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Chapter |

HE had gone to much trouble to get where he was going. He had used greet care, and some of the things
he had done were peculiar.

The theater ticket, for ingtance. It was asingle ticket to the play Oklahoma, the hit play; and times were
s0 screwbdl that it was known to be amgor venture into diplomacy to try for aticket to Oklahoma.

But he had gotten one, and then he hadn't used it. That is, he hadn't used it to see the show. He had used
it for the purposes for which he had bought it: to create a commotion buying the ticket, making it appear
certain that he was going to attend the show. Too, to make anyone who might be fallowing him think that
he was in the show from curtain rise, eight-forty, until after eleven.

There was no certainty in hismind that anyone was fallowing him, but he was not taking chances. It was
important not to be followed. So vitd, in fact, that merdy thinking about it during the afternoon had made
hm physicdly ill. He had not even dared make the usud moves to find out whether he was being
watched.

He entered the theater. He was recognized, dthough he would rather not have been. Beng recognized
was something that could not be helped, because of his conspicuous size and his reputation; and he sat
there patiently in the seat he had made such a point of getting, knowing he was being stared a and
whispered about. He kept a sour expresson on his face—that was easy since he was so worried—and
this probably discouraged anyone from trying to talk to him. At least no one did.

Fortunately a war hero came in, dmogt stoop-shouldered under the weight of his medds and looking sdf
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conscious abouit it, and disiracted some of the attention. The war hero was a nice-looking young guy.
The Army was usng himin bond drives, but apparently he would have been happier flying the P38 with
which he'd downed so many Fritzes.

The lights went down before the curtain rise. Ingantly, he was out of his segt. It was a Sde seat, close to
the sde hdlway, and he was in the hdlway in two steps.

“All right, take my seet,” he told the man waiting there.
“l don't look too much like you,” the man said.

He didn't, either. He was as wide, but not astal. And he was homdy. But he was wearing the same kind
of asuit, had deeply tanned makeup on his face, and had worked a bronze hue into his har with dye. But
he was shorter, very much shorter. The fird man was a lithe giant, naturdly proportioned so that he
seemed only about five feet ten and of normd build until one got close to him and redlized his bigness,

“You bring a cushion to gt on, Monk?” the big man asked.

“Sure” said the one who had waited in the Side hdll. “It1l raise me up. But what about intermissons?’
“Get your face in a program, and keep it there. You can handleit dl right.”

“Okay,” Monk said. “Seen any sgn of anybody tralling you?’

“No.”

“Good luck.”

“The same to you, Monk.”

Monk said, “I'm not the one who needsiit,” and meant it.

HE got out of the theater by way of arear door, not the stage entrance but a door that was less likdy to
be watched, as unobtrusvely as possible. He took off his coat and rolled up his deeves and got a very
light-colored fdt hat out of his pocket and straightened it out and yanked its shapeless brim over his eyes.
Going down the side street, he looked very different.

He rode a cab uptown. He changed and rode a cab downtown. He went across town on one subway
tran and came back on another and used dl the tricks he knew. He walked down a long dark street,
down a series of long dark streets, and findly it seemed impossible that he could be followed. So he went
to an gpartment on Fifty-fifth Street east of Madison Avenue.

He rang an gpatment bell. A pleasant lady answered. He said, “1 have an gopointment to see Mr.
House”

“Areyou Mr. Seems?’
“| used that name”

“Will you come thisway. Mr. House iswaiting. | an Mrs. House.” Then she looked a him intently for a
moment. “Your name isnt Seems, isit?’

“ NO_”



“Armlt yCI I ”

“Mr. Seems, if you please,” he said, and amiled. His amile was amiable, confidence-winning, and one
would have to know him well to redize how much tenson was behind it.

The pleasant lady suddenly looked alittle frightened. “My husband iswaiting,” she repeated hedtily.

House was asmdl man like a mouse. A man with a little voice, as smooth as culture could make it and
very gentle. His eyes were large, his mouth large, his forehead oversize, and one got the impression that
the rest of his face was nothing much.

He became bug-eyed with astonishment.
“Good God!” he said. “I was expecting somebody named Grimes or Chimes or Seems or something.”

“How are you?’ the big bronze man said. He extended a cordid hand, then wondered if he was going to
be able to keep the hand from trembling while he shook hands with House. “I am sorry about the
mideading names. It was better not to use my own name to make the gppointment with you.”

“Oh now, that's dl right,” House said. “Just ease my curiogity by explaining why | am honored, and I'll be
very happy.”

“You dready know why | came.”
“l do?’
“Y ou were told when the gppointment was made.”

“Oh, you—" House blinked, and for a few seconds was slently, mentaly chewing on his thoughts. He
asked, “You redly came here to consult me about changing your appearance?’

“ YS”

House stared a the big bronze man, and he darted laughing, his laugh large, hearty, ful of
thisisridiculous robustness. “You!” he said. “You coming to me for such a job. You, with your aaility
aong those lines”

The bronze man's composure dipped for a moment, his quiet smile going, and a little of his inner tengon
rigng to twist and draw his face muscles. It was asif afierce, tormented anima had come out of a cave.

“I'M sorry,” House said. “I am very sorry. | don't know why | laughed when you said you had come to
meto have your appearance changed. | guess maybe | was very flattered. Maybe that iswhy | laughed.”

“Can we go to work right now?’
“Oh. You arein ahurry?’
“Vary.”

“What is—"

“You are not to ask questions”

“| don't understand?’



“Itisvery smple. No questions. Or, at least, don't expect answers.”

House frowned. He was Jonas House, and he was very good in spite of his modesty a minute ago. There
might have been greater masters of make-up than Jonas House, but they were neither known nor
recognized as such.

Jonas House was of Hollywood, naturdly. Make-up exids as an advanced art practicaly nowhere else,
if one excludes the cosmeticians branch of it. Certainly without Hollywood, a man like Jonas House
couldn't have developed. He wasin New York for the winter, and currently making one of his sporadic
efforts to retire from the picture business. In a few months, by soring at the latest, he would be back on
the coast. He dways went back.

The man was not to be taken lightly. He didn't just smear on greasepaints and gpply har dyes and make
rubber fillersfor the cheeks, dthough he could do that sort of thing, too.

House had been examining the bronze man thoughtfully. He shook his head suddenly.

“Look,” he said. “To do ajob on you, I've got to know things. I've got to know such facts as whether
you're gaing to be out in the weather, on a boat a sea, or in a cod mine For indance, sdt from sea
water will bleach out some dyes, and in a cod mine you've got the chemicasin the coa and the soap you
waeh the cod grime off with.”

“I'll give you enough informetion.”
“For example?’

“Snow, wind, cold. Probably more than forty below zero. Out in the snow quite a lot. Then exposure to
warmth of open fireplaces. In contact with the hands such things as skiing wax, campfire smoke, ice
water, and possbly a ded dog might be licking my hand. That help?’

“Ifsagart.”

“It's about dl you're going to get.”

House nodded soberly. He didn't ingg. “Thisisimportant, isnt it?” he said knowingly, bluntly.
“More than you probably imagine”

House amiled athin amile and said, “Having heard of you by reputation, my imaginetion is probably much
more active than you think.”

“Can you get going?”

“How much time have you?’

“Noneat dl.”

“Thiswill take two days.”

“More than four hoursis absolutely impossible,” the bronze man said.

“My God!” House walked to the door and opened it. “Momma Mommal You better hedp me on this
job,” he cdled. “Hurry.”



HE was big and blond. He was 4ill big, because even Jonas House couldn't drink a man. But now he
looked soft. Before there had been a corded litheness in his every movement, the tight spring and the
corded smoothness of aman who had abnorma strength. Now he looked soft and lazy and comfortable.
He was no longer a panther waking, he was a lazy, well-fed young fdlow a whom people would 1ook
and wonder, why isnt that bird in the army?

The miraculous thing about the change in him was that no part of him was actudly changed to any extent.
Slight changes here and there, but no effort anywhere to dter im completely.

“That's the best | can do on short notice,” Jonas House said.
They shook handsin the hdl.

He |¢&ft the House apartment, and standing in the elevator riding down to the lobby, he examined himsdf
intently in the mirror.

Looking at himsdf, he got a queer feding and a creegpy one; for a moment he was podtive he wasnt
himsdf. He was very pleased, but shocked aso, because it was unnerving to discover that another man
could work such wizardry with you. These were drange fedings for him to be having. I'm upset, he
thought, and that isn't good.

He le&ft the gpartment house, and two nice-looking young men came out of the shadows and joined him.
They didn't say anything, but they walked beside him.

He stopped. He mentdly saized dl hisfears and anxiety and shoved them back into his mind where they
wouldn't interfere. At least, he thought, gratefully, | am 4ill able to do that.

“All right,” he said. “What isthis?’
“Do you have a cigarette?’ one of the young men asked.
He said, “Never mind playing around with words. Who are you? What do you want?’

He was tense, clear-headed, and dready he had decided just where he would hit these young men with
hisfists and how, if it was necessary. He didn't think it would be needed. He thought he knew who they
were.

“We got off a northbound train,” one of the young men said.
“Tran?’

“Bus, | mean,” the young men said. “And I'm afraid we're logt.”
“You are not logt.”

The young men were rdieved. They hadn't seemed too tense, but they must have been, because they
acted asif an dectric current had been going through their bodies, and now it had been shut off.

“Jonathan Wigter iswaiting around the corner,” one said. “He wishes to speak to you.”

He went with the two young men.

HE was startled at the change in Jonathan Wigter, at the way terror had laid hold of Wister.



It shocked him especialy because he had known Jonathan Wister a long time and had genuine respect
for the man's judgment, camness and directness of thinking. He had believed that nothing was big enough
to shock Wister the way he was shocked now, to drive himinto a tailpin of terror.

Jonathan Wigter was entirdly unknown to at least a hundred million cditizens of the United States. Yet his
picture had appeared in the newspapers often, in a semi-anonymous way, in pictures where Wister was
one of a photographed group of the internationdly notable, groups with the Presdent, the Prime Minigter,
Sdin. Wigter was the man in the background, the man whose name wasn't in the cutlines printed with the
picture.

Wider was a career diplomat. The head of his department took the credit for Wigter's good work, and
took the blame for Wigter's mistakes. Wister made mistakes. And his kind of mistakes could cost lives,
maybe many lives, because they could start wars.

Wigter was a good man. The State Department handed him their delicate negotiating, their egg-handling.
They gave him their tense, terrible jobs that scared the hdl out of everybody in Washington who knew
what was going on.

Wider sad, “Isthis a northbound street, or isit even a one-way Street?’
“Street?’

“Avenue, | mean.”

“Youredl right.”

Wiger said, and his nerves crawled out and got in his voice, “What are you doing? My God, what are
you doing?”

He got in the car with Wister. He was angry, artled, impatient. He said to Wigter, “Look here, Wider. |
told you felows to drop me, to stay away from me entirdy, not to interfere or try to help mein any way.”

“We're not,” Widter said.

“How did you find me here?’

“My men learned it. They have your telephone tapped and have covered you completely.”

“What do you cdl tha?’

“Which? Why, efficient work by my agents, | suppose. They are good men.”

“l don't mean that.”

Wider hestated, then complained, “Oh, | suppose you are complaining that we are hampering you.”
“l told you to leave me done. You're not doing it.”

“No, no, you misunderstand. Thisis a protective cover we have placed around you, a guarantee of your
persond safety and—"

“Take them off.”
13 B,]?i



“Cdl them off. Every last man of them.”
“Oh”

He waited for Wigter to think it over. He had expected this trouble with Wister. Wister was accustomed
to working with a large and complicated organization, and the man thought in such terms. Wigter was
certain to fed alittle the way the operator of a thundering pile-driver might fed about seeing another man
tackle a beffling job with no tool but a tack hammer.

He told Widter, “ Get away from me—adl of you, every lagt one.”

He made his voice heavy with firmness, solid with conviction, and gave it alittle bite of anger, or rather he
could not keep the anger out.

Wister moved uncomfortably. “All the help possible—’

“Will make as much commotion as a herd of sampeding dephants” he told Wigter. “I am going to do
thismy own way. That was the understanding.”

“But it's S0 big—" Widter suddenly sounded sick.
“Want some advice?’

“Yes, of coursal”

“Go home and deep. Relax.”

“Seep, my God!” Wister muttered. “ Since this broke, | haven't even been able to fed the ground under
my feet, and | can't taste my food.”

HE was slent, scowling, because Wigter's terrorized anxiety was taking hold of him aso. Something like
that, he knew, would wreck him. When terror lad hold of you, you could do just one thing—fight like a
wildcat. You couldn't plot, connive, check move with counter-move, scheme and devise. You could
drike blows and take blows, was dl.

He told Wigter again, vidlently, “Take your agents off mel I've got to work done!”
Widter shivered.

“All right,” Wigter agreed. “Whatever you say.”

“Far enough,” he told Wigter. “Now, what about thisgirl?’

“Didn't your man Ham Brooks tdl you she was teking the Lake Placid tran?’

“So your agents are around her like a swvarm of locusts, to0?”

“Wdl, we—"

“You were supposed to leave me done, and leave her done”

“We

“Wiger,” he said quietly, “1 appreciate the srain you are under, but on the other hand | assure you that it



isgrinding me down aso. But you must leave thisthing one. Take your hands off.”

Wigter gave way, sayingin a low, wild voice, “I wish they'd never put such an incredibly vitd job in the
hands of one man!”

“I wish they hadn't @ther,” he told Wister, and he sounded alittleill himsdif.

He got out of the car.

Chapter Il
HAM BROOKS met hm a Grand Centrd Station.

“She'sin a Pullman,” Ham said. He passed over an envelope. “Your reservation is in the same section.
Y ou have the upper, she has the lower.”

“Good work.”

Ham Brooks smirked. “ She's adish.”

Alarmed, he demanded, “Y ou haven't been taking to her?’
“No, but it took will power.”

He imagined it had, because Ham Brooks had a weakness for blondes. Ham Brooks was Brigadier
Generd Theodore Marley Brooks, and a Generd was supposed to have some dignity, even when he
was on the inective lig, as Ham—againg his wishes—was. Ham was aso an eminent lawyer. But he was
dill like an eighteen-year-old sailor when a pretty gifl went by.

“Has she noticed you by any chance?’ he asked anxioudy.

“Nope.”

“Sure?’

“Pogtive”

“All right. You and Monk gtick at headquarters and wait for orders. Better deep by the telephone.”
Ham said, “With athing like this, | don't fed much like desping.”

He left Ham and walked down the long doping ramp to the train, carrying his skiis, and wondering if
Ham had redlly kept out of the girl's Sght. Ham was one of his assistants. Monk, who had taken his place
inthe theater seat, was another associate. But both of them had an eye for an ankle, and he had learned
not to depend impliatly on them where legs were involved.

Thisgirl surdy had ankles. She was showing one of them, and very much something it was, as he came
down the aide, seat check in one hand, suitcase in the other.

He consulted his seat check, put his hat on the seat, then walked to the other end of the car and stowed
hisskiisin the space which was used for that purpose.

He got, at the mirror in the end of the car, another start, because for a moment he did not recognize the
lazy looking, soft young man as himsdf. Wadking back to his seat, he was fully appreciative of the job



Jonas House had done with his appearance.

With the picture of how he looked fresh in his mind, he conducted himsdf as he thought such a fdlow
would behave.

“My nameis Joe Powell,” he said. “I hope you don't mind getting acquainted.”
“I'm Doris,” she sad.

Which wasn't the truth. Her name was Edith Halcyon. He didn't know much ese about her, but he knew
that.

“I'm an orchestra leader,” he said.

“That sounds quite essentid,” she said.

“Meaning why | am not in the army?’

“Thet'sright.”

“Since you want to know, I'll tdl you.”

“| don't.”

He said, “I don't think we're going to get dong very wel together, Doris”

“You caught on quickly,” she said, and picked up a book and began looking at it.

HE laughed and stretched out and hoped he looked quite comfortable. He fdt slly, gtting there wearing
ki pants and a loud woolly sweater and a trick ski jacket and big ski boots. There were others on the
tran dressed the same way, it was true, but he was not comfortable. This was not a snow train; the
raillroads weren't operating snow trains any more. But alot of skiiers dill used the trains wearing their ki
clothes, even if there was a war and death and fright and destruction around the world.

Frequently in times like these, he thought, it is embarrassing to wear avilian clothes. And to be on atran
dressed for frivality in a ski outfit was, it struck him suddenly, something to be ashamed of.

Suddenly he looked at the girl. Why, darn him if she hadn't gotten under his skin about that being the
amy crack. That was why held started being ashamed of being in ski clothes.

He watched the girl, wondering what such a young no-good as he was pretending to be, would do to
reopen the conversation. He couldnt think of anything, which must be evidence that he was
inexperienced, or possibly that she had upset him. He redlized that the train was moving, having started
with hardly a perceptible jolt.

He said, “It's what you deserve, getting it flattened.”

He thought she wasn't going to answer, but she was only keeping her eyes on the book while she tried to
puzzle out what he mearnt.

“What? she asked, curiogity getting the best of her.
“Your noseislittle and kind of flat on the end,” he explained. “It probably got that way from people



pushing againd it to keep it out of their business”

“Whose nose in whét business?’ she demanded.

“Yoursinto ming, in this case.”

“You mugt have misunderstood me. | don't care in the least whether you have fur or feathers.”

He sad, “Then why jerk open the door of my hidden room? Meaning my room where | keep the secret
of why I'm not in the army?’

“I like)” she said, “to kick tin canswhen | pass them.”
“You could scuff your shoe.”
“They clank and make hollow, empty noises. The cans, | mean.”

He grinned, and eyed her speculaively. She wasn't a show girl, probably, because she didn't have quite
something that show girls usudly have. Something in manner, in attitude, voice. She didn't have that. But
she had the looks.

She was tdl and quite blonde and on the spectacular Sde. The sallor across the aide was looking a her a
great dedl, and a oldier and afat man had both had three drinks apiece a the near-by water cooler.

He sneered at her. “Y ou're going to cause atraffic problem.”
“l hope you get trampled in the rush,” she said.
“If you keep on showing such a bawdy amount of leg,” he said, “1 might.”

She looked uncomfortable.

THE train was out of the tunnd and around the curve at Kill Van Kull, and rdling northward toward
Harmon, where the dectric locomotive would be taken off and the steam one put on. Their seat was on
the left Sde of the train. They could look out over the Hudson, partly vishlein the evening murk.

A little snow lay in the sheltered places, thin and granular. But the river was not frozen over, and there
was not much float ice.

He was thinking about the girl, drawing conclusons and meking guesses. He wished he knew more about
her, as did various other people. In that category one would include the American, British, Russan and
Chinese governments, and perhaps some others. He reflected that it sounded pretty dramatic when you
thought of it that way, but it dill seemed like an understatement. If ever big events hung by a thin thread,
they were hanging from one now, and this girl was the thread.

She could have looked more like a Mata Hari, he thought. She could at least have been hard. He would
have fdt more at ease if he could get the conviction he was dedling with a bad lot.

This lovedly, though, was the wrong type. A very pretty blonde who was a little sassy and probably
somewhat spoiled because she was s0 pretty. He wasn't sure about the spoiled part, ether. She had
chopped away a him pretty sharply, but then he had put his neck along way out, asking for it.

And he liked the way she had blushed when he mentioned her leg.



He liked the blush. But it frightened him. It was a girlishly innocent thing to do. And if this gil was as
important as they thought she was, she wasn' likdy to be girlihly innocent. Or was she?

Was she? Who had made the rule that women who lived dangeroudy had to be tigers in skirts? Possibly
dory books had started that. Probably there was nothing to it. He knew some nice, gentle and very
mord young men who lived so dangeroudy that it would put your teeth on edge. It might be the same
with a woman. He hoped not.

But was she the key they thought she was? Suddenly fears began to pick a his nerves. Suppose there
had been a mistake? It could be. He hadn't gotten the information about her himsdf; that had been
passed to him by Wigter and the State Department, and they could have dug up abum lead.

It would be horribleif this was awild goose chase.
He was aware that she was saring at him. She asked abruptly, “Areyou ill?’
He redlized he mugt be showing his terrors.

“Look, Doris” he said. “Give that sailor two seats back hdf a chance. Or let's have a truce and a med
m m"

She put her book aside.

“It might be a pleasure to chisd you out of a dinner,” she said.

HE learned one thing in the diner. He found out they were being followed. Either she was, or he was, or
they both were. He couldn't tdl which.

Thefollower was alean, gray-haired dderly man who didn't look in the least as if he would be following
anybody.

The diner medl was not too good. Even for wartime, it was not too good. The gray-haired man went on
through to the dub car. He came back later, took a seat in the diner and ordered coffee and a sandwich.
Heingsted on paying when he was served, which was a give-away. He was arranging so tha he could
get up and leave in a hurry, if they went anywhere.

“Joe, what is the name of your orchestra?’ the girl asked.
“Powdl's Tune Rangers” he said.

“l never heard of them.”

“A few others haven't, too.”

“Inradio?’

“Not as much as wed like. But alittle”

He wondered if the girl knew the gray-haired man was attached to them. She gave no sgn, absolutely
none, of being aware.

She asked, “How far are you going?’



“Lake Placid.”

“Ever been there?’

He had. He thought he had better admit it, for that would be safer. “A time or two,” he said.
“How are you on kiis?’

“I'm pretty hot,” he said. He was, too, and he bdieved he'd better say s0, because it was hard for a ski
expert to act like a greenhorn.

“Skating ismy dish,” she said.

When they were back in ther pullman, she showed him the book she had been reading. “It's Figure and
Fancy Skating, by George Meagher,” she explained. “It'sfifty years old, a firg edition. George Meagher
was the World Champion in his day, and the book has a foreword by the Earl of Derby. In the end
papers there are some very interesting old advertisements of road skates with pneumatic tires. The
advertisement states that France, Russa, Sweden, Japan, and so forth, have ordered samples of the road
skates with the idea of equipping their armies with them. I1an't that quaint?’

He decided to admit that he could skate.

“l can do a few school figures” he said. “Eights and grapevines and a Double Salchow that's on the
ragged sde”

“You're not exactly a dub, then,” she said.

They talked fredy about sketing for quite a while. He admitted once having met Salchow, who had
improved on the star figure invented by Englemann, the star of four crosses, forward rocker, back loop,
back counter. She talked about the great women skaters, Maribel Vinson, Freda Whitaker, Sonja Henie,
Madame De Linge, and their styles. She talked brackets, Mohawks, Choctaws.

She knew more about skating than he did, that was sure.
He decided held waylay the man who was following them, as quickly as possible.

Chapter Il

THE snow was good at Lake Placid, and the resort Hill had some of the winter color which had made it
S0 nice before the war. The dog teams were dill at the tation, offering a picturesque taxi service.

Thegirl took a dog team taxi. He got her bags for her, two of them, and stowed them in the dog ded. He
heard what he was hanging around to hesr.

“Stripe Lodge,” she told the driver.

He didn't exactly go cold &t that. But it was a shock. Stripe Lodge was the place she would go if she was
as important as they thought she was.

“Maybe I'll seeyou,” she said.
“If it's not too much of a strain on ether of us, you might,” he told her.

He watched her go diding away, the dog driver shouting, “Mush!” and putting on an impressive show.



He got his own skiis, dlimbed into a more conventiond taxicab, and said, “I'll have to find a good lodge.
Know of one?’

“You want one on Mirror Lake?’

“That would be dl right. Are the places crowded?’

“Not very,” the driver said. “Well try a couple.”

They found a nice lodge. He rebelled alittle at the price, twelve dollars a day, but checked in.

When he turned around from dgning the register, the gray-haired man, the shadow from the train, was
ganding there. Not three feet away. The man looked a him, but showed by no sgn that he was looking
a anyone he had ever seen before.

He waked over and stood in front of a big fireplace with a moose head above it, waiching the
gray-haired man get aroom. The man did not go up to hisroom either, but went over and began looking
a the skiing pictures on the south wall.

Thefdlow is practicaly stepping on my shoe laces, he thought.

He went up to his room, and got hisdimbing skins and wax out of his bag. Coming downgtairs again, he
met some skiers, red-faced from the cold, coming in. He asked them how the snow was.

“There's just the right amount of powder snow,” he was told.

He went into the ki shack, actudly a part of the basement, with great plate glass windows on three
gdes, pulled a couple of horses out onto the floor, and waxed his skis. He put on blue wax, corking it
and palishing it with his palm, then rubbed in some orange under the bindings, to help in dimbing where
the skins wouldn't be needed.

There was a practice dope outsde. He snapped the bindings tight, took a run down the practice dope,
gemming, sem-turning, doing a christy or two. He was allittle rusty, he decided.

The gray-haired man came out of the ski shack with a pair of boards, which he put on. The gray-haired
men was good. He did a practice run, then went on, herring-boning up the hill toward the tow.

He was thinking that the gray-haired man doubtless expected him to go over and use the ski tow, which
was the fellow's reason for going off in that direction. And he was consdering double-crossing the dumsy
shadow by taking some other direction. This was in his mind when a lithe, dark-skinned tal man came
flying down the dope on a pair of narrow-bladed langlauf skis and did a beautiful telemark turn.

Thetal newcomer went off in the direction taken by the gray-haired man.
Did the shadow have a shadow? He was suddenly chilled with concern.

HE decided to use the tow after dl. He dimbed the hill, and because his leg muscles weren't used to the
business of herring-boning, they began to ache alittle.

The tow was chugging away. He bought a seven-day tow ticket, and the man wire-stapled it to his jacket
lgpd. Thetow hook caught him with a jolt, and he looked around as he was carried upward. He didn't
see the gray-haired man immediately, then discovered him as he reached the top.



Theview was nice. There had evidently been a heavy powder snow during the night, Since the snow hung
heavily and pleasantly on the evergreens, and the whole world had a draped and dlittering beauty. The
mountains were not too impressve as mountains, not like the Alps in Switzerland or the Tyral, but they
hed some ski runs that were hard to beat anywhere.

He made two runs down the number two run, then one down the advanced run. That time, he nearly
took the bark off atree. Better stay away from hot skiing, he decided grimly, while he was so concerned.

He rode the tow up again, and by now he had decided on a course of action. He took the ki trall this
time, swinging down the other sde of the mountain in a long meandering course which would eventudly
bring m past alake and asmdl stream.

He went fairly dowly, looking back whenever he could conveniently do so. The white-haired man was
following him.

He put on more speed when he was out of sght of the gray-haired man, dropping down a sharp dope in
awhigling schuss, then braking with a stem, and chritying in sharply around an overhang.

Here was atral hut, a amdl cabin with an enormous fireplace and a stock of firewood, on the bank of a
rushing little green-colored stream. The stream was frozen over, but in places the ice was thin, and here
and there the green water showed in swirling violence.

He hurriedly scooped up along stick of the fireplace wood, a heavy stick, and backtracked to the point
where he was concealed behind the overhang. He waited, hefting the stick, estimating how hard he had
better pitch it.

He heard a skier coming, heard the thumping of the man's boards as they rounded a sharp rough turn,
heard the fellow grunt with the effort of meking a stem christy. The man was a serious skier.

He threw the log as soon as the man popped around the rock. It was the gray-haired man, and the log
caught him about at the knees, knocked him off balance. The man went down, flopped head over heds.

He was out and on the gray-haired man before the latter stopped ralling. The man was trying to get at
something in a pocket, and he blocked the man's hand, got at the pocket with his hands and fdt a gun
under the dothing. He dugged the man without delay.

The blow didn't quite knock the fdlow out. But the man was dazed, too dazed to more than kick fegbly
as he was dragged bodily into the trail shack.

He straddled the man menacingly.

“Dont!” the man said. “I'm from Wigter's offical”

HE stood over the man for a moment, putting down his anger, which took effort. With a gtuation this
tense, the thought that Wister would put such a dumsy operative on him poured rage through him.

When the flame of his rage had died alittle, he told the man what he thought about it. He did not swesr,
but he used words thet told very dearly how he fdt.

He ended, “Wigter isgoing to ruin everything if he doesn't keep his hands off. | only took this thing when
it was agreed | should handle it my own way, and with my own assstants.”



The gray-haired man said uncomfortably, “My name is Kdly. | think you have the wrong idea about my
assignment.”

“You were fallowing me”

“My orders were to do s0,” Kdly said. “And the purpose was to give you protection.”
“Your so-called protection can be about the most dangerous thing that could happen to me.”
Kdly said, “You are thinking of the dark man who is dso falowing us?’

“You spotted him?’

“yYes”

“Who is he?’

“One of them, possibly. | have no idea.”

“Could he be another one of Wigter's bright ideas?’

“No. | am podgitive heis not.”

“Could he be a Russan, an English or a Chinese agent?”

“l am pogitive heis not.”

“All right, Kelly. You get out of here. Leave Lake Placid.”

“Wiger won't like that.”

He sad grimly, “When | get hold of Wister again, there will be some other things he won't like”
Kdly got to his feet. He grimaced, and sat down again suddenly. “My kneg!”

“Sprained?’

“No, | can makeit.”

NOW he made an angry gesture, anger a himsdf. His brains, he thought, must be on a vacation.
Because now he had an ideg, the kind of an idea he should have had minutes ago.

“Wait here, Kdly,” he said. “And give me your cap.”

He went outsde with Kelly's cap. He went down, wearing his iis, to the stream, and moved dong the
ice to one of the potholes where the water was bailing and green asit poured past. He made many tracks
going down. He made others coming back.

He re-entered the shack again.
There was no place ingde that would hide a man.
“Youwill have to get into a snowdrift,” he said.

They went outside. There were plenty of snowdrifts, and he picked one that had filled a ditch. He gave



Kdly hisgun. “You may not have to use it, but if you do—don't fool around,” he said. “My advice would
be to stay in the drift until night, then walk to the raillway station and get a train out of town. Do not go
back to the hotdl.”

Kdly stared at the snow, gpparently thinking of the hours until darkness. “It1l be cold.”
“Not as bad as you think.”

He picked Kdly up bodily and tossed him, feet firg, into the snow-filled ditch. The crust under the
powder snow broke, and Kely shot down out of Sght.

He used one of Kdly's kiis to rake powder snow into a pile, to knock it over the spot where he had
thrown Kdly. When he had finished, it looked asif skiers, doing quick christy turns on the tral beside the
ditch, had knocked loose powder snow flying. That was dl. No vishle evidence tha Kely had
disappeared there. Under the snow, Kely could breathe dl right.

He carried Kédly's skiis down to the creek, to the hole where the dark green water rushed and gurgled,
and poked them, with the ski poles, under the ice. Two of the ski poles and one ski were whisked away,
but the other pole wedged under the ice. The handle loops of the pole were visble through the thin ledge
of ice. He poked at the pole, trying to freeit.

The rushing water was making some noise, but he knew that a skier had appeared on the creek bank. He
kept poking &t the pole.

Then he looked around. He pretended to become aware the man was on the bank.

He froze. He hoped he looked shocked, but cold, competent, in possession of himsdif.
He went back to poking at the ski pole.

The man on the bank was the lithe dark-skinned tal man who had been trailing Kely.
“See afish under there?’ thetdl dark man asked.

“That's right.”

Thetdl dark man went awvay and came back with a long dry gtick. “You might do better with this” The
dick came salling down and landed on theice.

The gick was longer. With it, he got the ski pole didodged, and the rushing green current whisked it
away under the ice that covered the stream wherever it did not run so swiftly.

He dimbed back up the bank.
“Hdh get away?’ the dark men asked.
HY$11

The dark man looked around for a while. When he showed emotion, he did it deliberatdly, like an actor
putting across a definite mood, feding. The thing he put across was that he knew that there had been no
fidh under the ice, but aski pole, and before it, the body of a man.

You are amurderer, the dark man's expresson said. | just caught you disposing of the body. But I'm not
sying anything about it, you see.



He was pleased, because that was what he had hoped the dark man would think. But he didn't 1ook
pleased. He looked grim.

“Sheck ismy name” the dark man said. “Robert Sheck.”
“Joe Powel.” he said. “I just got in today.”

“I know.”

“Oh.”

“Where are you staying, Powd|?’

“A place on Mirror Lake. Nice place, but the price sort of knocked my hat off. Twelve bucks a day.”
Sheck laughed. “They hang it on you.”

“They sure do.”

Sheck sad, “Why don't you try Stripe Lodge?’

“Don't you have to be a member to get in there?’

“| could take care of that. They're not too drict.”

“You redly think you could get mein?

“Sure”

“I'll take you up.”

All the way back to town, and to the Mirror Lake place where he collected his suff and had an argument
over getting a refund of his firs day's room rent, a fact kept jumping into his thoughts. It was the lie
Sheck had told about Stripe Lodge, about them not being too drict there. They were drict. They were
absolutdy exdusve, and it was an ominous kind of exclusiveness.

It wasn't good to have a membership in Stripe Lodge, the way the State Department felt about the place
right now. The F.B.1., too.

STRIPE LODGE knocked his eye out, because he had as much appreciation as any other man for fine
worldly things He sat in the big bearskin upholstered chair in the man lounge and examined the logs,
concluding they must have been imported from Norway. The rock in the big fireplace had come from dl
over; he saw rose quartz from the Black Hills and fool's gold from Columbia and Gaena from Missouri.

There was a svimming pool with awal of plate glass around it, and the steam-heated water gave off
swirling quantities of fog so thet it looked asif it was bailing.

He got up and walked to another window, and found himsdf gazing at the skating rink. It was a fine rink
with dectricaly shaved ice.

Two skaters were on the rink. One was Doris—or Edith Halcyon, as he knew her name to be. The other
was a man.

The man was good. He was a lithe man with lots of shoulder and the legs of an athlete. He was doing



schoal figures, he launched out in a series of bracket eights, rocker eights, and Choctaws. He was poetry
on ged runners. He did a beautiful Stting pirouette, came out of it with lunging strokes and did a double
Sdchow that was a very tough thing to do.

The man glided to the near Sde of the rink, and his face was discernible. It had wrinkles. It wasnt the
face of ayoung man.

Edith Hacyon applauded. She said something, but he couldn't hear her words through the window.

The man made a gesture, and musc began coming from a loudspesker; he and the gl did some
pair-skating, some echelons, some exhibition Stuff.

They were experts, he reflected, and you could see they loved skating.

Sheck came and stood beside him at the window.

“That's Doris” Sheck said.

“Nice”

“The manis Thaddeus Fay.”

“He has more wrinkles than an dligator.”

“He has other resemblances to an dligator, too,” Sheck said.

“y e

“He's a great fisherman, t00,” Sheck said in an emationless tone. “He likes to fish under theice, dso.”

Sheck walked off, leaving that statement standing for whatever it meant.

Chapter IV

BY dinnertime he was aware of atenson in the lodge. He had become aware of the feding dowly, at
firg thinking it might be his imagination, then growing more and more certain it wasn't, and becoming
amazed that such atenson could exist so subtly. It was a the-fuse-is-lit-when-will-it-go-off kind of thing.

Y e the feding was hard to identify definitely. Nobody was going around with cocked pigtols and knives
under ther coats. There was no face-making, and no nervous garting at noises. The tension, as you
became more and more aware of it, was much worse because it was under cover.

He was interested in the guests a Stripe Lodge, and spent his idle time before dinner indexing them,
examining them and putting them into the classfications where he thought they belonged. When he was
done, he redized he had practicaly everyonein the same classfication.

If you would write a dassfication heading for them, he thought, you'd write something like: Industrial
Diamonds With Flaws. He thought of them as indudtrid diamonds because they were interesting to 1ook
a and frequently beautiful, but there was an impression without definite proof that they were hard enough
to cut dmost anything. The flaw part was more vague. There was just afeding that something was wrong
with each one of them. He had nathing to base it on.

The funny thing was that the servants went into the same drawer. He got the feding a time or two that



they weren't even servants a dl, but men or women of ability that equaled or exceeded the guests. They
were much too exquistdy efficient to be red. And again, he warned himsdf, this might be hisimagination.

He met Thaddeus Fay at dinner. Sheck introduced him.

“Thisis Joe Powdll, whose specidty isfishing through theice” Sheck said.
Thaddeus Fay shook hands. He had a grip like a handful of iron snakes.
“Sheck told me about your icefishing,” Thaddeus Fay said.

Showing just alitle emation, he told Fay, “Thet one got away.”

“Yes, under theice, | heard,” Fay said.

It was a strange way to talk about murder, which was the kind of talk it was. Sheck was sure that Kelly,
the State Department agent, had been murdered, and it was plain he had passed his information dong to
Fay. Thar double-talk was casud. It was hair-rasng.

“Won't you join mein agrouse?’ Thaddeus Fay asked.

The grouse was good. Fay explained that it was shipped in from a fam which raised grouse and other
game exdusvey for Stripe Lodge.

The med was without more talk of murder. Thaddeus Fay had quite a bit to say about palitics, the war,
the post-war problems, and his ideas were origind, not the sort of thing he had gotten out of the
newspapers. Fay was—at least in his tak—a combination of consarvative and radicd; a men who
beieved grongly in individudidic rights, but who adso had extreme notions about the government
sugar-nursang everybody. The two views were incongstent.

“Join me for coffee? Thaddeus Fay invited. “1'd like to show you my skating trophies. Everyone here
has seen them so often they're bored. Do come look at them. It's one of the things you have to do to be
initiated into Stripe Lodge.”

They went up to Fay's private suite, which had as much grandeur as the public parts of the lodge. The
auite could dmogt have been alodge by itsdf.

Thaddeus Fay seemed to forget he had mentioned skating trophies. He sank cross-legged, like a amdl
boy, on a Polar bearskin rug in front of a fireplace in which a blaze whispered.

“Do tdl me, where is Chester Wilson?” Fay said.

IF the room had blown to smithereens around him without warning, he could not have been more
dartled. Chester Wilson was absolutdly the last name he expected to hear mentioned. What taking the
State Department had done about Chester Wilson had been in whispers, and no one else had breathed
the name.

He was stunned. He took hold of himsdf in a hurry with mental hands of sted and tried to hold his
emotions ill.

“Who?’ he said.
Fay laughed. “I did hope we could talk fredy, but that is up to you. Need | remind you that both Sheck



and | are aware that you killed a man—Kaély of the State Department staff—and pushed his body under
theice of a brook. Sheck is aware of this because of what he saw, and | because Sheck told me”

“And that isthe whole story, told in your own merry way?’
Thaddeus Fay frowned. “Y ou don't like me?’

“What would that have to do with it?’

Fay laughed. “I guess we could go on without love”
“Need we go on?’

“Wed better.”

“Jugt who do you think | am, Fay?’

Fay amiled and said, “Now that's a subject | can speak fredy on. My initid surmise was that you were an
agent of that grand old lady in hobble-skirts, the United States State Department. But | was unable to
find you in the State Department file—mind you, | am spesaking of my own file of State Department men,
not any offida records in Washington. | didn't find you there. That indicated you weren't a State
Department man. Then you killed Kdly, who obvioudy was a State Department deuth, and so that put
you in a different category.”

“Which would be?’

“The same as mysdlf.”

“ERY

“l imagine we have identicdl ams”
“It's doubtful.”

Thaddeus Fay leaned forward. He was excited, but it was a controlled excitement. He was like a
panther. He acted as if he was on skates and whizzing across the ice, dl set to do a difficult piece of
figure work, one of his Sachows or something like that.

“Let's not tiddledy-wink around with each other,” Fay said. “You're not one of my men. You're not one
of McGillicuddy's men. Now, those are the only two groups of men involved in this, and you're not one
of them, so who are you? Presto! Y ou're your own man.”

“You think so?’

Fay leaned forward. “Right now—tonight—I'm in ahdl of a pickle. I'm caught short. Nobody but mysdf
and Sheck are here at Stripe Lodge, none of my men are here. And weve got a job. It may be more
then the two of us can handle”

“YS?’

Fay smiled, but with absolutedly no humor. “As you will redize in a minute, if you havent aready—I
wouldn't ask you to helpif | wasn't inajam. | need help. | need another man. So will you hep me?’

“Hep you what?’



“Get Chester Wilson,” Fay said.

WHEN Fay said Chester Wilson to him, it made his skin crawl the way it had afew moments ago. It was
an exploson again, a shock, ajolt that dmost hurt himin the marrow of his bones.

He was dso confused, which didn't help any. He did not know who Thaddeus Fay was, nor who Sheck
was, nor what their game was. McGillicuddy? The name of McGillicuddy had been mentioned. He didnt
know who McGillicuddy could be. He had a hunch that McGillicuddy was a nickname for somebody,
but he wasn't sure. He wasn't sure about anything—except that he was getting so excited he wouldn't be
surprised if it made him sick.

Because he did know aman named Chester Wilson had vanished and it was his job to find that man.

The thing was more than just finding amissng flier. So very much more, that it was frightening. Although
he'd been told just what the Stuation was, he dill had difficulty gragping the magnitude of the matter, and
the consequences if Chester Wilson wasn't found, and quick.

Y esterday the telephonein his office rang. It was Wigter of the State Department saying hedd like to drop
infor atak immediatdy. He knew Wigter, so he knew from Wister's voice that something was on fire
But he hadn't dreamed it could be of such magnitude. He only found out when Wider sat, face the color
of a dead fish, across the desk from him and unburdened. Or rather, handed him the job of finding
Chester Wilson.

Wilson, Chester Rice. Age 28, brown hair, blue eyes, 73 inches. Identifying marks, nicked left ear 1obe,
old glass-cut scar on ingep left foot. Finger print dasdfication, specid code Roget forty-two, Mary,
Zero, nine,

Wiger had become nearly inarticulate trying to impress him with the monstrous consequences of the
gtuation, and one thing Wister had babbled was that every soldier and every sallor in the Allied forces
would without hesitation be ordered to drop whatever he was doing right now and hunt for Chester
Wilson. If it would do any good. It wouldn't.

No, it wouldn't do any good, and it was a melodramatic way for Wider to try to pant the sze of the
problem; such words sounded ridiculous. Wister should merdy have told it quietly and normdly, and it
would have been judt as fearsome.

Chester Wilson, saized by persons unknown. A girl named Edith Hacyon had telephoned Chester
Wilson before he vanished. The text of the telephone cdl was as yet unknown, but it might have been
made to lead Chester Wilson into the hands of whoever had seized him. Edith Halcyon was making a
hurry-up trip to Lake Placid, now that Chester Wilson had disappeared.

He had decided to go to Lake Placid with Edith Halcyon. He was here.

Stripe Lodge? The place hadn't entered the picture until he heard Edith Hacyon tdl the dog ded-taxi
driver & the gation to take her to Stripe Lodge. But Stripe Lodge was down in the little black books of
the State Department and the F.B.1. as one of those places where there might be devils, very big and dy.

He shut off his thoughts—they were usdess anyway—as he would close a water faucet.
“You have Chester Wilson?" he demanded.

“No,” Thaddeus Fay said. “No, | wouldn't be gtting here on avolcano if | had him.”



“Y ou want to get Wilson, then?’
“Oh, brother!”
HWW?l

Fay leaned back and closed his eyes, and keegping his eyes shut, said with more force then it seemed
possible aman could get into his voice, “Can you imagine what it would mean to have Chester Wilson?
Can you imagine the infinite possibilities of such athing?’

He could see what Fay meant. He wondered if his hair was standing on end.

THE rest of the dedl was short and Smple.

“l guess we're in thisfor the same thing,” he said. “I'll take you up.”

Fay sad, “I just knew you had to be after Chester Wilson yoursdf. Are you working aone?’
“No. | have a couple of friends”

“Two? Where are they? Can you get them here to hdp usin an hour?’

“No. They arein New York.”

“A damned poor place for them to be,” Fay said. “A damned poor place. But you and Sheck and | can
do it oursalves, | hope to God.”

“How much time have we got?’
“About two hours.”
“Wed better get oniit”

Fay shook his head. “WEell let it stack up, then well shoot the works dl a once. Well pick you up,
Sheck and |.”

“What do | do?’

“Well pick you up, | said. Stick around the Lodge and take it easy. But be easy to find. Stay in the
public rooms. Stay in plain ght.” Fay indicated the door. “You better get out of here now. Well be
seaing you.”

He nodded. He went to the door, put a hand on the knob, took it away and turned dowly. “We havent
sad anything about adivison,” he said.

“What do you want?’

“Hdf.”

“That's damned robbery!” Fay said in alow voice that filled with anger.

“Thetimeto rob aman iswhen he'sin a corner, it it?” he said. “Would a third make you any happier?’

“A little” Fay said, but the anger dill crawled in hisvoice. “A third. All right.”



HE had a hat chocolate by the window which overlooked the sketing rink. When he lifted the cup off the
saucer, there was asmdl dattering, his hand shook so. He scowled at the hand, redizing that he had not
been s0 nervous in years. Nervous? Judt a little. About like a man who had fdlen out of an arplane
without a parachute.

On the skating rink, a dender shape whirled out on the ice and made a fast flashing circle with quick
cutting strokes. He could hear the fant sound of the skate blades on the ice, like knives whetting
together.

It was Edith Halcyon. Doris, she had cdled hersdf. But she was Edith Hacyon, and she was a mydery.
She saled around the rink, leaning forward, on one skate, doing a pretty glide. She was as graceful as a
kite. A kite, he thought, was a pretty good Smile. A kite, and he had grabbed its tall, and it had yanked
himinto this thing. Y anked him high.

Suddenly he knew he couldn't St here. It wasn't like him to be so nervous, and that frightened him. He
hed dways taken pride in his amazing self-control.

But he couldn't St here. For once, he was abouit to fly apart.

He arose and went up to Thaddeus Fay's suite. Fay wasn't there. At least, no one answered. He went
downdairs again, glanced at the ice, and saw Fay.

Thaddeus Fay and Edith Halcyon were skating pairs. They were doing it to soft music, and with the kind
of skill that makes a thing look ridiculoudy easy. He watched them. They were wonderful. They were
poetry. Laughing, they straightened up in the old-fashioned English dyle of skating, and did some
“vadang’ that was as Victorian as bustles and button shoes. They did echdons and serpentines and
crculars and they were a ddight. And their laughter was as pleasant as candy, as hearty as hamburgers
with onions, and it wasn't a dl like skeletons rattling, which was what it should have been like.

Thaddeus Fay skated over to a bench, and watched the gil whirling on the ice.

He went to Thaddeus Fay, sat beside him, and said in alow voice, “Who is she? Thet gifl?’
“A wonderful skater.”

“But who is she?”

Thaddeus Fay turned his head. He seemed darmed. “What are you doing, kidding me?’
“All right, dl right, but | want to make certain of something. Who is she?’

“She belongs to McGillicuddy.”

“Not with us?’

“Not with us” Thaddeus Fay said. “And that's a shame, too. Because she can think about as well as she
can skate, which makes her a femde Eindein, or a femde whoever-your-favorite-thinker-is. 1 wish |
could have her around to skate with and look a.” Fay grinned a him. “You couldnt charm her away
from McGillicuddy, could you? No, | guess not. You won't have time. You better get away from me.
Somebody might start thinking.”

He left Thaddeus Fay and went back to his hot chocolate by the window. He wished that he hadnt



talked to Fay about the girl, because he had seen that Fay had thought he'd known dl about her.
For amoment there, Fay'd had a gridy suspicion that he/d made a mistake. That wasn't good.

He sipped his chocolate and waited. He didnt know whether he was going to be able to wait it out or
not. It was such a horribly difficult job, waiting. It wasn't just the grind on his own nerves, he could have
taken that. It was, as much as anything, knowing what a tremendous thing was involved, and knowing
there wasn't any time to lose, and then having to St here and fritter it away drinking chocolate and with
hisbrain sweeting icicles.

HE couldn't take it. Suddenly he got up. He went to a telephone. He got the long-distance operator, and
cdled aNew York number.

Monk Mayfair, his associate, answered.
He said to Monk, “Thisis Joe Powell.”
“Good evening, Mr. Powdl,” Monk said. “What can | do for you?’

“I'm sorry to bother you at thistime of night, but I'm up here a Lake Placid and the skating is wonderful
and I've got the fever, but no good figure skates. | wonder if you have a pair in stock, which you could
box tonight and rush up here”

Monk said, “I remember you were interested in two pairs of skates when you were in the shop. Would
you like me to send one of those?’

“ Say why don't you send both pairs—the figure skates and the speed skates. Maybe | could use both
pars”

“Sure, sure, Mr. Powell. I'll get them out tonight. Wherell | send them?

“Stripe Lodge, Lake Placid. Mark the package rush.”

“You bet | will. Were very glad to get your business, Mr. Powell.”

“Bye”

“Goodbye.”

He hung up and he knew the operator at the Lodge switchboard had listened-in, because he had seen
her writing furioudy. She must have taken it down in shorthand. He saw her reach into a cabinet and get
atelephone book. It was a New York directory, but a cross-numbered one, not aregular directory. Init,
you looked up the numbers firgt, and opposite them was the name and address of the firm or individud to
whom the phone was listed.

The operator, he surmised, was looking up the number he had caled in New York. That was dl right.
The number was liged as a gporting goods house. It was actudly one of the telephones a his
headquarters, though.

He saw the telephone operator cdl the desk clerk. She gave the clerk a note sheéd scribbled. The clerk
went away with the note. He wished he could follow the clerk. He didn't dare.

He went back to his chocolate, another cup of it. His nerves were dl knots, and his brain was beginning



to make his head hurt on top, from the grain.

The two skaters left the ice. They were laughing. But suddenly he knew there was no mirth in ther
laughter; it had a sck sound, a frightened, tense, this-is-about-the-end qudity. They were acting,
Thaddeus Fay and Edith Halcyon, and they were very good actors, but they were about at the end of
their ropes.

Thaddeus Fay came past. “The chocolate good?’
1] Nice.”

“About two minutes,” Thaddeus Fay said. “About two or three minutes. Then breathe your prayer to the
devil, because it's going to be tough.”

“| just telephoned my two friendsin New York.”
“Thet was afoal thing to do.”

“No. | ordered two pairs of skates. You could investigate until the hot place gets an ice crust, and you
couldnt prove | didn't order apair of kates.”

“How long will it take them to get here?’

“Couple of hours. They will come by plane”

“Thetll be too late”

“Couldn’t we hold this up?’

“No.”

“Wdl, my two friendswill be here, in case there are any pieces Ieft to pick up.”

“There won't be any pieces. Either well have the bull in our pockets, or there won't be a grease smear
|eft of us”

“Thet's nice and cheaful.”

Fay's face was getting pale. He was losng color, and his frightened heart was kicking a big vishle pulse
inhis throat. The Snewsin the backs of his hands were beginning to stand out.

“Ancther minute or two,” he said. “And don't forget to ask the devil for hisinfluence”

Chapter VI

A MAN came over and took a char by the front door, on the right Sde of the front door, and in a
moment another man sauntered over and took a char on the other sde of the door. Both of them had
overcoats across therr ams which they did not remove when they sat down.

He watched them, and in a moment he made out the dark blue muzze of a gun under one of the
overcoats. He lifted his chocolate cup, and drinking, et his eyes move over the place.

Tenson had crawled into the room asif it was vishle, like a fog, and vidlently noticeable, like a prowling
lion. There had been tenson before, but it was under cover. Now the curtain was peding back. The raw



date of affars was being unwrapped.

The dlerk was ganding tight behind his desk, a dlly figure in a ski suit, a slly looking scared man. Two
waiters from the dining room, dressed in Tyrolean gear for atmosphere, came and stood spike-legged at
the dining-room door. In the right uniforms, they would have looked as if they might have been standing
on the concrete blocks where the two sentries used to stand a the Brandenburg Gate, on Unter den
Linden.

A fa man did the most obvious thing of any of them. He got up and took a good hunting rifle, a rifle with
a telescope sght, off a wal rack. He sat down in the chair where he had been, holding the rifle
pretending to examine it. He hauled the bolt back, just alittle, and the brass of a cartridge gleamed in the
receiver. The gun was |oaded.

Thaddeus Fay had gone out of the room. Fay came back now, with a little of his golomb missng and a
dight perspiration on the back of his neck, so that his skin looked as if it had been greased. He was
scared and his nerves were as tight as fiddlestrings. But Fay had everything under control except his
Swedt glands.

Sheck sauntered in next. Sheck had a skier's rucksack in one hand and a length of rawhide cord and a
knife in the other and he obvioudy was hoping it would look as if he was going to repair the rucksack.
The sack had something iniit.

Everyoneinthe big lobby looked at Sheck at least once in the next twenty seconds. Sheck whistled off
key and went over to the big fireplace, with his rucksack.

Now Edith Hacyon came in. She dill wore her skating costume, a brief and eye-catching affar of brown
tweed and beaver fur. Very good cheesecake. She was a pretty girl. She had a good form. She took
your breath.

She came over and said, “Hi, Joe Powdl, orchestra leader.”
He sad, “Go away. You don't like me”

“That'sright,” she said. “I saw you skiing this afternoon, and you 4ill impress me as a hedthy young men
who should be fighting for his country.”

“What did you think of my ice-fishing?’ he asked.

“What do you mean?’

“Didn't you see me?’

“See you what?’

“lcefishing?’

“l saw you skiing,” she said. “I saw you come down the tough run, and you can ski.”
“l told you on thetrain | could ki.”

“What about thisice-fishing?’ she asked.

She didn't know about the man he was supposed to have murdered and shoved under the ice, the State
Department deuth he was supposed to have killed. He was positive she didn't know.



“Nothing about it,” he said. “Skip it”

WHATEVER was going to happen at Stripe Lodge was about ready to happen.

Everyone in this room, he decided, knows that something is going to pop. But not the girl. She doesn't
know. Fay knew, and Sheck, and the desk clerk, the two waiters, the fat man with the rifle They dl had
their mentd fingersin thelr ears, waiting for the explosion.

But Edith Hacyon did not know athing about it. And that, he thought, is a joke on me. He had followed
Edith Halcyon here because he thought she would know what was whét.

Suddenly he wished she would get out of the lobby. If she was an innocent bystander, she had no
business there. He wished she wouldn't stand there and amile at him the way she was doing now, a smile
that had some friendlinessiniit.

“Ligen,” he said. “Will you do a draft-dodging orchestra men a favor?’
“Whet isit?’
“Go away,” he said. “Jugt go away.”

“You're S0 nagty I'm beginning to like you.” She pulled a nearby chair around so that it hdf faced him and
sat down. “Do you redly want to fight, Joe?’

He shook his head and asked, “Know why | want you to go away?’
HWM!

“Because | came over here to Stripe because you're here, and now I'm ashamed of mysdf. So scram,
will you. It would be better for my self-respect.”

She watched him intently for a moment. “That was nice, even if you did say it that way. I'm glad you said
it because—"

“I'm not trying to be nice. God forbid.”
“Wait, let mefinish,” she said.
And then she went slent, alittle embarrassed. “I don't know how to put this” she said.

He waited for her to think of a way to put it. And he watched Fay and Sheck and the fat man with the
rifle, the two waliters, the clerk. They were mationless, frozen. They were waiting for something. They
hed suddenly shed dl pretense of being casud, of acting naurdly. They must have heard or seen
something. He wondered what it was they had heard or seen. He wished he knew. He was scared.

“Let me put it thisway, Joe,” the girl said. “1 want you to hdp me”
“Uhrhuh,” he said, wishing she wouldn't distract him, that she would go away.

“Ligento mg” she sad. “I'min trouble. I'm afraid | am in the strange predicament of not being adle to
leave hereif | wanted to.”

Shock hit him asif it was a solid blow. “Eh?’



“I'm frightened,” she said. “Joe, hdp me, please! | think I'm actudly a prisoner here.”

ON top of everything ese, he thought with horror, now something like this. He wished he knew women.
He wished to God he knew more about the feminine haf of the human race. He wished he could look at
their pretty faces and tdl just one little thing about them.

Because this girl was frightened, but he hadn't known it until now. She had looked naturd and sounded
natura and he hadn't thought anything was wrong.

Modtly, his emation was anger. She was a Trojan horse; he hadn't known she was terrified, and he
blamed her because he hadn't known it. Damn women and the way they could deceive him!

He didn't know what to say or to do. But his emotion, his feding about it, was terrific. His fedings mugt
have shown on his face, and they mug have looked like fear to the girl. Actudly his emotions were
maodly fear, too.

She said, “For God's sake, don't look so scared. | don't want them to know I'm asking you for help.”
She leaned forward. “Wipe that wild look off your facel” she said franticdly.

He wiped it off. Or hoped he had. And now he was hearing a sound, the sound of an automaobile, and he
knew it was what had dectrified Fay, Sheck, the other men in the lobby.

She said, “I came up here because | was told | could find a man here. The man is a flier. He is my
brother-in-law. He is married to my siger.”

The automobile was coming closer.

She was speaking more rapidly. “Something mysterious has happened to him. | was told that, if | came
here, | would find him. | was told he wanted to see me. You see, | talked to him, and he told me a little,
enough to darm me. That was before he—he disappeared mysterioudy. And then, when | was told that
if I would come here and talk to him, it would be what he wanted, | thought that was the thing to do. So |
came. And now he isnt here, and | am afraid | won't be dlowed to leave”

He saw the tdl graceful evergreen trees light up with gray ghodtly light as the car turned into the drive,

She sad franticaly, “I'm scared, Joe! | just talked to a man and he said | can't leave. He said dmost
everyonein thislodge ismixed up init.”

“Why pick on me?’ he demanded.

“Because of the way the men acted,” she said. “I asked him if you were one of them, and he swore. He
cursed you terribly. He can't figure who or what you are. So | thought you might not be one of them, and
would help me”

“This brother-in-law of yours” he said. “Is his name Chester Wilson?’
She stared a him. “How did you know that?”
“Ishe?’

“Yes” Sowly, asif by no conscious effort on her part, her hands came up to her cheeks and pressed
there, pressed until the fingers sank in. “Y ou're one of them, too!” she said thickly.



“St dill and shut up,” he said. “And be ready to crawl under something that might be bulletproof.”

A STATION wagon came chugging up the driveway to the Sde door of Stripe Lodge, a shiny varnished
dation wagon moving between walls of shoveled snow. It was a deek gented vehide and it looked as
innocent as an angd on Sunday .

Onitstop was a rack for skis, and on the rack two pairs of skis, short jumping skis with three grooves
for steadiness. Two men were in the front seat, both wearing parkas with fur-fringed hoods that disguised
thar faces dmogt as wel as masks.

Something in the back of the station wagon was covered with canvas.

The vehide was dowing to a stop at the sde door when Thaddeus Fay turned around in his chair—he
was dtting now in a deep overduffed chair upholstered with the skins of two species of bears—and
rested hisright fis on the back of the chair. The gunin hisfig was very smal, because its presence was
hardly noticeable until fire and noise came out of Fay's fid.

Fay's bullet made a round hole in the door glass, and other round holes successvely in the storm door,
the window of the station wagon, amost the exact mathematical center of the forehead of one of the men
inthe front seet.

Fay turned his head.
“Joe Powell,” he said. “What we want is under the canvas in the back of that station wagon.”

Sheck, ganding by the fireplace, now had opened his ski pack. He stepped to one sde of the fireplace,
and threw the pack very hard a the dancing flames, but holding on to the pack so that the pack’s
contents adone went into the fire.

The pack had hdd three hdf-gdlon glass jugs and they broke when they hit. They were filled with
gasoline. 1t must have been high-test aviation gas. Haf the room seemed to fill with flame.

There was a ralling service cart, a portable bar of an affair, ganding againgt the wal near the fireplace.
Sheck went to that, picked bottles off it and threw them a the floor, the wdls, the cdling. These
contained gasoline instead of liquor, and the contents caught fire.

Another spurt of fire and noise came out of Thaddeus Fay's fis. The second man in the dation wagon
rolled out on the far side.

“Let'sgo, Powel,” Fay said. “Get up and turn over your chair and youll find something you can use.”

THE chair, when turned over, proved to have an automatic pigol and four extra ammunition dips
fastened underneath it with scotch tape. He tore the gun loose, and left dl the dlips but one. He jammed
the gun in one coat pocket and the dip in another, then picked the heavy chair up and lunged with it
agang the large plate glass window which offered such a pleasant view of the skating rink. The window
broke, dmog dl of the glass going out of the frame.

He saized the girl, picked her up bodily, and went out through the window with her, jumping far enough
to cause himto fdl and flounder.



There was an agtonishing amount of flame indde the lodge lobby. The whole place seemed &fire.

The business of the gasoline had seemed childish and overdone. But now, floundering out of the snow, he
redized why it had been done. To go from one part of the lodge, or to leave any of the suites and go
outsde, it was necessary to pass through the lobby unless one used a window or a snow-blocked sde
door. With the lobby full of fire, the lodge was paralyzed.

The station wagon began moving, backing, skidding down the driveway. He knew what had happened.
The driver hadn't been hit by Fay's bullet, but instead had dived out on the opposite Sde of the gation
wagon, then reached back in and released the emergency brake and was seering the meachine as it
coasted back down the drive.

He hauled Edith Halcyon out of the snowbank. “Be ill,” he said. “Come on.”
“You're hurting me” she said.

“The station wagon,” he told her. “I'm going to get that if | can.”

B

“Chester Wilson is probably init, under the canvas,” he said. “ Shut up.”

He wanted Chester Wilson. Getting hold of Wilson—aive—was his job here, and the importance of
doing so could hardly be underestimated. There had been no direct tak about his giving his life if
necessary to get Wilson, but the fact had been implied.

He made for the gtation wagon. The girl did not hamper him, but she certainly did not hep. When he
drew near the station wagon, he dropped her in the snow.

He went on. He went behind the vehide, which was not moving fast. As he had suspected, the driver
was crouched on the runningboard looking back and steering with one up-reached hand.

The driver saw him, and made a sharling sound, but instead of trying to fight, pitched off the fender and
shoved his arms above his head and began ydling, “Don't shoot me! Oh God, don't shoot me!”

He hit the driver on the lower right Sde of the jaw, as fast and hard as he could.

The man did, as he went down unconscious, under the car, so that it was impossible to continue backing
the car, or let it continue backing, without probably bresking the man's legs. He logt time hauling the
sensaless man out to the Side.

Now Fay and Sheck had appeared. They came out of Stripe Lodge, chasng the station wagon.

He dived into the station wagon. What he wanted to do, what he intended to try, was to escape with the
gation wagon before Fay and Sheck could join him.

He didn't makeit.

FAY and Sheck got there. And at about the same time, the girl got up out of the snow and reached the
dation wagon. She got in the back. Fay and Sheck climbed in the front.

“Get going!” Fay said. “For God's sake, get going!” And Sheck besat his fid againg the dash and said
about the same thing, but more profandly.



He was hdf tempted to try to club Fay and Sheck down and throw them out when the firg of a number
of bullets arrived. He changed hismind.

He got the gtation wagon going backward again. He tramped hard on the accelerator, manipulaing the
Searing whedl. He could hear shooting, but the bullets were not reaching them because they were now
down on the road, and the snow was stacked high.

“About a hundred yards down the road, they can see usfor aminute” he warned. “Be careful.”

They went through the dangerous spot, where the car could be seen from the lodge, in careening haste.
They were evidently shot at severd times, but only one bullet hit the car, cutting arip in the hood.

Thaddeus Fay beat one fid againg apadmin an ecstasy of glee.

“Joe Powell, you're great!” he yelled. “They would have gotten away with the sation wagon if you hadn't
gone through that window and headed them off!”

“Y edgh, that was nice” Sheck said.

Fay was nearly gibbering with ddight. He had logt control of himsdf. He said that Joe Powell had redly
done ajob, as Fay had known he would, and a lot more in the same vein.

They traveled about amile, Fay taking dl the time, then the girl sobbed in the rear seat. She had dimbed
into the back, partly on the canvas, partly beside it. Fay's face suddenly got a pde sick look, and he
turned around and demanded, “What's the matter?’

She threw the canvas back and said, “Look.”

There was nothing under the canvas but some ski poles and more loose canvas which had been bundled
up inwhat could have been the shape of a man. There was certainly no man there. No Chester Wilson.

Chapter VII

THADDEUS FAY was now gricken with a glaring slence that was as expressve as profanity. The
wrinkles on his darkly tanned face appeared deeper and older, but his lithe crouching body seemed,
grangely, more youthful.

“They sucked usin,” Fay said. “Boy, did they let us jump out of a window! Right off the deep end, we
walked.”

Sheck complained, “What happened to us? | don't get it. They told us the station wagon was ariving
with Chester Wilson.”

Fay sad, “Turn the next road north. Step on it. We're not sunk. We're in a little deep, but were not
unk.”

The next road to the right was ploughed, but narrow. 1t mounted steeply, winding, banked with snow, the
evergreens snaking past in dark haste.

“Left the next house,” Fay said.

It was an old house, an ugly frame thing, with a double garage adjacent.



“I've got two carsinthe garage,” Fay said. “But we won't use them yet. Come ingde”

The house was cold, chegply furnished. Fay, as they were waiting for him to unlock the door, explained
that it was a summer place he had rented. He had taken it for two purposes, because he wanted a place
to leave two cars they might need, and because it was high and looked down on Stripe Lodge.

Fay ran to a window. He had two pair of binoculars there, and he grabbed one hedtily. Sheck took the
other. They began watching the lodge.

Fay said, “Joe Powell, did they suspect you?’

“l don't know.”

“| dont, ether.”

“Maybe the trap we fdl into was set for me”

“No,” Fay sad. “No, it wasnt.”

“How can you be so sure?’

“Did anybody besides metdl you that station wagon was going to be carrying Chester Wilson?’

“No.”

“There you are. They told me. They told me and Sheck. That shows who they were aming to suck in.”

There was quite afire down a Stripe Lodge. Actudly the lodge was not more than a mile distant, airline,
possibly less. They could see the fire, sheets of flame jumping out of the windows, and big black worms
of smoke cravling up in the cold bright moonlit night.

Thaddeus Fay sad, “I believe | know wha happened. It's too bad | didn't think of it earlier. Sheck,
watch that back road, the one to the left and up the hill. They'll leave that way, probably, if they havent
dready left. But well be lucky if they haven't.”

“l got my eyeonit,” Sheck said grimly.

“Wha happened to Chester Wilson?’ Edith Hacyon asked. She sounded asif she was about to go over
the edge.

He hoped Fay or Sheck would answer her, and dong with it, say something that would tdl him where the
gr stood.

FAY taked without removing the binoculars from his eyes, watching Stripe Lodge and the road or path,
whichever it was, back of the lodge.

Fay sad, “They must have had Chester Wilson there a the lodge dl the time. They told me that he wasin
aroadhouse over this Sde of Saranac Lake, but that was alie to rope mein.”

Fay removed the binoculars long enough to glance a the girl, then continued, “They got you up from
New Y ork, Miss Halcyon, and they let Chester Wilson look through awindow &t you. | bet they had him
a the window when you and | were skating this afternoon. | can imagine that. Let Chester Wilson look
through the window, then shove him down in a chair and tdl himin detal how they were going to kill you



if he didn't do business with them. And Chester Wilson must have done business with them, because the
next thing they did was fool me into stubbing my toe and showing my true colors.”

Fay glared and resumed looking at the lodge through the binoculars.
Edith Halcyon leaned back and looked bewildered. “1 don't know what isgoing on,” she said.
“You knew there was something, didn't you?’

“Yes” she sad. “I knew that. | knew it because Chester Wilson caled me and asked me where my
sger—his wife—was to be found. | told him she was in Oklahoma visting the folks, and he said not to
tdl anybody—tell no one, no matter who they said they were—where my sster could be found. | asked
hmwhy, and Chester said there was trouble, and that a threat againgt his family might be held as a dub
over hishead.”

Thaddeus Fay chuckled sourly. “Yes, that was the truth. And he had damned good reason to be scared,
because we—any of us—would have killed hiswifein aminuteif it would have made him tdl us what we
wanted to know.”

She put her hands to her checks. “That's unbdievable”

“Not a bit unbdievable” Fay assured her. “It's been done before. It's the regular thing in Europe, doing
things to a man's family if he won't cotperate. Bdieve me, young lady, it's a very normd and effective
way to get information out of a man.”

She shuddered. “And then | got a summons to come up here to Stripe Lodge. The summons said to
come quickly and act as if nothing was wrong, and not tel anyone who | was or why | was coming or
where | was going.”

“Y ou thought Chester Wilson was asking you up here?’
“That's right.”

“It waan't,” Thaddeus Fay said. “It was me”

“Youl”

“That's right. But don't Start getting a mad up at me because of that. | was merdly ordered to get in touch
with you to make you think Chester Wilson wanted you up at Stripe Lodge so he could tak to you.”

“WWl?l
“Why what?’
“Why was | wanted here?’

“You are stupid. You certanly don't think like you skate,” Fay told her. “The plan was to use your safety
as a dub to make Chester Wilson talk. And that iswhat happened. Only they did it by just letting Wilson
look through awindow at you, which is something | hadn't figured on.”

Thegirl stared a him.
“Wha does Chester Wilson know that you wanted to know?’ she demanded.

“l don't think I'll tel you thet,” Fay said. “But it happens to be something important enough to—well, it's



hard to describe.” He frowned thoughtfully. “Very hard. It's alittle like trying to put the Grand Canyon
into words.”

“But why dl this confusion, thisfight tonight?’ she persisted.

“Wdl, | can answer that. You see, a fird we were dl one busy gang of rascals after what Chester
Wilson knew, but some of us got greedy. | and Sheck got greedy. We thought how nice it would be to
get Chester Wilson's information for ourselves. So we worked together. And then Joe Powell, as he cdls
himsdf, happened dong, and we could see that he was branching out for himsdf, too. So we
propositioned Joe, Sheck and |, and Joe helped us. And very good help he was, too, except that he was
no more of a clarvoyant than Sheck or I, hence didn't know we were fdling into a trap which had been
st in order to seeif we would betray oursdves.”

Edith Hacyon turned and asked, “ Joe?’
“y e

“Is your name Joe Powell?’

“No.”

“What isit?’

“Joe Powell for the time being,” he said.

THE girl was confused, and she was 4ill frightened, and after she had clenched her fingers for a while,
looking at them as she clenched them, she turned back to Thaddeus Fay, with the demand, “What will
happen now?’

Thaddeus Fay had more of his norma manner and carriage than held had during and immediatdy after
the fiasco a the lodge. He shrugged his shoulders dightly. But the answer he gave the girl was
remarkably informing.

“Now they will take Chester Wilson and head for where he has told them to go,” he said. “Of course
they might leave Chester Wilson behind, dead, but | don't think so, because they will be afraid he hasn't
told them the truth, in which case it would be too bad if they killed him. Mind you, I'm only guessng. But
correctly, | hope”

“Wherewill they go?

“l wishto God | knew!” Fay sad fervently.

Thegirl, guessing, asked, “Is that—is that what—they wanted from Chester?’
“Where to go? That's right.”

“Why don't you tdl me everything?’ she demanded.

“l don't see any senseinit,” Fay sad.

Sheck had taken no part in the conversation, had hardly removed his eyes from the binoculars through
which he was weatching the neighborhood of Stripe Lodge. But now he said, “Sigter, you keep on asking
questions, and it might be you would get to know so much somebody would have to cut your pretty



throat.”
The statement took more color out of the girl's face and shut her up.

They dl watched the burning lodge. Various vehicles of the Lake Placid Fire Department were ariving,
and at least two streams of water were being played on the blaze. The lodge probably would not burn
down, but it certainly would be damaged.

Fay, sounding more and more like a man with confidence in himsdf, explained that this was why he had
used the gasoline. So that the fire department would come out from town and firemen and policemen
would svarm dl over the place. Ther presence would be a handicap to the other side, he had hoped.

However, he went on to explain, now that things had turned out as they had, the fire might not be such a
good idea. It might mean the firemen or the policemen would rescue Chester Wilson, and that wouldn't
be good.

After Fay fel slent, Edith Hacyon turned and said again, “Joe”
“What?'

“What is your nameif it isnt Joe Powe|?’

“Oh, be quiet,” hetold her.

“So you're just a gangster,” she said.

This brought aloud but not especidly glesful laugh from Thaddeus Fay.

“Nobody in thisthing could be called a gangger,” Fay said. “ So don't insult Joe, Edith. If you have to cdll
him a crook, cdl him a very big one”

Sheck grunted, then pointed, “It looks like we fdl in the mud and came out looking like a rose,” he said.
1] Lmk.”

AFTER he had indicated carefully where to look, they could see with ther unaided eyes the thing which
hed excited Sheck. There were severd figures, snglefile, working out of a thicket of evergreen trees.
The short cavacade cdimbed a hill—they were hidden from the lodge by another hill and quite a lot of
trees—and worked to a road, then to a shed. They disappeared into the shed.

After they had been in the shed severd times, and did not appear again, Fay said with conviction, “They
will stick there a while. They won't dare go bugting out on the highways with dl that excitement a the
lodge”

“It looks to me like they've got Chester Wilson with them,” Sheck said.
“Yes, I'm pretty sure that was Wilson third from the front.”

Edith Hacyon, suddenly intense, said, “You have a telephone here. | saw it. Cal the police. Have them
arrest those people and take Wilson away from them.”

Fay, amiling again without humor, said, “Don't be quite so naive. You know better.”

“But you owe them something for trying to kill you—"



“Remember the goose that lays the golden eggs?’ Fay said dryly.
“What about it?’

“You don't kill it. Wilson is that goose.” Fay shrugged. “I'm being childish, am | not? The fact is, my
graceful angd, we hope to get Chester Wilson away from them.”

“You could take Wilson away from the police”

“The minute Wilson is found, he will be surrounded by the United States army, navy and marines, quite
likdy. And without doubt the firg thing Wilson would tdl the police is the very information we are dl
after—and which I'm afraid our friends down yonder dready have forced out of him—and then it would
be usdess to us. Perhaps not usdless, but we'd be in for a race agang considerable opposition—and
beieve me, | speak conservaively, for the best efforts of every dlied nation would be pitted againgt
us—to reach our god. No, | wouldnt care for the odds. Those felows down there are much easier

Thegirl said nothing more.

Tuming dowly, Fay said, “Powel, well have a bit of a wait. Sheck and | will go check the cars to be
sure they run. You stay here and keep an eye on that shack.”

“Righto”

HE watched Fay and Sheck walk out of the room, then glanced at the girl, but she gave hm a disgusted
glare. She looked, he thought, quite frightened. She should be. She would be lucky if she came out of this
with her life. There was no reason why Fay and Sheck should not kill her, none whatever, and every
reason that they should. At the present, of course, they were keeping her dive so that they could use her
to make Chester Wilson tdl them what they wanted to know.

A gim impulse pulled him to the door. He followed Fay and Sheck. He followed them through two
rooms, moving slently—and met them face to face unexpectedly.

“What're you falowing us for?” Sheck demanded harghly.
“The binoculars. Y ou took them with you.”
“I put them on the hdll table,” Sheck growled. “Here, I'll show you.”

Sheck went back and showed where he had left the binoculars, and Fay followed him with an
expressionless face. Then Fay and Sheck left again. They went outdoors, stepping out of a Sde door.

He watched Fay and Sheck stop on the porch. He could see their faces quite clearly, because the hdll
light in the room behind them was on, throwing illumination through the door glass.

He saw Fay and Sheck stop quite close together and stand garing at the distant shack to which the
group from Stripe Lodge had fled.

He saw Sheck say, “He was fallowing us just then!”
He saw Fay say, “Naurdly.”
That he saw them speaking was the literd truth, and he was damned glad, as he had been a few times



before, that hed had the days and days of patience that it had taken him to learn lip-reading, and to
become killed at it. Hed learned the trick quite a number of years ago, become farly good at it, good
enough to become amug about himsdf. Now, in the next minute or two, he wished fervently held kept
practicing, kept hisskill a more of a peak. Because he missed some of what they said.

He missed what Sheck said next. But it must have been a question.
Answering, Fay said, “Of course he would follow us. Don't you know who he is?’
“A guy who says his name is Joe Powdll, an orchestra—"

Fay interrupted, and what he said was dso missed. The news, whatever it was, shocked Sheck. It took
the inddes out of Sheck for a moment.

Fay sad, “Don't act so surprised, you fool!”

Sheck did the normd things a man does to get control of himsdf, saring fixedly a an unimportant
object—in this case, the porch railing—and rubbing the pam of his right hand over the closed fig of his
right.

“You are sure heis Doc Savage?’ Sheck demanded.

Fay evidently said he was certain.

“Good God!” Sheck said.

“Don't let on!”

“Oh, murder!” Sheck said, and hislips were giff enough to make reading them difficult.
“Tekeit easy. He has no idea | have guessed who heis”

“When did you?’

“The way he got around when the mess started at the Lodge. | guess it was in the back of my mind
before that. | knew he was somebody important, and then it dawned on me who he was.”

“But Savage doesn't look like this bird?’

“A good disguise job.”

Sheck turned his back now, so the remainder of his part of the conversation was guesswork.
Sheck said something, evidently a query.

“Oh, the American government put him on the case, probably,” Fay said. “He's the man they would
naturdly assign on such a big matter.”

Sheck, another query.

“Yes, dammit, I'm mortdly sure heis Savage.”

Sheck, evidently with an idea.

Fay told him, “Lisgten, you take my orders, brother. And lay off Savage. Don't let on.”



Sheck spoke.

Fay sad, “Because of dl the people in the world likdy to get what they go after, Savage is the most apt.
So heis hdping us. So we get Chester Wilson, with Savage's help. So then Savage doesn't know we
suspect him and we will—if | may use a tough phrase—knock him off.”

Sheck, apparently an objection.
Fay: “By damn, youll do itif | say s0.”
The two waked on toward the garage.

HE dared after Fay and Sheck, and he was grimmer than he had been a any time so far. It dways
disgusted him when he took elaborate pains, and hatched a flop. Suddenly his faith in his disguise
dropped like water going down adrain.

Sure, he was Doc Savage. There actudly was a Joe Powell who had a barrelhouse orchestra, but he was
now keeping out of Sght and sound &t the request of the State Department, by way of aiding the generd

plan.

So now they knew he was Doc Savage, not Joe Powdl. At least Fay and Sheck knew it, and were
keeping it to themsdlves hoping to make use of him. The deceivers were decelving the deceived, and
somebody was going to get, in the end, a sudden and quick death. If he weren't careful.

Doc turned back into the room.
Edith Hacyon was garing a him.

She examined him in a fixed, unwinking strange fashion for the space of three or four good long breaths,
then she came to him, stepping with a quick, dramatic haste. She got close to him before she spoke, and
then she kept her voice low.

“Arent you Doc Savage?’ she asked.

He said glumly, “Is there a Sgn on me?’

Chapter VIII
HE shouldn't have admitted it, he saw. Because she hadn't known who he was. She had been guessng.

She sad, “Oh, you big juke box!” And she turned away and sat down.

He was puzzled as to how she had managed to tag him, and turning the matter over in his mind, findly
decided she mugt have taken some kind of a random guess. But he didn't quite understand how she had
guessed his name out of thin air.

Oh, wel, he thought—she doesn't think | am Doc Savage, so no harm is done.

Unless—and he began to shudder at the possbility—she made some facetious remark to Fay and Sheck
about thinking he was Savage. That wouldn't be good. Fay and Sheck wouldn't dare let a thing like that

pass.



He said, “Miss Hacyon.”

“yYes”

“Say nathing to Fay or Sheck about what you just said to me.”

“Y ou mean about your being Doc Savage?’

“yes”

“Why not?’

“Jud keep it to yoursdf,” he said.

She stared a him. “ Say, you're not redly tdling me you are Savage?’

He did not think there was much chance of her bdieving it, or he would have. There was no percentage
in gtarting a long argument to convince her who he was. Particularly an argument with a woman.

“Thisisno time to sl you the idea,” he said.

He used his normd speaking voice, which was deep and controlled—or should have been considering
the amount of voice traning hed had. He had been, until now, spesking with a higher and dightly
microphonish voice which was somewhat Smilar to the voice of the red Joe Powell. It was not a great
change from norma, modtly alifting of tone, and since excitement tends to make a man's voice get higher
inpitch, hed had no trouble with it. But now he spoke normdly.

He saw the blankest of 1ooks come over the girl's face.

He was puzzed a firg. Then he redized tha she was suddenly convinced that he was actudly Doc
Savage. He wondered what had decided her. His voice? How the devil would she know anything about
hisvoice? He didn't give radio speeches, and kept pretty quiet in public.

She enlightened him. “You are Savage!” she said srangdly. “I work in a doctor's office He has a
sound-picture of you making a delicate brain operation, and he has me run the picture before he makes
an operation of that type. I've run it scores of times. Y our voice—you are Doc Savage.”

So that was how she knew.
“Keep it under your hat,” he warned.
She nodded.

THERE was nothing to do but watch the shack where the people from Stripe Lodge had gone, and wait
for developments. Doc Savage settled down to doing that, growing most uncomfortable because of the
girl's attitude.

Discovering that he was Savage hadn't affected her as he had expected. He'd supposed she would
accept it, show alittle surprise, and continue her worry. She didn't.

Her atitude toward him changed. He could fed the difference. She tightened up vishbly, and he got the
impresson she was stunned.



In the end, he was bothered. Why was she so affected? Because she was an enemy? That was
disurbing.

He wished hitterly that women would stay out of the world's troubles, or at least that he could figure them
out easier.

He got up suddenly and went to the garage. Fay and Sheck were there.

“Both cars are ready to go,” Fay said. “Theré's nothing to do but wait for them to leave that shack, then
follow them.”

He frowned at Fay and Sheck and said, “Just how tough are you fellows going to be when | take the bit
inmy teeth?’

“Eh?’ Fay frowned.

“l am going down to that shack.”

“Why?

“Because | suddenly can't wait around here any longer.”

“Takeit easy,” Fay sad. “I know where they will go after they leave the shack.”

“How do you know you know? It's been demonstrated that they suspected you of being a black sheep.
How do you know they didn't give you alot of misnformation?’

“Well—’

“I'l tdl you what | mean by the bit in my teeth,” he said. “I'm gaing down to that shack. I'm going to see
whet | can see and hear.”

“l don't think—"

“The point I'm trying to make is that it won't make any difference what you think. I'm going. I'm not in the
mood to St around here and hope another of your schemes will work.”

Fay didnt likeit, and his neck got alittle red. But contralling himsdf, he said, “Thisis a poor time for a
fight, SO we won't say any more about it.”

“Want to keep track of me with the binoculars?’

“yYes”

“I'll take a flashlight. Either of you read the Morse code?’
They didn'.

He said, “Three flashes for danger, three and one for danger but come, one and three for come in a hurry
and it's safe” He went on giving them asmple Sgnd code. He had them repest it.

Edith Hacyon gave him a white-faced, horrified look when he informed her that he was going. Maybe
she didn't want him to leave her here done. Was that it? Or was she worried about the gang in the
shack?



THE shack was not exactly the rattletrap which it had appeared to be through the night distance. It was
large, and he decided, on closer ingpection, that it was redly a plane hangar, large, comfortable and
probably steam-heated, on the edge of arather cramped flying fidd.

He was lying in the snow—he had brought a white sheet from the house, and with his white skiing parka,
he was not having trouble concedling himsdf, when a plane went over.

It came from the west, from the direction of Saranac, and it was dowly losng dtitude. After passing,
quite low over the shack and the smdl airport, the plane did a gentle three hundred Sixty degree turn over
the burning Stripe Lodge.

The plane occupant or occupants were not interested in Stripe Lodge, but in the little field by the shack.
He was sure of that, because the plane bracketed one sde of the fidd carefully coming and bracketed
the other leaving.

The plane droned overhead. It was alarge, snaky looking job in bright orange, two radid motors, and a
fa roomy cabin. It was on Kis.

It left.

A man came out of the hangar-shack, carefully wrapped a long yard-wide white cloth about him—it
looked like arplane fabric—and replaced another man who had been crouching, unncticed, in a
snowdrift near the door. Lookouts were being changed.

Doc Savage tore his sheet into strips, and bound the white cloth over the parts of his dothing which were
not white, and over his face, except for the eyes.

He could, now that he knew where to ook, see the lookout's bresth seaming occasiondly. Hoping to
prevent being betrayed by the same thing himsdlf, he made a pad over his mouth of loose cloth, so that
his bresth at least wouldn't rush out in puffs.

He decided to take the risk of presuming there was just the one lookout. He crawled ahead. There was a
little wind, whipping loose snow-devils dong the surface of the drifts. These helped hide him.

He had no idea of overhearing anything. That would be expecting too much. But he did hope to find out
whether they had an automobile or automobiles in the building, or whether there were planes. The place
was about big enough for two planes.

He got a break, though, when a man—the fat man who had sat in the lobby of Stripe Lodge with the
hunting rifle on his Igp before the blowup—opened the door.

“See anything?’ he called.

“No,” the lookout said. “Damn, it's cold out here.”

“Well relieve you in awhile”

“Why didn't the plane land?’

“Afrad to. They saw thefire a the lodge, and got nervous.”
“Probably a good thing.”

“Probably.”



“How'd you get in touch with them? Thought they didn't dare use ther radio.”

“They've landed on alake. They got to a telephone and called me, a minute ago. They've hired a farmer
to bring them over.”

“You think it's safe for them to drive up here?’

“They won't. They'll park a mile down the road, and walk it. Or rather, ski it. They've got skis. Therell
be two of them, athin man and a heavy one, so if you see them coming, it's okay.”

“Do you know them persondly?’

“No. I've just got the description they gave over the telephone.”

“How soon will they be here?’

“Oh, not for at least an hour.”

“I'l keep an eye peded.”

“Yes, and don't forget about Fay, Sheck and that stranger who caled himsdf Powell.”
“You think they're around?’

“Somewhere. Sure”

“ Suppose they should tip the police that were here?’

“Fay won't. Fay will think we have Chester Wilson here, and will try to get Wilson himsdf. He won't
know we've got Wilson sdted away where he's safe.”

“What'll we do when these two guys come?’

“If they're willing to buy & our price, well dl load into the two planesin this hangar, pick up Wilson, and
et the job done”

“Thetll be aload off my mind.”

“Let's hope it waights down our pockets with money,” the fat man said. He went back into the hangar.

DOC SAVAGE lay dill for a while. He suddenly fdt very cold, benumbed and uncomforteble. It was
probably disgppointment. The temperature didn't seem to be much lower than zero, which wasn't very
frigid for Lake Placid at thistime of the year.

He began backing away from the hangar, going carefully so that the lookout would not discover him.

He decided to go to the lodge, which was giill smouldering and attracting a crowd. His two aides, Monk
and Ham, might have arrived by now.

He went rgpidly when he was in the cover of trees, haunting the shadows. Drawing near the lodge, he
removed the torn sheets, which would look suspicious.

Despite dl the commotion, smoke and flame, Stripe Lodge had not been greatly damaged. The east
wing, which comprised the bhig lobby mosly, was a ruin on which a sngle hose ill poured water. Soot



and dirty water had made a mess of the skating rink.

Not sure just what ideas the public and the police had about the fire, Doc did not make himsdf too
congpicuous. Then he heard a voice saying, “One of the guests was carrying a gasoline stove across the
lobby. It exploded. Set the whole place &fire”

“Hurt anyone?’
“No, they were lucky.”

Savage moved on, thinking: So that's the way they explained away the excitement. He made a mentd
note to notify Army Intelligence and the F. B. |. so that they could begin picking up the gaff of Stripe
Lodge before they had a chance to disappear. He was tempted to tdl the loca police, then decided
agand it, because of the lengthy explanations involved. He began looking for a telephone.

Before he found the telephone, he discovered Monk and Ham. Or rather, they found him, because he
hedn't immediately recognized them. They were disguised.

“We got here about fifteen minutes ago,” Ham explained.

Doc Savage examined them, and decided he didnt like their disguises. What Monk and Ham had
done—which might be the reason he was irritated—was get themsalves worked over dong the lines
which Jonas House, the Hollywood wonderboy, had used on Doc. But Jonas House hadn't done this
job. Doc grimaced.

“That's a great job of disguisng yoursdves,” he said.

Monk Mayfar, missng the sarcasm, said, “I'll pass that dong to Dot. Shelll be very pleased to know you
were impressed.”

“Who is Dot?’

“She's featured in that show at the Gleever Theater. Quite a little actress, Dot is. Helped us with these
disguises”

Ham Brooks said, “ She's one of Monk's tramps, and she meant wdl.”
Monk, startled and indignant, wheeled and demanded, “ Say, cut out thet tramp stuff—"

“l said she meant well, didn't 17" Ham turned to Doc Savage. “Doc, | can see you're not so hot about us
looking thisway, but | thought the girl did afair job on us. No fdse wigs, greasepaint or shell-teeth. Bt |
suppose it was alittle too much like Sherlock Holmes double-billed cap.”

“Forget it,” Doc sad. “You fellows came by plane?’
“Thet'sright.”

“You didn' fly over here afew minutes ago?’

“No, we were just getting here when that one went over.”

He gtarted to tdl them about the plane—and an idea hit him. He stared at them, weighing his idea againgt
ther dtered appearance.

Monk Mayfar was a short wide long-armed man with a surprisng collection of resemblances to a



pleasant-faced ape. He had very carefully shaved the brigling red hair off the backs of his hands, mowed
and reshaped his brigling red eyebrows, dyed them and his hair. Also he wore, for quite a change,
clothes that fit him. The dteration was considerable.

Ham Brooks, who was a dender dapper man, wide of shoulder and somewhat too thin about the middle,
was more difficult to change. He had blonde har now, not dark, and his suit was cheap and ill-fitting.

Monk had been scowling a Ham. Now he muttered, “The more | think about it, the less | like this tramp
Suff you are dways putting out about my lady friends. The next crack you make like that is going to get
you turned into a hamburger.”

Doc Savage interrupted hastily. He recognized the sgns of a quarrd that had probably been in progress
during their whole trip up from New Y ork.

“Maybe Dot had something after dl,” Doc said.
“Sure she has” Monk said. “If this foul-mouthed shyster lawyer keeps on riding—"
“Pogtponeit!” Doc said.

His nerves were on edge, and irritation got into his voice. Monk and Ham looked a him, startled, then
embarrassed.

Monk muttered, “Ham and | were just having alittle—’

“Y ou have them twenty-four hours a day, | sometimes think,” Doc said sourly. “Let's postpone this one
fuss”

“Sure” Monk said hadlily.

“All right,” Doc said. “Now, hereiswhat | meant by saying Dot might have had something after dl. You
fdlows don't look like your norma salves, and that may give us a chance to pull something—if you want
to take therisk.”

“Lead ustoit,” Monk said.

“Dont you want to know what you're getting into?’ He frowned, and became more sober. “Both of you
know the sze of the matter involved, and you should weigh that againg the vaue 