Amazed at th« wintry lifeless scene
before them, they were herded into
tCge gloomy Interior of the ark

By. CHARLES MARQUIS WARREN
D o n ' t miss this astonishing story of how
a m a n lost his w^orld and a f o r t u n e , and
f o u g h t t h r o u g h to c a p t u r e them again
A MONG the crowds <^ late Christmas
-^^ shoppers in a strange city, a young man
wanders without direction, knowing nothing
but the staggering pain in his head. Who he
is, where he came from, where he- is going
—these are but questions tossed into a black
void of dizzy, uncomprehending suffering.
In a mirror he sees himself without recognition—a man in his twenties, with wide
shoulders, lean hips. Cheeks gaunt, black-

stubbled, dirty; nose cut; left eye; s\vollen
and black. But the right eye—hopelessly,
stupidly vacant.'
Obscurely in his mind, the picture of a
mail bending over him, pouring some burning raw whisky down his. throat. . . .
Things happen. Arrested for drunkenness
and resisting an officer, he gives his name as
JOHN SMITH, is lodged in jail over night.
From the turnkey he learns the first clue
to his identity. He is an important man. He
has been visited—while still asleep—by one
JOE KEHAWKIN, whose boss is no less a
person than SAM BENELLI.

The first part of this two-part serial, herein
concluded, was printed in last week's Argosy
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l\/{rEANINGLESS names—but somehow
•'•-''• unpleasant. On his person is nothing
but a copy of the New York Times for December 22. He searches this," finds an ob-.
scure story: a bank in the Bronx had been
broken into; the night watchman abducted,'
beaten, and left in Brooklyn.
Nothing there, except—the job ha the
earmarks of Sam Benelli's work. • enelli
had been questioned, but had a perfect alibi.
From the story he appears to be a powerful
figure in the underworld. And it is with
him that this man—this John Smith—seems
to have been associated. The thought is profoundly disturbing.
But the man who bails him out in the
morning is not Joe Kehawkin; and the gorgeous brunette who waits for him in a cab
outside the jail is not the sort who would
be associated with a man like Benelli. She
is obviously concerned about John Smith;
reproaches him for apparent indifference
toward her. Bitterly she mentions a girl
named BABE.

As they drive to a hotel, John Smith begins to understand certain things. He is in
Baltimore. He has a great deal of money
hidden away somewhere. And he is on some
kind of a very, very unpleasant spot.
He stops on the way to buy another copy
of the Times for December 22—a page had
been torn out of his own. iSTow, on one side
of the page he finds a picture of the first
trans-Atlantic flight; on the other,, a picture of members of the Abraham Lincoln
Battalion returning from Spain.. Nothing
there.
A T T H E hotel, the man who bailed John
^ ^ Smith out reveals himself as a private
detective

named

AMOS

SYLVESTER;

ad-

dresses John Smith as Mr. CORBIN. H e announces that they have been tailed; herds
John Smith and the girl into the bar while
he goes to engage a room. And sitting there
in the bar, John Smith—or Corbin—tells
the girl that he has lost his memory, does
not recognize her. She promises to tell hi"m
what has been going on, but is interrupted
by Sylvester.
Alone in the bar for a moment, Corbin
is accosted by two drunks who claim to
have gone to college with him, revile him
as a "gangster."
Acting on Sylvester's plan, he goes up
to a room to wait for the detective and the
girl. While he is there, a slinky blonde
tricks him into letting her in; this, it becomes clear shortly, is Babe. Using all her
blandishnients, she tries to persuade him to
split with her the two hundred thousand
dollars he is supposed to have hidden. She
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also refers to the brunette—whose rival she
appears to be—as ELLEN HAMMOND, a so-

cial registerite.
When Corbin puts her o£f, she picks up
the room phone and summons the gang. A
crowd swarms into the room: Ellen Hammond and Amos Sylvester; Benelli, Joe
Kehawkin, a tall blond man named BLACKIE,
and a healthy-looking fellow named CHUCK
ELLIOTT.

Benelli's outfit are there for the payoff.
Ellen Hammond protests that Corbin has
been injured and does not recognize them;
but no one will believe her. Chuck Elliott
seizes her to keep her out of the way; Corbin pitches in against Blackie's gun; Blackie
recovers from the punch and comes back at
Corbin with an automatic, business end first.
He squeezes the trigger. . . .
CHAPTER

VIII

BROTHER NOAH

"SjHE g u n went off a n d t h e bullet
skagged the ceiling. T h e r e w a s a
" ^ sharp insect-whine as it ricocheted t o the floor. T h e shot itself h a d
been quiet. J o h n S m i t h w a s surprised
at t h e soft snap of its report. P r o b a b l y
no one in the n e x t room, unless someone h a d been listening, could have
h e a r d it.
Blackie said, " G o fry, B a b e , " a n d
shook Babe's h a n d from h i s wrist. S h e
h a d n ' t moved from h e r backless chair
— j u s t reached up. S h e glared at
Blackie, her small chiseled features
. contorted like a d e f e n d i n g tigress.
She said succinctly, " Y o u d u m b
yap."
, .
.
She g o t u p a n d faced J o h n Smith,
'T didn't d o it for you. Y o u deserve
it. Y o u rate one in the stomach for being a doublecrossing chiseler."
H e r breast heaved h a r d u n d e r the
black caracul coat. H e r honey hair
looked well atop the blackness of the
coat. H e r eyes g r e w r o u n d with that
s t r a n g e wideness. " B u t half the dough
you blew with belongs to m e . Y o u u n derstand t h a t ? S a m promised m e half
of it—half of t w o h u n d r e d g r a n d . " .
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She whirled on Benelli, her eyes
glittering almost wildly as they caught
the gray light.from the window. "You
meant it, didn't you, sweetheart?
Didn't you!"
"Yes, Babe," Benelli said. "Shut up,
Babe. Blackie, put that gun away. That
wasn't bright."
"You see?" Babe glared at' John
Smith. "You heard what Sam said?
I've never had dough like that. I've
never been up like that. I've had clothes
and my rent and maybe some presents
from Sam and maybe one month having, to hock the presents for a row of
breakfasts, but never—"
"I said shut up, Babe."
"Now I'm going to have it. If you
go my hundred grand goes with you
because you're holding out, and somewhere you got it or you got,somebody
keeping it. But nobody's going to stop
me from having what—"
The back of Benelli's hand slapped
her across the mouth and she gasped
and her fingers flew to her lips.
Amos Sylvester said, "I can see
where this is going to be a very merry
Christmas."
Benelli said to Ellen Hammond,
"Your gag still rings phony to me. A
guy don't come into the racket and
then pull a doublecross on his first job.
H e knows better than that. That's suicide.
"So maybe a guy who knows better
. and still tries to pull a doublecross must
be nuts in the head. So that's the way
I'm looking at it. But there's a way to
find out. Find out who's gagging who
and who's going to pay for it."
H e turned to Babe.
"Get Steiner on the phone. Herb
Steiner. Tell him Benelli wants him out
at the place in fifteen minutes. Tell him
it's a medical examination. Tell him
he's going to examine a head."

Babe thumbed through the directory
She still kept touching her lips with a
finger. She had blinked the tears away.
Ellen Hammond said quietly: "Harmon at Johns Hopkins is the man you
should call in. This isn't an elementary
injury."
"Steiner's. okay. He knows whal
goes on."
The girl put her hand on John
Smith's arm and said soft-voiced, "The
Annual Life is going to move after
all. I went up to New York to tell you
that. Does it mean anything to you?"
Benelli said sharply, "Never mind
explaining things to him. He's supposed to've forgot."
She looked at John Smith gravely,
but there were tiny flecks in her eyes
which made him think she was offering
this as a test. Babe's little act had done
a lot of damage.
He shook his head slowly. " N o . "
Babe's voice droned huskily into the
phone. " . . . yes, at the place: Benelli
says fifteen minutes. . . . "
John Smith looked at his own black
bag in the hunchback's hand and wondered again what was in it. He wanted
to tell Ellen Hammond how he felt
about getting her mixed up in this. He
wanted to tell her not to doubt him:
that he was certain he'd never had anything to do with Babe.
,He began again feeling the need for
some sort of inner explosion which
would unbind the thongs around his
mental hands and terminate this limbo
of inactivity in which he stood up to
his ears. His impotence maddened him.
He wanted to do something, but had no
choice except to follow their lead.
His head began to ache again,
sharply and steadily, making him sick;
and this tinie he was suddenly aware
from the severity of the throb that it
would not abate, but increase, and in
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don't need hints anyway. And if he's
not—"
Benelli smiled. A queer, inward
smile.
' T ' H E limousine went inordinately
Stony said, "Can I get it up to fifty
fast for the condition the streets now, Sam?"
BeneUi said, "Okay."
were in. It was after three in the afterIt wasn't much farther. They turned
noon and at present there was no snow
falling. Plows had cut their ways over left ofif the boulevard and passed under
the streets leaving a fine veneer of an archway which had Funland Park
snow that was freezing and rapidly be- written in Neon on it. The letters had
the bleak smoky look of all Neon when
coming dangerous to chainless tires.
John Smith sat in the front seat of not lit. It was crested with snow.
The park was large, apparently covBenelli's limousine beside a hardboiled
taciturn man who drove and whom ering more than five square city blocks.
Benelli addressed as Stony. John It was absolutely deserted and under
Smith's head was getting worse. It was the fresh snow resembled some groan efifort to keep his eyes open.
tesque abandoned boom town.
There was the f erris wheel protected
Benelli sat in back between' Ellen
Hammond and Babe. He kept looking in c a n v a s ; the merry-go-round,
out the rear window, and finally said, boarded up; the squat building which
"Let up, Stony. Joe's car isn't as heavy housed the Caterpillar; the giant Fun
as this." .
House, unattractive and formidable
Stony slowed and allowed the sedan with its garish pictures of clowns on
to come up behind them. Blackie was the walls; clusters of small concession
driving Kehawkin's car; the hunchback booths down the midway, with snow
and Chuck Elliot sat on. either side of on their counters; the CoHseum which
Amos.Sylvester in back. None of them, had a sign advising: Roller
Skating,
apparently, was talking.
Fights, Wrestling,
and a weatherBabe said, "It's going to be colder beaten billboard advertising two Japanese wrestlers who had contended in
in there than outside."
"I got a watchman I pay all winter a main feature last August.
to do nothing," Benelli said. "He better
Over in a far corner of the park the
have it warm." >
snow-draped skeleton of the Cyclone
John Smith turned his head slightly. racer-dip thrust its network of scaf"What's in that bag you said belonged, folding against the gray sky.
to me?" Even to turn his head hurt. He
There is nothing, J o h n Smith
wondered whether his skull was frac- thought irrelevantly, so depressing or
tured.
superfluous as an amusement park in
Benelli said, "You're not supposed to the dead of winter. He wondered
remember anything and you're stuck where they were going.
with it. I'm not helping you with your
The tires whirled in the snow but
Stony deftly maneuvered over a trackgag."
He looked at Babe and then at Ellen less road. They stopped on the far side
Hammond. "That goes for both of of the midway before'what appeared to
you. I don't want either of you coming be a fantastic reconstruction of Noah's
out with any,hints. If he's faking, he ark.
a short while there would come weakness to make pain and necessity and
consequence of no importance at all. . . .
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T T W A S single-decked. Over the rail
of the deck an effigy of the patriarchal Noah was fishing. He was made
of plaster and his shaggy hair and
beard were sprinkled with loose snow.
Animals stuck their heads from large
portholes of the boat; the animals were
in pairs in faithful adherence to the
Biblical legend.
There was a sort of shallow moat
encircling the ark; there must have
been some water in it because patches
of dirty gray ice showed through where
the wind had thinned the snow.
At the tub's stern there was a rude
gangway stretching up from the^
ground across the moat to the deck,
and up this the last of Noah's collection of animals were in the act of
boarding the ark.
It was odd, John Smith thought, to
see a thin vapor of black smoke whorling from the solitary stack on the ark's
roof. It was the only sign of life he
had seen in the park.
Blackie drove the smaller car up and
parked behind the limousine and got
out. The hunchback, Amos Sylvester
and Chuck Elliot followed. They
walked,over to the limousine. In spite
of his overcoat, Sylvester was shivering in the cold.
In the limousine Benelli said, "Let's
go. You come too, Stony."
They walked single file over a wobblv plank bridge across the moat and
a door in the ark's side opened. A
stooped, mouse-faced old man bundled
to the ears in three or four cheap sweaters stood in the doorway.
"What's this ?" he said querulously.
He took a pipe from his mouth and
peered at them. When he saw Benelli
his voice took on respect.
"Howdy, Mr. Benelli. I wasn't expectin' you. It ain't often you get
down—"

"Get out of the way, Hank," Benelli said. "It's cold out here."
"Out here it's too cold to be cold,"
Amos Sylvester said. "I wish I was in
nice warm Labrador." There was no
humOr in his voice.
John Smith went first. There was a
foot-and-a-haif drop, intended as a
gag, which jarred his head until he had
to press his palm against it.
"Watch the step." he warned Ellen
Hamnrond, following.
Inside it was gloomy but not oppressive. There was the damp smell
of wet wood. It was cold. Some snowhad drifted in through the open portholes. The floor creaked faintly under
their feet.
They were in a sort of labyrinth
cage, hemmed by iron bars. There was
a skylight above, and the faint light
seeping through the film of snow on
the slanting glass had a quality of
duskiness which lent a macabre effect
to the weird assortment of devices and
figures inside the ark.
Scattered about were twin groups
of every conceivable species of animal,
so constructed that their heads and legs
and tails could move mechanically and
ponderously when the summer power
plant was operating.
Some of them looked out the portholes. All of them stood under the
•*-

watchful supervision of life-sized grotesquely formed figures which were
evidently Noah's sons and daughtersin-law.
There were steps which moved in
opposite directions simultaneously; a
"cascade" from which water could fall
at inconvenient intervals; holes in the
floor through which compressed air
would shoot up to catch unsuspecting
females; and a ramp which led up to
a door marked Ark's Brig and craftily
guarded on either side by a devil's head
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and a skull, from the mouths of which
smoke and soot could belch and envelop unwary entrants.
"Yeah," Amos .Sylvester observed.
"A very merry Christmas. For goblins."
"You talk too much, butterball,"
Blackie said.
"For not having my gun," Sylvester
nodded, "I,talk too much."
Benelli said, "Hank, get us out of
this thing."
CHAPTER

IX

GUINEA PIG DIES

n P H E watchman finished locking the
outside door and came back, moving unerringly to two flexible rubber
bars and stretching them wide enough
to permit passage. Unaware of their
existence, a person could spend hours
searching for a way out of the maze.
"I can never remember which ones
they are," the hunchback said pleasantly. It was difficult for him to pass
with grace through the crescent-shaped
gap the pliant bars made, a n d the
watchman, endeavoring to make it
easier, pulled harder and lost his grip
on one of the bars. The rubber snapped
with stinging alacrity against Kehawkin's misshapen back.
Super-sensitive rage transformed the
face of Benelli's lieutenant. A sharp
whine issued from his thin lips and he
pounced at the watchman, the long
nails of his bony fingers raking Hank's
face.
"Clumsy lout!" he shrieked. He had
a gun in his hand and it pointed at
Hank's forehead.
Benelli's hand gripped the bony
wrist, gently forced it down.
"Easy, Joe," he said soothingly. "He
didn't go to do it. He's just an old
man."
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"Nobody makes a clown out of me!"
Kehawkin screamed.
"Mr Kehawkin. . . " Hank's face
was mottled liver. "Sake o' Heaven,
sir, I didn't mean. . . "
Some of the glare went out of the
hunchback's eyes. There was a crepitant rattle in his throat as he swallowed. "All right," he said, lavishly
pleasant. "All right."
"There has been," Amos Sylvester
commented tonelessly, "more attempted
murder and more politeness about it
this afternoon than—" ,
Blackie hit the detective hard in the
face with his elbow and said, "You
been askin' for it again, butterball."
Sylvester's split lip had deflated.
Now it puffed again. He tasted blood
on the tip of his tongue. He said earnestly :
"From now on I'm interested in you.
Each night before I go to bed I'm going to pray beside the bed. I'm going
to ask for one crack at you. Just one
crack."
"You went to bed for the last time
last night, butterball."
The watchman h a d ' preceded them
down a narrow corridor. He stopped
before the single door and pushed it
open.
"It's warm in here, Mr. Benelli," he
said. Fear of the hunchback was still
on him and he was shaking.
They went in. An oil lamp fanned
a saffron flickering over the room.
There was a small table piled high with
cheap magazines. There were three or
four chairs and over in a corner a
mussed bed. A wood stove, its pot
belly bright red from the fire within,
gave out a warm but close heat. The
smell of Hank's pipe was offensive.
Babe dumped her caracul coat and
flung herself on the bed. Her eyes were
bright and avid.
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"Now," she said huskily. "Now
we're getting, somewhere." She looked
at John Smith and her lips curved.
"You s t a r t e d remembering yet,
honey ?"
John Smith was remembering something else. Kehawkin's unwarranted
outburst of fury. He understood now
how a hunchback could rank as a lieutenant in Benelli's mob. In the grip of
his sporadic insanity nothing but death
was relevant to Kehawkin, and human
life became the means of blotting out
his humiliation.
Ellen Hammond took one of the
chairs and John Smith stood behind
her. The hunchback placed the black bag
on the table and sat down. The others
strung themselves about the room.
Benelli stood under the solitary window, a small rectangle close to the ceiling. He was watching the snow which
was sprinkling lightly again.
"Doc Steiner is late," he said.
The watchman was staring at John
Smith. He ventured timidly, "I ain't
. seen this one for some time. Not
since—"
"Save it. Hank," Benelli said. " H e
don't remember being here. I don't
want him reminded."
The old man bobbed his head with
nervous haste. .
"Yes, Mr. Benelli."
"Or do you begin to think?" Benelli
asked John Smith.
"I can think. I can't remember."
"We'll see. Doc Steiner'll see."
Babe said, "I hope you've been kidding, honey. For your sake, honey."
There was the muffled sound of
someone rattling a door. The watchman got up, looked at Benelli.
, "Go with him, Blackie. Make sure
it's the doc."
In a few moments they returned
with Doc Steiner.

" G O R R Y I was late, Saiii," Steinei
said. "It's no fun driving these
roads." He was a tall man, thin-boned,
with a long angular face and lank black
hair. He put his bag on the table
"What is it, gunshot?"
"No. It's got to do with not being
able to remember."
"Then you don't need a doctor. You
need strongarm."
"He says something happened to his
head."
"Oh. Which,one?"
Benelli pointed. Steiner went over
and looked at John Smith.
"Amnesia maybe, eh? You know
that word ? What makes you think you
can't remember? Let's hear your symptoms."
John Smith told him. He didn't like
Steiner.'s manner. It was the slack professional manner of a lawyer who has
been disbarred but who has gone on
making money. It was empty arrogance. He had to tell Steiner twice
about the pain in his head.
Steiner said, "You don't look like
an amnesia victim to me. Your eyes
don't. Let's have a look at you."
To John Smith the examination was
cursory and inadequate. Steiner listened to his heart, tested his reflexes,
made him repeat inane numbers and
sentences. His fingers explored John
Smith's skull, roughly. He muttered
something about no synaptic retractions and finally said:
''Your skull's not fractured. I can
tell that without an X-ray. That's the
only thing could be wrong with you.
And it's not fractured."
John Smith was sore. "How can you
tell? You're so used to treating nothing but gunshot you wouldn't know
anything else. I believe you're a
quack."
Steiner's thin nostrils contracted in
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anger. He turned swiftly to Benelli.
"Do I have to take that from him,
Sam? Who is this punk?"
Benelli said, "You sure about what
you said, doc? He's okay?"
"There's no fracture. And anybody
with a little sense can fake loss of
memory. I'll stake my professional
reputation—"
"What's left of it," John Smith said.
He was getting angrier. His head hurt
like hell.
Steiner set his bag on the table again.
He doubled his fists and walked over
to John Smith.
Chuck Elliot came between them.
"I wouldn't do that, Doctor Steiner.
He can get rough. He's screwy."
Steiner hesitated, appraising John
Smith's size,
"Anyway, there's nothiiig wrong
with this man. He's been smart enough
to put one over on you."
Benelli said, "Okay, Herb. You've,
told me what I want to know."
Something in Benelli's tone caused
John Smith to swing around quickly
and look at him.
E N E L L I had a gun in his hand.
There was a bloodless anger in his
face, and only his eyes were alive.
John Smith realized, looking at the
yellow-centered bleakness of those
eyes, that Benelli's suavity was a pose
the man adopted to humor his own
conceit. Thwarted, and with a gun in
his hand, Benelli became something not
nice to see.
It was the first time John Smith had
seen Benelli with a gun. It did something to the man. A gun made it understandable how he could be top man in
his racket. Through the woodenness of
his lips, Benelli's voice was edged:
"So it was the doublecross, honeymouth. You were going to sit tight
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till things cleared up and then remember you had a quarter of a.milHon
bucks waiting for you to kick around."
Chuck Elliot suddenly whimpered.
"Honest, no doublecross on my part,
Mr. Benelli. I'm telling you the truth.
Honest t o — " His healthy face was
livid with fright at what he saw in
Benelli's eyes. He screamed: "I wasn't
in on this part! You know it! I
didn't—"
"I don't know it."
"I didn't know_ he was gonna cross
us up after—"
"Shut your face," Stony growled.
Benelli's eyes bored , i n t o John
Smith's.
"I'm not asking you any longer.
I'm showing you what happens to
bright, lights like you who pull fast
ones that're not so fast. W e don't
knock banks off for the f u n of it,
honeymouth. And the dough is maybe
a little warm and we can't use it right
yet. So that makes me show you what
happens to crossers. I don't mind showing you."
John Smith hardly heard. His mind
was grasping at a solitary word:
honeymouth. It meant something to
him; something recent. It came to him
with a dull impact that he had been
called "honey" not as a form of slang
or mock affection; but that it was an
abbreviation' of Honeymouth—and he
had come across that same sobriquet
somewhere during the last twenty-four
hours.
If it would come to him—
It did. It clicked into place like a
latch on a gate, because it was something he didn't have to dig into his
empty memory for. The New York
Times. He had merely glanced at the
brief flash but his memory retained
enough detail for a starter.
Honeymouth Corbin. The revelation
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startled him but that was all. It furnished nothing more than an identity,
and he needed more, Needed it badly.
Benelli was saying quietly, " . . . let
you get away with this gag and have
the laugh on me whenever you want to
wake up. If you don't come across you
don't go on breathing. And it's going
to take something to show you' I don't
kid, honey."
The gun in his hand was a woman's
small automatic. It was almost pretty
and it did not tremble in his hand. It
pointed at John Smith's abdomen.
From the bed. Babe said, "Wing
him, sweetheart, where it'll hurt. Don't
kill him."
John Smith said quickly, "You want
me to start remembering. Maybe I will.
Let me see what's in the bag that belongs to me. Maybe that will help."

Ellen Hammond screamed, " N o ! "
She started forward but Stony caught
her, held her roughly by both arms.
"You can't kill him. He doesn't know!"
Her voice was high with the information she intended giving. "Tell them
you're John Corbin who—"
Stony placed .one hand behind her
liead at the nape of her neck and clapped the other over her mouth.
"No you don't, sister," he said.
John Smith said quietly, "Don't try •
to help, Ellen. They'll get rough with
you if you try."
Over Stony's thick hand he could
see the surprise in her eyes. He wished
he could tell her that Babe had mentioned her name in the hotel room.
The hunchback said to Ellen, "So he
didn't know who you were?" and
chided her with his thin laugh.
Benelli lowered the woman's auto. matic. He said, "This is how it is."
• Chuck, come over here."
Chuck Elliot detached himself from
the shadows of the wall and moved to
the center of the room. He was crine-

T T W A S a long chance. Perhaps an
impossible chance. But he had a
little to go on now. Honeymouth Corbin. Maybe the contents of the bag
would explain or lend a clue to what
o
they wanted. At any rate, here was an
opportunity, if only for a moment, to ing. His eyes were wide with, fright.
"You're going to be a guinea pig,
unhook the ring they'd had through
Chuck."
Benelli's voice was like his
his nose. For the moment he wasn't
face:
expressionless.
"You're going to
being led; he was leading.
show Honeymouth why it's not good to
"You don't need help," Benelli said.
doublecross and why it's good to re"You know what's in the bag."
~ member."
The hunchback had moved to the
"No, Mr. Benelli!" Chuck's healthy
table and opened the lid of the bag.red face was blotched with liver-gray.
His bleak grin was enigmatic. "Just
"Ahh. . . no! I didn't have no part in
what you left," he said, glancing at
this. I didn't know . . ."
the contents. "You didn't leave much."
"You had plenty of part. Right here
John Smith t7)ok three deliberate in my park when you had him as a
steps to the table and looked inside the comer in the prelims. You told me
bag. Its contents did not startle him. when yon had him ready he'd be right.
By now he was used to surprises.
He'd play along. You made a bargain.
The gun in Benelli's hand leveled at That was your part. And so that noJohn Smith's back. "You're still stall- body doublecrosses Benelli and makes
ing." His finger began to contract on a habit of it, you got to be a guinea
the trigger.
pig, Chuck."
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" N o ! " Chuck screamed. "Please!"
He sobbed hoarsely and started to go
down on his knees.
Benelli fired and it caught Chuck
in his left knee and he straightened up
sharply and cried, "That's enough!
You done enough, please. . . ."
But Benelli fired again, the pretty
automatic making a small sound only
slightly louder than someone pffitting
tobacco from the tongue.
A delicately round hole appeared in
Chuck's forehead and his eyes shot up
as if to catch a glimpse of the hole,
and he fell forward stiffly, reflex action
causing his hand to grasp futilely at
his left knee. He lay on his' stomach,
his face turned so that his chin rested
on his left shoulder.
He wasn't bleeding yet. His face
didn't look so red and healthy now.
Amos Sylvester gave vent to a softly
audible whistle. -"Merry Christmas to
vou, Chuck."
Over Stony's hand, Ellen Hamifnond's eyes were closed. She wasn't
crying. On the bed Babe carelessly uncrossed her legs and grinned at John
Smith. She had that look in her eyes.
"Honey, I can see you beginning to
remember that dough."
Benelli said coldly, "Hank," and
indicated Chuck's body. Laboriously
ihe watchman dragged Chuck by the
legs and placed him in the shadows
alongside the wall. He made Babe get
up and took a dirty sheet from the bed
and spread it over Chuck.
CHAPTER X
AND NOW T H E GIRL

T T N T I L the shdoting, John Smith
had been abstractly fingering the
contents of the black bag. They fitted
in with Honeymouth Corbin's identity,
but offered nothing more.
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There was a faded brown robe; a
pair of blue silk shorts with a brilliant
red • stripe at each seam; lightweight
composition-soled shoes and a pair of
boxing gloves stained with resin and
streaks of dark congealed red.
He looked now at the still form under the dirty white sheet and then at
Benelli. There was a stricture in his
throat which came partly from fear but
mostly from uncertainty. The pain in
his head was stupefying.
"Now," Benelli said, turning to John
Smith. "Now." There was a narrowed
wildness in his yellow-centered eyes as
if he had just discovered what an intoxicating business killing was. "Now
you. You've seen. Start talking or—"
"Easy, sweetheart," Babe said. She
got up from the bed. She was frowning
at the look in Benelli's eyes. "Easy. He
knows what we don't."
John Smith tried one of the gloves
on his right hand. He didn't know how
to start when there was still nothing to
say. The stuff in the bag hadn't helped
except to confirm what he'd remembered from the brief sports flash in
the Times.
His head was hammering relentlessly. He saw the small muzzle of the
automatic trained at, a spot a little
above his stomach. A coldness seemed
' to turn over inside him at that spot. He
felt something crinkle against the palm
of his hand inside the glove.
"Yeah, he knows what we want. But
if we keep him alive and he don't give,
he don't help us any more than if he's
dead. You're going to be dead in three
seconds, like Chuck, honey, only not
so easy, if you don't start talking."
The way his eyes glared it was almost
as if he hoped John Smith wouldn't
start talking.
John Smith took off the glove and
put it back in the bag and from be-
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about the dough. More dough than
you've ever had in your life."
For a split second the hardness of his
voice broke. "Don't stop breathing.
Babe." He looked again at John Smith.
Doc Steiner knelt beside Babe and
took an instrument out of his bag. "I
knew it would be gunshot sooner or
later. Put her down, Sam, and don't
hold her so tight."
He unbuttoned the front of Babe's
dress and probed with the instrument,
not too gently. "It's a flesh wound. But
deep. She's all right. But close to the
lung. Those little guns can do some
damage."
Babe's eyes opened and she got her
bearings and whispered to Benelli, "If
you kill him he can't tell us,, sweetheart."
John Smith said, "I'm going to tell
you."
He took a deep breath, held,it. This
was it. Nothing was concrete and there
was no function of his memory. But
this would have to be it.
'^
Steiner carried Babe to the bed and
got out bandages.
, Benelli got up. "Talk," he said. He
said it in a funny way, as a priest might
say it to a man who has less than three
minutes to live.
"The loss of memory was a fake."
T J E N E L L I knelt beside Babe. H e r ' He didn't look at Ellen Hammond, who
head dropped gently against the had sunk down on a chair and wascrook of his arm and she looked very watching him dully, her chin in her.
soft, like a child asleep. One small hands. "Naturally I know who I am
hand was closed over her left breast. and what I've done. I tried to be smart,
Her honey hair caught the light from and it didn't work. I'm John Corbin,
the lamp and mellowed it. When the so-called Honeymouth because I hapstrain left her lips she did not look un- pen to be a college man in a racket
where correct English is considered bad
happy.
Benelli rocked her a little, handling taste."
"Never mind the six-bit gas," Benelher like a doll. He looked up at John
Smith and there was nothing hunian in li said. "We know who you are." He
his eyes. He said to Babe, "Angel, keep said it as if he had made up his mind
on breathing. You got to. Don't forget what to do, and there were only an

hind the protection of the open lid,
looked down at his closed hand. He had
no trouble unfolding the piece of paper.
"Two," Benelli said softly.
"No, sweetheart!" Babe cried, moving swiftly toward John Smith.
Benelli said, "Three!" at the same
time John Smith said, "I'll tell you
about it," and Babe flung herself in
front of John Smith, gasping, "Sweetheart, don't be a—"
The gun made the same quiet sound.
Babe closed her eyes and swayed a
little. There was a dark liquid patch
on the blue dress above her left breast.
Benelli swore and tried to catch her,
but missed. Amos Sylvester took advantage of Blackie's disconcerted vigil
and dived at him. Stony released Ellen
Hammond and kicked at the hardpacked little detective's shins. Amos
said "Ohh!" and Blackie swung around
and exploded his left against Sylvester's cheek.
Amos staggered back, said disgustedly, "You and your fist. You're running up quite a debt."
Blackie hit him on top of his head
as hard as he could with the barrel of
his gun. It made an ugly sound. Sylvester wheezed "Aahhh," and slipped to
the iloor.
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element of waiting to be got over before doing it. He was stroking the
pretty automatic.
John Smith spoke quickly, as if reciting an incantation by rote.
"You wanted me to throw the fight
for the championship, and when I
wouldn't do it; you made sure I'd lose
by having Blackie strongarm me with a
lead pipe a few minutes before the fight.
Naturally I didn't last a round with
the champ and you won two hundred
grand, even naming the round. You
didn't lay out your bets, but made them
in cash. For some reason you had the
money brought to my dressing room,
immediately after the fight—"
"You know why," Benelli said softly. "You weren't going to squawk to
the cops or the commissioner if it
looked like you'd done some betting on
the champ yourself."
"Blackie came into the dressing room
to collect—"
"Yeah," Blackie said, "and when you
were gonna turn the money over to
the commissioner and blab, I said no,
and you argued with a lead pipe."
His hand flicked at the scar on his
forehead. "Sam, I told you this louse
made me write that thing. Then when
he's getting dressed, I come up behind
and hit him with my heater and he
goes all.screwy and I say you're getting out of town till we let you
know—"
The hunchback said, "And he outsmarts you and takes the suitcase with
the dough and you're stupid enough
not to notice the difference of the
bags."
"I'm telling you the louse was acting so screwy I didn't notice nothing.
He's taken a beating three times on
the head already, twice by me and once
by the champ. He's saying something's
happened to his head and flopping
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around like he's punchdrunk. I know if
he stays in town the reporters'll see
hitri like that and—"
Benelli interrupted impatiently, "All
right, so you were dumb and put him
on the train for Baltimore."
"That was his home once, wasn't
it?" Blackie retorted sullenly. "I look
in his pockets, but there ain't anything
in them, Chuck always carrying his
stuff when he fights."
Benelli said to John Smith, "You're
still stalling. We know what happened
as well as you do. You don't need to
tell us. What did you do with the
dough? That's what counts."
PpOR a moment the only sound in the
room was Babe's strained breathing
as Steiner pressed cotton and gauze
against her wound.
John Smith undamped his teeth.
This was to be his clincher, his gamble.
He felt the tight breathless wonder a
man feels who has let his hole card remain a' secret even to himself.
"1 was pretty hazy after the fight. I
guess I took a few too many coming
down on the train. I remember checking the suitcase in some department
store down town when I began to feel
I was going to pass out. I don't remember which one, but I'd remember
the inside of the store."
He waited. Babe made a wincinglittle sound. Blackie growled: "You
checked a quarter of a million bucks in
a department store!"
Without looking up from • his gun
Benelli said, "This was your home
town once and you don't remember
the store?"
"I'd had plenty to drink. The desk
sergeant will tell you that."
"That's right," Kehawkin said. "The
cop who brought him in said he was so
drunk he couldn't walk."
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Benelli said slowly, "And now you
think I'm going to let you go there and
find the, suitcase and take the chance
of raising hell and getting the cops
out here. No. You're not bright. You've
done your part, honey. You're not even
a little bit of use to me now. We'll find
the department store afterwards. You
got to be another guinea pig like Chuck,
honey."
Over the pain in his head John
Smith's brain struggled to function.
"You found out I didn't have a check.
They said they'd recognize me. Anybody else would have to identify the
contents. They'd investigate when they
looked at those contents."
Babe said / weakly from the bed:
"Sweetheart, you said I'd get—"
"I know, Babe. Don't talk. Babe."
"And he might . . . still be lying. If
you kill him and . . . we find out he's
been lying . . ." Her voice tapered off.
She was weak and the wound hurt her.
"Please, sweetheart. You said . . ."
"It's all right. Babe. I've figured a
way. I've always got more on the ball
than the other guy. Babe. You know
that." :
He walked over and stood very close
to John Smith.
"You see my face, honey? It don't
look so good now, does it?" He tapped
his finger under his eyes. "The eyes
ain't pretty now either, are they? They
got a look in them."
His voice grew soft. "That's the
way a guy looks when his girl is shot.
I look Hke that. That's how I feel. It
ain't a good feeling. And mine was
only winged.
"You're going to look a lot worse
than me. You're going to look as lousy
as you're going to feel. Because if anything goes wrong, honey, you're going
to know, like me, how it feels to have
your girl shot. Shot maybe two or

three times, once every ten minutes, say.
With time enough in between for her
to think what a swell guy you are.
"And I can do it. I'll attend to it
personally if there's any slip-up."
He nodded to Blackie and the hunchback.
"You two go with the Honeymouth.
Keep your eyes open but don't try to
stop him if he pulls anything funny.
That's what he wants. But you just let
him pull and scram back. That's the
way it is. Let him go to the cops. By
the time they get here there won't be
anybody around. Except maybe her."
He jerked his chin towards > Ellen
Hammond. "And she won't be talking
much."
Babe said weakly, "You're smart,
sweetheart. You're real smart. He
won't pull anything phony now." She
smiled at Benelli. "Thanks, sweetheart."
C H A P T E R XI
WHAT PRICE COP?

¥ T W A S almost four-thirty and the
first streaks of darkness hovered
just above the roofs of the houses that
lined the boulevard. The snow was
crisp.
They were using the smaller car.
John Smith sat between Blackie, who
drove, and Kehawkin, who had taken
out his gun and was looking at it.
"Sam is smart." The hunchback
smiled. "That's why he's on top. This
is the first time the racket has given
anybody an open door to the cops^—if
they want to use it. Shall we let you off
at the nearest corner so you can, call
the law, honey?" He laughed.
"You're very funny." John Smith
wouldn't think of Ellen. He counted on
Kehawkin. It was risky; it was the
only way.
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He could feel the piece of paper in
his pocket. It was valuable. It had already given him his only break. He
could remember it almost word for
word, the hastily scrawled confession
with its scrambled legal phraseology.
He must have forcibly dictated it to
Blackie. It was crude, but it made sense,
and it had furnished a springboard for
what strategy he could employ. It went:
I, Daniel (Blackie) Leonard, confess to assaulting John Corbin with a
piece of lead pipe immediately before
Corbin's championship fight in an attempt to force Corbin to throw the fight,
which he had refused to do.
I also confess to returning here 1o the ,
dressing room after the fight to collect
the money bet on the champion because
of effect of assault on Corbin, and do
confess to sending Chuck Elliot from
room and forcibly resisting Corbin's attempt to turn over the money to the
commissioner.
[Signed] Daniel (Blackie) Leonard.

That was all. But it was enough,
combined with a few expository hints
dropped by them before, for him
roughly to reconstruct what had occurred in the dressing room.
And the confession had been written on'a piece of newspaper which was
obviously the missing half-page of the
Times he had carried in his pocket. It
was scrawled upon the whiteness of the
sky in the photograph of the first transAtlantic flight. He had probably shoved
it for safe keeping into the glove, then,
after Blackie had hit him, had picked
up the wrong suitcase. In his condition he'd never known the difference.
He wondered where that other suitcase was. . . . .
"How far?" Blackie said.
"Keep on going. Downtown, I told
you."
"All you gotta do is holler, and we
put you out and scram. You ain't thinking of nothing?"
"No; There isn't any use thinking."
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"You're wising.up, honey."
The knowledge that he was a professional fighter brought no elation to
him; merely relief that he was not a
member of Benelli's mob. He understood now why the memory of the cop
sprawling in the gutter with that look
of stunned surprise on his face had
persisted in haunting him.
It must have been a familiar picture
to him, opponents bewilderedly prone
beneath him on the canvas, if he had
fought his way up to contending for
the championship.
It was funny: he didn't even know
the champ's name. The midnight edition of the Times, which had evidently
been delivered to his room after the
fight, had been on the streets too early
to carry more than a brief sports flash
which had run something like:
HONEY CORBIN BOWS TO CHAMP
IN FIRST
Tonight the honeymouthed college man, chal>
lenger and favorite, put np an unexpectedly inadequate fight and went down for the count in
two minutes and fifteen seconds of the first round
of a scheduled fifteen-round main event. Detailed
account to. follow in extra edition, -

He said to Blackie, "Turn right."
"I know where the department stores
are in this burg. I come down here
enough to collect Sam's take from the
amusement joint."
"He owns the park?"
"As if you didn't know. As if you
didn't know Chuck Elliot was hooked
up with Sam when you was fightin'
punks in the semi-windups o'ut there."
"I didn't know about Chuck. 1
thought he was a legitimate trainer."
"You're full of sweetness and light."
"If I was favored to take the champ.'
how is it the papers haven't played up
my disappearance?"
"That's the way you are. Never
want pubhcity. They don'f^know you'rcgone. They think you're taking it easv
somewhere till you get over the beat-
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ing you took. That's what Chuck give
out anyway. And you wasn't such a
favorite. Seven to five ain't so long."
"Nobody in this town recognized me.
You'd expect them to recognize a challenger."
"Your own fault for never letting
them news boys get any photos of you.
That's one thing helped you, not wanting publicity. It ain't often. Listen, for
what am I spieling things you already
know? You still playing that game?"
Blackie's jaw thrust out and for a
moment he took his eyes from the
street ahead.
"We're almost there. It won't be a
game when you have your money, will

it?"
Those drunks in the Belvedere Hotel
—they'd been the only ones to recognize him. Something about going to the
same college; They had probably seen
the-fight. They had probably bet heavily
on him and taken his loss as a personal
affront, laying his unexpectedly easy defeat to the usual theory that fighters
sell out to racketeers whenever they
lose.
He recognized the corner; said,
"Stop here."
It was, as congested as it had been
yesterday. Christmas Eve. Shoppers
jamming the pavements in delayed lastminute rushes.
. Blackie pulled over and parked in
front of a curb that was painted red.
Kehawkin put his gun away and said:
"So if we get a ticket we get a ticket
and in traffic court there'll be a jam to
see who can tear it up fastest when
they find out whose car it is. Get out,
honey, and remember we're not preventing any break you want to make.
We just fade. I don't guess it would
take her longer than half an hour to
die, but that half hour wouldn't be
pleasant."

' T ' H E Y walked on either side of John
Smith. They walked close together
and people made way for them. The
sky was the color of a'dirty nickel. The
first lights would be winking on in a
few minutes.
John Smith held his breath again.
His heart began to pound until it
seemed to take the pain from his head.
Then he saw him—not ten feet away,
directing the traffic light from the control box on the corner. Relief and a
grim excitement came to him. It was a
long chance.
There was a little man wobbling uncertainly toward them, packages stacked
high in his arms.. John Smith didn't
get out of the way. The packages went
one way, the little man another.
"Clumsy as an ox," Blackie growled.
"You dirty so-and-so!"
The little man was almost in tears.
He picked himself up from the snow.
People stepped around the packages,
but one or two didn't see and stepped
squarely on them. The little man's
voice was trembly: "Don't stand there!
Help me get them up."
"Pick 'em up yourself, bawlbaby,"
Blackie growled. He nudged John
Smith. "Get going. You want the store
to close ?"
"Help me with—Don't step on those,
please! Somebody help me get. . . . "
Three or four shoppers stopped, to
smile, impeding the flow of sidewalk
traffic.
It was then that O'Leary looked
around, angry recognition flaring over
his face. He snapped the control box
closed and came over.
Blackie said guardedly, "Get going,
honey, or we blow and Sarh'll start to
work."
O ' L e a r y s a i d , " S o y o u ' r e at it
again ?"
The little man was trying to retrieve
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his packages but they kept sliding from
his arms. He was actually in tears.
"You big galoot! If I were your
size—"

•

O'Leary's face was dark. He looked
at Kehawkin.
"You come rubbin' it in that you got
him off this mornin' an' nuts to me?"
' His generous mouth was an angry
line. "You showin' off your connections? Well, I don't like big shots in
big rackets, Mr. Kehawkin, I ain't impressed."
The hunchback was frowning but his
voice w a s p l e a s a n t . " W h a t g i v e s ,
O'Leary? This has nothing to do with
this morning. My friend here merely
bumped into the man and that breaks
no ordinance I know of."
The little man had successfully retrieved his packages and stacked them
in his arms. John Sniith grinned stupidly and lurched against him. The packages scattered over the sidewalk. The
little man lost his footing, sat down
hard and began to scream at the top
of hi*s voice.
Under the wind-whipped redness of
his cheeks O'Leary's face was white.
He grabbed John Smith by the arm.
"So you're not drunk and disorderly again?" He jerked John Smith tovvard the callbox, said over his shoulder to Kehawkin : "And you're not rubbin' it in. Try and get him out this
lime, Mr. Connections."
Blackie and Kehawkin followed
slowly to the box, their faces sullen..
O'Leary put through his call for the
wagon, his hand on John Smith's shoulder. Blackie growled low-voiced to Kehawkin', "Listen, we don't want him—"
The hunchback shrugged. "Safn said
no interference." He grinned bleakly at
John Smith. "But you're dumb, honey.
This was a dumb idea. Not smart. All
you got is yourself in the can. And we
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got hurried business with Sam. He'll
keep his bargain, honey."
John Smith nodded. It wouldn't do
any good to shout to O'Leary what was
happening in an amusement park
Noah's Ark in the dead of winter.
O'Leary was in no mood for jokes.
Even if it didn't sound crazy, by the
time O'Leary called men to investigate, Blackie and Kehawkin would have
reached Benelli.
"Why don't you tell O'Leary about
the bargain Sam's keeping, and where?
O'Leary'll be sure to believe you." Kehawkin's voice was mocking.
O'Leary hung up, turned and said,"You two get going unless you want
to get going my way."
Kehawkin said to John Smith, "Merry Christmas, dope. You're giving your
girl a nice present."
He and Blackie turned to elbow their
way through the crowd. It was almost
dark, that moment of haziness immediately before street lights flash on.
J O H N Smith thought here it is at
** last; and reached out and slapped
Kehawkin hard on the back and quickly withdrew his hand. The hunchback
whirled around and John Smith was already grinning at O'Leary, asking:
"Touching it for luck, O'Leary?"
Kehawkin gave a quiet thin cry and
his left hand darted out, leaving four
white Jines in O'Leary's red face'. The
.lines suddenly turned to wet red.
"You filthy, lousy . . ." Kehawkin's
breath took away his words.
O'Leary said. "Holy saints!" and
reached for the hunchback. Kehawkin's
face was livid. He screamed with that
abnormal sensitive rage John Smith had
remembered. He evaded O'Leary's
heavy hand and once more his nails
raked the red cheek. "Nobody can make
a clown out of—"
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The crowd backed away, sensing
something. O'Leary lost his grip on
John Smith and raised his night stick
at Kehawkin.
"Cut this out', you Httle rat."
Blackie said, "Not here, Joe! V/e
got to get back—"
But Kehawkin had the gun in his
hand. His eyes held the light of that
strange humiliation.'
The gun went off. Two or three women in the crowd screamed. They stumbled over, each other getting out of the
way. O'Leary sagged to his knees on
the sidewalk, holding his left hip. He
had his gun out.
John Smith made a break through
the crowd and they parted, breathless
and terrified, too stunned to move for
themselves. He had a glimpse of
Blackie forcing his way through the
ring of people on the opposite side.
He headed out in the street, calleda cruising cab. As he got in he heard
two more shots, the screams of several
women, and then a than nasal screech
that stopped abruptly and that had
come from the hunchback.
He gave the driver the name of tlie
amusement park. The cab made the
traffic light and the driver said, "There's
nothing out there now, buddy, unless
you're gonna go for a ride on a icicle."
He laughed heartily.
Smith crawled over the back of the
seat and sat beside the driver. "Here's
a ten for getting me out there faster
than you think possible."
The cab spurted suddenly, took the
middle lane and the driver said, "It's
Merry Christmas or maybe I live
right." •
. John Smith looked back. He couldn't
see any sign of Blackie's car. "You
carry a gtm in the cab?"
"So help me no, mister, not me!"
The driver was startled. " W h a t ^ " •''

John Smith opened the compartment
at the right of the dashboard, felt
around. Under a dirty cloth he felt the
gun. He took it out. It was a .38
automatic.
"Maybe it doesn't do for^a cabbyto
be honest," he said. The cabby looked
frightened.' "This isn't a holdup. But
get this car moving."
The speedometer needle touched fifty. The chains slapping the fenders
made one continuous roar. The car was
beginning to skid a little. The street
lights came on, looking feeble and dull
in the half-light between day and dusk.
The snow was very white.
Blackie's car caught them in the
empty stretch of boulevard just before
the a m u s e m e n t p a r k . J o h n S m i t h
climbed in back' and broke the rear
window with the butt of the gun.
"Keep it moving," he said. Blackie
was driving like a madman. He was
rapidly closing the distance between
them.
'
He waited until Blackie's car was
within thirty feet and then fired at the
• right front tire. He fired twice and
missed. Blackie started to cut out to
the left to pass. When less than ten feet
separated the two cars, John Smith
aimed carefully at Blackie and fired.
C H A P T E R XII
s o LONG, BUTTERBALL

T ^ H E windshield in front of Blackie
starred very suddenly as if a
thrown snowball had burst against
it. Blackie leaned forward against
the wheel and abruptly his car
dropped away, spinning crazily around
and around like a horizontal pinwheel
in the middle of the boulevard.
'
It straightened out finally, rolling
slowly in the opposite direction. A
curve in the boulevard prevented John
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Smith from seeing whether Blackie got
out or the car started again.
Under the arch at the entrance to
the park, he put another ten dollar bill
on the seat beside the driver and said,
"Now rnove."
"Watch me, mister," the driver said
and the cab darted away.
There were no lights in the empty
park but the darkness was not yet complete. He followed the tire tracks
through the deserted midway and then
circled about so that he came up to
the ark from the rear.
By peering around the blunt stern he
saw that the limousine- and Doc Steiner's car were still parked in front. Thin
smoke came from the stack on the roof
of the ark. There was no other sign of
anyone.
Cautiously he made his way up the
stern gangplank, stepping carefully
around the ascending pairs of zebras,
deer and tigers. The snow deadened the
sounds of his footsteps as he stepped
onto the narrow deck.
The pain in his head had come back,
a beating, rushing pain. Ellen Hammond was inside, and with her were
Benelli, Stony, Doc Steiner and the
watchman.
He glanced over his shoulder toward the midway. There was no sign
of Blackie. It was getting too dark to
make sure. Maybe Blackie was still sitting at the wheel of his car, not minding the cold.
It had been his plan to enter through
the skylight in the roof, but after hoisting himself up and precariously crawling through the banked snow, he found
himself unable to pry the skylight loose.
To break the glass would be to make a
sound. He slid back to the deck, his
mind working but getting nowhere.
In front of him the heads of twin
giraffes, their brown eyes meek and un-
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winking, protruded from a porthole.
The port was large enough for a man's
body, if he could break off the long
necks. He reached out, grasped one.
It seemed to shrink from his touch
and the long neck and head disappeared.
In a moment it bobbed back. That was
the way it worked in summer when the
power plant was on, these animals'
heads bobbing in and out.
He pushed both heads down, propelled himself headfirst, awkwardly,
through the port. He thought he heard
the hoarse shout of a man somewhere
in the emptiness of the park, but he was
in no position to make certain. Holding
tightly on to one of the giraffe's backs,
he pulled himself through, let his feet
fall slowly and softly to the floor.
It was dark, only the dim light sifting through the skylight giving the interior a nebulous substance. He could
make out objects, but not in detail.
There was silence.
He was halfway up the ramp which
led to the door marked Ark's Brig. He
guided himself carefully down the ramp
and stopped suddenly, taking out the
driver's automatic, the flesh at the base
of his neck beginning to crawl.
There was the sound of harsh breathing not two feet from him.
X J E waited, his body taut, his eyes
accustoming themselves to the
darkness, and then he saw the figure of
Amos-Sylvester lying on its back inside the barred cage. Evidently the
watchman had dragged him there,
thinking him secure.
He remembered the approximate location of the flexible' rubber bars.
Patiently he felt until he found them
and stepped inside the cage. Sylvester
was unconscious. He tried softly slapping the relaxed face, the limp wrists;
Sylvester stirred only slightly.

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

122

ARGOSY

There was nothing else he could do.
The sopor would take its natural course.
It would have been reassuring to have
the little detective beside him as he
stepped out of the cage again and
groped his way down the darkness of
the corridor.
He paused outside the single door.
There was muffled talking inside the
room. A murmur of words, then silence, and the murmur of a reply. Ellen Hammond wasn't speaking. He
would have heard her voice, no matter
how indistinct.
He set himself. There could be no
wasting time. The voice he thought he
had heard out in the midway — it
wouldn't take long for a man to stumble through the snow, reach the ark.
Again, as excitement tightened his
senses, the pain in his head seemed momentarily to diminish. His left hand
-groped for the door.knob. There were
four men inside; he could hope to take
only one or perhaps two, at the outside by surprise.
He wondered if Ellen Hammond
would retain presence of mind enough
to keep out of the way. He wondered
if she were in there at all.
Benelli's voice suddenly swelled.
" W h a t ' s the hold-up? It's been an hour.
Stony, take a look outside. Stay there
till they come."
There was the scrape of a chair and
Footsteps came toward the door. John
Smith pressed back against the opposite
wall of the corridor.
For an instant the light from the
room framed Stony's figure in- the
doorway and then John Smith fired and
moved forward so that until he was
halfway into the room Stony's crumpling body afforded him a shield.
Ellen Hammond was bound to the
chair she had been sitting on; there
was a handkerchief across her mouth

and tied at the back of her head. Her
eyes were wide, frightened.
Benelli sat on the edge of the bed
beside Babe. Steiner and the watchman
sat at the table reading magazines.
It took only the fraction of a second for Benelli to come to his feet, his
gun in his hand. He was swearing
very loudly.
Steiner threw the magazine in John
Smith's face. Ducking, John Smith
stumbled over Stony's body and sat
down. Benelli's shot went over his head
by two feet.
Babe screamed.
Steiner leaped at him and John
Smith's bullet caught him in mid-flight
but it didn't interfere with the impetus
of the leap. Steiner sprawled across
John Smith's knees like a heavy flour
sack dro])ped from a great height. He
took Benelli's next 'shot between his
shoulderblades and although his body
shivered he never felt it.
The old watchman kept sayiiig "Oh,"
"^
over and over again and sat frozen to
his seat, the magazine still open in his
hands.
Benelli moved warily around to get
a better angle for another shot and
John Smith fired twice, awkwardly,
from his sitting position under Steiner.
Benelli raised his hand to fire am!
then his head dropped, the gun clatteiing on the floor, and a ripe red miniature gusher began to drench the whiteness of his shirt to the left of his tie
He said softly, "Ahh . . ." and fell •
forward quite slowly on his face, lying
^
still.
Babe screamed again.
J O H N Smith pushed Steiner off hirn
•^ and got up. He felt he should shake
himself, as a dog does coming out of
water, but the motion would send the
pain exploding in his head again.
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He walked over to Ellen Hammond,
picking up his feet delicately as he
walked, and took the handkerchief from
around her mouth and bent over stiffly
and untied the heavy cord that bound
her hands and ankles. He said wearily,
"Thank the-—" and stopped as her eyes
did not look at him, but over his shoulder, and were round and bright.
He didn't need to be told. He pressed
the trigger of his gun as he swung
around, but the flat click signified he
had already pressed it too many times.
Blackie stood in the doorway and
Blackie didn't look unusual except that
his face was almost the color of his
platinum hair and his left hand clutched
at the right side of his chest. His
trousers were caked with snow up to
the knees and there was snow plastered
up the right side of his overcoat where
he might have fallen full length on his
side.
Blackie's half-smile was ugly. He
said weakly, "You . . . you . . ." and
fired.
It took John Smith alongside the
temple and things that were black were
white, and white things became red.
He couldn't move. He was tired.
Blackie took his time steadying his
right hand, waiting until the gun covered a spot on the bridge of John
Smith's nose. "This time . .•." he said.
And then he stumbled forward into
'-'le room as if shoved roughly, and
-growled, swinging around and trying
to aim at Amos Sylvester. Sylvester
came in, hit him in the jaw, toppled
him, and then took Blackie's gun out
of his hand and hit him three times on
the side of the head as hard as he
could. The last two times were unnecessary.
The watchman said "Oh," and finally closed his magazine. Babe started to
scream again but it tapered into rough
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sobbing. Ellen Hammond was abruptly at John Smith's side trying to hold
him and steady his swaying motion.
Amos Sylvester said, "The louse
stepped on my face coming through.
He stepped on my face and it woke me
up. For that I'm grateful he stepped
on my face. It's the last time."
He looked fondly down at his handiwork and said, "From now on my interest in you is washed up—^butterball."
He looked at John Smith. "I'd have
come along sooner, but looking in the
dark for those rubber bars in that birdcage—" Then he hollered, "Hey, wait!"
and started forward to catch John
Smith, but it was too late.
c

C H A P T E R XIII
ONE OTHER SNOW

ROM time to time the coma would
slip away from him and during
those short moments he had noticed
the cool whiteness of the walls and ceiling and of his bed.
The first time there had been two
nurses, a graduate in white saying to a
probationer in striped blue: "He's been
moved from the psychopathic ward to
this private room. He's Dr. Harmon's
case. Harmon says he's no nut. Take
good care of him."
The second time he could make out
Ellen Hammond sitting beside his bed.
There was the pulse throbbing under
the fair skin of her throat as she kept,
patting his hand and anxiously watching him.
"Honey," she kept saying. "John . . .
honey."
But he couldn't answer. He couldn't
answer anybody. Sometimes he could
hear what they were saying to him. and
when he'd open his mouth there'd be
the pain in his head and an insensible
darkness.
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Dr. Harmon was a tall man with
finely-grained wrinkles and a thatch of
white hair. He always stood at the foot
of the bed where it was easiest for John
Smith to see him, and he'd talk gently
to Ellen Hammond, mentioning words
like:
". . . not retroanterograde, Ellen.
That is very ugly sometimes. That h
when your brain switches recent events
into the remote past, and things which
occurred in childhood seem as if they
happened yesterday. That is a bothersome affliction, Ellen.
"But your young Corbin is a victim
of retrograde only. Because he can remember no details at all since his attack. And retrograde is not quite so
ugly, Ellen."
And because Harmon very carefully
did not mention a return to normality,,
John Smith lay quietly in bed and knew
that he wasn't any better and that the
wound at the side of his head had
brought no restoration of cosmos from
confusion.
"Shock seldom brings back the normal function of the brain, Ellen," Harmon's quiet voice would say almost in
answer to John Smith's thoughts—or
had he babbled them? "Shock tends to
deaden, not awaken. It is a popular
misconception—a sudden shock and
everything is all right. It happens in
twenty cases o.ut of ten thousand. This
is. not one of the twenty, Ellen."
But there was comfort in the confidence of Harmon's kind smile.
They talked to him. Once Amos Sylvester's face floated grinning in front
of him.
" W h a t a party in that ark," Amos'
voice said. "That cab driver brought
cops and cops and after O'Leary winged
Kehawkin downtown, O'Leary brought
more cops. By the time Miss Hammond and I had got you into the car

there was enough cops to hold the annual policeman's ball in the ark. . . ."
And then Ellen's voice, soft: " H e
can't hear you, Amos. You'd better go."
But he'd heard. He'd heard most
everything Ellen and Amos had said.
He knew Babe was going to live; he
knew Benelli lived long enough to make
statements which Blackie had confirmed.
Benelli and his outfit had been over
knocking oflf that bank the night of the
fight, and that was why Blackie alone
had come to the dressing room to pick
up the money.
He knew a lot of things, from !i?
tening, but the knowledge didn't serve
him. You can't erect a building on "
foundation of deep murky water.
n P H E S E things he learned through
his ears and so he knew them: he'd
come out of M. I. T. an embryo architect and wanting to marry Ellen Hammond and having much ambition but
little else.
He'd waited for a job in Baltimore
which promised to furnish a springboard to greater things, but the company had put off building and what resources he'd had dwindled during the •
waiting.
>
Unusually apt with his fists at college, he'd thought it a way to survive
during the interval, and Chuck Elliot
had taken him over, built him-up within
a year and a half to where he could rap
at the champion's door.
And Chuck Elliot had been connected with Sam Benelli. That's how
the way to the champ's door had been
paved so quickly for him, though he'd
thought it simply his own prowess in'
the ring..
He'd turned down Benelli's ofifer of
a huge cut if he'd queer the fight; he'd
turned it down through Babe, whom
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Benelli had sent to work on him, whittle him down.
Babe had come many times to his
room at the hotel; and the once he had
admitted . her, Ellen — coming unexpectedly to New York with some news
for him—had walked in and gone away,
hurt. He knew that because Ellen, sitting at that great distance across the
white bed, told him about it when they
were alone, and asked him if he remembered. He couldn't even tell her
that he didn't remember. He could say
ijothm-g.'" -nd after the fight, Ellen remembermg. Babe and Babe'ii torrid words, flung
in the hotel room: "I got more right
here than you have, baby. , I got the
right of Sam Benelli!"—remembering
those words and becoming alarmed at
not being able to see John Gorbin.
And searching for him, and hiring
Amos Sylvester who promised^not to
let the police in, and who, by ;-i>osing
around Grand Central, Pennsylvania
Station and the B. & O.'s junctior at
Columbus Circle, had subsequent.*)' put
them on his trail to Baltimore.
He knew all these things li/ a child
knows its lessons, from the t/'ling; but
he couldn't substantiate tK;ni.
He slept wi/'-jCn sleeping. But he
was- -'-°ri_Ai.-.-;.Q->.strength trorn merely lying there. He could tell.
And then after a long time he seemed
to wake abruptly, and looking out the
window into brightness he knew it was
a morning and there was the steady
drip of melting snow.
He smiled and there was very little
ache in his head. He seemed to be able
to see and feel now, gossamer things
that had been with him once and had
faded for a time.
At times they would come back
gradually in a sort of series of nostalgic, intoxicating waves, odd things
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like the delicate stone tracery and
sweeping spires of the Cathedral of
Saint John the Divine which was
Gothic, and the Lincoln Memorial
which was Doric and more impressive
and durable, and the Temple at Edfu.
Ht remembered, with no under
standing, architraves, abacuses, triglyphs and entablatures. He knew them
vaguely, but eventually they might become stronger and more tangible. At
present he welcomed whatever came to
himr gratefully, like meeting an old
friend at night in some strange bright
crowded city.
And there was the inclination to cry.
Architect! The word laughed at him.
He knew no more now about architecture than he knew about prize-fighting.
' T ' H E melting snow beat steadily outside the window. Ellen Hammond
was saying anxiously: "Those things
you keep repeating. . . . It's coming
back, isn't it?"
. . "It's much better." He didn't tell her
how it really was. He was surprised to
hear his voice work and fre'grinned a',
her.
"
"The man with the uniform cap behind the cage. I know now. He's the
parcel-master, in the station. I must
have keeled over and he gave me ^
drink. A good stiff drink. I'd like one
now. He said he'd keep my suitcase
Didn't give me a check, said I'd lose
it. I could come for it when I felt better. It's there."
Ellen's tired face smiled at him. "The
commissioner held up your purse pending an investigation. After all this 1
don't think they'll give it to you."
"I must have been pretty good." H e .
kept grinning. "Maybe I could take another crack at—"
Harmon, at the foot of the bed.

said:.
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"Not any more." He smiled and
touched the side of his head. "Not with
that. You'll have to be content with
architecture."
"You have money saved, darling,"
Ellen Hammond said. "And anyway
the Annual Life is going to move and
they need that new building. That's
what I went to New York to tell you
about. You have a fine job, darling.
You'll be working under James Mansfield." Sparkle came into her tired eyes.
"A fine job, honey."
He looked at Harmon. Harmon
knew. You couldn't build without a
knowledge of building. He hoped Harmon wouldn't give it away.
Harmon understood. He smiled.
"These walled-oflf memories can't be
kept impounded forever, you know,"
Harmon said. "They'll trickle through
THE
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at first, perhaps. Then they'll come.
They must." Harmon left the room.
That was it. He lay still and knew
that one day—he couldn't be certain
how soon or how distant—the. face of
the dam would give way completely
and there would be an onrush carrying
all before it.
"That will be it," he said.
She was looking at him.
"Then you'll remember," she said
softly. She knew.
He nodded.
"We'll wait a little. Then ev>rvthiiia
will be fine."
"Yes. We'll wait a little." She tpo^
his hand.
Out the window it looked as if it
might be through snowing for the winter. But it wouldn't be. It always snows
once in the lateness of the vi^inter,.
END
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The orchives of the United States government disclose how a foreign
power planned to destroy the Panama Canal. H o u '^•d.aiar ©geraffs
learn of iMs plot? Whaf was ihe wee& Omli Jra ^Hs't^-'^preigsi
spy system? Wow was ffte " p e r f e c t " scheme ^liwa,*.;i.<'^ •
Learn the revealing inside secrets of our great counter-espionage
system. It will amaie you . . . awaken you to the continuous bitter
battle our agents must wage against sabotage by alien spies.
One of ilieir daring dangerous adventures
is Md im ^ke
dramatic, stirring, absolutety true
narrative
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A TRUE STORY
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Now on ail news stands . . . @i!i^ @ copy today and enjoy some ot the
greatest fiction amd trise s t o n e s yoM have ever read . . . 15c per copy
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AUGONOTES
The Readers' Viewpoint
drilling a well than—well, take yourself for
instance?
^ a n see. Here is Looking Ahead
The story in itself is well written and the plot
will pass, but the technical phrases are pretty
lering its way onto our,page with
bad.
'no apology at all. W e resent it, but we
For instance, I'll pay good money for a piccan't do anything about it. Anyway, ture of an oil-field truck hauling three thousand
feet of casing". It isn't heavy, but it's awfully
there's only room for one letter—and
bulky. When casing is run it is hung in a spidder.
a formidable technical affair it is.
(Ed.'s Note: W e think the word was spiiidi:i\)
Our correspondent suggests pleasant- A ring afi^air with notched wedges that grip the
pipe. Cable tools are strung up, not rigged up.
ly that maybe we don't know anything And the drilling tools are called just that. And
^about oil fields. Well, he's right; we not drill bits. Individual pieces of casing are
called joints. The platform is called the derrick
don't. W e never drilled an oil well in
floor. On a cable tool ri<r the crew is made' up
our life. We've dutifully studied the of a driller and a tool dresser who work six.
eight, or twelve hours out of twenty-four. These
following letter—a sharp criticism of
shifts, by the way, are tours, pronounced
T . T . Flynn's "Lady W i l d c a t " ^ but
"towers." Finally, a well is shut in with a control head or a master gate: Either of which
probably if we ever have to deal with
should have been screwed on top of the cascable tools, we won't even remember
ing before it was "drilled in."
to string them up instead of rigging
Don't let me discourage Mr. Flynn. Tell him
to keep it up. But for pete's sake tell him to
them up.
brush up on oil country lingo and technical
terms.
J. H. BUZARD
I make my living in this game and I've read
I have just finished "Lady Wildcat," in t h e ARGOSY for several years so I reckon maybe
' Jan. 6, 1940 issue of ARGOSY. May I say that I've a right to blow off steam.
the author, Mr. T . T . Flynn knows less about ALLEGAN, M I C H .
l y E ' R E crowded this week, as you

LOOKING

AHEAD

T H E S U N SETS A T

5

Here's a task that only Smooth Kyle dares undertake—to blot o u t the crooked
shadow^ that the sw^astika aims to cast over America. For behind the Bunds lurks
an all-po'werful and malevolent intelligence seeking to p u t a nation in chains.
And Smooth discovers that Broad-way bandits and smugglers are softies compared to international gangsters. Beginning a powerful and exciting novel, by
BORDEN CHASE

ALL A T O N C E N O

ALICE

On your wedding night you are forced to leave your wife in a strange hotel.
N e x t morning you are told, not merely that she isn't there, b u t that she never
existed at al.l. A n d you are almost persuaded t o believe it. . . . Could it happen
to you? Read this amazing complete short novel by
CORNELL WOOLRICH
COMING
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