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I gll
Duel

I had brought Slade up here to

hunt in his own insane way. But I

didn’t know I was to be the game

HE way they explained it down at the
Arthur Slade, the millionaire
e Bella Coola

any of the

they rocked their heads, the way guys will if
she’s a very special dish. A horse-drawn sleigh
had taken Slade and the girl up to the chateau
on the hill. One hour later, take my word for it,

a hundred-dollar bill. No more complicated than
that. One minute I'm a starving helicopter
jockey; the next, I am solvent.

lade would like to see you

once, sir.”
Has he got

Slade had taken over the Pri
at the chateau. Nothing but the best. About nine
rooms, if you didn't count the baths. There was a
floor-to-cciling _picture window framing _the
mountains in their winter power and grandeur.
a sight that spiced the senses like an
n highball.

he girl let me in. Her name Sa
MeBride. il on 1
Arthur Slade and his peculiar fancies, but I can’t
say I was listening. She was tall and raven-haired
unquestionably beautiful. (Continued on pa

e Charles suite

he tried to brief me a

by FREDERIC SINCLAIR

LUSTRATED BY PHILIP RONFOR




e girl an-
you sent

Do you remember

d Arthur Slade.

ront of him. He
eet me. nor did

le and weird—the

nce o
twice he sipped at the drink. He still
hadn't turned.

“Nolan?" he said then.

1 waite

“l\ulan—p-y attention to me. That
mountain out there. The big one, Nolan.
What do \I|e) call it?

1 told him. “Mount
ance s owelve shousand fon :lmlgln
up and there's a glacier bowl on
sides of it

Mz, Thar's it T thocgle:

Did

d to take me

T didn’t_answer him right away. but
of course I would. for the right kind of
money. I needed it much too badly to
turn down any reasonable job. He wants
a bear, 1 hinking. o bear 1o fulfi
his shaggy personality. 1 watched him
get up from the chaise then. A bigger

man than myself. he was taller. heavier
all around. I would say he was in his
middle thirties. and T would also
wasnt pleated with me when he had to
repeat the quest

Would 1 take him hunting?

“All depends. Mr. Slade. A hundred

dollars won't take us very fa
“A hundred dollars” he said to b
me. “is my usual lmmduclor)

mean
gesture to Leadwaiters, pretty girls ai
wnemployed. pilots. There's. anodher five
hundred in it for you. Nolan. if you
take me where I want ©

T'm sure he saw the impact of his offer.
For six hundred dollars I'd have flown
him to the moo

“It won't cost you that kind of money.
Mr. Slade. If you're trying to get back
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to one of the hunting lodges in the
brush. Tl take you to the farthest one
of them for o hundred and g halt
price for the return trip. with e
thrown in. What lodge are you  wiiag
to reach?”
“A lodge?” he -ald He looked as
thoush e might < me. “Seriously,
Nelas, lo 08 whisk 1 Rew all the wis
p here to por £ another bear?
What the hell do you think I am—an
Eagle Scout?”
then. T suppose. his ridiculous

posturing had revealed him to be a man
only bl exolved from, the strong-arm
adolescence. Sport was never
Really syt o Arthoe: Slade? Je Vi &
total obsess the total service of

psychopathic p
“The question, Nolan, is simply this:
Can you and that eggbeater of sours
get me on top of Mount Defiance?”

E ENJOYED my astonishment. It
was the st 7], T, s g
from our relationship. I didnt have to
remind mm that nobodsy. absolutely
bod; {he o of Mount Defiance

at this ime of y
haté up there, Mr. Slade. th
worth six hundred dollars of your money.

t T did not m excited.

“Wlme goats. Nolan. The kind mno
one has ever taken in this season. White
as scrubbed lambs, Nolan,
meteors. I want one now, while its st
I want to be the first. I wani
man with guts enough to make the hoist

with me.”
“He wants an_elevator boy.” Sarah
McBride said quietly.

He turned on her with savage dis
pleasure but he didn’t say anything. T
yiched the meeting of their eyes and
T asked myself: What kind of relation-
ship is this? I watched Slade return his
attention to me.

“T'll pay you a thousand dollars to get
me to the top of the mountain. Nolan.
Can you afford to say no? Can you really
afford it?”

He had me. of course, and he knew
it. just as the girl beyond him knew it.
She sihed and remained there. arms
folded. watching us.
just a little. her glance very wise. Was
she Slade’s for the taking. I asked my-
self; did she belong. lock. stock and soul.

to_ this platinum-plated egomaniac? I
refused to believe it.
“Let’s get a few things straight” T

said to Slade. “First of all. I can’t plant
you where those goats are frolicking.
The |)c<l [ can do is ease you mln the

n. T've never seen the goats
elt, but they tell me the're on the

on't worry about their being there.”
Slade said shortly. In anticipation of
the great event. he began pounding his
powerful hands together. “We'll climb

Continued from page 21

the rest of the way for them, Nolan
€1l make a camp and—damn it, we'll
climb!™
l repeated very distinctly: “We?” I

Nolan, but why do you think she’s o
my payroll?”

1 said, “h's none of my business why
shes on your payroll T kept tying to
figure this vy, Then T said, whethes or
not it was my astoes, ST top of that
mountain’s no place for a sane man to

man”

“Who has to be sane?” he asked me.
He began to eadle, b though he had

powertal, cocky, certain of his clevernes
Bl Dreves, s o of the bedrooms.

She said to me. “Well?”

“Its no skin off me, lady. Whether
you like frosthite. or even if you like
him. It's just no place for a woman.

“Don’t worry al she
said. “You imagine too much. Besides.
ve shot him before.”

“Shot him? Maybe I'm stupid, lady.
Tdont et i

photographer.” Sarah M-
Bnde explamed “And just to erase any
strange ideas you might have had, I ame
Sricly Wis photogragher”

me.

;Tm o trying 1o please you”

¥ shrugeed. “How much docs thie guy
like plclms. an)

“1¥%s not & question of fondness,” she
told me. “Its a matter of dependence on
my plClIllev He’s a mad exhil

e's got

meal you ever
pictures of his major
India. lions in Africa. bears in Alaska—
phatever he kil or however he kil it

record it in eight-millimeter. That wa
nabods can call him a bigmouthed lar
1t's like the finish of a horse race. You
get it on film and the facts can’t be
argued. That's my boss for you, Georgie
—the lord of the jungle and the hero
of his own imagination.’

KNEW by then she had not only said
100 much but had said it far too dis-

tinctly. Slade had stepped soundlessly

back in the room.

Nolan.” was all he said to

me. “Tou've got & sample-of my money.

You'll get the rest tomorrow.”

“What guns do_you expect to take
glon on thi host?” T managed to ak.
urally concerned about the
votal it the copter would bave to make

was also aware that some of these
zealots bring along guns enough for a
revolution.

Slade was watcing me clos
and I k reioureing 1
Teply. T doa't hest with guma, Nelsn,”
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told me. “Guns are for women and
itdren, T be using a bow and arrow!
L uppose there’s nuing really wrong
h bows or arrows, so it

that moment to get myself away from
Arthur Slade.

HE next morning was a perfect one

for lfting a_ helicopter to the top of
a mountain, then settling it gently. slowly
into the wind-scrubbed canyon where
the crusted snow made a natural landing
spot. The rator wobbled as it slowed,
then stopped. t for a moment. the
three of ne huddied together. The slence
into which we had seitled appeared to
bave strength and weight and sise. T
possessed you. The morning sun_poured

Fiindingly into the bubble pit where we
sat cramped. The spread of sky and the
sheen of snow were a shock to the senses.
The jagged peaks around us and above
us reached
ghosts into the sky.

like the arms of beseeching
Slade broke the

fas
mysellsn
T aaked bim why, o Iooked ¢ me mock:
ingly and s always buy what 1
wa

fie kicked open the cockpit door md

trols, meanwhile watching Slade and the
girl who worked for him. T'll admit T
50 net wajor the gl of them together.
She'd have looked like a queen in a

large paper bag, but her parka was of
spotted_calfskin, _expensive. gracefully

ow 1 usi
his head with the hood of his
let it dangle bebind bim for that daring,
windswept effect. 'l say this for him,
though—he did léok mighty masculine;
he looked s it as any primiiv beast i
might please him to purs

Outside the “copter it was cold. Tt was
cold through your teeth and your lungs
and your bones. I had hoped the wind
vould stay dead today, but there it was
now, whispering before it whistled. com-
ing at you plasfuly from all dmnuns,
probing you for fears or misgivings and,
in my own case. finding a few. The wild
wind then began to wail. far. far off and
high above us, like a busted fiddle with
but a single. unbappy not to play

Sla impatienl, “Come out of
Nolan. Let's get the tent up.”
We'd stomed our equipment in the
‘copter's litter racks—a four-man )
long Arctic tent. a portable combo stove,
cold-weather ~rations. Slade’s hunting
gear. T now noticed three sleeping bags
that T hadn’t seen on the racks when
they were loaded at dawn.

“You dont have any ideas about stay.
ing up bere overight, do you?” T said

o Slade.

“I6 1 have to. Certainly.”

Well. dont make o bed for me.” I

said. “T won't

“Are you that (ngh'ened Nolan? Did
sour gut frecae up alreads?”

i ‘ame. cajevedl tmaking Mr. Bladn

in the ot 5uhe e S 1 bk 1
was polite enough. Reasonable enough.

Al right then.” he shouted. “The hell

with it. If the girl and I can’t get what

we want today. you can come back and
orroy

d. “you can’t kee;
any normal irlon s peak lke this i
. “A goat, yes, but & woman .

Thar's when e began to Taugh in
his_ particularly nasty w uess he
had a talent

“Are you trying to tell me it will be
cold up-here. Nolan? You don't think
T wasn't aware of it?” Then he looked
at the girl. his eyes slowly appraising
her natural gifts. He measured his next
remark. “Look. you idiot. do you think T
intended to climb into one of these bags
lon

[ just_wasn't
born bright. But I think it was the way
Sarah looked from this man to me that

made me do what T did. I took a full
step forward and punched him cleanly
on the jaw. I knocked the big monkey

right_on his back. so that he was
srtched in the snow. his eyes open
wide. alf be-

e
& what had happencd. Even so, 1
don't think he was scared.
“You made a mistake,” he announced.

“If 1 did, l en)oyed 1L' 1 told him.
“I might even like to do it again. Just
get_up llld nvz me Ihz chance.”

But he didn' get up. Not for that
moment. He chose to examine me very
closely, then I watched him gaze off,
wistful, like a man with dreams. “T won’t
deal with you now, Nolan,” he said
unz;ciledly. “There are too many things
to do.”

1 knew that Sarah was scared. I know
now that she knew far better than I the
strange psychotic depths behind the cool
fagade of this man who had employed
her. Watching Slade, you'd think he'd

taken that mmblc in the snow for the

ach
to the combination gavoline siove. Sarah
came ins

“Thanks for the gallantry,”

she said,
“but I hope it doesn’t cost you too
dearly.” As I looked at her, I realized
that her gue was rewardingly tender.
This was 1o cheap dame. I

eorg

camera from a_duffel
ging it with a telescopic sight. She looped
the camera around her neck. then placed

bag and was rig.

films, filter t meter into a small
bag she was 1ble to hook to a belt around
her_ waist.

“If my brilliant boss really had to.”
Sarah MeBride said unmistakably, “he
could fiy that h:lu:o))ler back without
vou. You know t

HEN che tumed avay. 1 gripped
m oblging her to turn and
ler lips were open. her
size of base-

" mi..g more.” 1 said. “Did
you want to stay up here with your
charming boss tonight.”

“No. George.” she said. “Believe me
when I tell you—neither here nor any
plac

rom outside we could hear Slade
clllmg “Sarah?”
We came out of the tent together
and there was Slade standing beside the
Relicopter. He held a big berelas bow

at_the lev est. Almost in-
Hifwanly, b pavesial hands were
ARGOSY



bending the bow, with the steel-barbed
arrow pointed dircctly at me. Saral
gasped and stepped in front of me. The
lpmumln smiled. He lowered the bow,
ed oves. T thondht 13 sl
¥ chould havs rought &
sy waird, this Slaih, Ax
calmly as a man spotting birds in Central
Park, he said to Sarah, “There are some
white ones browsing on a ledge just aver

up, his sharp eyes
appraising the task ahead. “It shouldn’t
be t0o bad a climb for people who know
what they'ee doin

s get on with it” was all Sarah

was spparent she vidhed 10 et
Sinte vondronnd s andled
ersclf with & great doal of poiae, Sho
made it clear that she had dealt with
his strange moods before.

“I'll be needing that other bow and
quiver after a wl

en. 1

Nelen. ow s beina
them over to the end of the pass. i be
able to see you from above and m:
contact when 1 have to Fir enough?”
e was so close to being cordial that
1 aid notbing, T watched them start out,
Slade in the lead. They climbed at a
steady, professional pace. Theis shadows
fell long behind them. The girl climbed
ol . 4ho reociyed o semesdions
from the man who was leading the way. T
watched them ascend the narrowing pass
that rose to a jutting peak shove me.
They climbed sieadily nto the lare of
and snow until I lost the path of
lhen’ ascent. The wind whipped a curtain
E etween their ~ diminishing
fgures. and myself. They wers gone
from view.

LOUDS began to set in about the
time I'd finished securing the "copter.
They piled in from the east. massive and

bimself a goat or fo the gil o capture
is prowess o <0, a job’s a
job, so T weat into the teat wand got the
iberglas bow he bad xcqueslzd T hitched

qui shoulder,
then sarted wp the camyon, It wasm't
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fun for a man who had never climbed
these mountains before. I had the wrong
kind of boots and I pooped out pretty
fast. 1 finally reached the bulge of
rock that marked the end of the defile.

s scenery.
cyen ache P your head swim giddily.

rline was so far below that it
looked Tie a fringe of hair on a bald
man’s head. With all that, T had to go
her. T kept hugging the wall of rock
where the snow was shallowest, turnin
my face from the sweep and the emash
of the wind.

HE gorge ended abruptly on the rim

of sheer space. The turning. climbing
ledge along, which T ha
scared the hell out of me. I sat
e bkt end “Somorting moment of
security. 1 kept hoping 1 wouldn't
stumble over the equipment I was carry-
ing. I climbed carefully, prudently to
my feet, and then I heard the terrible
twang of the thing. T stretched flat on
my belly, hugging the wall. Very slowly
I turned my head. The arrow. buried in

endless depths and heights. As I moved
on, trembling, T watched another arrow
xip into the approximate space I had
occupied. It whined and it spat and it
smashed the stone beneath the snow.
linging, clinging to the wall, I was
b-rel) enough removed from my former
n to be out of this madman’s range.
" Stader” T sereamed. “Slade, you luna
tie—D'm not a gos

Teonld e i llnghmg

“Feel your horns, feel _your
o spociamsy, slel. “Torse
smed naw, Nolan! " Youre on your

i right, but
the great bow. clumsy and unaccustomed
in my hands, scemed the cruclest of
Jokin; 1 suighs have dou Tar Beti with
a crutch, Was Sl an? 1 sup-
pose so, if a certain kind of pride, rubbed
1w enough, can push & man beyond the

e care of yourself, Nolan!” 1
heard him screaming then.
T was silent. I was certain that for the

for s arrows woold come again, snd

the price I would pay for having punched
his face would be all that any man can
pay—his total skin.

“You can’t afford to kill me, Slade,”
1 shouted up to bim then. T ke the
‘copter_and leave you

T don't know how high above me he
was perched, but his words came clearly
in reply.

“You wouldn't leave the girl” he
taunted. “You're o tencent hero, Nolan,

and you're stuck with it

“Surah?” 1 shouted. “Sarah—are you
up there? Are you all right? Sarah—

was no answer fmm u.
Only the wind was talking now and
acked myself: Had he kilied her? Of
guemse, there was no possible way I could

There were so many things I couldn’t
know as the minutes passed. One thing,

e
gorge below, then pot-shot me while I
was clinging to this wall.

XCEPT lnr i knowing where Sarah

was, I ld have descended my-
self. But 1 was a little crazy, too.
T kgt stimbing, satisfied that, for_the

moment, I was

the bow in my hands. It was a duplicate
of the one Slade carried. The strengtl
it took to bend the thing was hard to

n
belleve. It wobbled and dlpped at the

my extended left arm when I
lllempled  drew B tus. Gortein B
men, I had been told, could kill a

cor
Kodiak bear with one of these. Bat 1
was an_amateur. I might as well have

playing with a slingshot full of

I kept belly-close to the rock wall
until I had reached the hpenng end of
it. waited now, polscd n almost
vemc-l climb. Once, g. I nearly
slipped. My weight dlslodged a chunk of
snow  that_overhung the edge of the
abyss. At first it seemed only a shovelful
was falling.unil i it against o juing
m-~s of snow less solid than it looked.
4If tho moustain sounsd 1o givo way
belaw me while I clung to the rock. I
ve no talent equal to describing how I
felt then.
But I continued to climb. The rocks
began to open, affording some purchase
for my feet and hands. I dragged the




uge and clumsy bow. 1 didn't dare
10k back or down until T had atained
a fairly flat and solid rock mass. T was
verched out over the glacier bowl now,
yet blocked from Slade’s surveillance. Or

Haky fhok T pane e mshzd o kil
man, but I knew now that in Slade’s
case, a loast, o lack of appetite would
not dissuade me. I felt T could kill him
if T had to—if, indeed, T ever got the

‘hance.
The drop below me was ten thousand

ip.
Unis the belly i the sk Tormation T
could see the green patches of moss and
lichen that the goats were supposed to
nibble. Tt was the only path upward. It
would oblige me to inch around and
on a ledge not
more than two feet wide.

e now? I w
that he was lnokmg for me
ould

mbl
"below. B

legged and solid on my feet. while he
pasted against some rock wall sheer
as this, the duel with arrows might be
vartly equalized.

began to snow then.

e b S o o
sky, as thick as the guts kicked from a
pillow. It came in updrafts from the
Biasof space, and the wind was churniog
it wildly. It stung my face and slicked
the rocks and murdered visibility. My
sun glasses were clogged so badly by
the snow that I tugged them away from
my eyes. But with the sudden action
and the press of the wind. they slipped
lrum my grasp. falling, forever. I sup-

. The tears the wind whipped from
Ji7 e7te began almos mstaatly 1o freess

against my face. The only comfort was
the knowledge thai Slade would
obliged to chuck his glasses, too.
made my way in torment around the
Fundioc Iodgs, Thers wan suly wee wer
of doing it. I had to hunch forward on
the ledge to accommodate the slant of
icl 1 i

mally
gained a position where the ledge was
a little wider, but I still was not safe.
The shrieking shaft of an arrow. re-

ury
screamed aloud. 1
ssecoind whh “wild, sxd nakd Bight,
Probably the reflex action of tormented
nerves. And I had also guessed wrong.
For Slade was still above

mpencirable. T had man.
aged to move. another litle distance.
sound for the hunter to hear.
‘momentarily_gone. Even
the ledge I stood on was blocke:
own view. I ha

da lowered myself to
my hands and knees and pounded the
<olidity of the ledge. trying to teach my

shocked senses what was real and
T knew that no experience

what was n
could bz an,

B me, no
doubt n(  that now, but T was, sell slive

I began to climb again. going (nrwml

like suds into a drain.

ere was a
<ky above me, gray and sick for the
moment, but a sky. nonetheless. Behind
me the geling through the
haze, as small-watt

dimly first as a

bully lothed with a handkerchiel. Some
appy intuition told me there would be
a glare to challenge any eyes that
searched for me. T had room enough to
maneuver, and 1 knew that with the sun
at my back, it would not impede me.

T reached for an arrow and clumsily
adjusted it to the bow. I closed my eyes

and held them pressed tight, just to rest
thems, T opeaed them slowly and. found
that the ledge itself and the masses of
rock and the great peaks came into clear
and focused view.

LADE was not more than five yards
above me. He was crouched there.
His bow was held ready. the arrow half
drawn. But he

r
led!e of sione where be had been waiing

shing and roudy, | i 1h8 AL
\xni-g of the moment. There he
oulined sgainat the aky, not knowing
if T were dead or alive The bow wac
n wy hands, bat a1 such
e I was sure I could not miss.
Tm not certain T aimed very. we
just tensed the bow as best I could and
let the arrow go. The arrow went into
his shoulder and he fell back. That's
about how it was.

T know I went up the last stretch of
rock very fast. He was flat on his back
and he vas tying to get up: There was

lood escaping through his parka at the
but it was not anyt

clums

quhler

sise: then I began to punch this peerless
sportsman free of his senses.
Tt was Serah MoBeide: who palled 1
off him
T guess we sat there for quite a while,
and 1, on the top of British
- Thoxo was & section of verica

to_spare us from the wind. We
were waittg Tor Slade to revie enough
to make the descent wilh us.

ny ways, he got off casily. The

o0, In 1 shwciass s Floggn ity
my handkerchief. The bleeding had
stopped. Tll admit his features were
scrambled some, but

showered the peaks
wind h-d squandered itself. Tt wasn't
at all. Far h low, we could see the

ting
t was a xell sweet picnic,” I said to
Sarah. “Wasn't it?”

ARGOSY



She failed to comment at first. She
tul

He
far up on one of the peake, supposedly
1o lack Tor gouts. Tt wes ofier bo. may
gone, and I was alone up there, that T
vealzed hic idea was to kil you. T could
oo it all from where [ vas sanding.
That's why I screamed, and why you
heard me, Thero was othing ¢lsa 1
could do, nothing except pray that he
would miss.”

T didn’t look at her then. I had no
way of telling how sincere she was.

“How'd you ever get mixed up with
a guy like that?” T demanded.

JUNE, 1954

“A job, George, That ver was.
First-class accommodations, whnch 1 con-
fess 1 don't mind. And a lot of heavy
pa)dl)s. T dowt mind those, cither,

Pleae,” I said, “don’t mention ‘pay-

ut why not?”
should know why not. Because
this clown il never pay me now. Th
with that hole in
Sheakier, i b face unpreted. Bl
ave me tossed i Il

“I dont thmk sm she said slowly.
“I really don't think s0.”

“With all the lawyers he can hire?
Why, hell probably establish that

attacked him in the hrst place. and make
the charges stic}

“No, George,” she said, turning to me.
;e pay you in fll. Right through
his swollen n I wanted

10 sugue, sbe led s patting
her camera with surprising tenderness.
eorge

1 remember how it was a really fine
day in <o many respects. Not that
ever saw one of those goats. And I

<ometimes wonder if theyre up there,
after



