He kneeled beside
the big gray and put
his arms around its
quivering, sweat-plastered necic

Grand National
By JUDSON P. PHILIPS
O H I L I P J A D W I N hated.horse racing—
particularly steeplechasing. Hated it for
what it could do to the animals he loved.
But nevertheless he found himself slated to
enter the only horse in his stable at the
Grand National at Aintree—and the stake
was a million dollar wager!
Years before, Philip's father—the famous,
fabulous Lucky Jadwin—had bet Sir Humphrey Tarrant five hundred thousand dollars
against Sir Humphrey's estates that before
ten years were past, he or his son would
be the owner of a Grand National winner.
Eight of the ten years went by. Lucky
died, leaving Philip his stables, his debts and
the five hundred thousand dollars staked for
the wager. Even then Philip might not have
entered Gray Dawn—if he hadn't hated Guy
Tarrant so. Guy's taunts and cold arrogance
roused in Philip the same hot fury that Sir
Humphrey's had in Lucky Jadwin, and
Philip found himself rushing into a madman's attempt to win that wager.

the offer of the New York Globe to back
him in return for his exclusive story of the
race. He had already refused racketeer
Speed Carey's offer, because he didn't want
the sort of crooked help Carey would give.
Later, Jessica Tarrant, violet-eyed and
lovely, tells Philip that her brother has cut
Carey in on the wager; and Philip knows
that from now on he'll have to move with
caution. Speed Carey makes his own odds.
' T ' H E R E ' S proof of this when an attempt
is made to wreck Gray Dawn's motor
van on the way to Dorchester. Connie's
quick-wittedness saves the situation but
Philip knows that Carey will try again. He
has lunch in New York with Jessica who
promises to help him in every way that she
can. He is called to the telephone and when
he returns, Jessica is gone. So is Speed
Carey whom Philip had seen in the dining
room a few minutes before.
Philip's fears that Carey may be holding
Jessica prisoner are dispelled when Jimmy
Baxter of the Globe tells him that both Guy
and Jessica Tarrant have sailed back to
England on the Queen Mary.

D H I L I P is too poor to pay the training
expenses and upon the persuasion of
Connie Heath, who loves him, he accepts
This story began in the Argosy for May 1
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The Dorchester Cup Race—America's
steeplechase classic—is just the sort of workout that Gray Dawn, also known as "Bad
Bill," needs to prepare him for Aintree.
Jimmy Baxter has discovered that Montague
Rayburn's horse, the Raven, may be a source
of possible danger to Gray Dawn. Rayburn,
at any rate, owes Speed Carey a large gambling debt and the Raven's rider is Shag
Meadows, one,of the toughest professionals
in the business. But Jessica Tarrant had
warned Philip of two danger points, and
Baxter hasn't the faintest idea what the
second may be.
"VJONE of which is -exactly comforting to
Philip. He determines to get Gray
Dawn away from the post fast and keep him
ahead the whole way, out of harm's reach.
Just before post-time, Philip spots Guy
Tarrant in the crowd. So the Tarrants didn't
sail on the Queen Mary—and Jessica may
really be in danger. . . .
Philip trembles as he climbs into the saddle, and the big horse feels taut, nervous,
under him. Philip knows that he should be
giving the horse some reassurance through
his own steadiness. He catches the jockey
on Crusader eying him in a disturbing way,
and knows he's spotted his second enemy.
"You're going to have to go, son 1" Philip
whispers to Bad Bill. "You've got to break
fast and stay in front! We can't afford to
let them pocket us. We've got to—"
"Go!" The starter's voice cracks like a
pistol shot.
CHAPTER XVI
AT THE LAST JUMP

P

HILIP chided himself bitterly for
what the next few seconds brought.
He hadn't been a hundred percent
on the job. He'd been shocked by the surprise of seeing Guy Tarrant in the crowd—
he'd been concentrating on Shag Meadows
and Milliken, the two jockeys who were
out to get him.
"You've gotta blot everythin' else out of
your mind but your own horse at the start
of any race!" he'd heard Danny say a
thousand times. "The way you get off11
decide pretty well the way you finish."
He knew that in this moment he should

have devoted every ounce of concentration he had to Bill, for the big gray was
in an unfamiliar spot. He should have
conveyed confidence and ease to the horse,
but his own tightened nerves made that
impossible. For just a few seconds after
the roar of excitement went up from the
crowd and hoofs suddenly thundered on
turf as the horses broke from the starting
gate, Philip failed at his job. Bill, bewildered and excited, reared slightly as
horses ripped away from the barrier. A
sharp order, a definite command from
Philip, would have made all the difference.
Bill broke from the barrier all - right,
but he was not as quick as he had to be
under the circumstances. Milliken on the
Vickers entry had been hoping for just
such a chance. Crusader, spurred to a
state of hysterical excitement, plunged out
of his starting stall and veered sharply
in toward Bill. There were two other
horses between Crusader and Bill, and the
plunging bay jammed into both of them,
hard.
A second roar broke from the crowd—
a roar that had a different sound to it.
Philip felt the leg of the jockey on the next
horse grind painfully against his knee. He
felt Bill stagger under the impact as the
next horse came blundering into him.
Drunkenly, the big gray went over toward
the rail. Philip had been in the number
three slot, with only one horse between
him and the Raven who was on the rail.
These two horses had broken fast, and as
Bill went hard against the fence, there was
the sound of splintering wood. Philip's
heart was in his mouth. He tried to see if
Bill had been injured by the splitting of
the top fence rail, but Bill, startled, sprang
forward, scraping Philip's leg cruelK'
against the fence, nearly wrenching hin
out of the saddle.
That forward leap of Bill's cleared the
horse that was crowding him, and for a
moment he was in the open, but Crusader,
seemingly out of control, was right alongside, pressing him again almost instantly.
For a second Philip saw the savage gleam
of satisfaction in Milliken's eyes as Bill
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was once more thrown off stride. And then
Milliken made a mistake. He struck out
with his loaded crop and caught Bill a
cruel blow across his bruised nose.
Philip felt as if concentrated dynamite
had suddenly exploded under him. Bill
gave a little squeal of pain and then did a
sharp swerve to the right, straight into
Crusader. The gray for just an instant was
an irresistible and uncontrollable force. He
plowed straight at his tormentor, and
Philip heard the crowd screaming as Crusader stumbled and went to his knees. At
the same instant Bill was in the clear and
running like mad for the first jump.
Crusader and the two horses that had
crowded into Bill were hopelessly out of it,
and Bill was a good seventy-five yards behind the field, which had already taken
the first jump. Philip's left leg was hurting
him pretty badly, but he forgot everything else as he tried to master Bill's thundering rush, for the gray was racing for
that first jump actually out of control—•
out of rhythm.
"Easy, son, easy!" Philip's voice was
soothing, gentle. His hands were firm, applying steady pressure, as Philip tried to
bring Bill down into his accustomed stride.
For a minute he thought he wasn't going
to make it. The way Bill was going he was
almost certain to blunder at the first jump.
Then, not twenty feet from that first rail
fence, Bill suddenly settled into his regular
sweeping stride and Philip felt him rise
to the fence with all his wonderful power
and ease.
"Nice going, fella!" Philip said, softly,
as Bill lit on the other side and began to
go again, now settled down to the job in
hand.
Philip's voice was soft and confident,
but fury was blazing in his heart, a fury
so intense that the veins stood out at his
temples and his eyes felt hot and stinging
in their sockets. If Bill had plunged to the
left instead of to the right when Milliken
struck him, the chances were ten to one
that the broken fence rail would have
pierced his chest. And that would have
been curtains for the big gray.
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"I'll square that for you, Bill, so help
me!" he heard himself saying as they
pounded down on the second fence.

C

ONNIE HEATH sat in the front row
of a front box in the grandstand. The
crowd was on its feet, yelling and Connie
knew that if anyone had been in front of
her she could not have risen to see past
them. She just sat where she was, feeling
paralyzed and numb. She had expected
Jimmy Baxter to join her before the start
of the race, but he had failed to appear.
Jimmy had told her that Shag Meadows
on the Raven was the rider to watch—
that there was someone else in the race
who was dangerous too, but that they
hadn't been able to spot him. Well, they'd
found out quick enough. No one in the
crowd around her, she knew, had guessed
the truth. Everyone had believed that
Crusader had gone berserk, out of his
rider's control. The crowd didn't realize
that it had witnessed a deliberate attempt
to jam Gray Dawn through the fence.
The whole thing had seemed painfully,
torturingly, drawn out to Connie—like the
unreeling of a slow motion picture. When
she'd heard the fence rail shatter—for it
could be heard over the hubbub of the
crowd—she had closed her eyes. When she
had opened them again Crusader was down
on his knees and Bill was on his way.
The race was taking shape now. With
three horses out at the start, only eleven
more were left, including Bill, and two of
these went down in a mixup at the third
fence, a stiff water jump guarded by a high
brush hedge.
Bill was still behind the field but he
had closed up almost fifty yards of the
gap. Connie prayed that he would never
catch them. Winning didn't matter right
now. All that did was that Bill and Philip
should come out of this alive, unhurt. Shag
Meadows, up front, glanced back over his
shoulder continually. He was holding the
Raven down, fighting the black horse's effort to get his head.
"Jadwin'U never make it," said a man
behind Connie. "It's too much to expect.
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He's lucky he wasn't cracked up for good
at the start."
But if Bill and Philip had any intention
of giving up their chance to win, it didn't
show in the break-neck ride they were taking over the course. Bill was well in hand,
but he was running powerfully—too powerfully, it seemed, for the beginning of a
three-mile race. Connie's hands were tightly
clenched.
"Be satisfied with coming out whole!"
she said, softly, desperately. "You know
what he can do, Philip! Don't risk anything more. Please! Please!"

O

N RACED the gray. As the field
took the sixth fence, Philip had
caught the last horse. Edgecomb and Blue
Sapphire were well out in front, with the
Raven running a lighting third. The black
was struggling with his rider, trying to
catch the leaders, but Shag Meadows was
holding him down, watching Philip's oncoming rush on the big gray.
Bill ran with his ears forward, eating
up the ground with great long strides,
jumping like an angel. Now he was eighth
—now seventh—now sixth. Then the horse
running fifth turned a spectacular somersault at the next fence, and Philip was
fourth, running strongly behind the Raven.
Connie drew a deep breath. Philip was now
ready to come to grips with his surviving
antagonist.
As Shag Meadows saw the gray coming
up behind him he let the Raven out a
notch, keeping him in front of Philip.
A two-rail fence with a ditch on the far
side was coming up and Bill was moving
up perceptibly on the fighting Raven. Then
Connie saw what was in Meadows' mind.
Bill was coming up on the outside, and
Meadows started to ease his horse toward
the outside of the track. Slowly he was
forcing Bill out—and Connie saw that
Bill was going to have to take the jump
dangerously close to the right-hand post.
Philip saw it too, and somehow he managed to pull Bill down at the last moment
and turn him in a trifle, just behind the
Raven. The black and the gray took the

jump tandem with Bill's nose almost on
the Raven's tail.
Meadows opened tip another notch as
they made for the next jump. The Raven
had been under wraps the whole way and
he seemed to have plenty in reserve. Philip,
riding almost up on Bill's neck, was grimly
making up the space between him and
the Raven. Bill's nose was at the black
horse's flank, at his saddle girth, at his
shoulder. And once more Meadows was
forcing the Raven outward—further and
further till it seemed that there would
be no space left for Bill to take the jump.
It was a tight spot. A step or two before
the take-off Bill forged a neck ahead of
the black, and Connie saw Philip turn him
in slightly—he had to turn him in to keep
from jumping straight at the upright post.
The Raven jumped at the same time, and,
it seemed, with Bill cutting in so that the
black horse must crash into them as they
landed. Perhaps this was Meadows' intention, but the Raven wrenched himself sideward as he jumped and somehow both
horses landed safely.
But Bill was ahead now—still running
with those great powerful strides—half a
length in front. Meadows took to the whip
and the Raven spurted forward as whalebone cut at his flank. The crowd was in
a frenzy of excitement. Neither Philip nor
Meadows was paying the slightest attention to Edgecomb and Blue Sapphire who
were still in front. These two seemed to
be tiring and it was almost a certainty
that the Raven and Bill would overtake
them. The-crowd didn't know the drama
they were seeing—didn't realize that victory was not the stake here nor that
Meadows was fighting to keep even with
Bill so that he could force him to the outside of the track and to possible disaster.
Philip knew. Connie didn't have to be
told that, when she saw his heels dig into
Bill's sides. Connie felt her mouth go dry.
It was too much to ask of the gray. He had
given everything his lion's heart held to
make up for his bad start. Philip should
fall back. He was playing into Meadows'
hands by riding up there with him. Connie
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suddenly heard herself shrieking,
back, Philip! Fallback!"

Tall

B

UT Bill, incredibly, still had something more to give. He met the driving challenge of the black and forged a
neck in front. He couldn't shake off the
Raven, though, couldn't forge far enough
ahead to keep Meadows from gradually
driving him toward the outside of the
course. Connie closed her eyes. She couldn't
bear to look. On one of those last three
jumps Meadows would certainly manage
to do what he wanted.
Philip Jadwin was showing all the
mastery of horsemanship that he possessed
as they came down toward the finish. Two
more jumps. Philip knew that Bill was
out to the last notch. If he tried to get
anything more from him the gray would
lose his rhythm—and that would be that.
Glancing at Meadows Philip saw that the
jockey's face was grim—grim and white.
He had to get Philip on one of the next
two jumps. The Raven had just a little
more left in reserve than Bill. There'd
been no heartbreaking gap for him to make
up. He'd been well up the whole distance.
That extra edge meant that the Raven
wouldn't be—couldn't be—shaken off in
this last drive for home.
Philip's hands tightened on the reins,
and he began to ease Bill down, talking
to him. The gray responded, although he
seemed reluctant. Slower—slower.
Past Bill shot the black with Meadows
sawing at his mouth. There was no slowing the Raven—and Philip had counted
on that. Meadows took that next-to-last
jump a full length in front of Bill, unable
to get in the gray's way. Desperately the
jockey was fighting to get the black under
control.
"Quiet, Bill! Steady!" Philip's voice was
cool as ice. Bill had an ear pricked back.
They had caught Edgecomb and Blue
Sapphire now. The Raven was out in front
with Meadows standing up in his stirrups
sawing at his mouth. Philip trailed him,
stayed directly on his tail. Desperately
Meadows looked around. The last jump
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was only fifty feet away. Meadows' face
was the color of ashes. If he couldn't crowd
Bill to trouble, there was only one thing
he could do. He must jump across Bill's
path and force a pile-up. It would
mean broken bones—perhaps death. But
Meadows was afraid not to risk it.
Meadows was looking back, trying to
guess. what Philip would do. Would he
come up on the right or the left? Meadows
had been crowding him out to the right
for the last mile. With a chance to come in
to the center of the jump he felt certain
Philip would take it. Philip knew what
Meadows was thinking, and he thought
with him. As Meadows looked back a last
time, Philip turned Bill's head toward the
center of the jump. Philip's teeth were set
so tightly together his jaws ached. Meadows was satisfied—turned front—and set
himself for the jump.

I

N that instant Philip.swung sharply to
the right. They were perilously close
to the fence. For an instant Philip feared
the gray would lose his stride—but he
didn't. He sailed over the jump, inches
from the upright. In the air Meadows
saw he had been outguessed. He had
started to take the fence at a diagonal to
the left, and now in mid-air he tried to
pull the Raven to the right.
The black horse was game. He had run
a courageous race, but this last,maneuver
did for him. He was thrown off balance,
and his legs crossed as he landed. Down
he went, with Meadows thrown off to the
right. Philip, looking back, felt his blood
run cold as he saw the iron-shod hoofs of
Blue Sapphire come down squarely on the
fallen jockey's body.
With great, even strides Bill ran across
the finish line a good five lengths in front
of Edgecomb. The race was over. People
were flocking down on the course. The bell
of the ambulance clanged imperatively as
it raced to the point where Meadows lay in
the dirt, very still, one arm grotesquely
crumpled under him.
Very slowly Philip pulled in Bill and
turned him.
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"You old son of a gun!" he said gently,
his hand stroking the sweating neck. Bill
was breathing hard, and his silvery flanks
glistened. Out of the crowd burst Danny,
his face like chalk, and streaked with tears.
His gnarled old hands gently stroked
the' horse, and Bill gave him a little nudge.
Philip's face was grim. "Meadows had
a bad spill there," he said to Danny.
"He's done for," said Danny harshly.
"Blue Sapphire smashed his skull hke an
egg shell!"
"We've got to go back to the judges'
stand for the cup, Danny,'" said Philip.
"Take his head."
People swarmed at -the finish line. A
radio announcer fought to get at Philip
with a portable microphone. Somebody was
trying to, fit a great horseshoe of flowers
over.^ Bill's neck. An important looking
little man with a waxed mustache, the
donor of the gold cup, was trying to make
some sort of presentation speech which
was completely drowned out in the commotion. And then Philip saw Connie. Somehow she fought her way to his side—
reached up and clutched at his knee as he
sat there in the saddle.
"Philip! Oh Philip!" she cried, brokenly.
"You're all right? Bill's all right?"
"Sure. Sure, we're all right," Philip said.
Gonnie suddenly felt very cold, very
tired. Philip was not looking at her as he
spoke. Instead his eyes were anxiously
searching the crowd for someone else.
CHAPTER XVil
THE JADWIN TOUCH

P

HILIP leaned down to speak to her.
"Have you seen Baxter?" he asked.
"No. Not since before the race," Connie
said, her voice still a trifle unsteady. "He
was to join me—but he didn't show up."
"tarrant's here," Said Philip grimly. "It
means that he and Jessica didn't sail on
the Queen Mary. It means that he and
Carey are keeping her somewhere! I'd give
anything to get my hands on them."
Connie looked at his face, tense and
drawn by fatigue and strain. For days she

had been trying to tell herself that she
was a fool—a jealous little fool. After all,
Jessica Tarrant had done him a favor.
His concern for her was quite natural. It
didn't mean anything else to him but that.
And yet as she looked at him now . . .
"I sent Baxter to try to locate Tarrant
in the crowd," Philip was saying. "We've
got to find out what they've done to her."
"If—if I see him I'll tell him you're
anxious to know if he found Tarrant," she
said, and turned away.
Danny was tugging at Bill's bridle now,
and slowly they moved down the track
toward the stables. A crowd still milled
around them. Excited people snatched at
Bill's collar of flowers, grabbing blossoms
for keepsakes. Men shouted at Philip.
"You've got a world beater there, Jadwin . . ."
"A million bucks in the bag . . . "
Philip heard nothing. Bill eyed the excited spectators with a sort of calm, co,ol
interest, and picked his way through the
crowd very much at ease. And all the time
Danny crooned to him, "Oh you lovely!
You crazy, fighting fool!"
For Danny knew that Bill had extricated himself- from the first jam in the
race without Philip's help. Danny had eyes.
He knew that Philip hadn't been on the
job at the start. He knew that but for
Bill's sava'ge charge into Milliken on Crusader that the gray would have been forced
through the fence.
Delaney and his men had managed to
get into position around the horse and
when Bill was finally led into his stall they
kept the crowd back. Philip stood with
them, nervously smoking a cigarette, waiting for Baxter. Danny worked on the
horse, rubbing him dry, whistling softly
as he worked. Danny needed to know no
more. Bill could take it. Bill was ready
to go. Bill was the greatest damned horse
that Danny had seen in his forty years on
the turf. Bill reached out and fumbled
at Danny's shoulder with his lips, and for
an instant Danny pressed his weatherbeaten cheek again the horse's warm, soft
nose.
6 A—22
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Baxter sank down in an armchair and
accepted the drink Philip fixed for him.
"Before I hear any ideas," he said, "I
want to tell you that was probably the
greatest piece of riding I ever saw, Philip.
I—I had to watch, once the race got under
way. I thought sure you were done before
AXTER didn't show up at the stables. you started—and after that I knew Shag
After what seemed an interminable Meadows was going to get you on one of
wait Philip decided to go back to the inn, those last few jumps. He—he died, by the •
and he left word at the stable for Baxter way. Before they got him to the hospital.
He didn't talk.".
to find him there.
Philip was scowling, chewing on the stem
"Come over yourself, Danny, when
of his pipe. "A nice little picnic this turned
you're through with Bill," Philip said.
"Oh, you'll be celebratin', Mr. Philip," out to be, Baxter."
"Charming," said Baxter.
said Danny.
And then Danny arrived—Danny,
"I want you to come, Danny. There'll
be no celebrating. I've got something I beaming like an Elizabethan monk.
want to talk over with you and Mr. Bax- "Tucked in he is, sir, and never battin' an
eyelash. You'd think a life-and-death run
ter."
"I'll be there, sir, in about an hour," like that was no more than a gallop over
the meadow."
said Danny.
PhiHp nodded. "You'd say he had just
Philip wished he had asked Connie to
come along. He wanted her advice. But the about everything it takes, wouldn't you,
idea that had formed itself in his mind Danny?"
hadn't occurred to him until after she had
"That's right, sir. He'd've run the Grand
left him out there on the track.
National today, sir, and won it, too—
In his room at the inn Philip paced up trainin' or no trainin'."
"That's the way I see it," Philip said
and down, smoking his pipe with his teeth
set hard on the stem. He had poured him- slowly. He struck a match and held it to
self a whiskey and soda and presently he the bowl of his pipe. Then he looked
felt himself relaxing a little; but his eyes sharply at his two friends. "Listen," he
were very bright, almost feverish. He was said, "and hold onto your chairs, both of
just about to pour himself another drink you. We planned to bring Bill along slowly
during the next year, take him to Engwhen someone knocked at his door.
It was Baxter, looking slightly be- land next fall, get him slowly into shape."
"That's right, sir," Danny nodded.
draggled, and with an expression on his
"Well, you know what that means,"
face which Philip could not misread.
said Philip grimly. "It means months and
"No luck, eh?" said Philip.
Baxter shook his head. "He knew you'd months of strain and tension. It means
spotted him and ducked. There wasn't a months of battling with Carey and the
chance in a million of my finding him if Tarrants. It means they'll have ample
he wanted to stay out of my way. I'm opportunity to try again and again to put
sorry, Philip. It looks as though I'd Bill out of commission. They've failed
twice, now. But soon they'll have better
bungled things."
"Maybe not," said Philip,' tamping luck. I don't believe we'd ever get him
down the tobacco in his pipe. "I don't to Aintree next year."
Danny nodded somberly. "I was thinkin'
think I'd ever have gone on with things
if I'd known Carey was holding Jessica that while I dried him out, sir. Detectives
somewhere. And now—well, now I have and all—sooner or later they'll get to
him."
an idea."
7 A—22

"Mystery horse my foot!" said Danny
softly. "The whole world knows what ye
are now, Bill. And may them fiends sweat
the cold sweat of fear in their beds when
they think of what ye'll be doin' to them
when they take ye to England!"

B
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Baxter drained his glass aind put it down
on the table rather sharply. "After watching that race this afternoon I don't blame
you for giving up, Philip," he said. "You
got out of that. You won't get out of.another one. I guess I was crazy to think
we could buck Carey. No, I don't blame
you, Philip. If I were in your boots I'd
quit cold!"
"Who said anything about quitting?"
said Philip, harshly. "We've been aiming
at next year's race. But it's only three
weeks before this year's Grand National
is run. What would happen if we shipped
Bill at once—ran him in this year's race?"

T

HERE was a moment of dead silence.
Then Baxter said, "You're nuts!"
"But he's not entered, sir!" Danny expostulated.
"I've got a hunch we could wangle it,"
said Philip. "Lucky made an entry every
year. I'm not sure he didn't make one
this year before he died. In any case, I've
got a hunch the National Hunt Committee that runs the show could be persuaded
to accept our entry if they understood the
facts."
"But there's the sweepstake, sir—the
lottery!" Danny protested.
"It hasn't been drawn yet and won't
be for several days. But I haven't explained the whole of this to you. My idea
is to jump the gun on Carey. I want to
ship the horse out of the country without
his knowing it."
"Impossible," said Baxter. "They're
watching you and the horse like hawks!"
"Maybe you think this is a pipe dream,"
said Philip, "but here's the way I see it.
You'd have to make all the arrangements
about passage. There must be a boat in
the next few days that we can ship Bill
on. My idea would be to dig up another
gray horse somewhere. When we ship Bill
away from here we'll manage to substitute another horse for him. Danny goes
"back to the farm with the phony and acts
as if everything is as usual. You and I
go to England with Bill."
"Mr. Philip!" Danny wailed. "You

mean you aren't iiggerin' to take me?"
"Take it easy, Danny. You'd stay here
for a few days to keep them fooled. We'd
have Delaney and his boys guarding you
and the phony horse just as they have
been. If we can get Bill to England without Carey knowing it, we're over the worst
hurdle. I've been worried sick about the
voyage, and about landing him and shipping him about in a strange country. If
Carey doesn't get wise—well, we'll have
smooth sailing. The minute we land you
can take a fast boat to England."
Baxter brought his hand down sharply
on the arm of his chair. "Lord, Philip, it's
crazy—but it's wonderful."
"The biggest part of the job is yours,
Baxter," said Philip. "You'll have to arrange for the entry secretly through your
paper. You'll have to book passage, preferably under assumed names both for us and
for Bill. You'll have to arrange for putting
a phony horse on Danny's farm. Danny
and I have got to act as though everything
was quite normal."
"It's a big order, but I can't do any
worse than try!" said Baxter. Then his
face clouded. "But what about Jessica Tarrant?"
"Listen," said Philip, in a hard voice.
"They aren't going to murder her! They
aren't going to harm her! Her brother and
father are in on this. They're simply keeping her under cover so she can't communicate with me. I think they hoped I might
throw up the sponge to get her out of an
unpleasant position. Well, I'm not going
to throw up the sponge—but I'm going tc
get this thing over with as quickly as pos
sible! And when that's done," he con
eluded grimly, "perhaps I'll settle Jessica's
account with her brother and father personally!"
"It makes sense," admitted Baxter.
"I may be spoiling my chances of winning at Aintree by running Bill before he's
ready," Philip went on, "but, somehow,
after today, I'm ready to put him to the
big test without any more fooling around!"
"He's as ready as he'll ever be," said
Danny confidently. "There ain't any thin'
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a man can do to improve him, Mr. Philip."
Baxter laughed. "I think the whole
scheme is cockeyed," he said, "and a stroke
of genius! It's the sort of stunt your father
would have pulled."
"Then you've got to get going," said
Philip. "We're supposed to leave here with
Bill tomorrow. The whole thing must be
arranged by then."
CHAPTER XVIII
EVERY RED CENT

HILIP was wakened from a very sound
sleep about five o'clock the next morning by a vigorous knocking on his door.
It was Baxter, back from a flying trip to
New York. He looked tired but his eyes
were bright with excitement.
"It can be done!" he told Philip eagerly,
as he poured himself a drink. "And don't
ever say that Jimmy Baxter isn't one of
the world's greatest little organizers. Hell,
I'm wasting my time in the newspaper
business."
Philip stirred impatiently in his chair.
"Well, let's have it!"
"The entry was the thing that bothered
me most," said Baxter. "The paper stood
for a transatlantic phone call to Mr.
Hilary French in London—he's Chairman
of the National Hunt Committee. You
were right about your father. He seems
to have done everything in a lavish way,
even when he was broke. He nominated
his whole string for the race this year—
and by some stroke of luck'Gray Dawn
was among 'em. Your old man wasn't
taking any chances of having a good horse
out in the cold!"
"This business meant everything to
Lucky!" said Philip.
"Well, all you have to do is pay the
additional entry fee—and we cabled the
money from the office, just to make sure
of no slip-up. Mr. French, who sounded
like a good guy, agreed to keep the matter
quiet until the drawings, which are just
seven days off. Of course, when the horses
are drawn for the sweepstakes somebody
will get Bill. You know," and Baxter
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laughed, "that's an angle I'd forgotten
about. There'll be somebody holding a
ticket on Bill who'll stand to win a fortune
if he wins."
"Get on with the rest of it," Philip said.
"Boat comes next. Tomorrow night at
midnight the Oceanic sails for good ol'
Liverpool. They're carrying other horses.
There's a place reserved for Bill and you
can load him anv time between now and
then."
"Tomorrow!" Philip felt his heart constricting. "But, Jimmy, I haven't any passport—any—"
"The paper's fixing that," said Baxter
with a grin. "Drag in Washington and all
that sort of thing. You'll have to take
time off to get yourself mugged, but that's
all. You'll be down on the passenger list
under an assumed name. Meanwhile we'll
run stuff in the paper that will deal with
your imaginary doings here."
"But the big part is sneaking Bill
aboard!" said Philip.
"I told you I was a great organizer, and
I'm only just beginning to unfold to you
the depths of my genius," Baxter laughed.
"Here's how it's done. My brother is a
member of the Squadron. Believe it or not
he had an old gray jumper up there that
he's kept for years. I had to let him in on
things and he's willing to play ball with
us. We can have his horse for the week
that it will be necessary."
"How do we make the substitution?"
Philip asked.
"Like rolling off a log," said Baxter.
"My brother's horse will be taken up to
Danny's farm today. The place isn't under
observation now. You ship Bill from here
late this evening—so he'll get home after
dark. Be as ostentatious about it as possible. You'll truck Bill straight to the
farm in case anybody's following or watching. But when you get to the barn and
back up the truck, you simply don't unload him. From there you take him straight
to the boat. Tomorrow Danny can fool
around with my brother's horse and unless
they're suspicious they'll never realize that
it isn't Bill—that is, from a distance."
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"And if anything happens to your
brother's horse?" Philip asked, frowning.
"He's set a price of two hundred bucks
on him," said Baxter glibly. "We pay the
freight if he's injured in any way."
Philip felt a little dazed by the completeness of Baxter's planning, and the suddenness with which they must act. "It
sounds like a tight enough scheme," he
said.
"I don't see any loopholes myself," said
Baxter. "If worse comes to worst, Carey
will find out in a day or two that you've
slipped one over on him, but by that time
you'll be on the high seas."
"But you'te coming with me, of course!"
said Philip.
Baxter shook his head. "I'm staying
here, writing a daily story about you, aad
appearing as much as possible in places
where Carey's men are likely to hang out.
The minute you land I hotfoot it for England. I think it's smarter for me to stay
here and put on an act as a blind."
Philip reached out, took a cigarette from
a package on the table, and lit it. His
fingers were not quite steady. "I'm sure
this is the right play," he said, as if to
convince himself. "The other way we have
months and months of nerve-racking tension and almost inevitable failure. This
way . . ."
"Listen, fella," said Baxter, jovially,
"three weeks from tomorrow you'll be
richer by one million smackers—riot to
mention the winner's purse—not to mention a great deal more-if you use^ your
head and bet every red cent you've got
on Bill. That gray son of a gun is going
to make bloody capitalists out of the bunch
of us—I hope!" he added with his fingers
crossed.
HERE was no sleep for Philip in his
keyed-up condition, but Baxter, exhausted from the night's work, flopped on
Philip's bed and slept like a log. Philip
had breakfast at seven .and then went out
to the stables where he confided the whole
scheme to Datiny and to Delaney, the
detective. They did all their talking just

T

outside Bill's stall, and the big gray stuck.
his head out the top of the Dutch door
and looked very wise, fumbling at Philip's
coat sleeve with his lip, and finally giving
Philip a little nip when Philip failed to
pay any attention to him.
Directly after that Philip took an early
train to New York to have his passport
picture taken. When this had been done
he called Connie—to be informed by the
Heaths' butler that Miss Constance had
spent the night with friends in the country, what friends the butler couldn't say.
And he couldn't say either just when Miss
Constance might be expected.
Philip was disturbed, because he had
wanted to see Connie and explain the whole
scheme to her. He called her several times
during the day, only to get the same news.
Philip was vaguely uneasy about Connie.
She'd been acting peculiarly the past few
weeks. Philip had decided that she felt
out of things since Baxter and the Globe
had taken charge of his affairs. He whiled
away the time reading the accounts of yesterday's race in all the papers, and smiled
grimly at the complete absence of any
reference to foul play. Of course they
talked at length about the "tragedy" of
the accident to Shag Meadows at the last
jump. They talked of Bill's gallant run
after Crusader had nearly done for him
at the start. They were all unanimous in
their opinion of Bill. He was the greatest
steeplechaser in the world. He could jump
perfectly, and he could run like a flat
racer.
"It seems a pity," remarked one writer,
"that we must wait a year before this
horse competes in the Grand National.
It's a pity, because I can't wait to put my
money on him."
What a rush of newspaper men there
would be to England when it was learned
that Bill was to compete this year! He
wondered what was on Carey's mind today.
Speed must be feeling a little grim.
Meadows' death at the track came perilously close to murder, ethically if not
legally, for Meadows had been carrying
out Speed's orders. Philip suspected tliat

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

GRAND NATIONAL
Carey would be less concerned about this
than the fact that Meadows had failed.
The trucli to take Bill to Connecticut.
was due in Dorchester at six o'clock,
which meant that Philip had to take the
4:10 train from Grand Central to be there
when it arrived. He called Connie for the
last time just before he got on the train,
without result. Well, he'd locate her before
sailing time, which was nearly thirty-eight
hours away.
There was quite a big crowd at the Dorchester stables when Bill, bandaged and
hooded, was led onto the big truck. News
camera men were there to take pictures of
him. Reporters asked Philip for statements.
"We have a long time to get him ready
for Aintree," Philip told them. "Barring
accident, he should have a very good
chance to win it next year."
Danny rode on the truck again, and
Philip and Baxter went ahead in a car
which Baxter had hired. They went over
their plans on the drive to Connecticut.
"You're to go straight to the Oceanic
as soon as we've got through with this
trip to Connecticut," Baxter said. "My
advice is to stay put on the boat till she
sails. By the way, you're traveling under
the name of Phelps Jenkins, like it or not.
I picked something with your initials in
case your luggage was marked."
"Don't they know on the Oceanic who
I am?"
"The captain and the purser—that's
all. I think they can be trusted."
Philip frowned. "I had wanted to see
Connie. I tried to reach her all day but
she evidently went to some friend's place
. in the country after the race. In case I
don't locate her, Jimmy, you'll have to
explain,for me. I wanted her in on this—
expected she'd come to the stable after the
race. Now things have happened so fast.
Will you tell her I wanted her to know?
And of course I'll expect her to come to
England as quickly as she can get away.
The damned race wouldn't be legal if she
wasn't there," he said, with a curious little
smile.
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Baxter studied the end of his cigarette.
He was debating whether hie should tell
Philip that he knew what was troubling
Connie. He decided it was none of his business.
"I'll square things for you," he said.
And then after a moment of silence he
added, "She's a great girl, Philip."
"Best in the world," said Philip.
"You two are planning to get married?"
Baxter's glance was sharp, questioning.
"That," said Philip, "is up to Bill!"

I

T was pitch dark when the horse truck
turned into the yard of Danny's farm
and backed slowly up to the barn door.
Philip and Baxter were already there. Baxter's brother's horse was already in Bill's
stall.
"I'm positive we weren't followed," said
Baxter. "And if we were they won't be
able to tell in the dark whether we're unloading or not. In a few minutes you can
head straight for the boat."
Philip nodded. And then Danny drew
him aside out of earshot of the others. He
sounded almost apologetic.
"I've written down a—a list of things
to do for Bill, Mr. Philip," he said. "I've
put down how much he gets fed regular,
an' all that. But on the boat, now, you'll
want to cut down on his grain, an'—an'
well, kind of keep an eye oh him, sir.
He's used to company, Bill is. Hell, sir,
I've hardly been away from him except
to sleep in the last six weeks. He's used
to someone talkin' to hini an' makin' a
fuss over him."
"I'll follow your instructions to the T,
Danny," Philip assured him, slipping the
paper in his pocket. "Mr. Baxter's arranging for your passage. You'll be at Aintree a week before the race—plenty of
time to help draw his condition down fine."
Danny shook his head. "I—I hate to
leave him, sir. But I see it may make things
safer for him."
"I think it will, Danny."
"Yes—yes, sure it will, sir. An' when
you get him there, work him awful easy
at first. No jumpin', sir. If you have any
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rough weather he's hkely to be sore—might
even wrench i muscle or somethin'. You
got to make su "i of that before you give
him anythin' hard to do." He shook his
head. "You'll only have ten or twelve days
to get him back into top shape after you
land—^which ain't much, sir. A crossin'
takes a lot out of 'em, specially if they get
sea sick, which plenty of 'em do."
"I'll be careful of him, Danny."
"I know you will, Mr. Philip," said
Danny.
They went back to the truck and Danny
climbed up into it. He stood by the big
gray horse for a minute, fondling the soft
'nose, stroking the long neck.
"Good luck to ye, Bill," he whispered.
"Good luck to ye, an' stay out of mischief
ye black-hearted—black-hearted—", For
an instant the old man buried his face in
the horse's mane. Then he gave him a
gentle slap on the shoulder and came out
of the truck. In the darkness the suspicious
wetness of his eyes was not noticeable.
CHAPTER XIX
"THAT'S H I M "

T

HERE was no sleep for Danny Shane
that night. He sat in an old rocking
chair in his sister's kitchen and watched
the battered alarm clock on the shelf ticking away the hours.
"They'll be just about reachin' New
York now," he announced at one juncture.
Mrs. Weston, who was busily hemstitching new curtains for the parlor,
looked up at him and sniffed. "You ain't
doin' them any good sittin' here frettin',"
she told him. "Why don't you go to bed?
It's way past your regular time."
But Danny shook his head and sat
there, rocking back and forth, sucking on
his old clay pipe. The place felt empty
without Bill. He had felt secure with Bill
out there in the barn—had felt somehow
that he was safe there. He could hear the
strange horse moving around, just the way
Bill had moved, but it was different.
"I can remember when we had to load
horses on boats with a swing," he said.

"That scared 'em half to death. Now they
walk on the boat on a gangplank, just like
any person."
Mrs. Weston said nothing.
"They should be on board by now,"
said Danny, after another hour had passed.
"I hope Mr. Philip sees to it he's got a deep
bed o' straw. They're stingy with beddin'
on them ships unless you crack a whip over
'em."
"Daniel Shane!" exclaimed Mrs. Weston, impatiently, "don't you think Philip
Jadwin is just as concerned about that
horse as you are—even if he don't flutter
around him like an old woman? You've
said a dozen times that he had the right
feeling about horses. Why don't you let
it go and go on to bed?"
But Danny just sat there rocking, and
when Mrs. Weston finally went to bed
herself he was still mumbling about the
kind of care Bill would get on the ship if
Philip didn't watch out for him. He was
still in the chair dozing fitfully when Mrs.
Weston came down the next morning to
get breakfast.
It was a long day for Danny. The
Oceanic wasn't due to sail till midnight,
and Danny's mind was never far from Bill
and Philip. He had hoped to get some
word from Philip that they were safely
aboard, but none came. He knew that
Philip meant to lie low, and the Oceanic
wasn't one of the newest boats. Maybe
there weren't telephones on board, and
maybe Philip wouldn't want to show himself on the dock. After his picture being
in the paper so often he'd be almost bound
to be recognized. If anything had gone
wrong, Danny told himself, he would have
been informed. As nearly as he could determine there was no particular watch
being kept on the farm. As a matter of fact,
he didn't glimpse anyone all day who
looked suspicious.
But the tension persisted.
"I guess Carey saw enough of that horse
to last him quite a while back at Dorchester," said Delaney, the detective. "I've
got a hunch they'll plan to wait till he
races again before they try anythin'."

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

GRAND NATIONAL

B

UT he had underestimated Speed
Carey's fine thoroughness when he
had something on his mind, as Danny was
to discover presently. About four o'clock
Delaney relaxed his vigil for the first time
in week.
"I think I'll go down to the village and
see if I can pick up somethin' to read,"
he told Danny. "I don't think there's anythin' to worry about here."
Afterwards Danny knew he should have
protested against this. The plan was to
make it seem they were just as concerned
as ever, but there was no sign of anyone
hanging about. So Delaney went.
Danny, with nothing to do, went to the
stable. Baxter's brother's horse, whose
name was Pepper, looked at Danny with
an unfriendly eye and ears laid back.
Danny sighed.
" 'Tis only a blind man would mistake
you for my Bill," he said to the horse.
"You've a mean disposition, an' a nasty
eye, you've got no shoulders to you like
my Bill has, an' your withers is low and of
no consequence, and two hundred dollars
is a king's ransom for the hkes of ye."
And having told Pepper off, Danny stuck
a straw in his mouth and went into the
horse's stall. "All the same, you've got
to be cleaned an' tended to, like you was
somebody! There's no horse comes out of
Danny Shane's barn that don't look the
better for his stay."
So Pepper was brought out onto the
barn floor and tied there. Danny proceeded
to go to work on him with a curry comb,
grumbling, and calling the horse by an
elaborate series of unprintable names.
Then came a moment that was to bring
disaster. Danny, scraping at the horse's
belly with the curry comb, turned away
to spit out the straw he'd been chewing.
Pepper, annoyed by the currying, gave a
lurch forward and the halter broke. With
a great clatter of hoofs he dashed out into
the yard and on into the paddock beyond,
kicking up his heels and having himself
a- time.
'
Danny swore softly. Then he went to
the feed bin for a measure of grain, got
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an unbroken halter, and set out to lure
Pepper back into his dutches. Pepper was
having none of it. He raced around the
paddock, kicking and squealing with delight. Having been kept in the city for
a long, time before this, Pepper was enjoying his spree. Danny knew it was useless to try to catch him until he'd had
his fill, so he leaned against the paddock
fence and watched the horse play.
He didn't hear the footsteps come across
the lawn behind him . . . didn't realize that
anyone was near him until a hand with
cruelly strong fingers closed over his shoulder. Danny turned with an oath to look
into the cold, hard face of a stranger.
"What horse is that?" snapped the
stranger, regarding Pepper with frosty
eyes.
"That'll be none of your damned business!" Danny rapped.
"What horse is it, punk?" said the man,
and his fingers bit painfully into Danny's
flesh. Danny almost cried out with the
pain of it. But he kept his head.
"That's Gray Dawn, Mr. Philip Jadwin's horse what won the gold cup at Dorchester the day before yesterday," he said,
"if it's anythin' to you."
"Nuts!" said the man coldly. "That's
no more Gray Dawn than I am. Where's
the other horse—the real horse?"
"That's him, I tell you!" said Dan desperately.
"Listen, Jack," said the man softly,
"don't hand me none of that hooey. I
know Jadwin's horse when I see him. Let's
go back to. the barn and have a look."

A

GAINST his will and with his heart
beating like a trip-hammer against
his ribs Danny went back to the barn with
the man—was dragged back. The man took
one look into the empty stable. Then he
turned on Danny and his eyes, like yellow
slits of fire, blazed angrily.
"Where's Gray Dawn?" he demanded.
"I keep tellin' you, that's him out there.
That's him in the paddock."
The man's hand shot out and struck
Danny a stinging blow on the face.
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Danny drew a deep breath, and his
gnarled fists were clenched tightly. "You
can boil me in oil," he said, "you can do
anythin' you've a mind to with me, and
I'll keep on tellin' you it's none of my
affair."
The man stood looking at Danny, rocking back and forth on his heels, his lower
lip caught between his teeth. Then he
seemed to make a decision. "Okay, Jack,"
he said. "Have it your way." And he
walked out of the barn, leaving Danny
leaning against the wall with little beads
of sweat standing out on his forehead.
Danny was in a frenzy of alarm.
Delaney didn't come back. After he had
waited in a state bordering on hysterics
for nearly an hour Danny put in a call
for Jimmy Baxter on his sister's telephone.
Baxter was not at the Globe office. Danny
left word that it was of vital importance
for him to call Danny the minute they
could find him.
Danny called the Heath residence and
got the butler. Miss Constance was out of
town. No, he didn't know where Miss Constance could be reached.
Danny, wringing his hands and.moaning,
stared stupidly at the supper Mrs. Weston
put before him.
"You've got to eat your supper," she
said matter-of-factly. "Not eatin' ain't
going to help matters, Daniel. Mr. Delaney
is probably on the trail of the man that
was here. He probably saw him and follered him."
Danny tried to comfort himself with that
notion, but it didn't feel right to him.
Delaney's orders were to stay here. Delaney hadn't come back for some other
reason. Just how sinister that reason was
Danny couldn't guess. Maybe he had just
convinced himself there wasn't any danger
and gone off on a toot.
One thing had been thoroughly impressed on Danny. He mustn't try to communicate with Philip on the Oceanic. If
there was anything Philip should know,
Baxter would do the communicating. Again
and again, as the evening dragged on—
dragged on with Danny in a shivering

sweat of fear—Danny called the Globe.
Baxter still had not been reached. Time
dragged on and on. Had that man been
able to find out where Bill had been taken?
Would they be able to trace the truck?
Why hadn't Delaney come back? At that
instant Danny trusted no one. Maybe
Delaney had doublecrossed them. Where
was Mr. Baxter?

I

T was a quarter past one in the morning when Jimmy Baxter called the
farmhouse. In a hoarse, exhausted voice,
Danny told him what had happened. Baxter swore.
"And Delaney hasn't come back? No
word from him?"
"None, sir. If anythin' happens to Bill
and Mr. Philip through lettin' that horse
get loose—"
"Keep your shirt on, Danny. You didn't
say anything about boats to this guy—
you didn't tell him anything?"
"No, sir."
"Then the chances are they haven't been
able to trace Bill and Philip at all. The
trail was pretty carefully covered. The
boat sailed over an hour ago and they're
probably quite safe. But I'll radio Philip
and tell him to watch his step. It's too
bad they've found out so soon, Danny, but
don't worry yourself sick over it."
"It's pretty hard, sir, not to."
"I know. But with any luck they'll be
guessing for days. I'll send out a couple
of guys at once to be with you. I don't
want you alone in case they come back
and try to make you talk. Got a gun,
Danny?"
"Y-yes, sir. An' old shotgun, sirl"
"Keep it handy till my men come—
and use it if anybody tries to bother you!
And let me know at once if Delaney comes
back," Baxter ordered.

I

T had been a long nerve-racking day for
Philip Jadwin. He had spent it all
between his cabin and the hold of the ship
which had been turned into a stable. There
were about twenty other horses on the
Oceanic, all of them studs and brood
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mares of workhorse type which were on
the first leg of a long journey to Russia.
They have no box stalls on a ship as the
horses are apt to bang themselves up
badly if there is any motion. Bill had
boarded the ship without question. Philip
had led him up the gangplank and into the
hold, talking to him gently, and the gray
seemed to accept his master's word for
the fact that everything was all right. He
held his head very high and picked up
his feet in a gingerly fashion, but he wasn't
excited or fretful.
Bill seemed content with his stall despite
the fact that it was a space considerably
more confined than he was accustomed to.
Philip slept on a cot in the hold, despite
the assurance of the stableman that Bill
would be all right. Philip was trusting no
one yet, though the stableman who gave
no other name than Pat, seemed to be an
honest sort.
All the next day Philip kept watch over
the horse as people came and went on the
ship. No one paid the slightest attention
to him or to Bill. But it wasn't till the
ship's engines began to throb that Philip
felt better. As the ship's vibration shook
the hold most of the horses started raising
the devil. Philip went in the stall with Bill,
stroked him, talked to him. Bill was very
nervous, but he stood quietly, looking
around him as if he were trying to ascertain the cause of all the shaking and
clamor.
At last they were under way and Philip
went up on deck for a breath of air. It
was a beautiful, moonlit night, and the
waters of the harbor were as smooth as
glass. He leaned over the rail idly, watching the pilot boat as it came alongside.
He noticed that there were two men
standing in the bow of the boat, who carried luggage. One of them was an elderly
man. Philip could see the white hair under
the brim of his hat. The other was a Negro,
short, squat, with long, apelike arms.
When the rope ladder was lowered, these
two climbed aboard. Ropes were lowered to
pull up their bags. Philip turned to one
of the ship's officers who was nearby.
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"What's up?"
The officer shrugged. "Chap connected
with these workhorses we're carrying and
one of his stable hands, I believe," he said.
"Missed the ship at the dock but were
lucky enough to catch the pilot boat."
Philip flicked his cigarette over the side
and yawned. He badly needed sleep, and
it never occurred to him to suspect that
the white-haired man and the Negro were
in any way connected with him. Satisfied
that danger was passed till they reached
England, he turned and went down to his
stateroom.
As he went through the companionway,
the Negro nudged the old man. "That's
him," he said, his teeth flashing white in
the darkness.
CHAPTER XX
MID-ATLANTIC

C

ONNIE HEATH sat across the table
from Jimmy Baxter in the Lafayette
Restaurant and stared at him dumbfounded. "Sailed!" she said, as though she
couldn't believe it.
"That's right. Yesterday. He tried desperately to locate you after the race at
Dorchester but you seemed to have vanished off the face of the earth."
"I know," said Connie. "I—I meant to.
I didn't want to see Philip just then. I had
a bit of thinking to do."
"If I said you were an idiot," said
Baxter, "you wouldn't like it. So I won't
say it!"
"Thanks!" said Connie dryly. "But
please tell me what in the world it means!
I simply can't comprehend the fact that
he's gone!"
Over the cocktails Baxter told her of.
Philip's brain wave, the sudden decision
to get to England and get it over with.
"Both he and Danny believe Bill is as
ready as he'll ever be," Baxter explained,
"and that the longer they wait the more
certain Speed Carey will be to spike the
whole thing. I think he's gotten clean away
and will be much safer than he would
here. Carey can't work in England the way
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he does in New York. He can't transport
his thugs there—he won't be able to keep
such a close watch on Philip. And you
can't blame Philip for wanting to get it
over with. After that race at Dorchester—"
Baxter shrugged expressively.
"And Carey has no notion where he's
gone?"
Baxter frowned and told her of Danny's
encounter. "They know the horse has been
spirited off somewhere, but I don't think
they know where. The only fly in the ointment is Delaney. There's been no sign of
him. But I don't think they could have
learned the truth in time to get at Philip
on the boat."
"You don't think—!" said.Connie.
"Hey, don't shoot, lady!" Baxter
laughed. "Philip radioed me as soon as the
ship sailed that everything was okay. I
spent most of last night trying to find
Delaney and getting some men out to
Danny's farm to protect him. This morning I radioed Philip that Carey knew Bill
was gone—but that I couldn't tell whether
he knew they were on the high seas or not.
But I warned him to be on his guard."
"Did he answer that?"
Baxter nodded. "I had a radio from
him just before I picked you up for dinner." He pulled the blue form out of his
pocket and passed it to Connie. She read,
frowning:
EVERYTHING FINE BILL EXPERT
SAILOR HAVE YOU SEEN CONNIE
PHILIP
"I have a hunch," Baxter said, "that
Delaney simply went off on a toot and was
ashamed to show up again."
"You don't think he's doublecrossed
you?" Connie asked.
Baxter shook his head. "I'd swear that
he hasn't. And apparently all's well on
the high seas."
They ate for a moment in silence. Connie
was still frowning, slightly, as though her
thoughts were somewhere else.
"You'll go to England for the race, of
course?" Baxter asked.
She nodded. "Neither father nor I could

stay away if we wanted to," she said.
"We've been waiting for this for about
nine years."
Baxter, looking at her troubled face,
smiled a crooked little smile. "I've been very
studiously minding my own business for
days," he said, "but I'm a weak soul and
I can't keep it up any longer. I know what's
been bothering you, Connie, and much
as I'd like to be a snake in the grass and
sneak you out from under Philip's nose
if r could, I think I ought to tell you that
—that—"
"That what?" Connie asked.
"That you're a sucker to worry about
Jessica Tarrant," he said, bluntly. "Philip
is all tied up in this business—he's been
under an awful strain—and he's been worried sick that she got in a jam on his
account. But I don't think—"
"Oh, you don't think!" said Connie,
flushing slightly. She leaned forward.
"Jimmy, I'm not thinking about Jessica
Tarrant right now. I—I don't like that
radio of Philip's."
He looked astonished. "You don't like
it? I don't get you?"
"What did you wire him—exactly?"
He grinned and pulled an envelope out
of his pocket. "I wrote the message on this.
You can read it for yourself." And he
handed it to her.

C

ONNIE read the message scrawled on
the envelope;

HOAX IN CONNECTICUT DISCOVERED STOP DELANEY DISAPPEARED STOP DANGER YOUR
WHEREABOUTS MAY HAVE BEEN
DISCOVERED STOP KEEP YOUR
EYES PEELED FOR TROUBLE AND
LET ME KNOW IF ANYTHING SUSPICIOUS OCCURS
"Does that seem to cover the situation?"
Baxter asked, laughing.
"Yes, it does," said Connie seriously.
"But does Philip's radio sound like an
answer to that, Jimmy? 'Everything fine
Bill expert sailor have you seen Connie.'
It was sent hours after he was supposed
to have received your wire but it doesn't
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seem like an answer, Jimmy. See what I
mean?"
The smile faded from Baxter's face.
"You're right. You would think he'd have
said something more definite. I was so
relieved to hear that he was all right that
I didn't think at the time how inadequate
this reply was to my message."
"Do you suppose he didn't get it? Your
message, I mean."
"Hell, he had to get it. I'd have been
notified," said Baxter.
The soup the waiter had brought had
grown cold in its cups. Connie felt a curious cold chill spread over her body. "Suppose that message was deliberately not
given to him on shipboard. If Carey had
someone on board, he might manage to
keep messages from him!"
They stared at each other across the
table, eyes wide with sudden alarm. Baxter
lit a cigarette, puffed on it nervously.
"What's to be done?" he asked.
"Listen," said Connie. "I've heard that
ship owners have a special code which they
use when they want to communicate privately with their captains. Couldn't we
get the owners of the Oceanic to radio
the captain and have him give Philip your
message over and find out if he got it
before?"
"That would do it!" Baxter cried. "But
the owners of the Oceanic are in London!"
"You've used the Transatlantic phone
plenty in the last few days! Let's get
busy!"

M

IDNIGHT on the high seas. The
wireless operator of the Oceanic
rapped on the door of Captain Travers'
cabin and entered when he heard the captain's summons.
"Sorry to disturb you, sir," he said,
"but a message has just come in from
the owners—in code and urgent. I didn't
think it could wait till you came on deck."
"Quite right," said the Captain, pulling
on his dressing gown. "That will be all,
Bently."
The captain went over to the safe in
the corner of his cabin and laboriously
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opened it. From a shelf he took a small
black book and went over to his desk.
He spread the message out in front of him
and began the business of decoding it.
When he finished he stared at the transcript for a moment chewing at the ends
of his mustache. Then he got dressed.
Captain Travers had to resort to some
vigorous knocking on Philip's cabin door
before he got any response. Presently it
was opened and Philip peered out at him
sleepily.
Travers went into the cabin and shut
the door. He cleared his throat. "I've just
had a message from my owners," he said.
"Seems friends of yours communicated with
'em from New York. They seem to think
you hadn't received a certain message they
sent you."
"I haven't received any message."
Travers scowled. Then he read from the
transcript a copy of the message Baxter
had sent earlier in the day. "You didn't
get that?"
"No, sir, I did not." Philip was reaching for his trousers and there was no
longer any sleep in his eyes. "You say that
message was sent this morning?"
"Yesterday morning, to be precise,"
snapped Travers. "It's after midnight
now!"
"Captain, if somebody has deliberately
kept that message from me and anything
goes wrong—"
"I'll soon find out what's going on here!"
said Travers. "You'd better come."
"I'm going down to the hold to make
certain my horse is all right," said Philip.
"If Carey has someone on this boat—"
They went off in different directions,
the captain to the wireless room, Philip
down the companionway toward the stable
hold. Philip was cursing himself. He had
decided that old Pat was to be trusted
and had permitted himself to sleep in his
stateroom where the air was fresher and
cooler. He had been certain that everything was safe on the ship—that Carey was
unaware of his presence on board.
Before he could reach the hold Philip
heard the horses stomping about uneasily.
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Most of them fretted all the time, disturbed by the ship's vibration. There was
a single light in the center of the hold,
the only illumination at night. Pat, the
hostler, slept on a cot that was stretched
across the doorway.

pinioned him for an instant. He heard the
sound of running feet—the old man
flying for safety.
Then Philip and the black man fell to
the floor. Philip found his left arm almost
useless as the result of the blow on his
shoulder. They rolled and writhed on the
HILIP reached the door, and his heart floor—teeth sank into the flesh of Philip's
was suddenly frozen in his chest. The neck and tore at him as a wild beast might
cot was not across the entrance. Pat have torn. This black man was far stronger
lay on his back a few feet away, his than Philip, yet Philip was fighting with
face scarlet with blood that trickled from the passion of an almost insane fury.
Back and forth across the floor they
a nasty wound on the side of his head.
And then Philip saw the rest. Out in rolled, kicking, gouging, slugging. And
the middle of the floor, in the space where then suddenly Philip broke free, managed
the horses were tied to be cleaned, Philip to kick out savagely and caught the Negro
saw something that turned him sick with squarely in the stomach, driving him back
fear. Lying on the floor, his legs hobbled, into a corner of the room. Philip dove at
his neck stretched out, was Bill—lying him, his fingers sank into the bull-like
fearfully still. Two figures knelt over him, throat, crushing out life. Black eyes popped
one a white haired man, one a squat, in terror—jagged nails tore at Philip's
gorilla-armed Negro. The negro held a wrists. But before Philip's eyes was a curflashlight. The light reflected in a glitter tain of red rage; he heard no sounds;
something the old man held in his hand. knew nothing but a lust to kill.
Strong hands were yanking at him now,
Something clicked inside Philip's brain
—something that turned him for that mo- trying to pull him off his victim. At last
ment into a raging madman. With a ter- they succeeded—pulled him away and to
rible cry he sprang forward. Both the men his feet.
bending over the horse turned quickly,
It was Captain Travers and one of the
and something dropped from the old man's mates. As quickly as his fury had come
shaking fingers to the floor. Philip saw his it left Philip—left him weak and trembling.
face for a blurred instant, a twitching, He looked down at the crumpled, unconterrified face with a little drool of saliva scious figure of the Negro, unseeing. A
running from one corner of his mouth.
terrible fear was wrenching at his heart
The Negro, his eyeballs showing white —a fear that he couldn't understand for
in the eerie light, stood between Philip's a dazed instant. And then he remembered.
He pulled himself away from Travers
charge and the old man. He raised the
flashlight he held and brought it down- and turned to the horse, lying so dreadward in a fierce blow. Somehow Philip fully still on the floor. He knelt by Bill's
dodged it and took most of the force of it head. The gray's eyes were closed. His
on his left shoulder—a numbing, paralyz- great body was bathed in sweat, the skin
ing blow. But he was past the Negro's was torn from his legs where the ropes
guard and his fist, carrying all the fury bound.them. He had evidently fought hard
of murder in its force, struck the Negro against the intruders. Instinctively Philip
squarely in the middle of his flat face. The reached out his hand to the horse's muzzle
flashlight slipped from the black man's to see if he was still breathing. As he
fingers and he staggered back against the touched the soft nose Bill's lips fumbled
wall. He covered up his face and launched feebly at his fingers.
a momentary counter attack—and then
"Bill! Bill! What have they done to
suddenly his long arms enveloped Philip, you?" Philip cried, in a choking voice..
TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK
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The flame danced
out at them in little
licking tongues

Smoke For Breakfast
By GARVEY MALONE

R

OLLING down King street at 6.30
P.M., on his way home from a fire,
District Chief Christopher Damon
said to his driver:
"Pull in by that truck, Tim."
A truck was discharging bales of waste
into the warehouse at Number 686. It was
not an hour for honest business in King
Street and, in addition. Number 686 was
obnoxious to the youthful commander of
Fire District Two. The driver growled inwardly as he shifted his foot to the brake.
Not half an hour ago, he had been telling Schwartz of Truck 19 that it was a
hell of a note.
"I was senior hoseman on Engine 8
when Damon was a probationer. Now I

gotta take orders from him. Running with
that blond twist of Pat Grady's. Pretty
soft for him!"
"Yeah," Schwartz had agreed, placably,
"Political pull, sure. Pat would naturally
want to take care of him." He was content to be a private and Chris Damon's
spectacular advancement worried him less
than it did some others. "And you gotta
admit, Tim, Chris knows his stuff. And,"
he added, "he sure is one good guy to
work for."
"Sure," Tim conceded sourly, "he's a
good fireman. And so is a lot of others
as has been at it longer 'n he has."
Which meant, simply, that Chris
Damon was expected to marry Norah,
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