
shall Louis turn you around?”

Lane said desperately. “Oh, all right:
all right! I turn around.” Cautiously,
he began to hunch himself away from
the wall, keeping the knife under his leg,

Amalia was watching him, suspicious
and puzzled. She said, “What is it? Why
do you do it like that—so slow?” Then
her hand shot out, pushed his shoulder.

It was hardly more than a touch, but
it caught him off guard. He lost his bal-
ance, struggled to regain it, toppled over.

She pounced on the knife, catlike, her
eyes lighting with a malicious triumph
“So, this is why you are content to serve
me! Do you think, my dear, that I am
altogether a fool?” 8he balanced the
knife on her palm, glanced from it to
him, her eyes hard. ‘“This, then, is your
love, your faith! Truly, you have much
to learn, my Steve. And you shall begin
learning it at the Petro—tonight!”

The trouble presaged by the rada drums bursts into full fury in Clements Ripley’s Final Installment—Next Month
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«“Do not move,” said the
doctor. “A bad light, but
evenso I could hardly miss.”
“What’s the idea?” gulped
Lane. “Are you crazy?”
“Not at all. Merely—
our little game ends.”

q Conclusion
7 MALIA HAD GONE. The two guards had re-

re : ‘of cere-
mony they tossed him on the floor and took up their

stations again in the shade of the eaves outside.

Lunch grunted, leaned his shoulders against the wall.
He stared down at his bound ankles. “Huh,” he re-
marked dispiritedly. “Cer’nly look like we in a mess
this time.”

Lane’s mind was still ringing with Amalia’s words.
God knew what she might be able to work these blacks
up to—no way to warn Gale. He yanked at his bonds in
futile desperation.

Lunch’s eyes rolled. “Mighty Uil good fightin’ ’em. If
ole sha'’k cain’ break ’at line, you ain’ li'ble to. Say, whe’
;azt knife at? S8he get 1t?”

/ 4
“Uh-huh. God, I've got to get my

‘wonderin’.

Hiustrations by
Pruett Carter

.
>

hands loose, do something!”

The yellow boy settled baclg hope-
lessly. “Look like we into it. a%-
right. Nex' to shootin’ a pqpa{o&
look like the wors’ luck wt}at is, its
women. Women gets you into grief
an’ tribulation—me, I had p!'enty
'sperience with ‘em, an’ I know. He
lapsed into a despondent §1lence.

Lane squinted at the yvhlte, men-
acing shaft of sunlight in the door;
way. Gale would be safe in the towe
for a time—but how safe? Amalldﬂ
hadn’t been bluffing when she ”gvi
“That girl goes to the Petro wmghhe
Ramon might be bought—or sce
might know of some secret entzan k

He drew a quick breath. LO(:"
here! I've got to get out of hm&u
“Me, too. But how? ’'At's what puzzle me. No.‘ 5
bake a2 WhHIte-rolks Jall,” Tunech we
seem like if you jes’ hol’ yo’ 3%
white-folks’ll fergit they mad an’ &
But I ain’ been in no nigger j¢
'Sides which,” he ac
gon’ be here long.” 1

Lane jerked his shoulders. “Ol
to do something. Maybe I coulé

‘“Well, you maybe could. Walt,
to you.” '

He hunched himself over,
around so as to bring them bag
touching. ;

It was & moment before L&




Can a lone man fight a winning battle
against the power of black magic?

and longer still before he got hold of the knot. He had
g_ever realized how clumsy his hands could be without

iS eyes to help them. Soon his fingers began to swell.
The more he gripped, the less feeling they had.

He gave up at ]
awhile” 1Y ength.
tocl;un‘?h made the attempt, but presently he gave it up,
oy “Seem like I cain’ make ole fingers do no more,”
i Said unhappily. “No, suh, look like we into it, an
hes a fac’. Miss 'Malia got a mighty mean way about

I when she get in a strut like this. I ain’ claimin’ to
shg‘g what she do about you. You white-folks—maybe
me ?I‘ z'ﬁu dlfrer%nt. But she pointedly right in behine

N ou ? ’ in? N
mawnin'!"y what’s a fac’, I ain’ feel so good this
Lamth 2 cheerfulness that he was far from feeling
b sald, “Oh, forget it! I'll find some way yet to save

O‘Eh our necks.”
it a{‘l{’(’é‘xnke my neck plumb gone awready. An’ I had
Jean inned S0 nice, too. I tuk ’'at gun an’ stuck Gros
an’ T w2 Cabin an’ lock him up. Well, then I waited
. Waited, till seem like I couldn’ wait no mo’, so I

O, Jookin’ fo’ you.”

.%“etnhi’w did you manage to find me?”

» 1 et up with 'Ti Lizette—which she's the lil

“I can’t do it. You try mine

brown girl was gonna have her haid chopped o at the
Petro las’ night——"

In the rush of events Lane had almost forgotten the
girl under the knife last night. The words brought the
whole scene battering again at his brain. “What hap-
pened to her?” he demanded.

“Why, she kin’a hidin’ in the woods—her an’ Maman
Celeste—’at’s her mothuh. You seen ’at ole woman las’
night, carryin’ on.”

“But—how on earth did you find them?”

“Well, I kin’a knowed whe’ to look. I been mighty
frien’ly——"

“Walit a minute!” A light had broken on Lane. “Was
that why you took me there last night? Because you
thought I might save your girl?” )

“Why, she ain’ my girl ezac’ly.” Lunch wrinkled his
forehead. “Only seem like I gotta love her lil bit some-
time ’'cause she so de-mandin’ . . . 'Bout me takin’ you
there—it was an’ it wasn’t. Seem like she mighty sweet
lil girl—too bad to was'e her like that—but mostly it
was to see Miss 'Malia. 'Pears like ’at’s a mighty curious
way fo’ a white lady to behave, all ’em goin’s-on.

“Cou’se I wouldn’ gen’lly mix in no white-folks busi-
ness, only you bein’ reg’lar white-folks, like I'm used

to—well, anyhow, 'Ti Lizette an’ me, we mighty frien’ly.
73



S8he tell me Miss Gale an’ the doctuh is in the tower,
an’ you heah. So I come projeckin’ roun’, an’ right
there I made my mistake.”

“It was darn decent of you. I won’t forget.”

“’At's mighty nice, suh, but look likke rememberin’s
'‘bout all I'm li'ble to get this time.”

“But look here, isn’t it possible that 'Ti Lizette might
help us some way? Or her mother?”

“Well, ole Maman Celeste got her a big-sized knife an’
she talk a heap 'bout cuttin’ Miss 'Malia. But I reckon
it’s jes’ talk.”

Lunch was frankly without hope—more so as the
morning wore on. Amalia, Lane learned, had made no
exaggeration when she said she held San Cristébal in
her hand. True, she hadn't managed to get into the
tower yet, but given a little time . . . Lane clenched his
teeth helplessly. If he hadn’t made such a fuss about
having his hands loosened; if he hadn’'t done this; if
he hadn’'t done that.

The heat lapped around him like some soft monster,
sucking his strength, his courage. Slowly the shaft of
sun from the open door crept across the floor and
disappeared.

74Lunch said wistfully, “Seem like it mus’ be mighty

near dinner time. You reckon they gon’ feed uSée
Lane himself began to be conscious of hunger-&sn ¥
sald, “Sure. No point in starving us.” But he W
sure as he sounded. )
asLunch moved uneasily. “Me, I jes’ heerd mylm
mick go ‘slap’ ag’'in’ my backbone,” he co%? i
“Who-ee, I sure like to chomp down on oiveml : e
right now!” He brought his jaws together Sobey
Lane sat upright in sudden excitement.
never thought of that!”

€«
r.[:loucm o' WHAT? Setetﬁxnk llk:flln
nice, juley steak 'bout what a man li'ble to

Teeth, man—teeth! HOW good

“Steak, hell! f

ours?” d o
Y There was an instant of silence—a St:f:vle‘;o?“lnm?
comprehension. ‘“You means, y ckame think I8
Sure looks like I kin try, anyhow. Make
eatin’ on 'at steak, maybe.” to bring

Already Lane, hope hot in him, hadlsgif;%ce A
his hands nearer Lunch. It was ab?tg o1 two, T &6t
the boy explained after an abortive tough!

to take it lil bit at a time. This ole sha’k line
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waxy with the moon on it. Tﬁehm::.'b'lelov.clin&dothegirlonthesaud cos

) He worried at it while Lane curved his wrists back
agonizingly and stared at the sun-filled doorway. He
had expected it to be a matter of seconds, but the
minutes lengthened while Lunch grunted and tore at
the hard cord and his heart almost stopped every
time the blacks outside moved. Once, in fact, one of
them put his head in at the door curiously.

Lane didn’t dare speak, but he wriggled his fingers
and Lunch dropped his head as though asleep. The
guard, after a casual scrutiny, disappeared, and Lane
let:‘ out a shaky breath.

Got her frazzled right smart,” Lunch mumbled a
;noment later. “Seem like my teef never be good
or much of anythin’ mo’, though. Ole sha’k line tough-
€r'n mule meat. Yesso, I reckon it’s tougher'n buzzard
meat . . . Awright. I eatin’on it.”

GBeat, a soft, smothering weight on eyes and chest.
elww? and tugs and mouthings. Ache in Lane’s wrists,
a l;razzled right smart,” the yellow boy gasped again,
’at's% rested a moment. “Squinch roun’ thisaway—

Lanetter. Now, lemme get a good bait of it.”

nis be felt the boy’s lips curve around the cord, felt
reath, hot on his hands. There was a grunt, a

grinding, a sudden tug.

Suddenly, miraculously,
his hands were free.

He stared at them in a
solemn, unbelieving rap-
ture. It was as though he
had never had hands be-
fore. In a sort of frenzy,
he rolled over and dug
his nails into the knots
that bound Lunch, jerked
them loose.

Lunch stretched his
arms wide, took a deep
breath, and then, without
wasting words, began on
his ankles. Lane was al-
ready at work. “What us
gon’ do now, suh? ’'Em
boys outside——'> He
caught his breath sharply
as the agony of returning
circulation caught him.
“Seem like ’em things
hurts mo’ off than on,”
he said in a sort of re-
proachful wonderment.

LANE grinned
through a mist of pain.
“Not so good,” he agreed
breathlessly. “But we’ve
got to get out of here.
Listen, now. We’'ll get the
guards one at a time.
They’ve got those knives,”
he added, remembering
the deadly precision of
that cut earlier that day.

“An’ you ain’ said it
all, either,” Lunch agreed.
“But how we gon’ get 'em
sep'rate? You go to sep-
arate one of 'em, the other
gon’ come up behine an’
separate you right slam
in two pieces—’'at's what
he gon’ do.”

‘““Listen, can’t you?
That's what I'm trying to
tell you...”

Lunch listened dubious-
- 5 i ly. “Well, I ain’ so sure.

P 4 b 'At’s a pow’ful bad pair o’
black boys.”

“Well, if you can think
of a better way——"

Lunch scratched his head. “Why, don’ seem like I
got no better way,” he admitted without enthusiasm.
“But I tell you right now, I kin hear ole Angil Gab'l
hollerin’, ‘Get over onna colored folks’ side, boy, an’ fin’
you a secondhan’ hahp to fit you. Stil—” He
ghn;gghed alxlxid b(;:;ixarrxls tl.tr) move reluctantly towards the

oor, hunching elf across the fl
were still bound. OSF 88 Kough hie

“Sure you know what you're going to do?”—

B l;It:hle v%ellllo:vlblgy roléed gu: eyes. “I lmowsn ear:rg;lgsllxjt"

sh’ nowed what he ’ ) "

stlid’m' ‘bout right now.” gon’ do. At what I'm
ane didn't answer, chiefly because he co g

of anything very encouraging to say. To te}llkt!;g: 3331‘

he was beginning to feel dubious himself as he picked

up one of the cords and ran it through his fin

Oh, well, it was the best plan they had. s
e glanced nervously at the doo

and upset the water gourd. “Okayf' gl: x;rf::g?»ed ot

whlﬁﬁﬁfg}z{ '{..ungh's voice was raised, a plea in Creole of

an « r ? 2

ontos gran’ soif” were the only words Lane

There was a grunt from ou
his request for water. There (ctg:?teihu

Lunch repeated
ed on page 123)
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Voodoo Moon

(Continued from page 75)

was a sound of the guard getting to
his feet. Lane saw his shadow in the
doorway and gripped the cord between
sweating palms.

Then the man was inside, his eyes
rolling in the sudden change from white-
bot sunlight to half darkness. There was
an interchange between him and Lunch,
the latter evidently explaining that the
gourd had been tipped over, for the guard
stepped over to Lane, who lay on his side,
trusting to the gloom to hide the fact
that he was loose.

The black stood over him now, gigan-
tic in the half light. He felt his muscles
tense and crawl as the man stopped for
an instant and gave him a slow, in-
curfous glance. He'd notice something
wrong; couldn’t help it. Better jump
him now! Lane gathered himself.

But the guard turned away. Now his
eye lighted on the gourd, and he stooped
for it.

Instantly Lane was on him like a cat.
One jerk whipped the cord around the
heavy neck, yanked it tight.

The giant was up with a strangled
tellow, carrying the lighter white man
with him, whirling, threshing, clawing at
his neck, where the cord bit deeper and
deeper. Lane's feet flew up; he was
flung into the air like a sack of rags,
banged against the wall, slammed down
again. Floor and ceiling, the golden ob-
long of the door swung and whirled. He
was dizzy, scared, but he clung grimly
to the cord, wrenched at it.

He had a flash of the other guard
coming through the door with a rush,
saw the yellow boy’s lashing kick catch
him in the stomach. There was a groan
and thud. The man collapsed against
the wall like wet paper. His own man
had crashed into the corner, where he
was trying to scrape Lane off against the
rough coquina, but he braced his feet in
a desperate shove that sent them out
into the room, yanked the cord.

The giant stumbled, went to his knees,
the heavy muscles writhing with his
strangled agony. Lane’s own throat
ached in sympathy. He nerved himself
to hang on and force him down, jerking
the cord tighter. In desperation he
smashed his heel against a taut, quiver-
Ing elbow. The elbow jackknifed and
the black pitched forward on his face,
and lay there with only a convulsive
hefvmg of his heavy shoulders.

Grab that cord and tie him, Lunch.
Hustle, 50 I can let him breathe.”

Lunch obeyed. Gingerly, Lane loosened
the cord. But the man was too far
gone to do anything now. He drew a
long, shuddering breath and lay still.

Lane got to his feet and wiped his
face on his sleeve. He was aware that
Lunch was thrusting the handle of a
Sna.chet,e at him, urging him towards the

00r. He took it mechanically, his eyes
;uu on thg man on the floor, who was

reathing in labored gasps. The other
5_“?111’. his shoulders propped against the
tl? » Was retching weakly. Somehow,
ihey stumbled towards the door and out
Into a bath of white sunlight.
bolgobody stopped them. They saw no-
o rty' From behind came the noise of
Om““’d breathing, but that was the
they }slound. Lane drew a long breath of
¢ ot, steamy air of freedom. To-
gether, they walked away.

The sun rode high. Lane flailed at his
;?::étd and swore. “Damn! We certainly
L the buggiest place on the island.”
unch opened one eye. “Seem like
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ole bugs gets meaner alla time,” he
agreed drowsily.

He dozed off again, stretched in a tan-
gle of wild grapevine. But Lane was in
no mood for sleeping. For the tenth time
in an hour, he parted the leafy screen in
front of them and peered through.

Across an open space of perhaps a
hundred and fifty yards the tower reared
itself, blocky and uncompromising. The
door was still guarded by Ramon, who
sat with his head slumped forward and
his hat over his eyes.

“I'll bet he's asleep,” Lane said, for
the sake of saying something.

“Might be. But you start fo' 'at door,
he wake up quick enough. ’'Sides which,
the doctuh, he li’'ble to be watchin’ from
a window.”

Lane drew a quick, almost hysterical
breath. What was going on behind thase
walls that shimmered in the iron sun-
light? Gale alone there with the doc-
tor—anything might happen.

“I'll bet,” he said irritably, “that if we
showed ourselves he'd let us in. Worst
he could do would be to warn us off.”

“Ain’ bettin’. If the doctuh say,
‘Shoot!” he p'intedly gon’ shoot. ‘Sides
which, you go to showin’ you'self an’
some ’'em black apes 0’ Miss 'Malia’s
1i'ble to get you.”

“We haven't seen any signs of them
since we've been here.”

“They here jessa same. She wanna get
in jes’ 's bad as what we do, but she
waitin’ fo’' da'k, like us. Nosuh, you hol’
yo' patience. Ain' no other way.”

It was sense, Lane knew. But sense
wasn't very satisfying. He returned to
the argument. “He's taking a Ilong
chance sitting out there. Anybody could
knock him over from cover here. It's
easy rifle range.”

“Easy,” Lunch agreed. “But where the
rifle?” He chuckled. “Nosuh, 'at's where
the doctuh he's jes’ too sma’'t fo' ’em.
Because, ’scusin’ my pistol, which Miss
'Malia’s got it, the’ ain’ no rifles outside
‘at towuh. He’s got 'em all.”

Lane was in the mood for argument.
“How do you know?”

“I knows awright. He don’t 'low none
—'at's why.”

“How can he keep them off? With
five hundred people—"

“How anybody gon’' get 'em on? Ain’
nothin’ come here, 'scusin’ the yacht, an’
only two of us works reg’lar on 'at—me
an’ Gros Jean. Gros Jean, he dumb;
don’t know which end a rifle shoots out
of. Me. I had me my pistol, but I hadda
do a mighty lot o’ stud’in’ fo' I figured
me a way to get it a-past him. Now,
Miss 'Malia got it, an’ 'at's bad luck.”

Lane grinned. “Well, you've still got
that obeah trick around your neck.
Maybe that'll help. And we've got the
two machetes.”

Lunch’s fingers strayed towards the
little leather bag. “’At’s a mighty good
trick,” he agreed dubiously. “But I'd feel
a heap mo’ satisfied, did I have my gun.
Gun’s a mighty handy thing to back up
any trick.”

Slowly the shadows shifted and length-
ened. The flies bit and the sun beat
down, and Lane wriggled and mopped
at his face and neck. Occasionally he
peered through the leaf screen at the
tower. Once, towards sundown, his heart
sank as he saw that Ramon had gone
in and shut the door.

But Lunch had an explanation for
that. “Gone to get him some supper,”
was his guess. ‘“He be back, awright.
Does he keep ’'at do’ shut long, they
li'ble to fry inside ’at ole towuh.”

Lane stared apprehensively at the un-
yielding walls. But presently, to his re-
lief, the Dominican came back and took
up his watch again.

The last hour before sunset was the
hardest. It seemed to him that the sy
would never dip that last few degrees
over the horizon. And when it did, j
had all the quality of unexpectednes,
Once he looked and the tower was a
before, shimmering in the heat. Again,
and the sky behind it was soft pink
deepening into streaks of raw crimson,

He watched the crimson fade. A pale
green star came out—another and ap.
other, deepening as the world turned
misty purple. The hard outlines of the
tower blurred and softened.

His mouth tightened. He picked up
one of the machetes.

Lunch squinted dubiously at the sky,
“I can still see ’at boy atta do,” he
warned. “An’ can I see him, he can
see me. Le's we wait.”

The seconds ticked by. Slowly the
white patch of the Dominican’s shirt
faded into the surrounding gray. Only
the tower stood out now, hard and un-
compromising against a purple sky.

Lane shifted his machette. Haste
gripped him. “I've had enough of this’
he announced. “Let's go.”

Before Lunch could offer further pro-
test he had slithered snake-wise out of
cover into the open.

For a moment he lay flat, his heart
hammering, feeling suddenly terribly ex-
posed. Another thing—he had stuiied
the ground in front this afternoon uatl
he knew every bit of cover, every dp
and rise and tuft of grass. And now it
didn’'t look the same at all.

Lunch's breathing behind, quick and
uneven. The sound steadied him. Luach
would be expecting him to do somethng.

He moved forward, blindly at fist,
then with a surge of confidence as he
recognized his first landmark—a litte
clump of yucca, white in the starshine

A sharp stone bruised his elbow—the
patch of shale he had seen from cover.
Too far to the right, then. He swung
as nearly as he could for the little ho'-
low he had marked as a resting ple
For a moment he had lost it. Then tht
ground gave sharply and he slid into
and lay pressed against the earth wai-
ing for Lunch to come up. .

So far he had been too busy ﬁndmg
his landmarks to think of much else, bu:
now, lying there tense, Lunch’s heV
breathing, the faint rub and scape o
his body against the ground, seemed ©
shatter the stillness.

“Quiet!” Lane's lips formed the wort
soundlessly. “Quiet!”

Lunch wriggled up out of the dut
“Seem like I aln’ made to crawl ao !
stummick,” he said querulously. ‘Do
scrape alla buttons off my britches.

“Come on!” the white man bres

He was steadier as he slid f
again. His sense of direction was dg
lished now, and one after another
landmarks came in sight and slid P‘f“
The tuft of tall grass; the clﬂml;m
vines; the hollow beyond and the )
rise over which he worked himsell ¥
methodical caution, :nml;m at 8 "?;

Things darted pas ;
grass. The smell of the earth ;"m':
his nostrils. His ears, close oty
ground, caught the vast hum of el
ing, teeming life. And he was mm
forever through a purole dﬂ’“‘% o
with golden stars. He had alm oo
all sense of time and distanc o
abruntly, the dark bulk of the w;z
right above him, blocking out the *

At the same instant a shaft
light shols frgg mti!;el open .
etting the can
ground. His shadow, grotesd wﬂlﬂ
legged, swayed an instant There
path of light and was still nside
a quick word or two, vibraat

Eii 1

wagl
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sounding board of the tower. Evidently

someone — the doctor, probably —had

brought a lantern and set it down be-
him.

th;lne drew a quick breath of dismay,

for the sentry had moved.

It was the one thing that had never
occurred to him. All day the man had
sat just outside the door. Everything
they had planned was based on that
—the chance of creeping up on him
along the side of the building. Now, he
was just inside. They'd have to cross
that bar of light.

It was exactly what Ramon would be
watching for, of course. And that was
why the doctor had set that light just
there. The thing was of a piece with the
man’s cleverness, of course—damn him!

Lane thought fast. They couldn’t go
back—bad as it looked now, they'd never
have a better chance. Besides, there
was Amalia. “That girl goes to the
Petro tonight!” He had a sudden pic-
ture of her—the pinched curve of her
nostrils, the relishing cruelty of her
mouth.

The thought set him crawling forward
again in a panic.

His hand touched the warm stone of
the tower. Cautiously he stood up, flat-
tening himself against the wall. A
shadow slipped up out of the dark.
reared itself against the wall beside him.

“What we gon’ do?” It was bare
movement of the lips close to his ear.
“He inside there. We cain’ get to him.”

“Try it, anyhow. Jump him together.
If one misses, the other gets him.”

He could hear the faint chattering of
the yellow boy's teeth. “One ’at miss
gon’ be daid. He shoot quick.”

“Can’t help that!” Lane measured
the distance to the lighted doorway. Five
yards, maybe. “Come on!” he whispered
and slid one foot out.

An inch at a time he shifted his weight
to it, slid out the other foot. The door
seemed to recede before him. He was
suddenly intensely conscious of the dry
whisper of the night wind, the faint,
far-away boom of the surf. In a swift,
unreasoning panic he turned his head
to locate Lunch. The yellow boy was
shadow just behind him, moving as si-
lently as a snake.

There was a trickle of sweat in the
middle of Lane’s back. He realized that
he was gripping his machete so hard
that there was no feeling in his fingers.
He shifted it to the other hand and took
8 fresh grip. The action gave him a
sense of what he was planning—to slash
into live flesh, kill & man!

And then, suddenly, somebody spoke—
8 questioning voice out of the blackness
not twenty feet away. The unexpected-
ness of it went through him like an
arrow. He heard the startled hiss of
Lunch’s breath, heard the Dominican
scramble to his feet, his shadow leaping
in the yellow light before the door.
oy Quién es?” the boy was calling shak-

On the words a dark form rose up
:‘ltt of the gloom. There was a crash,
fs Teak of flame. Lane saw the shadow
of the Do?allucan whirl backwards.

S happened then like a pack of
mﬁkers exploding. Lunch’s form
instin, past his shoulder. He sprang
¢ ctively and smashed into some-
breath-thatf surged up at him with a
ing taking jolt. He hung on, strain-

t?:utangled struggle with a slippery
Some t writhed and tore at him.
long “MWH tripped him and he went head-
. f; twisted at a hard, wiry arm. Iron

at memﬁd” !l:!:d throat. He wrenched
seen fw'e. his fist into an un-

There was g swish, a chug like the
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sound of meat being cut on the block.
The man gave a bubbling cry and sagged
away from him, limply.

Lane threw him off in a kind of hor-
ror and snapped to his feet. Lunch was
a dim splotch on hands and knees, scrab-
bling frantically in the tough grass. “My
gun—'at was my gun! Fin’ it!”

A kind of queer coolness came over
Lane. He wasn't surprised when he
stooped and put his hand directly on
the pistol. “Here; got it!”

Lunch was up like a rubber ball. “You
got it? Glory! Le's us—watch yonnuh!”

Lane whirled to a sudden yelling, a
swift pounding of feet. A dark, rushing
mass loomed out of the blackness.

“Hyeah they come! Oh, Lawd!”
Lunch’'s scream, cut short by the smash
of his pistol as he jerked his arm up
and fired.

An answering crack from above. Lane
was aware, confusedly, that somebody
was shooting from the tower. He stood
rigid in a kind of cold frenzy, putting
bullet after bullet into the midst of the
oncoming blacks.

The firing from the tower was a crack-
ling fusillade. For an endless second the
rush seemed to hang over him, form-
less, growing. It wavered. He put three
more bullets into it.

Yells—a sudden scattering and mill-
ing in the dark. The mass swept off to
one side, while he yanked at a trigger
that would not move.

He realized suddenly that the gun
must be empty. Lunch was clawing at
him. “Oh, Lawd! Oh, le's get inside.”

The rifle cracked again from the tow-
er and something whacked the ground
a few feet to Lane's right. He darted
for the lighted door. An instant later,
the two were inside and had slammed
the door behind them.

A small, bare room with a stair lead-
ing up into blackness. On one side the
Dominican lay like a heap of rags against
the wall, his face greenish in the quiver-
ing lantern light. That first shot frem
outside must have done it, Lane thought.
A sound from the stairs brought his head
up with a jerk, and he saw himself cov-
ered with a rifle in the competent hands
of Doctor Perez.

The anticlimax brought a surge of
pure firritation. “Put that thing down,
you fool!” he snapped.

For a taut moment the unwinking
black hole stared down at him, while
the doctor’s eyes peered as steadily from
behind it. Then it sank.

“S80—a reasonable request, if some-
what quaintly phrased.” The words
came down, smooth, resonant. “My dear
fellow, I should have known. I confess
I have underrated your resourcefulness.”
He peered from one to the other. “And
the good Lunch! A surprise.”

A light rush of feet on the stairs
above. A little cry.

“Gale!” Lane tried to make the word
but something caught at his throat.

Bhe brushed the doctor aside—a slight,
whirlwind figure. Then they were stand-
ing tensely, face to face. Her eyes were
steady, wide with a startled, question-
ing flare. He saw her head go back and
her arms go up in a gesture as uncon-
trollable as a surge of the sea.

He never knew just how it happened.
They seemed to be flung together by
some force outside themselves. Her
hands clutched his arms, ran suddenly
to tighten about his neck. There was a
pounding in his ears. A warm, glitter-
ing wave broke over him, breath-taking,
dizzying.

A moment’s interval. Then the doc-
tor's voice, smooth with an edge of
mockery: ‘“Your resourcefulness and
your quickness—yes, I confess I had
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underrated them. You will
A mistake I shall not make ﬁ?fifﬂm‘

Between mouthfuls of a hast
Lane was giving a brief accoumy ostugrgi
had happened to him since morning

The doctor listened with brows tny
tightened thoughtfully. “Amalia—hy
yes. I should have known. I did knoy—
a little. But anything so widespread, s
organized—" He glanced across 'the
table with mock ruefulness. “This seems
to_be my day for underrating people”

Lane glanced at Gale. Since that me-
ment by the stairs she had hardy
spoken, but her eyes had never left him
—eyes round with a startled wonder.
e one? Surously soung, 3 te
chi e look of dependence
associate with her. pe hard 9

He felt it even more strongly later,
as the two climbed the narrow stairs to
the roof. Her small hand clung to his
with a nervous tensity. A different Gale
—shaken, bewildered.

Now, standing on the roof, feeling the
night press softly around them, a sud-
den troubled thought swept him.

He caught her in his arms. “Look
here—it isn’'t anything he—"

“No; he locked me up here yesterday.
I was scared, of course, but—nothing
And now you've come!” 8he clung to
him flercely an instant. “It's just—how
did we know? Down there, all of a sud-
den—how did we know?”

He found no answer to that. It was
enough for him that he did know. But
she held him off.

“Listen—if it wasn't true? If—if its
only that we're both alone. Tired and
worked up and—and scared.” Her ams
tightened around him again. “Oh, it is
true; it's got to be! I do know!” A s
shook her—and then she was relaxe
against him, weeping quietly.

“It must be true,” she said presently
with wondering conviction. “I—I nev-
er did anything like this before. I never
felt like this.”

“Me too!” he said with a force that
startled him. .

“Let's sit down,” she sald unsteadi.
and when they were seated on the lov
parapet: “Do you feel as if you'd been
bumped? Shaken all up?”

“You bet. Like taking a header ioto
champagne or something.”

“That's it—that's it! Oh, I never be
Meved it before. I never thought it coud
be true. I used to say you cotﬂd""d'
anybody if he had money. All sorts
fool things like that.”

Somewhere below, the doctor was sort-
ing ammunition, checking food suppie
getting ready for God knew what J
siege. Somewhere below, Lunch ”::'R
ted at window, rifle ready. Bomgm
out there in the dark were five b "
blacks—a silver girl with a mouth Oflgdy
and eyes that looked towards omzh?nd 0
gods. Lane couldn’t bring his i m
it. Not while Gale was soft an
against him. 9

“Steve, domyt:}?n bshelle;:‘?:-ym“; God
Things like that?” she '

“I don't know. I guess so. Someli%

She nodded vigorously. "Ygsm
thing bigger than we are, an 1 used ©
and a lot wuil.ser- (::,l‘tsteve- o
tell myself there w "
know, y:heat all this—we—it m‘ !
of chemical accident or SOmEVTF p,
then, I don't know, i:n:” s

u|
thing picked U?t v?as Theant that M
gether. As If .+ gll tbe
Oh, Steve, it's upset everyibig: ly,

1 thought mad 1
grlﬂing tfglmgs I could beat it—ife

used to say I could take oare of
Well, 1 can't.”

4

A
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He kissed her. “Well, don’t forget I'm
here now.”

«“Oh, it isn’t that. Those things"—
che swept her hand towards the dark-
ress—“those poor blacks out there;
Amalia; the doctor, even—I'm not afraid
of them. Or, yes, I am; scared to death.
But that’s different. It’s—oh, I want to
be safe!” She clung to him. “Oh, Steve,
I want a little house and snow outside—
and babies—and chicken for Sunday din-
ner—and—and God.”

“Ah, Gale, sweetheart!”

“1 want to be good, Steve, with a little
house—and snow.”

The doctor's voice, smooth, from the
stairs: “Your pardon, my dear fellow.
Desolated to interrupt, but if you could
take the window while the good Lunch
helps me move some boxes——?"

Crouched in front of the slitted win-
dow, rifle in hand, Lane found himself
repeating it in a sort of rapturous daze:
“A little house; snow!” He had a vague
feeling that Gale had hit on something
momentous. He wasn’t sure just what,
but the clean scent of her hair was
still in his nostrils and her kiss was a
cold tingle on his lips. And he had or-
dered her, sternly, to stay up where it
was cool, and she had protested and
then obeyed, almost as if she liked being
ordered around. Gale!

“You find the watch tedious, eh?”

Lane jumped. The doctor had come
up as quietly as a cat.

“But tedium, unfortunately, is the pen-
alty of safety. One becomes too quickly
accustomed to the obvious danger to de-
rive any real ‘thrill from it, does one
not? At least, you will be glad to learn,
everything is in order. Food, ammuni-
tion, water. We may stand siege, inded-
nitely. Yes, with our three rifles, we
should be entirely safe. There is, in
fact, only one drawback. If they can-
not get in, we, equally, cannot get out.”

“But how long do we have to stay
here?”

“That—who knows?” ‘There was a
slight sound as the doctor seated him-
self. “Eventually they will tire. Or we
may be able to signal some passing ship
—although San Cristébal is out of the
track of ships. Oh, something will turn
up. But meantime, it will be tedious.”

Lane sald, “If we could get to the
yacht—that thoughtful ancestor who
built the tower didn’t provide a secret
tunnel or something?”

The doctor chuckled. “Always the
Anglo-8axon, eh? The incurable roman-
tic. My dear fellow, consider the possi-
bility of keeping the building of a secret
tunnel secret on San Cristébal. As for
reaching the yacht—consider also that
this 15 & small island, that out there are
some five hundred blacks, and that we
are three men and one woman. Or shall
I say, one woman and two white men?
Th‘e old triangle!”

“Huh?” Lane stared. “Say, what do
you mean by that?”

1 The doctor’s laugh was a small, mirth-
ret’:s sound. “Must I explain, my dear
ellow? Oh, I think not—to one of your
Penetration. Two men and a—desirable
}':m&n. shut up indefinitely together.
hanmu possibilities there. One should
rdly bore oneself under the circum-
stances, do you think so?”
Bl;ane stiffened, half got to his feet.

l.l‘ the suave voice was going on:

An interesting trial. And the stakes
;; woman; one’s life. A flavor to that,
oy tsLove' Jealousy, danger—all the ele-

€0is. And out there—what? The de-

i factor, perhaps. Quite perfect!”

ve youu gone raving crazy?” Lane

P ded. “Do you think this is a time
jour games? We're in a mess. This

18 serfous: four of us against that
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mob. And you want to split us up.”

“I? But by dear fellow, how can we
be anything but split up? Would you
trust me, for instance? Hardly! See, I
propose nothing; I merely state a con-
dition which exists. We are two men
who want the same woman—call it what
you will, there it is. Wait—I beg you
will do nothing foolish. I could shoot
you easily, although that would spoil
everything and leave me to the tedium
of a long siecge. Oh, you shall live roy-
ally, I promise you. For a time.”

A kind of wonder at the man and his
ways overcame opposition for the mo-
ment. “Look here,” Lane demanded cu-
riously, “how do you know I won’'t shoot
you the minute your back’s turned?”

Again the doctor chuckled. “I am
trusting to what I know of you for
that. You may wish to do it—you prob-
ably will—but you will not be able to. A
handicap, my dear fellow. Also, I shall
turn my back as little as possible.”

“You are crazy!"—with slow convic-
tion. “Raving crazy! But if you think
I'm going to play any such game at a
time like this—"

The doctor’s cigaret moved in a fluid
gesture. “But we begin—excellently! As
to playing my game, you can hardly help
it, can you? Unless you are willing to
let the prize go to me by—default.”

Lane stiffened. But before he could
retort, a shout from the roof broke the
taut stillness.

“Mist’ Lane! Mist’ Lane! Miss Gale
say you please to come up here right
away. They doin’ sup'm. Carryin’s on.”

Lane cleared the stairs with a rush, the
doctor close behind him. Gale and
Lunch stood at the west side of the low
parapet, intent on the darkness beyond.

She turned at Lanc’s excited question.
“I don’t know. You’ll think I'm a fool.”
There was & nervous tremor in her voice.
“It's just that for the last fifteen min-
utes I've been smelling smoke.”

There was a sharp sound from the
doctor. Lane caught his breath. Keyed
up as he was, the word “smoke” was as
startling as an explosion.

He sniffed warily. “I don’t smell any.”

“Not all the time,” she explained. “It
comes every few minutes. I wouldn’t
have said anything, but it keeps getting
stronger. There! There it is. Smell it?”

He did—unmistakably now. Gale’s
slender fingers gripped his.

“What is it? The tower couldn't be
on fire, could it?”

“Hm!” The doctor was a shadow, alert
against the night. “The tower? Hardly!
It's solid coquina, but I do not see, un-
less—ah, look! Look there!”

At the edge of the jungle there showed
a tiny point of light. It grew, while they
stared, until for a moment it threw a
reddish glare on foliage and tree trunk.
Then it blotted out and the blackness
was a soft, thick veil around them again.

Lane blinked. “Now what——?"

“They have thrown something on to
smother the flame, that is all. But one
would wish to know——"

“But listen. It can’t hurt us at this
distance, can 1t?”

“Hurt us—no. The tower was bullt
against that. But when something is
done that one fails to understand—"

“Well, it doesn't make any difference
2o us, then.” Lane’s tone was sharp with
relief. The idea of fire had shaken him.

“No—no difference. If it were only the
Black we were facing.”

“Look here, what's bothering you?”

) ere was a little pause. Then: “Only
, my dear fellow. The island black
savage—yes. And with a certain brute
urage under stress of emotion. But he

s predictable. He will wear himself out
esently. But tonight, do not forget,

we are dealing not with th

but with that savagery, th:n l:)l::fe ‘:,]&?:.‘
age, backed by leadership—leadership of
a cool, highly intelligent ferocity”

Lane felt Gale's hand tighten in his

“But—but she's so lovely-looking," she
was saying. “I swear—and your niece
too. It just doesn't seem possible”

Lane could almost see the dry smile
that he knew so well. “All too possible,
I fear. Lovely—yes; but I know Amalis
She has a certain subtlety, but above all
a driving directness in getting what she
wants. To this belief of hers she would
sacrifice anything.”

Lane said, “Well, that's true, I guess.
Still, T don’t see what she can do by
building a fire, with all her cleverness.”

“Nor I. And it is just that which
troubles me. If I had even some vagu
idea——" He broke off with, “Does the
smell of smoke seem stronger?”

Lane sniffed. Gale said, “Lots strong-
er. I've been noticing.”

There was a troubled silence. Lane
broke it with, “It couldn't be some idea
of setting the jungle afire around us’
We've got a clear space all around. but
it might get pretty hot, just the same.”

The doctor considered. *“Hardly; at
this time of year. The woods are green,
you understand. No, if this were not
Amalia I should set it down to some silly
brujeria of the blacks and pay no more
attention. But Amalia does nothing
without a p A

“Hy-yah!” Lunch broke in from the
corner, where he was staring into the
dark. “There she go ag’in!”

As he spoke the light sprang up once
more, higher this time. A dark form
moved across it, another.

“Look!” Lane began. “Theres &
couple—"

The crash of a rifle shot drowned the
words. He whirled angrily to see the doc-
tor lowering his gun. o

“A hit, I think!” he was remarking in
a tone of pleasure, as a faint cry was
borne to them down-wind.

Lane heard Gale's dismayed gasp. His
own knees felt weak. Death was no nov-
elty after these past few hours, but those
things had happened in a rush of fight-
ing—kill or be killed and no time for
qualms. This cool picking out a man
and putting a bullet through him went
against the grain.

As he stared, there was a sudden a-
tivity around the distant fire. Forms
darted and flickered across the glow. B
felt Gale stiffen and heard her faint
“Oh, don't!” as the rifle cracked agal

He said, “Look here, d'you have 0 &
that? Because—" -

The doctor hushed him with an s
patient hand. They listened. There
no cry this time, but the forms foar”
the fire had vanished. “A miss, I fear
The doctor's tone was lightly regre

“I hope so!” Gale retorted. ey

“Ah! You do not care for the SP&‘ s

«Sport!” Her voice quivered. “If "
your idea of sport! I suppose Y°l‘]’ ff,
kick out of hitting that poor le oF. s

“Ah—s0?” He considered. T&“ﬁn
a very compelling joy in 5!}“““‘"» b
he admitted frankly. “HOWEVe
added, “this tonight is not purely 870
ment. You do not, may I :mm,»
smoke as strongly as a momen od tents

She didn't answer. Lane as
tively. “Well, it doesn't seem By
But that's because the fires
brighter, of course. be-

“So! 'And the fire burns | g e

I have—ah—disco
fvavgm;tbempts to smother it with greed

stufl.” i
Lane was puzzledk- “g“’g?‘,‘,‘m ad

trying to blow smoke "

r‘y‘iUgless 1 am much mistaken-
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“But what good will that do ’em? Try-
ing to smoke us out?” For an instant
the thought was dismaying. Then he
shrugged. “Oh, I guess they won't do
much harm at that distance.”

“Possibly not. But when they build a
fire and smother it with green stuff they
have a purpose. That being the case.
1 think it well”—the rifle leaped to his
shoulder again. There was a crack and
a flash. In the glow of the fire a little
black figure leaped up like a mechanical
toy and came down sprawling—“to pre-
vent their carrying it out, whatever it
is,” he finished, as smoothly as though
there had been no interruption.

He blew out the breech and reloaded.
“They show a somewhat surprising de-
termination,” he observed. “The influ-
ence of my niece, doubtless. But even
Amalia, though she is a bit—ah—ruth-
less in her methods, will hardly send her
people out solely to give us targets.”

“But what idea can she have? A fire
‘way over there—"

“Oh, that? I should hardly care to
say, as yet. But she has an idea, and
an intelligent one, you may be sure. 1
suggest, therefore, that you and the
amiable Lunch . ..”

Lane hesitated. But the doctor was
right, of course. “Well, okay,” he agreed,
adding, “If they don’t want to be shot
they can keep away from the fire.”

“Bravo!” the doctor applauded, as Lane
picked up his rifle.

The slow minutes ticked by. Gale had
sat down beside Lane, with her back to
the parapet. Now and again in the dark-
ness she laid her cheek against the hand
that held the rifie, and the soft touch
seemed to flow through his whole body.

Once the doctor fired, a vicious spit
of flame that made them jump. But
nothing moved near the fire, which was
burning brighter now. The first taut
excitement of waiting to shoot a man
had died away, leaving Lane rather flat.
With his uncanny trick of reading peo-
ple’s thoughts, the doctor spoke.

“You weary yourself, I fear. I warned
you it would be tedious.”

Lane felt Gale's cheek against his
hand. Instantly the reply leaped into
his mind: “Us? Not at all. We're hav-
ing a swell time.”

The next moment, feeling the doctor’s
eyes hot on him through the dark, he
knew it had been a foolish thing to say.

Silence shut down again, so still that
the far-away boom of surf was a heavy
pulse in the hot starlight. Gale yawned
Presently. “Ill bet they've given it up
and gone to bed,” she suggested.

The doctor said, “I wish I might share
your optimism. I fear that as long as
my niece——" He broke off with a star-
tlefl hiss of breath.

“Huh? What is it?” Lane leaned for-
W{BC:. eyes on the fire.

en his heart skipped a beat, for a
figure had stepped into the circle of light
—tall, slender, moving with a fluid grace
that could belong only to Amalia.

. She was dressed as he had seen her
hat morning, but now the shine of fire
was red on the white of her dress like
Sacrificial blood. And she moved, carry-
mgh”m:;hing 13‘ hermarms, her head

- alia—the
he{hshouldem —H white scars across

ere was a shocked cry from Gale.
s[:ene Jerked his head around in time to
rif the doctor, his head low over his
arg%emlﬁn'e' imTh?:d wta: no time to

. 0C
ju:t 83 the man fired. e muzzle up

moment that was taut, heavy. The
:’n“d-"*hhgfwtglse sr{ta.ﬂrel was still in Lane’s ears
man beside mm‘ng incredulously at the

“Steve!”—a sick, wondering gasp from
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Gale. “Steve, he’d have done it!” He
felt the shudder of her body against him
and glanced toward the jungle again.
The "firelight flickered on leaf and tree
trunk, but Amalia was gone.

The doctor’s voice out of the dark,
smooth with an iron smoothness, read-
ing his thought. “Oh, yes, she succeeded
—thanks to you. She led the way, threw
her armload of green stuff on the fire,
walked off.” A clack as he threw the lever.
The empty shell tinkled on the parapet.
“That, my dear fellow,” he added, “was
a mistake, you will find.”

Lane found his voice. “You’'d have shot
Amalia! Like an—an animal or some-
thing. Amalia!”

“Ah! Yes, I should have shot her.
The chance,” he went on relentlessly—
“the chance I had hardly dared hope
for. That I had waited——"

A yell from Lunch witn the simultane-
ous crash of his rifle. The two whirled
to see the firelit circle instantly alive
with leaping forms. The doctor's rifle
flashed in the same second.

Lane’s gun leaped to his shoulder.
There was a crash and a jar. He set-
tled to it, rapidly, carefully. Bullet after
bullet—a steady spit and crackle, while
the air shivered to it and the black forms
around the fire swirled and eddied.

He Jjerked the down empty,
crammed a handful of shells from his
pocket into the magazine; snapped it up
again. But before he could press the
trigger, the circle of firelight had nar-
rowed, drawn in as swiftly and com-
pletely as a stage effect. For a moment
there was a glow, an uprushing of sparks;
then a pinpoint of light; then nothing.

He knew the answer, of course. They
had succeeded in throwing enough green
stuff on it to smother it. He glanced at
the others. Lunch still crouched by the
parapet. The doctor had got to his feet,
facing the spot where a moment ago the
black forms had whirled in the leaping
light. He raised his rifle as though to
try a blind shot, lowered it again.

“Ah, well, what use? It is over.”

Lane was on his feet, too, apprehen-
sive. “What do you mean—it’s over?”

“I mean that it is over—with us. We
had our chance and we lost it.”

The words banged in Lane’s ears like
hammers. “What're you talking about?
We're no worse off than before, are we?”

“No worse off—no. But now we know
their plan. Look!”

Bewildered, Lane’s eyes followed the
sweep of his arm. Out of the edge of
the jungle was rising a heavy column
of smoke, lilke some monstrous genie,
amorphous, threatening.

“And so the game moves towards its

end,” the doctor was saying, almost
merrily. “I played, I think, well—up to
a point. I failed when I did not take

into account the romantic temperament
of the Anglo-Saxon. The shot you
spoiled would have saved us. But from
the moment Amalia walked into the fire-
light—and out again—we were doomed.”

Lane stared at the top of the twisting
smoke column, saw it spread, a rolling
cloud, blotting out the quiet stars.

“You're trying to scare us!” Gale pro-
tested, and Lane added, “They can't
throw smoke enough to hurt us at that
distance. We can wet some blankets,
put ’em over our heads.” But his words
lacked conviction.

“Ah!” The doctor made a little suck-
ing sound. “For an hour, perhaps. But
a week? A month?” The first faint
wisps of the rolling cloud were beginning
to reach them now. He coughed deli-
cately, meaningly. “My dear fellow, have
you considered the effect of even a small
quantity of smoke over an indefinite
time? On lungs, eyes?”

Already the stuff was innin;
sting Lane’s eyes and nostbeg.' Butg t?
don't believe it,” he insisted stubbornly
“For one thing, how are they going to
keep it coming steadily? The wind—r

“——is the trade,” the doctor finished
inexorably. “Steady, dependable. A
that is needed is to keep the fire
smothered with green stuff. Cane, for
instance. Have you ever seen green cane
burning? No, we had our chance., If I
know my niece, we shall hardly have
another such.”

His voice was a net, drawing around
them. “See how I planned! While the
fire burned bright and we could see to
shoot, we could prevent their smothering
it. The black lacks steadiness; a very
little long-range killing discourages him.
Very well; I thought—sooner or later
Amalia must lead the way herself. One
cannot drive the black into danger, but
he will follow. She knows that.”

There was & shocked gasp from Gale.
“You—you meant her to come out? So
you could shoot her?”

“I planned so. I knew she must show
herself. And when she did—"

“Nawsuh!” It was an interruption as
positive as it was unexpected. “She
know you couldn’t hit her, not less'n you
got you a silver bullet. Ain’ you see
how don’-care-like she walk? Ain'I tell
old Maman Celeste 'at ve'y same thing
this mawnin’ when she wanna to borrow
my gun to shoot Miss 'Malia?”

“What?” The doctor stared at him
through the thickening smoke. “What's
that? Who is this Maman Celeste?”

“She the ole woman which she’s aimin
to kill Miss 'Malia—yesso. She take an’
conju’ her knife—she rub it in the blood
o’ the goat which cried in the da’k. She
put a wish on it—yesso! She hidin’ out
yonnuh——" He broke off with & stran-
gled cough, as the smoke cloud swept
around them, stinging. acrid.

Lane threw a protective arm about
Gale. “Better get inside. Come on!”
Already he was groping for the trap-
door.

Below, it was pitch black. He set
Gale down by the wall and told her to
keep low and cover her face with her
skirt. Lunch, appearing a moment later,
found a lantern and lighted it.

Lane's throat ached, and his eyes were
live coals in his head, but he was finding
that by keeping low to the floor he could
breathe easier. He s:lud. “Look here, weve
got to do something!”

“My dear fellow, what is there to do?
We have lost the game. I tell you. they
can keep this up indefinitely. They wil
keep it up until the end. We can wait
or we can—ah—ant.icipat: it.

“You mean, try a rush?”

“Hardly! Do you imagine that Amalﬁll
will not be looking for just that? I
shouldn’t care to play into her mdsw

“What of it?”

be better than crouching in t.he‘ sﬂnziﬂld
fog that eddied around them. i
it? We've got the rifles. Four
—Gale can shoot in a
make {t.”

“Believe me,” Gale agreed chokhllg;
“I shoot anybody before I'l stay
much longer.l g This place Ce
changes your ideas.”

L:ge caught the strain under%&11;31:;“‘:l
lightness and it steadied him. e
are they’ll keep away from thee 0“5
he urged. “It’s bzf wox’llder non
thought of that ore. .

“My dear fellow!” 'I‘lna“doctm;ls mi“ﬁ
was smoothly protesting. Do tl.ilem*‘
I have not thought of it? B“dred-"
four of us; yonder, five hun :

“Sure, but we-can put 8 l')'ulle throush
the first one that tries—
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«pirst one? But you have never seen
the black mob in a frenzy. There will be
five hundred first ones—all at once. A
black wave, a sea that will overwhelm
you before you have fired three shots.
Please to believe me when I say that
there is not the slightest possible chance.”

Lane’s muscles tensed. “Well, maybe!
But I swear, if I've got to go under, I'd
rather do it out there than smother in
a place like this.”

There was a weary sigh from the doc-
tor. “The Anglo-Saxon again! The bull-
dog fighter always too late, when fight-
ing is silly. What children you are!
Listen, do you think for one minute you
are to die cleanly, fighting in the open?
Do you think that is the plan? No—you
are to be smoked out, a rat out of a hole.
Your rifie—tchk, theyll smother you.
And then—the Petro.”

A moan from Lunch. Lane felt the
words close in a cold clutch around his
heart. Amalia as he had seen her last
night; that curve of her mouth this
morning when she spoke of Gale!

Through the mist he heard the doctor:
“At least one may keep a decent dignity.
One dies, but one does not scramble. A
whim, perhaps, but to me the idea of
one clean shot is more attractive than
the mauling of our blacks yonder, or a
-knife in the hands of old Baptiste Duval.”

Lane drew a quick breath. The idea
had a certaln fascination. It might be—
better. “We-ell—"" he began slowly.

“Oh, shut up!” came Gale’s protest.

“A very simple matter,” the doctor re-
assured her. “One merely ceases to
cxist. As a medical man, I think I can
promise you that the pain is nothing.”

Lane rubbed his aching eyes. But
Gale’s words had brought out a certain
hard grain in him. He said, “No.
Damned if I will!”

“Oh, come, my dear fellow, face the
facts. The game is done; we have lost.
The age of miracles is past. One quick
touch of the trigger now. I assure you
I can do it properly.”

“Wait!” Gale gasped suddenly. “I've
been thinking!"

Lane sat up. The doctor said, “Ah—
s0?” with that tolerant amusement with
which he always treated women’s ideas.

It reached her. “Yes—so!” she re-
torted. “All the time you've been so
tusy being dramatic and heroic, I've
been finding a way to get out of here.
Oh, of course they’ll be watching for us,
bup did you ever stop to think that if
this smoke is so thick we can't see them,
they can't see us, either?”

“My God!” Lane stared at her in a
sort of holy wonder. “Of course they
cant!” And Lunch let out a subdued
whoop. “Who-ee! Ole smoke gon’ cover
us“hke in a blanket.”

. Ang all we've got to do is to keep
in 1t!' Lane took him up jubilantly.

They've overplayed it. We can get
across the clearing, work around to the
yafht. Hope was flooding through him.

Lawd of Hosts, He with us!” Lunch
was chanting. “Goin’ lead us out'n the
w1‘1‘demess in a pilluh of smoke by night.”

Three days from now we’ll be sitting
cn a hotel veranda in Port-au-Prince,
wondering if it ever happened.”

The doctor coughed dryly. “So? But
YOB advance over-fast, I think.”

LanWhat do you want to object to?”
e demanded. “What'’s wrong with it?

Got anything better?”

] From your point of view, no. But

bI'Otm mine—I dislike to be a spoilsport,

“R ff;mkly. I do not care for your plan.”
all rought Lane bolt upright. “But
of :{le ve got to do is stay in the thickest

) g smoke till we're across the open.”
the vo doubtless, You might even reach

yacht, although that is not so simple

e cwwowu WA RS
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as you seem to think. But unfortu-
nately, there are reasoas——"

“Say, why don't you say what you
mean? If you think we’re going to—
hey, what'’s the idea?”

Beyond the dim light of the lantern
the doctor had shifted his position to
bring his rifle suddenly to bear on them.
“So! Do not move. A bad light, but
even so I could hardly miss.”

Lane was rigid, staring at the small,
black hole. He gulped. “Say, what’s the
idea? Are you crazy?”

“Not at all. Merely—our little game
ends. You did not imagine it would be
like this, eh? But you will allow me the
advantage at the last.”

Lane wet his lips, measured the dis-
tance. Not a chance.

“You could hardly reach me,” the doc-
tor confirmed, reading his thought. “No,
my dear fellow, you have not so soon
forgotten what I said last night? The
family, you understand; the name. I
regret exceedingly, but as I said then,
you know too much.”

“What’s he talking about?” Gale was
demanding.

“Some crazy idea he's got.” Lane spoke
out of the side of his mouth. He didn't
dare take his eyes off the rifle. “Look
here!” he said. *“Don’t you ever get tired
of managing things? Of playing God?”

“But what play could be more amusing
to a man of imagination?”

“What is it?” Gale demanded again.
“Don't you want to get out of here?”

“Frankly—no. The Petro appeals, I
may say, very little to me. The chance
of escape, with this story being told to
the world, even less. Oh, you would tell
it—it would be beyond human power not
to. And after all, this is as good a way
to die as any. And as good a time.”

“But—but there’s us! You haven't any
right——"

Lane heard the words dimly. He was
gathering himself. Not a chance, of
course, but it would be better than tak-
ing it lying down.

“Right?” the doctor was repeating
thoughtfully. “No, perhaps not. But it’s
hardly a question of right, since, after
all, it is I who control the situation.”

“Nawsuh—it’s me!”

The thing had been so swift the eye
could hardly follow it. Lunch’s hand
had shot out in gloom and gripped the
rifle barrel—that was all. Lane sprang
on the instant, but there was no need.
Already the doctor had seen the odds
against him and relaxed.

“Your point!” he admitted before Lane
could recover from his stunned relief.
“My error—to think I could watch three
people at once.”

“For God's sake, this isn’t any game!”
A swirl of smoke caught Lane’s lungs.
He coughed.

“You have not, I regret, the tempera-
ment to enjoy the full fiavor of it,” the
doctor agreed a trifle sadly. “But you
play, nevertheless. You cannot help it.
So then, you have the next move.”

Gale was on her feet. “The next move
is to get out of here,” she gasped. “If 1
can just breathe again I don't care what
hanpens. Come on!” She was already
groping for the door in the murk.

Lane said, “All right, doctor—unless
you'd rather strangle.”

“Oh, since things have taken this
turn!” He shrugged, then followed Gale,
with Lane close behind and Lunch with
the two rifles.

They gathered in front of the iron
door. “You take this gun.” Lane told
Gale. “Don’'t shoot unless you have to.
One shot will bring the whole gang on
our necks. All right; who's first?”

The doctor spoke, chokingly. “Allow
me—know the ground. And since you
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will hardly permit me to

“Well, if you lead us into ?hyl?m ;
you'll die just as messily as anybody. An €.
how, we’ll all keep close together {;
we get separated, move down-wingd
glleet atth thﬁ edge bgt the jungle” Re

rew the hea It an
doxr a hf:ack. v d opened tne

whirling chaos, blac
For an instant he shranll(:' gﬁniiu?gﬁ
ing the others crowding up at his bacg
Then the doctor slipped past him fntg
the murk. Lane caught Gale in the
crookt of his arm and followed,

Instantly the door and the
blotted out. They were stumtl‘a)l?:; ‘1:1“:
stifling blackness, too desperately intent
on their footing and direction to speculate
on what might be ahead.

Behind him he heard Lunch cough.
The doctor was lost in a murk. Gale
stumbled. He tightened his arm about
her, half carrying her. His eyes were
streaming, and a spiked ball tore at his
throat when he swallowed.

Easy to say “move down-wind” back
there when they werent moving any-
where, but now, with the smotherin;,
blinding cloud about them, it was as
much as he could do to move in any di-
rection at all. The wind, which he hai
expected to keep at his back, blew fron
everywhere. Twice he glimpsed soxe
form through the smother, but whethc:
it was Lunch or the doctor or an enexy
he never knew.

Then a wall rose up against them
thorns and branches tore at them ani
he laughed crazily because he knew they
were across the open and had reached
the sheltering edge of the jungle.

The smoke thinned a trifle. He saw
Lunch behind them, and a moment later,
the doctor.

The latter moved off. They followed
through a screen of follage, came out
into a tiny cleared space. Lane st{opped;
gulped a heady lungful of fresh air.

It hit him like a hot, green wave
Sparks from a thousand grinding emery
wheels sang before his eyes. He wes
aware, dimly, that Gale had dropped
the ground, her head in her hands
Lunch reeled past him, drunk with it

Lane straightened. sald unsteadiy
“Well, we got away with it.”

Instantly something surged up at hin
with a yell. There was no time to think
He swung his rifle blindly, felt it jir
sickeningly on flesh. The man seemed
to hang In mid-air. In the same seco0d
Lunch sprang on him; they went dow
together. -

The whole thing was so swift, $ ;;m
age, that before he or the doctor col
lend a hand the yellow boy was 8‘"‘“5
to his feet again, wiping his hands
his trousers, while the other lay. 8 f,gk"'t‘[
less splotch in the shadow of the thl‘ch‘
“Black boy,” he explained briefly. “W&m .
in’ fo’ us. Done done all the ¥&
he's goin’ do.” .

A vga.gue shout came down-wind. g:r'd
scrambled to her feet. Without ‘:1 o
the doctor led off to the right antt
followed. Lane wished he I &
Lunch if he’'d killed the m'md g
were still alive, he might get uP _
the alarm. No stopping to SP2 .,y
though. Any movement, any
8 twig might give them away. "

Then they were on 8 % i
Gale was in front of him; mem
front of her. Hot, dnmpsm pad 0
swarming life—and death-' !
feet on moist earth. HUITY: = C
slinking through the oo & 1y
for a moment and blotte A
fluld darkness. Hum—-qu‘:h'e ress I

At last a glint through B8~ ol
burnished metal. 1t vanish they &%
again; widened. Abruptly.
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out on the edge of the sea and saw the
moon, a great red disk, cut by the shin-
ing curve of water.

The shouting behind had died now.
There was nothing but the rush and hiss
of surf and & pale light that gleamed
on the heaving surface and glittered on
the silver ribbon of wet sand.

The blue-black shadow of the jungle
edge covered their whispered conference.
“Something over a mile to the cove
where the yacht lies,” the doctor was
explaining. “With darkness we might
... but this moon!”

Lane stared narrow-eyed up the beach
that was as light as day. Every drift
log stood out sharp black against its
silver. You could have seen a man at
half a mile. He drew a quick breath.
“We couldn't go by the woods?”

“Nawsuh!”"—emphatically. “ 'Em twisty
paths li'ble to be crawlin’ with ’em.”

“Quite true,” the doctor corroborated.
“Even if we could find the right one in
this darkness. No, we shall have to go
by the beach. Say a hundred yards
apart, keeping in the shadow where we
can.”

“Youre a lot more interested in get-
ting out than you were.” Lane eyed him
suspiciously.

The doctor shrugged. “Oh, given a
fair chance of life, one’s ideas are prone
to change. However, a suggestion merely.
Please yourself.”

After all, it seemed sensible. “Okay,”
Lane agreed.

The doctor pointed up the beach.
“That driftwood pile first, then. I start;
you cover me with your rifies. Then the
next one—so on. When the last arrives,
we move on to next place. Understood?”

Lane found the sudden resumption of
authority unreasonably irritating. But
the doctor had not waited for his agree-
ment. Already he was moving forward,
slipping in and out of the white moon-
light. Lane watched, finger on trigger,
until the doctor reached the dark mass
of driftwood and vanished against it.

He drew a long breath and caught
Gale to him. “You—I guess you better
g0 next. But listen—watch him. If he
does anything suspicious—anything——"
gt;;gat what could he do? Without any

“I don't know, but—oh, I guess it's all
right. Anyhow, I'll be right behind you.
Now, ready?”

“As ready as I'll ever be.” Her voice
was ana]hi;galﬁ: the rush of surf. She
sklssed im, a deep breath, and

Ten yards—twenty. The shadow hid
her. She was out again, a pathetically
tmall figure against the shining sand.
He was kneeling now, his rifle resting on
his forearm. Lunch’s breathing at his
ear—long, slow breaths, tense with strain.
Agonizing moments when she showed
;};:; ig the ucltci1nn moonlight. Worse ones

e co 't see her and anything
might be happening.
pu'ghen she had reached the driftwood
He was up and slipping forward keep-
gg close to the jungle edge, gripping his

€ with stiff fingers. Moonlight and
o dow like opening and shutting bars
i]black and white. Then the driftwood
pi ehlloomed right at hand. He breathed
:hC:re as he found the two crouching

Fo? moment later Lunch joined them.
b :ri few seconds they lingered, breath-
the o th the success of it so far. Then

onoctm' slipped forward again.
her ;: more Lane watched Gale thread
el hey through the tricky moonlight,
ovey harl; vanish in the blackness of an
Hast Bing edge of shore line, followed.
¥, whispered conferences in the
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dark; single forms stealing forward in
the checker of black and white. The
moon was well up now, chill, eyeless,
malignant. It glittered wanly on the
wet sand, paling the white-fire phos-
phorescence of the breakers.

There came a moment, as they
watched the wiry figure of the doctor
grow smaller down the glinting ribbon
of sand. when Gale gripped Lane's arm
in a quick excitement. ‘“Look—isn’'t that
clump of trees he's making for the point
where the cove starts? Oh, it is! And
the yacht’s just around the bend!”

There was a tremor in her voice, but
it was eager relief now. His own pulses
were pounding. “We're going to make it!”
he promised with exultant conviction.

She squeezed his arm. “Didn’'t you
think we were?”

“Yes; but I didn't dare say it.”

They giggled—small children with a
delicious sense of having outwitted some
higher power. .

“All set? Ready?” he said, then.

He watched her go with a tightening
in his chest that was all excitement.
The thing was done! One more traverse
beyond the point—two at the most—
then, the boat. Might be guarded, of
course, but they had the rifles.

Gale had reached the stopping place
now—a thicket of twisted trees along the
sandy point. Lane threw his rifle over
his arm, nodded to Lunch, and started.

Ten steps to the first shadow; a care-
ful creeping around the base of a small
dune; out into the moonlight again. This
was going to be easy! Black patches of
seaweed, the rush of surf, the glint of
sea, heaving like molten metal. And
there'd be a good cold wind as they came
up the harbor. White plumes of steam
on the tops of the buildings.

It was Lunch’s yell that brought him
up standing. He whirled with a. sick
start. The yellow boy was racing to-
wards him, pointing frantically. He spun
around, stared. Something—some strug-
gle was going on in the blackness under
those trees where Gale had disappeared.

He was running without realizing
that he had started. He had taken half
a dozen steps when a form shot out of
the shadow, a form curiously bent under
a burden, darting up the beach.

Lunch was pounding up behind him.
“He done got her. Oh, Gawd!”

The figure ahead flashed out stark
against the white, moonlit sands—the
doctor! He was carrying Gale over his
shoulder, by some surgeon’s trick, her
rifle in his free hand. She hung limp.

Lane’s legs were like the legs of a man
running in a dream. He seemed to stand
horribly still. The sand pulled at his
shoes, clogged him.

Lunch was almost alongside now.
Lane’s lungs were bursting—no drive to
his legs. If Gale was hurt—she was hurt
or she'd be struggling. A hundred yards;
hundred and fiftty. And the boat was
Just beyond the point. If the doctor got
to it first!

He put on a terrified burst of speed at
the thought. As if in deliberate mockery,
the doctor slowed, turned. )

Lunch’s yell banged his ears. He saw
the cold gleam of moonlight on the doc-
tor’s rifle as it came up. It startled
him, dully, when it spat fire and a bullet
whined overhead. He plunged forward.
A second one struck twenty feet to one
side. The doctor was shooting from the
hip, still holding the girl.

A spurt of sand flew up just ahead of
him. He stopped short. It had come to
him, suddenly, that dying here on the
gleaming beach was not the thing to
help Gale. He flung himself fiat before
the man could fire again.

The doctor half turned, watching.
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Then he sidled off down
glancing back as he went. the beach,

Lane half scrambled to his feet flat-
tened himself again as the other stop
threateningly. His eyes traveled desper-
ately toward the wharf. No distance—
even if he ran straight, careless of by.
lets, he could hardly make it in time.

He brought his rifle up, lowered it
again helplessly. The man was shielded
by Gale's body, bent under it like some
evil gnome. He didn’t dare shoot,

Still watching him, the doctor began
to move down the beach again. Lane's
whole body went rigid with the strain of
it. Moving, getting nearer the boat every
second, while he lay there.

And then, a shaft of white light, the
plan shot into his mind.

He was on his feet almost before the
idea was fully formed. “Lie still!” he
yelled at Lunch. “Get him when he
drops her!” Then he was running.

No fear in him, only a cold flame of
Jjudgment that controlled every nerve
and muscle without conscious thought.
The doctor had stopped. He saw the
rifle come up again; the bullet whined
past his ear.

The doctor had thrown the stock up
under his arm and was working the
breech bolt with one hand. The gun
spat again. Lane threw himself to one
side, plunged on again. If it worked; if
he could only tempt him!

He threw his own rifle aside and ran
straight at him, a clear target.

An endless moment. Then he saw
that slight, doubtful movement of the
doctor, that instant of hesitation, that
told him he had won.

The man half turned. He let the girl

‘slip to the sand, and brought up the

rifle for an unhampered shot.

The blood sang through Lane's veins.
Even as he dodged frantically he was
thinking, “He's done it; he’s done it! I
knew he'd do it!” He dodged again as
the rifle swerved to cover him. “Shoot!”
he yelled. “Why don’t you—"

Twang! A thin, bodiless sound, viclous
in the moonlight.

For an instant he didn’t know whether
it was the doctor or Lunch who had
fired. Even when he saw the doctor re-
coil a step—saw his gun jerk, he wasnt
sure. Then the muzzle steadied, came
down in a short arc, inexorable as doom.
Everything seemed to stand still.

Twang!

A wind out of nowhere hit the doctor.
whirled h:m backward. An endless mo-
ment he seemed to hang there, unsup-
ported, black against the shining ses-
Then, abruptly, he went down.

The gleaming beach, the whm-ﬂurz
lines of breakers, the hot stars, tl
and swung in a slow half circle. Lane
drew a sobbing breath as he raeedm:
towards the limp huddle that was hnlf

And then, when he had coveredm
the distance between them, the b
happened. There was & yell from LW
A white form flashed out from the §

Amalia!

Even in that d“";':,'f, g?;f’l d"g‘}{,{’
he recognized her an
ter of the knife, he knew he could never

Gale in time. ,
mlf: heard the crack of Luncg‘;o ﬁ
the slam as the breech jammed. e
shattered on the blade of tha
She was stooping over the m&ce be-
girl now. He plunged at them pod
tween them with a sick, fran

“Amalia! Wait! Don't! Lo

The words froze in his thren. .
of the shadow behind her S frensied
came with a whirlwind rusb. o e
vision of flying W‘rm animsls
skinny arms. A snarl like the kol
Old Maman Celeste,
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rubbed with the blood of the goat that
cried in the night.

At the snarl Amalia had whirled,
stralghtened with a lithe, uncanny swift-
ness, crouched like a leopard. But there
was no sparring. Rags fiying, teeth
bared, the old woman went in with a
rush. For a moment the two swayed,
whirled, locked in a mad dance. Then
a black arm swung free; there was a
scream—a wide glitter . . .

Amalia stepped back, sank in a sort of
deep curtsy, sank . ..

The next few minutes were never very
clear to Lane afterward, although frag-
ments, disjointed pictures, were stamped
on his brain with a terrible clearness.
Gale’s face, waxy with the moon on it.
The horrible loveliness of the dead girl
on the sand; the dark stain soaking the
white of her dress. Of the doctor he
remembered only a white hand sticking
out of a dark huddle, palm up.

He remembered a boat, and holding
Gale tight, feeling her breath through
his thin shirt, warm, dizzying.

Lunch was babbling something as he
bent to the oars. “Jes’ like ole wile cat.
Yesso, Miss 'Malia sure meet her come-
uppance when she go crosswise with
Maman Celeste. ’At’s a pow’ful bad ole
woman when she get started—an’ she
mighty partic’lar 'bout 1il 'Ti Lizette.”

Lane roused himself to say, “Maybe
we ought to take them along.”

“Naw, suh/ I ain’ aim to go foolin’
with 'at old woman. °'At 'Ti Lizette, she
a mighty sweet 1i1 girl, but I right glad
to get shut of ’em jessa same.” He shiv-
ered. “Might jes’ as well have been me.
Nawsuh,” he added, “they awright. An’
nigger business ain't white-folks busi-
ness. Miss 'Malia she fin’ ’at out.”

There was more of it. Lane answered
“Yes” and “No” at the right places and
felt Gale stir in his arms, so that he
was weak with relief.

A ladder; a white deck under his feet.
She said, “Steve,” faintly, and nestled
against him without opening her eyes.
A humming tremor shook them and he
gnalized that Lunch had started the en-

es.

The red edge of the sun looked over
the curve of the sea as she came into the
wheelhouse—a, little white, big-eyed and
shaken still, but moving with a happy
sureness. She put her hands over
.I‘.ane‘s where they rested on the wheel.
Let me take it. You get some sleep.”

There was an interval while their
hands touched and their bodies swayed
together, as the yacht slid from one
grsen hollow to another.

Do you feel as if none of it had ever
happened?” she asked at length. “Parts
ol“it that you can't even remember?”

Uh-huh!” He had been puzzling over
that for the last hour—the queer gaps
and uncertainties in his mind. It seemed
something beyond belief that she should
be g of it too. He said so.

‘Ther?’s a8 blue mark on my chin,
though.” ~ She turned it towards him.
Where‘he hit me last night, I guess.
Everything just went black.”
m?ri did the proper thing by the blue
v You get some sleep,” she told him.
Where are we heading?”
tthe grinned. “I wouldn't know about
coa' But I'm holding by the N on this

mpass thing. We're bound to bring
up somewhere, I guess.”
ticfler finger traced the line. “Any direc-
Sun' 80 long as it's north. Steve, d'you

%ose it'll be snowing?”
showe bow lifted, hesitated, plunged in a
the elr of spray. For no reason at all

Y looked at each other and laughed.

THE END



