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That season the entire Paris business world assembled
for lunch at the Hotel Majestic. Men of all nations were to
be met there, with the exception of the French, Business
talks were conducted between courses and contracts were
signed to the pani of orch 1 music, the pop-
ping of corks and the chattering of women.
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A tall, grey-headed, clean-shaven man, a relic of
France's heroic past, paced the priceless carpets of the ho-
tel's magnificent hall with its gleaming plate-glass revolving
doors. He was dressed in a loose-fitting, black frock-coat,
silk stockings and patent-leather shoes with buckles, and
wore a silver chain of office on hig chest. This was the
chief commissionaire, the personification of the company
that operated the Majestic.

His rheumatic hands clasped hehind his back, he came
to a halt in front of the glass partition hehind which the
guests were lunching amidst palms and blossoming trees
in green tubs. He Jooked for all the world like a biologist
studying plant and insect life through the glass wall of an
aquarium,

The women looked lovely, there was no denying it. The
young ones were seductive in their youth, in the flash of
their eyes—the Anglo-Saxon hlue, the French dark violet,
the South American black as night. The elder women wore
toilets that served as a piquant sauce to their fading
beauty.

As far as women were concerned all was well. The chief
commissionaire, however, could not say the same about
the men seated in the restaurant.

From what weed-bed had these fellows emerged in the
post-war years—fat, short of stature, with beringed hairy
fingers and flushed cheeks that defied the razor?

From morning to night they busied themselves with
the consumption of all manner of drinks. Their hairy fin-
gers spun money out of the air, money, money, money. . ..
In the majority of cases they came from America, that
accursed country where people waded up to their knees

in goid‘and were going to buy up the good old world at
a bargain price.
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A long, suave Rolls Royce with a mahogany-panelled
body glided noiselessly up to the hotel entrance. The com-
missionaire, his chain rattling, hurried to the revolving
doors.

The first to enter was a man of medium stature with
a pale, sallow face, a short, trimmed black beard, and a
fleshy nose with distended nostrils. He wore a long, sack-
like coat and a bowler hat tilted over his eyes.

The man stood still, disdainfully awaiting his eompan-
ion; she had stopped to talk to a young man who had
darted out to meet their car from behind a column of
the hotel portico. With a nod of her head she passed
through the revolving doors. This was the famous Zo&
Montrose, one of the smartest women in Paris. She wore
a white woollen costume, the sleeves trimmed with black
monkey fur from wrist to elbew. Her diminutive felt hat
was the creation of the great Collot. Her movements were
confident and negligent. She was tall, svelte, handsome,
with a long neck, 2 somewhat large mouth and a nose
very slightly turned-up. Her bluish-grey eyes gave the im-
pression of both coldness and passion.

“Are we going to lunch, Rolling?” she asked the man
in the howler hat.

“Not yet. I'll talk to him before lunch.”

Zoé Montrose smiled, condescendingly excusing the
sharp tone in which he answered her. The young man who
had spoken to Zo€ at the car slipped through the revolv-
ing doors, His old, worn overcoat was unbuttoned and he
carried a stick and soft felt hat in his hand. His excited
face was sprinkled with freckles and the thin, stiff mous.
tache looked as if it were glued in place. He apparently
intended shaking hands but Rolling, keeping his in his
overcoat pockets, spoke to him in still sharper tones.

“You are a quarter of an hour late, Semyonov.”
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%] was detained.... On our business.... I'm terribly
sorry.... Everything has been arranged.... They
agree. ... Tomorrow they can leave for Warsaw....”

“If you shout at the top of your voice like that you'll
be thrown out of the hotel,” said Rolling, staring at him
with dull eyes that boded no good.

“Excuse me, I'll whisper.... Everything is ready in
Warsaw, passports, clothing, weapons, and so on. Early
in April they will cross the frontier....”

“Mademoiselle Montrose and I are going to lunch now,”
said Rolling. “You will go to these gentlemen and tell them
that I wish to sce them today a little after four. And tell
them that if they think they can double-cross me, I'll hand
them over to the police....”

This conversation took place at the beginning of March
in the year 192....

3

At dawn a rowing-boat pulled into the bank near the
landing-stage of the rowing school on the River Kres-
tovka in Leningrad.

Two men got out and there at the water’s edge talked
for a few minutes—actually only one of them spoke,
brusquely and imperatively, while the other gazed at the
swollen waters of the calm, dark river. The spring dawn
broke through the blue of night away beyond the thickets
on Krestovsky Island.

Then the two of them bent over the boat and the flame
of a match lit up their faces. They lifted some bundles
from the bottom and the one who had not spoken took
them and disappeared into the forest while the one who
had done the talking jumped into the boat, pushed off
from Ehc bank and rowed away with a creak of rowlocks.
The sz}houctte of the rower passed through a streak of
dawnlighted water and disappeared into the shadow of
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the opposite bank. A tiny wave splashed against the land-
ing-stage.

Tarashkin, stroke oar of the Spartak racing gig, was
on duty that night at the club’s boathouse, Tarashkin was
young and it was spring, so he did not thoughtlessly waste
the swift-flying hours of lis life in slecp, but sat on the
landing-stage over the dreamy water, his arms clasping
his knees.

There was plenty to think about in the silence of the
night. For two years in succession those damned Musco-
vites, who did not know even the smell of real water, had
defeated the Leningrad Rowing School in the singles,
fours, and eights. And that was humiliating.

A sportsman, however, knows that defeat leads to vic-
tory. That was one thing and then there was the fascina-
tion of the spring sunrise filled with the pungent odour of
grass and wet wood that gave Tarashkin the confidence
essential to successful training in preparation for the grand
regatta in June.

Sitting on the landing-stage, Tarashkin had seen the
boat draw up and, later, leave the river-bank. In general,
Tarashkin had an imperturbable kind of mind, but on this
occasion there was something that struck him as strange:
the two men who came in the boat were as like each other
as two peas in a pod. They were the same height, were
dressed in similar wide overcoats and soft felt hats worn
lIow on the forehead, and both had pointed beards.

But then, after all, it wasn’t his headache, there was
nothing in the laws of the Republic forbidding a man to
go about with his double, by day or by night, on land or
on water. Tarashkin would probably have forgotten all
about the men with the pointed beards if it had not been
for what occurred that same morning in a half-ruined.
boarded-up country cottage standing in a birch grove near
the rowing school.
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When the sun appeared out of the rosy dawn over the
wooded islands, Tarashkin flexed his muscles and set out
to tidy up the boathouse yard. It had just turned five when
the wicket-gate opened and Vasily Vitalyevich Shelga ap-
peared wheeling his bicycle down the damp path.

Shelga was a well-trained athlete, museular and light,
of average height, with a strong neck, swift, calm and
cautious. He served in the C.ID. and rowing was part of
his general training.

“Hallo, Tarashkin. How’s things? Everything all right?”
he asked, leaning his bicyele against the porch. “I've come
to give you a hand.... There’s an awful lot of rubbish
here.”

He pulled off his uniform blouse, rolled up the sleeves
on wiry, muscnlar arms and set about clearing up the wood
chips and other rubbish left over from the repair of the
landing-stage,

“The fellows from the factory are coming today, we’ll
fix things in one evening,” said Tarashkin. “By the way,
are you going to put your name down for the sixer team?”

“I really don’t know,” answered Shelga, rolling a bar-
rel of tar. “On the one hand I’d like to help beat the Mus-
covites but on the other hand I'm afraid I shan’t be attend-
ing training very punctually. There’s a funny sort of a job
cropped up.”

“What is it, gangsters again?”

““Loo,k a bit higher, Crime on an international scale.”
That’s a pity. You'd have had a good time with us.”
Shelga went out on to the landing-stage, watched for

a2 moment the patches of sunlight dancing on the water,
knocked- on the boom with his broom handle and ealled to
Tarashkin in a low voice:

« . _ . .
Do you know all the people who live in the summer
bungalows around here?”
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“There are a few who live here all the winter.”

“Did anybody ¢ome to one of them in the middle of
March?”

Tarashkin squinted at the sunny river and with the
toes of one foot scratched the other.

“There’s a boarded-up cottage in that grove over there,”
he said. “Abont four weeks ago I remember secing smoke
coming from the chimney, We thought at the time that
either some homeless kids or some bandit gang had got in
there.”

“Have you seen anybody from that house?”

“Just a minute, Vasily Vitalyevich. Why, I must have
seen them today.”

Tarashkin told him then about the two men whose boat
had visited the swampy river-bank at dawn.

Shelga kept nodding and muttering, “Yes, yes,” and his
sharp eyes narrowed to tiny slits.

“Come and show me that house,” he said, touching the
revolver holster that hung at his side.

5

The house hidden amongst the stunted birch-trees
seemed uninhabited—the wooden porch had rotted and
the windows were fastened with boards nailed across the
shutters. The attic windows were broken, the walls were
moss-grown below the remnants of the gutter spouts and
under the windows there was a growth of goosefoot.

“You're right. There’s somebody living there,” said
Shelga, examining the house from the cover of the trees.
Then he walked cautiously round the house. “Somebhody
has been here today.... But why the hell did they have
to climb in through the window? Tarashkin, come here,
something looks fishy here.”

He ran over to the porch; here there were footprints.
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To the left of the porch a shutter hung down, one of its
hinges freshly broken. The window had been opened in-
wards. There were more footprints in the damp sand
under the window, big marks made, apparently, by a heavy
man, and others, small and narrow, with the toes turned
inwards.

“The footprints on the porch were made by different
boots,” said Shelga.

He looked in at the window, whistled softly and called
out, “Hi, you in there, your window’s open, something may
be stolen.” There was no answer. An unpleasant, sweetish
odour drifted ount of the half-dark room.

Shelga called again in a louder voice, climbed on to
the window-sill, drew his revolver, and jumped lightly into
the room. Tarashkin jumped in after him.

The first room was empty, the floor littered with bro-
ken brick, plaster, and scraps of newspaper. A half-open
door led to the kitchen. On the kitchen stove, under a
rusty cowl, on tables and stools stood a number of primus-
stoves, porcelain crucibles, glass and metal retorts, jars
and zinc boxes. One of the primus-stoves was still hissing
as the last of the kerosene burned out.

Shelga again shouted, “Hi, mister!” He shook his head
and cautiously epened the door leading into a room whose
semi-darkness was cut by narrow strips of bright sunlight
penctrating through cracks in the shutters.

“Here he is,” said Shelga,

At the other end of the room a fully-dressed man lay
on his back on an iron bed. His arms were pulled over his
head and tied by the wrists to the bed rails. His legs were
bound with a rope. His jacket and shirt were torn across
the breast. The head was thrown back in an unnatural
pose, the peinted beard sticking up.

“So that’s what they did to him,” said Shelga examining
the dn'gger that had been driven in to the hilt under the
left nipple. “They tortured him.... Look at this....”



“Vasily Vitalyevich, that's the man that came in the
boat. It can’t be more than an hour and a half since they
killed him.”

“You stay here on guard, don’t touch anything and
don’t let anybody in, d'you get that, Tarashkin?”

A few minutes later Shelga was speaking from the club
telephone.

“Send men to the station.... Check up on all passen-
gers.... Send others to all the hotels and check up on
everybody who returned between six and eight this morn-
ing. And send a man with 2 dog to me.”

6

While he was waiting for the police-dog to arrive
Shelga made a careful examination of the cottage, begin-
ning with the attic.

The whole place was littered with rubbish, broken
plass, scraps of wall-paper, and rusty tins, The windows
were covered with cobwebs, in the corners there were mil-
dew and toadstools. Apparently, the cottage had not been
inhabited since 1918, Only the kitchen and the room with
the iron bedstead showed signs of habitation. There was
not even a suggestion of any sort of comfort and no re-
mains of food with the exception of a roll and a piece of
breakfast sausage in the pocket of the murdered man.

People did not live here, they came to the house in
order to do sumething that had to be kept secret. This was
the first conclusion that Shelga came to after hus inspec-
tion of the building. The state of the kitchen showed that
somebody had been working here with chemicals. An ex-
amination of the piles of ashes on the stove under the cowl
and of some hooklets with turned up corners revealed that
the dead man had heen engaged in nothing more serious
than ordinary pyrotechnics,
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Such a conclusion brought Shelga to a dead end. He
made another search of the dead man’s clothing but found
nothing new. Then he approached the problem from an-
other angle.

The footprints under the window showed that there
had been two murderers, that they had entered through
the window at the almost certain risk of meeting with re-
sistance since the man inside could not help hearing the
noise made by their breaking open the shutters.

This could only mean that the murderers were deter-
mined either to obtain something important at all costs or
kill the man in the house.

Further: if they had merely wanted to kill him they
could have done it much more easily, by waylaying him on
his way to the house, for example; secondly, the position
of the body on the bed showed that he had been tortured
before he had been stabbed. The murderers had be¢n try-
ing to find out something that the dcad man had refused
to tell them.

What could they have been trying to get out of him
by torture? Money? It was hardly likely that a man who
went to an abandoned house at night to indulge in exer-
cises in pyrotechnics would have taken a large sum of
money with him. It was more probable that the murderers
wanted him to reveal some secret connected with his noc-
turnal work.

In this way Shelga’s deductions led him to a fresh
search of the kitchen. He moved some boxes away from
the wall and discovered the trap-door of a cellar such as
are often built dircctly under the kitchen in suburban
summer bungalows. Tarashkin lit a candle end and, lying
on his stomach, provided light for Shelga who made his
way carcfully down a slimy, half-rotten ladder into the
damp cellar.

“Come down here with the candle,” called Shelga out of
the darkness, “this is where he had bis real laberatory.”
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here if it had been. But what have we found out? Let’s go
over the evidence. Firstly, the murder was not committed
for revenge or robbery. Secondly, we know the name of the
murdered man, P. P. Garin. And so far, that's all. Of
course you would say it was Garin who went away in the boat.
I don’t think so. Garin himself wrote his name on that
board. It’s a matter of psychology. If I, for instance, were to
invent such a tricky gadget I'd be so pleased with myself
that I'd write my own name and not somebody else’s. We
know that the dead man worked in the laboratory; that
can only mean one thing, he is the inventor, that is, Garin.”

Shelga and Tarashkin climbed out of the cellar and
smoked cigarettes on the porch while they waited for the
detective to arrive with the dog.

7

A fat, reddish hand appeared over one of the counters
of the Central Post-Office where foreign telegrams were
accepted, a hand with a telegraph form held between
trembling fingers.

The reception clerk looked at the hand for some seconds
and at last realized what was wrong: “There’s a finger
missing, the little finger.” Then he took the form.

“Semyonov, Marszalkowska, Warszawa. Mission half
fulﬁlled. Engincer gone, documents not obtained. Awaiting
instructions, Stas.”

The clerk underlined the word “Warszawa” with a red
pencil. Then he stood up and looked over the grille at
the sender of the telegram. The latter proved to be
a ma.ssivc, middle-aged man with a yellow-grey, unhealthy-
looking, puffed face and drooping yellow moustaches that
covered his mouth. His eyes were hidden behind the nar-
row slits formed by his swollen eyelids. His shaven head
was surmounted by a brown velvet cap.
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“What's the matter?* he asked gruffly. “Take the tele-
gram.”

“The telegram is in code,” said the clerk.

“What d’you mean, in code? Don’t talk nonsense. It's
a commercial telegram and you must accept it. T'll show
you my papers, I belong to the Polish Consulate and shall
hold you responsibie for a minute’s delay.”

Four-Fingers grew angry, his cheeks shook, he barked
rather than spoke, but the hand which lay on the counter
was still trembling.

“You see,” said the clerk, “although you assure me that
your telegram is commercial, 'm equally sure that it's po-
litical and in code.”

The clerk smiled. The yellow-faced gentleman fumed and
raised his voice but did not notice a girl take his telegram
to a table where sat Vasxly Vitalyevich Shelga examining
all hed that day.

He glanccd at the form: “Marszalkowska, Warszawa,”
and ther went round the partition into the public room,
stood behind the infuriated sender and made a sign to the
clerk, The latter eniffed, muttered something disparaging
about the panowe and sat down to write out a receipt, The
Pole suorted irascibly, shifting his weight from one foot to
another so that his p t-leather shoes squeaked. Shelga
looked closely at his big feet. Going to the door he indicated
the Pole to the detective on duty.

“Follow him.”

The morning before the dog had led them from the cot-
tage in the birch grove to the River Krestovka where the
murderers had apparently got into a boat. The day had
brought nothing new. It seemed ohvious that the ermu-
nals had gone to ground in Leningrad. The examination of
telegrams had also been fruitless, Only that last telegram.
addressed to Semyonov in Warsaw, might possess a certain
interest,

The reception clerk gave the Pole his receipt and tor
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latter fumbled in his vest pocket for small change. At that
moment a handsome, dark-eyed man with a pointed beard
came up to the counter with a telegraph form in his hand
and, waiting his turn, gazed with calm hostility at the ex-
pansive stomach of the bad-tempered Pole. ,

Then Shelga saw the man with the pointed beard sudden-
ly straighten up: he had noticed the four-fingered hand and
glanced at the Pole’s face.

Their eyes met. The Pole’s jaw dropped. His puffy eye-
lids opened wide, Terror filled his dull eyes. His face, like
the skin of a monstrous chameleon, changed to a leaden
hue.

It was only then that Shelga recognized the bearded man
who confronted the Pole: it was the double of the man
who had been murdered in the house in the birch grove on
Krestovsky Island. ...

The Pole gasped and made for the door with unbeliev-
able specd. As the detective on duty there had only been
ordered to follow him, he allowed him to pass through the
door and slipped out after him. .

The murdered man’s double remained standing at the
counter. His cold, dark-ringed eyes expressed nothing but
surprise. He shrugged his shoulders and when the Pole had
disappeared handed a telegram to the clerk.

“Poste Restante No. 555, Boulevard Batignolles, Paris.
Begin analysis immediately, improve quality by fifty per
cent, shall expect first consignment middle May. P.P.”

“The telegram concerns scientific research on which my
companion is engaged in Paris where he was sent by the
Institute of Inorganic Chemistry,” he said to the clerk.
Leisurely he pulled a box of cigarettes out of his pocket,
took one out, tapped it on the box and lit it with great
care. Shelga spoke to him courteously.

“Might 1 have a couple of words with you.”

The bearded man glanced at him, lowered his eyelids
and answered with utmost politeness:
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“Certainly.”

“I am an agent of the Criminal Investigation Depart-
ment,” said Shelga, showing his card, “Perhaps we can find
a more convenient place for a tatk.””

“Do you want to arrest me?”

“Not the slightest intention. I want to warn you that
the Pole who just ran away wants te kill you, just as he
killed Engineer Garin on Krestovsky Island yesterday.”

The bearded man thought for a moment. He did not
lose either his calm demeancur or his politeness.

“All right, then,” he said, “let's go, I have a quarter of
an hour to spare.”

8

Out in the street the detective from the Post-Office
came running up to Shelga, his face flushed and patchy.

“Comrade Shelga, he got away.”

“Why did you let him go?”

“He had a car waiting, Comrade Shelga.”

“Where’s your motor-bike?”

“It’s over there,” said the detective pointing to lis
motor-cycle, some hundred steps from the Post-Office, “he
ripped a tyre with a knife. I blew my whistle and he
jumped into a car and drove off.”

“Did you get the number of the car?”

“No.”

“I'll report you for this.”

“But I couldn’t. .. the number had been plastered with
mud.”

“All right, go back to headquarters, I'll be there in
twenty minutes,”

Shelga caught up with the bearded man. For some min-
utes they walked side by side in silence. They turned inte
the Trade-Union Boulevard.

“You're astonishingly like the dead man,” began Shelga.
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“I've heard that many times already,” the other an-
swered readily. “My name is Pyankov-Pitkevich. I read
about the murder in yesterday evening’s paper. It's an awful
business. I knew him very well, a competent fellow, ex-
cellent chemist, I’ve often been in his laboratory on Kres-
tovsky Island. He was developing an important discovery
connected with chemical warfare. Do you know anything
about smoke candles?”

Shelga glanced sideways at him; instead of answering he
asked a further question.

“Do you think Garin’s murder is connected with Polish
interests?”

“I don’t think so. There are much deeper reasons for
his murder. Information concerning Garin’s work has found
its way into the American press. Poland could be nothing
more than an intermediary.”

On the boulevard Shelga suggested sitting down. There
was nobody about. Shelga took a number of Soviet and
foreign newspaper cuttings from his briefcase and smoothed
them out on his knee.

“You say that Garin was working on some chemical dis-
covery and information concerning it had reached the for-
eign press. Some of the things here support your state-
ment, but some things are not quite clear to me. Read
this.”

“In America some interest has been aroused by a report
from Leningrad concerning the work of a Russian inventor.

It is believed that his apparatus has greater destructive
power than anything yet known.”

Pitkevich read it and laughed.

“That’s funny,” he said. “I don’t know. ... I’ve never
heard of anything like that. It can’t be about Garin.”

Shelga offered him another cutting,.

“In connection with the U.S. Navy’s forthcoming grand
manocuvres in Pacific waters the War Department has
been asked whether information is available concerning
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weapons of great destructive power being manufactured
in Soviet Russia.”

Pitkevich shrugged his shoulders: “Nonsense!” and took
a third cutting.

“Rolling, the multimillionaire chemical king, has left
for Europe. His trip is connected with cartelizing factories
processing coal tar and salt products. In an interview given
in Paris Rolling said that his monster chemical concern
will bring peace to the countries of the Old World that
are shaken by the forces of revolution. Rolling spoke very
aggressively about the Soviet Union, where, it is rumoured,
mysterious experiments are being made to transmit heat
energy over long distances.”

Pitkevich read it attentively. He sat for some time
wrapped in thought, a frown on his face.

*“Yes,” he said at last, “it is quite possible that Garin’s
murder is in some way connected with this newspaper
story.”

“Do you go in for sport?” asked Shelga suddenly. He
took Pitkevich’s hand and turned it palm upwards. “I'm
awfully keen on sport.”

“Are you looking for blisters from rowing, Comrade
Shelga? You see these two, that’s proof that I'm a rotten
oarsman and that two days ago I had to row a boat for
about an hour and a half when I took Garin to Krestoveky
Teland. ... Does that satisfy you?”

Shelga dropped his hand and laughed.

“You're pretty smart, Comrade Pitkevich. I wouldn’t
mind having a real tussle with you.”

“I'm not the one to avoid it.”

“Listen, Pitkevich, did you know that four-fingered
Pole before?”

“You want to know why I was astonished when I saw
his hand with 2 finger missing? You're very observant,
Comrade Shelga. Yes, I was astonished, more than that,
I was seared.”
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“Why?”

“That’s what I'm not going to tell you”

Shelga glanced indifferently along the empty boule-
vard,

“He not only has a finger missing,” continued Pit-
kevich, “he also has a ghastly scar across his chest. Garin
did that in 1919. The man’s name is Stas Tyklinski....”

“Did Garin disfigure him in the same way as he cut
through three-inch boards?” asked Shelga.

Pitkevich turned his head sharply towards his inter-
locutor and for a brief space of time they gazed into each
other’s eyes: one of them calm and impenetrable, the other
frank and merry.

“So you do intend to arrest me, Comrade Shelga?”

“No.... There's plenty of time for that.”

“You're right. I know a lot. But you must understand
that no sort of coercion will force me to tell you what I
don’t want to. I was not mixed up in the crime, you know
that yourself. If you like we can play an open hand. The
conditions are: after a good blow has been struck we meet
for an open discussion. It will be like a game of chess.
We're not allowed to kill one another. Incidentally, all
the while we have been talking you have been in grave
danger of your life—believe me, I'm not joking. If Stas
Tyklinski had been sitting in your place, I'd have looked
round, nobody in sight... and would have walked away
calmly to, let us say, Senate Square, and he would have
been found stone dead on this bench with horrible patches
all over his body. Once again, however, those tricks are
not for you. Do you accept?”

. “All right. T agree,” said Shelga, his eyes flashing.
Il make the first move, ch?”

SAWT 3
Naturally, if you had not caught me at the post-

;)‘fﬁcc I. would never have suggested the match. As far as
our-Fingers is concerned I promise to help in your search
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for him. Wherever I chance to meet him I will immediately
inform you by telephone or telegraph.”

“Good. Now, Pitkevich, show me that gadget that you
threatened me with....”

Pitkevich shook his head and then smiled, “Have it
your way, we're playing an open hand.” And he cautiously
pulled a flat box ont of his side pocket. Inside the box
lay a metal tube about the thickness of a finger.

“That is all there is, only if you press one end a glass
capsule inside will be broken....”

9

On his way back to the Criminal Investigation Depart-

ment Shelga suddenly stopped as though he had run into a
telegraph pole. “Huh!™ he snorted and stamped his foot
madly, “hub, what an actor! He's as smart as they make
‘em.”
Shelga realized that he had been completely fooled.
He had stood within two paces of the murderer (of that ke
no longer had any doubt) and had not arrested him; he
had spoken with a man who apparently knew all the ins
and outs of the affair and that man had managed 1o tell
him exactly nothing, That Pyankov-Pitkevich was 1o pos-
session of some secret.... Shelga suddenly realized that
this was a secret of state, even international importance.
And he had had Pyankov-Pitkevich by the tail.... “One
twist, damn him, and he slipped away!”

Shelga ran up the stairs to his office on the third floor.
Op his table lay a package wrapped in newspaper. In the
deep window niche sat a fat, humble-looking individual
in heavy jackboots. Pressing his cap to his stomach he
bowed to Shelga.

“Babichev’s the name, house superintendent,” he said,
breathing out the fumes of home.made vodka, “from house
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number 24 on Pushkarskaya Street, cooperative house.”

“Did you bring this package?”

“Yes, I brought it. From apartment No. 13.... That’s
not in the main building, it’s in the annexe. The occupant
hasn’t been seen for two days. Today I called the police,
forced open the door, and made out an affidavit in accord-
ance with the law.”” The house superintendent covered his
mouth with his hand, his cheeks flushed red, his eyes rolled
and filled with tears and the room was inundated with the
odour of cheap spirit. “That packet I found extra, in the
stove.”

“YWhat was the occupant’s name?”

“Ivan Alexeyevich Savelyev.”

Shelga opened the packet. Inside he found a photo-
graph of Pyankov-Pitkevich, a comb, a pair of scissors and
a bottle containing a dark liquid, hair dye, apparently.

“What was Savelyev’s business?”

“Something scientific. When somecthing went wrong
with the ventilator the house committee asked him to fix
it. ‘I'd be glad to,” he said, ‘only I'm a chemist!’”

“Was he often away from home at night?”

“At night? No, not as far as I know.” The house super-
intendent covered his mouth again. “But he always left
the house at daybreak, that’s true. But night, no, I never
noticed it and I never saw him drunk.”

“Did he have visitors?”

“I never saw any.”

Shelga phoned the police division in the Petrograd Dis-
trict and was informed that in the annexe of house No. 24
on Pushkarskaya Street, there lived Ivan Alexeyevich
Savelyev, thirty-six years of age, chemical enginecer. He had
taken up residence on Pushkarskaya Street in February
and had presented identification papers issued by the
Tambov police.

§lxclga sent a telegram to Tambov for further infor-
mation and then went with the house superintendent to the

26



Fontanka Police Department where the body of the man
murdered on Krestovsky Island lay on ice in the morgue.
The house superintendent immediately identified him as
the occupant of apartment No. 13.

10

At approximately the same time, the mar who had
called himself Pyankov-Pitkevich drove in a closed cab
to an empty lot in the Petrograd District, paid off the
eabby and continued his way on foot. He opened the gate
in a fence, crossed the yard to the back entrance of 2
house and mounted the narrow staircase to the fifth floor.
He opened the door with two keys, hung up his hat and
coat on the only hook in the entrance hall, entered a room
where the four windows were whitewashed half.way up,
sat on a shabby sofa, and covered his face with his hands.

It was only here, in this solitary room (furnished with
bookcases and physical apparatus), that he could at last
give vent to that terrific nervous excitement, almost de-
spair, that had held him in its grip for the last two days.

The hands pressed against his face trembled. He
realized that he was still in mortal danger. He was sur-
rounded on all sides. There was just one chance in his
favour, ninety-nine against. “How careless, ach, how care-
less,” he whispered.

By the exercise of great will power he got his nerves
under control, jabbed his fist in the dirty pillow, lay down
on his back, and closed his eycs.

He allowed his overburdened mind to rest from the
terrible strain. A few minutes of deathlike stillness revived
him, He got up, poured out a glass of Madeira, and drank
it in one gulp. As the wave of warmth spread through his
body he bagan walking up and down, calmly and unbur-
riedly, seeking the slightest possibility of salvation.
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With great care he pulled up the old wall-paper where
it had parted company with the wall near the wainscotting
and drew out from behind it a number of drawings that he
rolled up carefully into a tube. He took a few books out
of the bookcase and together with the drawings and parts
of some physical apparatus packed them in a suitcase.
Listening carefully as he went, he took the suitcase down
to one of the cellars used for storing firewood and hid it
under a pile of rubbish. Returning to his own room, he
took a revolver from the drawer of his desk, cxamined
it, and stuffed it into his hip pocket.

It was a quarter to five. He lay down again and smoked
one cigarette after another, throwing the butts inte a
corner of the room. “Of course they haven’t found it!” he
almost screcamed, threw his legs off the sofa and again
began pacing the room diagonally from corner to corner.

At dusk he drew on heavy, clumsy top-boots, donned
a sail-cloth coat and went out.

11

The police officer on night duty in the 16th Division
was called to the telephone at midnight. Somebody speak-
ing in a great hurry said:

“Send a squad car immediately to Krestovsky Island,
to the house where the man was murdered the day before
yesterday.”

. The voice broke off suddenly. The police officer swore
fnto the mouthpiece, checked up on the call, found that
it came from the rowing school, and rang through there.

The bell rang for a long time before a sleepy voice an-
swered:

“What do you want?”
[13 a4 . »
Did somebody just ring up from there?”
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“Yes,” answered the voice with a yawn.

“Who rang up? Did you see him?”

“No, 1 didn't, there’s something wrong with the
electricity hierc. He said he had instructions from Com.
rade Shelga.”

Half an hour later four policemen jumped out of a
squad car outside the boarded-up cottage. The last glow
of the setting sun made a crimson patch beyond the birch
grove. Faint groans broke the silence, A man in a sheep-
skin coat Jay face downwards near the back door of the
house. They turned him over—it was the watchman, Beside
him lay a handful of cotton-wool saturated with chloro-
form.

The back door was wide open, the lock smashed. When
the police entered the house they heard a voice calling
faintly from under the floor:

*“The trap-door, clear the trap-door in the kitchen....”

Tables, boxes, and heavy bags were piled up against
the wall. They threw them aside and opened the cellar
flap.

Out of the cellar scrambled Shelga, with wild staring
eyes, all covered in dust and cobwebs,

“This way, quick!” he shouted, disappearing through
a door. “Bring a light, quick!”

In the room with the iron bedstead, by the light of the
policemen’s flash-lights, they saw two revolvers (both had
been fired) and a velvet cap lying on the floor; everywhere
there were disgusting traces of vomit that gave off an acrid
smell.

“Careful!” shouted Shelga. “Don’t breathe, get out of
here, that's deadly....”

Backing out and pushing the poli towards the
door he looked with horror and repugnance at a little
metal tube, no bigger than a man’s finger, that lay on the
foor.
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Like all big businessmen, Chemical King Rolling en-
gaged a special office in which to receive business visitors,
where they were filtered by his secretary who established
their degree of importance, read their thoughts, and an-
swered all questions with exaggerated politeness. A typist
converted into pearls of human speech all Rolling’s ideas,
which (if we take the arithmetical average for the year
and multiply it by a financial equivalent) were valued at
about fifty thousand dollars for each fraction of an idea
expounded by the king of inorganic chemistry in the course
of one second. The almond finger-nails of four typists
hovered incessantly over the keys of four Underwoods, The
messenger-boy appeared the instant he was called like the
coagulated material of Rolling’s will.

Rolling’s office on the Boulevard Malesherbes was a
gloomy establishment of serious aspect. The walls were
hung with dark material, there was a thick dark carpet on
the floor and the furniture was upholstered in dark leather.
On the dark glass-topped tables lay collections of advertise-
ments, reference books in brown morocco and the pros-
pectuses of chemical plants. A few rusty gas shells and a
trench mortar brought from the field of battle decorated
the mantelpicce.

Behind the high, dark walnut doors Chemical King
Rolling eat in his sanctuary amidst diagrams, cartograms
and photographs. Filtered visitors passed softly across the
thick carpet of the anteroom, took their seats on leather
chai.rs and glanced nervously at the walnut portals. There,
behind those doors, the very air in the king’s office was
of unbelievable value for it was saturated with thoughts
that cost fifty thousand dollars a second.
rcv::,il:: s}ill“c!::n hfealrt could beat calmly w.hen, amidst the
bt g oo :1-0 the anteroom, the massive bronze door

m of a claw holding a ball suddenly moved
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and through the walnut doors appeared a little man iz a
dack-grey jacket, with the world-famous beard covering
his cheeks, a man agonizingly ungracious, almost a super.
man, with a yellow, unhealthy face that was reminiscent
of his wold-renowned trade-mark: a yellow circle with four
black bars.... Opening the door slightly the king would
fix his eyes on the visitor and say with a strong American
accent, “Entrez.”

13

Holding his gold pencil with two fingers the secretary
asked (with excessive politeness):

“Won't you be 2o good as to tell me your name?”

“General Subbotin, Russian émigré.”

The general anprily straightened his shoulders and
wiped his grey moustache with a crumpled handkerchief.

The secretary, smiling as though the conversation
touched on the most pleasant and most friendly matters,
made a rapid note on his pad and then asked with extreme
caution:

“May I ask, Monsieur Subbotin, the object of the talk
you wish to have with Mr. Rolling?”

“Something of extraordinary importance.”

“Maybe if you were to tell me I conld put it briefly to
Mr. Rolling?"”

“You sec, my object is a very simple one, so to say...
a plan.... Mutual advantage....”

“The plan concerns chemical warfare against the Bol.
sheviks, I presume?” asked the secretary.

“Absolutely right.... I intend to propose to Mr.

Rolling....”
“I'm afraid,” the secretary interjected with charming
H and his pl t face even registered pain,

:‘l'm afraid that Mr. Rolling is somewhat overloaded with
such plans. This week we have received a hundred
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and twenty-four proposals for chemical warfare against
the Bolsheviks from Russians alone. In our portfolio we
have an excellent plan for a simultaneous chemical air
attack on Kharkov, Moscow, and Petrograd. The author of
the plan very cleverly places his forces on the territories
of the buffer states—very, very interesting. The author
even provides a precise estimate of the cost: six thousand
cight hundred and fifty tons of mustard gas for the annihi-
lation of the inhabitants of those three cities.”

Gencral Subbetin turned a deep red from a rush of
blood to his head.

“Then what’s the matter, mister what’s your name,”
he interrupted the secretary. “My plan’s just as good, but
that’s brilliant, too. You must act! You must go over from
words to deeds.... What’s the hold-up?”

“My dear general, the trouble is that Mr. Rolling does
not yet see any return for his outlay.”

“What d’you mean—return?”

“It would be no trouble at all for Mr. Rolling to drop
six thousand eight hundred and fifty tons of mustard gas
from aireraft, but a certain expenditure would be involved.
War costs money, doesn’t it? In the plans that have been
presented to Mr, Rolling he finds nothing but expenditure.
Unfortunately no equivalent, that is no profit, from acts
of sabotage against the Bolsheviks is indicated.”

“Why, it’s as clear as daylight. .. profits, colossal prof-
its for anybody who will give Russia back her lawful
rulers, a lawful, normal social system—mountains of gold
are in store for such a man!” The general, like an eagle,
peered from under his brows fixedly at the secretary.
“Then I must also show the profit?”

“Yes, give the exact figures, credit on the left, debit
on the right, a line and a balance with a plus sign that
might interest Mr. Rolling.”

_ “I'see,” the general snorted, pulled his dusty hat over
his eyes and walked detcrmincdly to the door.
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The general had no sooner left than the voice of
the errand-boy rose in protest at the door, followed by
another voice expressing the desire that the devil might
take the boy; Semyonov appeared in front of the secretary,
his coat unbuttoned, his hat and stick in his hand, and a
chewed cigar in the corner of his mouth.

“Good morning, old boy,” he said hastily to the secre-
tary, throwing his hat and stick on to the table, “let me
straight in to the king, will you?”

The secretary’s gold pencil hovered in the air.

“But Mr. Rolling is very busy today.”

“Nonsense, old boy.... I've got a fellow waiting in
my car who's just arrived from Warsaw.... Tell Rolling
we've come about the Garin business.”

The secretary’s brows flew up and he immediately
vanished behind the walnut doors. A moment later his
head appeared round the door. “Monsieur Semyonov, come
in please,” he hissed in a caressing whisper. And he him-
self pressed the claw and ball door handle.

When Semyonov confronted the Chemical King he was
not particularly flustered, firstly, because he was a boor
by nature, and secendly, because at the present moment the
king needed him more than he the king.

Rolling's green eyes pierced him through and through.
Unperturbed, Semyonov sat down opposite him on the
other side of the desk.

“Well?” asked Rolling.

“We've done the job.,”

“The drawings?™

“You see, Mr. Rolling, there has been a slight
hitch....”

“I asked where the drawings are. I don't see them,”
said Rolling viciously, slapping the table lightly with his
hand.
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“Listen, Rolling, we agreed that I should not only bring
you the drawings but also the apparatus itself.... I've
done an awful lot.... I found pecople.... I sent them to
Petrograd. They got inte Garin’s laboratory. They saw
the work of the apparatus.... And then, the devil alone
knows what happened. ... In the first place there were tweo
Garins.”

“] assumed that from the very beginning,” said Rolling
contemptuously.

“One of them we managed to remove.”

“You killed him?”

“If you like, something of that sort. In any case he
died. That should not worry you; he was liquidated in
Petrograd and was a Soviet subject, so it doesn’t matter.
But then his double appearcd. We made a tremendous
effort....”

“In a word,” Rolling interrupted him, “the double or
Garin himself is still alive and you haven’t brought me
either the drawings or the apparatus itself, despite the
money I have spent.”

“If you like I'll call Stas Tyklinski, he’s sitting in the
car outside; he took part in the whole business and can
give you the details.”

“I don’t want to see any Tyklinski, I want the draw-
ings and the apparatus. .., I'm surprised at your boldness,
to come here empty-handed....”

Rolling was convinced that the coldness of those
words and the killing look he gave Semyonov when he
stopped speaking would shrivel up that lousy Russian
¢migré, but Semyonov, nothing daunted, stuck his well-
chewed cigar into his mouth and continued in his glib
tones:

“If you don’t want to see Tyklinski you needn’t—it’s
no pleasure, anyway. There’s another thing, Rolling, I need

money—some twenty thousand franes. Will you give me a
cheque or cash?”
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For all his tremendous experience and his knowledge
of people, Rolling bad never hefore in his life come up
against such insolence. Something like perspiration ap-
peared on his fleshy nose, 80 great was the effort he made
to keep his temper and not hurl the ink-pot in Semyonov's
freckled face.... (And how many valuable seconds had
been lost through this useless conversation.) Controlling
himself he reached out towards the bell.

Semyonov followed the movement of his hand.

“The fact of the matter is, Mr. Rolling,” he said,
“Engineer Garin is at the moment in Paris.”

15

Rolling jumped up—his mnostrils dilated and a vein
stood out sharply between hiz brows. He ran to the door
and locked it, then came close up to Semyonov, took hold
of the back of the chair with one hand and grasped the
edge of the table with the other.

“You're lying,” he said, bending close to Semyonov’s
face.

“Why should I lie to you.... This is how it was: Stas
Tyklinski saw that double in the Petrograd post-office
when he was handing in a telegram and noted the address:
Paris, Boulevard Batignolles.... Yesterday Tyklinski ar.
rived from Warsaw and we went straight to Boulevard
Batignolles—there in a cafe, we ran into Garin—or mayhe
his double, the devil knows which.”

Rolling’s eyes examined Semyonov's freckled face
closely. Then he straightened up, his breath coming in
short gasps,

“You know quite well that we're not in Soviet Russia
but in Paris—if you commit a crime here I shall not save
you from the guillotine, But if you try to hoodwink me
T'll ecrush you
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He went back to his place and with a look of aversion
opened bis cheque-book. “I won’t give you twenty thou-
sand, five’s enough for you....” He wrote out the cheque,
flicked it across the table to Semyomov with his finger-
nail and then—not for more than a second—placed his
elbows on the desk and pressed his face into his hands.

16

It stands to reason that Zoé Montrose did not become
the Chemical King's mistress by accident. It is only idiots
and those who do not know the meaning of struggle and
victory that put everything down to luck. “Lucky fellow,”
they say enviously and regard the successful one as some-
thing of a miracle. If he falls a thousand fools will tread
him underfoot in ecstasy—the great goddess Fortune has
rejected him,

There was not even a suggestion of chance—it was
wits and will that brought Zo€ into Relling’s bed. Her
will had been tempered like steel by the events of 1919.
Her wits were so sharp that she quite consciously main-
tained amongst her acquaintances the belief that she was
under the special protection of the great goddess Fortune.

In the district where she lived (Rue de la Seine on the
left bank of that river) the owners and customers of the
general shops, grocer’s, wine, coal, and other shops almost
worshipped Zoé Montrese.

Her daytime car—a 24 h.p. black limousine, her tour-
ing car—a quasi-divine 80 h.p. Rolls Royce, her evening
electric car—upholstered in silk, with silver handles and
vases for flowers inside and especially her winning of a
million and a half francs in the casino at Deauville, all
served to arouse the adoration of the arrondissement.

.Excrcising great care and an excellent knowledge of the
business, Zoé “invested” half of her winnings in the press.
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From October (the opening of the Paris season) on-
wards the press kept the beautiful Montrose well to the
fore, At first a petty-bourgeois newspaper published 2
seurrilous account of Zo€é Montrose’s ruined lovers., “This
beautiful lady costs us too much!” exclaimed the news-
paper. After that an infl ial radical paper made
use of the story to rage about the petit bourgeois who sent
to parliament shopkeepers and wine-sellers with an out-
Took that did not extend beyond their own parish, “What
if Zot Montrose has ruined a dozen foreigners,” exclaimed
this newspaper, “their money is in circulation in Paris,
it increases our vital energy. Zog Montrose is to us merely
a symbol of healthy relations in life, a symbol of eternal
movement where one falls and another rises.”

Zog Montrose's portrait and her biography were pub-
lished in all the papers.

“Her late father sang in the Fmperial Opera of St.
Petersburg. At the age of eight charming little Zo& entered
a ballet school. Just before the war she graduated the
school and her début created a furore such as the Northern
Metropolis had never before known. Then came the war
and Zo& Montrose, her young heart filled with loving kind.
ness, donned a grey uniform with a Red Cross on her breast
and hurried to the battle line. She was to be found in the
places of greatest danger, calmly bending over a wounded
soldier amidst a hurricane of enemy shells. She was
wounded, but the grace of her beautiful young body was
not affected; she was taken to St. Petersburg where she
made the acquaintance of a captain of the French Army.
Revolutionary Russia betrayed the allies. Zoé Montrose’s
heart was broken by the Peace of Brest-Litovsk. Together
with her friend, the French captain, she fled to the south

and there, mounted on horseback, rifle in hand, she fought
against the Bolsheviks like one of the angered Graces, Her
friend died of typhus. French sailors brought her to Mar.
seilles on a destroyer. Arriving 1n Paris she threw herself
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at the feet of the French President and begged him to
allow her to become a French subject. She danced for the
benefit of the unfortunate inhabitants of war-wrecked
Champague. She is to be found at all charity fétes, She is
a radiant star that has fallen on to the streets of Paris....”

In essence the biography was true enough. In Paris
she took a quick look round and plunged into life—always
forward, always battling, always striving towards the most
difficult and most valuable. She actually had ruiped a
dozen of the nouveaux riches, those stumpy young men
with hairy, beringed fingers and flushed checks. Zog was
an expensive woman and they were broken.

She soon realized that young men of this class would
not give her a reputation for chic in Paris. She took as
her lover a fashionable journalist, betrayed him for a
parliamentary deputy representing the bigger industrialists
and then discovered that in the twenties of the twentieth
century chemistry was the thing.

She engaged a secretary who made her daily reports of
the progress of the chemical industry and kept her sup-
plied with the necessary information. In this way she
learned of the expected visit to Europe of Chemical King
Rolling.

She immediately left for New York and there she pur-
chased, body and soul, a reporter from one of the bigger
newspapers; this resulted in the appearance of press re-
ports of the arrival in New York of Europe's cleverest
and most beantiful woman, a ballerina who showed a deep
interest in the most fashionable of modern sciences,
chemistry, and who had even abandoned such vulgar
jewellery as diamonds for a necklace composed of little
globes of fluorescent gas. These globes captured the imag-
ination of the Americans,

When Rolling boarded a steamer leaving for France,
on th(: tennis court on the upper deck there sat Zot Mont-
rose in a wicker chair placed between a broad-leafed
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palm that rustled in the sea breeze and a flowering al-
mond-tree.

Rolling knew that she was the most fashionable woman
in Europe and, apart from that, he really liked her. He
proposed that she become his mistress, Zo& Montrose made
one condition-——a written contract, a breach of which
would cost Rolling a million dollars.

Wireless messages from mid-ocean informed the world
of Rolling’s new liaison and of the extraordinary contract.
The sensational news was received by the Eiffel Tower and
next day all Paris was talking of Zoé Montrose and the
Chemical King.

17

Rolling made no mistake in his selection of a mistress.

“My dear,” said Zo&, while they were still on the
steamer, “it would be foolish for me to poke my nose into
your business. You'll socn eee that I'm even more useful
as a gecretary than a mistress. I'm not greatly interested
in women’s nonsense. I'm ambitious. You're a great man
and I believe in you. You must win. Don't forget that I
have lived through a revolution, I've had typhus, I've
fought like a soldier and have done a thousand-mile trek
on horseback. All that cannot be forgotten. My heart has
been seared by hatred.”

Rolling found her icy passion amusing. He touched
the tip of her nose with his finger.

“Baby,” he eaid, “you've got too much temperament
for a businessman’s secretary; you're erazy and in poli-
tics or in business yon will always be a dilettante.”

In Paris he began his negotiations for the eartelizing
of chemieal plants. America was making big capital invest-
ments in the industries of the 0ld World. Rolling’s agents
carefully bought up shares. In Paris he was known as the
“American Buffalo.” And really he was a giant amongst
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the European industrialists. He went straight ahead,
smashing his way forward. His field of vision was narrow:
he saw only one aim before him—the concentration of the
chemical industries of the whole world in his own hands.

Zot quickly studied his character and his fighting
methods. She found out his strength and his weakness.
He had a poor kumowledge of politics and often talked
nonsense about revolution and the Bolsheviks. Without
his knowing it she gradually surrounded him with nec-
essary and uscful people. She connected him up with the
newspaper world and herself guided his talks. She bounght
up little newspaper-men to whom he did not pay any at-
tention, but they did him greater service than the big
newspaper-men since they penetrated into every hole and
corner, like mosquitoes.

When she “arranged” for one of the Right deputies to
make a little speech in Parliament on the “necessity of
maintaining close contact with the American chemical
industry in the interests of the chemical defence of
France,” Rolling for the first time shook hands with her
as he would have done with a man friend.

“0.K., T'll take you as my secretary on a salary of
twenty-seven dollars a week.”

Rolling believed in Zo&s usefulness and from then on
began to tell ber all his business secrets.

i8

) Zo& Montrose kept in touch with a number of Russian
émigrés. One of them, Semyonov, was on her regular pay-
roll. e was a chemical engineer who graduated during the
war, was appointed ensign in the Russian Army, later be-
came an officer of the White Army and in exile had per-
formed all manner of petty commissions and finally sank
us low as the sale of second-hand clothing to street women.

.
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On Zot's stafl he headed her counter-intelligence de.
partment. He brought her Soviet newspapers and maga-
zines and kept her up to date on everything, including
gossip and rumour. He was punctual, quick-witted and not
a bit fastidious.

One day Zot showed Rolling a cutting from a Revel
newspaper containing a report of an apparatus of tremen.
dous destructive power now being built in Petrograd. Roll-
ing smiled.

“Nonsense, that won't scare anybody.... You've got a
much too vivid imagination. The Bolsheviks aren’t capable
of huilding anything.”

Then Zoé invited Semyonov to lunch and he told them
a strange story connected with that mewspaper report.

“,..In 1919, in Petrograd, shortly before I got away,
I met a friend in the street, a Pole by the name of Stas
Tyklinski, we graduated the Technological Institute to.
gether. He had a sack on his back, his feet were bound up
in pieces of carpet, and the figures chalked on his back
showed that he had been standing in queues. In other
words, everything as it should be. But he looked very
cheerful and winked at me. I wondered what the matter
was, ‘P've got on the track of big money, oh, lala, mil.
lions!” he eaid. ‘No, not millions, hundreds of millions,
gold, of course.’ I naturally did not let him go but kept
trying to get him to tell me about it, but he only laughed.
With that we parted. A couple of weeks later I was on
Vasilyevsky Island, where Tyklinski lived. I remembered
his talk about millions and thought 1t would be a good
idea to ask the millionaire for half a pound of sugar. So
1 went to his house. Tyklinski was lying in bed, feeling
pretty bad. His chest and his hand were in bandages.

““Who did this to you?' I asked.

“*Wait a bit,’ he answered, ‘with the Holy Virgin's help
T'll get better—I'Il kill him!®

“*Who?"
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“*Garin.’

“Then he told me, hazily and rambling, of course, be-
cause he didn’t want me to know the details, about an old
acquaintance of his, Engineer Garin, who had proposed to
Tyklinski that he prepare carbon candles for him for some
apparatus of unusual destructive power. He offered Tyklin-
ski a share in the profits to get him interested. He pro-
posed that on the conclusion of their experiments they
should fly to Sweden, patent the apparatus and then ex-
ploit it themselves,

“Tyklinski got busy making carbon pyramids. The
problem was to get the maximum heat effect with the min-
imum volume. Garin kept the principle of the apparatus
a secret but said it was so extraordinarily simple that any
sort of hint would give away the secret. Tyklinski supplied
him with his carbon pyramids but could not persuade
Garin to show him the apparatus.

“Such mistrust infuriated Tyklinski and they often
quarrelled. One day Tyklinski followed Garin to the place
where he was making his experiments—a half-ruined house
in one of the back streets of the Petersburg District, Ty-
klinski followed Garin into the house and for a long time
wandered up and down staircases, through empty rooms
with broken windows and at last heard a loud hissing noise,
like that of escaping steam, coming from the cellar and at the
same time noticed the familiar smell of burning pyramids.

“He made his way carefully into the cellar but stum-
bled over some broken bricks, fell noisily and, some thirty
paces away, through an archway saw Garin’s distorted face
lit up by a smoky oillamp. “Who’s there, who’s there?’
Gar%n shouted wildly and at the same time a blinding ray
of light, no thicker than a knitting needle, ran across the
wall and cut across Tyklinski’s chest and hand.

) “Tyklinski regained consciousness at dawn, for a long
time called for }leip and then crawled out of the cellar on
all fours, blecding profusely. Some passers-by picked him
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up and brought him home on a hand-cart. By the time he
had recovered the war with Poland had begun and he had
to get out of Petrograd.”

This story made a tremendous impression on Zog Mont.
rose. Rolling smiled disparagingly: he believed only in
the power of asphyxiating gascs. Ironclads, fortresses,
guns, huge armies—all these were, in his opinion, remnants
of barbarism. Aeroplanes and chemicals were the only
powerful weapons of war. As to some crazy apparatus from
Petrograd—utter nonsense!

But Za€ was net to be put off. She sent Semyonov to
Finland to collect more precise information concerning
Garin. A White-guard officer engaged by Semyonov
crossed the Russian frontier on ekis, found Garin in
Petrograd, talked with him and even proposed their work-
ing together. Garin behaved very warily. Apparently he
knew that pcople abroad were watching him. As far as
lis apparatus was concerned he said that whoever owned
it would be possessed of miraculous power. Experiments
with a model had given brilliant results. He was only
awaiting the completion of the work on the pyramidal
candles.

19

It was a rainy Sunday evening in early spring and the
lights from the windows and from countless street-lamps
were reflected in the pavements of the Paris streets.

Wet motor-cars seemed to be runming along black
canals over an abyss of lights, wet umbrellas whirled and
twisted, buffeting against each other. The rainy darkness
was saturated with the musty damp of the boulevards,
the smells of vegetable shops, the odour of petrol and of
rich perfumes.

The rain poured down the slate roofs, the grilles of
balconies and down the huge striped awnings over the
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cafés. The flaming advertisements of all manner of amuse-
ments flashed on and oft, whirled and flickered dully
through the haze.

The little people, men and women from the shops and
offices, amused themselves as best they could on Sundays.
The big people, the serious businessmen, sat at home by
the fireside. Sunday was the day of the mob, thrown to
them to be devoured for their pleasure.

Zoé sat amidst numerous cushions on a wide divan,
her fcet tucked up under her. She was smoking and staring
at the fire in the grate. Rolling, in evening dress, occupied
a deep armchair, his feet on a footstool; like Zo& he was also
smoking and studying the coals.

The firelight gave a fiery-red hue to the fleshy nose,
bearded cheeks, half-closed eyclids and the slightly in-
flamed cyes of the master of the universe. He had aban-
doned himself to that period of inactivity so essential once
a weck to rest his brain and nerves.

Zo@ stretched her beautiful bare arms out in front of
her.

“Rolling,” she said, “it is two hours since we lunched.”

“Yes,” he answered, “I also presume that the process
of digestion is over.”

Her limpid, almost dreamy eyes ran over his face. .
Softly and in serious tones she called him by his Christian
name. He answered without stirring in his warm armchair:

“Yes, I’'m listening to you, baby.”

Permission to talk had been given. Zo& moved to the
edge of the divan and clasped her knee.

“Tell me, Rolling, is there a very great danger of .an
explosion at a chemical works?”

“There is. The fourth derivative from coal, trotyl, is
a very powerful explosive, The cighth derivate from coal,
picric acid, is wsed to fill the armour-piercing shells of

naval guns. There is a still more powerful explosive,
tetryl,”
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“What is tetryl, Rolling?”

“The same coal. Benzene (CgHg) mixed with nitric acid
(HNO,) at a temperature of 80° C. gives us nitrobenzene
which has the formula of CgHsNO,, If we substitute 2 parts
of hydrogen (Hp) for two parts of oxygen (0,), that is if
we begin slowly mixing iron filings with nitrobenzene at
80°C, and add a small amount of hydrochloric acid we
get aniline {CgHsNHy), Aniline, mixed with wood alcohol
under a pressure of fifty atmospheres, will give dimethyl-
aniline. Then we will dig a big hole, build an earth rampart
round it, put a shed in the middle and there treat dimethyl.
aniline with nitric acid. During the reaction we ghall
watch the thermometers through a telescope. The reaction
of nitric acid with dimethylaniline will give us tetryl. That
tetryl is the very devil himself: for some unknown reason
it sometimes explodes during the reaction and reduces
huge buildings to dust. Unfortunately we have to deal
with this stuff; when it is treated with phosgene it gives
a blue dyestuff—crystal violet. That stuff brings in good
money. You asked me an amusing question. ... Hmm. ...

I thought you were better acquanted with chemistry.
Hm-m.... In order to make, say, a tablet of pyramidon
from coal tar so as to cure your headache we have to go
through a number of stages.... On the way from coal to
pyramidon or a bottle of perfume or some ordinary photo-
graphic chemical there are such devilish substances as

. trotyl and picrie acid, such wonderful little things as
brombenzylcyanide, chiorpicrin, diphenylchlorarsine and
80 on, that is, those very war gases that make men sneeze,
weep, tear off their gas-masks, choke, vomit hlgod, break
out in sores all aver the body, rot away alive, ,,.”

Rolling was hored on that rainy Sunday evening snd
gladly plunged into a contemplation of the great future
of chemistry.

“1 believe (he waved his half-smoked cigar nese bif
nose), I believe that the Lord God of Sabaoth crest
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heaven and earth and all that therein is using only coal
tar and kitchen salt. The Bible doesn’t exactly say so but
it is to be deduced. Whoever owns coal and salt is master
of the world. The Germans started the war in 1914 only
because nine-tenths of the chemical plants in the world
belonged to Germany. The Germans understood the secret
of coal and salt: they were the only enlightened nation of
the day. They did not, however, foresee that we Amer-
icans could build Edgewood Arsenal in nine months. The
Germans opened our eyes and we realized where we had
to invest our money and now we, and not they, are going
to dominate the world, because since the war we have
the money and we have the chemicals. We’ll turn Ger-
many and other countries that know how to work (those
who don’t will die a natural death and we’ll help them die)
into a single gigantic factory.... The American flag will
encirele the world round the equator and frem pole to
pole like the ribbon on a choeolate box....”

“Rolling, you’re just asking for trouble,” Zo& inter-
rupted him, “they’ll all turn communist.... The day
will come when they’ll say that they don’t need you any
longer, that they prefer to work for themselves.... Oh,
I've already been through that horror. . .. They won’t give
you your millions back....”

“In that case I'll drown Europe in mustard gas, baby.”

“Ill be too late, Rolling!” Zo# hugged her kneces and
leant forward. “Rolling, believe me, I've never given you
bad advice.... I asked you whether there was a danger
of explosion at a chemical works.... In the hands of the
workers, revolutionaries, communists, in the hands of our
enemies, there will be a weapon of tremendous power. . . .
The workers will be able to blow up chemical plants,
powder magazines, set firc to squadrons of aircraft, de-
stroy supplics of gas—they will be able to destroy

1’roml"u great distance everything that will explode or
urn,
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Rolling took his feet off the footstoal, his reddish eye-
ids flickered and for a while he looked at the young
voman.

“As far as I can understand you're again referring

*Yes, Rolling, yes, to Garin’s apparatus. ... Everything
that has been said about it has escaped your attention. But
[ know how serious it is.... Semyonov has broiight me
1 strange thing. He got it from Russia.”

Zoé rang the bell. A footran entered. She ordered
him to bring in a little pinewood box; in it lay a strip
of steel about half an inch thick. Zo€ tock it out of the
box and held it in the firelight, Slots, whorls, and holes
were cut through the whole thickness of the steel with
some very fine instrument and across it the words “Trial
of strength... trial... Garin™ were scribbled as though
with a fine pen. Pieces of metal that formed the interior
of some of the letters had fallen out. Rolling locked long
at that strip of steel,

“It looks like a ‘trial of the pen,’™ he said softly, “it
might have been written in soft dough with a needle.”

“This was done during the test of a model of Garin’s
apparatus at a distance of thirty paces,” said Zo¥. “Se.
myonov maintains that Garin expects to build an appara.
tus that can easily cut through a dreadnought at a distance
of twenty cable’s lengths. ... Excuse me, Rolling, but I in.
sist, you must get hold of this terrible apparatus.”

Not for nothing had Rolling passed through the school
of life in America, To the last ounce he was trained for
the fight.

Training, 25 everybody knows, evenly distributes work
amongst the muscles and permits of the greatest possible
strain. It was the same with Rolling when he started a
fight; his fantasy began working first—it plunged into
2 dense thicket of enterprise and discovered there some-
thing worthy of attention. Stop. The work of his fantasr
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ceased and the brain took over. Common-sense came into
its own, evaluated, compared, weighed, and reported: use-
ful. Stop. The practical mind came into its own, calcu-
lated, considered, and struck a balance: credit balance.
Stop. Will power came into its own, that terrific Rolling’s
will power, as strong as high-grade stcel, and he, like a
buffalo, with bloodshot eyes, smashed his way to the goal
and attained it whatever it may have cost him and others.

This is approximately what was happening today.
Rolling cast a glance into the unknown jungle and com-
mon-sense told him: Zo# is right. His practical mind told
him the most profitable way would be to steal the draw-
ings and the apparatus and liquidate Garin. And that
would end it. Garin’s fate was determined, credit was
opened and will power took over. Rolling rose from his
chair, stood with his back to the fire, and thrust out his chin.

“I shall expect Semyonov tomorrow at the Boulevard

Malesherbes.”

20

Since that evening seven weeks had passed. Garin’s
double had been murdered on Krestovsky Island. Semyo-
nov had reappeared on the Boulevard Malesherbes without
either drawings or apparatus. Rolling had almost smashed
his head with an ink-pot. Garin, or his double, had been
scen the day before in Paris.

The following day at one o’clock Zo# picked up Rolling
at tl}c Boulevard Malesherbes as usual. Rolling sat beside
h(irkm a closed limousine resting his chin on his walking-
stick,

“Garin’s in Paris,” he muttered between his teeth.

Zot sank back on the cushions and Rolling locked
gloomily at her.

.“Scimyonov should long ago have been led to the guil-
lotine,” said Rolling. “He's slipshod, a common murderer,
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he’s an insolent fool, I trusted him and found myself in
a ridicul situation. I supp he’ll drag me into some
nasty business now...."”

Rolling told Zo& about his conversation with Semyo-
nov. They hadn’t managed to steal the drawings and the
apparatus because the hoodlums Semyonov had hired had -
not killed Garin but his double. The appearance of the
double worried Rolling more than anything. He realized
that his opponent was no fool. Either Garin had had warn-
ing of the attempt to be made on bis life or he assumed
that such an attempt was unaveidable and had covered
his tracks leaving them a dummy. All this was very vague.
The most incomprehensible thing of all was—what the hell
was Garin doing in Paria?

The limousine moved slowly amongst many other cars
along the Champs Elysées. The day was warm and damp,
a delicate blue haze wreathed the winged horses and glass
dome of the Grand Salon, the round roofs of the tall
houses, the awnings over the windows, and the luxuriznt
crowns of the chestnuts,

Those occupying the cars—some lolling back, some
with one foot on the other knee, some sucking the knobs
of their canes—were in the majority of cases nouveaux
riches, young men, not very tall, in soft opring hats
and gaudy ties. They were on their way to lunch in the
Bois de Boulogne accompanied by those pretty girls that
Paris gladly supplies for the of foreig

On the Place de I'Etoile’a hired car in which sat Se-
myonov and a man with a fat, yellow face and dusty
monstaches overtook Zogé Montrose’s hmousine, They were
both leaning forward in something resembling frenzy,
watching a little green car that wound its way across
the Place to the entrance of the underground railway.

Semyonov pointed out the car to his chauffeur but it
was difficult to penetrate the throng of traffic. At last
they got through and at full speed tried to eut across in
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front of the little green car. The latter, however, had al-
ready stopped at the Metropolitaine entrance. A man of
medium height, in a voluminous coat, jumped out of the
car and disappeared below ground.

All this occurred in two or three minutes before the
eyes of Rolling and Zog. She called to ber chauffeur to
turn towards the Metropolitaine. They stopped almost
simultancously with Semyonov. Waving his cane, Semyo-
nov ran to the limousine, pulled open the plate-glass door,
and spoke in terrific excitement.

“That was Garin. Got away. Doesn’t matter, though.
I'll go to him at Rue Batignolles and propose an agree-
ment. Rolling, we must come to an understanding: how
much will you give to acquire the apparatus? And you
needn’t worry, I'll keep within the law. Incidentally allow
me to introduce Stas Tyklinski. He’s a very decent
chap.”

Without waiting for permission he called Tyklinski.
The latter ran up to the luxurious limousine, pulled off
his hat, bowed and kissed Pani Montrose’s hand.

Rolling did not offer his hand to cither of them but
glared out of the depths of the limousine like a puma in
a cage. To remain there in full view of all passers-by on
the Place de P'Etoile was not wise. Zo& proposed driving
to the left bank for lunch in the Restaurant Laperouse
which would not be avercrowded at this time of the year.

21

Every minute Tyklinski kept bowing, smoothed his
pendant moustaches, stared at Zo& Montrose with moist
eyes, and ate with suppressed voracity. Rolling sat gloom-
ily with his back to the window. Semyonov chattered away
at his ease. Zo& seemed calm, she smiled charmingly and
with her eyes indicated to the maitre d’hétel that
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he A1l the guests’ glasses more frequently. When the cham-
pagne was brought in she asked Tyklinski to tell his story.

He pulled his napkin from his collar,

“We did not even grudge our lives for Pan Rolling.
We crossed the Soviet border near Sestroretsk.”

“Who do you mean—we?” asked Rolling.

“I and my assistant, sir, 2 Russian from Warsaw, an
officer of Balakhovich’s army. A very cruel man. Damn
him and all Russians, he gave me more trouble than help.
My task was to find out where Garin was conducting his
experiments. I went to the ruined house—the lady and
gentleman, of course, know how the damned swine almost
cut me in two with his apparatus, It was there in the
cellar that I found the eteel strip; Madame Zoé has got it
and has evidence of the effort I made. Garin moved his
experiments to another place. I did not sleep day or night,
1 wanted to justify the trust placed in me by Madame
Zo€ and Mr, Rolling. I chilled my lungs in the swamps
of Krestovsky Island but I achieved my goal. I traced
Garin. On the night of the 27th April my assistant and
I got into his cottage, bound Garin to an iron bedstead
and searched the place thoroughly, Not a thing, It was
enough to drive you mad, there was no sign of the appa-
ratus, And all the time I knew he had hidden it in that
cottage. Then my assistant got 2 bit rough with Garin. ...
The lady and gentleman will understand that we were
excited. I do not say that we acted on the instructions
of Mr, Rolling. No, my assistant forgot himself....”

Rolling looked into his plate, Zo&'s long fingers tapped
rapidly on the table-cloth flashing their polished nails,
emeralds, diamonds, and sapphires, Tyklineki was inspired
as he gazed at that priceless hand.

“The lady and gentleman know how I met Garin at the
post-office a day later. Mother of God, who would not be
scared out of his wits coming face to face with a living
corpse? And then the police came chasing after me. We
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were the victims of a trick, that accursed Garin had foist-
ed another man on to us instead of himself. I decided to
make another search of the cottage. There must have been
a cellar there, That night I went there alone and put the
watchman to sleep. I got in through the window.
Let Mr. Rolling not misunderstand me. When Tyklinski
risks his life, he risks it for an idea. I could very well
have jumped back through the window when I heard such
a banging and ecrashing that would make anybody’s hair
stand on end. Yes, Mr. Rolling, I realized then that the
Lord guided you when you sent me to wrest that awful
instrument out of the hands of the Russians, a weapon
they could turn against the whole civilized world. That was
an historical moment, Pani Zoé&, I swear on the honour of
a Polish nobleman. I threw myself like a wild beast inte
the kitchen, where the noise was going on. I saw Garin.
He was piling up tables, sacks and boxes against the wall.
When he saw me he seized the leather suitcase that I
knew so well, the one in which he carried the model of
his apparatus, and slipped into the mnext room. I drew
my revolver and chased after him. He was already open-
ing the window to jump out, I fired. With his suitcase
in one hand and his revolver in the other he ran to the
other end of the room, took cover behind the bed, and
opened fire. It was a real duel, Madame Zo%. A bullet holed
my cap. Suddenly he covered his nose and mouth with a
rag of some sort and held out a little metal tube towards
me—there was a shot, no louder than the popping of a
champagne cork, and at that moment a thousand little
claws clutched at my nose, eyes, throat, and chest, I began
to snceze and cough, my iusides were turned inside
out, and, excuse me, Pani Zo&, 1 vomited so badly that
I rolled on the floor.” .
“Diphenylchlorarsine mixed with phosgene half and

half—that’s cheap enough, we use it in the bombs our police
are armed with,” said Rolling.

2
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“You are right, sir, it was a gas bomb, Fortunately
the draught drove the gas away quickly. I soon regained
consciousness and managed to make my way home half-
alive, I was poisoned, half-dead, detectives were secking
me all over the town, there was nothing left to do but
run away from Leningrad, which I did with great difficulty
and in great danger.”

Tyklinski spread his arms and howed his head, giving
himself up to the mercy of his employer.

“Are you bure that Garin also fled from Russia?" asked
Zok. .

“He had to get away. After that business he would
have been obliged to give an explanation to the Criminal
Investigation Department.”

“Why did he choose Paria?”

“He needs carbon pyramids. Without them his ap-
paratus is like an unloaded gun. Garin is a physicist. He
knows nothing about chemistry. On his instructions I
worked on the production of those pyramids, after me
the man who paid with his life on Krestovsky Island. But
Garin has another companion here in Paris, he sent him a
telegram to an address on the Boulevard Batignolles. Garin
has come here to watch the experiments with the pyramids.”

“What do you know about Garin’s companion?” asked
Rolling.

“He lives in a cheap hotel on the Boulevard Batignolles.
We were there yesterday and learned a few things from
the concierge,” answered Semyonov. “He comes home only
to sleep and is away all day. He has no luggage. He leaves
the house in a sail-cloth emock, the sort medical students
and laboratory workers in Paris wear, He must be working
somewhere near by.”

“What does he look like? What the hell do I care
about his sail-cloth smock! Did the concierge tell you
what he looks like?” shouted Rolling.

Semyonov and Tyklinski exchanged glances.
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“If the gentleman wishes we will find out what the man
Jlooks like today,” answered Tyklinski, placing his hand
on his heart.

Rolling did not speak at once, but sat frowning,

“How can you be sure that the man you saw yesterday
in a café on the Boulevard Batignolles and the. man who .
went underground on the Place de I'Etoile was one and the
game person and that he is Engincer Garin? You were
mistaken once already in Leningrad. Well?”

Semyonov and Tyklinski again exchanged glances.
Tyklinski emiled with extreme politeness.

“Mr. Rolling surely cannot believe that Garin has
doubles in every city.”

Rolling stubbornly nodded his head. Zo@ sat with her
hands wrapped in ermine, looking out of the window as
though she were not interested.

“Tyklinski knows Garin too well to make such a mis-
take,” said Semyonov, “At the moment we have something
more important to decide. Are you going to let us do this
job alone and one fine morning bring the drawings and the
apparatus to your office on the Boulevard Malesherhes, or
are you going to work with us?”

“Under no circumstances!” said Zot suddenly, still
looking out of the window. “Mr. Rolling is very interested
in Engineer Garin’s experiments, Mr. Rolling would very
much like to acquire the rights for this invention; Mr. Roll-
ing always kecps strictly within the law; if Mr. Rolling
were to believe even one word of what Tyklinski has
said it stands to reason that he would not hesitate to call
the police commissioner and hand over such a scoundrel
and criminal to the authoritics. As Mr. Rolling under-
stands perfectly well that Tyklinski invented the whole

story in order to get more moncy out of him he will be
kind enough to allow him to cont
small services.”

For the first time during that lunch Rolling smiled,

inue to perform some
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took a gold hpick out of his pocket, and
poked it between his teeth. Beads of sweat stood out on
the bald patches on Tyklinski’s red forehead, his checks
hung flabbily.

“Your job will be to give me precise and complete in-
formatien, point by point, in accordance with detailed
instructions which you will receive at three o’clock today
at my office on the Boulevard Malesherbes,” said Rolling.
“You are required to work as decent detectives and noth-
ing more. Not one step, not one word without my
orders,”

22

The gleaming, white, plate-glass-sided train of the
Nord-Sud underground line eped with a soft rumble
through dark, winding tunnels under Paris, past tangled
networks of cables, past niches in which workers crouched
lit up by the pnssmg train, pas! yellow letters on a black
background: “Dub Duh Dul > a drink
that the advertistements hammered into the minds of
Parisians.

A momentary stop. A station flooded with undergronnd
light. Square, coloured advertisements: Wonder Soap,
The World’s Strongest Braces, Lion Head Shoe Polish,
Red Devil Rubber Tyres, sales at the Louvre, La Belle
Fleuriste, and Gallerie Lafayette department stores.

The noisy, smiling crowd of pretty women, midinettes,
messenger-boys, foreigners, youngmen intight-fitting jackets,
workers in sweat-stained shirts tucked under red sashes,
milling and swarming, stormed the train. The glass doors
slide open.... “00-00-00..."” came like a huge sigh from
the whirlpool of hats, staring eyes, gaping mouths, flushed,
happy, angry faces that swirled into the train. Conductors
in brick-red jackets, hanging on to the handrails, forced
the passengers into the train with their stomachs. The
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doors close with a crash; a short whistle and the train
disappears like a ribbon of fire into the black tunnel.

Semyonov and Tyklinski were sitting on a side scat of
the Nord-Sud train with their backs to the door. Pan Ty-
klinski was fuming.

“I ask you to bear in mind that it was only propricty
that kept me from making a scene. I could have lost my
temper a hundred times. As though I've never eaten lunch
with a multimillionaire! To hell with them and their
lunches. I can give as good a lunch myself at the Laper-
ouse and won't have to listen to the insults of a street
woman. ... Proposing that Tyklinski play the detective!
The biteh, the hussy!”

“Oh, cut it out, Pan Tyklinski, you don’t know
Zo&, she’s a wonderful woman, an excellent comrade, Per-
haps she was a bit toe hard on you....”

“Apparently Madame Zoé is used to having dealings
with the dregs of society, with your émigrés.... But I'm
a Pole, I'd ask you to remember that.” Tyklinski blew out
his moustaches in a terrifying manner. “I will not permit
people to talk to me in that tone....”

“All right, Stas, you've shaken your moustaches and
let off steam,” said Semyonov after a short pause. “Now
listen carcfully to me: we're getting good pay for nothing
much. The work is safe, even pleasant: just hang around
pubs and cafés.... Personally, I'm very pleased with to-
day’s talk. You talk about tecs.... Nonsense! I'm telling
you, we're offered a splendid job in the secret service.”

Near Ehc door behind the seat eccupied by Semyonov
and T}'kl{nski 2 man stood leaning his elbow against the
brass upright of the car—the man who had called himself
Pyankov-Pitkevich during his conversation with Shelga
on the Trade-Union Boulevard in Leningrad. His overcoat
iilén}!;i';v;i;tuixzncd u{;, concealing thc.lowcr part of his face,
@ oneolons ;::ifuud ed dm‘m over his eyes. He stood there

¢, sucking the bone handle of a walking-
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stick; he listened to the whole conversation between
Semyonov and Tyklinski, politely made way for them
when they hurried out of the carriage, got out himself two
stations farther on at Montmartre. At the nearest post.
office he handed in a telegram:

“Shelga, C.LD. Leningrad. Four-Fingers here. Menacing
developments.”

23

Leaving the post-office he walked up the Boulevard
Clichy, keeping on the shady side.

From every doorway, from the basement windows, from
under the striped awnings stretched over marble-topped
tables and cane chairs, drifted the sour smell of night
drinking dens. Pasty-faced gargons in short dinner jackets
and white aprons, hair plastered on either side of an
immaculate parting, were sprinkling the tiled floors and
sidewalks between the tables with damp sawdust, setting
out armfuls of flowers, turning bronze handles, to raise
the awnings.

In the daytime the Boulevard Clichy looked dowdy, like
the decorations after a carmival. Tall, ugly old houses
were all oceupied by restaurants, bare, cafés, overnight
hotels and little shops selling tawdry rubbish. The frames
and tin-plate structures of the advertisements, the be-
draggled sails of the famous Moulin-Rouge, the cinema
posters on the pavements, the two rows of anaemic trees
in the middle of the boulevard, the pissoirs covered with
unprintable scribble, the stone-paved readway over which
the centuries had rolled noisily by, the rows of stalls and
roundabouts in their canvas coverings—all this awaited
the night when the idlers and merrymakers would come
up from the bourgeois quarters of Paris,

And when night comes the lights flash on, the gargons
flir busily to and fro, the roundabouts turn to the scream.
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ing music of the steam organs; on golden pigs, on bulls
with golden horns, in boats, sancepans and pots, reflected
in a thousand mirrors, girls with skirts above their knees,
bourgeois with astonishment written on their faces, thieves
with magnificent moustaches, Japanese students with smil-
ing mask-like faces, gamins, homosexuals and morose Rus-
sian émigrés awaiting the downfall of the Bolsheviks—all
race round and round and round. N

The fiery sails of the Moulin-Rouge begin to turn. Bro-
ken fiery arrows dart across the fagades of the buildings.
The names of world-famous night bars flash out in letters
of fire, the raucous trumpeting and wild drumming of jazz
bands stream through the open windows on to the hot
boulevard.

The crowd is noisy with its cardboard whistles and
wooden rattles. The underground railways disgorge more
crowds of people on to the boulevards. This is Montmartre,
the Hill of Martre, its night lights gleaming high above
the city of Paris—the most care-free spot in the world.
Here there are places to leave your money and plenty of
opportunitics to spend a merry night with a laughing
girk.

Merry Montmartre—the Boulevard Clichy between the
two round Places, the Place Pigalle and the Place Blanche,
two centres of ultimate pleasure. To the left of the Place
Pigalle stretches the wide, quict Boulevard Batignolles.
To the right, beyond the Place Blanche, begins the Fau-
bourg Saint-Antoine, the quarter of the Parisian poor and
the working class. From here, from the Boulevard Batig-
nolles, from the heights of Montmartre and Saint-Antoine,
arm.cd workers have descended on many occasions to seize
Pa.ns. On four occasions they were driven back to their
heights by cannon fire. And the lower city, spread along
both banks of the Scine, the banks, offices, luxurious
shops, hotels for millionaires and harracks for the thirty
thousand police, on four occasions launched a counter-
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offensive and the blazing lights of world-notorions dens of
infamy branded the very heart of the workers’ city—Place
Pigalle, Boulevard Clichy, Place Blanche—with the sexual
seal of the lower city.

24

When the man in the loose overcoat reached the middle
of the boulevard he turned intoe a narrow side street
whose worn steps led to the summit of Montmartre; glane.
ing carefully round he entered a dark bar whose habitués
were prostitutes, taxi-drivers, half-starved writers of cou-
plets and would.be artists who from force of habit still
wore baggy tronsers and wide-brimmed hats.

He asked for a glass of porto and a newspaper and
scttled down to read it. The red-faced, moustached, sev-
enteen-stone Frenchman who owned the bar, his shirt-
sleeves rolled up above the elbows of his hairy arms,
was washing glasses under a tap behind his zinc-covered
counter and talking—listen if you like, if not, don't.

“Say what you like, Russia’s given us plenty of trouble
(he knew that his visitor was a Russian, Monsieur Pierrc),
Russian émigrés don’t bring an income any more. Played
out, ol, la-la. ... But we're still rich enough to be able to
alford the luxury of harbouring a few thousand unfortu.
nates. (He was sure that his visitor was a Montmartre
strect trader.) There must be an end to everything, of
course. The émigrés must go home. Hélas! We'll reconcile
you with your big country, we'll recognize the Soviets and

Paris will be good old Paris again, I'm fed up with war,
I can tell you. Ten years of that indigestion, The Sovieta
agree to pay small holders of Russian stock. Clever, very
clever on their part. Vive les Soviets! Their politics aren’t
at all bad. They're Bolshevizing Germany. Excellent! I
applaud! Germany will become Soviet and will disarm

herself. We shan't get helly-aches any more at the though?
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of her chemical industry. The idiots in this district call
me a Bolshevik. Oh, 1a-la. ... I've thought it all out. We've
got pothing to fear from Bolshevization. Just count up
how many good bourgeois there are in Paris and how
many workers. Oho! We, the bourgeois, we can look after
our savings.... I'm quite calm when our workers shout
‘Vive Lénine!’” and wave red flags. The worker is a barrel
of fermenting wine, you mustn’t keep him sealed up. Let
him shout, ‘Vive les Soviets!” I shouted it myself last week.
I have Russian bonds for eight thousand francs. No, you
have to come to terms with your government. Enough
nonsense. The franc’s falling. The damned speculators, the
parasites that feed on every nation whenever currency
begins to fall, that whole tribe of inflators has again moved
back from Germany to Paris.”

A thin man with an uncovered head of fair hair, dressed
in a sail-cloth smock, came hurriedly into the bar.

“Good evening, Garin,” he said to the man reading the
newspaper. “You may congratulate me on my success.”

Garin jumped up and squeezed his hand.

“Yictor,,..”

“Yes, yes. I'm awfully glad. I insist that we take out a
patent.”

“Under no circumstances. Let’s go.”

They left the bar, climbed up the steps, turned to the
right, and continued their way for a long time between
the dirty houses of the Faubourg, past empty lots fenced
off with barbed wire where shabby linen hung on lines, past
tiny factories and workshops.

The day was drawing to a close. On their way they
met groups of tired workers. It seemed that a different
race of people lived up here on the hill, they had different
faces-'—-ﬁrm-set,. gaunt, and strong. It scemed as though
the Frcxach nation had climbed to the heights above Paris
to save xtscl.f .from degeneration and was here calmly and
grimly awaiting the hour when it would be poseible to
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clean ont the lower city and turn the golden ship of Lutice*
into the ocean of sunshine.

“Thia way,” said Victor, opening the door of a low brick
shed with a Yale key.

25

Garin and Victor Lenoir went to a small brick furnace
under a cowl. The little pyramids stood in rows on a
near-by table and on the furnace there was a bronze ring
with twelve porcelain cups arranged around its circum-
ference. Lenoir lit a candle and looked at Garin with a
strange smile.

“Pyotr Petrovich, we've known each other for zbout
fifteen years, haven't we? Surely that’s long enough for
you to know whether I'm honest or not. When I fled from
Soviet Russia you helped me. From that I gather that
you don’t think badly of me, so tell me straight out—why
the hell are you keeping your apparatus hidden from me?
I know that without me, without those pyramids, you're
helpless, Let's act like friends.”

Garin kept his eyes fixed on the bronze ring and the
porcelain cups.

“You want me to disclose my secret?” he asked.

“Yes,”

“You want to participate in my business””

“Yes.”

“If necessary, and I think it will be necessary in the
future, you must be prepared 1o go to any lengths for
success.”

Keeping his eyes on Garin, Lenoir sat on the edge of
the furnace, the corners of his mouth trembling.

“Yes,” he said Srmly, “I agree.”

* The coat of arme of Parue (the sncient Lutice, Lat, Lotetis)
is a golden ship, — Aduthor’s note
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accept you as my partner. You will obey my instructions
implicitly. There is only one condition..,.”

“All right, I agree to any conditions.”

“You know, Victor, that I came to Paris on a false
passport, every night I go to a different hotel. Sometimes
1 have to take a girl from the streets in order to avoid
suspicion. Yesterday I found out that I was being followed.
Some Russians have been entrusted with the job of track.
ing me. Apparently I'm mistaken for a Bolshevik agent.
T must put the detectives on to a false seent.”

“What do you want me to do?"”

“Mzake up to resemble me. If you are caught you can
show your papers. I want you to be my double. We're of
the same height. You can dye your hair, glue on a false
beard and we can buy similar clothes. Then tonight you
will leave your hotel and go to another part of the town

.where you are not known—the Quartier Latin, for ex-
ample. 1s it a deal?”

Lenoir jumped down from the furnace and took a firm
grasp of Garin’s hand. Then he started explaining how he
had succeeded in making the pyramids from a mixture of
aluminium and ferric oxide (thermite) with heavy oil and
yellow phosphorus.

He placed twelve of the little pyramids in the porce-
lain cups and lit them with the aid of 2 fuse cord. A
pillar of blinding flame rosc above the furnace. They had
to retreat to the other end of the shed, to get away from
the unbearable heat and light.

*  “Superb,” exclaimed Garin. “I hope there is no smoke?”

“There is complete combustion at that terrific tem.
perature. The materials are chemically pure.”

“Good. In & day or two you will see miracles per-
formed,” said Garin. “Let’s get some dinner. We'll send 2

messenger to the hotel for your things. Tonight we'll stay
on the left bank. Tomorrow therell be two Garius in
Paris.... Have you got a second key to this shed?”

62



26

In this city there was no stream of gleaming cars, there
were no idle people twisting their necks to see everything
displayed in the shop-windows, no dizzy women, and no
industrial monarchs.

Here there were piles of freshly sawn timber, heaps
of paving-stones, mounds of blue clay thrown up in the
middle of the street, and sections of drain-pipe lying along
the gutter like a huge worm cut into pieces.

Tarashkin of the Spartak Sports Club was making his
way slowly to the club-house on the island, He was in
the best possible spirits. Had you met him you might have
thought him a bit glum-looking, for Tarashkin was serious
and well-balanced, outwardly showing nothing of his mood,
however good it might have been, with the possible
exception of his soft whistling and care-free gait.

He was still about a hundred yards from the tram stop
when he heard scuffling and squeaking between the piles
of wooden blocks, Everything that went on in the city was,
of course, Tarashkin's own personal concern.

He glanced over the pile and saw three small boys in
bell-bottomed trousers and thick, short jackets; snorting
angrily they were all three pounding away at a fourth
boy, smaller than any of them, barefooted, bare-headed
and wearing a wadded jacket torn and ragged to such a
degree that one could only wonder how it held together.
He was defending himself in silence. His thin face was
scratched, his lips firmly set, and his hazel eyes glittering
like those of a wolf-cub.

Tarashkin immediately picked up two of the boys by
the scruff of their necks, gave the third one a kick in a
soft spot so that he squealed and disappeared behind a
pile of wooden blocks.

The other two, suspended in the air, began threatening
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him with awful things. Tarashkin just gave them a shake
and they quietened down.

“Bullying again, you young hooligans,” said Tarashkin,
glancing at their dirty faces. “I'll teach yon to kit kids
smaller than yourselves! Don’t let me catch you again.
Get i1?”

The boys were compelled to give him a positive answer
to his question and muttered morosely:

“All right.”

He let them go and they made off, hands in their
pockets, telling the other hoy what would happen if he
fell into their hands again.

The boy they had been beating would also have run away
but he was too wezk, he just shifted from one foot to an-
other and then with a faint moan sat down on the ground,
his head disappearing in his ragged jacket.

Tarashkin bent over him, The hoy was crying.

“Hi, you, where do you live?”

“Nowhere,” answered the boy frora under his jacket.

“YWhat do you mean, nowhere? Have you got a mother?™

“No."

“And no father? L sce.”

Tarashkin stood there for a short time, wrinkling s
nose. The boy buzzed under his jacket like a fly.

“D'you want something to eat?” asked Tarashkin
gruffly.

“Yes.”

“All right, come along to the club with me.”

The boy tried to stand up but his legs would not sup-
port him. Tarashkin picked him up in his arms—the boy
didn’t weigh more than forty pounds—and carried him to
the tram. They had a long way to go and when they changed
trams Tarashkin bought a roll; the boy bit into it hun-
grily. The last bit of the journey they walked. As Tarashkin
opened the gate of the club.house and let the hoy in he
said to him:
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“See that you don’t steal anything here.”

“T won’t, I only steal bread.”

The boy looked sleepily at the sunbeams playing on the
water and on the varnished sides of the boats, at the green
and silver willow whose beauty was reflected in the river,
at the two- and four-oared gigs and their muscular occu-
pants. His thin face was tired and listless. Tarashkin had
no sooner turned his back than he dived under the bhoard-
walk that ran from the club-house to the landing-stage,
curled up in a ball and, apparently, immediately dropped
off to sleep.

In the evening Tarashkin pulled him out from under the
boards, told him to wash his hands and face in the river,
and took him in to supper. He sat the boy at the supper
table with the club members.

“We can keep this boy at the club,” Tarashkin told his
fellow-clubmen. “He won’t eat much and we can get him
used to the water; in any case, we need a smart boy about
the place.”

The others agreed to let him stay. The boy listened calmly
to this conversation and ate with dignity. After supper he
left the table without speaking. Nothing astonished him—
he had seen stranger things.

Tarashkin led him out to the landing-stage, sat down
beside him, and began to talk.

*What's your name?”

“Ivan.”

“Where did you come from?”

“From Siberia. From the Amur, from the upper
reaches.”

“Long since you left there?”

“I arrived yesterday.”

“How did you get here?”

“Part of the way I walked, part of it I rode on the
brake-beams of trains.”

“What did you want to get to Leningrad for?”
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“That’s my business,” answered the boy and turned
away, “I've come here because I had to.”

“Tell me, I won’t hurt you.”

The boy did not answer and again hunched his shoulders
eo that his head disappeared in his jacket. That evening
Tarashkin could not get anything out of him.

27

The polished woeden racing gig, as slim and elegant as
a violin, was gliding softly over the mirror.like water, its
two pair of oars sliding gently over the surface. Shelga and
Tarashkin, in white shorts and naked to the waist, their
shoulders and backs burned by the sun, were sitting
motionless with their knees drawn up.

The cox, a serious-looking youth in a naval cap and a
searf wound round his neck, was studying a stop-watch.

“There’s going to be a storm,” said Shelga.

It was hot on the river and not a lesf stirred on the
densely wooded bank. The trees stood as straight and still
as if they were on parade. The sky was so saturated with
sunshine that its bluish-white light seemed to be tumbling
down in showers of erystals. It hurt the eyes and one's
temples ached.

“Ready!” ordered the cox,

The oarsmen bent forward over their knees and their
oars flew back, the blades dipping into the water; at a
command from the cox they began to pull, leaning back
and straightening their legs until they almost lay across
the thwarts.

“One, two!,..”

The oars bent under the strain and the gig cut through
the water like a razor,

Regularly, rapidly, in time with the beating of their
hearte—breathe in, breathe out—the oarsmen bent double.
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hanging over their own knees, and then straightencd
out like steel springs. Their muscles worked rhythmi-
cally, intensely, keeping time with the circulation of the
blood.

The gig flew past pleasure boats in which men in braces
were helplessly catching erabs. As they rowed Shelga and
Tarashkin looked straight ahead, keeping their eyes fixed
on the bridge of the coxswain’s nose to maintain their
balance. The people in the pleasure boats only had time to
shout a word or two after them as they flashed past.

“That’s something like!”

They reached the seacoast. Again for one minute their
gig lay motionless on the water. They wiped the perspira-
tion from their faces. “One, two!” They turned back past
the Yacht Club, where the sails of the Leningrad Trade-
Union Club’s racing yachis hung limp in the erystal heat.
A band was playing on the Yacht Club verandah. The
brightly coloured flags and signs along the bank also
hung motionless. Raising a shower of spray, brown bodies
plunged into the water from boats out in the middle of the
river.

The gig made its way through the bathers along the
River Nevka, flew under the bridge, for a few seconds
hung on the rudder of an outrigger four from the Arrow
Club, overtook it (the cox asked politely over his shoulder,
“Shall we take you in tow?”), turned into the narrow,
densely wooded River Krestovka where, under the shadow
of the silvery willows, flashed the red kerchiefs and bare
knees of the women’s training team, and drew up along-
side the landing-stage of the rowing school.

‘Shelga and Tarashkin leaped ashore, carefully placed
t!lcu- oars on the sloping board-walk, bent over the gig,
lifted it on to their shoulders in respouse to the coxswain’s
command, and carried it through wide doors into the boat-
house. After that they went into the shower-bath. They
rubbed themselves red and, following the usual custom, each
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drank a glass of tea with lemon. After this they felt that they
had only just been born into this wonderful world whick was
20 good to look at that it was worth while making it 6t to
live in.

28

On the open verandah, a storey above the ground, where
they drank their tea, Tarashkin told Shelga about the hoy
he had found the previous day.

“A smart kid, just as clever as they make ‘em.” He
leaned over the railing and called to the boy, “Ivan, come
up here.”

He was immediately answered by the patter of bare
feet on the steps. Ivan appeared on the verandsh. His
ragged jacket had gone (for hygicnic reasons it had been
burned in the kitchen stove). He was wearing rowing shorts
and on his bare body a waistcoat of unbelievable age,
tied in a dozen places with string.

“Here he is,” said Tarashkin, pointing 1o the boy.“No
matter how much you talk to him ke won't take that waist-
coat off. How are you going to bathe in that thing? Jt jsn't
as if the waistcoat were any good, it's just a mass of dirt.”

“I can’t bathe,” said Ivan.

“We'll have to wash you in the bath-house, you’re black
and dirty.”

“I can’t wash in the bath. Up to here I can,” and he
pointed to his pavel, cowered, and backed towards the
door.

Tarashkin, scratching his calf where the sunburnt skin
had peeled off, groaned in despair,

“There, you sce, what can you do with him?"

“Are you scared of water?” asked Shelga.

The boy looked at him without a ghost of a emile.

“No, I'm not.”

“Then why don't you want to bathe in the river?”
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The boy lowered his head, his lips stubbornly pressed
together.

“Why are you afraid to take off your iaistcoat, are
you afraid it’ll be stolen?”

Ivan shrugged his shoulders and grinned.

“All right, Ivan, if you don’t want to bathe'you needn’t,
that’s your business. But we’re not going to let you keep
that waistcoat. Here, you can have mine, Take that off.”

Shelga began unbuttoning his own waistcoat. Ivan drew
back. The pupils of his eyes began darting from side to
side. Once he looked beseechingly at Tarashkin but kept
cdging towards the glass doors that opened on to a dark
staircase.

“Oh no, that’s not in the rules.” Shelga got up, locked
the door, put the key in his pocket and sat down right
opposite the door. “Come on, take it off.”

The boy looked round like a wild animal. He was now
standing close up to the door, his back to the glass. He
knitted his brows and suddenly, with a determined move-
ment, threw off his rags and held them out to Shelga.

“Here, give me yours.”

Shelga, however, with great astonishment was looking
past the boy, over his shoulder, peering at the glass door.

“Give it to me,” said Ivan, angrily, “why are you
making fun of me, you're not children.”

“What a dope!” Shelga langhed uproariously. “Turn
round!” The boy fell back as though he had been pushed,
and banged his head against the glass. “Turn round. I can
sec what’s written on your back, anyway.”

Tarashkin jumped up. The boy bounded across the
verandah like a ball and sprang over the railing. Tarashkin

just managed to catch him before he dropped, Ivan’s sharp
teeth bit into his hand.

“You fooll Stop biting!”

Tarashkin held the boy tightly. He stroked his greyish,
shaven head.
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“The kid's quite wild. He’s trembling like =2 mouse.
Stop being a fool, we shan’t hurt you.”

The boy calmed down in his arms, only his heart beat
fast. Suddenly bhe whispered in Tarashkin’s ear:

“Tell him he mustn’t read what’s on my back. Nobody
must. They’ll kill me for that.”

“We won't read it, we're not interested,” repeated
Tarashkin, his eyes filled with the tears of laughter. Shelga
still stood at the other end of the verandah; he was biting
his nails and frowning like a man trying to solve some
riddle. Suddenly he sprang ferward and, notwithstanding
Tarashkin’s resistance, turned the boy round to look at
his back, Amazement, almost horror, was registered on
his face. Under the boy's shoulder blades, partially ob-
literated by perspiration, were words written with an
indelible pencil:

“To Pyotr Gari.... Resul... very comforti...
depth... olivine believe five kilome... continu...
search ... need help ... hunger ... hasten expedi....”

“Garin, that’s for Garin!” chouted Shelga. At that
moment a motor.eyclist from the Criminal Investigation
Department clattered into the club yard.

“Comrade Shelga, an urgent telegram.”

That was Garin’s telegram from Paris,

29

The gold pencil hovered over the writing-pad.

“Your name, air?"

“Pyankov-Pitkevich.”

“The object of your visit?”

“Tell Mr. Rolling that I am auathorized to negotiate
concerning Engt: Garin's apyp he Lnows all
sbout it.”
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The secretary immediately disappeared. A minute later
Garin passed through the walnut doors into the Chemieal
King’s room. Rolling was writing. Without raising his eyes
he offered his visitor a seat. Then, still without raising
his eyes:

“Petty financial operations are conducted by my secre-
tary.” With a weak hand he picked up the blotter and
jabbed it on what he had written. “Nevertheless I'm ready
to listen to you. I give you two minutes. What’s new about
Garin?”

Garin crossed his legs and placed his hands on his knee.

“Engineer Garin wants to know whether you are
aware of the exact purpose for which his apparatus is
designed,” he said.

“Yes,” answered Rolling, “as far as I know the ap-
paratus may be of some interest in industry. I have spoken
with some of the members of the board of our concern,
they agree to buy the patent.”

“The apparatus is not intended for use in industry,”
said Garin, brusquely. “It is a machine of destruction.
It is true it may be used in the iron and steel and mining

industries, but at the present moment Engineer Garin has
different ideas.”

“Political?”

“Hardly. Engincer Garin isn't very interested in pol-
itics. He hopes to establish the particular social system he
finds to his liking. Politics—a mere bagatelle, a function.”

“Where does he want to establish his system?”

“Everywhere, naturally, on all five continents.”

“Oho!” exclaimed Rolling.

“Engineer Garin is not a Communist, don’t worry.
Neither is he fully on your side. I repeat, he has very
extensive plans. Engincer Garin's apparatus will enable
him to put into cffect the whims of the wildest fantasy.

The apparatus has already been built and can be demon-
strated even today.”



“Hm.m!” said Rolling.

“Garin has been watching your activities, Mr, Rolling,
and finds that you hnve scope but lack s great idea. This
busi of the ch and the chemical war-
fare in the air, and the conversion of Europe into an

American market.... That’s all petty, there's no central
idea. Engineer Garin is offering you a partnership.”

“Are you, or is he, mad?" asked Rolling.

Garin laughed and rubbed the side of his nose ener-
getically with a finger.

“You gee, it’s already a good sign that you have lis.
tened to me not two minutes, but nine and a balf.”

“I'm prepared to offer Engineer Garin fifty thousand
francs for his invention,” said Rolling, again beginning
to write.

“I understand your offer this way: you intend, either
by cunning or by force, to get hold of the apparatus and
then deal with Garin in the same way as you dealt with
his assistant on Krestovsky Island. Am I right?”

Rolling put down his pen. Only two red patches on
his face betrayed his excitement. He took a smoking cigar
from the ash-tray, leaned back in his chair and stared at
Garin with duoll, expressionless eyes.

“If we assume that that is just what I am going to do
with Engineer Garin, then what?”

“Then, it scems, Engineer Garin is mistaken.”

“In what?”

“In assuming that you were a crook on a larger scale,”
Garin said slowly, syllable by syllable, smiling and looking
impudently at Rolling, The latter merely blew out a clond
of smoke and waved his cigar in front of his nose.

“It would be foolish to share profits with Engineer
Garin when Ican take the whole hundred per cent myself,”
he said. “Well, in order to put an end to this, I offer
a hundred thousand francs and not a single centime more.”

“You're not at all conmsistent, Mr. Rolling. You're

3



The secretary immediately disappeared. A minute later
Garin passed through the walnut doors into the Chemical
King's room. Rolling was writing. Without raising his eyes
he offered his visitor a seat. Then, still without raising
his eyes:

“Petty financial operations are conducted by my secre-
tary.” With a weak hand he picked up the blotter and
jabbed it on what he had written. “Nevertheless I'm ready
to listen to you. I give you two minutes. What's new about
Garin?”

Garin crossed his legs and placed his hands on his knee.

“Engineer Garin wants to know whether you are
aware of the exact purpose for which his apparatus is
designed,” he said.

“Yes,” answered Rolling, “as far as I know the ap-
paratus may be of some interest in industry. I have spoken
with some of the members of the board of our concern,
they agree to buy the patent.”

“The apparatus is not intended for use in industry,”
said Garin, brusquely, “It is a machine of destruction.
It is true it may be used in the iron and steel and mining

industries, but at the present moment Engineer Garin has
different ideas.”

“Political ?”

“Hardly. Engineer Garin isn’t very interested in pol-
itics. He hopes to establish the particular social system he
finds to his liking. Politics—a mere bagatelle, a function.”

“Where does he want to establish his system?”

“Everywhere, naturally, on all five continents.”

“Oho!” exclaimed Rolling.

. ‘“Engi.nccr Garin is not a Communist, don’t worry.
Neither is he fully on your side. I repeat, he has very
c.t:tensive plans. Engineer Garin’s apparatus will enable
him to put into effect the whims of the wildest fantasy.

The apparatus has alrcady been built and can be demon-
strated even today.”
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“Hm-m!” said Rolling.

“Garin has been watching your activities, Mr. Rolling,
and finds that you have scope but lack a great idea. This
business of the chemical concern, and the chemical war-
fare in the air, and the conversion of Europe into an
American market.... That's all petty, there's no central
idea. Engineer Garin is offering you a partnership.”

“Are you, or is he, mad?” asked Rolling.

Garin laughed and rubbed the side of his nose ener-
getically with a finger.

“You see, it’s alreads a good sign that you have lis-
tened to me not two minutes, but nine and a half.”

“I’'m prepared to offer Engineer Garin fifty thousand
francs for his invention,” said Rolling, again beginning
to write.

“I understand your offer this way: you intend, either
by cunning or by force, to get hold of the apparatus and
then deal with Garin in the same way as you dealt with
his assistant on Krestovsky Island, Am I right?”

Rolling put down his pen. Only two red patches on
his face betrayed his excitement. He took a smoking cigar
from the ash-tray, leaned back in his chair and stared at
Garin with dull, expressionless eyes.

“If we assume that that is just what I am going to do
with Engineer Garin, then what?”

“Then, it scems, Engineer Garin is mistaken.”

“In what?”

“In assuming that you were a crook on a larger scale,”
Garin said slowly, syllable by eyllable, smiling and looking
impudently at Rolling, The latter merely blew out a cloud
of smoke and waved his cigar in front of his nose.

“It would be foolish to share profits with Engineer
Garin when I can take the whole hundred per cent myself,”
he said. “Well, in order to put an end to this, I offer
a hundred thousand francs and not a single centime more.”

“You're not at all consistent, Mr. Rolling. You're
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not risking anything. Your agents Semyonov and Tyklinski
have discovered where Garin lives. Report to the police
and they’ll arrest him as a Bolshevik spy. Then Semyonov
and Tyklinski can steal the apparatus and the drawings.
All that won’t cost you more than five thousand. And so
that Garin can’t try to remake the drawings you can send
him back to Russia through Poland under escort and have
him killed at the frontier. Simple and cheap. Why do you
want to waste a hundred thousand francs?”

Rolling got up, glanced at Garin out of the cormer
of his eye and began walking up and down, his patent-
leather shoes sinking into the silver carpet. Suddenly he
pulled his hand out of his pocket and snapped his fingers.

“A cheap game,” he said, “you’re bluffing. I've thought
out all possible combinations five moves ahead. There’s
no danger. You’re just a cheap swindler. Garin is check-
mated. He knows that and has sent you to bargain. I
won’t give two lounis d’ors for his patent. Garin has heen
followed home and he’s in my hands. (Rapidly he glanced
at his watch and just as rapidly thrust it back into his
waistcoat packet.) Get to hell out of here!”

At that moment Garin also got up and stood beside the
desk with his head bowed. When Rolling sent him to hell
he passed his hand over his hair and said in a hollow
voice, like a man who had unexpectedly fallen into a trap:

“All right, Mr. Rolling, I agree to your terms. You
spoke about a hundred thousand....”

“Not a centime!” shouted Rolling. “Get out of here
before you are thrown out.”

Garin pulled at his collar with his fingers and his
eyes began to roll, He staggered.

“Do.n’t try any tricks,” roared Rolling. “Get out!”

_ Garin groaned and fell sideways on the desk. His
right hand dropped on to the papers Rolling had been
writing and grabbed them spasmodically. Rolling jumped
to the clectric bell. In an instant the secretary appeared.
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“Throw that thing out of here....”

The secretary crouched like a leopard, his elegant mous-
tache bristled and his steel muscles flexed under his thin
jacket. Garin, however, was already edging away from the
desk and howing to Rolling. He ran down the marble
staircase on to the Boulevard Malesherbes, jumped into
a taxi with a raised top, shouted an address, closed both
windows, pulled down the green blinds, and langhed a
short, sharp laugh.

He pulled a crumpled sheet of paper out of his pocket
and carefully spread it out on his knees. On that crumpled
paper (it was torn from a big writing-pad) there were
business notes for the day in Rolling’s scrawling hand.
Apparently, when Garin entered his office, Rolling had
been on the alert and his hand had begun to write
mechanieally, betraying his secret thoughts. Three
times, one after the other, was written an address:
“Rue des Gobelins, 63. Engineer Garin.” (This was Victor
Lenoir's new address that Semyonov had just reported
over the phone) Then: “Semyonov—five thousand
franes.”

“Luck! What devilish luck!” whispered Garin, care-
fully straightening out the paper on his knee.

30

Ten minutes later Garin left his car on the Boule-
vard Saint-Michel. The plate.glass windows of the Café
Pantheon were raised. At a table at the back of the café
sat Victor Lenoir. When he saw Garin he raised his hand
and snapped his fingers.

Garin hurriedly sat down at his table, back to the
light. It seemed as though he were sitting opposite a
mirror: Victor Lenoir’s peinted beard, soft hat, bow tie,
and striped jacket were exactly the same.
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value with all my heart and soul is power. Not just regal
or imperial power—that’s petty, vulgar, and boring. No,
I mean absolute power. Some time I'll tell you about my
plans in detail. In order to get power I must have gold.
In order to rule in the way I intend to, I must have more
gold than 2ll the industrial, banking, and other kings taken
together.”

“Your plans are certainly bold enough,” said Lenoir,
langhing merrily.

“But I'm on the right track. The whele world will be
in my hands—like this!” And Garin clenched his fist.
“The milestones on my road are the genius Nikolai Khris-
toforovich Mantsev, then Rolling, or rather his billions,
and thirdly my death ray....”

“What about Mantsev, then?”

“In 1915 I mustered all the money I could, and more
by sheer impudence than by bribery I freed Mantsev from
military service and sent him with a small expedition to
Kamchatka, to the backwoods.... Up to 1917 he kept
writing to me: the work was hard, terribly laborious, the
conditions under which he worked not fit for a dog....
Since 1918 I've lost track of him, well, you know why....
Everything depends on his prospecting.”

“What is he looking for?”

“He isn't looking for anything. Mantsev merely has
to confirm my theoretical assumptions, The Pacific sea-
boards, Loth Asiatic and American, are the edges of an
ancient continent that has sunk to the bottom of the
sea, Such a gigantic weight must have had some effect on
the distribution of the rock strata that were in a state of
flux. . .. The chains of active volcanoes in South America,
in the Andes and the Cordilleras, the volcanoes of Japan
and of Kamchatka confirm the fact that the molten mass
of the Olivine Belt—gold, mereury, olivine and so on—is
nearer to the surface of the earth around the edges of the
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Pacific Ocean than anywhere else in the world.* Do you
understand so far?”
%] don’t know what you want with that Olivine Belt.”
“In order to conquer the world, old man.... Let’s
drink to our success.” :

31

Zo# Montrose, heavily powdered, with mascara-treated
eyes, wearing the black silk blouse of a midinette and a
short skirt, got off the bus at the Porte de Saint-Denis,
ran across the busy street and entered the Café Globe, a
buge corner establishment with entrances on two streets,
the refuge of singers from Montmartre, second-rate actors
and actresses, thieves, prostitutes, and anarchically-minded
young men of the type that roam the streets with ten sous
in their pockets, licking their dried, feverish lips in their
lust for women, shoes, silk underwear, and everything
else in the world....

Zot found a vacant table. She lit a cigarette, sat down,
and crossed her legs. Immediately an old man brushed
past, muttering huskily, “Why the angry look, ma petite?”
She turned away. Another, squinting at her from his table,
stuck out his tongue. A third came running up as though
by mistake, “Kiki, at last....” Zo& dispatched him briefly
to the devil,

Apparently she was the titbit here although she had
tried to get herself up like a street girl. The habitués of
the Café Globe had a nosc for women. She ordered the
gargon to bring her a litre of red wine, poured out a
glass, and sat with her head in her cupped hands, “That’s
bad, ma petite, taking to drink,” said an elderly actor,
patting her on the back as he passed.

- .
There exists a theory that between the earth’s crust and o

solid core in the centre there is o layer of molten metals, the
so-colled Olivine Belt.—Aduthor's note.
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She had already smoked three cigarettes when the
man she was waiting for at last strolled leisurely into the
café, a morose, thickset individual with a low, hairy
forechead and cold eyes. He wore his moustache
with the ends upturned and his strong neck was tightly
encireled by a coloured collar. He was excellently dressed,
without extravagance. He eat down and greeted Zok curtly.
As he looked round the room some people lowered their
eyes when they met his. This was Gaston Bec de Canard,
formerly a thief and later a bandit in the notorious
Boneaut gang. During the war he was promoted to the
rank of sergeant and since demobilization had been
quietly pimping on a large scale.,

At the moment he was with the wellknown Susanne
Bourge. That lady, however, was fading. She had descend.
ed 1o a level that Zo& had long since left bekind her,

“Susanne is good material,” Gaston Bec de Canard
would say, “but she doesn’t know how to make the best
of herself. Susanne has no sense of modernity. What 15 so
marvellous in lace knickers and milk baths? That's all
old stuff that only gets the provineials. No, I swear by the
mustard gas that burned my back at the ferryman’s house
on the Ysére that if the modern courtesan wants to he
élégante she must have a wireless set in her bedroom,
she must learn to box, she must be as prickly as barbed
wire, as well-trained as an eighteen-year-old boy, must
lJearn to walk on her hands and dive twenty metres into
the water. She must attend fascist meetings, must be able
to talk abont poison gas, and must change her lovers once
a week so that they won't learn any swinishness. But my
lady, if you please, lies in a milk bath hke a Norwegian
salmon and dreams of owning a ten-acre farm. She's a
vulgar fool, she can't rise above the brothel level.”

He treated Zoé with the greatest respect. When he
met her in night restaurants he asked her politely for »
dance and kissed her hand, something he did to no other
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woman in Paris. Zoé would no more than nod her head
to the well-known Susanne Bourge but she kept up her
friendship with Gaston and from time to time he carried
out some of her more delicate operations.

Today she had given Gaston a hurried call to the Café
Globe and had herself appeared in the seductive guise of
a midinette. Gaston merely clenched his teeth and behaved
in the approved manner,

Sipping his sour wine and screwing up his eyes in the
smoke from his pipe he listened gloomily to what Zo& had
to say. When she had finished she pulled her fingers till
they cracked.

“But that’s ... dangerous,” he said.

“Gaston. if it comes off you're made for life.”

“Not for all the money in the world will I get mixed
up in anything in the stealing and killing line: things
aren’t what they used to be. Today the apaches prefer a
job in the police and professional thieves publish news-
papers and go in for politics. It’s only beginners that
kill and rob, provincials, you know, and boys with V.D.
And what can we do about it? We grown-ups have to look
for a quiet haven. If you want to hire me for money—I1
refuse. It is different if T do it for vou. For you I might
risk my neck.”

Zot blew the smoke out of the corner of her reddencd

lips, smiled tenderly, and placed her beautiful hand on
Bec de Canard’s sleeve.

“I think we can come to terms.”

Gaston's nostrils quivered, his moustache twitched. He

lowered his bluish eyelids, hiding the intolerable brilliance
of his protruding cyes.

139 -
Do you mean to say that I can now relieve Susanne
of my scrvices?”

“Yes, Gaston.”
He bent over the table and squeezed his glass tightly
between hie fingers.
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“Will my moustache smell of your akin?”

“I imagine that’s unavoidable, Gaston.”

“All right.”” He leaned back. “All right. It shall be as
you wish.”

32

Dinner was over. Coffee with hundred-year-old cognac
had been drunk. The Corona-Corona—at two dollars a
cigar—had been smoked half-way through and the ash had
not yet fallen. The critical moment had come: what next?
With what Satanic bow to play some jolly tune on jaded
nerves?

Rolling demanded the programmes of all the Paris
amusements,

“Do you want to dance?”

“No,” answered Zo€, covering half her face with her fur.

“Theatre, theatre, theatre,” read Rolling. They were
all boring: a three-act dialogue comedy in which the
actors were o bored and disgusted that they did not even
bother to make up and actresses in toilettes from famous
dressmakers stared at the audience with vacant eyes.

“Revue, Revue. Here: Olympia. A hundred and fifty
nude girls wearing only slippers and a technical miracle,
a wooden curtain designed as a chess-board on which nude
women stand as it is raised and lowered. Shall we go
there?”

“My dear, they're all bandy-legged, girls from the
boulevards.”

“Apollo.... We haven't becn there. Two hundred girls
wearing only.... We'll give that a miss. Le Rouleau. More
women. Aha! What shout the ‘World-Famous Musical
Clowns Pim and Jack'?”

“They are talked about,” said Zog, “let’s go there.”

They took a stage box. When they entered the Revue
was under way.
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A volatile young man in immaculate evening dress and
a mature woman in red with a broad-brimmed hat and a
long staff were exchanging good-natured impertinences
about the government and innocent witticisms at the
expense of the Prefect of Police, were charmingly mocking
in respect of high-currency foreigners, but not enough to
make them want to leave Paris immediately and advise
their friends not to come to that city of joy.

After some more chatter on politics during which they
kept their legs moving all the time, the young man and
the lady with the staff exclaimed, “Houp-la.,” Girls with
extremely white bodies, as naked as the day they were
born, wearing only their powder, ran on to the stage and
arranged themselves in a tablequ vivant depicting an army
in attack. The orchestra played a brave fanfare and there
was a hlare of bugles.

“That ought to affect the young men,” said Rolling.

“It doesn’t work when there are so many women,”
answered Zoé.

The curtain was lowered and raised again. A property
grand piano placed near the footlights occupied half the
stage. With a clatter of percussion instruments Pim and
Jack appeared. Pim was in the conventionally ridiculous
cvening jacket, a vest that reached his knees and trousers
that would not keep up, boots a yard long that ran away
ahead of him (applause), and with the face of a kindly idiot.
Jack was covered in flour, a high felt cap on his head and
a bat hanging from his backside.

To begin with they did everything to create roars of
laughter; Jack smacked Pim’s face and Pim blew out a
cloud of dust from behind, then Jack hit Pit on the head
and raised a big rubber blister.

Said Jack, “Listen, d’you want me to play on that
piano?” Pim laughed terrifically and said, “All right, play
on that piano,” and went away and sat down, Jack banged
at the keys with all his might and the tail fell off the piano.
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Pim again burst into a terrific langh, Jack banged the
keys a second time and the side fell off the piano, “That's
nothing,” said Jack and slapped Pim’s face. Pim staggered
all the way across the stage and fecll. {(Boom! went the
big drum.) Pim got up. “That’s nothing,” he said and spat
out a handful of teeth, took a brush and shovel (of the
sort used for picking up horse-dung in the streets) out of
his pocket and set about brushing his clothes. Jack banged
the keys for a third time and the piano fell to pieces;
underneath was an ordinary concert piano. Pushing his
felt cap down over his nose, Jack, with incomparable
mastery, gave an inspired performance of Liszt’s “Campa-
nella”

Zo€’s hands went cold. Turning to Rolling she whispered:

“What an artist!”

“That’s nothing,” said Pim when Jack had finished.
“Now listen to me.”

He began pulling out of his various pockets ladies’
knickers, an old shoe, a clyster-tube, a live kitten
(applause), and at last a violin; with the sad face of a
kindly idiot he turned to the public 2znd played 2n
immortal étude by Paganini.

Zo& got up, threw her furs round her neck, her dia-
monds sparkled.

“Let’s go, this is sickening. Unfortunately I also was
once an artiste.”

“Where can we go, baby! It’s half past ten.”

“Let's drink.”

33

A few minutes later their limousine pulled up in a
narrow street in Montmartre that was lit up by the ten
windows of the den known as the Souper de Roi. In the
low, hot, smoky hall, draped in scarlet silk, mirrors on
walls and ceiling, amidst streamers, cclluloid balls and
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confetti, half-naked women were dancing, entan-
gled in the paper ribbons, while men, red-faced or pale,
drunken and excited, pressed their faces to the rouged
cheeks of their partners. A piano rattled. Violins wailed
and three perspiring Negroes banged on wash-bowls,
pumped motor horns, beat wooden boards, rang bells,
clattered plates, and bashed a kettle-drum. Somebody’s
wet face pushed close up to Zoé. A woman’s arms wound
round Rolling’s neck.

“Make way for the Chemical King, mes enfants,” shout-
ed the maitre d’hotel, with the greatest of difficulty find-
ing them places behind a narrow table placed along a
silk-hung wall. As Zoé and Rolling sat down, celluloid
balls, confetti, and streamers flew at them.

“You're attracting attention,” said Rolling.

Zoé, her eyes half closed, was drinking champagne.
She felt hot and damp under the light silk that scarcely
covered her bosom. A celluloid ball kit her in the
cheek.

Slowly she turned her head-—a man’s dark eyes, so
dark that they scemed to be outlined in charcoal, were
peering at her in sullen admiration. She leaned forward,
lay her bare arms on the table and drank in that look as
though it were wine: did it really matter what she got
drunk on?

The face of the man who was staring at her seemed to
shrink in those few scconds. Zo& rested her chin on her
interlocked fingers and met the man’s stare through half-
open eyes. ... She had seen him somewhere before. Who
could he be? He was ncither English nor French. His dark
beard was dotted with confetti. He had a fine mouth. “I
wonder whether Rolling is jealous?” she asked herself.

A waiter forced his way through the dancing crowd
and handed her a note. In her astonishment she fell back

in h'cr seat and before she read it glanced sideways at
Rolling who sat sucking his cigar,
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“Zo¥, that man you are looking at so tenderly is
Garin.... I kiss your hand. Semyonov.”

She must have turned terribly pale for a voice near by
said above the noise, “Look, that lady's ilL.” Then she
held out her empiy glass and the waiter Hlled it with
champagne.

“What did Semyonov write?” asked Rolling,

“T'lIl tell you afterwards.”

“Was it something about that fresh guy who's staring
at yon? That's the one who came to sce me yesterday. I
had him thrown out.”

“Rolling, don"t you know him? Don’t you remember
the Place de I'Etoile? That’s Garin!™

Rolling only sniffed. He took his cigar out of his
month, “Aha.” His face suddenly changed: he looked the
same as he did when he walked up and dewn the sﬂvcr
carpet of his office thinking out every possib bi
in the game five moves ahead. That time he had snapped
his fingers energetically. But now, on this occasion, he
turned to Zo#, his mouth distorted.

“Let's go. We've got some serious things to talk over.”

In the doorway Zoé looked back. Through the smoke
and the tangle of streamers she again saw Garin’s burning
eyes. Then, incredibly, dizzily, his face dounbled: somebody
sitting with his back to the dancers got up and stood
beside him; both of them looked at Zo& Or was it an
illusion worked by the mirrors?

For a second Zo€ shut her eyes 2nd then ran down the
worn carpet to her car. Rolling was waiting for her.
When he had shut the door he touched her hand.

“I didn’t tell you everything about my talk with that
guy who called himself Pyankov-Pitkevich.... There are
things I can't understand. Why the fake hysterica? Surely
he couldn't expect to get any sympathy ont of me? Alto-
gether his behaviour was suspicious. And why did he come
to me, anyway? Why did he flop on the table?...”
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“Rolling, you didn't tell me that.”

“Yes, yes. He knocked over the clock, Crumpled my
papers....”

“Did he try to steal your papers?”

“What? Steal?” Rolling pondered over that. “No, I
don’t think he did. He lost his balance and fell with his
hand on my writing-pad. There were several sheets of
paper lying there.”

“Are you sure nothing is missing?”

“They were just notes of no importance. He crumpled
them and I threw them into the wastepaper-basket.”

“I heg you, try to remember every detail of the con-
versation.”

The limousine drew up on the Rue de la Seine. Rolling
and Zo& went straight to the bedroom. Zoé disrobed rap-
idly and got into the wide, carved four-poster standing
on eagle’s claws—one of the genuine beds that had be-
longed to the Emperor Napoleon I. Rolling umdressed
slowly, walking up and down the carpet as he did so and
leaving articles of wearing apparel on the gilded chairs,
the little tables and the mantelshelf; while he was undress.
ing he gave Zo& full details of everything that had occurred
during Garin’s visit the day before.

She listened to him, leaning on her elbow. Hopping on
one leg to pull off his trousers, Rolling looked like any-
thing but a king. With the words: “That is absolutely
everything,” he got into bed and pulled the satin quilt
up to his nosc. A bluish night-light illuminated the Iuxu-
rious bedroom, the scattered clothing, the golden cupids
on the bedposts, and Rolling’s fleshy nose stuck into the
quilt. His head was sunk deep in the pillow, his mouth
half-open—the Chemical King was asleep.

.Thnt snorting nose did more than anything to disturb
Zot’s thoughts, It brought back undesirable memories of
?\hcr events. She shook her head to get rid of them and
imagined another head on the pillow in place of Rolling's.
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Growing tired of struggling against her own thoughts, she
closed her eyes and smiled. Garin's face, pale from excite-
ment, floated before her.... “Perhaps I should ring up
Gaston Bec de Canard and tell him to wait?”" Suddenly 2
thought pierced her like a ncedle: “He had z double sit-
ting with him, just as he did in Leningrad....”

She slipped out of bed and began pulling on her stock-
ings. Rolling mumbled in his sleep but only turned over
on his side.

Zo€ ran into the dressing-room. She put on some
clothes, and a2 mackintosh which she belted tightly, then
went hack to the bedroom for her bag with the money in
it,

“Rolling,” she called softly, “Rolling.... We're done
for..,.”

Again he mumbled in his sleep. She ran down to the
vestibule and with an effort opened the heavy street doors.
The Rue de la Seine was empty. A dull yellow moon
peeped through a gap between the mansards. Zoé'’s heart
sank, She glanced up at the disc of the moon that hung
over the sleeping city. “Oh, my God, how terrifying, how
gloomy.” With both her hands she pulled her hat down
over her forehead and ran to the embankment.

34

The old, three-storeyed house, number sixty-three on
the Rue des Gobeling, had one wall facing an empty lot.
On this side the only windows were in the mansard.
Another, a hlank wall faced a park. On the side facing
the street the ground floor was occupied by a café catering
for carters and lorry-drivers. The first floor was an over-
night hotel and the top floor, the mansard, was let out
in single rooms to permanent lodgers, The entrance to the
upper floors was through gates and a long tunnel.
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Tt was past one o’clock, and not a single lighted window
on the whole of the Rue des Gobelins. The café was closed,
the chairs were up-ended on the tables. ZoE stopped in
the gateway for a moment, staring at the number sixty-
three. A shiver ran down her back. She plucked up courage
and rang the bell. There was the rustle of a rope and the
gates opened. She slipped into the dark entrance and
the voice of the concierge growled, “Night's the time to
sleep, you onght to get home earlier,” but did not ask
who it was,

The place was a real den of infamy and Zo€ was
genuinely frightened. Before her stretched a low, dark
tunnel. A gas jet burned on the rough wall, the colour
of ox blood. Semyonov’s instructions were: at the end of
the tunnel turn left, up a spiral staircase to the top floor,
turn left, to number eleven.

Half-way down the tunnel Zo€ stopped. She fancied she
saw someonc peep out at the far end and then disappear
again. Perhaps she ought to turn back? She listened but
did not hear a sound. She ran to a bend in the tunnel
where there was a sort of a smelly hallway out of which led
a narrow spiral staircase faintly lit from above. On tiptoe
Zot climbed the stairs, afraid to put her hand on the
clammy rail,

The whele house was asleep. On the first-floor landing
an arch with flaking plaster led into a dark corridor. As
she continued up the stairs Zoé& looked back and again she
fancied that somchody peeped out of the arch and then
disappeared. Only it wasn’t Gaston Bee de Canard. “No,
no. Gaston hasn’t been here, he can’t have been, he hasn’t
had time to... .

. On the top-floor landing a gas jet was burning, throw-
ing its light on a brown wall covered with inscriptions
and'drawings that told a tale of wunsatisficd desires. If
Gm‘m. were not at home she would wait for him here until
morning. If he were at home and asleep, she would not
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leave until she had got what he took from the desk in the
office en the Boulevard Malesherbes.

Zoé took off her gloves, pushed back her hair under
her hat, and went along the corridor that took a sharp
turn to the left. On the fifth door the number 11 was
painted in big white figures. Zoé turned the handle and
the door opened easily.

The moonlight fell through the open window of a small
room. On the floor lay an open sunitcase, Scattered papers
showed up white in the moonlight. Between the washstand
and a chest-of-drawers, a man wearing nothing but a shirt
was sitting on the floor by the wall with his bare knees
drawn up; his feet looked enormous. ... The meon lit up
one half of the face, showing a bright, wide-open eye and
gleaming white teeth in a grinning mouth. ZoZ gasped,
she could not get her breath as she etood staring at that
face with its ghastly grin—it was Garin.

That morning in the Café Globe she had told Gaston
Bee de Canard to steal the apparatus and the drawings
and, if possible, to kill Garin. But in the evening she had
seen Garin’s eyes through the smoke over a glass of cham-
pagne and felt that if such a man wanted her she would
ahandon and forget everything in order to follow lim At
night, when she realized the danger and had set out to
intercept Gaston, she had not known what it was that
drove her in such alarm through the Paris might. from bar
to bar, into gambling houses and other places where
Gaston might have been and had finally bronght her to the
honse in the Rue des Gobelins. What was 1t that urged the
clever, cold, cruel woman to enter the room of the man
the had condemned to death?

She stared at Garin's white teeth and protruding eye.
‘With a hoarse half-suppressed cry she ran and bent down
over him. He was dead. His face was blue and his neck
swollen with bruises, It was the same face—haggard,
attractive, with excited eyes, with confett1 in the silken
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beard. . .. Zot grasped the ice-cold marble of the washstand
and pulled herself up with difficulty, She had forgotten
what she came for. Bitter saliva filled her mouth. “That’s
all I nced, to fall in a faint.” With a final effort she tore
off the button on the collar that was strangling her, and
turned towards the door. In the doorway stood Garin,

His teeth gleamed white, his face was frozen in a grin,
the very counterpart of the man on the floor. He lifted =
warning finger. Zoé understood and covered her mouth
with her hand to smother a sercam. Her heart was beating
madly as though she had just come up out of the water.
“He's alive.... He's alive....”

“You didnt kill me,” said Garin in a whisper, con-
tinuing to shake his finger at her, “you killed Viector
Lenoir, my assistant.... Rolling will go to the guillo-
tine....”

“Alive, alive...” ghe gaid hoarsely,

He took her by the elbows. She immediately threw
back her head in complete surrender, offering no resist-
ance. He pulled her towards him and fecling that her legs

were giving way under her, put his arm round her shoul-
ders.

“Why are you here?”

“I was looking for Gaston.”
“What Gaston?”

“The man I sent to kill you.”

[ . - v
I foresaw that,” he said, looking into her cyes.
She answered as though in a dream:

:If Gaston had killed you I would have killed myself.”
1 don't understand.”

She tepeated his words as though in a trance, in a
soft, falling voice:

“I don’t understand mysclf.”

- This strange conversation took place in the doorway.
}xc woon, sinking behind the slate roofs, shone through
the window. Against the wall Lenoir grinned,



Garin spoke in a low voice.

“You've come for Rolling’s autograph?”

“Yes, Have mercy.”

“On whom? On Rolling?”

“No. On me. Have mercy on me,” she repeated.

“I've sacrificed my friend in order to ruin your Roll-
ing. 'm as much a murderer as you are, Merey?...No...
no...."

Suddenly he grew tense and listened. With a brusque
movement he pulled Zog out of the door. Still squeezing
her elbow he looked through the arch on to the staircase.

“Come along. I'll take you out of here through the
park. Listen, you're an unusual woman.” His eyes flashed
with mad humour. “Our paths have erossed. D'you feel
it, too?”

Taking Zoé with him he ran down the spiral staircase.
She did not resist, overcome by a strange sensation that
surged up inside her like turbid wine just beginning to
ferment.

On the lower landing Garin turned away into the dark-
ness, stopped, lit a wax vesta, and with an effort opencd

a rusty lock that had obviously not been opened for
years,

“You see I've thought of everything.”

They went out under the dark, damp trees of the park.
At that same moment a police squad, called for by Garin
a quarter of an hour earlier on the telephone, entered the
gateway from the street.

35

Shelga well remembered how he bad lost a pawn at the
house on Krestoveky Island. During their talk on the
Trade-Union Boulevard he had realized that Pyankov-
Pitkevich was certain to be back for what was hidden in
the cellar of the cottage. That tame day, at dusk, Shelgz
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had gone back to the island, had entered the cottage
without disturbing the watchman and descended into the
cellar with a dark lantern. The pawn was lost
right away: Garin stood two paces away from the trap-
door in the kitchen. Just a second before Shelga arrived
he had climbed out of the cellar with a suitcase in his
hand and had flattened himself against the wall behind the
door. With a crash he closed the trap-door over Shelga’s
head and piled sacks of coal on it. Shelga raised his lan-
tern and smiled ironically as dust poured down through
the cracks in the trap-door. He intended to start peace
negotiations. Suddenly, however, there was silence in the
kitchen. Shelga heard running footsteps, revolver shots,
and a wild scream. This was the tussle with Four-Fingers.
An hour later the police arrived.

Having lost his pawn Shelga made a clever move. In
the squad car he drove straight from the cottage to the
Yacht Club, woke up the hoarse-voiced, tousled old sailor
who served as caretaker and without more ado demanded:

“In what quarter is the wind?”

The old salt responded unhesitatingly:

“South.west,”

“Strength?”

“Fresh to strong.”

“Are you surc all the yachts are at their moorings?”

“I'm sure they are.”

“Is there a night watchman there?”

*Yes, Petka”

“Let me take a look at the moorings.”

“A‘yc, aye,” answered the sailor, still half-aslcep,
fum‘blmg to get his arms into the sleeves of his jacket.

‘Petkal” he called in a hoarse voice that told of
quantitics of consumed spirit a5 they went out on to the
club verandah. There was no answer. “He must be asleep

somcwhcr?, sink him,” said the sailor, turning up his coat
collar against the wind.
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They found the night watchman near by in the bushes,
snoring heartily with his head covered by the big collar
of his sheepskin coat. The sailor let out a stream of
profanity, The night watchman groaned and got up. They
went out along the landing-stage where a forest of masts
swayed above the steel-grey water, tinged blue by the
approaching dawn. Waves broke against the landing-stage,
there was a fresh wind blowing, with squalls.

“Are you sure all the yachts are in place?” asked
Shelga again, .

“The Orivn isn"t here, she’s at Peterhof. And 1wo boats
were driven into Strelna by the wind.”

Shelga walked along the spray-splashed landing-stage
and picked up the end of a painter fastened to a ring—the
rope had obviously been cut. The sailor slowly examined
the end of the painter. He pushed lus son’wester forward
on to his nose but said nothing. He walked along counting
the yachts with his finger. Then he slashed at the air
with his hand. Club discipline forbade the use of curses
belonging to the mmperialist past and so he confined him-
self to a number of vivid extraneous expressions.

“The so and so,” he shouted with unbelievable vigour.
“A marlinespike in his liver! He’s taken the Bibigonda, the
crack yacht in the fleet, the son of a bitch, a rope’s end
where he wouldn’t like it.... Petka, may you be thirty
times drowned in stinking water, where were your ejes,
you parasite, you lousy swede-basher? The Bibigonda's gone,
damn your soul.”

The night watchman Petka groaned, expressed astomsh-
ment, and beat his thighs with the long sleeves of lus
sheepskin coat. The sailor raced on before the wind into
unfathomed depths of the Russian language, There beng
nothing left for him to do Shelga went off to the port.

At least three hours had passed before he reached the
open sea in a swilt motor-boat. There was a heavy swell
running and the boat took a bad tossing. Spray dimmed



the glass of his binoculars. When the sun came up a sail
was sighted in Finnish waters far beyond the lighthouse
and close offshore; it was the unfortunate Bibigonda
tossing about amidst submarine crags. Her deck was de-
serted. They fired a few shots from the motor-boat just
for the sake of doing something and returned with empty
hands.

And so that night Garin had fled across the frontier,
winning yet another pawn. Only he and Shelga knew of
the part played by Four-Fingers in that game. Shelga’s
general train of thought on his way back to the port was
somewhat as follows:

“Garin will either sell his mysterious apparatus or
exploit it himself abroad. For the time being the inven-
tion is lost to the Soviet Union and who can tell but that
it may play a decisive part in future events. Garin, how-
ever, is in danger abroad—Four-Fingers. Until he’s dis-
posed of, Garin won't dare bring his apparatus out into
the open. If I take Garin’s side in the fight I might win
in the long run. In any case I couldn’t do anything more
foolish than arrest Four-Fingers in Leningrad, which is
just what Garin wants.” The conclusion to be drawn from
this line of thought was simple enough, From the port
Shelga went straight back to his own apartment, changed
into dry clothes, rang up his office to inform them that
the “case had petered out,” cut off the telephone, and
went to bed smiling at the thought of Four-Fingers,
poisoncd by gas and perhaps wounded, at that very
moment, clearing out of Leningrad as fast as his legs
would carry him. This was Shelga’s answer to the “lost
pawn.”

Then came the telegram from Paris: “Four-Fingers
here. Menacing developments.” This was a cry for help.

The more Shelga thought of it the more obvious it
became—he must leave for Paris immediately, He tele-
phoned for the time of departure of passenger planes and
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went back on te the verandah where Tarashkin and Ivan
were sitting in the white twilight of the northern summer
night. Ever since Shelga had rend the message on the
waif’s back the boy had calmed down and had not left
Tarashkin'y side.

Voices, women’s laughter, and the splashing of oars
came drifting to them from the orange-coloured water vis-
ible through the branches of the trecs. The oldest game
in the world was being played under the dark folisge of
the wooded islands where birds called to each other in
alarm and nightingales were singing. All living things,
having emerged from the rains and blizzards of winter,
were now in a hurry to live and were hungrily drinking
in the inebriaung beauty of the night. Tarashkin was
standing perfectly still, leaning on the verandak railing,
with one arm round the boy’s shoulders and gazing
through the trees at the water where boats slid noiseleasly
past,

“Well, Ivan, how goes it?” asked Shelga, drawing up
a chair and bending down to look into the boy’s face.
“D’you like it better in Leningrad or out in the Far East?
You probably went hungry most of the time out there,
didnt you?"”

Ivan stared at Shelga without batting an eyelid. In
the twilight his eyes had a sad look, like those of an old
man. Shelga took a sweet out of his waistcoat pocket and
tapped it against Ivan’s teeth until he opened them and
the sweet slid into his mouth.

“We're kind to little boys, Ivan. We don’t make them
work, we don't write letters on their backs and dan’t send
them five thousand miles under railway coaches. It’s nice
here on the islands, isn't it7 And do you know whose
it is, all of it? We've given it to the children for keeps.
The river, the islands, the boats, bread and sautage—eat
as much as you like—it's all yours.”

“You'll get the boy all mixed up,” said Tarashkin.

95



“Oh, no, he’s smart, he’ll understand. Wk
from, Ivan?”

“YWe're from the Amur, Mother dicd and
killed in the war.”

“How did you live?”

“I worked for all sorts of people.”

“A kid like you?”

“Yes. | went out with horses to graze.”

“And then what?”

“Then they took me.”

“Who did?”

“Some people. They needed a boy to climb
mushrooms and nuts, catch squirrels for food,
gorts of errands.”

“So you were taken on some expedition? (1
but did not answer.) Did you go far? Don’t
tell me all about it. We won’t give you away,
of us now.”

“We went eight days by steamer. We
wouldn’t live through it. Then we went eight &
until we came to a fire mountain.”

“Huh, huh, so the expedition went to Kam:

“Yes, to Kamchatka. We lived there in
didn’t know anything about the revolution for
When we did hear about it three of them we
then two others went. There was nothing I
stayed there with him.”

“With whom? Who's the ‘he’? What's hi

Ivan turned sulky again and wouldn’t m
;oothed him for a long time, stroking his b

read.

“He'll kill me if I tell you. He promise
“Who?

“Nikolai Khristoforavich Mantsev, He ¢
ten a letter on your back, don’t you wash, ¢
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shirt and waistcoat, not even if it is a year, or two years,
until you get to Petrograd and find Pyotr Petcovich
Garin; show him what’s written on your back and he'll
pay you well.'”

“Why dida't Mantsev come to Petrograd himself if he
wanted to see Garin?”

“He was afrard of the Bolsheviks. He said, ‘They're
worse than devils, They'll kill me. They've ruined the
whole country,” he said. “Trains don't run, there's no
post, there’s nothing to eat, people have all run away
from the towns....” How could he know, he's been sitting
on his mountain six years.”

“What's he doing there? What's he looking for?”

“D’you think he’d tell me? But all the same I know.
(Ivan's eyes flashed merrily and with cunning.) He's look-
ing for gold under the earth.”

“Did he find any?”

“He? Of course he did.”

“Could you find the way to that mountain where
Mantsev is etting if you had to?”

“Of course I could. Only don't you give me away,
he'll get awful mad at me.”

In rapt attention Shelga and Tarashkin listened to
the boy's story. Shelga agan studied the inscription on
the boy's back and then photographed 1.

“Now go downstairs, Tarashkin will give you a goed
wash with soap and you can go to bed,” said Shelga, “When
you came here you had nothing, no father, no mother,
nothing but an empty belly. Now you've got everything you
need, you can live, learn, and grow up well. Tarashkin
will teach you what you have to know and you do what he
tells you. Good-bye. I'll be secing Garn in a couple of
days and I'll give him your message.”

Shelga laughed and soon the light of his bicyele lamp
went jumping away behind the dark bushes.
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Aluminium wings swept across the green carpet of the
aerodrome and the six-seater passenger plane disappeared
behind the snow-white clouds. The small group of people
who had come to see their friends off craned their necks
to look into the radiant blue sky where a hawk was lazily
circling and swallows darted through the air, but the dur.
alumin bird had disappeared the devil alone knew
where.

The six passengers, sitting in their creaking wicker
chairs, looked down at the receding bluish-green earth.
Roads ran across it like threads. Groups of buildings,
belfries, all slightly leaning, looked like toys. Far away
to the right stretched an expanse of blue water.

The shadow of a cloud slipped over the surface of the
earth hiding its irregularities. Soon the cloud itself wase
below them.

Glued to the windows all six passengers smiled with
that somewhat strained smile of people who know how to
control themselves. Air travel was still something new.
Despite the comfortable cabin, the magazines and catal-
ogues littering the tables, despite the appearance of cosi-
ness and safety, the passengers still had to convince them-
sclves that air travel was far less dangerous than, say, cross-
ing the street. There are no obstacles in the air—if you meet
a cloud you dive into it and all that happens is that the
windows get moist, or hail rattles on the metal wings, or
the machine jumps as though it were going over ruts in
the road—you hold on tight to the arms of your wicker
chair and open your eyes wide but your neighbour just
winks and laughs—nice little rut, that!.., If the metal
bird is struck by one of those squalls that break the masts
of sailing-boats, smash the rudder and sweep the lifeboats
and erew into the raging sea, it just doesn’t care; strong
and agile, it tips over on to one wing, the engines roar
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and it is well away, three thousand feet above the centre
of the storm.

In short, before an hour had passed the passengers
were getting used to the tossing of the aircraft and to
the idea of epace underfoot. Some of them put on headsets
with earphones and microph and conversation began.
Opposite Shelga sat a thin man of about thirty-five in a
rather shabby overcoat and & check cap he had probably
bought for his trip abread.

He had a pale face with thin skin, a clever, frowning
but handsome profile, s light beard and a calm and firm
mouth, He eat hunched up with his hands on his knees.
With a smile Shelga made a sign to him. The man put on
his earphones.

“Didn't you attend the technical echool in Yaroslavi?”
asked Shelga. The man nodded his head. “I remember you.
You're Alexei Semyonovich Khlinov aren’t you? (A nod.)
Where are you working now?”

“In the Physical Laboratory of the Polytechnical
Institute,” came Khlinov's faint voice, drowned by the
roar of the engines.

“Business trip?”

“To Reicher in Berlin.”

“Secret?”

“No. Last March we heard that Reicher's laboratory
had cffected the nuclear disintegration of mercury.”

Khlinov turned to face Shelga and peered straight at
him, his eyes betraying his excitement.

“That's beyond me, I'm not a epecialist,” eaid Shelga.

“So far the work has been confincd to the lzboratory.
It has etill a long way to go before it can be applied in
industry. Although,” Khlinov glanced down at rolling
anow-white clouds far below that hid the earth from view,
“from the scientist's study to the factory is not a very
far cry. The principle by which the atom can be forcibly
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disintegrated ought to be very simple. You know, of
course, what an atom is?”

“Something very small.”” Shelga indicated the size with
his fingers.

“An atom compared with a grain of sand is as a grain
of sand compared with the earth. Nevertheless we can
measure the atom, the velocity of the electrons that cir-
culate around the nucleus and the strength of their elec-
tric charge. We are getting close to the very heart of the
atom, to its nucleus. In that nucleus lies the whole secret
of power over matter. The future of mankind depends on
whether or not we can master the atomic nuclens, a tiny
fragment of material encrgy one hundred billionth of a
centimetre in size.”

At a height of six thousand feet above the earth
Shelga heard a story more wonderful than any told by
Scheherazade, but this was no fairy-tale. At a time when
the dialectics of history had led one class to a destruc-
tive war and another class to insurrection, when cities
were burning, when clouds of dust and ashes and poison
gas hid ploughlands and orchards, when the very earth
shuddered at the wrathful shricks of suppressed revolu-
tions and, as in days of old, torturcrs were busy in prison
dungeons with rack and pincers, when at night monstrous
fruits with their tongues hanging out grew on the trees in
the parks, when the cloak of idealism that mankind had so
lovingly painted fell off—in that monstrous and titanic

decade the amazing minds of scientists gleamed here and
there like torches.

37

The acroplane circled low over Kovno. The green
fields, wetted by the rain, rushed to meet it. The aireraft
t:}xicd along the runway and came to a standstill. The
pilot jumped out on to the grass and the passengers got
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out to stretch their legs and smoke a cigarette. Shelga lay
down on the grass, placed his hands behind his head, and
looked up wonderingly at the distant bluedined clouds.
He had just come from there, he had been fiying amongst
those light, snow-like mountains and azure valleys.

His recent companion, the slightly round.shonldered
Khlinov, was standing beside him, in his shabby overcoat,
near the wing of the plane. He looked very ordinary, even
his cap came from a Leningrad factory.

Shelga langhed.

“It’s good to be alive, anyway. It's devilish good.”

When they took off from Kovno Aerodrome Shelga sat
beside Khlinov and, without naming any names, told him
what he knew of Garin’s extraordinary experiments; he
told him that very great interest had been displayed in
these experiments abroad.

Khlinov asked whether Shelga had seen Garin’s machine.

“No, nobody has seen the machine.”

“So it's all a matter of guesswork and assumptions.
to say nothing of a vivid imagination, eh?”

Then Shelga told him about the cellar under the ruined
cottage, about the pieces of stecl that had been cut, about
the boxes of carbon pyramids. Khiinov nodded.

“1 see.” He nodded. “Pyramids, Very good T under-
stand. Tell me, if it isn’t too much of & secret, are you
by any chance talking about Engineer Garin?”

For a moment Shelga did not answer but looked Khli-
nov straight in the eyes.

“Yes,” he answered, “about Garin D'vou know him?™

“A very, very capable man.” Khhmov pulled a face
as thongh he had something cour in hie mouth “An ex.
traordinary man. But he's no seientist He's ambitious. An

absolutely isolated individual An adventurer, a cynie with
the makings of o genins. Too much temperament. A
monstrous imagination, But that wonderful mind of his i5
always motivated by the lowest desires He will go a long
m //



way but will finish up either as a hopcless drunkard or
by trying to ‘borrify mankind’ A genius needs disci-
pline more than anybody else, he has too much responsi-
bility to bear.”

Again reddish patches blazed on Khlinov’s cheeks.

“An enlightened, disciplined mind is the holy of holies,
the miracle of miracles. The earth is like a grain of sand
in the universe and man on that earth is no more than
a billionth part of the smallest measure. That speculative
particle, living on an average some sixty revolutions of
the earth around the sun, has a mind that grasps the whole
universe. In order to understand this we should use the
language of higher mathematics. What would you say,
for example, if somebody took the most valuable micro-
scope from your laboratory and used it to hammer in
nails? That's exactly the way Garin uses his genius. I know
that he has made an important discovery concerning the
transmission of infra-red rays over a distance. You've
heard, of course, of the Rindel-Matthews Death Ray?
That death ray proved to be a fake although he had the
right principles. Heat waves at a temperature of a thou-
sand degrees centigrade transmitted parallel to each other
constitute a monstrous weapon of destruction and defence
in time of war. The whole secret lies in the transmission
of a ray that does not disperse. So far nobody has been
able to de this. Judging by your story Garin has con-
structed a machine that will do it. If it is so it is an
extremely important discovery.”

“T've been thinking for a long time that this invention
smells of higher polities,” said Shelga.

For some time Khlinov sat silent, then flushed so that
even his cars turned red.

‘ “Fin.d Garin, take him by the scruff of the neck, and
brmg. him back to the Soviet Union together with his
machine. Our enemies mustn’t get it. Ask Garin whether he
kuows what his duty is, or whether he’s just a Philistine.
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If he is, give him money, as much as he wants. Let him
have expensive women, yachts, racing cars, Or kill him.”

Shelga raised his brows, Khlinov placed the micro-
phone on the table, leaned back, and closed his eyes. The
aeroplane was flying over level, green chequer-board fields
and roads as straight as an arrow, From their altitude
they could see in the distance the brown outlines of Berlin
amidst the bluish patches of the lakes.

a8

As usual, at half past seven in the morning, Rolling
awoke in the Emperor Napoleon’s bed on the Rue de la
Seine. Without opening his eyes he took a handkerchief
from under his pillow and blew his nose with determi-
nation, chasing away the left-overs of yesterday evening's
amusement together with sleep.

Not quite refreshed, it is true, but in full possession
of his faculties, he threw the handkerchief on to the car-
pet, sat up smongst the silk pillows, and glanced round.
The bed was empty, the room—also empty. Zo&'s pillow
was cold.

Rolling pressed the bell push and Zo&'s maid appeared.
Looking past her he asked, “Madame?” The maid raised
her shonlders and turned her head this way and that like
an owl. She went on tiptoes into the lavatory, from there,
in a hurry now, to the dressing-room, slammed the door
of the bathroom, and returned to the bedroom, her fingers
tremblingly pulling at the lace of her apron. “Madame is
nowhere here.”

“Coffee,” said Rolling. He filled the bath himself,
deessed himself, and poured ont his own coffee. Meanwhile
the household was in a state of a quiet panic, everybody
walking on tiptoes and talking in whispers. As Rolling
went out of the house he jabbed the porter with his elbow
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when the latter, terrified, rushed to open the door. He
was twenty minutes late at the office.

There were fireworks that morning on the Boulevard
Malesherbes. The secretary’s face expressed absolute non-
resistance to evil. Visitors came out of the walnut doors
with distorted faces. “Mr. Rolling is in a bad mood today,”
they reported in a whisper. Exactly at onc o’clock Mr.
Rolling glanced at the clock and broke a pencil. It was
clear that Zoé Montrose would net call for him to go to
lunch., He waited until a quarter past one. During that
terrible gquarter of an hour two grey hairs appeared on
the secretary’s impeceable parting. Rolling went to lunch
at Griffon’s, alone.

The restaurateur, M'sieur Griffon, a tall, stoutish man,
formerly a cook and owner of a bar, now chicef consultant
on the Grand Degustatory and Digestive Arts, met Rolling
with an heroic wave of the hand. In a dark-grey frock-
coat, with an immaculate Assyrian beard and a noble
forchead, M'sieur Griffon stood in the middle of the small
hall of his restaurant, resting one hand on what was almost
an altar, the silver pedestal of special design on which his
famous roast—saddle of mutton with haricot beans—was
braising under a domed dish-cover.

The habitués of the restaurant sat on red leather
couches placed along the four walls behind long narrow
tables; they were mostly businessmen from the Grands
Boulevards, and a few women, Except for the altar, the
middle of the room was empty. Turning his head, the res-
taurateur could observe the process of degustation in cach
of his clients. Not the slightest grimace of dissatisfaction
cscaped him. Furthermore—he anticipated much: the
mysterious process of the sccretion of juices, the helical
\.vorkings of the stomach and the whole psychology of cat-
ing based on memories of something eaten some time
before and on the flow of blood to various parts of the
body—all this was an open book to Monsicur Griffon.
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With a severe and at the same time fatherly expression
he would walk over to a client and say to him with charm.
ingly gruff tenderness, “Your temperament today, M'sieur,
demands a glass of Madeira and 2 little Pouilly, trés sec—
you may send me to the guillotine hut T won't give yon a
single drop of vin rouge. Oystere, 2 little boiled turhot,
the wing of a chicken and a few stalks of azparagus, That
collation will give you back your strength.” Only a Pata-
gonian, nsed to a diet of water rats, could object under
such circumatances.

Msieur Griffon did not vun with servile haste to the
Chemical King’s table as might have been expected. Here,
in the Academy of Degustation, the multimillionaire and
the hookkeeper, the man who thrust his wet umbrella to
the porter and the man who stepped importantly cut of a
Rolls Royee smelling of Havana cigars—all paid the same
bill. M'sieur Griffon was a republ and a philosopher.
With a benign smile he handed Rolling the menu and
advised him to begin with honey-dew melon, and follow
it by lobster baked with truffles and eaddle of mutten.
Mr. Rolling did not drink wine during the day, he knew that.

“Give me a whiskey and soda and put a bottle of
champagne in ice,” said Rolling through his clenched teeth.

M’sieur Griffon stepped back and for a moment aston-
ishment, fear, and disgust flashed np in his eyes a client
was beginning with whiskey, that dulled the palate, and
wanted to continne with champagne, that bloated the
stomzach. M'sicur Griffon's eyes grew dull, he bowed lis
head respectfully: his client was lost for today, he could
only reconcile himself to that undoubted fact

After his third whiskey Mr Rolling began to crush
his napkin. A man with such 2 temperament but standing
at the other end of the social ladder. Gaston Bee de
Canard, for example, would have found Zoe Montrose
before sundown—the bitch, the filthy hussy picked up out
of the gutter—and would have sunk the blade of a clasp-
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knife deep into her side. Different methods were more
becoming to Rolling. As he looked at the plate on which
the lobster was growing cold he was not thinking of batter-
ing the nose of the harlot who had fled from his bed dur-
ing the night,

The most refined and morbid ideas of revenge emerged
from the vellow whiskey fumes, blended and grew in
Rolling’s brain. It was only now that he realized what
beautiful Zo¢ had meant to him. In his torment he dug
his finger-nails into the napkin.

The waiter removed the untonched food and pourcd
out champagne. Rolling seized the glass and drank down
the contents thirstily, his gold teeth chattering against the
cdge of the glass, At that moment Semyonov rushed into
the restaurant from the street. Seeing Rolling he pulled
off his hat, leaned across the table, and whispered to him:

“Have you scen the newspapers? I’ve just come from
the morgue. It’s him. We know nothing about it. I could
swear it under oath. We have an alibi. We spent the whole
night on Montmartre with the girls. It has been established
that the murder took place between three and four in the
morning, I got it from the newspapers, the news-
papers...."”

An earthy, twisted face jumped up and down before
Rolling’s eyes. His ncighbours turned to look at them. A
waiter approached with a chair for Semyonov.

“Go to hell,” said Rolling through a curtain of whis-
key, “you're disturbing my lunch.”

“All right, excuse me, I'll wait for you in the car at
the corner.”

39

. All those days there had been nothing of importance
in the Paris newspapers, everything was as calm as a forest
lake. The bourgeois yawned as they read leading articles
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on literary subjects, fenilletons about theatrs shows, and
stories from the lives of artistes.

This untrammelled calm of the press was preparing the
way for a hurricane attack on the purse of the petit bour-
geois, Chemical King Rollings organization had been set
up, petty competitors had been erushed, and he was about
to launch a campaign to raise prices. The press had been
bonght, the journalists had been armed with the necessary
information ou the chemical industry. Really staggering
documents had been prepared for leading articles on polit.
ical themes. A couple of faces slapped and a couple of
ducls had got rid of the fools who had said something that
ran counter to the general line of the cartel.

Peace and repose reigned in Paris, the sales of the
dajlies had dropped so that the murder at number sixty-
three Rue des Gobelins came 23 a real godsend.

The next morning all the seventy-five newspapers came
out with heavy headlines featuring “the myaterious, night-
mare crime.” The identity of the murdered man had not
been established, his papers had been stolen, at the hotel
he had registered under an obviously false name. The mur-
der way apparently not committed for the sake of robbery,
gold articles and money 10 the dead man’s pockets had
not been touched. It cou!d not possibly have been a crime
of revenge since room number eleven bore very obvions
signs of a thorough search. Mystery, baffling mystery.

The two o’clock editions reported an astounding detsil
a lady'’s tortoise-shell comb decorated with five large &1+
monds had been fornd in the faral room. On the €35
floor there were traces of 2 woman's shoes. Paris 7%
dered at the story of t:- comb, The murder bad bee3 7
mitted by a womzz of elegance. A society wo=33" ~
bourgeois? A eozrtmaz of the upper ten? Mpereerenst
Mystery.... itk

The four s'clock editions filled their @75l Iz
interviews giver by the most famous we=<7 o
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one voice they all exclaimed, “No! No!” It could not be 2
Frenchwoman, this was the work of a German, a Boche. A
few voices hinted at Moscow, but that was not a success.
The well-knawn Mimi, from the Olympia Theatre, pro-
nounced an historic phrase, “I am prepared to give mysclf
to whoever solves the mystery for me.” That statement
was an undonbted success.

In short, Rolling, as he sat at Griffon’s, was the only
man in the whole of Paris who knew nothing of the murder
on the Rue des Gobelins. He was in a very bad temper
and deliberately made Semyonov wait in the taxi, Appear-
ing at the corner of the street at last, he got into the taxi
and ordered the driver to take them to the morgue. On
the way Semyonov, in his most ingratiating manner, told
Rolling everything that was in the papers.

At the mention of a tortoise-shell comb with five
diamonds Rolling’s hands trembled on the knob of his
walking-stick. As they neared the morgue he sud-
denly leaned towards the driver with a gesture to
stop, but thought better of it and only gave a snort of
fury.

There was a crush at the doors of the morgne. Women
in expensive furs, snub-nosed midinettes, suspicious char-
acters from the faubourgs, curious concierges in knitted
capes, reporters with perspiring noses and limp collars,
actresses hanging on to the arms of fleshy actors—all were
trying to get a glimpse of the murdered man on the
marble slab, his shirt torn, his feet bare, and his head
towards the semi-basement window.

' These bare feet made n ghastly impression—they were
big and bluish, with untrimmed nails. The deadly pale
face was “convulsed in horror.,” The beard jutted upwards.
The women surged cagerly around that grinning mask,
they stared with dilated pupils, uttered soft crics and twit-

ters. There he lay, the lover of the lady with the diamond-
studded comb.
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stolen from the office. And then that “Rolling, Rolling,
we're done for...” followed by her disappearance; the
corpse of the double at the morgue; the comb with the
diamonds ... he remembered that the night before these
five diamonds had sparkled in her luxuriant hair.

In the whole chain of events one thing was quite
obvious: Garin had employed his old method of diverting
the blow from himself to a double. He had stolen papers
in Rolling’s handwriting to leave on the scene of the
murder and briug the police to his office on the Boulevard
Malesherbes.

For all his habitual composure Rolling felt a cold
shiver run down his back, “Rolling, Rolling, we're done
for....” She must have anticipated, must have known
of the murder. It took place between three and four in
the morning. (The police had arrived at half past four.)
Rolling remembered that the last sound to which his brain
had been receptive as he fell asleep was the clock striking
a quarter to two. After this Zoé had disappeared. Obvi-
ously she had hurried to the Rue des Gobelins to destroy
anything in his handwriting.

How could Zoé have known exactly when the murder
was to take place unless she had planned it herself? Roll-
ing went over to the fireplace, put his elbows on the
marble mantleshelf, and covered his face with his hands.
Then why had she whispered in such terrified tones, “Roll-
ing, Rolling, we're done for”?... Something must have
happened yesterday to upset her plans. But what? At what
particular moment? In the theatre, in the bar, at home?...

Suppose she wanted to correct some error she had
made. Had she done it? Garin was alive, Rolling’s hand-
writing had not yet been discovered, and the double had
been killed. Did this mean salvation or ruin? Who was the
murderer, an accomplice of Zo&’s or Garin himself?

And why had Zog disappeared, why, why, why? In his
memory he sought for the moment when the change had
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come over Zoé—he tried to recall every word, every
gesture she had made during the previous day, racking a
brain that was accustomed to work of a differemt kind
until his head ached.

As he stood there by the fire he felt that if he could
not remember every detail of what happened the game
would be lost, he would be defeated, ruined. In three
days he was to launch his grand offensive on the stock mar-
ket and the mere mention of his name in connection with
the murder would mean an uproar on the stock exchange
and consequent collapse.... A blow struck at Rolling
would mean 2 blow at huge sums of money moving
thousands of enterprises in America, China, India, Europe,
and the African colonies. It would disturb the precision
working of the whole mechanism. ... Railways, steamship
lines, mines, factories, banks, hundreds of thousands of
clerks, millions of workers, tens of millions of sharehold-
ers—the whole thing would wobble, stop dead and then—
panic,

Rolling was in the position of a man who did not know
from which side the blow would fall. He was in mortal
danger, His brain was working as furiously as if he had
been paid a million dollars per thought-second. That quar-
ter of an hour by the fireside might have gone down in
history as a parallel of Napoleon's famous presence of
mind on the Pont d'Arcole,

But then at this most decisive moment (and for the
first time in his life) Rolling, the ccllecxor of billions,
the almost symbeolical figure, doned himself
to a most absurd.occupation as hc stood with dilated
nostrils before a mirror without seeing his own reflection:
instead of analyzing Zo&'s actions he began to imagine her
person, her delicate, pale face, her icy eyes, her passionate
mouth. He sensed the warm smell of her chestnut hair,
the touch of her hand. He began to imagine that he, Roll.
ing, with all his desires, tastes, ambitions, thirst for power,
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with all bis bad moods born of indigestion, and his bitter
thoughts of death—that all of him had transmigrated to a
new shell, into that of a clever, young, and attractive wom-
an. She was not therc. It was as if he had been thrown
out on a slushy night. He was no longer necessary to him-
self. She was not there. He was homeless. What use were
his global enterprises without her? Heartache, the heart-
ache of a naked, pitiful mannikin!

The Chemical King was startled out of this state of
mind by the sound of two feet landing on the carpet. The
bedroom window (it was on the ground floor), leading to
the park, was open. Rolling trembled all over. In the mir-
ror appeared the reflection of a thickset man with a
big moustache and a wrinkled forehead. He bowed his head
and stared at Rolling with unblinking eyes.

41

“What do you want?” squcaled Rolling, fumbling for
the Browning in his hip pocket. The thickset man had
apparently anticipated this move and jumped back behind
the curtain, From that point of vantage he poked out his
head.

“Keep quict. And don’t shout. I don’t intend to kill
you or steal anything,” he raised his hands, “I've come on
business.”

“This is no place for business. Take your business to
48b Boulevard Malesherbes, from cleven a.m. You came ip
by the window like a thicf.”

“] .l)cg your pardon,” answered the man, politely, “My
name is Gaston Leclaire. I have the rank of sergeant and
a war medal. I never go in for petty business and have
never been a thief, I advise you to apologize to me imme-

d""ﬁ_l}’, Mr. Rolling, otherwise our conversation cannot
continue.”
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“Go to hell!” said Rolling, already calmer,

“If I go to that address then Mademoiselle Montrase,
2 lady not unknown to you, will die.”

Rolting’s face changed. He went straight to Gasten,
The latter spake with the respect due to the owner of many
millions and at the same time there was a suggestion of
thet rough friendliness a man uses when speaking to the
kashand of his mustress.

“And so, monsienr, yon apologize?”

“Do you know where Mademoiselle Montrose is hid-

“Aud 8o, i before we i our conversa.
tion am I to underatand that you apologize to me?”

“I apologize,” roared Rolling.

“T aceept!” Gaston came away from the window,
mmoothed his moustache with an accustomed gesture,
conghed, and continued, “Zoé¢ Montrose is in the hands of
the murderer of whom all Paris is talking.”

“Where is she?” Rolling’s lips trembled.

“At Ville d'Avray, near the Parc Szint Cloud, st an
orernight hotel close to the Musée Gambetta, Last night
HHollowed them in a car 1o Ville d'Avray, today 1 found
vut the exact address.”

“Did she go with him velumtarily?”

“That’s what I'd like ta know more than anything
the” 1 Gaston so maliciously that Rolling loaked
@ bin in astonishment.

“Exense e, Monsieur Gaston, but T don's quite uder:
1td where you it mto this story, What have yo? ot
¥ do with Mademoiselle Montrose? How comes it tb{’f‘«"’"
lollow ber g uight and establish her W”""bo"b‘;; ger

“Enought™ Gaston held out his hand with 2 "‘;“".m_
e “ understand yon. You had to ask me ’f" 7

.‘ maver: 1 am in love and ¥ am jealost

Aba!” exclaimed Rolling.

¥
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“You want the details? Here they are: last night as 1
came out of a café where I had drunk a glass of grog I
saw Mademoiselle Montrose. She was driving at great
speed in a hired car. Her face was ghastly. It was a matter
of a second to jump into a taxi and follow her. She stopped
her car on Rue des Gobelins and went into the gateway of
house number sixty-three. (Rolling blinked as though he
had been stung.) Beside myself with jealousy I strode up
and down the pavement in front of that house. Exactly
at a quarter past four Mademoiselle Montrose came out of
the house, not through the street door as I had expected but
through a gateway leading into an adjacent park. A man
with a black beard, dressed in a cloth coat and a grey hat,
held her by the shoulders. The rest you know.”

Rolling sank on to a chair (a period piece from the
time of the Crusades) and for a long time sat silent, his
fingers clutching the carved arms. Here was the missing
information. The murderer was Garin. Zot—his accom-
plice. The criminal plan was obvious. They had killed the
double on the Rue des Gobelins in order to involve him,
Rolling, in crooked business and then browbeat him into
giving them money to build the machine. The honest ser-
geant and classical idiot, Gaston, had accidentally dis-
covered the crime. It was all so clear. He must act reso-
lutely and without mercy.

There was an evil gleam in Rolling’s eyes. He stood
up and kicked the chair aside with his foot.

“I'll ring for the police. You will come with me to Ville
d’Avray.”

An cvil grin spread over Gaston’s bewhiskered face.

“Mr. Rolling, I don’t think it would be advisable to have
the police mixed up in this business. We can manage on
our own.”

“I want to have the murderer and his accomplice arrest-

ed and handed over to justice.” Rolling straightened him-
sclf up and his voice was as hard as stecl.
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nal justice, there now stood the Eiffel Tower; two and a half
million electric candles winked and blinked from its iron
carcase, fiery arrows drew pictures and wrote the whole
night through for all Paris to read: “Buy Citroén cars—
cheap and practical....”

42 ,

It was a warm, damp night. The window, stretching
from floor to ceiling, was open, and through it came the
occasional rustling of unseen leaves. The room on the
first floor of the Hotel A la Grive Noire was dark and
quiet. The damp odour of the park mingled with that of
perfume. The ancient drapings on the walls, the worn
carpets, and the huge wooden bed that had in the course
of years given refuge to a whole procession of lovers—all
were permeated with these odours. It was a good old place
for love in solitude. The trees rustled outside the
windows, the breeze brought sad, earthy odours from the
park, and a warm bed nurtured the short happiness of
lovers. It was also said that Béranger had written his
gongs in that room. Times had changed, of course.
Hurrying lovers, escaping from seething Paris to get away
for an hour from the blinding, howling lights of the
Eiffel Tower, had no time for the rustling of leaves, no
time for love. In our days who could stroll dreamily along
the boulevards with a volume of Musset in his pocket?
Today cverything was speeded up, everything was done
at a speed dictated by petrol. “Hallo, ma petite, we have
an hour and twenty minutes at our disposal! In that time
we must see a movie, eat dinner, and get in a spot of love.
There’s nothing to be done about it, Mimi, that’s civili-
zation.”

However, the dark crowns of the lime-trees and the
gentle chattering of the tree-frogs outside the windows
of the Hotel A 1a Grive Noire did not fit in with the gener-
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2] flow of European civilization. All was quiet and peace-
ful. Inside the room a door squeaked and steps could be
heard on the carpet, The vague outline of a man halted in
the middle of the room. He spoke eoftly and in Russisn.

“You must decide. In thirty or forty minutes the car
will arrive. What is it to be—yes or no?™

There was movement in the bed hut no answer. He
drew nearer.

“ZaE, be sensible”

The only answer was a mirthiess laugh.

Garin bent aver Zog's face, peered at her, and then
sat at her feet on the bed.

“Yesterday's adventure can be regarded as not having
oceurred. Tt began somewhat unusually and ended in this
bed—I suppose you would call that banality? I agree.
Regard it as expunged. Listen, I don’t want any other
woman but you—how can I help it!”

“Vulgar and stupid,” said Zo&.

“Y agree with you completely. 1 am just 2 vulgar
Philistine, I'm primitive. Today 1 discovered what I need
money, power, and fame for—to possess yon. Later on,
when you wake up 1 explained my viewpoint to you: 1
don't want to part with yon and don‘t intend 10.”

“QOha!” said Zok.

“‘Oho!' means nothing. 1 understand that you are a
clever and proud woman and that you are very indignant
at the idea of somebody forcing your hand. What else can
1 do? We have the nexus of blood holding us together. If
you go back to Rolling I shall fight. And a5 T am a vulgar
Philistine T will eend us sll to the guillotine, Rolling, you,
and myself”

“You've said that before. Don't repeat yourself.”

“Aren’t you convinced?”

“What have you to offer in exchange for Rolling? I'm
an expensive woman.”

“The Olivine Belt.
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“What?”

“The Olivine Belt. H-m-m, it would take too long to
explain what that is. Wed nced a frce evening and refer-
ence hooks. In twenty minutes we have to leave. The
Olivine Belt is power over the whole world. T'll hire your
Rolling as my door-porter, that’s what the Olivine Belt
is. I'll be in my hands in two years. You will not be just
a rich woman, or even the richest in the world—that’s
insipid. But power! The incbriation of power never
before known on earth. We have means to achieve this
more perfect than those of Genghis Khan. You want to
be worshipped as a goddess? We'll order temples to be
built to you on all five continents and in each of them
your statue will he crowned with wreaths of vine leaves.”

“How terribly hourgeois!™

“All right. I'm not joking now. If you wish it you may
be the vicar of God or the Devil on earth, whichever is
the more to your liking. If you feel a desire to kill—some-
times one feels such an urge—you will have power over all
mankind. A woman like you, Zo#, will find plenty of use
for the wealth of the Olivine Belt. T am making you a good
offer. Two years of struggle and I’ll reach the Olivine Belt.
Don’t you bhelieve me?”

For some time Zoé did not answer and then said in 2
low voice:

“Why should 1 take the risk alone? Show some courage
yourself.”

Garin. it scemed, was endeavouring to see her eycs
in.(;hc darkness, then, almost sadly, almost tenderly, he
said:

“If not, yon may go. I shall not follow you. Make your
choice voluntarily.”

Zot heaved a short sigh. She sat up in bed and lifted
ber hands to adjust her hair (this was a good sign).

“In the future we have the Olivine Belt. What have you
got now?” she asked, holding hairpins between her teeth,
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“At the moment I have my apparatus and carbon pyra-
mids. Get up. Come to my room and I'll show you the
apparatns.”

“I’s not much. All right, I'll look at it. Let's go.”

43

In Garin's room the balcony window was closed and
curtained. Against the wall stood two suitcases. (He had
been at the Hotel A la Grive Noire over a week.) Garin
locked the door. Zoé sat down, put her elbows on the table,
and shaded her eyes from the ceiling lamp. Her grass-green
silk mackintosh was crumpled, her hair was put up
carclessly, and her face wore a tired expression—all of
which made her more attractive than ever. Garin, as he
opened a sui kept glancing at her with burning eyes
framed in blue rings.

“This is my apparatus,” he ssid, putting two metal
hoxes on the table: one of them was narrow, like a piece
cut from o pipe, the other was » flat, twelve-sided affair
three times the diameter of the first.

He placed the two hoxes together and fastened them
with bolts. The pipe he pointed towards the fire-grate and
then took the round lid off the twelve.sided box. Inside
this housing a bronze ring stood on edge with twelve por-
celain cups attached to it.

“This is a model,” he said, taking a box of pyramids
out of the other suitcase. “It won’t stand up to more than
an honr’s work. The machine must be built from ex-
ceptionally durable materials and ten times stronger than
this, It would be very heavy to carry and T am constantly
on the move. (Hle placed twelve pyramids in the twelve
cups.) From the outside you can’t see or understand any-
thing. Here is a diagram, the long cross-section.” He leaned
over Zoe's chair, inhaling the perfume of her hair, and
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opened out a drawing about half the size of a shcet of
newspaper. “You want me to risk everything in this game
as you do, Zoé. Look here. This is the general scheme.

Jwelve sided
’,’DUJ//I,V i ., chyﬂgf /[_']‘7(;(]/0'/‘
ne of Ihe Twelve (e ring - > 7
go;ifg/afnpr: AN ﬁ%?%ﬁ}ﬁ%@%f%

A _ Direclion of Mo rays
B)Z " or “ray cord”
fperéoloid of shamonile (6)

hure cardon, almos’ os horg os ¢
) . (gcﬂbmaﬂaf highe fuse /m/‘pg}
Meromeler serow AN
72 eqjus, /g; One of e Jivelve
Lyperbolor porcelarn cups

Brevze ring

“It's as simple as ABC. It’s the purest accident that
nobody discovered it before me. The whole secret is in
this hyperbolic mirror (A), shaped like the reflector
in an ordinary searchlight, and this piece of shamonite (B),

also made in the form of a hyperbolic sphere. The hyper-
bolic mirror functions in this way:

Cross-sechion of
Myperdolic mirror
rags
rays focus of
Hyrerdola

D)

“‘Rnys of light falling on the inner surface of the hyper-
bolic mirror meet at one point, at the focus of the hyper-
!)o]n. This is common knowledge. Here is something new:
in the focus of the hyperbolic mirror I place a sccond
hyperbola (B) in reverse, as it were, in relation to the

120



ollxer—ﬂus is the revo]\mg hyperboloid, turned from

a I that polish well and has a very high
fuse point—there are inexl ible dep of it in the
north of Russia. What happens to the rays?

“The rays concentrated at the focus of the mirror (A)
are directed on to the surface of the hyperboloid (B) and
are reflected from it geometrieally parallel—in other words
the hyperboloid (B) concentrates all the rays into one ray,
or into a ray cord of any thickness, By turning the micro-
meter screw I adjust the hyperbnlold (B) and can produce
a ray of any thickness.

A-Hyperdolic mirror

Reys eeocenlraled In
Rays ‘one cord), Ie Toy ford”

8-Hyperbolotd of skomenile

“The energy lost by transmission through the atmosphere
is negligible. In actual practice I can reduce the ‘ray cord’
to the thickness of an ordinary needle.”

Hearing this Zo€ got up, pulled and cracked her fingers,
and sat down again, clasping her knee.

“For my first experimenty 1 used ordinzry tallow-
candles as the source of light. By adjusting the hyperbo-
loid (B) I reduced the ray to the thickness of a knitting
needle and easily cut through an inch board with it. Then
I realized that the whole secret lay in the discovery of
sufficiently powerful but compact sources of radiant
energy. Three years of work which have cost the lives of
two of my assistants have produced these carbon pyramids.
There is so much energy in these pyramids that if I place
them in the apparatus and light them (they burn for ahout
five minutes), they give me a ‘ray cord’ powerful enough
to cut throngh a railway bridge in a few secands.... Do
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you realize what possibilities this offers? There is nothing
in the whole world that can stand up against the power
of the ray.... Buildings, fortresses, dreadnoughts, air-
ships, rocks, mountains, the earth’s crust... my ray will
pierce. and cut through and destroy everything.”

Garin stopped suddenly and raised his head, listening.
He heard the crunching of gravel, and the dying sound
of motor-car engines as they were shut off came drifting
into the room. He leaped to the window and slipped behind
the curtain. Zo& watched Garin’s motionless figure out-
lined behind the dusty red velvet; then the figure seemed
to waver as Garin came from bchind the curtain.

“Three cars and eight men,” he said in a whisper.
“They’re after us. I helieve one of the cars is Rolling's.
There’s nohody in the hotel but the concierge and us. (He
quickly pulled a revolver out of the drawer of a bedside
table and thrust it into his jacket pocket.) They won't
let me out of here alive.” Suddenly he rubbed the side of
his nose gleefully. “Well, Zo&, make up your mind: yes
or no? There’ll never be another moment like this.”

“You’re mad.” Zo&'s face flushed and she looked young-
er. “Get away while you can.”

Garin stuck his beard out defiantly.

“Eight men.... That’s nothing!” He lifted the appa-
ratus and turped it with the muzzle towards the door. He
slapped his pockets. His face suddenly changed colour.

“Matches,” he whispered, “I’'ve no matches.”

Perhaps he said that in order to test Zo&. Perhaps he
really had no matches in his pocket—and his life depended
on matches. He looked at Zoé dumbly, like an animal
awaiting death. As though moving in her sleep, she took
her bag from a chair, opened it, took out a box of wax
vestas, and gave them to him slowly, with difficulty. As
he took them he felt the icy coldness of her thin hand.

From the spiral staircase came the sound of wary foot-
steps.
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A number of men stopped outside their door. They
could hear the sound of their breathing.

“Who's that?” asked Garin loudly in French.

“A telegram,” answered a gruff voice. “Open the door.”

Zo€, withont 8 word, grasped Garin by the shoulders
and shook her head. He drew her towards the corner of
the room and forcefully sat her down on the carpet. Then
he went straight back to the apparatns and shonted:

“Push the telegram under the door.”

“Open the door when you're told,” growled the same
voice.

Another voice atked cautiously:

“Is the woman there with you?”

“Yes, she's here.”

“Give her to us and we'll leave you in peace.”

“I’m warning you,” faid Garin viciously, “if you don't
get to hell out of here not one of you will be alive in a
minnte’s time.”

“Oh, 1a-1al... Oh.ho-ho! .., Hi-hi!...” voices whined
and brayed: bodies were hurled against the door, the china
door handle turned, plaster fell from around the door
frame, Zo€ did not take her eyes off Garin. His face was
pale, his movements were swift and confident. He squatted
on his heels and turned the micrometer screw of his
spparatos. He took ont a few vestas and placed them on
the table beside the box. Then he took out his revolver,
straightened up, and stood waiting. The door was giving
way. Suddenly glass fell from the window with a crash and
the cortains bulged. Garin fired into the window. He
squatted down, lit 2 match, pushed it into the apparatus,
and shut the round lid.

After the shot came a few seconds® silence, then came
an attack at the door and window simultaneously, They
banged on the door with some beavy object and the panels
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were splintered. The curtain covering the window was
twisted and fell together with the curtain rod.

“Gaston!” screamed Zo®. Bec de Canard came crawling
over the window grille with an apache-knife in his mouth.
The door still held. Garin, as white as a sheet, turned
the micrometer screw of his apparatus and the revolver
danced in his left hand. A flame jumped and roared in-
side the machine, The circle of light on the wall (oppo-
site the muzzle of the machine) grew smaller, the wall-
paper began to smoke. Gaston, his eye on the revolver,
was creeping along the wall, crouched for a spring. He
now held the knife in his hand, Spanish fashion, point
towards his own body. The circle of light became an in-
candescent spot. Bewhiskered faces peered through the
broken panels of the door. Garin seized the apparatus in
both hands and turned the muzzle towards Bec de Canard.

Zoé saw it all: Gaston opened his mouth, either to
scream or to gasp for air. A strip of smoke passed across
his chest and the hands that he tried to raise fell. He fell
backward on to the carpet. His head together with his
shoulders fell from the lower part of his body like a piece
of bread cut off a loaf,

Garin turned the machine towards the door. On the
way the ray from the apparatus cut through the electric
lighting wires and the lamp on the ceiling went out. The
dazzling, dead straight ray, as thin as a needle, played
above the door and pieces of wood fell down. The ray
crawled lower down. There came a short howl, as though a
cat had been trodden on, Somebody stumbled in the dark.
A body fell softly. The ray danced about two feet from the
floor. '.I'hcrc was an odour of burning flesh. Suddenly there
was silence broken only by the flame roaring in the
apparatus,

Garin conghed and said in a hoarse voice that almost
refused to ohey him:

“They’re all finished with.”
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Outside the broken window the breeze played in the
invisible lime-trees and they rustled sleepily, Out of the
darkness below, where the cars wese standing motionless,
a voice called out in Russian:

“Pyotr Petrovich, are you alive?” Garin appeared at
the window. “Careful. It is I, Shelga. Remember our agree-
ment? I've got Rolling’s car. You must get away, Save the
apparatus. I'm waiting.”

45

Following his usual Sunday evening custom Profcssor
Reicher was playing chess on the little balcony of his
third-floor flat. On this occasion his opponent was Hein-
rich Wolf, his favourite pupil. They smoked in silence,
their eyes fixed on the chess-board. The last glow of eve-
ning had long since died away at the end of the long
street, the night air was heavy, there was not 2 movement
amongst the leaves of the ivy that covered the balcony.
Below them the asphalted square lay deserted under the
starry sky.

Grunting and snorting the professor was thinking out
his move. His hand with its yellow finger-nails hovered
over the board but did not touch any of the chessmen, He
removed the cigarette end from his mouth.

“I must think about this.”

“As you please,” snswered Wolf. His handsome face
with its high forehead, clean-cut chin and short, straight
nose gave one the impression of a mighty machine at
rest. The professor was more temperamental (he belonged
to the older generation)—his steel-grey beard was dishev-
elled and there were red patches on his wrinkled forchead.

A tall lamp under a wide, coloured shade threw ita
light on their faces. A few consumptive, green creatures
futtered arovnd the lamp-or sat on the freshly ironed
table-cloth twitching their whiskers, staring with their
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tiny dots of eyes, little dreaming that they were watching
the gods at play. Inside the room a clock struck ten.

Frau Reicher, the professor’s mother, a neat-looking
old lady, sat motionless; she could no longer read or knit
by artificial light. In the distance, where the lights of a
high house showed bright through the darkness of the
night, the huge stone expanse of Berlin could be faintly
discerned. If it had not been for her son at the chess-hoard,
the soft light of the lampshade, the green creatures on
the table-cloth, the horror that had long since filled her
soul would have risen up again as it had done so often
in the years that had drained the blood from her dried-up
face—the horror of the millions that were advancing on
the city, advancing towards that stone balcony. These
millions were not called Fritz, Johannes, Heinrich or
Otto, they were called “masses.” They were all alike, badly
shaven, with paper shirt-fronts, grimy with iron and lead
dust—and from time to time they filled the streets, They
thrust out their chins and made many demands.

Frau Reicher remembered those happy days when her
fiancé, Otto Reicher, had returned from Sedan after the
victory over the Emperor of France. He smelled of leather,
like a real soldier, wore a beard, and talked in a loud
voice. She went to meet him outside the town, in a blue
dress with ribbons and flowers, Germany raced on from
victory to victory, to happiness, together with Otto's
beard, together with pride and hope. Soon the whole world
would be conquered....

Frau Reicher’s life was over. A sccond war had come
and gone. Somchow they had managed to drag their feet
out of a morass in which millions of human bedies were
fouing. And then came the masses, Look anyone of them
in the cyes under the peak of his cap. They were not
_Gc"mﬂ“ eyes. Their expression was stubborn, morose, and
incomprehensible, There was no way of approach to those
eyes. Frau Reicher was filled with horror.

126



Alexei Semyonovich Khlinov appeared on the balcony.
He was neatly dressed in his grey Sunday suit.

Khlinov bowed to Frau Reicher, wished her good eve-
ning, and sat down heside the professor wha frowned good-
bhumouredly and winked jokingly at the chess-board. Maga-
zines and foreign newspapers lay on the table. The pro-
fessor, like all other intellectuals in Germany, was poor.
His hospitality was confined to the soft light of the lamp
on the freshly ironed cloth, the offer of a twenty-pfennig
cigar, and to conversation that was probably worth more
than a supper with champagne and other superfluities.

From seven in the morning till seven at night, on
working days, the professor was business-like, severe, and

icative, On Sundays he willingly accompanied
his friends on an “excursion into the realms of fantasy.”
He liked talking from “cne end of the cigar to the other.”

“Yes, I have to thiok this over,” repeated the profes-
sor through a cloud of smoke.

“As you please,” answered Wolf, coldly polite.

Khlinov opened the Paris newspaper L'Intransigeant
and under the headline “Mysterious Crime at Ville
d'Avray” saw a picture showing seven men cut to pieces.
“Oh, well,” thought Khlinov. But what he read farther
made him sit up and think.

“... It is assumed that the erime was committed with
some weapon hitherto unknown, either a hot wire or heat
ray working at extremely high tension. We have succeeded
in establishing the nationality and appearance of the crim-
inal: he is, as could be expected, a Russian. (Here fol-
lowed a description given by the proprietress of the hotel.)
On the night of the crime he had a woman with lum. All
clse is wrapped in mystery. It may be that the bloody
find in the forest at Fontainebleau, where an unknown
man was found unconscions some thirty yards from the
road, will throw some light on 1t. Four bullet wounds were
found on the body, Papers and everything else that might
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have established the identity of the man had been stolen.
The victim had apparently been thrown from a car. Up to
time of going to press he was still unconscious....”

46

“Check!” exclaimed the professor. “Check and mate.
Wolf, you're defeated, your territory is occupied, you're
on your knees, you'll have to pay reparations for sixty-
six years. Such is the law of higher imperialist politics.”

“Revenge?” asked Wolf.

“Oh, no. We're going to emjoy all the advantages of
the cenqueror.”

The professor tapped Khlinov on the knee.

“What was that you were reading in the paper, my
young and irreconcilable Bolshevik? About the seven
dissected Frenchmen? What else can you expect? Victors
arc always inclined to excesses. History always strives to
establish an equilibrium, The victors carry pessimism home
with them together with their booty. They start eating too
richly. Their stomachs cannot handle the fat and their
blood is tainted with poison. They cut people to pie-
ces, hang themselves on their braces, and jump over
bridges. They lose their love of life. Optimism is all that
is left to the conquered in place of what they have lost. It
is a superb quality of the human will to believe that every-
thing is for the best in this best of worlds. Pessimism
must be uprooted. The morose and bloody mysticism of the
East, the hopeless sorrow of the Hellenic civilization, the
unbridled passions of Rome amidst the smoking ruins of
conquered cities, the fanaticism of the Middle Ages when
people awaited the end of the world and the Day of Judge-
ment at any moment and, lastly, our own age that is build-
ing card houses of well-being and swallows the intolerable
twaddle of the cinema-—on what foundation, I ask you, is
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“I'll try to be serious. In Moscow the frosts go down
to thirty degrces below zero centigrade in winter. If
you splash water out of a third-storey window it falls to
the ground in little balls of ice. The earth has been re-
volving in interplanetary space for ten thousand, fifteen
thousand million years, It should have grown cold in that
time, shouldn’t it? I maintain that the earth has long
since grown cold, that it has irradiated all its heat into
interplanetary space. You will naturally ask: what about
the volcanoes, the molten lava, the hot geysers? Between
the hard crust of the earth, slightly warmed by the sun,
and the basic nuclear mass there is a belt of molten wmetals,
the so-called Olivine Belt. It owes its existence to the
constant atomic disintegration of the central mass. This
central mass is a sphere with the temperature of interplan-
etary space, that is two hundred and seventy-three degrees
below zero centigrade. The products of this disintegration
~the Olivine Belt——are nothing more than metals in a
state of flux: olivine, mercury, and gold. According to
numerous data the Belt does not lie very deep in the
carth—from ten to fifty thousand feet. It is passible to
sink a shaft in the centre of Berlin and molten gold
will pour out spontaneously, like oil, from the Olivine
Belt,”

“Lagical, tempting, but impracticable,” said Wolf after
a short silence. “With the appliances we have at present
it is impossible to sink a shaft that depth.”

47

Khlinov placed his hand on the outspread pages of
L’Intransigeant,

(3 - . .
‘Professor, that picture reminds me of a conversation
that I had on board the plane when I was on my way to
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Berlin. The task of boring as far as the disintegrating
elements of the earth's centre is not quite o impossible.”

“What has that got to do with chopped up Frenchmen?”
asked the professor, lighting another cigar.

“The murders at Ville I’Avray were committed with a
heat ray.”

Hearing these words Wolf moved to the table, an ex-
pression of caution on his cold face.

“Ach, those rays again.” The professor screwed up his
face with a sour look. “Nonsense, biuff, a canard spread
by the British War Office.”

“The apparatus was designed hy a Russian, I know
him,” answered Khlinov. “He is a talented inventor and
a ruthless criminal.”

Khlinov told them all that he knew of Engineer Garin:
about his work at the Polytechnical Institute, the crime
on Krestovshy Island, the strange finds in the cellar of
the cottage, about his calling Shelga to Paris, aud the mad
hunt after Garin’s apparatus that was apparently gomng
on at the moment.

“Here is the evidence.” Khlinov pointed to the photo-
graph in the paper. “That's Garin's work.”

Wolf frowned as he examined the picture. The profes-
sor continued absent.mindedly:

“You think that heat rays could be used to bore throngh
the earth? Although .. . yes, clay and granite melt at three
thousand degrees centigrade, Very, very interesting.
Couldn’t we get hold of that Garin by telegraph? H-m-m.
If we were to combine the drilling with artificial refri.
geration and use electric lifts to remove the rocks as they
are dug out we could dig pretty deep. My friend, I'm
devilishly interested in what you have said.”

Contrary to his custom the professor walked up and
down the balcony until two o’cloch in the morning, puffing
at his cigar and evolving plans each more 2stounding than
its predecessor,
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When they left the professor’s house, Wolf and Khlinov
usually parted company on the square. On this occasion,
however, Wolf walked on beside Khlinov, his head bowed;
he tapped the ground moodily with his walking-stick as
they went along.

“So you think that Garin disappeared with his machine
after that business at Ville d’Avray?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“And what about the ‘bloody find in the forest at
Fontainebleau’? Couldn’t that be Garin?”

*Do you mean that Shelga might have got the appa-
ratus?”

“I do.77

“I hadn't thought of that. Yes, that wouldn’t be at all
bad.”

*1 suppose not,” said Wolf, mockingly, and raised his
head.

Khlinov cast a swift glance at his companion. They
both stopped. A distant street-lamp lit up Wolf's face, his
malicious sneer, his cold eyes, his stubborn chin.

“In any case it’s all guesswork, so far we’ve nothing
to quarrel about,” said Khlinav.

“Yes, I know.”

“Wolf, I'm not trying to be smart with you, but I tell
you in all seriousness that Garin’s apparatus must be in
the US.S.R. That one desire of mine is enough to make
me your enemy. On my word of honour, my dear Wolf, you

have a very vague idea of what is good and bad for your
country.”

“Are you trying to insult me?”

“Oh, hell. Although... yes.” Khlinov, in true Russian
style, which Wolf immediately noticed, pushed his hat over
one car and scratched behind the other. “After we've killed
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about seven million men between us is there any sense
in getting insulted at 2 word?... You're a German from
head to foot—armoured infantry, a maker of machines, I
suppose your perves are made of different stuff from mine.
Listen, Wolf, if Garin’s apparatus fell into the hands of
somebody like you, the devil alone knows what you would
do with it.”

“Germany will never become reconciled to her abase-
ment."

When they reached the house where Khlinov rented 2
room on the ground floor they parted in silence. Khlinov
went in and Wolf stood outside for some time slowly roll-
ing his extinguished cigar between his tecth, Suddenly &
ground window burst open and Khlinov leaned out ex-
citedly.

“Ah. You're still here. Thank God. Walf, I've got a
telegram from Shelga in Paris Listen. ‘Criminal escaped.
Am wounded, shall be inactive long time. Danger of world
calamity. Your presence essential.’™

“I'm coming with you,” said Wolf.

49

Shadows of leaves flitted across the white window.
curtains beyond which could be heard the constant gurgle
of water. Portable sprays on the hospital lawns set up
fine showers of water that turned to rainbows in the sun-
shine and dripped from the leaves of a plane-tree under
the window.

In a high, white room Shelga lay dozing in the 2ot
light penetrating through the curtain.

The noises of Paris came drifting in from a distance.
Nearer sounds were the rustling of the trees, the voices
of the birds, and the monotonous splashing of the
water.
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Whenever a car hooted near by or there were footsteps
in the corridor Shelga swiftly opened his eyes and glanced
sharply at the door in alarm. He could not move. Both
his arms were rendered immobile by plaster casts, his chest
and head were bandaged. His only defence were his eyes.
And again the sweet sounds from the garden lulled him
to sleep.

A Sister of the Carmelite Order, in white from head
to foot, woke Shelga: with her plump hands she carefully
rajsed a porcelain gravy bowl filled with tea to his lips.
After she had gone the fragrance of lavender remained.

The day passed in sleep alternating with alarm. This
was the seventh day since Shelga, bleeding and uncon-
scious. had been picked up in the forest at Fontainebleau.

A juge d’instruction had twice questioned him already.
Shelga’s deposition was the following:

“At twelve o’clock, midnight, I was attacked by two
men. I defended myself with my stick and my fists. I was
four times wounded and remember nothing more.”

“Did you see the faces of your attackers?”

“The lower parts of their faces were covered with
handkerchiefs,”

::And 60 you defended yourself with a walking-stick?”

Actually it was a branch I had picked up in the
forest,”

*How did you come to be in the forest at Fontainblcau
o late at night?”

“I had been for a walk, had had a look at the palace,
wanted to come back through the forest, and lost my
way.”

&

How do you account for the fact that fresh traces

of a car were found near the place where you were
attacked?”

“ .

The criminals must have used a car.”
(14 .

To kill or rob you?”
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“Neither the one nor the other, I think. Nobody knows
me in Paris. I do not work at the Embhassy. 1 have no
political mission to fulfil. I had very little money with
me."”

“Then it could not have been you the criminals were
waiting for when they stood under the double ozk in the
glade where one of them smoked and the other lost a cuff.
Jink with a valnahle pearl in it

In all probsbility they were young socicty scapegraces
who had lost a lot of money at the races or in the casino.
They were probahly looking for an opportunity to retrieve
their fortunes. A man with his pocket-book full of thousand-
franc notes might very well come their way in the
Fontaineblean Forest.

At the second interrogation, when the juge d'instruc-
tion confronted him with the telegram he had sent to
Khlinov in Berlin (given to the juge d’instruction by the
Carmelite Sister) Shelga said:

“That'’s in code. It concerns the arrest of an important
criminal who escaped from Russia™

“Can’t you be a little more frank with me?”

“No, it’s not my secret.”

Shelga anewered all questions precisely and clearly,
looking straight into his interlocutor’s eyes honestly and
even a little foolishly, There was nothing left for the juge
d’instruction to do but believe in his sincerity.

The danger, however, was not past. There was danger
in the columns of the mewspapers that were filled with
details of the “nightmare crime at Ville d*Avray,” there
was danger behind the door, behind the white curtains that
quivered in the breeze, there was danger in the gravy howl
lifted to his lipa by the plump hands of the Carmelite
Sister,

There was only one way out: to get the plaster casts
and the bandages off as quickly as possible. Shelga lay
motionless, half asleep.
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“Yes. You ought to remember...,On the Boulevard
Malesherbes I told you....”

“Good,” answered Rolling, “tomorrow T'll receive you.
I must think over your proposal again.”

ZoE said in a low voice:

“Rolling, don't talk nonsense.”

“Mademoiselle!” Rolling jumped and his bowler hat
fell on to his nose. “Mademoiselle.... Your conduct is
unheard of. You've deceived me.... You whore...."”

Zog answered him in the same low voice:

“Go to hell! You can talk to Garin.”

Rolling and Garin moved over to the double oak.
Over there an electric torch was switched on and two
heads bent close together. For a few seconds nothing
could be heard except the splashing of the water amongat
the stones.

“...But there aren’t three of us... there’s z fourth
here ... there’s a witness,” Rolling’s sharp voice reached
Shelga’s ears.

“Who's there, who's there?” muttered Shelga, shudder-
ing and still kalf-asleep. His pupils di led in alsrm.

Before him on the white chair sat Khlinov with his
hat on his knees.
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“I had no time to think out their move,” Shelga told
him, “I acted like a fool, that's all.”

“It was 2 mistake 10 take Rolling with you in the car,”
answered Khlinov,

“Like hell T took him! When the shooting and killing
began in the hotel Rolling crouched in his car like a rat
in ity hole, with 2 couple of Colts ready for action. I fiad
no weapon with me. I climbed on to the balcony and saw
how Garin dealt with the gangsters. I told Rolling about
it. He got scared, hissed something at me but refused to
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get out of the car. Then he tried to shoot at Zo& Montrose
but Garin and I twisted his hands behind his back. There
was no time to spare so I jumped into the driver’s seat
and made off.”

“When they went into a huddle under the oak-tree
surely you must have realized what was going on?”

“I knew they meant to finish me off. What could I do?
Run for it? You know, I’m a sportsman, after all....
Apart from that, I had a plan worked out. T had a fake
passport for Garin with half a dozen visas on it. His
machine was within reach.., in the car.... Under those
circumstances how could I think of my own skin?”

“I suppose you couldn’t. And so they came to an
agreement....”

“Rolling signed some paper, there under the tree, 1
saw that quite clearly, After that I heard what he said
ahout the fourth witness, about me, that is. In a whisper
I said to Zo#, ‘Listen, we just passed a policeman and
he noted the number of the car. If I'm found dead you'll
all three be in handeuffs tomorrow.” D’you know what she
answered me? What a woman! ... She didn’t look back but
over her shoulder she said, ‘All right. I'll hear that in
mind.' And how lovely she is!... A real she-devil. But
never mind. Garin and Rolling came back to the car. I
acted as though nothing had happened. Zoé got in first
and then leaned out and said something in English. Garin
said to me, ‘Comrade Shelga, now get going, full speed
westwards.” I stooped down in front of the radiator....
That was where T blundered. And that was the one chance
they had. Once the car was moving at speed they would
!mv? been afraid to do anything. And so T started the
engine. . . . Suddenly on the top of my head, in my
brain ... it was like 2 house falling on me, bones cracked,
something hit me. light seared mv eves. and T went ont.
The only thing I noticed was Rolling’s distorted mug. The
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son of a biteh He put four bullets into me, When I
ened my eyes 1 was in this room.™ .
Op ‘S‘;:lgayh:f! grown tired from talking. He lay silent Sor
s long time.
“\%’htre can Rolling be now?” asked Khlinov.
“YWhere? Why, in Paris of course. He's handling the
press. He's making a grand offensive on the chemical frons.
He's simply shovelling in the money. The point {8 l!\at at
any moment I'm expecting a bullet through the window
or poison in that gravy bowl they feed me from. Hel
finish me off, of course.”
“Then why do you keep quiet? ... You must commu-
nicate with the Prefect of Police at once.”
“My dear comrade, you're out of your mind! I'm only
alive hecanse I keep quies.”
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“And 50 you zetzslly saw the machine at work, Shelga?”

“I saw it and now I know-—guns, gas, aeroplsnes, and
ail that are just tors for babies. Don't forget thar Garin
isn' alone. Garin plus Rolling. A death-dealing machine
2nd Rolling’s billions, We can expect anything from that
combination.”

Khlinov raised the blind and stood for a long time
at the window staring ont at the emerald green lowyp. at
the old gardener who was having difficulty in dragmne the
metal pipes of the sprinkler over 1o the shady side of 1o
garden, at the black thrushes that were busy buntne ezrte.
worms under the verhena bushes. The sky. dairmmeiz™r
blue, gave the garden an air of eternal peaee

“Suppose we leave them to themeelves le- Tiofizer
and Garin unfold their scheme 1 2l) 11
began Khlinov, “and it will sooz be over
inevitably perish. Here only the =
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Khlinov turned away from the window. “Stone-age man
wae undoubtedly greater. He decorated the interiors of
his caves because he felt an artistic urge and not for pay;
sitting by his fire he thought about mammoths and thunder-
storms, about the strange cycle of life and death and
about himself. The devil knows that was really dignified!
His brain was still small, his skull thick, but spiritual
encrgy radiated from his head. What the hell do people
of today want with flying machines? I'd like to take some
dandy from the boulevards and confront him with a
paleolithic man in his cave. That hairy gentleman would
ask him, ‘What has your brain been doing these hundred
thousand years, you son of a sick bitch?’ And that dandy
would twist and turn: ‘Ah, d’you know I don’t go in much
for brainwork, I prefer to enjoy the fruits of civilization.
Monsieur Ancestor.... If it were not for the danger of
the hoi polloi revolting our world would be truly beautiful,
Women, restaurants, a little excitement over cards in
the casino, a little sport.... But the real trouble is these
constant crises and revolutions—they make one tired....
And the ancestor would fix his burning eyes on the dandy
and would say, ‘As for me, I like to think, I sit here and
admire the genius of my mind. I would like it to penetrate
into the universe.’”

Khlinov stopped talking. He smiled, staring into the
half-light of a paleolithic cave. He shook his head.

“What do Garin and Rolling want? They want to be
tickled. Let them call it power over the whole world. if
t-hcy like, all the same it’s nothing more than just tick-
ll‘ng. Thirty million people perished in the Iast war, This
time th'ey want to kill threce hundred million. Spiritual
energy is in a state of coma. Professor Reicher only dines
on Sundays. All the week he ecats two picces of bread
with margarine and jam for lunch and boiled potatoes
with salt 'for dinner. Such is the reward for brainwork. ...
And that’s how it will be until we have blown up all that
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‘civilization® of theirs. We'll put Garin in a lunatic ssylum
and send Rolling away to use his administrative ability
on some Wrangel Jsland. ... You're right. We must fight.
Fm ready, Garin's machine must belong to the US.S.R.™

“We shall have that machige,” said Shelga, closing
his eyes.

“Where do we begin?”

“With a spot of intelligence work.”

“In what direction?”

“Garin is most likely building machines at top speed
pow. That was only a model he had at Ville d’Avray, If
he manages to build a full-size machine it will be difficult
to get it away from him. The first thing we want to know
is—where is he buildiog his machines?”

“That will take money.”

“Go today to Rue Gremelle and talk with our
ambassador. I've already told him a Inttle. He'll give yon
money. The second thing: we must find Zoé Montrose.
That’s very important, She’s a clever woman, cruel and
with a tremendous imagination. She has brought Garin and
Rolling together to the death. She is the spring that works
their whole mechagism.”

“Excuse me, but I'm not going to fight women.”

“Alexei Semyonovich, she's stronger than you and I
together. She'll spill plenty of blood yer"

83

ZoE got out of the low round bath and offered her
back—the maid placed a bath.rohe of Turkish towelling
on her shoulders. Zog, still covered with little bubbles of
sea foam, sat down on a marble bench.

Flickering sun.rays slanted through the portholes, =
greenish light played on the marble walls, the bathroom
swayed slightly. The maid wiped Zo&'s legs cautiously, like
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something very precious, and drew on stockings and white
shoes,

“Your lingerie, madame.”

Zo# got up lazily and the maid dressed her in cobweb-
by underwear. She glanced past the mirror and frowned.
The maid dressed her in a white skirt and a white jacket
with gold buttons, cut sailor fashion, all proper and fitting
for the awner of a three-hundred-ton yacht in the Medi-
terrancan Sea.

“Make up, madame?”

“You're crazy,” answered Zo&, looked slowly at the
maid and went up on deck where breakfast was laid on a
low wicker table on the shady side.

Zoé sat down at the table. She broke a piece of bread
in her fingers absent-mindedly and looked over the side.
The narrow white hull of the yacht slid over the mirror-
like surface of the water—the sea was a clear blue, a little
darker than the cloudiess sky. An odour of freshly-washed
decks pervaded the air and a warm breeze caressed her
legs under her skirt.

On both sides of the slightly curved deck of narrow
yellowish planks stood wicker armchairs and in the centre
a silver Anatolian carpet was spread, on which a number
of brocade cushions lay scattered. From bridge to stern
stretched a blue silken awning with fringe and tassecls.

Zo¢ sighed and began her breakfast.

Stepping softly, Captain Jansen came smilingly up to her
~—he was a Norwegian, clean-shaven, rosy-checked, like a
grown-up boy. He slowly raised two fingers to a cap worn
over onc ear.

“Good morning, Madame Lamolle.” (Zoé sailed under
that name and under the French flag.)

. The captain was all in white, well-groomed and elegant
in a clumsy, sailor fashion. Zo& looked him over from the

gold oak-lcaves on his cap to his white, rope-soled shoes.
She was satisfied,



“Good morning, Jansen.”

“Permit me to report: course, north-west by west, lati-
tude and longitude (such and such), Vesuvius is visible
on the horizon. We shall see Naples in less than 2n hour,”

“Sit down, Jansen.”

With a movement of her hand she invited him to par-
ticipate in her breakfast. Jansen sat down on a wicker
stool that creaked under the weight of his strong body.
He refused breskfast, he had eaten at nine o'clock. Out
of politeness he took a cup of coffee,

Zo¥ examined his sun-tanned face with its blond eye-
brows—it gradually was suffused with colour. Without
even tasting lus coffee he placed the cup back on the table,

“We must take 1n fresh water and oil for the engines,”
ke said without raising his eyes,

“What? Put mto Naples? How boring. If you must
have water and oil, we can stand in the outer roads.”

“Aye, aye, madame,"” answered the captain softly.

“Jansen, weren't your ancestors pirates?”

“Yes, madame”

“Thatr must have been thrilling! Adventure, danger,
revelry, the rape of beautiful women.... Aren’t you sorry
you're not a buccaneer?”

Jansen did not answer. His reddish eyelashes flick-
ered, There were wrinkles on hus forehead.

“Well?™

“I was well brought up, madame.”

“1 don't doubt it.”

“ls there anything about me that leads you to suppose
that I am capable of illegal or disloyal acts?”

“Huh,” ssid Zoé, “a big. strong man, the descendant
of pirates, and all he can do is cart a capricious female
about on a hot and boring pond, Huh!"

“But, madame..,.
“Do something silly, Jansen, I'm fed up...."”
“Aye, aye, madame, 1 will.”
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“When there’s a big storm run the yacht on to the
rocks.”

“Aye, aye, madame, I'll run the yacht on to the
rocks....”

“Do you mean to do that, seriously?...

“If you order it.”

He looked at Zoé, The hurt that showed in his eyes
was mingled with admiration. Zo& reached over and placed
her hand on his white sleeve.

“I'm not joking, Jansen. I’ve only known you for
three wecks but it seems to me that you're the sort that
can be loyal (he clenched his teeth). It scems to me
that you are capable of actions that go beyond the bounds
of loyalty, if...if...."”

At that moment running feet appeared on the lacquer
and bronze companion-way leading from the bridge.

“It’s time, madame ..." interjected Jansen,

The first mate descended to the deck. He saluted.

“Madame Lamolle, it's three minutes to twelve. There
will be a wireless e¢all now....”

1"

54

Her white skirt bellied out in the breeze as Zoé went
towards the radio cabin on the upper deck, She screwed
up her eyes and breathed deeply of the salt air. From
that height, from the captain’s bridge, the sun-filled ex-
panse of ruffled, glassy sea seemed boundless.

Zot looked around and was lost in admiration as she
stood at the rail. The narrow hull of the yacht with its
raised bowsprit flew along amidst the breezes on that
sparkling sca.

. Her heart beat faster from sheer joy. It scemed that
if ahc‘: took her hands off the rail ghe would fly away.
Man is a wonderful being—what measure can be used to
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gauge the unexpectednens of his teaunlormationa? I
radiations of will power, the venamans Nuld of Yan, & woul
that seemed to have heen shattered—nll Zoi'a \ormenting
and dubious past had been pushied palde, dlssaliing in that
bright sunshine...,

“I'm young ... I'm young,..,” it aremed tn hev on the
deck of a vessel with its howsprit rabieid to the mn, "'
beauntiful, I'm kind....”

The bresze careserd hier nech und face, Dnraptured.
Zo= deired happiness, Searcely able 10 drag hevaell anar
frees t2e light, the sky, the sen, alie turned the cold doot
E2r2le 3n2 entered 2 glars cabibn in which the blinds were
Aezwz ez the auany dide, She took up the earphones She
rrazad Ber afinwe on the table and covered her eves with
Bex fagere—ier hegrt was atifl heating faxt, Tod twmnss
£ e e mate.

“Fan mvey g0

Es werz avy of the cabin with a «deglam:
Wadome Lanmaile, She was not only devilishhy basuti
grara{ill a0sfte, slegant—tome mexphoabls exditeeues
ridinced frine Ry,

5

Tiue duntisle eorokes of the chronomerer, Bis
il ekt che Sour of twelve, Z0F sm
minirie fmd ofepeed sinee she rose froz v thair wod
stie ftiisg.

el et Srtrs te feel to turn eve™ mummts mre an
vt die hought, “T me kopw 1hes ;:*:E o me
e illioue «f minntes, million of ereonizias

I ptied the awiteh over 0 thr 123 ang tuned the
sprpanate dn am 8 wnekzzth of 2 bengved and Yhith™
e puuet fye metres Froz 3he fask empiiness oF 4 €
wwt Jistetere «xme RollirsX sion, sk weijees
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“Madame Lamolle, Madame Lamolle, Madame La-
molle.... Are you listening, are you listening, are
you...."”

“Hallo, yes, I'm listening, calm yourself....”

“ ... Is everything all right? Have you any trouble?
Do you need anything? Today, at the same hour as usual I
shall be happy to hear your voice. ... Use the same wave-
length as usual.... Madame Lamolle, do not go too far
from fourteen degrees east longitude, forty degrees north
latitude. It is quite possible that we shall meet soon.
Everything here is all right. Things are fine. The man who
has to keep his mouth shut, does so. Don’t worry, good
luck and pleasant sailing....”

Zoé took off the carphones. A frown marred her fore-
head, Glancing at the hands of the chronometer, she
muttered between her teeth, “I'm fed up!” These daily
vows of love by wireless were getting on her nerves. Roll-
ing could not and would not leave her in peace. He was
prepared to commit any crime as long as she permitted
him to eroak into the microphone every day, “Don’t worry,
good luck and pleasant sailing.”

56

Zo¢ and Rolling had not met since the murderous in-
cidents at Ville d’Avray and Fontaincbleau and a mad
ride with Garin along the empty, moonlit road to Havre.
He had fired at her that evening, had insulted her and
then calmed down. Zoé imagined he was weeping in silence
as he sat hunched up in the car.

In Havre she boarded Rolling’s yacht Arizona and at
dawn put out into the Bay of Biscay. In Lishon, Zo& was
handed papers in the name of Madame Lamolle and be-
came the owner of onc of the most luxurious yachts in
the west, Leaving Lisbon, the Arizona entered the Medi-
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terrancan and had since been cruising in the vicinity of
149E. Tong. and 40°N. lat., keeping within reach of the
Italian seaboard,

Rolling immediately established contact with the yacht
through his private wireless station at Mendon near Paric.
Captain Jansen reported all details of the trip to Rolling.
Rolling called Zog every day. Every cvening she reported
to Lim on her “moods”, Ten days had passed in this mo-
notony when the Arizona’s wireless operator heard short-
wave signals in an unkaown language, Zo€ was informed
and she heard a voice that caused her heart to mi<s a beat.

“Zod, Zod, Zot.,.”

Garin’s voice buzzed in her earphones like s blze-
bottle buzzing against a window-pane, He repeated her
natne and then after o short pause said, “Answer me be
tween one and three tonight.”

Then again: “Zo¥, Zo&, Zot.... Be careful. Be cares
ful.,..”

That same night, over the dark sea, over sleeping
Europe, over the ancient ash-heaps of Asia Minm:‘ over
the dust-covered tharns of the sun.dried vegeiation of
Africa’s plains, radio waves carried the voice of 2 woman.

“I am calling 1o him who asked for an answer between
one and three....”

ZoE repeated this call several times and then said:

“I want to see you, Call it madness of you like. Name
any port in Italy, ... Don’t call me by name, I'll recognize
your voice....”

While Zoi was persistently repeating her call in the
hope that Garia—be ke in Europe, Asiz or Africe—wonld
pick ap the clectro-magnetic waves emitted by the Arizona,
more than a thousand miles away in Paris a telepbone bell
raug on the little table beside the double bed where Rolling
slept alone, his nose tucked into the blankets,

Rolling jumped up and snatched up the seceiver. Se
myonov’s voice told him in 2 hurry:
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“Rolling, she’s talking.”

“With whom?”

“] can’t hear, she doesn’t mention him by name.”

“0.K. Continue listening. Report tomorrow.”

Rolling put down the receiver, got back into bed, but
sleep had already left him.

Semyonov’s task was no easy one: he had to pick out
Zo&’s weak voice amongst the dance music, advertiscments,
church choirs, bulletins on international affairs, operas,
symphonies, stock exchange reports, and jokes of famous
comedians that raged hurricane-like over Europe.

Day and night Semyonov sat in the wireless station at
Mendon. He managed to pick up a few phrases in Zo&’s
voice and that was enough to arouse Rolling’s jealousy.

Rolling felt very bad after the night in Fontaine-
bleau. As long as Shelga was alive a terrible threat hung
over Rolling’s head. He had been forced to sign an agree-
ment with Garin, whom he would willingly have lynched
like a Negro. Perhaps Rolling would have held out even
then—better death, the scaffold, anything rather than this
alliance—but Zo# had broken his will power. By coming to
an agreement with Garin he was gaining time: perhaps
that crazy woman would think better of it, repent and
return to him.... Rolling actually had wept in the car,
wept silently in his cormer.... The devil alone kmew
why.... On account of a wanton, mercenary harlot....
But the tears were, nevertheless, bitter and tormenting. . . .
One of the terms of the agreement had been that Zoé
should take a long trip on his yacht. (This was essential
to cover up all traces.) He hoped to persuade her, to
appeal to her conscience, to attract her to him by daily
talks over the wireless. His hopes were, if possible, even
more foolish than the tears in the car.

] In fxccordance with his agreement with Garin, Rolling
lmme(’l‘mtcly launched a “general offensive on the chemical
front.” On the day when Zo& had boarded the Arizona

148



at Havre, Rolling had returned to Paris by train. He in-
formed the police that ke had been in Havre and on the
way back had been attacked by bandits at night (three of
them, their faces covered with handkerchiefs). They had
robbed him of his money and his car. (Garin in the
meantime had driven Rolling’s car across France from west
10 east, had crossed the Luxembourg border and sunk the
car in the first canal he came across.)

“The offensive on the chemical front™ had begun, The
Paris newspapers set up a tremendous hullabaloo. “The
Riddle of the Ville d’Avray Tragedy," “Mysterious Attack
on Russian in Fontainebl Park,” “Audacious Robbery
of Chemical King,” “American Billions in Europe,” “Twi.
light of German National Industry,” “Rolling or Mos.
cow?"—all these taken together made a lump that stuck in
the throat of the man in the street, especially if he hap-
pened to he a ghareholder. The stock exchange was shaken
to the very foundations, A horde of madmen, with eyes
ready to pop out of their heads, shouted and milled around
the blackboards between its grey columns, where feverish
hands wrote, rubbed out, and rewrote the prices of falling
stock.

This, however, was nolhmg, only the small fry gnspmg
for air. The higger fsh, the i and the |
clenched their teeth and sat tight. Even Rolling's buffale
horns found it hard to throw them. It was for that serious
operation Garin was making his preparations.

As Shelga had rightly guessed, Garin was in Germany,
“feverishly” building a full-sized machine from his model.
He travelled from town to town ordering parts in different
factories. He kept in touch with Paris through the adver-
tisement columns of a Cologne newspaper while Rolling
inserted brief announcements in one of the cheaper Paris
dailies: “Concentrate all nttention on aniline...”, “Every
day of value, don’t begrudge money...", ete.

Garin replied: “Finishing earlier than expected....”
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“Place found....” “Beginning....” “Unexpected de-
lay....”

Rolling: “Worried. Name the day....”

Garin: “Count thirty-five days from signing of con.
tract....”

The last communication coincided with Semyonov’s
night telephone call to Rolling. Rolling was furious—he
was being fooled. Apart from everything else, secret com-
munications with the Arizona were dangerous. Not by a
single word, however, did Rolling betray himself when he
talked to Madame Lamolle the following day.

In the hours of insomnia that were now Rolling’s
usual lot he pondered over the “game™ he was playing with
his mortal enemy. He discovered blunders. Garin’s defence
was not as strong as it seemed to be, He had made a
mistake when he agreed to Zo&’s voyage on the Arizona—
the end of the game was predetermined. Rolling would
checkmate him on board the 4rizona.

57

On board the Arizona, however, things were not quite
what Rolling imagined. He remembered Zog as a clever,
calmly calculating, cold, and loyal woman. He knew her
disdain for all women’s foibles. He could not believe that
her infatuation for that penniless tramp, the bandit Garin,
would Iast long. A good trip in the Mediterranean should
clear her mind,

Zo& really had been in a sort of delirium when she had
boarded the yacht at Havre, A few days of loneliness on
the ocean calmed her down. She awoke, lived through the
day and fell asleep amidst blue light, bright, lucid water,
and 'thc lapping of waves as tranquil as eternity. Shudder-
g in disgust she recalled the filthy room and the grin-
mng, glassy-eyed hody of Lenoir, the bubbling, smoky
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streak across Bec de Canard’s chest, the damp glade at
Fontainebleau, and Rolling’s frenzied shots, just as though
he were ehooting a mad dog....

Nevertheless her brain did not clear in the way Roll-
ing hoped. In her sleeping and waking hours she dreamed
of delightful islands and marble palaces with staircases
leading down to the sea.... Crowds of beautiful people,
music, waving flags.... And she—the mistress of this fan-
tastic world....

Her dreams and her visions in the chair under the blne
awning were a continuation of her talk with Garin at
Ville d’Avray (an hour before the murders). Only one
man on Earth, Garin, would have understood her at that
moment. With him, however, were connected the glassy
eyes of Lenoir and the horrible, gaping mouth of Bec de
Canard.

This explains why Zo&’s heart stood still when Garin’s
voice suddenly muttered to her in the earphones. ... Since
then she had heen calling him daily, imploring and threat-
ening him. She wanted to see him but feared the meeting.
She visualized him as a black spot in the azure purity of
the sea and sky. ... She longed to relate her daydreams to
him. She wanted to ask him where that Olivine Belt was.
Zot wandercd restlessly about the yacht, robbing Captain
Jansen and his first mate of their peace of mind,

“Wait,” came Garin's answer. “Everything will be as
you wish. You must only wish hard enough. Desire! Go out
of your mind—that’s good. That is just the way I need you.
Without you my enterprise means nothing to me.”

That was his last radio message, also intercepted by
Rolling. Today Zo& awaited an answer to her question—
precisely on what day was she to expect him on the yacht?
She went up on deck and leaned on the rail. The yacht was
scarcely moving. The wind had died down, In the east
there lay a haze over the still invisible land and a column
of ashy smoke hung aver Vesuviua.
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On the bridge Captain Jansen lowered the hand hold-
ing his binoculars and Zo€ felt that he was looking at her
enthralled. How could he do other than gaze at her when
all the marvels of heaven and sea were created only to be
admired by Madame Lamolle standing at the rail above
that milky-blue abyss.

How improbable, how ridiculous seemed those times
when, for a dozen pairs of silk stockings, for a dress from
a famous house, or simply for a thousand francs, she had
permitted those bounders with pudgy fingers and florid
cheeks to slobber over her!... Phew!... Paris, drinking
dens, foolish street girls, swinish men, the stink of the
strects, money, money, money—what squalor! ... Restless
activity in a cesspool! ...

That night Garin had said to her, “If you wish it you
may be the vicar of God or the Devil on earth, whichever
is the more to your liking. If you feel a desire to kill—
sometimes one feels such an urge—you will have power
over all mankind., A woman like you, Zog, will find
plenty of use for the wealth of the Olivine Belt....”

Zoté thought:

“Roman Emperors deified themselves. It must have
given them pleasure. It ought to be quite amusing now-
adays, too. All these miserable little beings ought to be
uscful for something. The incarnation of God, a living
goddess surrounded by fantastic magnificence.... Why
not? The press could prepare the way for my deification
quickly and ecasily. The world ruled by a marvellously
beautiful woman. That would have undoubted success.
Somewhere in the islands I could build a beautiful city for
relected youths, the predestined lovers of the goddess. It
would be something new in the way of scnsations to ap-
pear as a goddess amongst those sex-starved boys.”

Zoé shrugged her shoulders and again looked towards
the captain.

"
Come over here. Jansen.”
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He came, walking with big, soft strides over the hot
deck.

“Jansen, don’t you think I'm mad?”

“I don’t think so, and shall not think so, ro matter
what you may order me to do.”

“Thank you. I appoint you Grand Master of the Order
of the Divine Zo&.”

Jansen’s blond eyelashes blinked. Then he raised hia
hand and saluted, lowered it, and blinked again, Zo&
laughed and his lips also formed a smile.

“Jansen, there is a possibility of the wildest dreams
coming true. .., Everything that a woman could think of
on a hot afternoon like this. But it means struggle....”

“Aye, aye...” answered Jansen, shortly,

“How many knots can the Arizona do?”

“Up to forty.”

“What vessels could overtake her in the open sea?”

“Very few.”

“We might have to hold out through a long chase.”

“Do you want me to take on board a full reserve of
fuel?”

“Yes. And canned goods, fresh water, champagnoe....
Captain Jansen, we’re going on a very dangerous enter-
prise.”

“Yes, madame,”

“But, I'm sure of victory, do you hear?”

The ship’s hell rang once. Zo& went to the wireless
cabin. She sat down at the table and turned the switch of
the receiver, At first she picked up a few bars of a fox-
trot from somewhere.

She glanced at the chronometer and frowned. Garin
was sileat. She again turned the switch, trying to centrol
her trembling fingers.

... An unknown, slow voice spoke into her ear in
Russian:

“... Jf yon value the life of ... on Friday land in
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Naples...await news at the Hotel Splendide until Saturday
noon....”

That was the end of a message sent out on a wave-
length of four hundred and twenty-one metres, that is, the
wavelength Garin had been using all the time.

58

For the third night in succession the Carmelite Sister
had forgotten to close the shutters of Shelga’s room. Every
evening he pointed out this oversight to her. He watched
carefully to make sure that the catch fastening the two
halves of the shutters was snapped into place.

In the course of these three weeks Shelga had so far
convalesced that he could get up and sit by the window,
where he could see the luxuriant foliage of the plane-tree,
the black thrushes, and the rainbows playing in the spray
in the centre of the lawn.

From his vantage-point the hospital garden, surrounded
by a solid brick wall, lay open before him. In the eight-
eenth century the building had belonged to a monastery
destroyed by the revolution. Monks do not approve of
curious cyes and so the wall was high and was topped by
a fringe of broken glass,

It was only possible to climb over the wall by placing
a ladder on the outer side. The narrow streets around the
hospital were quiet and cmpty, nevertheless the strect-
lamps shone so brightly and the steps of the policeman so
often broke the silence that the use of a ladder was out
of the guestion.

It goes without saying that an active man could casily
have scaled the wall without a ladder if it had not heen
for the broken glass. Every morning Shelga examined
every brick of the wall from behind the curtain. Danger
threatened from that direction alone; Rolling’s man would:
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hardly risk entering through the hospital, Shelga had no
doubt, however, that sooner or later, one way or another,
assassins would come.

He was now awaiting an examination in order to get
discharged from the hospital. The doctor usually came five
times a week. But now it seemed that he was ill. Shelga
wag informed that he would not be allowed to leave with-
out the sanction of the head doctor. He did not even try
to protest, He got a message to the Soviet Embassy asking
them to send him food; the hospital soup he poured down
the sink and the bread he fed to the thrushes.

Shelga knew that Rolling had to get rid of the only
witness. He was so tensed that he hardly slept any mare.
The Carmelite Sister brought him newspapers and he
worked all day with his scissors and studied the cuttings
he made. He had forbidden Khlinov to come to the hos-
pital. (Wolf was in Germany, in the Rhineland, where he
was collecting information on Rolling’s battle with the
German Aniline Compony.)

The next morning, going to the window as usual, Shelga
glanced round the garden and immediately stepped back
behind the curtain. He even felt glad about what he saw.
At last! On the northern side of the garden, half hidden
behind a lime.tree, 2 gardener’s ladder had been placed
against the wall so that its upper end extended nearly a
yard above the row of broken glass.

“The swine are clever!™ exclaimed Shelga.

There was nothing left to do but wait. He had thought
everything out. His right arm, although it was no longer
in bandages, was still weak. His left arm was still in a
glaster east and the nurse had bound it tightly to his body.
That left arm with its plaster cast weighed about fifteen
pounds and was the only weapon of defence left to him.

On the fourth night the Carmelite Sister again forgot
to close the shutters, On this accasion Shelga did not pro-
test and by nine o’clock he pretended to be asleep. He
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Naples. .. await news at the Hotel Splendide until Saturday
noon.,..”

That was the end of a message sent out on a wave-
length of four hundred and twenty-one metres, that is, the
wavelength Garin had been using all the time.

58

For the third night in succession the Carmelite Sister
had forgotten to close the shutters of Shelga’s room. Every
evening he pointed out this oversight to her. He watched
carefully to make sure that the catch fastening the two
halves of the shutters was snapped into place.

In the course of these three weeks Shelga had so far
convalesced that he could get up and sit by the window,
where he could see the luxuriant foliage of the plane-tree,
the black thrushes, and the rainbows playing in the spray
in the centre of the lawn.

From his vantage-point the hospital garden, surrounded
by a solid brick wall, lay open before him. In the eight-
centh century the building had belonged to a monastery
destroyed by the revolution. Monks do not approve of
curious eyes and so the wall was high and was topped by
a fringe of broken glass.

It was only possible to climb over the wall by placing
a ladder on the outer side. The narrow streets around the
hospital were quiet and empty, nevertheless the street-
lamps shone so brightly and the steps of the policeman so
often broke the silence that the use of a ladder was out
of the question.

It goes without saying that an active man could easily
have scaled the wall without a ladder if it had not been
for the broken glass. Every morning Shelga examined
every brick of the wall from behind the curtain. Danger
threatened from that direction alone; Rolling’s man would
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hardly risk entering through the hospital, Shelga had no
doubt, however, that sooner or later, ane way or another,
assassins would come.

He was now awaiting an examination in order to get
discharged from the hospital. The doctor usually came five
times a week. But now it scemed that he was ill, Shelga
was informed that he would not be allowed to leave with-
out the sanction of the head doctor. He did not even try
to protest. He got a message to the Soviet Embassy asking
them to send him food; the hospital soup he poured down
the sink and the bread he fed to the thrushes.

Shelga knew that Rolling had to get rid of the only
witness, He was so tensed that he hardly slept any more.
The Carmelite Sister brought him newspapers and he
worked all day with his scissors and studied the cuttings
he made. He had forbidden Khlinov to come to the hos-
pital. (Wolf was in Germany, in the Rhineland, where he
was collecting information on Rolling’s battle with the
German Aniline Company.)

The next morning, going to the window as usual, Shelga
glanced round the garden and immediately stepped back
behing the curtain. He even felt glad about what he saw.
At last! On the northern side of the garden, half hidden
behind a lime-tree, a gardener’s ladder had been placed
against the wall so that its upper end extended nearly a
yard above the row of broken glass.

“The swine are clever!” exclaimed Shelga.

There was nothing left to do but wait. He had thought
cverything out. His right arm, although it was no longer
in bandages, was still weak. His left arm was still in a
plaster cast and the nurse had bound it tightly to his hody.
That left arm with its plaster cast weighed about fifteen
pounds and was the only weapon of defence left to him.

On the fourth night the Carmelite Sister again forgot
1o close the shutters. On 1his occasion Shelga did not pro.
test and by niue o'clock he pretended ta be asleep. He
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heard shutters closing on both storeys of the hospital but
his window again remained wide open. When the lights
were put out he jumped out of bed and with the aid of his
teeth and his weak right hand began to unfasten the ban-
dage holding his left arm.

He stood still and listened, holding his breath. At last
the arm hung free. He could unbend it half-way. He looked
out into the garden and there, in the light of the street-
lamp, saw the ladder still standing against the wall behind
the lime-tree. He rolled up his blanket and pushed it
under the sheet so that in the semi-darkness it would look
like a man lying there.

It was quiet outside, the only sound coming from water
dripping from the leaves. Reflected in the clouds above
Paris was a faint bluish glow. The noises of the boule-
vards did not reach him. The black hranches of the plane-
tree hung motionless,

A motor-car engine growled near by, Shelga strained
his ears—it seemed to him that he could hear the beating
hearts of the birds asleep in the plane-tree. A long time
must have passed. From the garden came a scraping and
grating sound as though some wooden object were being
rubbed over plaster,

Shelga pressed himself against the wall behind the cur-
tains. He lowered his arm in its plaster cast. “Who? Who
is it? Surely not Rolling himself?” he wondered.

Leaves rustled and the thrushes were disturbed. Shelga
watched the patch of moonlit parquet floor where the
intruder’s shadow should fall.

“He won’t shoot, of course,” thought Shelga. “I must
expect some sort of filth like phosgene....” The outline
of 3 head with a hat pulled down hard began creeping
across the moonlit floor. Shelga drew back his arm to give
greater force to the blow. The shadow increased to include

the shoulders, and a hand was lifted up with the fingers
outstretched, ...



“Shelga, Comrade Shelga,” the shadow whispered in
Russian, “it's me, don’t be afraid...."”

Shelga had expected almost anything with the possible
exception of those words and that voice. He let out an
involuntary gasp. He had given himself away and the man
immediately leaped into the room, clearing the window-
sill with a single spring. He held out both hands in front
as though to defend himself, It was Garin.

“You were expecting an attack. I thought 0,” lie said
in a hurry. “They were planning to kill you tonight. That
wouldn’t suit me. The devil alone knows what I am risk-
ing, but I must save you. Come along, I have a car.”

Shelga moved away from the wall.

Garin's teeth flashed in a smile as he saw Shelga's
raised arm in its plaster cast,

“Listen, Shelga, it’s not my fault, by God, it’s not, Do
you remember our agreement in Leningrad? I play fair.
The 1 at F inebl you owe entirely to
that swine Rolling. You may trust me—come along, every
second is precious....”

At last Shelga spoke.

“All right, you'll take me away and then what?”

“I'll hide you. It’s only for a short time, don’t worry.
Until I get a half from Rolling.... Do you read the news-
papers? Rolling’s having the luck of the devil but he
can’t play fair. How much do you want, Shelga? Name
any figure you like! Ten, tweaty, fifty million? I'll give
you a note of hand....”

Garin spoke softly but hurriedly as though in a deli-
rium; his face was twitching all the time.

“Don’t be a fool, Shelga. Are you trying to play the
man of principle or what? I'm offering you an opportunity
to work with me against Rolling. Well? Come along.”

Shelga stubbornly shook his head.

“I don't want to go with you.”

“1f you don't they'!l kill you,”
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“We’'ll see about that.”

“The nurses, nightwatchman, the administration have
all been bought by Rolling. They’ll strangle .you. I
know. ... You won’t live till morning.... You've warned
your embassy, haven’t you? Good, very good. The ambas-
sador will demand an explanation. At the very most the
French government will apologize. But that won’t do you
any good. Rolling must get rid of the witness. He'll not
allow you to cross the threshold of the Soviet Embassy.”

“I've told you I won’t go. I don’t want to....”

Garin breathed heavily and looked out of the window.

“All right then, if you won’t go I'll take you.”

He stepped back and thrust his hand into his overcoat
pocket.

“Oh, you will, will you....”

“Yes, like this....”

Garin pulled a gas-mask out of his pocket and hurrjed-
Iy covered his face with it; before Shelga had time to cry
out, a stream of some oily liquid hit him in the face. All
he saw was Garin’s hand squeezing a rubber bulb. Shelga
swallowed some sweet asphyxiating narcotic. ...

59

“Any news?”
“Yes. Good morning, Wolf.”

“I've come straight from the station as hungry as I
was in 1918.”

“You look happy, Wolf. Have found out anything?”

“I've found omt a few things. Are we going to talk
here?”

“If you like, only quickly.”
Wolf sat down beside Khlinov on a stone seat under

;llw cquestrian statue of Henri IV, their backs to the
lack towers of the Conciergerie. Below them, where the



lle de Cité ended in a sharp point, & weeping willow
hung over the water. Here, centuries ago, the Knighte
Templars had been burned at the stake. In the distonce,
beyond the dozens of bridges reflected in the river, the
sun sank in 2 cloud of orange-coloured dusy. Along the
embankment and on steel barges loaded with sand sat
Frenchmen with their fishing-rods, good bourgeois who
had been ruined by the inflation, Rolling and the world
war, On the granite parapets of the left bank, as for as
the Quai d'Orsay, scllers of secand-hand baoks lounged
listlessly in the evening sun beside wares that were no
longer needed by anybody in that city.

This was the Old Paris that was fast coming to an end.
Elderly gentlemen with sclerotic eyes and moustaches that
covered their mouths, in long dust-coats and old straw
hats, still hovered around the bookstalls, the cages of
birds on the quays and the despondent anglers. ... There
had been a time when this had been their baihwick. Over
there in the Conciergerie, socrebleu, Dantor had roared
like an ox being led to the slanghter. And over there
on the right, beyond the sfate roofs of the Louvre, where
the Jardins des Tuilleries Jay in the dusk, there had been
great doings when General de Galliffet’s grape-shot had
whistled down the Rue de Rivoli, And how much gold
there bad been in France! Every stose here had a story
to tell to those who were able to listen, 2 story of the
geeat past. But now, mille diables, a foreign monster hy
the name of Rolling had become master of the eity and
the good bourgeois had nothing left to do but throw his
line fato the Seine and sit there with bowed head. ... Eb.
hehe! Ob, la-lal...

Wolf lit a pipe loaded with strong tobacto.

“This is the way things are,” he began. “The German
Aviline Company is the only one that will not enter
into any ag with the Ameri The camipaay has
been given s government subsidy of twenty-eight milhion




marks. All Rolling’s efforts are now concentrated on over-
throwing the German Aniline Company.”

“Is he speculating on a fall in prices?” asked Khlinov.

“He’s selling huge quantities of Aniline stock for de-
livery on the 28th of this month.”

“That’s very important information, Wolf.”

“Yes, I think we're on the track. Rolling is appar-
ently sure of his game although the shares haven’t dropped
a single pfennig yet and today is already the twentieth....
Do you know what he must be relying on?”

“They must have everything ready, then?”

“I believe the apparatus has already been erected.”

“Where are the Aniline Company’s factories?”

“On the Rhine, near K. If Rolling brings about the
collapse of the company he will be master of the entire
European chemical industry. We mustn’t allow a catas-
trophe. We must save German Aniline. (Khlinov shrugged
his shoulders but he did not say anything.) I understand:
what is to be will be. You and I alone cannot stop the
onslaught of America. All the same history sometimes plays
some strange tricks.”

“Like revolution, for example.”

“May be even that.”

Khlinov looked at him with something like astonish-
ment. Wolf’s eyes were round, yellow, and malicious.

“Wolf, the bourgeois wont lift a finger to save
Europe.”

“I know.”

“Do you?”

“During this trip I've taken a good look round. The
bourgeois, be he French, German, English or Italian, is
blindly, criminally, and cynically selling up the old world.
This is where this culture of ours ends, at the auction,
under the hammer.” Wolf's face grew red.

“I have applied to the authorities, I have hinted at the
danger, I've asked for help in the search for Garin. I've
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poken about the most terrible things to them. They
wghed in my face. To hell with them! I'm noy the sort
hat gives up.”

“Wolf, what did you learn on the Rhine?”

“I learned.... The Aniline Company has been given
ig war orders by the German Government. Production at
ke Aniline factories has reached the most dangerous
tage, They have almost five hundred tons of tetryl being
rrocessed at the moment.”

Khlinov jumped up from his seat, the walking.stick on
which he Jeaned bent under his weight, He sat down again.

“There has been an article in a newspaper on the
recessity of shifting the workers’ housing estates farther
from those damued factories. There are more than fifty
thousand workers employed at the Aniline factories....
The newspaper that published that article was fined. The
hand of Rolling.”

“Wolf, we mustn’t lose a single day.”

“P've ordered tickets for the eleven o'clock train to-
day”

“We're poing to K.?”

“I think that’s the only place where we can get on
Garin’s tracks.”

“Now take a look at what I've managed to find out.”
Khlinov pulled a bundle of newspaper cuttings out of his
pocket. “A couple of days ago I went to see Shelga, ...
He 10ld me the whole course of his deductions: Rolling
and Garin have to keep in touch with each other....”

“That goes without saying—every day.”

“By post or telegraph? What do you think?”

“Under no circumstances. Nothing in writing.”

“Wireless then?”

“For all Europe to hear? No.”

“Through & third person?”

“No. I ger what you mean. Thar Shelga of yours is
a smart fellow, Let’s have a look at the cuttinse”
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He spread them out on his knees and began to read
what was underlined in red:

“Concentrate all attention on Aniline.” “Beginning.”
“Place found.”

“ ‘Place found,” > whispered Wolf, “that’s a newspaper
from E., a little town near K....” “Worried. Name the
day.’ ‘Count thirty-five days from signing of contract....
That could only be from them, The night the agrcement
was signed in Fontainebleau was the twenty-third of last
month. Add to that thirty-five days and that will be the
twenty-eighth, the day the stock has been sold for....”

“Turther, Wolf, rcad further. ‘What measures have
you taken?’ That’s from K. Garin asking the question. The
next day we have Rolling’s answer in a Paris newspaper:
‘Yacht ready. Arriving day after tomorrow. Information
by wireless.” And then, four days ago, Rolling asks: “Won't
there be any light?” and Garin answers: ‘District deserted.
Distance three miles.””

“In other words the machine has been erected in the
hills: to send a ray over a distance of three miles height
is required. Listen, Khlinov, we have very little time.
If we take a radius of three miles with the factorics as
the centre we’ll have to examine an area within a cir-
cumfercnce of over twenty miles. Are there any other
indicants?” .

“No. I was just going to phone Shelga. He should have
cuttings from yesterday’s and today’s papers.”

. Wolf stood up. His muscles swelled visibly under his
shirt.

Khlinov suggested phoning from the necarest café on
the left bank. Wolf dashed across the bridge in such a
hurry that an old man with a chicken neck, wearing a
stained jacket, saturated, perhaps, with lonely tears for
those who had been lost in the war, shook his head and
gazed for a long time after the hurrying forcigners.
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“Oh, those foreigners.... When they have money in
their pockets they push and shove as though they were at
home. Ah, the savages!.,.”

Standing at the zinc counter in the calé Wolf drank
a glass of soda water, Through the glass door of the tele-
phove booth he could see Khlinov's back: he saw him sag
aover the telephone. Khlinov straightened up and left the
call-box, his face was calm but as white zs 2 mask.

“They tell me at the hospital that Shelga disappearcd
during the night. Everything is being done to trace him,
I imagine he’s been killed.™

(]

The twigs crackled on a hearth that was stained with
two centuries of smoke; above it hung huge rusty hooks
for sausages and hems and two stene sainte guarded it on
either side; on one of the saints hung Garin's hat and on
the other an officer’s greasy cap. Four men were sitting
at a table lit only by the light from the fire. In from
of them stood & straw-covered bortle and glawes of
wine,

Two of the men were dressed in town clothes—one of
them, a husky fellow, had bigh check-bones and short.
cropped stiff hair; the other had 2 long and evil face. The
third, the owner of the farm in whose kitchen the confer-
ence was being held, was General Subbotin; be sa1 there
in a dirty lioen shirt with his sleeves rolled up. The
closely-shaven skin of his scalp twitched and his fat face
with a dishevelled moustache wae red from the wine he
had drunk. i

The fourth, Garin, was dressed as a tourint; he was
spesking and passing his finger negligently round the edgs
of his glass.
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~All that's quite all right.... Nevertheless I insist
that my prisoner, even if he is a Bolshevik, should not
suffer any injury. Food three times a day, wine, vege-
tables, and fruit. In a week’s time I'll take him away.
How far to the Belgian frontier?”

“Three quarters of an hour by car,” said the man with
the long face, leaning forward.

“The whole thing will be kept quiet. I understand,
general, and you gentlemen, that as officers and aristo-
crats (Garin smiled) who are selflessly loyal to the memory
of the martyred emperor, you are acting from higher,
purely ideological motives. Otherwise I should not have
turned to you for help.” .

“We are all gentlemen, is there any need to say more?”
said the general in a hoarse voice, wrinkling the skin
on his bald pate.

“The terms as I've said are a thousand franes a day
for the full board and lodging of my prisoner. Do you
agree?”’

The general turned his bloodshot eyes in the direction
of his companions. The man with the high cheek-bones
showed his white tecth, the long-faced man lowered his
eyes.

“Oh, yes,” said Garin, “cxcuse me, I almost forgot ...
the deposit....”

He pulled a bundle of thousand-franc notes from his

revolver pocket and threw them on the table into a pool
of wine.

“Take them, please.”

The gencral gave a snort of satisfaction pulled the
notes across the table, wiped them on his belly and be-
gan to count them, sniffing with his hairy nostrils as he

did s0. His companions edged towards him, their eyes
gleaming,.

Garin rose to his feet.
“Bring in the prisoner.”
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Shelga's eyes were blindfolded with a handkerchief.
A leather motoring coat was thrown over his shoulders. He
felt the warmth coming from the fireplace and his legs
trembled under him. Garin immediately pushed a stool
towards him and Shelga sat down, dropping his plaster.
bound arm on to his knees.

The gencral and the two officers glared at him with
such hatred that it was obvious that at the slightest sign,
a mere wink, they would have pounced on him and torn
him to pieces. Garin, however, did not make a sign. Tap-
ping Shelga on the hnee he said in cheerful tones:

“Yor’'ll not wamt for anything here. You are in the
hands of decent people and they have been well paid. I
will set you free in a few days. Comrade Shelga, give me
your word of honour that you will not attempt to escape,
cause trouble or attract the attention of the police,”

Shelga shook his bowed head in refusal. Garin bent
over him.

“If you don’t it will be diffienlt for me to guarantee
you a eomfortable stay here. Will you give me your word?™

Shelga spoke alowly, in soft tones.

“T give you my word of a Communist....” The shin
on the general’s shaven pate immediately wrinkled into
waves that travelled towards his ears, the officers glanced
at each other and smiled malignantly. “I give you my word
of a Communist to kill you at the first oppurtunity, Garin.
1 give you my word to take the machine away from you
and Iring it to Moscaw, I give my word that on the 28th...."

Garin did not let him finish, but seized him by the
throat. “Stop! Idiot. ... Lunatic....”

He turned round and said imperiously:

“Gentlemen, I warn you, this man is dangerous, he has
an idée fixe,”

“I told you the best place 10 keep him is in the wine.
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cellar,” said the general’s bass voice. “Take the prisoner
away.”

Garin made a motion with his beard, the two officers
grabbed Shelga and dragged him through a side door to-
wards the wine-cellar. Garin drew on his motoring gaunt-
lets.

“I ghall be here on the night of the twenty-ninth. On
the thirtieth Your Excellency may put an end to his ex-
periments in rabbit-breeding, book a first-class berth on a
transatlantic liner, and live a life of luxury in New York,
on Fifth Avenue if you like.”

“You must leave some sort of document to identify
that son of a biteh,” said the general.

“Here you have the choice of any passport you'd like.”

Garin pulled out a bundle of papers tied together
with string—the documents he had taken from Shelga's
pocket in Fontaineblean but which he had not yet found
time to examine.

“These look like passports prepared for me. What
exccllent forethought. Here, take this, Your Excellency.”

Garin threw a passport on to the table and continued
examining the contents of Shelga’s wallet—something in-
terested him and he moved nearer the lamp. His eyebrows
knitted.

“Hell?” He rushed towards the side door through which
Shelga had been dragged.

62

Shelga lay on a mattress on the stone floor. A tiny
oil-lamp lit up the vaulted cellar and the empty barrels
draped with cobwebs. Garin's glance travelled round the
cellar, secking Shelga; then he went and stood over him,
biting his lip.

“I Yost my temper, Shelga, don't be angry with me. 1
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stifl think we may find a common language. We ean come
to terms. If you want to, that is.”

“Try

Garin spoke ingratiatingly, quite differently from the
way he had spoken ten minutes hefore. This put Shelga
on his guard but the excitement he had experienced that
night, the after-effects of the gas still ringing in his ears,
and the pain in his injured arm made him less alert. Garin
sat down on the mattress snd lit a cigaretie, His face bore
a thoughtful lock and his whole appearance was one of
combined elegance and benevolence.

“What's the swine petting at? What's he want?”
thought Shelgs, his face wrinkied from the pain in his
head.

Clasping his knee and puffing clouds of smoke, Garin
looked up at the vauited ceiling.

“It's like this, Shelga, first of all you have tobelieve that 1
never lie, Perhaps it's only because I despise people but
that's pot what matters, I need Rolling and his billions
for a short time only. He needs me just as long. I believe
te realizes this in spite of his stupidity. Rolling came here
1o colonize Europe. If he doesn’t succeed in that he will
crack up in America together with all his millions. Relling
is a brute beast—his one idea is to push forward, butt,
and trample everything underfoot. He basm’t 2 ha'porth
of imagination. The only wall agunst which he may crack
his skull is the Soviet Russia, He knows this and all his
fury is directed against your beloved country. I don’t con-
sider myself a Russian (he added kurriedly), I'm an inter-
nationalist.”

“That goes without saying.” eaid Shelga with 2 e=Zr
of contempt.

“Qur present relations are—<p 10 2 certain peize we
work together....”

“Until the 28th...."”
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Garin cast a rapid glance at Shelga, humour in his
flashing eyes.

“So you worked it out, did you? From the newspapers?”

“*May be.”

“All right. Let’s say until the 28th. After that we're
bound to get at cach other’s throats. If Rolling wins it
will be doubly dangerous for Soviet Russia: he’ll have
my apparatus and it will be very hard for you to fight
against him. To leave you here for a week to keep the
spiders company will give me a better chance of victory.”

Shelga closed his eyes. Garin sat at his feet and puffed
furiously at his cigarette.

“What the devil do you need my consent for?” asked
Shelga. “You can keep me here as long as you like without
it. Tell me straight out what you want.”

“That’s what you should have said long ago. You, and
your ‘word of a Communist’.... My God, you certainly
got under my skin just now... still, it scems to me that
you're beginning 1o understand at last. It’s true we're
cnemies. Nevertheless we have to work together. From
veur point of view I'm just a degenerate, I'm individualist
number onc. ... I, Pyotr Petrovich Garin, by the grace of
the powers that made me what I am, with the brain of a
genius—don't langh, Shelga—with unsuppressed passions,
that both torment and scare me, with my greed and lack
of principle. pit myself, literally, against all mankind.”

“A thorough-paced scoundrel,” said Shelga.

“Quite right: a thorough-paced scoundrel, now you
understand me. I'm a voluptuary hy nature and I strive
to devote every sccond of my life to pleasure. I'm in
mad haste to get rid of Rolling because I am losing val-
lmhl.c scconds. You people there in Russia, you are just
a militant, materialized idea. I have no ideology, I con-
sciously. religionsly shun everything in the nature of an
idea. 1 have set myself a goal: I intend to create such
conditions {1 will not give you the details. they would only
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tire you), to surround myself with such superabundanee
that the Hanging Gardens of Semiramis and all that other
oriental nonsense will be just an angemic dream compared
1o my paradise. I will muster all science, all industry, all
the arts to serve me, Shelga, you understand that for you
1 am a distant and fantastic danger, while Rolling is 2
close, concrete, and terrifying danger. For this reason you
and I travel together up to a certain point, until such
times as Rolling is crushed. That is all I ask of yon.”

“What form do you expect my help to take?  asked
Shelga between his teeth.

“I want you to take a short trip by sea.”

“In other words you want to keep me a prisoner.”

“Yes.”

“What do you offer in return for my not calling out
ta the first policeman for help when you take me to the
seacoast?”

“Any sum you like.”

“I don't want money.”

“Clever,” said Garin, fidgeting uneasily on the mattress,
“Will you do it for a model of my apparatus? (Shelga
snorted.) You don’t believe me? You think I'd swindle
you, that [ won’t give it to you? Think it over—whether
I'm likely to swindle you or mot. (Shelga shrugged his
shoulders.) T mean it. The idea of the apparatus is so
simple as to be almost ridicul I couldn’t possibly keep
it secret for long, Such is the fate of all grest inventions.
After the 28th all the newspapers will deseribe the action
of infra.red raye and the Germans, most certainly xlfc
Germans, will build just such an apparatus within six
months. I'm not risking anything. Take the model to
Ruseia with you. Incidentally I have your passports and
other papers. Take them, I don’t need them any longer.
Excuse me for having rmmmaged in them, I'm (tl’il‘)‘)
curions. What's that photo of a tatteoed boy yau lm\'e?. .

“Just a wail we picked up,” answered Shelga. realizing
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“Your name and Christian name?”

“Captain Alexander Ivanovich Volshio of the Kulnev-
sky Regiment,” answered the officer with high cheek.bones,
standing to attention in front of Garin.

“On what income do you ljye?™

“I assist General Subbotin in the breeding of rabbits
at twenty sous 2 day and food. I was a taxi.driver, earned
decent money, but my fellow-officers persnaded me 10 go
as a delegate to 2 royalist congress. At the first session
I bashed the face of Colonel Sherstobitov, one of Kirill's
followers. I lost my credentjals and my job.”

“I'm offering you dangerous work with excellent pay.
Do you agree?”

“I agree.”

“You will go to Paris. You will receive 3 recommen-
dation and will be enrolled on the staff. Yon will go to
Leningrad with papers and credentials.... Using this
photograph you will search for a hoy...”

[}

Five days passed. Nothing had disturbed the tran-
quillity of the little Rhineside town of K, hidden in a
green, humid valley in the vicinity of the famons factories
owned by the Aniline Company.

From eatly morning the winding strects with their
narrow pavements resonnded to the clatter of school
children’s clogs and the heavy tread of the workers; women
trundled their prams along in the shade of the lime-trees
on the road leading to the river. A barher in z caavas
waistcost came out of his shop and placed a stepladder
on the pavement. His lather boy climbed on to the ladder
to polish an already glittering trade sign—a brass bowl
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and a white horse’s tail. The plate-glass windows of the
café were being cleaned. A high-wheeled brewer’s dray
Joaded with empty barrels rumbled past.

It was a necat, cleanly-swept old town, quict in the
daytime when the sun warmed the curved stone-paved
streets and coming to life in the evening when, at sundown,
the working men and women returned from the factories
and filled the air with their drawling voices, when the
lights went up in the cafés and the lamplighter, in a short
cape God alone knew how many years old, shuffled along
the streets in his clogs.

Women with shopping baskets, the wives of workers
and burghers, came out of the market gates. In former
days the baskets contained poultry, vegetables, and fruit
worthy of Frans Snyders’ still lifes. Today they contained
a few potatocs, a bunch of onions, some swedes, and a
lump of grey bread. ‘

How strange! Germany had become the devil alonce
knows how rich in the past four centuries. What glory her
sons had tasted. What hopes had brought sparkle to bluc
German eyes! How much beer had trickled down upturned
blond beards! How many billions of kilowatts of human
energy had been liberated!

And all in vain. In the kitchens—a bunch of spring
onions on the table and long-standing yearning in the
women’s hungry cyes.

Wolf and Khlinov, their boots dusty, their jackets
tl‘nrown over their arms, their brows damp with perspira-
tion. crossed a humped bridge and plodded up the lime-
shaded highway towards XK.

. The sun was sinking behind the low hills. In the golden

1lght of evening the chimneys of the Aniline works were
still smol.{ing. Factory buildings, chimneys, railway lines,
and the tiled roofs of warchouses ranged down the hillside
to the very edge of the town.

WY ) . . o .
Fm sure that’s the place, over there,” said Wolf.
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remains of a dungeon and behind the iron grille a gigantic
gkeleton sitting in rusty chains, The same skeleton was
depicted on picture postcards, on paper knives, and on
beer mugs. For twenty pfennigs visitors could also be
photographed beside the skeleton and send the picture
to relatives or to a girl friend. On Sundays plenty of
holiday-makers came to see the ruins and the beer garden
did a good trade. At times there were foreign visitors.
Since the war, however, interest in the famous skeleton
had declined. The townspeople were undernourished and
had not the energy to climb that steep hill on holidays—
they preferred their sandwiches and half-bottles of beer
far from historic reminiscences under the lime-trees on
the river-bank. Mine host of Zum gefesselten Gerippe
was no longer able to keep the ruins in good condition.
For weeks on end now the famous medieval skeleton
would sit undisturbed by anybody’s presence, gazing
through empty cye sockets down the green valley where,
on one fatal day, the owner of the castle had knocked
him out of his saddle; he gazed at churches with spires
and weathercocks, at the chimneys of factories where
poison gas, tetryl and other hellish products were being
manufactured on a world-wide scale, products that de-
prived the local people of all zest for historic reminiscen-
ces, postcards of the skeleton and, probably, for life itsclf.
It was in this direction that Wolf and Khlinov now
set off. They first dropped into a café on the town square
for a bite and there they examined a map of the locality
and questioned the waiter. It seemed that in the western
f:nvirons of the town the sights worth sceing included,
in ndd‘ition to the ruins and the heer garden, a villa
bclong.mg to a typewriter manufacturer who had recently
lost his moncy. Standing on the western slope of the
hills, the ’:’illa was not visible from the town. The manu-
facturer lived there alone, never leaving the place.
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A full moon rose just before dawn, The vague and
scemingly shapeless heaps of rocks and stones now loomed
clear-cut in the mooulight, casting velver shadows into
the ravine from the still standing arches and the remains
of the castle walls overgrown with stunted, gwisted trees
and a tangle of hlackberry bushes; a square Norman tower,
the oldest part of the castle, the Tarture Tower, zs it was
called on the posteards, came 1o life.

Brick arches clung to the eastern wall belonging, ap-
parently, to a gallery that had connected the ancient tower
with the liviog quarters in the castle. All that now re-
mained were the foundations, heaps of rubble and capitals
from d )} The ske) sat in his fetters
under the cross-vault of a dungeon below the tower.

Wolf took a long look at the skeleton, resting his
elbows on the grille, then he turned to Khlinov and said:

“Now look over here.”

Deep down helow them in the moonlight lay a hollow
wrapped in haze. Silver seales glittered on the river in

those places where the water appeared from under the
tree.tops. The town looked like a group of toy houses.
Not 2 single window showed = light. Away to the left be-
hind the town glowed hundreds of lights of the Aniline
factories. Clouds of white smoke welled up where ehim-
neys belched pinkish flames. Engine whistles and rumbling
sounds came drifting across the valley.

“Y was right,” said Woll. “The ray can only he uted
from this plateau. Look, there are the raw materist stock-
yards and there, behind that earth rampart, are the stocks
of half.Gnished producta—they ate quite open—and those
fong buildings are where sulphuric acid is produced by
the Russian mmethod, feom iron pyrites. Over tbere, ot
the other side, under those round roofs they produce agi-
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line and all those devilish substances that sometimes ex-
plode spontaneously.”

“All right, Wolf. Even if we assume that Garin will not
erect his apparatus until the night of the 28th he would
have to make some preparations heforehand and there
ought to be signs of them.”

“We must examine the ruins. Ill take the tower and
you take the walls and arches. ... Still I don’t think you
could find a hetter place than where that skeleton thing
is sitting.”

“We meet at the beer garden at 7 o’clock.”

“All right.”

67

Shortly after seven in the morning Wolf and Khlinov
were drinking milk on the verandah of the Zum gefesselten
Gerippe. Their nocturnal scarch had been fruitless. They
sat in silence, their chins resting in their cupped hands.
They had got to know ecach other so well during the
last few days that they could rcad each other’s thoughts.
Khlinov, more impressionable and less prone to trnst him-
self, kept going over the whole course of deduction that
had brought him and Wolf from Paris to this apparently
harmless spot. What were these convictions based on? On
two or three lines in a newspaper.

“Don’t you think we might be making fools of our-

selves, Wolf?”
. ‘fThe human mind has limitations,” answered Wolf.
‘It is always better, however, to rely on that mind rather
than doubt it. Apart from that, if we don’t find anything
and f;arin’s fiendish plan proves to be a figment of our
imaginations we can only thank God for it. We shall have
done our duty.”

A waiter brought them omelettes and two mugs of
heer. Mine host appeared, red-cheeked and fat.
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“Good morning, gentlemen!” Wheezing from shortacss
of breath he waited with a worried zir until his guests had
broken their fast. Then he waved his hand towards the
valley, still bluish and glistening with dew. “I've been
watching it for twenty years. Things are coming to an end,
that’s what I say, meine Herren. 1 saw the mobilization.
The troops marched off along that road there. They were
fine German columns.” The host’s fat forefinger shot over
his head like an opening spring. “They were the Sieg-
frieds, those of whom Tacitus wrote: powerful, sowing
terror, in winged helmets. Ober, two more mugs of beer
for the gentlemen. ... In 1914 the Siegfrieds marched off
to conquer the world. Only the shields were missing—do
you remember the old Germanic custom of holding the
shield to the mouth when shouting the war-ery to make
the warriors’ voices more terrifying? Yes, I saw the
cavalrymen's behinds firmly planted in their saddles....
What has happened, I would like to know? Have we for-
gotten how to die on the hattle-field? I saw the troops
come back. The cavalrymen, damn them, still sat firmly
in their saddles. ... The Germans were not beaten on the
bantle.field. They were pierced with swords in their own
beds, at their own hearths....”

Mine host studied the guests with his protruding eyes
and turned towards the ruins, his face the colour of red
brick. Slowly he pulled a packet of postcards out of his
pocket and elapped his hand with them.

“You've been in the town; I ask you, did you see a
single German more than five foot six mn height? And
when those proletarians come home from the factories do
you hear one of them who had the courage to say the
word ‘Deutschland!’ in a loud voice? Those proletarians
squawk about nothing but eocialism over their beer
mugs.”

He threw the postcards deftly on to the table so that
they spread out fanwise. They were pictures of the skel-
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cton—the skeleton with a German in a winged helmet
and the skeleton with a warrior of 1914 in full field equip-
ment.

“Twenty-five pfennigs each or two marks fifty a doz-
en,” said mine host with contemptuous pride. “They can’t
be sold cheaper, they’re good pre-war work, coloured
photographs with tin foil in the eyes—that produces an
indelible impression. D’you think these cowardly bour-
geois or those five-and-half-foot proletarians buy my post-
cards? Pfui! ... They want me to photograph Karl Licb-
knecht with the skeleton....”

His face again flushed as the blood rushed to it and
he suddenly burst out laughing.

“They'll have to wait! Ober, put a dozen posteards in
our own original envelopes for the gentleman.... Yes,
I have to eke out a living.... I’ll show you my patent,
the Hotel Zum gefesselten Gerippe will sell them by hun.
dreds. Here I keep pace with the times and don’t depart
from my principles.”

The landlord went into the house and returned with a
small object, like a cigar box. The inevitable skeleton was
burned in the lid.

“You want to try it? It works as well as a regular
receiver with valves.” He quickly arranged the leads and
the earphones, and put a plug into a jack built under the
table. “It costs three marks scventy-five pfennigs, with-
out carphones, of course.” He offered the carphones to
Khlinov. “You can listen to Berlin, Hamburg, and Paris,
if you like. T'll tune you in to Cologne Cathedral, there’s
a service on there now, you'll hear the organ. Kolossal! ...
Turn that switch to the left. What’s the matter? Is it that
damned Stuffer interfering again? No?”

“Who's that interfering?” asked Wolf, bending over
the receiver. ’
. ;;A ruigcd t’ypcwritcr manufacturer by. the name of

uiter, a drunkard and a madman. He built a radio sta-
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tion at his villa two years ago. Then he lost all his money.
The station began working again recently.”

Khlinov, his cyes shining excitedly, dropped the ear-
phones.

“Wolf, pay up and let’s go.”

A few minutes later, when they had got rid of the
garrulous landlord, they passed through the gates of the
beer garden and Khlinov squeezed Wolf’s arm with all
the strength of his fingers.

“I heard Garin's voice, I could recognize it...."

68

An hour earlier that same morning, in the semi-dark-
ness of the dining-room at his villa on the western slope
of the same hills Herr Stuffer had been sitting at the
table talking with an invisible companion. The talk con-
sisted mainly of snatches of phrases and curses. Empty
bottles, cigar ends, and Stuffer’s collar and tie lay in dis-
order on the ash-bespattered table. He sat there in his
underclothes seratching his flabby chest and staring at the
single electric bulb that burned in a huge iron chandelier;
trying his best not to belch he cureed in the foulest terms
all those people whose pictures flashed through his be-
fuddled brain.

In a solemn bass the dining-room clock struck seven.
Almost simultaneously a car stopped outside. Garin, fresh-
ened by the morning breeze, entered the dining-room, a
leather cap on the back of his head and a mocking grin
on his face.

“Been drinking all night again?”

Stuffer turned his bloodshot eyes on him. He liked
Garin. He paid well for everything. He had rented the
villa for the summer months without any bargaining, the
rent including the wine.cellar, hut he allowed Stuffer to
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do as he wished with the old Rhine wines, the French
champagne and the liqueurs. The devil alone knew what
he did for a living, some sort of speculation, apparently,
but he cursed the Americans roundly, and they had ruined
Stuffer two years ago, he despised the government and in
general called all people swine—that was also to his credit.
The foods he brought in his car were such as Stuffer, even
in his most prospcrous years, would never have dreamed
of—precious Strasbourg pités, Russian caviare and Ca-
membert cheeses covered with a mass of white maggots,
the Camemberts of a connoisscur. One might even imagine
that keeping Stuffer in a state of permanent intoxication
was part of his plan. .

“And what have you been doing? Saying your prayers
all night?” asked Stuffer in a hoarse voice.

“I had a very nice time with the girls in Cologne and,
as you see, I'm quite fresh and am not sitting around in
my underpants. You're going downhill, Stuffer. Inciden-
tally, I've been warned about something not very pleasant.
It seems your villa stands too close to the chemical facto-
ries. It’s like a powder magazine.”

“Nonscnse!” roared Stuffer. “Again some swine is
trying to ruin me. You're in absolute safety at my villa!”
“So mueh the better, Give me the key to the shed.”

Swinging the key by its chain, Garin went out into the
garden where there was a small glazed pavilion standing
under acrial masts. Here and there in the neglected flower- .
beds stood terracotta dwarfs befoulded by the birds. Garin
unlocked the glass door, entered, and threw open the win-
dows. He leaned on the window-sill and stood there for
some time breathing in the morning freshness. He had spent
almost twenty hours in the car finishing off his business
with banks and factories. Everything was now ready for
the twenty-eighth, ,

e EsItC d!(ll n;t]{cmcml)Cf how.long he stood at the window.
retched himself. lit a cigar. started up the dynamo,

180



examined the wireless cquipment, and tuned in. Then he
stood before the microphone and spoke loudly and
distinctly:

“Zot, Zok, Zo¢, Zoé.... Can you hear me? Can you
hear me? Everything will be as you wish. You must only
wish hard enough. I need you. Without you my enterprise
means nothing to me. In a day or two I'll be in Naples.
Tl tell you exactly when tomorrow. Don't worry ahout
anything, Everything is going well....”

He stopped for a moment, puffed at his cigar and began
again, “Zo¢, Zog, Zo&, ..." He closed his eyes. The dynamo
hummed softly and invisible magnetic waves left the aerial
one after another.

If a whole regiment of artillery had passed at that mo-
ment it is doubtfal whether Garir would have heaed it.
Nor did he kear stones rattling down the slope at the end of
the glade, Some five paces from the pavilion the bushes part-.
ed and the blue muzzle of a Colt revolver appeared at the
level of 2 man’s eyes.

7

Rolling took up the telephone recever.
“Yes.”
“This is Semyonov speaking. I've just intercepted a
wireless message from Garin, Shall I read st to you?”
“Yes.” )
“Everything will be as you wish, you must only wish
lard enough,” began Semyonov making a rough .Inm!ln-
tion from Russian into French. Rolling listened without 2
sound.
“Is thap all?"
“Yes, sir.”
“Take this down.” Rolling began to dictate “Imme.
diately tune the trapsmitter to a wavelength of 421 metres.
Tomorrow ten minutes earlier than the time at which yon
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intercepted today’s message begin sending this one: ‘Zoé ...
706 ... Zo&... An unexpected misfortune has occurred.
We must act. If you value the life of your friend land at
Naples on Friday, stay at the Hotel Splendide and await
news until Saturday noon.’ You will repeat this continu-
ously. do you hear me, continuously in a loud and convine-
ing voice. That’s all.”

Rolling rang the bell.

“Find Tyklinski and bring him to me immediately,” he
said to the secretary who appeared at the door. “Go
straight to the acrodrome, hire or buy—it makes no dif-
ference which—a covered passenger aircraft. Hire a pilot

and mechanic. Have everything ready to take off by the
twenty-eighth.”

70

Wolf and Khlinov spent the remainder of the day in K.
They wandercd about the streets, chatted idly with the
local inhabitants as though they were tourists. When the
town grew quict Wolf and Khlinov made their way to the
hills. By midnight they were climbing the slope leading to
Stuffer’s villa. If the police paid any attention to them they
had decided to be tourists who had lost their way. If they
were detained by the police their arrest would not lead to
any further trouble. the whole town could confirm their alibi.
Less than forty minutes after the shot from the bushes,
when they had seen chips fly from Garin’s skull, they had
been back in the town.

Now they climbed over the low fence, crept round the
open glade with great caution and, keeping to the bushes,
?ppronchcd.thc house. They stopped, looked at each other
in surprise. All was calm and quiet in the house and in
the garden. Some of the windoews were lit up. The main
d.oor leading to the garden was wide open. A peaceful
light fell on the stone steps and on the dwarfs in the



thick grass, On the top step of the porch a fat man sa
playing softly on a flute. Beside him stood a straw-coverec
_bonlc. It was the man that had sppeared thar morn
ing on the garden path leading to the pavition and o
hearing the shot had turned about and run back to th
house at an unsteady trot. Now he was in a happy moot
as though nothing untoward had happened.

“Come on,” said Khlinov. “We must find out”

“I couldn’t have missed,” muttered Wolf,

They approached the porch. Half-way up the path
Khlinov said sofily:

“Excuse us for disturbing you. Are there any dog:
here?”

Stuffer put his flute down, turned round on the step
where he sat and stretched out his neck to peer at the twe
vague figures.

“Yes,” he said slowly, “there are savage dogs here.”

Khlinov explained the situation:

“We've lost our way. We wanted to visit the castle
ruins. ... May we take a rest here?”

Stuffer answered with an indefinite grunt. Wolf and
Khlinov Lowed to him znd sat down on the bottom step,
both were on their guard and excited. Stuffer looked
down on them from his seat.

“By the way,” he began, “when T was rich T used to
let dogs loose in the garden. I don’t like uninvited mid-
night visitors. (Khlinov quickly squeezed Wall’s arm—keep
quiet.) The Americans have ruined me and my garden has
been turned into a thoroughfare for loafers although there
are boards everywhere with a warning that trespassers will
be fined a thousand marks, But in Germany people no lon-
ger show respect for law or property. I told the man who
rented my villa: put barbed wire round the place and lure
a pight watchman. He wouldn't listen to me and he's ouly
got himself to blame....”
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A short, solidly-built man with greying hair carefully
parted, his ailing eyes protected by blue apectacles, stood
beside o tiled stove listening to Khlinov's story,

At first Kblinov had sat on the sofa, then he had moved
to the window-sill, and at last had begun to stride up and
down the little reception-room at the Soviet Embassy.

He told what he knew of Garin and Rolling. His story
was precise and consistent, but Khlinov himself realized
the improbability of that mass of events.

“Suppose that Wolf and I are mistaken.... So much
the better, we shall be very glad if we have drawn the
wrong conclusions. The chances are fifty-fifty thsy there
will be a catastrophe. We must consider only the other
fifty per cent, Yon, as ambassador, can convince people,
influence them, open their eyes. The whole business is su
extremely serious one. The apparatus really exists. Shelga
has actually touched it. Action must be taken immediately,
this very minute. We haven't more than twenty-four hours
at our disposal. Tomorrow night things are going 1o hap-
pen. Wolf has remained in K. He is doing what he can to
warn the workers, the trade unions, the town population
and the factory administration. It goes without saying that
nobody believes him, Why, even you....”

The ambassador did not spesk or raise hus cyen.

“At the offices of the local newspaper they laughed
until they cried. At the best we're considered mad...."

Khlinov clutched at his head—tufts of uncombed hair
stuck aut between his dirty fingers, His face was drawn
and covered with dust. His eyes stared fixedly as though
he were gazing at some horror. The ambassador looked at
him cautiously over his glasses. .

“Why dido't you cowe to me before?™ .

“We had no facts, Assumptions, conclusions, everything
was on the verge of the fantastic, it was mad.... Even
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now at times I imagine I shall wake up and sigh in re-
lief.... I assure you that I'm in my right mind, Wolf and
1 haven’t undressed or lain in a bed for eight days.”

After a short silence the ambassador spoke in serious
tones.

“I'm sure this is no hoax, Comrade Khlinov. You are
prohably the victim of an idée fixe.” He raised his hand
to check Khlinov’s gesture of despair. “But your fifty per
cent sounds convincing to me. I will go and do whatever
I can”

72

Since carly morning of the twenty-eighth, groups of
citizens had clustered on the town square of XK., some in
perplexity, others with a certain amount of fear, discussing
the proclamation that had been stuck to the walls of cor-
ner houses with masticated bread.

“Neither the authorities, nor the factory administra-
tion, nor the trade unions want to listen to our desperate
appeal. Today, we are absolutely convinced, the factories,
the town, and the whole population are threatencd with
destruction. We have tried to prevent it but were unable
to catch the scoundrels in the pay of American bankers.
Save yoursclves, leave the town for the plains. Believe
us for the sake of life itself, for the sake of your children,
in the name of God.”

The police guessed who had written the proclama-
tion and set out to find Wolf. But Wolf was gone. By mid-
day the town authoritics issued a poster warning the
people that under no circumstances must they abandon the
town and create a panic as apparently a gang of bandits
intended to wreak their will in deserted homes that
night.

“Citizens of K.! You are heing hoaxed. Show your
common-sense. The criminals will be discovered and arrest-
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;d todey and will be dealt with in sccordance with the
aw.,”

The authorities had struck the nail right on the head:
their explanation was extremely simple and the citizens
calmed down, they even Janghed at themuelves. “That was
a smart trick, they’d have had the run of the shops and
houses all night, And we would be the laughing-stock of the
country trembling in fear out there on the plains all nighs.”

Evening came the same as thousands of other cvenings
with the glow of the setting sun reflected in the windows
of the houses. Bird in their trees grew quiet. Frogs croaked
on the damp banks of the river. The clock on the red.
brick church played Die Wache em Rhein to scare the
lousy French as it struck eight. Light streamed peacefully
from the windows of the bars where visitors methodieally
wetted their moustaches in foaming beer. Even the fand.
lord of the out-of-town beer garden Zum gefesselten Ge-
rippe had calmed down; he walked up and down the
deserted v dah of his blish for a time cursed
the government, the socialists, and the Jews, ardered the
shutters to be closed and set out on his bicycle to sce his
girl friend in the town.

It was at this time that a motor-car, without Iights and
almost without a sound, moved swiftly along a little-used
road on the western slope. The sun had sct but the sars
were not yet bright and a cold bluish light came from he-
yond the hills where the moon was rising. Lights fashed
up here and there on the plain. Only in the factories life
Wi usual.

'en‘lvslr} :;:d Khlinov sat on the edge of the lilf surmonnted
by the castle ruins. Again they had examined every nook
and cranny of the ruins, had climbed all over the square
tower but had not found any trace of Garin's preparations.
There was a moment when they thought shey heard a car
in the distance. They listened and peered into .lhe dark.
ness. It was a quiet evening redolent of the ancient tran.
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quillity of earth. Occasionally some movement of air cur-
rents brought a dampish smell of flowers from below.

“I looked at the map,” said Khlinov, “and if we de-
scend the western slope we'll cross the railway at a wayside
station where the mail-train stops at five-thirty. T don’t
suppose the police will be watching there.”

“The end is foolish, ridicnlous,” answered Wolf.
“Man’s adoption of the upright position after moving so
long on all fours is far too recent, he is still overburdened
by the millions of years of unenlightened brutedom. A
mass of humans that is not guided by a great idea is a
terrible thing. People must not be left without leaders.
The urge to get back on all fours is too strong for them.”

“Why be so hard on them, Wolf?”

“I'm tired,” said Wolf. He sat on a heap of stones, his
strong chin resting on his clenched fists, “Did you for a
moment imagine that on the twenty-eighth we’d be hunted
like a couple of thieves and scoundrels? If you could have
seen the glances exchanged by those representatives of
authority when I persisted. What a fool I was! And they're
right, that’s the trouble. They'll never know the danger
that threatened them.”

“If it hadn’t been for your shooting. Wolf....”

“Hell!... If T hadn’t missed! I'd willingly take ten
vears penal servitude to show those idiots....”

Wolf's voice was dully echoed by the ruins. Some thirty
paces away from the two men Garin was creeping along
the shadow of a half-ruined wall like a hunter stalking his
prey. He had a clear view of the silhouettes of the two
men sitting on the cliff edge and could hear every word
they eaid. The open space between the end of the wall and
the tower he crossed at a crawl, At the point where the
foot of the tower adjoined the vaulted cave in which the
shac.kled skelcton sat. lay a piece of a sandstone column.
Gan.n crouched behind it. The crunching of stones and the
rasping of iron brought Wolf to his feet.
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“Did you hear that?"

Khlinov Jooked at the heap of stones behind whick
Garin had disappeared into the earth. They ran there and
then walked right round the tower.

“There are foxes here,” gaid Wolf,

“No, it was probably some night bied’s call.”

“Let’s get away from here. You and I are beginning to
have hallucinations.”

When they reached the steep path leading from the
ruins to the main road they heard a second noise, like
that of something falling and rolling along the ground.
Wolf trembled all over. Halding their breath they listened
for a long time. It seemed that the very silence was ring.
ing in their ears. “Whip.whip-whip,” an unseen nightjar
called here and there as it flew low overhead.

“Let’s go.”

“Yes, it’s silly to stay here.”

This time they walked resolutely down the path with-
out once turning hack. This saved the life of one of them.

73

Wolf had not been entirely wrong when he e2id that
he had seen the chips fly off Garin's skull. When Garin
had leaned over to pick up a burning ¢igar from the table
during his moment’s panse before the micropbone, the
ehonite earphone that he held pressed to Lis car to keep
cheek of his own voice suddenly flew to pieces. At the
same time he heard the crack of g revolver shot and .izh
a blow on the left side of his skull. He fell on his side,
rolled over on his face, and lay etill. He !xurd Stuffer
squeal and then the footsteps of people running.

“Whe was it, Rolling or Shelga?” He was racking lu‘;
brains over this problem when, two hours later, he. n:cd
off in hiy car to Cologne. It was only when he lintene
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to the conversation of those two men on the cliff that he
found the answer. Clever chap, that Shelga. Still, he wasn’t
playing fair.

He pushed aside the picce of sandstone that covered
a rusty manhole, dropped down under the carth, and by
the light of an clectric flash-light climbed up the crumbling
stairs to the “stonc box,” a solitary cell in the thickness
of the wall of the Norman tower. It was a windowless cell
two and a half paces square, with the remains of bronze
rings and chains cemented into the wall. Garin’s apparatus
stood to one side on crudely fashioned scaffolding. Opposite
the muzzle of the machine a hole had been cut through
the wall and was conccaled by the bones of the fettered
skeleton,

Garin extinguished his flash-light, pushed the muzzle
of the machine aside, plunged his arm through the hole in
the wall, and threw the bones away from the aperture. The
skull fell off the skeleton and rolled along the ground.
Through the opening the lights of the factories could be
scen. Garin had very keen eyesight and he could cven dis-
tinguish tiny human figures moving about between the
buildings. He trembled from head to foot. His teeth were
clenched. He had never thought that it would be so diffi-
cult when the time came, Again he directed the muzzle of
the apparatus through the aperture and adjusted it. He
opened the lid at the back and examined the pyrotechnic
pyramids, Everything had been prepared a week before.
A sccond machine and the old model were safe down
below in his car.

He closcd the lid and placed his hand on the handle
of a magneto that would automatically set fire to the pyr-
amids in the machine. The trembling continued. It was
not a matter of conscicnce (as if there were any con-
scicnee left after the World War), nor fear (he was too
thoughtless), nor pity for the doomed (they were too far
away) that raised his temperature and gave him the shiv-
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ers by turns, With terrifying clarity he realized that a
single turn of that handle would make him the enemy of
all mankind, This was a purely acsthetic sensation of the
importance of the moment.

He evenstook his hand off the magneto to get a cigar.
ctte from his pocket but his excited brain checked the
movement: “Why do you hesitate, why do you waste time
enjoying the moment, this is madness....”

Gurin turned the handle. Flames burst ont and hissed
inside the machine. Slowly he began adjusting the micro.
meter screw,

ki

Khlinov was the first to call attention to 2 strange
patch of light in the sky.

“There's another,” he eaid softly. They were stand.
ing half-way down the road over the clilf throwing
their heads back 1o look up to the sky. Lower than the
first 2 second ball of fire appeared just above the trees
and, shedding sparks Like a dying rocket, began to fall.

“Those are birds burning,” whispered Wolf, *look.”
Across a bright patch of sky over the forest a bird was
fiying hesitanily, apparently the nightjar thar had cried
its “whip-whip-whip ... It burst into flame, turned over
and fell.

“They're caught on some wire.”

“What wire?”

“Can't you see it, Wolf?"

Khlinov pointed to a thin incand t thread as
straight as a needle that ran overhead from the ruiny
towards the Aniline Company's factorice. L

Its path was marked by leaves bum‘ms into flame
azd the burning bodies of birds. Now it was 'hl‘,‘l“u\f
brightly, a long section of it stood out sgainst the blac
wall of pines.
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“It’s dropping...” exclaimed Wolf but did not finish.
They both realized what that thread was. They stood root-
ed to the ground and could only follow the direction
of the ray. Its first blow struck a factory chimney that
swayed, broke in the middle, and collapsed. The distance
was too great for them to hear the sound of its fall.

Almost immediately to the left of the chimney a cloud
of steam appeared over the roof of a long building,
turned red, and mingled with the black smoke. Still farther
to the left stood a five-storey building. Suddenly its
lights went out. From top to bettom a fiery line zigzagged
across the facade of the building, then again and again....

Khlinov screamed like a wounded hare. The building
secmed to shrink and then collapsed, in a cloud of black
smoke.

Only then did Wolf and Khlinov dash back up the
hill to the castle ruins. They cut across the bends in
the winding road and climbed straight uphill, tearing
through the hazel bushes and young growth of trees, fall-
ing at times and slipping back downhill. They greaned -
and cursed, onc in Russian, the other in German. Then a
dull roar reached them as though the very earth had
heaved a deep sigh.

They turned to look back. From their point of van-
tage they could sec the whole group of factory buildings
covering many acres. Half of them were burning like
paper houses. Down below, on the outskirts of the town,
rosc a mushroom of greyish-yellow smoke. The ray of the
!lypcrboloid was dancing madly amongst those ruins seck-
ing the most important spot of all, the stock-pile of half-
finished explosives. Half the sky was lit up by the glow.
Clouds of smoke and huge showers of yellow, brownish
and silver-white sparks rose up higher than the hills.

“We're too late!” screamed Wolf.

They could see a living mass pouring out of the town
along the chalk-white ribbons of roads. The river, brightly
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illuminated by the flagration, was covered in black
spots. People were rushing towards the plains, the populs-
tion was secking safety.
“Too late, too late!” screamed Wolf, blood and fosm
pouring down his chin.
It was already too late for the population to get away.
The grass feld between the town and the factories on
which stood rows of tile-capped little houses suddenly
heaved up. That was the first thing the eye saw. Through
cracks in the earth savage tongues of fire burst out; at the
same moment a blinding column of white fire and incxn-
descent gas, of a brilliance never hefore seen by man. ross
up from the flames, The sky scemed to have been Efted
higher over the whole plain and all space was Glled vtk 2
greenish-rosy light. It had the effect of an echpse of thr
tun and every branch, every bunch of grass, every sirze
and two white, petrified human faces stood out elerdr.

Then came the sound of the explosion. The ezt w=
torn with a rending roar. The hills trembled. § Eormmme
shook the trees and bowed them to the gromd o=
and burning brands flew through the arr. Cloxds ¢f g=rex
spread right scross the plain,

It grew dark and in the darkness came e ez
atill more awe-inspiring explosion. The who's emcer 2=
was saturated with a dull, redduh-browz, fesiemmy S

The blast knocked Khlnov gnd e & s 2o
and carried them down the hullside togetier gz 2ozme=
of trees and stones. )

Iy
o

“Captain Jansen, I want to gy gesomn™
“Yes, madame.” )
“And 1 want you to g0 witt
Jansen Rushed with pleaszzy 8 oo oz
nished boat dropped lightly s e e w7
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the side of the Arizona. Three sun-tanned sailors slid
down ropes and took their places on the boat’s thwarts,
slipped the oars into the rowlocks, and waited.

Jansen waited by the gangway. Zo# was in no hurry—
she stood with a distracted air looking at Naples rising
from the sca in terraces that flickered in the hot haze,
at the terracotta walls and turrets of the ancient for-
tress and at the lazily smoking summit of Vesuvius. There
was not a breath of wind and the surface of the sea was
as smooth as a mirror.

Large numbers of boats moved lazily across the bay.
In one of them stood an old man rowing with a single stern
oar—just like a Michelangelo drawing. His grey beard fell
on a torn, patched cloak of dark material, his tousled
grey curls formed a crown for his head. Slung across his
ehoulder was a canvas bag.

This was Peppo, a beggar known to all the world.

He was pulling out in his own boat to seck alms. The
day hefore Zo& had thrown him a hundred-dollar bill over
the side of her yacht. Today he was again rowing his boat
to the Arizona. Peppo was old Italy’s last romantic, be-
loved of the gods and the muses. All romanticism was
irrevocably lost. Today nobody wept as he looked with
joy-filled eyes on those old stones. Rotting on the battle:
fields were those artists who used to give a gold coin for
the privilege of drawing Peppo amid the ruins of the house
zf nCccilius Jucundus in Pompeii. The world had grown

uil.

Plying his oar slowly Peppo floated along the side of
th? Arizona, green-hued from the reflected water; he
raised a wrinkled face with bushy eyebrows majestic as an
engraving, and held out his hand, He was a god demand-

llnglaacriﬁce. Zok leancd over the rail and spoke to him in
talian,

11
Guess, Peppo, odd or cven?”
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Zo&’s bored glance swept over the Renaissance beau-
ties immortalized on the canvases—they draped them-
selves in stiff brocades, did not cut their hair, obviously
did not take a bath every day, and were proud of such
mighty shoulders and hips as would have been a source of
gshame to any Paris market-woman. She was still more
bored by the marble heads of emperors and the faces of
verdigris-covered bronzes—they might well have stayed
in the earth, Boring again was the pucrile pornography of
the Pompeiian frescoes—no, ancient Rome and the Ren-
aissance displayed poor taste. The Romans did not under-
stand the bite of cynicism. They were satisfied with diluted
wine, unhurriedly kissed florid and moral women and were
proud of their muscles and their courage. They dragged
along with them centuries of a revered past. They did not
know what it mecant to drive at one hundred and thirty
miles an hour in a racing car. Nor did they know that with
the aid of automobiles, aeroplanes, clectricity, telephones,
radio, lifts, fashionable dressmakers, and a cheque-book
it is possible to squeecze the last drop of enjoyment out of
cvery minute of life,

“Jansen,” said Zoé (the captain walked half a pace
behind her, dressed all in white, well-groomed, and ready
to do anything silly), “Jansen, we're wasting time and
I'm bored.”

They drove to a restaurant. Between dishes Zo& threw
a beautiful bare arm round Jansen’s shoulders and danced
with him, her eyes half closed, her face expressionless.
Men stared at her hungrily. The dances whetted the ap-
petite and raised a thirst. The captain’s nostrils twitched,
l.xc stared into his plate afraid to betray the glitter
in his cyes. He now knew what sort of mistress a multi-
m.illionairc would have. Never before had he danced with
his hand on such a tender, long, and nervous back, never
before had his nostrils breathed such fragrance of skin
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and perfume. And her voice ... singsong and mocking. ...
And she was clever. .. And chic....

As they left the restaurant Jansen asked:

“Where do you wish me to be tonight, on hoard the
yacht or at the hotel?”

ZoE cast 2 swift and strange glance at him, turned her
head away immediately, and did not answer.

by

Zo€ was intoxicated with wine and dence. “Oh, lala.
as though T have to give an account of evervthing™ As
they entered the hotel she leaned on Jansen's gramite arm.
As the clerk gave her the key to the room his dark.
Neapolitan face spread into a smirking smile. Zoe was
immediately on the alert.

“Any news?”

“None whatever, signora.”

Said Zog to Jansen:

“Go into the smoking.:room, smoke 2 cigarette, and if
you are not fed up with my chatter—~TI'll nng.”

She walked lightly up the red.carpeted stairs Janeen
stood below. At the landing she turned and gave o faint
smile. Like a drunken man he went into the smoking-
room and sat down beside the telephone He it a cigarette,
just as she had ordered. Leaming back be pictured her to him-
selfy She enters her room ... She takes off her hat, her
white cloth cloak.... Slowly, langmdlv. somewhat awk-
wardly, like an adolescent, she beging to dicrabe. .. Her
clothes fall to the floor and she steps out of them She
stands before the mirror ... Seductive. staring with big
round cyes at her own rteflection . She as in no hurry
such is the way of women.... Captain Jancen knew how
to wait.... Her telephone—on the bedside table.... Be
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would, of course, find her in bed. ... Leaning on one elbow,
she stretches out towards the telephone....

The telephone, however, did not ring. Jansen closed
his cyes so as mot to see the damned instrument. Phew,
how could he allow himself to fall in love like a silly
kid.... And supposec she changed her mind? Jansen
jumped up. Before him stood Rolling, The blood rushed
to the captain’s head, his face flushed.

“Captain Jansen,” croaked Rolling, ‘“thank you for
taking care of Madame Lamolle, she has no further neced of
your services today. I suggest you return to your duties. ...”

“Aye, aye, sir,” muttered Jansen with his lips alone.

Rolling had changed greatly during the past month—
his face had grown darker, his eyes were sunken, his
beard had spread over his checks in a reddish-black scrub.
He was wearing a warm jacket and his breast pockets
were stuffed with banknotes and cheque-books.... “A
straight left to the temple, a right hook straight to the
jaw, and all the breath would be knocked out of the
swine....” Captain Jansen’s iron fists were itching with
animosity. One glance from Zo&, if she had been there at
that moment, and nothing would have been left of Rolling
but a bag of bones.

“T'll be on board the Arizona in an hour,” said Rolling
in an imperious voice and with a deep frown.

Jansen picked up his cap from the table, jammed it
down deep over his eyes, and walked out, He jumped into
a cab: “To the quay!” He imagined that every passer-by
was grinning at him—“the man who had had his face
slapped!” Jansen thrust a handful of small change into
Ehc cab-driver’s hand, ran across the quay, and jumped
into the boat: “Row, you sons of bitches.” He ran up the
gangway on to the deck, shouted at the first mate, “The
deck’s like a pigsty!” locked himself in his cabin, and

without even removing his cap flopped down on his bunk.
He growled softly,
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Exacily an hour later ke heard the voice of the man
on watch and a faint voice answering from the sea. The
gangway creaked. In a loud and jolly voice the first mate
shouted an order, *Pipe 2ll hands on deck!™

The owner had arrived. He could only rescue the
remnants of his sclf-respect by receiving Rolling ss though
nothing had happened ashore, Jansen went on to the
bridge with calm dignity. Rolling mounted the bridge,
heard a report on the excellent condition of the vessel,
and shook hands with him, The official ceremony was over.
Rolling lit a cigar—he looked small and entirely out of
place in a warm, dark suit that insulted the clegance of
the Arizona and the Naples sky.

It was already midnight, The stars twinkled between
the masts and the rigging. The lights of the city and of
the shipping in the bay were reflected in water as black
a8 basalt. The siren of a tughoat howled and died away.

Rolling appeared to be fully engrossed in his cigar—
he kept smelling it and emitting clouds of smcke in the
captain's direction. Jansen stood before him in an offi-
cial pose, his hands by his sides,

“Madame Lamolle wishes to stay ashore,” said Rolling.
“That is sheer caprice, but we Americans always respect
the wishes of a lady, even when they are obviously only
a foolish whim.”

The captain could do nothing but nod khis head in
agreement with the owner. Rolling raised his left hand
to his lips and sucked the skin on the back of it

“I ghall remain on board umiil morning, perhaps afl
day tomorrow.... In order that my presence on board
should not be misinterpreted.... (He held up the hand
he had been sucking and examined it in the hght of the
open csbin door.) As I was saying—misinterpreted....
(Jansen looked gt the hand and saw truces.of finger-nails
on it) [ will satiefy your curiosity by telling you llul'l
am expectiog somebody to visit the yacht but he doesn’t
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expect to find me here. He may arrive at any time now.
Give an order for me to be immediately informed when
he comes on board. Good night.”

Jansen’s head was on fire. He was making a great
cffort to understand what was going on. Madame Lamolle
had remained on shore. Why? Caprice? Or was she await-
ing him? No—but the fresh scratches on Rolling’s hand.. ..
What had happened? Suppose she were lying on her bed
with her throat cut? Or in a bag at the bottom of the bay?
Multimillionaires are not very particular as to their meth-
ods,

At supper in the saloon Jansen asked for a glass of
neat whiskey to bring some sort of clarity to his brain.
The first mate was relating the latest newspaper sensa-
tion—the terrible explosion at the German factories of
the Aniline Company that had wrecked a near-by town
and caused the death of over two thousand people.

“Our owner has all the luck,” said the mate. “The
wreck of the Aniline Company’s works will bring him in
cnough profit to buy up the whole of Germany with all
the trimmings, Hohenzollerns and Social-Democrats thrown
in. I drink to the owner.”

Jansen took the newspapers to the cabin with him.
He read with great care the description of the explosion
and the various explanations, each more improbable than
the others, as to the cause of it. Rolling’s name occurred
time and again in all the newspaper columns. The fashion
scction of the papers said that next season bearded checks
would be in fashion and high bowler hats would be worn
ins}cnd of soft felts. The Excelsior had a picture of the
Arizona on the front page with Madame Lamolle’s pretty
head in an oval insct. As he looked at her Jansen lost his
presence of mind. His alarm grew greater.

At two in the morning he came out of his cabin and
gaw Rolling seated in an armchair on the upper deck.
Jansen returned to his cabin, He stripped off his clothes,
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d'unnefl a thin suit of finest wool on his hare body and
tied his cap, shoes, and pocket wallet in a rubber hag. Six
bells sounded—three o'elock. Rolling was still sitting
in his armchair, At four o’clock he was gtill sitting there
but his silhouette, with the head sunk into the shoulders,
showed no life, he was asleep. In a minute Jansen had
slipped noiselessly down the anchor chain into the water
and sct out to swim for the quay,
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“Madame Zo&, don't bother yourself unnecessarily, the
telephone and bell-wires have been cut”

ZoE again sat down on the edge of her bed. A smile
of anger distorted her lips. Stas Tyklinski was lolling in
an armchair in the middle of the room; he curled his
moustaches and studied his patentleather shoes. He did
not dare smoke, for Zoé had forbidden it with great
determination and Rolling had given strict orders that he
was to be polite with the lady.

He had tried to pass the time by relating stories of his
amours in Warsaw and Paris but Zo# looked at him with
such contempt that his tongue refused to function. There
was nothing for him to do but sit silent. It was nearly five
o'clock in the morning. All Zo&'s attempts to free herself,
to deceive or seduce him had not led to any resuft.

“It's all the same to me, somehow or other I'll get
word to the police.”

“The hotel stalf has been bought up, big money has
been paid.”

“When there are more people in the street Vil brenk
a window and scream.”

“That's also been taken care of. Even u doctor has
been engaged to cestify that you are subject ta pervou?
fits. Madame, for the outside world you are, 90 i 8%



in the position of a wife who is trying to deceive her
husband. You are outlawed. Nobody will help you and
nobody will believe you. Sit still and keep quiet.”

She pulled at her fingers and said to him in Russian:

“You're a swine, a filthy Pole, a lackey, and a boor.”

Tyklinski began to bluster and his moustaches bristled.
He had, however, been ordered not to start a slanging
match with her.

“We know how women can curse when their boasted
beauty fails to serve their ends,” muttered Tyklinski.
“I’'m sorry for you, madame. Still you’ll have to sit with
me téte a téte for a day or two. You’d better lie down and
soothe your nerves. Good night, madame.”

To his astonishment Zoé obeyed him this time. She
threw off her shoes, lay down, arranged her pillows, and
closed her eyes.

Through her eyclashes she could sce Tyklinski’s fat,
bad-tempered face watching her intently. She yawned once
or twice and placed her hand under her cheek.

“I'm tired, I don’t care what happens,” she murmured
and yawned again.

Tyklinski made himself more comfortable in his chair.
Zo&'s breathing was regular, In a short time he began to
rub his eyes. He stood up, walked up and down the room,
then leaned against the door frame. Apparently he had
made up his mind to keep awake on his feet.

Tyklinski was a fool. Zoé had got out of him every-
thing she wanted to know and now she was waiting until
he dozed off. It was not casy for him to keep standing by
the door. He looked at the lock and returned to his
scat.

A minute later his heavy jaw dropped. Zo& immediately
slipped off the bed. With a swift movement she took the
key from his waisteoat pocket. She picked up her shoes

and fitted the key in the door—the stiff lock suddenly
squeaked.
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" Tyklinski eried ont a3 though he had seen a nightmare,
Who's that? What?™ He jumped out of his chair, Zo
threw open the door. He scized her hy the shoulders
and she sank her teeth in his hand and bit through the
skin with vicious pleasure,

“You bitch, kurwa!™ he roared in Polish. He jabbed
his knee into the small of her back and knocked her down,
He kicked her back into the room and tried to lock the
door. Something prevented him from doing so and Zo
saw his neck turn red usder the steain,

“Who's there?” he asked hoarsely, heaving his shoulder
against the door.

His feet olid slowly back across the parquet floor and
the door opened, He grabbed hurriedly at the revolver
in his hip pocket but before be could use it was sent flying
acress the room.

Captain Jansen stood in the door. Wet clothes clung
to his muscular body. For a second he looked straight
into Tyklinski's eyes. His sudden forward rush was more
like propulsion and the blow that had been intended for
Rolling descended on the Pole: a double impact—a siraight
left with the full weight of the body behind it caught him
on the bridge of the nose and a right hook to his chin.
Tyklinski collapsed on the carpet without a sound, his
face battered and a bloody mess.

Jansen's third move was to turn and face Madame La.
molle. All his muscles were in play-

“At your service, Madame Lamolle.” .

“Jansen, 10 the yacht, as quickly as possible.”

“Aye, aye, madame.”

Sh:y thrZw her arm vound his neck as she had done
earlier in the restaurant. She did not hiss him but brought
her lips very close to his.

“The fight’s only just beginning. The greatest danger
lies ahead.™

“Aye, aye, madame.”



9

“Cabby, drive hell for leather to the quay. I'm listen-
ing, Madame Lamolle. While I was waiting in the smoking-
room....” .

“I went to my room, removed my hat and cloak....”

“I know....”

“How?”

Jansen’s hand trembled behind her back. Zo& respond-
ed with a caressing movement.

“I didn’t notice that the cupboard in front of a door
leading to an adjoining room had been moved. I hadn't
had time to get as far as the mirror before the door opened
and Rolling confronted me. I knew that yesterday he was
still in Paris, I also knew that he’s mortally afraid of
air travel.... If he were here that meant that it was
really a matter of life and death for him. Now I know
what’s in his mind but then I simply went mad. He had
lured me into a trap. I called him all the names I could
lay my tongue to. He stuck his fingers into his ears and
ran out.”

“He came down to the smoking-room and sent me back
to the yacht....”

“That’s just it. What a fool T was. It’s because of those
dances and wine and other foolishness. ... Yes. my friend,
if you want to fight you've got to put all nonsense on one
side.... Two or three minutes later he returned. I said
we must talk it over. And then he told me in such rude
tones as he had never dared use to me before that there
was nothing to talk over and that T was to stay in that
room until he released me. Then I slapped his face.”

“You've got gute.” eaid Janeen in admiration.

“My dear friend. that was my eccond mistake. But what
2 coward! He got his ears boxed four times and stood for
it. He just stood there with his lips trembling. He tried to
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grab my hand but that cost him dearly, too. Then I made
my third mistake: I eried.”

“0b, the scoundrel....”

“Wait 2 minute, Jansen. Rolling’s » fool where tears
are concerned, he is crushed by tears, he'd prefer to have
his face slapped a dozen times. Then he called the Pole
who had been standing behind the door and I saw that it
had sll been arranged beforchand, The Pole settled him.
self in an armchair, Rolling told me, *As & last resort he's
been ordered to shoot.” Then he went away, I got busy
with the Pole, Within an bour I had all the details of Roll-
ing's treacherous plan. Jansen, my dear friend, thiy is a
question of my happiness. If you don’t help me all is lost.
Cabby, faster, faster. ...

The cab drove awiftly along the water-front, deserted
at that early hour before dawn, and stopped at the stone
staircase at the foot of which a pumber of boats were tied
up in the oily black water of the bay.

A little later Jansen, holding the precious Madame
Lamolle in his arms, climbed noisclessly up a rope ladder
thrown over the stern of the Arizona.

80

Rolling was awakened by the chill of the morning. The
deck was wet, the masthead Lights had grown pale; the bay
and the town weee still in shadows but the smoke over
Vesuvius already had a rosy singe.

Rolling glanced over shupping lights and outlines of
vessels, He went up to the lookout and stood beside um.
He gave a snort and then went on to the bridge. Jansen
immediately came out of his cabin, fresh, clean, and well-
groomed, He wished Rolling # good morming and Roling
auswered with 2 snort just a little more polite than she one
ke gave to the lookout.
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He stood for a long time in silence, twisting a button
on his jacket. This was a bad habit that Zo€ had once tried
to break him of. Now it didn’t matter. Apart from that,
twisting buttons would probably be the fashion in Paris
next year. Tailors would invent special buttons for twisting.

Suddenly he asked:

“Drowned people rise to the surface, don’t they?”

“If you don’t tie a weight to them,” answered Jansen
calmly. ’

“I'm pot asking that: if a man is drowned at sea is
that the end of it?”

“Yes, a man falls overboard, a wave sweeps him from
the deck, or some other mishap—all that is classed as
‘accidental death by drowning.’ The authorities do not
usunally interfere.”

Rolling shrugged his shoulders.

“That’s all I wanted to know about drowning. I'm
going to my cabin. If a boat comes up, I repeat, don’t say
that I'm on board. Receive the man and then report
to me.”

He went away. Jansen returned to his cabin where Zoé
slept behind drawn blue curtains on his bunk.
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Shortly after eight a boat pulled out to the Arizona.
The ragamuffin rowing the boat shipped his oars and
called out:

::Ahoy there.... Is that the Arizona?”

bl 3 . .
Let’s suppose it is,” answered a Danish sailor leaning
over the side.

::Is there anybody by the name of Rolling on board?”
Let’s supposc there is.”

‘;I'hc ragamuffin exposed his magnificent tceth in a
smile.



“Grab this.”

Adroitly he threw a letter on to (he deck, the nailor
caught it, snd the sagamaffin clicked hiv tongue,

“Hi, sailor, salt-cyes, give uv & cigar.”

While the Dane was Jooking round for something to
throw at the ragamuffin the latter made off, danciug and
grimacing in the boat, and from sheer joy of life oy that
hot sunny morning sang at the top of his vpicr,

The sailor picked up the Jettrr and went to (he cap.
tain with it (as be had been ordered to), Janren polled
back the curtain and lraned aver the treping 0¥, Sihe
opened eyes still heavy with afsep,

“Is he here?”

Jansen gave her the letter 258 oo rrad f1:

“I'm badly wounded. Hase merey o tne. | funght like
a lion in your interests but the Rupacallis Lappensd, M.
dame ZoE is at liberty. I fall ta pans ...~

Zog tore up the letter witkanz faly it

“Now we can wait calzly far him (350 Lonlod ot Jupe
sen and held out her hand ta Bl Jianew, dosr. oo g9t
come to ap agreement. I 1%e gam Facsd pav. T oasppnee
the inevitable must happsm....”

She heaved a short gk,

“I feel I'm going to Ezve 5 fat aff temnfile v.<3 7o 1)
dear friend, that’s all tr xarmemaes ax Gle—dere, w4l
ooy, faithfulness. ... § koow tie gremotg af asfrturias
It's elemental, I'm just ¢ fron G gvw meell e 20w ave
10 take me-—remember tha Jroom, Lor o eame oy e tie
cither I die or [T bave powes avrethin vinbe et Lo
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between him and Garin. The scttlement with Garin had
been thought out to the last detail. Rolling lit a cigar. He
deliberately lingered a few moments, then went out of his
cabin into the corridor. He opened a door on the lower
deck. There stood the boxes containing the hyperboloids.
Two sailors, sitting on them, jumped up as he entered. He
gent them away to the forecastle.

Closing the door on the lower deck he went slowly
towards the opposite door, that of the chart-house. As he
took hold of the doorhandle he noticed that the ash on
his cigar was falling. Rolling smiled with self-satisfaction,
his mind was clear, it was a long time since he had been
60 pleased with himself.

He threw open the door. In the chart-house, under the
plate-glass skylight, sat Zo&, Garin, and Shelga, watching
him as he entercd. Rolling stepped back into the corridor.
He choked, it scemed to him that somebody was stirring
his brain with a spoon. Beads of perspiration stood out on
his nose. And, strangest of all things, he smiled a foolish
and sickly smile like a clerk who has been caught tamper-
ing with the firm’s books (he had been caught himself like
that some twenty-five years ago).

“Good morning, Rolling,” said Garin, standing up.
“Here I am, old man.” ‘
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Horror of horrors! Rolling had made himself ridic-
ulous.

What could he do? Grind his teeth, storm, shoot? Still
worse, still more foolish. ... Captain Jansen had betrayed
him, that was obvious. The crew were not to be relied on
and the yacht was in the open sea. By an cffort of will

(something gave way inside him) Rolling chased that
damned smile away.

“Ah!” Rolling raised his hand and waved it in greet-
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ing. “Hallo, Garin. So you feel like a sea trip? I'll be glad
to have you. We'll have a good time.”

Said Zo# sharply:

“You're a rotten actor, Rolling. Stop trying to amuse
the public. Come in and sit down, There ere no strangers
here—only your deadlicst encmies. You've only yourself 1o
blame for gathering such a jolly party for a Mediterrancan
cruise.”

Rolling looked at her with leaden eyes.

“In big business, Madame Lamolle, there is no such
thing as personal friendship or enmity”

He sat down at the table hetween Garin and Zoé as
though he were taking his place on a royal throne, He
placed his hands on the table. The silence that ensued
lasted a full minute.

“Very well,” he said, “I've lost. How much do I have
to pay?"

Garin answered, his cyes flashing, a8 smile on his face
as though he were ready at any moment to break into a
hearty laugh:

“Exactly one half, old man, one half as we agreed at
Fontainebleau. Here is the witness 100.” He jerked his
beard in the direction of Shelga who was moodily drum-
ming on the table with his fingers. I don’t intend fo exam.
inc your books. At a rough estimate it will be a thou.
sand million in dollars, as a final seitlemeny, of course.
The operation will be a painless one as far as you're con.
cerned. You've scraped up a hell of a lot of moncs tn
Europe."

“It will be difficult to pay a thousand million at once,”
anawered Rolling, “I'll think it over. O. K. I'l go to Paris
today, I hope that by Friday, in Marseilles, say, 1 shall be
able to pay you the greater part of the sum.”

“Tutgot-tut,” exclsimed Garin, “but the point 15, old
man, that you will ouly be set free after the sum has been
paid.”
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“In the fiest place,” said Garin, leaning forward on his
toes, “we have no specific enmity towards the United
States. We shall try to crush any fleet that aftempts aggres-
tive action against us. Secondly,” he swayed back on his
heels, “we do not insist on a fight. If the armed forces of
Europe and America recognize our #acred right to the
occupation of any territory that we need, our sovereign
rights and s0 on, we shall leave them alone, at least in the
military sense. If they adopt n contrary course we shall
deal with the ground end naval forces of Europe and
America, with their fortresses, bases, military snpplies,
general staffs, and so on, without merey. The fate of the
Aniline factories. T hope. should convince you that I don't
throw words to the wind.”

He tapped Rolling on the shoulder.

“To think there was a time, old man. when I ssked
you ta be a partoer in my enterprise. You didn’t have
enoush imagination because you are not a man of culture.
This husiness of takine the shirts off the stockhrokers’
backs and boying up factories, that’s all outdated. You
missed your opportunity to work with a real man, with
the real organizer of your crazy hillions.”

Rolling was beginning to look like a decomporing
corpae, Fareing out the words with diffienlty he hissed:

“You're an anarchist.

At that Shelga grasped his hair with his eround hand
snd burst ont laughing so uprosriouly that Captain Jan-
sen's startled face appeared at the skylight. Garin turned
on his heels and again addressed Rolling:

“No, old map, there's 2 screw loose somewhere in that
Brain box of yours. I'm no anarchist. I'm that great organ.
izec that people will be looking for with a lantern in
daylight before much more time has passed, We'll discuss
this when we have more time. Now write & cheque. And
full speed abead to Marseilles.™
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sum in sterling and the remainder in francs at the eurrent
rate of exchange.

A naval cutter brought the money thar evening. Later,
when all visitors had gone, Garin 2nd Jansen mounted the
bridge.

“Pipe all hands on deck!™

The crew were drawn up on the quarter-deck and
Jansen spoke to them in a firm, stern voice.

“The yacht Arizona is sctting out on an extremely
dangerous and risky voyage. I'm damned if 11} answeer for
anybody's life, for the lives of the owners or for the
safety of the vessel. You know me, you sons of. rn
dauble your wages and the usual bonuses will also he
doubled, All who return home safely will be given 2 Jife
pension, I give you until sunset to think things over. Those
who do not wish to run the risk may take their traps ashore.”

That evening eight men of the crew went pshore, The
same night the crew was again made up 1o strength by
eight desperadaes that Jansen picked up in the bars of
Marseilles port.

Five daya later the yacht lay in the Solent and Garin
and Jansen presented a cheque on the Bank of England
for twenty million pounds. (A timid question was put to
the Prime Minister by the Labour Party leader in the
House of C in this tion.) The money was
paid. The newspapers raised & howl. There were working.
class demonstrations in many cities, Journalista flew to
Southampton. Rolling did not receive any visitors. The
Arizona took oil onboard and sailed away acrosy the ocesn.

Twelve days later the Arizona dropped snchor in the
Panama Canal and sent a wireless message calling to the
radio telephone MacLinzey, the general director ol‘ﬂo\}-
ing Aniline. At the sppointed hour Rolling, sitting in Uiy
cabin with & vevolver at his head, ordered the d"""!"
1o pay one hundred million dollars to ‘lhe bearer of ln;
cheque, Mr, Garin. Garin left for New York snd returnc
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yellow circles, large and small, peered human faces, drawn
snd haggard from hunger, horedom, and despair,

National currencies dropped in value. Taxes sky-
rocketed. Debts increased. The yellow brand struck hard
in the name of the sacred law that demanded respect for
duty and justice, Pay up!

Money flowed in streams, rivalets, and rivers into
the coffers of Rolling Aniline. Its directors interfered in
the internal affairs of states and in internstional politics.
They constituted 2 sort of Order of Seeret Rulers.

Garin raced from one end of the United States to the
other accompanied by two secretaries, a number of engi-
neers, typists, and a host of messengers. He worked twenty
hours a day, never questioned prices and did not hargain.

MacLinney followed his activities with alarm and
surprise. He canld not understand what sll these purchases
meant, why Rolling’s millions were being so preposterously
squandered. Garin's secretary, ome of his fypists, and
two messengers were in MacLinney's pay. They sent him
a detailed report to New York every day. Suill it was
difficult to make sense of that whirlwind of purchases,
orders, and contracts.

At the beginning of September the Arizona again
appeared in the Panama Canal, took Garin on board.
steamed through to the Pacific Ocean, and disappeared
in a south-westerly direction,

A fortnight later ten heavily loaded steamers sct sail
in the same direction under sealed orders.

8

The ocean was in & boisterons mood. The Arisona
was under almost full s2il with only her topsails furled.
The sfeck hull of the yacht, s frail egg-shell with 2 mass
of wind-filled szil and humming rigging. would plunge into
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the troughs between the rollers until she was hidden to
her trucks by the waves, then she would rise again on the
crest and shake off the spray.

The awning had been taken in and hatches battened
down. The lifeboats had been secured to the decks. Bags
of sand placed along both sides were fastened with wires
to the deck. On the forecastle and the stern stood twe
pylons built of steel girders with a round, boiler-shaped
dome on each of them, which gave the yacht the appear-
ance of a semi-naval vessel.

Garin and Shelga stood on the bridge which only the
spray reached. Both were in tarpaulins. Shelga’s arm was
now out of its plaster cast but was not yet strong enough
for anything more than holding a hox of matches or a
fork at table.

“The ocean,” said Garin, “and a tiny, fragile vessel ...
a crystallized atom of human genius and will.... We fly
along, Comrade Shelga, and nothing can stop us. We
struggle., .. And what waves. ... Look at them, like moun-
tains.”

A gigantic wave approached from the starboard. Its
scething, foam-capped crest rose higher and higher. Below
the crest the bottle-green water described an ever sharper
curve until the wave collapsed into the sea. The Arizona
hecled over to port. The wild wind sang through the sails
and rigging, lifting the yacht out of the watery abyss; the
vessel lay right over, exposing the red hull to the keel,
climbed the curved surface of the wave, reached the crest,
and disappeared in a shower of noisy foam. The decks,
the hoats, all disappearcd under the water and the pylon
on the forecastle was immersed up to the dome which
surmounted it, Water scethed around the bridge.

“Glorious!” shouted Garin.

The Arizong regained her equilibrium, the water
rushed from the deck and the trysails flapped as they lost
the wind; the yacht plunged down again into the trough.
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“Such is man, Comrade Shelga, such is man in the
human ocean. ... I've taken a great fancy to thia litile
boat, Tso't it like me? We are both wind-borne....
Eh?...

Shelga shrugged his shoulders but did not anawer. It
was no use arguing with this man whose self-admiration
reached the point of ecstasy. ... Let him go into raptures
—the superman indeed! He and Rolling were bound to find
each other on this earth: they were mortal enemies but
one could not exist without the other. The Chemical King's
loins had begotten this homunculus filled with feverish,
criminal ideas who, in turn, fertilized the Rolling desert
with his monstrous fantasy, They ought to hang together
from the sgame bough!

It was difficult to understand why Rolling had not long
ago been fed to the fishes. He had done what was required
of him; true enough Garin had not got the thousand
million he had demanded but he had received three
hundred and it ought to be time to get rid of encum-
brances. But no, something stronger bound these two men
together,

Nor could Shelga understand why he had mot been
thrown overboard in the Pacific. In Naples Garin had
needed him as a third person and as a witness. If Garin
had appeared on hoard the Arizona alone unexpected
difficulties might have arisen. It would have been much
more difficult for Rolling to get rid of both of them at
once. That was all obvious. Garin had won the game.

What did he want with Shelga now? While they had
been cruising in the Caribbean there had been some
restrictions. But now, out in the open sea, nobody paid
aay attention to Shelga and he did as he pleased. He
watched and he listened, and he was beginuing to get a
hazy idea of some possible ways out of this foul situation.

The race across the ocean was more like a Plf“““
trip. Breakfast, lunch, and dinner were served Inxuriously,
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“Yes”

“By the way. ... Tut-tut. Was that your man who ﬁreg
at me out of the bushes? A hair's breadth from my ekull.

4] don’t know anything about it.”

Garin told bim what bad happened at Stuffer’s house.
Shelga shook hia head. X

“] had nothing to do with that. But still, it's a pity
he missed.”

“Jt must be fate, eh?”

“Yes, fate.”

“Shelga, I'm giving you your choice,” Garin's eyes,
cruel and implacable, came closer to him, his face took
on an evil look, “either you stop playing the man of
principle or I heave you overboard. D’you get me?”

“1 get you all right”

“I need you. 1 need you for something big. We can
come 1o an agreement. You're the only man I trust”

Before he could finish a huge wave, bigger than any
of i1a predecessors, crashed over the yachi. Seething foam
swirled round the bridge. Shelga was thrown against the
rail, his staring eyes, open month, and a hand with 1he
fingers spread disappeared under the water. ... Garin dived
into the maelstrom,
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Afterwards Shelga often recalled that incident. At
the risk of his own life Garin had seized him by the skirt
of his tarpaulin coat and struggled against the waves
utif they had passed over the yacht leaving Shelga hang-
ing over the bridge rail. His lungs were filled with water
and he fell heavily to the deck. Sailors with great dif.
ficulty pumped the water out of him and carried him 10
hia cabin,

Gfriu soon appeared. He had changed his clothes 20d
was in a hsppy mood again. He ordered twp glatses of
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tiny follicles on his palate, That’s reality, Where is you
raster of moral values? What follicles does he use to test
them?”

“Everything that leads towards the establishment of
Soviet power throughout the world is good,” said Shelga.
“Everything that hinders it is bad.”

“Superb, marvellous, I know.... But what’s all that

to you’ What binds you to the Soviet Republic? Are you

Iy ? N . 1 offer you a salary

ol fifty (huusnnd dollars a year. I'm lnlkmg quite serjously.
Is it a go?"

“No,” answered Shelga, calmly.

“That’s just it, no. So you’re not bound economically
but ideologically, by bonds of honesty, the higher matter,
in short. You are an inveterate moralist, which is what
I wanted to prove to you. You want to turn the world
upside down. You want to cleanse economic laws of the
accumulated rubbish of millennia, to blow up the imperi-
alist fortresses. All right, I also want to turn the world
upside down, but in my own way. I'll turn it upside down
by the strength of my genius.”

“QOho!”

“In spite of everything, bear that in mind, Shelga.
Listen to me: what i is man. aﬁer all? Is he an insignificant
micr! i 1i describable terror of death
to a ball of clay cnlled !hc earth and ﬂymg through the
icy darkness together with that ball? Or is he a Brain, 2
divine app for the production of a special, myste-
rious form of matter called Thought—one micron of
which matter can contain the whole universe? Well, what
do you say?”

Garin settled deeper into his chair and pulled his feet
up under him. His usually pale cheeks were Bushed.

“I propose aomellung different. Listen, my dear
enemy. ... I shall acquire absolute power on earth. Not a
single chimney will smoke unless I order it, not a single
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grog, lit his pipe, and continued the interrupted conver-
sation.

Shelga studied his mocking face, his agile body
sprawled in a leather armchair. A strange, contradictory
nature. A bandit, a scoundrel, a dastardly adventurer....
Despite all this, either from the grog or from the shake-up
he had reccived, Shelga found it pleasant that Garin eat
in front of him with one foot perched on the other knee
and smoked and talked of various matters as though the
Arizona’s sides were not creaking from the heavy blows
of the waves, as though raging water was not streaming
past the closed portholes and there was no pitching and
tossing that scnt first Shelga in his bunk and then Garin
in his chair high up into the air.

Garin had changed greatly since the Leningrad days—
he had become confident, cheerful, and friendly, such as
only clever, confirmed egoists can be.

“Why did you let such a fine opportunity go?” Shelga
asked him. “Or do you need my life so very badly? I don’t
understand you.”

Garin threw back his head and laughed merrily.

“You're funny, Shelga. Why should 1 act logically?
I'm not a mathematics master. What are things coming to?
A simple act of humanity—and it's not understandable.
What benefit do I get out of dragging a drowning man out
of the water by his hair? None whatever, Just a fecling
of friendship towards you..,. Humanity....”

“You weren’t thinking of humanity when you blew up
the Aniline factories, were you?”

“No, I wasn’t,” shouted Garin. “You're still buried
under the wreckage of morality and can’t get out into the
open. Ah, Shelga, Shelga. ... What are these little shelves
you put everything on—this shelf’s good and that shelf’s
lmfl. I can understand a winetaster: he tastes the wine,
8pits it out, and takes a crust of bread—this wine's
good and that's bad. He is guided by his taste, by the
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T wanted to prove to you. You want to turn the world
uptide down. You wani to cleanse economic laws of the
accumulated rubbish of millennia, to blow up the fmperis
alist fortresses. All right, I also want to turn the world
uptide down, but iz my own way. Il turn it upside down
by the strength of my genius.”

“QOho!™

“In spite of everything, bear that in mind, Shelga.
Listen to me: what is man, after all? Is he an insignificant
microorganism clinging in indescribable terrur of death
1o 2 ball of clay called the earth and flying through the
icy darkness together with that ball? Oc is lic a Brain, n
divine apparatus for the production of a apecial, myste.
rious form of matter called Thought—one micron of
which matter can contain the whole tniversc? Well, whast
do you say?”

Garin settled decper into his chair and pulleldl lis fret
up under him. His usually pale cliecka weee fuslied.

“I propose somecthing diffecent. Listen, my dear
enemy. ... I shall acquire absolute power on earth, Not a
single chimney will smoke unless 1 order i1, not o slngle
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ship will leave harbour, not a single hammer will strike.
Everything will be subordinated—aup to and including the
right to breathe—to the centre, and I am in the centre.
Everything belongs to me. I shall engrave my profile on
one side of little metal discs—with my beard and wearing
a crown—and on the other side the profile of Madame
Lamoile. Then I shall select the ‘Grst thousand,” let us
call them, although there will be something like two or
three million pairs. They will be the patriciuns, They will
devote themselves to the higher enjoyments and to crea-
tive activity, Taking an example from ancient Sparta we
shall establish a special regime for them so that they do
not degenerate into alcoholics and impotents. Then we
shall determine the exact number of hands necessary to
give full service to culture. In this case, too, we shall
resort to selection. These we shall call, for the sake of
politeness, the toilers....”

“That goes without saying.”

“You may laugh, my friend, when we get to the end
of this conversation.... They will not revolt, oh, no, my
dear comrade. The possibility of revolution will be
destroyed at the very roots. A minor operation will be
carried out on every toiler after he has qualified at some
skill and before he is issued a labour book. Quite
an unnoticeable operation made under a casual anacs-
thetic. ... Just a slight perforation of the skull. He will
get a bit dizzy and when he wakes up he will be a slave.
Lastly, there will be a special group that we shall isolate
on a beautiful island for breeding purposes. All those
left over we shall have to get rid of as useless. There
you have the structure of the future mankind according
to Pyotr Garin, The toilers will toil and serve uncom-
plainingly, like horses, for their food. They will no longer
be people and they will have no worries except hunger.
They will find happiness in the digestion of their food.
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The élite, the patricians, they will be demigods. Ahbougb
I despise people altogether, it is always pleasant to be in
good company. I assure you, my friend, we shall enjoy
the golden age the poets dream of. The impression of
horror created by clearing the earth of its surplus popu-
lation will soon be forgotten. On the other hand what
opportunities for a genius! The earth will become a
Garden of Eden. Births will be regulated. There will be
selection of the fittest. There will be no struggle for
existence, that will be lost in the haze of the barbaric
past. A beautiful and refined race will develop, with new
organs of thought and i While is
dragging all humanity behind it to the heights of culture
I witl do it in ten years.... What the deval! In less than
ten years.... For a few only.... But, then, it is not a
question of numbers.”

“A fascist Utopia, rather curious,” said Shelga. “Have
you told Rolling anything about this?”

“It is not a Utopia, that's the funny part of it. I am
only logical. Needless to say I've told Rolling nothing
because he is simply a brute beast. Although Rolling and
all the Rollings of this world are only doing blindly that
which 1 shall integrate into a precise and finished pro-
gramme. They are doing it barbarically, clumsily, and
slowly. Tomorrow we shall reach the island, I believe.
Then you will see that I am not joking.”

“What are you going to begin with? Mintng comns
with your bearded mug on them?”

“Ugh, how that beard scems to get under your skin.
No. I shall begin with defence. I shall forufy the tstand
and eimultaneously [ ghall start sinking a shaft through
the Olivine Belt at feverish speed, My first threat to the
world will be when I upset the gold standard. I shall be
able to extract as much gold as I ke Then I shall launch
my offensive, There will be a war more ternible than that
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of 1914. My victory is certain. Then will come the sclec-
tion of whatever population is left after the war and the
destruction of uscless clements; my élite will begin to
live like gods and the toilers will begin working conscien-
tiously and will be as happy as the first people in paradise.
Clever? Eh, you don’t like it?”

Garin again burst out laughing. Shelga closed his eyes
50 as not to look at him. The game that had begun on the
Trade-Union Boulevard was developing into a serious
match. He lay back and thought. There remained only one
very dangerous move that could lead to victory. In any
case, at the moment it would obviously be wrong to refuse
Garin point-blank. Shelga reached out for a cigarette.
Garin watched him mockingly.

“Have you decided?”

“Yes, I have.”

“Excecllent. I'll put my cards on the table; I nced you
as much as a flint nceds tinder. Shelga, I am surrounded
by dumb brates, people without any imagination. You
and I are going to quarrel quite a lot but I’m going to
make you werk with me. At least during the first half
of the game when we shall still be beating up the Rollings.
By the way, let me warn you to beware of Rolling, if he’s
decided to kill you hell do it.”

“I've been wondering for a long time why you don’t
feed him to the fishes.”

“I need a hostage. In any case he certainly won’t be
in the list of the ‘first thousand.””

Shelga paused for a short time and then asked:

“Have you ever had syphilis, Garin?”

“Believe it or not, but I haven’t. I've often thought
myself that there’s something wrong in the top storey.
P've even consulted a doctor, My reflexes are higher than

normal, that’s all. Come on, get dressed and we'll go in
to dinner.”
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The grey storm-clouds had disappeared somewhere
away to the north-cast. The blue ocean had hecome
delightfully caressing. The crests of the gentle waves
glistened like glass. Dolphins swam in the wake of the
yacht, chasing each other and leaping out of the water,
oily and happy. Sea-birds soaring over the yacht's sails
filled the air with raucous cries, In the far distance the
outlines of a rocky island rose above the sea in a blue
haze, like a mirage.

The lookout in the crow's mnest shouted, “Land in
sight.” A shudder went through the people standing on
deck, This land of the unknown future resembled a long
cloud lying on the horizon towards which the Arizona’s
wind-filled sails carried them at top speed.

Barefooted sailors were swilling down the decks. A
huge tousled sun blazed in the bottomless expanses of sky
and sea. Garin, plucking at his beard, was trying to
penetrate the haze of future events that enwrapped the
island. Ok, if only he could know!...

‘e
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The autumn sunset was aflame hehind the distant
prospects of Vasilyevaky lsland, The barges loaded with
firewood, the tugs, the fishing boats, and the smoke
swirling amongst the derricks in the shipyards were
bathed in a sombre red glow, The windows of the empty
palaces burned like fire.

A steamer approached along the blue-black water of
the Neva out of the smake in the west. Its siren howled,
greeting Leningrad and marking the end of the voyage.
The light from its portholes fell on the columns of the
Miniag lostitute, the Naval School, and on the faces of
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people strolling on the embankment; the ship began tying
up to the floating quay of the customs house, a red strue-
ture with white columns. The usual bustle of inspection
began.

Onc of the first-class passengers, a dark-faced man
with high check-bones, according to his passport a scien-
tific worker from the Geographical Seociety of France,
stood at the rail. He gazed at the town, wrapped in the
evening haze. The rays of the departing sun still played
on the dome of St. Isnac’s, on the golden spires of the
Admiralty and the Cathedral of SS. Peter and Paul. That
cathedral spire seemed to have been designed by Peter the
Great as a sword menacing all who approach Russia’s sca-
board frontier.

The high-checkboned man stretched his neck to look
at the cathedral spire. He seemed to be shaken and ex-
cited likc a traveller who sees the roof of the house in
which he was born after many years of absence. From the
fortress across the dark waters of the Neva came the
triumphant sound of bells; the sctting sun played on the
golden spire of the Cathedral of SS. Peter and Paul whose
carillon was playing the Internationale over the graves of
Russian past emperors, '

The man gripped the rail hard, something like a growl
came from his throat, and he turned his back to the for-
tress.

In the customs house he tendered a passport in the
name of Arthur Levy and while his luggage was being
examined he stood with bowed head so as not to betray
the evil glint in his eyes.

Throwing a tartan plaid over his shoulder and with
a small suitcase in his hand he went ashore on Vasilyevsky
Island. Autumn stars filled the sky. He straightened his
back and hecaved the sigh that he had long withheld.
Glancing at the slecping houses, the steamer on which two
lights burned at the mostheads and the dynamo was
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humming softly, he turned and walked towards the
bridge.

A tall man in a canvas blouse was walking slowly
towards him. As they passed the man looked into his face,
}\:I.hiapercd, “Good Lord” and suddenly called out after

im:

“Yolshin, Alexander Ivanovich?™

The man who had called himself Arthur Levy in the
customs house stumbled but did not turn his head and
hurried on towards the bridge.

89

Ivan Gusev lived with Tarashkin and was something
half-way between a son and a younger brother to him.
Taraskkin tanght him to read and write and in other ways
developed his mind.

The youngster proved 5o capable aund industrious that
he gladdened his tutor’s heart, When they had finished
their supper—tea, brown bread, and sausage—Tarashkin
would fumble in his pockets for cigarettes, remember that
he had promised his club colicagues not to smake, wonld
run his fingers through his hair and atart a talk on some-
thing like the following lines:

“D'you know what capitalism is?”

“No, Vasily Ivanovich, I don't.™

“I'll tell you as simply as I can. Nine men work, the
tenth takes everything they make, they're lumgry and he
gets so fat he could burst. That's capitalism. Get it?”

“No, Vasily Ivanovich, I don't.”

“YWhat don’t you understand?”

“Why they give himt what they make.”

“ITe makes "em, he’s the exploiter.”

“How can he make ‘em? He's only one and there are
nine of them.”
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“He’s armed and they’re unarmed.”

“You can always take arms away from anyone, Vasily
Ivanovich. Your ninc men must he fools.”

Tarashkin stared in open-mouthed admiration at
Ivan.

“You're right, old chap. You think like a Bolshevik.
That’s just what we did in Soviet Russia, we took away
the arms, chased the exploiters away, and now all ten men
work and all eat.”

“We'll all get fat enough to burst.”

“No, old chap, we don’t have to get fat, we’re not
pigs, we're people. We have to turn our fat into mental
cnergy.”

“Meaning what?”

“Meaning that in the shortest possible time we have
to become the cleverest and most educated people in the
world. D’you get that? Good, now let’s do some arith-
metic.”

“All right,” answered Ivan, getting out a notcbook and
pencil,

“And you mustn’t suck an indelible pencil, it’s not
nice. Get 1t?”

They kept hard at their studies all the evening until
well past midnight when the eyes of both tutor and pupil
refused to stay open any longer.
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A well-dressed man with high cheek-bones stood at the
club-house gate poking at the earth with his walking-stick.
He raised his head and the strange look he gave Tarashkin
and Ivan as they approached put Tarashkin immediately
on his guard. Ivan clung to him.

Y., o . .
Pve been waiting here since morning. Is that boy
. 113
Ivan Gusev?” asked the stranger,
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“What business is that of yours?™ enorted Tarashkin.

“I beg your pardon, but let's be a little more polite,
comrade. My name is Arthur Levy”

He took out a card, flashed it under Tarashkin's nose
and added:

“I'm from the Soviet Embassy in Paris. Is that good
enough for you?”

Tarashkin muttered something indefinite. From his
pocket wallet Arthur Levy produced the photograph that
Garin had taken from Shelga.

“Can you confirm the fact that the photograph was
made from this boy?”

Taraskkin had to admit as much. Ivan would have
slipped away but Arthur Levy gripped him by the
shoulder.

“Shelga gave me this photo. I have secret instructions
to take the boy to a certain address. In case of any resist-
ance I have authority to arrest him. Are you going to
submit?”

“YWhat credentials have you?” asked Tarashkin.

Arthur Levy showed him credentials written on the
letter heading of the Soviet Embassy in Paris and duly
signed and sealed. Tarashkin studied the paper for a long
time, sighed, and folded it in four.

“The devil knows what it’s all abeut but it seems to
be in order. Couldn’t somebedy else go in his place? The
boy has to go to school....”

Arthur Levy's teeth flashed in a smile.

“Don’t worry. The boy won't be badly off with me...."

91
Tarashkin had instructed Ivan to keep in touch with
him during his journey. He was somewhat relieved when
he got a postcard from Chelyabinsk:
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“Dear Comrade Tarashkin,

“We're travelling all right. first class. The food’s good
and I'm treated all right. In Moscow Arthur Levy bought
me a cap and a quilted coat and top-boots. The only
trouble is I'm loncsome. Arthur doesn’t say a word all
day. By the way, in Samara T met a kid I used to know,
he’s homeless, too. I gave him your address. I hope you
won’t mind. I suppose he’ll come so you can expect him.”

92

Alexander Ivanovich Volshin came to the U.S.S.R. in
the name of Arthur Levy carrying papers from the Geo-
graphical Society of France. The papers were genuine
(and that had cost Garin- a lot of trouble), although the
credentials and certificate of identification from the em-
bassy were forged. The latter documents, however, Volshin
had shown to nobedy but Tarashkin, Arthur Levy’s of-
ficial mission was the investigation of voleanic action in the
mountains (sopki, in the local vernacular) of Kamchatka.

Taking Ivan with him he left for Viadivostok in the
middle of Scptember. Cases of instruments and other
cquipment for the cxpedition had arrived in that port
from San Francisco at an earlier date. Arthur Levy was in
a hurry. In a few days he had mustered a party and on
the 28th of September left Viadivostok on board a Soviet
stcamer bound for Petropavlovsk. The crossing was a bad
onc. A north wind drove black clouds that scattered
grains of hard snow into the leaden waters of the Sca of
pklxotsk. The steamer creaked in all its scams as it plunged
1ts way through the grim watery waste. It took them eleven
days to reach Petropaviovsk. The horses, boxes, and stores
were unlonded and next day the expedition set out across
forests and mountains, following winding paths and river
beds through swamp and jungle.
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Ivan led the expedition—the lad had an excellent
memory and the sixth sense of 2 hunting dog. Arthur Levy
was in a hurry: they set out in the early morning and
marched titl sundown without any halts. The horses were
exhausted and the men grumbled, bnt Arthur Levy was
implacable, he had pity on no man but he paid well,

The weather grew worse, The crowns of the cedars
whined mournfully and at times they heard the crash of
falling hundred-yesr-old giants or the rumble of avalanches
of stones. Two horses were killed by fallmg bouldtrs and
two others disappeared into a b less

Ivan usnally went ahead of the column, clambermg up
hills and climbing trees ta look for signs known to him
alone. Perched on the swaying branch of a cedar-tree he
sheuted one day:

“There it is! There it ial”

On a vertical cliff hanging over the river they could
see an ancient rock carving partially effaced by time,
depicting a warrior in a cone-shaped cap holding a bow
and arrow.

“Now we go due east from here, straight as an arrow,
and we’ll come to the Shaitan Rock and the camp’s not
far from there,” shouted Ivan.

They made bivouac at this point. A huge fire was lit,
the packs were remade and the tired men lay down to
eleep. Through the darkness and the noise of the swaying
cedars could be heard distsnt dull explosions and the
carth shuddered. And when the fire died down there
appeared & glow under the clouds in the east as though a
giant smith were blowing up his cozls in a forge between
the mountains and their gloomy light flickered under the
clouds. ...

At daybreak, Arthur Levy, his hand on the bolster of
his Mauser, began kicking his men to wake them up. He
did nat allow them to light a fire and make tea. “Onward,
onward. ..."” The exhausted men fought their way through
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a tangled jungle made worse by piled-up boulders barring
their way. The trees were of tremendous height. Giant
ferns hid the horses from view; the men’s feet werc torn
and bleeding, another two horses had to be abandoned.
Arthur Levy kept to the tail of the column, his hand on
his pistol. It seemed that a few more steps forward and
not a man would budge, even under threat of imstant
death.

Ivan’s cheerful voice was carried back to them by the
wind.

“There it is, comrades, the Shaitan Rock.”

They saw ahcad of them a huge rock shaped like a
human head and wrapped in clouds of steam. At its foot
a bubbling stream of hot water gushed out of the earth.
From time immemorial travellers had bathed in that hot
water to regain lost strength and had left their marks
bechind them on the rocks. This was the famous “living
water” brought in legends by the Raven, water rich in
radioactive salts.

93

All that day a north wind blew and heavy clouds rolled
low over the forest. The tall pines moaned, the dark heads
of the cedars were bowed, the larches shed their needles.
Hard snow, mixed with a biting, icy rain, fell from the
black clouds. The forest was deserted, for thousands of
versts the conifers moaned over swampy ground and stone
hills. Day by day it grew colder, the icy breath of the
north under a completely overcast sky brought the terror
of death.

No sound was to he expected in this wilderness except
the howling of the wind and the noise made by the tree-
tops. Birds had flown away, animals had migrated or were

hxbsrnnting. And man could only come to such a place
to die.
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Nevertheless 2 man appeared. He was dressed in 2
torn russet fur coat belted low down with a rope and
wearing high felt boots heavy and swollen from the rain.
His face was hidden in a mass of fangled hair that had
not been combed for years and grey locks fell on to his
shoulders. Leaning on his gur for support he hobbled with
diffieulty around a hill, hiding from time to time behind
tree-stumps, He stopped, bent down, and began to whistle:

“Whew, whew ..., Mashka, Mashka.... Whew....”

Out of the dense grass appeared the head of a
forest goat with the torn end of a rope dangling from a
neck rubbed hairless, The man lifted his gun but the goat
disappeared again into the undergrowth, The man growled
and sank on to 2 bhoulder, the gun trembled between his
knees, and his head drooped. He sat still for a long time
and then stood up again.

“Mashka, Mashka....”

His dull eyes peered through the undergrowth in search
of his last hope, his tame goat: he would kill it with the
last remaining shot, dry the meat, and thus keep alive for
two or three months longer, perhaps even until epring.

Seven years before he had tried to find a use for his
genius. He had been strong, healthy, and poor. Then came
that fatal day when he had met Garin who had unfolded
tremendous plans before his eyes; he had abandoned
everything and come to this place, a1 the foot of a voleano.
Seven years ago the forest had been cleared and a winter
camp built with a laboratory, wireless station, and a tiny
hydro-electric power station. The dilapidated turf roofs
of the buildings with many holes in them could still be
seen amongst the boulders that had at some distant time
been cast up by the voleano; a dense wall of tall pines
hemmed them in on all sides.

Some of the people who had come here with him had
died, others had fled. The buildings had fallen to rack
and ruin, the dam of the power station had been carried
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away by the spring floods. All the labours of seven years,
all his astounding deductions, his investigation of the deeper
layers of the carth—the Olivine Belt—would perish togeth-
er with him because Mashka, that fool of a goat, would
not come within gunshot no matter how much he called.

In former days he would have thought nothing of walk-
ing two hundred miles or so to the nearest human habita-
tion. But now his legs and arms were stiff with rheuma-
tism and scurvy had robbed him of his teeth, His last hope
was the tame goat, Mashka; the old man had kept it for
the winter, but the damned animal had rubbed through
the rope that held it and escaped from its cage.

The old man tock the gun and his last cartridge and
went out to call the goat. Evening drew nigh, the piled-up
clouds grew blacker, the wind grew more savage, bowing
the huge pines. Winter was approaching and with it, death.
His heart ached. ... Could it be that he would never again
look upon a human face, never again sit hefore a fire and
breathe in the smell of bread, the smell of life? The old
man sat and wept in silence.

A long time passed beforc he again called:

“Mashka, Mashka,...”

No, he would not kill it today. Groaning, the old man
got up and plodded his way back to the camp. He stopped
and lifted his head—the hard snow beat against his face,
the wind ruffled his beard. He thought he heard. ... No,
no, it must have bcen the wind rubbing tree against
tree.... Nevertheless the old man stood still for a long
time, trying to calm his madly beating heart.

“Ee-ce-ee-cc...” came the sound of a human voice
from the dircction of the Shaitan Rock.

The old man gasped. Tears welled up in his eyes. Snow
blew into his wide-open mouth. In the thickening dusk
nothing could be scen in the open glade,

“Hi-i<i... Mantsev!” A resonant hoyish voice drifted
towards him down the wind. The goat’s head appeared out
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of the unﬂergrowlh—Muhkn walked up to the old man,
raised its ears and also stood i ing to those it
voices disturbing the wilderness. . . . They approached
from right and left, calling to him.
i, are you there, Mantsev? Are you still alive?”

The old man’s beard trembled, his lips twitched, he
spread out his arms and repeated soundlessly:

“Yes, I'm alive. I'm Mantsev....”

Such magnificence had never before been seen by the
smoke-blackened logs of the hut. A fire burned in a fire.
place built of volcanic stone and pots of water were boil-
ing. Mantsev’s nostrils breathed in the long-forgotten
smells of tea, bread, and bacon.

Loud-voiced men came in and out, bringing packs and
unf ing them. A ligh-cheekboned individual gave him
a mug of hot tea and a piece of bread. Bread! Mantsev
shuddered as he hurriedly masticated it with his toothless
gums. A boy squatted beside him watching in sympathy
the way Mantsev took a bite of the bread and then hugged
it against his beard as though he feared that thus sudden
noisy life that had burst into the half-ruined camp would
dissolve like a dream.

“Don’t you recognize me, Nikolai Khristoforovich?”

“No, I'm not used to peaple azny more,” muttered
Mantsev, “I haven't eaten bread for a long time.”

“But I'm Ivan Gusev.... Nikolai Khristoforovich, I've
done everything you told me to. D'you remember how you
threatened to knock my head off2”

Mantsev did not remember anything, he only blinked
at strange faces lit up by the flames of the fire. Ivan began
telling him how he had gone on foot through the taiga to
Petropavlovsk, how he had hidden from the bears, had
seen a red cat as big as a calf—he had been scared, but
the cat, and three others following it, had gone past with-
out touching him; how he had lived on cedar nuts he
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found in squirrels’ holes; how in Petropavlovsk he had
got a job on a steamer peeling potatoes; how he had
reached Viadivostok safely and then hoboed his way under
railway carriages for five thousand miles.

“I've kept my word, Nikolai Khristoforovich, I've brought
people to you. Only you needn’t have written that letter
on my back with an indelible pencil. If you had asked me
I would have given you my word and that would have
been cnough. But when you wrote on my back, it might
have been something against Soviet power. You shouldn’t
have done it. You necedn’t count on me any maore, I'm
2 Young Pioneer now.”

Mantsev bent towards him and spoke in a hoarse
whisper that contorted his lips.

“Who are these men?”

“A French scientific expedition, I tell you. They looked
for me in Leningrad so I could bring them here to fetch
you.”

Mantsev seized him by the shoulder so hard that it
hurt.

“Did you see Garin?”

“Nikolai Khristoforovich, don’t try scaring me, I have
Soviet power behind me now.... The right peaple got
your letter, ... What do I want with Garin?”

“Why arc these people here? What do they want from
me? I won't tell them anything. 1 won’t show them any-
thing.”

Mantsev’s face grew red as he stared round wildly.
Arthur Levy sat down beside him on the bunk.

“Calm yourself, Nikolai Khristoforovich. Eat and rest.
We have plenty of time, we shan’t take you away from
here before November.”

Mantsev dropped down from the bunk, his hands were
trembling.

“I want to speak with you alone.”
He chuffled to the door, a structure of half-rotten,
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unplaned boards. He pushed it open. The night wind
tossed his grey locks. Arthur Levy followed him into the
darkness and wet snow.

“I have the last cartridge in my gun.... I'll kill you!
You've come here to rob me!" screamed Mantsev, trem-
bling in fury.

“Come on, let’s get out of the wind.” Arthur Levy
pulled him along and leaned him against the log wall.
“Don’t get o mad. Pyatr Petrovich Garin sent me for you.”

Mantsev clutched Levy's arm frantically. His swollen
face with its inflamed eyelids trembled and his toothless
mouth sobbed:

“8o Garin js nlive? He hasn’t forgotten me? We starved
together and together we laid great plans. But that was
all nonsense, delirium. What have I discovered here? 1
have delved into the earth’s crust. I have confirmed all
my theoretical postulates. I never expected such brilliant
results, The olivine is here.” Mantsev stamped his wet
boots on the ground. “Mercury and gold can be obtained
in unlimited quantities. ... Listen, I used short waves to
reach the core of the earth. There are devilish strange
things going on there. I have turned all world science
upside down. If Garin ecould lay his hands on a hundred
thousand dollars, there’s no limit to what we could do! ., .

“Garin has thousands of millions at his disposal, the
newspapers of the whole world are full of Garin,” said
Levy. “He has succeeded in building his hyperboloid, he
has occupied an island in the Pacific Ocean and 1s making
preparations for big things. He is only wainng for the
results of your investigation of the carth’s crust, He is
sending an airship for you. If the weather doesn’t prevent
it we'll put up the mooring mast in o month from now.”

Mantsev leaned agsinst the wall, his head hanging, and
for a long time did not speak.

“Garin, Garin,” he rey 1. There was pent
in his words of reproach. “I gave him the ldca of the
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and wanted to make her a qucen. He carted her off to an
uninhabited island where they lived alone and danced
foxtrots together, king and queen of the island. The queen
said, “Poor Harry, I'm hungry, I want something to eat.”
In answer Harry only sighed and kept on daocing; alas,
he had nothing to offer his queen except flowers and seca-
shells. Then came a ship. The handsome captain offered
the queen his arm and led her to a magnificent Junch. The
gueen laughed and ate. And so poor Harry was left to
dance alone.... And s0 on.... In other words, it was all
a good joke....

Ten days later 8 wireless message was received from
the cruiser:

“Anchored in sight of island. No landing attempted,
warned that island is fortified. Sent ultimatum to Pierre
Harry who calls himself ruler of island, Gave him until
seven o'clock tomorrow morning. When that time elapses
going to send landing party.”

It was all so amusing, poor Harry shaking his fist at
six-inch guns. Neither on the next day, nor on the days
that followed, however, was anything further heard of the
cruiser.

No answer came to calls sent out. Certain people in
the Navy Department began to frown worriedly.

The next thing was 2n interview given to the press by
MacLinney. He maintained that Pierre Harry was the
notorious Russian adventurer, Engineer Garin, with whose
name a whole string of crimes were connected, amongst
them the mysterious murders ag Ville d’Avray, near Paris.
MacLinney was the more astonished at the seizure of the
jsland in view of the fact that on board the yacht that had
tzken Garin to the island was none other than Rolling
himself, the administrative head of Rolling Anmiline.
Rolling’s fortune had been vsed to make tremendous pur-
chases in Europe and America and to charter vessels to
transport them to the island, As long as everything was



done in accordance with the law MacLinney had kept quiet,
but mow he insisted that one of the chief features of the
Chemical King’s character was his exceptional respect for
the law. There was, therefore, no doubt that the impudent
seizure of the island had taken place against Rolling's
will and this was proof enough that the multimillionaire
was heing held prisoner for the sake of some preposterous
blackmail,

This put an end to all the jokes. The Holy of Holies
had been desecrated. Police agents gathered information
concerning Garin’s purchases during the month of August.
The figures were stupendous. At the saome time the Navy
Department searched in vain for the cruiser—it had dis-
appeared. To cap it all the ncwspapers published the
story of the explosion at the Aniline Company’s works
in Germany as told by the Russian engineer Khlinov who
had been an eyc-witness.

The situation was scandalous. Under the very nose of
the authorities, a common adventurer had made gigantic
purchases of war materials, seized an island, and deprived
the greatest of all American citizens of his liberty, and,
what was more, this man was an amoral scoundrel, 2 mass
murderer, the very spawn of hell.

The telegraph brought another amazing picce of ncws:
a mysterious dirigible airship of the latest type had flown
over the Hawaiian Islands, had stopped at the port of
Hilo, taken in petrol and watcr, had flown over the Kurile
Islands, descended again at Alexandrovsk on the Island of
Sakhalin, and had then disappeared in a north-westerly
direction. The letters P and G were seen on the metal
flanks of the airship,

Tl:is made everything clear: Garin was an agent of Mos-
cow. “Poor Harry” with a vengeance! Congress voted in
favsmr of drastic measures. A flotilla of eight heavy
cruisers was sent to “Blackguards’ Island” as the Ameri-
can newspapers now called it.
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That very same day all the world’s wircless stations
intercepted a short-wave message outrageous in its sheer
impertinence and bad style:

“Hallo! Hallo! This is Golden Island, mistakenly called
‘Blackguards’ Island’ by the uninitiated. Piesre Harry
offers lus sincere advice to the governments of all coun-
tries not to stick their noses into his internal affairs, Pierre
Harry will defend himself, Every warship, or fleet of war-
ships, that enters the waters of Golden lsland will sulfer
the fate of the American light cruiser that went to the
bottom in less than ifteen seconds. Pierre Harry sincerely
advises the population of the world to forget politics and
dance in care-free style the foxtrot written 1n his honour.”

25

The dam in the gully close to the winter camp had been
rebuilt and the power station started working. Daily,
Arthur Levy rcceived impatient messages from Golden
Island asking whether the mooring mast was ready.

Electromagnetic waves, indifferent with regard to what
had aroused ther out of their cosmic repose, raced through
the ether to enter the receiver and cry hoarsely into the
carphones in Garin's frenzied voice: “If the mast is not
ready in a week from now I'll send the airship with orders
to thoot you, d'you hear me, Volshin?” and having said
these words the electromagnetic waves returned through
the earth to their original state of repose.

There was feverish activity in the camp at the foot of
the volcano: a large area was cleared of undergrowth, the
tall pines were felled, and an eighty-foot steel mast was
erected on three legs dug deep into the ground.

Everybody toiled ceaselessly but Mantsev was busier
and more exeited than anybody else. By this time he had
eaten his 61l and had grown a little stronger although his






scope. In the spectrum of the voleanic gas I discovered
the lines of antimony, mercury, gold, and many other
heavy metals.... Do you understand all this, Ivan?”

“Yes, go on.”

“Well, I suppose you do underatand more than the goat
Mashka, One day, when the volcano was particularly
active, when it was coughing and belching from tremen-
dous depths, at the risk of my life I managed to get a little
gas in a retort. When I was on my way back to the camp
the volcano began hurling ashes and stones as big 2s bar-
rels up to the clouds. The earth trembled like the back
of some awakening monster. But I paid no attention to
such minor details; I rushed to the laboratory and examined
the gas with the spectroscope. ... Ivan, and you, Mashka,
listen.”

Mantsev's eyes flashed, Lis toothless mouth was twisted.

“I discovered traces of a heavy metal thar is not to
be found in the Mendeleyev Table. After a few hours in
the retort the metal began to disintegrate, the retort shone
with a yellow light, then blue and lastly bright red. I took
the precaution of moving away—there was a deafening
explosion, the retort and half my laboratory was blown
to the devil. I called this mysterious mctal ‘M’ because my
name begins with M and so does the goat’s. The honour
of the discovery belongs to us both, the goat and me. Do
you understand anything of what I'm telling you?”

“Go on, Nikolai Khristoforovich.,”

“Metal M lies in the lowest strata of the Olivine Belt.
It disintegrates and liberates tremendous reserves of heat
energy. 1 further maintain that the core or nucleus of the
carth consists of metal M. As the average density of the
nucleus is only eight units, approximately that of iron,
while metal M is twice as heavy, the very centre of the
earth must be sn empty space.”

Mantsev raised his finger, glanced at Ivan and the goat,
and let out a wild laugh,

245



¢ dcpt

aimn-

ng.“\S
A, The “%‘“
adually L

e’

he €av h st

€

_ gt vmes g
W \W‘E‘“cr

gk



Then came a heavy roar that was echoed throughout
that stony amphitheatre and the voleano belched a huge
block of stone into the air.... Mantsev and Ivan ran
down, covering their heads with their hands; ahead of
them galloped the goat, its rope dragging along the
ground.
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The mooring mast was ready. A message from Golden
Island informed them that the dirigible had started out
despite adverse barometric indications.

The last few days Arthur Levy had been trying to get
Mantsev to speak frankly about his wonderful discoveries.
They esat on a bunk as far as possible from the workers
and Levy was pouring epirit into Mantsev's tea from his
pocket flask.

The workers lay on the floor on beds of fir branches.
From time to time one of them would get up and throw
some cedar roots on the fire whose flames lit up the smoke-
blackened log walls and the tired, bearded faces. The wind
howled over the roof.

Arthur Levy tried to speak softly, caressingly, and
soothingly. Mantsev, however, seemed to have gone quite
out of his mind.

“Listen to me, Arthur Arthurovich, or whatever it is
they call you. Drop your funny stuff. My papers, my for-
mulas, my plans for deep drilling, my diaries are all
soldered up in a tin box and hidden where no one will find
them. ... I will go with you in the airship and the papers
will stay here, nobody will ever get them, not even Garin.
I won't give them up, not even under torture.”

“Calm yourself, Nikolai Khristoforovich, you're deal-
ing with decent people.”

“I'm not quite such a fool as you think. Garin needs
my formulas.... I need my fife. I want to bathe in a per-
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fumed bath every day, smoke expensive tobacco, drink
good wine.... I will get false teeth and eat tr}xfﬂes... .
I, too. want fame, I've earned it! So to hell with all of
you. including Garin.”

“Nikolai Khristoforovich, on Golden Island you will
live like a king.”

“Cut it out, I tell you. I know Garin. He hates me
beeause the whole of Garin is my invention. Without me
he would have been a petty crook. You'll take my living
brain on the airship with you but not the notcbooks with
my formulas.”

Ivan Gusev, who kept his cars open, heard fragments
of this conversation. On the night the mooring mast was
ready he crawled over to Mantsev’s bunk, found the latter
lying with open cyes, and whispered in his ear:

“Nikolai Khristoforovich, give them all the go by.
Better come with me to Leningrad, Tarashkin and I will
look after you like a baby. We'll get you new teeth, we'll
find you a good place to live—what d’yon want to get mixed
up with those bourgeois for?”

“No, Ivan, I'm done for, there are too many things I
fong for,” answered Mantsev, looking up at the tufts of
grimy moss that hung down from a crack in the smoke-
blackened ceiling. “For seven years my fantasy has run
wild under this damned roof.... I'm not going to wait
another day.”

. I“fr some time Ivan Gusev had known exactly what
thxs. French expedition™ was; he had been listening at-
tentively, keeping his eyes skinned, and drawing his own
conclusions,

. He now followed Mantsev all the time, like a shadow;
this last night he did not sleep at all and when his eyelids

bfg:m to stick he tickled his nose with a feather or pinched
himself where it hury most,

At dawn Arthur L

. evy arose in a bad temper, put on
his eheepskin coat, ‘ " ol

bound a scarf round his neck, and went
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out to the wireless station in a dugout near by. Ivan did
not for a moment take his eyes off Mantscv, No sooner
had Levy gone out than Mantsev took a good look round
to make sure that everybody was asleep, slipped noise-
lessly from his bunk, crept over to a dark corner of the
cabin, and raised his head. His eyes must have Leea too
wenk to see anything for he returned and threw some
pine-knots on the fire. When they burst into flames he
went back to the corner.

Ivan guessed what he was looking at: in the upper
corner where the logs that formed the walls were jointed
into ench other there was a gop in the ceiling where the
moss had been pulled out, This was what was bothering
Mantsev. Standing on tiptoe he pulled a handful of emoke-
begrimed moss from another part of the ceiling and with
a groan stuffed it into the erack.

Ivan threw away the feather with which he had tickled
Lis nose, pulled the blankets over his head and immediately
dropped off to sleep.

The blizzard still raged on. For two days the huge
dirigille had been hanging over the clearing, its nose tied
to the mooring mast, The mast bent and creaked. From
the ground the cigar-shaped body looked for all the world
like the keel of a meta) barge as it swung to and fro. Its
crew had all their work cut out to keep it free of snow.

The captain, leaning out of the gondola, ehouted to
Artur Levy standing helow:

“What the hell are we wziting for? We must cast off,
The men are being worked to death.”

Levy answered through his clenched tecth:

“I've spoken to the island again. The orders are to
bring the boy at all costs.”

“The mast won't hold,”

Levy only shrugged his shoulders. It was not the boy
that mattered, of course. During the night Ivan had dis-






“Go and find Mantsev and find the boy. Ten thousand
in gold for each of them™

The clouds grew darker as night drew on. The wind
increased in strength. The commander of the dirigible
agaia threstened to cut his mooring ropes and fly off.

At long last a tall man, in a long fur coat covered in
snow, appeared from the direction of the Shaitan Rock
carrying the boy in his arms. Levy rushed to meet him, took
off a glove, and pushed his hand under the boy's coat.
Jvan secmed to be asleep and his cold, stilf hands pressed
a little tin box to his breast; this was the box with Man.
tsev’s priceless formulas,

“He's still alive, a bit cold, though,” said the tall man,
a broad smile parting his snow-packed beard, “He'll come
to. Shall I take him up?”

Without waiting for an answer he carried Ivan into
the gondola.

“What now?" shouted the captain from above. “Can
we cast off?”

There was indecision on Levy’s face as he looked at
him.

“Are you ready to take off?™

“We're ready,” answered the captain.

Levy turned towards the Shaitan Rock hidden
behind a solid curtain of whirling snow that fell from the
black clonds. After all the main thing was on board, the
box with the formulas,

“Let’s go!” he said, jumping on to the aluminium ladder.
“Cast off the ropes.”

He opened a curved door and entered the gondola.

At the head of the mooring mast the erew hegan 1o
hack through the hempen rope that held the airship, Roar-
ing snd back-firing, the engines started up; the propellers
began to turn.

At this moment Manteev, driven hefore the hlizzard,
appeared out of the whirling vortices of snow, Raised by
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the wind, his hair stood on end. His outstretched arms
grasped at the disappearing outlines of the dirigible.

“Stop! Stop!” he shouted hoarsely. As the aluminium
ladder of the gondola rose into the air and the bottom rung
was about a yard off the ground he grabbed at it. Several
of the bystanders caught him by his fur coat to hold him
back but he kicked them away. The airship’s metal belly
swayed in the air, the engines hammered away, the air.
screws roared, and the ship rose into the air amidst swirl-
ing clouds of snow.

Mantsev hung on to the lower rung like a leech. He
was carried rapidly upward.... The people down below
could see his straddled legs and the flapping skirts of his
coat carried up into the sky.

How far he was carried off, at what height he lost his
hold and fell, the watchers below did not see.
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Leaning out of the porthole of the aluminium gondola
Zot looked through her binoculars. The airship scemed
scarcely to move as it described a circle in the bright blue
sky. Three thousand three hundred feet below stretched
the boundless bluish-green waters of the ocean. The central
point was a tiny island of irregular shape. Scen from above
it looked like a model of the continent of Africa on a very
small scale. Off the southern, eastern, and north-castern
shores surf-bound rocky islets and shallows looked like
splashes in the sea. The western seaboard was open.

In a deep bay on the western side of the island the
merchant vessels were moored close to the sandy littoral.
Zo& counted them—twenty-four beetles resting on the sur-
face of the water.

The island was intersccted by ribbon-like roads con-
verging in the rocky north-cast where glass roofs gleamed
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in the sun. Workers were completing the building of 2
palace Jeading in three terraces to the sandy beach of 2
tiny cove,

At the southern end of the jsland stood a structure
that from sbove looked like something a child had built
with his Meceano set—a network of beams, girders, trusses,
cranes, rails with trucks running aleng them, Dozens
of wind motors were turning. Smoke came from the chim.
neys of power and pumping atations.

In the centre of these structures was the ronad black
opening of a mine shaft. Wide steel conveyers ran from the
shaft to the sea carrying away the extracted rock; the red
pontoons of dredgers farther out to sea ooked like red
worms. A cloud of steam hung constantly over the mouth
of the mine shaft.

Work went on in the mine day and night in six shifts:
Garin was boring through the granite shield of the earth’s
crust, This man’s daring bordered on madness. As Madame
Lamolle looked at the cloud over the shaft the binoculars
trembled in her hands tanned golden by the suu.

Regular rows of warchouses and dwelling-houses
stretched along the low shores of the bay. Ant-like figures of
people, toy cars, and motor.cycles moved along the roads.
A lake gleamed blue in the centre of the island and from
it a stream meandered to the south. Strips of farmland
and vegetable gardens followed its baoks. The whole east-
ern slope was an emerald green—here the herds were graz-
ing in fields fenced off by hedges. Amongst the rocks in
front of the palace at the north-eastern end of the island
lay the brightly-coloured carpets of whimsically thaped
Rower.beds and plantations of trees.

Six months before the island had been a wilderness of
coarse grass, stones, grey with seasalt, and anaemic bushes.
Steamers had hrought thousands of tons of chemical fer-
tilizers to the island, artesian wells had been dug, plants
and trees had been hrought from over the sea.






tempestuous progress of mankind and a struggle for a
higher social order will begin all over again.

“Once more Earth will warm up unceasingly from
atomic disintegration in order to again burst as a tiny star.

“Such is the cycle of terrestrial life. There has been
an infinite number of these cycles and an infinite number
of them is yet to come. There is no death. There is only
eternal renewal....”

This is what Garin read in Mantsev's diary.
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The upper edges of the shaft were clothed in armour
plating. As the shaft grew deeper massive cylinders of
high-grade steel were lowered to line its walls. This lining
ended at the point where the temperature changed sud-
denly to three hundred degrees. This had occurred at 2
depth of three miles from the surface with the loss of a
whole shift of workers and two hyperboloids.

Garin was not satisfied with the progress made. The
lowering and riveting of the cylinders had hampered the
work, Now that the walls of the shaft attsined red heat
they were kept cool by compressed air forming a reliable
sheath of armour. These walls were strengthened by dia-
gonal trusses,

The shaft was not very wide, only sixty feet in dia.
meter. Its interior was an intricate system of air pipe-
lines, return pipes, beams and trusses, wires, duralumin
wells within which ran the scoops of the elevators, plat-
forms for transfer from elevator to elevator, and other
platforms for the hyperboloids #nd machines producing
liquid air.

The whole was set in motion by electricity—lifts,
elevators, and machinery. Caves were dug in the sides of
the shaft to bouse machinery and rest-rooms for the workers.
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Bronze double gates opened into the central part of
the island. This was a chiteau, both house and fortress.
On a high rock near by stood a five-hundred.foot tower
communicating with Garin's bedroom by an underground
passage, Powerfull hyperboloids stood on a platform
on the tower, An armoured Iift would take Garin from the
carth to the platform in a few scconds. Everybody, even
Zok, had been forbidden 1o approach the base of the tower
on pain of death. This was the first law of Golden Island.

Zo¥'s apartments were situated in the left wing of the
palace, Garin’s and Rolling’s in the right wing. Nobody
else lived there. The building was reserved for the time
when it would be the greatest good fortune for any mortal
to receive an invitation to Golden Island to look upon the
resplendent face of the ruler of the world.

ZoE was preparing herself for this role. What with one
thing and another she had her hands full. Conventions had
to be elaborated for her rising in the morning, her appear-
ance in the palace, small and grand receptions, lunches,
dinners, juerades, and entertai Her artistic
temperament found every opportunity for expression. She
loved to repeat that she had been born for the world stage.
The maintenance of court etiquette was in the hands of
a Russian émigré, a famous baliet producer. A contract
had been concluded with him in Europe and he had been
awarded the Order of the Divine Zoé (gold and diamonds
on a white ribbon) and the ancient Russian title of postel-
nichi (Gentleman of the Bedchamber).

Apart from these internal, palace laws she and Garin
drew up the Commandments of the Golden Age, the
future laws for all mankind. This was more in the nature
of a general draft and basic ideas that had to be put into
legal form by jurists. As Garin was feverishly busy she
had to find time for him whenever he was available. In
her study there were always two stenographers, day and
night.
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Garin came dircct from the mine, worn out, dirty, and
smelling of carth and machine oil. He ate hurriedly, lay
down on the satin sofa with his boots on, and was soon
enveloped in a cloud of pipe smoke (he was placed above
all etiquette, his manners were sacred and their imitation
was taboo). Zo€ strode up and down the carpet picking
over the huge pearls of her necklace with her delicate
fingers and trying to get Garin to talk. He neceded a few
minutes of death-like repose before his brain could resume
its feverish activity. In his plans there was neither evil
nor good, neither cruelty nor mercy. He was amused only
by the clever solution of a problem. This “coolness™ made
Zo€ indignant. Her big cyes grew dark, a tiny shiver ran
down her nervous spine and she spoke in a low voice full
of hate (in Russian so that the stenographers would not
understand):

“You're a poseur. You're a terrible man, Garin, I
understand wanting to skin you alive and watch how you
suffer for the first time in your life. Don’t you really hate
anybody or love anybody?” .

“Nobody but you,” answered Garin with a grin, “but
your pretty head is full of crazy nonsense. I have but a
few scconds to spare. I'll wait until your ambition has
been satisfied to the full. Still, you're right in one thing,
my love: I am too academic. Ideas evaporate if they are
not permeated with the spice of life. And the spice of
life is passion. You have a superfluity of it.”

He glanced sideways at Zoé—she stood before him,
pale and motionless.

“Passion and blood. An old recipe. But why on earth
should you skin me? You can skin somebody elsc. It
seems that for the sake of your health you simply must
wet your handkerchief in that crimson fluid.”

:Therc are many .tlxings I c'an’t forgive people for.”

“'ghc short men with _the' hairy fingers, for example?”

es. Why do you bring that up?”



“You can't forgive yourscH.... For five hundred
(rancs they called you by phone, didn’t they? You darned
your silk stockings in a hurry, bit off the thread with
those divine little tecth when you hurried away to z res-
taurant. And the sleepless nights when you had two sous
in your bag and the horror of what might happen next
day... the horror of falling still lower.... And Rollings
pug nose is also worth something.”

With a crooked smile Zo€ looked him straight in the
eyes and then said:

“I shan't forget this conversation to my dying day,
either.”

“My God! And only a minute ago you were accusing
me of being zcademic.”

“If 1 have my way I'll hang you from the hyperboloid
tower.”

Garin jumped up, scized Zo€ by the elbows, pulled her
on to his knees, and kissed her upturned face and tightly
pressed lips, The two stenographers, fair-haired, mar-
celled, as indifferent as dolls, turned away.

“You funny, foolish woman, understand me, it’s only
like that that I love you.... The only being on this
earth. ... If you hadn't been twenty times within an inch
of death in lousy railway trucks, if you hadn’t been bought
like a harlot, could you possibly have understood the full
measure of human daring? Could you have walked across
this carpet like a queen? Would I have thrown myself at
your feet?”

Zo€ freed herself in silence, adjusted her dress with
a movement of her shoulders, went away into the middle
of the room and from there still looked wildly at Garin.

“Well, where did we stop?” asked Garin.

The stenographers took down the thoughts he formn-
Iated, During the night they were transcribed and were
handed to Madame Lamolle next morning in bed.

Rolling was sometimes invited as an expert on certain
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This means that the war has begin. From liour 10 honr
we must expect an official declaration, Onn of my hne
diate aims is war, It is heginning, however, varlier thay
I want it to, They are getting toa nervous an the cantle
nent. I forcsee their plan, they are afrall of us anil hopn
to force us into eubmission by hunger, For your Infore
mation, the food on the island is sufficlent for a fortnight,
not counting live cattle. Before those fouriern dayi aro
over we must break the blackade and bring in fond, §t
is 2 difficult but quite feasible task, In addition 1o this
my agents were arecsted when they precented Halling's
cheque, We have no casli in hand, Three bundred snd fifty
million dollars have been expended to the Jast rent, A
week from now we muat pay wages snd if we pay by
cheque the workers will riog and atap the hyperhnlofds
working. From this it follows that we munet geg money
within seven days.”

The conference was held in the twilighs of Garfu's
still unfipished office. Precent were Cormsk, Fopueer
Schefier, Zog, Shelga, and Rolling. Gerin, se wae wrusl
with him in moments of danger or of greet suevts! ttrain,
flood with bis hands in his pockets, rocking beck sud
forth on hie heele 20d epeaking mwockingly. Zos, » Little
hzmzzer ia her hand, wae io the chzir, Coroek, dumautye
2nd nervons, with bloodihot erer, covghed aud snd

*The Second Law of Golden Lelend gende nobody wust
2M1empt 10 discover the setret of the byperbolod. Avy-
body wlip tonehes sren the outer housing of the Toper
boloid 3¢ fialle o the dezth penrlty ™

“Suh™ eorlrmed Gorg, “a the law”

*In qrder she spetire 2 enccesulil putcome for tie
exterpriset 3 pu bher e aneaioned g Jeam thro bvperboloe
¥ Le romiiieef: one 29 vbtew wwoner, & sopnd 1o bredr
2he lloehafe. pud he <turd Lor 4he defence oF the stiand
You will fere 2p anuke vy «norptivn 1o the law for tep of
Tour aeaistugie
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Silence followed this speech. The men studied the
smoke of their cigars. Rolling sniffed at his pipe in decp
concentration. Zoé turned her head towards Garin,

“All right,” he said with a careless movement of the
hand. “Publish the decrece. Exempted from the Second
Law are two people onm the island, Madame Lamclle
and....”

He leaned across the table and slapped Shelga heart-
ily on the shoulder.

“The second person to whom I trust the secret of the
apparatus is Shelga.”

“That's where you make a mistake, comrade,” said
Shelga, removing Garin’s hand from his shoulder. *I
refuse.”

“On what grounds?”

“I'm not obliged to explain. Think for yourself and
vyou'll understand.”

“I'll trust you with the destruction of the American
fleer.”

“A nice job and no mistake. I can’t.”

“Why the hell can’t you?”

“What do you mean, why? It’s a slippery business.”

“Look out, Shelga.”

“I'm looking.”

Garin’s beard stuck out, his tceth flashed. He re-
strained himself and asked softly:

“What have you got in mind?”

“My line, Pyotr Petrovich, is quite obvious, I hide
nothing.”

This short conversation was in Russian so that nobody
except Zo€ could understand it. Shelga returned to his
doodling on the paper in front of him.

*Very well,” said Garin, “I'll appoint only one person
as my assistant with the hyperboloid, Madame Lamolle.

If you agree, madame, the Arizona is at vour disposal, you
set sail tomorrow morning.”



“What am | supposed to do out at sea?”

“Plunder every vessel that comes your way on the
Trans-Pacific route. In a week from now we must pay the
workers.”
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At 23:00 hours, an unknown object flying over the
Southern Cross was reported from the flagship of a
squadron of the North American fleet.

The bluish rays of searchlights, like the tails of
comets, swung across the etarlit sky and came to rest on
that unknown object. It stood out in a bright patch of
light. Hundreds of bi lars ined its metal dol
the transparent dises of whirling propeilers and the letlers
P and G on the flanks of the airship.

Morse lamps winked from ship to ship. Four seaplanes
took off from the fiagship and roared their way upwards
to the stars. The squadron, sailing in line ahead, increased
its speed.

The roar of the aircraft grew weak and indistinct.
Suddenly the airship towards which they were racing dis-
appeared. Everywhere handkerchiefs came out to wipe
the lenses of binoculars but no matter how the search-
lights tried to find it the airship was nowhere to be seen
in the dark, night sky.

At last the rottle of machine.guns confd be heard: the
aireraft had found their target. The machine-guns stopped

suddenly. An incandescent fly twirled round in the sky
and th:n dropped dowu The people watching through
their ¥ 1 plane had fallen and plunged
into the black waters. What had happened?

Again came the rattle of machine-guns, only to break
off just as suddenly while one after the other three re-
maining aireraft plunged headlong through the rays of
the searchlights and corkscrewed into the sea. Morse lamps
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flickered on the flagship and there were answering flashes
up to the very horizon. What had happened?

The next thing they saw was a ragged black cloud
moving against the wind, quite close to them and at right
angles to the line of ships. The airship, hidden by a smoke
screen, was losing altitude. “*Ware gas,” was the order
flashed from the flagship. Anti-aircraft guns barked. Si-
multaneously gas-bombs fell on the deck, the bridge, and
the armoured gun turrets.

The first victim was the admiral, a handsome twenty-
cight-year-old officer, who was too proud to don a gas-
mask: his hands tore at his throat as he fell with a swollen,
blue face. The gas-masks proved ineffective and in a few
scconds all those on deck were dead. The flagship had
been attacked with an unknown gas.

The vice-admiral teok over the command. The cruisers
went on to a starboard tack and opened fire from their
anti-aircraft guns. Three flashes of fire from the guns
turned the sea blood red. Three swarms of screaming steel
devils were carried nobody knew where; their bursts lit
up the starry sky.

Following the three volleys, six seaplanes, their crews
in gas-masks, took off from the vessels of the squadron.
It was now apparent that the first four aircraft had
perished in the gas-filled smoke screen around the airship.
The honour of the American navy was at stake. Lights
were extinguished on the vessels, the only light came
from the stars, Waves breaking against the steel flanks of
the warships and the song of the aircraft engines were
the only sounds that broke the silence of night.

At last! Rat-a-tat-tat. The music of the machine-guns
came out of the silver mist of the Milky Way. Then it
sounded as though bottles were being opened there—the
aircraft were bombing their target. The brownish-black
cloud in the sky grew lighter and a huge metal cigar, its
blunt nese pointed downwards, slipped out of it. All
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along its metal back tongues of flame were dancing, It
slanted downwards Jeaving a 1ail of fire behind it and dis-
appested in flames over the horizon,

Half an hour later it was reported from one of the
scaplanes that had ewept down over the burning nirship
and machine-gunned every living thing on or near it.

The victory had cost the American squadron dear:
four seaplanes with their crews had been lost, twenty.
eight officers, including the admiral, and 2 hundred and
thirty-two naval ratings had been killed by poison gos.
It was pot only a matter of losses, but of the humiliation
of magnificent cruisers armed with heavy artillery prov.
ing as helpless as wingless penguins: the enemy had
bombed them with an unknown gas just as he pleased.
They must have their revenge, they must have an oppor-
tunity to show the real might of naval artillery.

This was the spirit of the dispatch which the vice-
admiral sent to Washington that night reporting the de-
tails of the battle, He insisted on the bombardmenm of
Blackguards® Island.

The Naval Secretary’s reply came a day later: to
proceed to the island and level it with the sea.
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“\Well?" asked Garin in a challenging voice as he
placed the wireless earphones on the table. (The eon-
ference continued with the same participants, except Ma.
deme Lamolle, who had left.) “Well, gentlemen, I can
congratulate you. The blockade has been lifted. The
American flect has been ordered to bombard the island.”

Rolling shuddered and rose from his chair, his pipe
fell from his mouth, his bluc Jips were twisted as though
he wanted to say something but could not.

“What's wrong, old chap?” asked Gario. “Are you so



from the old
single

Alexander
inform us in i the strengt
are eight heav i of the latest tyP&
three-gun furrets. After the pattie they mus
wwelve gcaplanes -0 to this ther® are
and submarines: 1f we count the force

cruisers, destroyerss
\mdrcd-and-ﬁfty-mmion-pound impach

of each ghell as 28 h
dron would mean &8 jmpact
the islan 2

ugo much
“Stop whining,
a sull secret ipvention, 2 &
“‘Black Cross. Using this gas
four scaplanc® and put the
“No, Mr. :0 | was not 8
Cross' at you : ¢ hoarselye
a revolver at ™
send containcrs

r disposals
¥ head you forced me 10 give an
of *Black Cross’ to the jsland.”

270



He choked and staggered out of the room. Garin hegan
to unfold his plan for the defence of the island. The attack
was to be expected in three days.
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The Arizona had raised the pirate flag.

This does not mean that she carried the romantic skull
and cross of the b s. Such horrors wonld
only be found on bottles of poiton nowadays.

In fact no flag at all had been raised on the Arizona.
The two latticed turrets carrying the hyperboloids dis-
tinguished her from all other ships in the world, The
vessel was commanded by Jansen, under Madame Lamolle’s
orders.

Zo#'s magnificent apartment—bedroom, batliroom,
dressing-room and drawing-room—was locked up. Zoé
had her quarters in the captain's deck cabin together with
Jansen, The former luxury, the blue silk awning, the
carpets, cushions, armchairs, had all been removed, The
crew, taken on in Marseilles, were armed with Colt revolv-
ers and short carbines. The object of the voyage had been
announced to them and they had been promised prize-
money from every ship captured.

All available space on the yacht was occupied by cans
of petrol and fresh water. With a good wind and under
full sail, aided by her powerful Rolls Royce engines, the
Arizona sped like an albatross from crest to crest of the
ocean waves,
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“The wind is approaching a gale, sir.,”
“Take in the tops’ls.”
“Aye, aye, sir.”






swain swore by all the saints there are, as the sails were
taken in.

Jansen gave his orders:

“Hard a-port! Full speed ahead! Lights out!”

Depending now entirely en her engines the Arizona
made a sharp turn to starhoard. As she turned a huge
wave rose against her hull and swept across the deck. All
lights were extinguished, The hull of the yacht trembled
as she raced on at full speed in complete darknesa.

The lights seen by the lookout rose speedily from
beyond the horizon to be followed by the dark silhouette
of a smoky two-funneled passenger boat.

Madame Lamolle came on to the bridge, She was wear-
ing a knitted cap with a pompon, a fluffy scarf wound
round her neck and hanging down her back. Jansen
handed her his binoculars. She raised them to her eyes
but the yacht was tossing so badly that she had to place
her hand on Jansen's shoulder to steady them. He could
feel her heart beating under her warm sweater.

“We'll attack!” she said, looking him straight in the
eyes, her face close to his.

The passenger steamer noticed the Arizona when she
was some five bundred yards away. A lantern was waved
from the bridge and a siren moaned its low note. The
Arizona, without lights, did not answer the signals, but
continued to bear down on the fully lighted ship. The
steamer slowed down and began to turn to aveid a
collision. ...

Here is how the incident was described a week later
by a correspondent of the New York Herald.

“... It was a quarter to five when we were awakened
by the howl of the siren. The passengers tumbled out on
to the deck. After the lighted cabins the night seemed as
black as ink. We noticed that there was alarm on the bridge
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and searched the dark sea with our binoculars. Nobody
knew exactly what had happened. Our steamer slowed
down. Suddenly we saw it... some unknown type of ship
was bearing down on us at full speed. It was a long,
narrow vessel with three tall masts, her lines like those
of a fast-sailing clipper; fore and aft rose two strange
latticed towers. Somebody shouted jokingly that it was
the Flying Dutchman. For a moment everybody was in
a panic. A hundred yards away the strange vessel hove
to and somebody shouted through a megaphone in English:

“‘Stop your engines. Put out your fires.’

“Qur captain answered:

*‘Before I obey your orders I want to know who is
giving them.’

“*The order is given by the Queen of Golden Island,’
came the answer from the vessel.

“We were dumbfounded: was this a joke? Another
picce of impertinence on the part of Pierre Harry?

*“‘I can offer the Queen a vacant cabin and a hearty
breakfast if she’s hungry,” shouted the captain in answer.

“These words came from the foxtrot Poor Harry; they
were greeted with a hearty laugh on deck. Immediately a
ray appeared from the fore tower of the mysterious ves
scl. It was as thin as a knitting needle, blindingly white,
and came from the dome on the tower without spreading.
At that moment nobody dreamed that before their eyes
was the most terrible weapon ever devised by the human
brain, We were in a jolly mood. :

“The ray described a loop in the air and then descended
on the bows of our ship. We heard a horrible hissing sound
and saw a greenish flame made by stecl being cut. A sailor
standing in the bows screamed wildly. The whole bow of
the ship, above the water-line, collapsed inte the sca. The
ray was lifted, trembled for a moment in the air, and then
passed over us parallel to the deck. The tops of the two
masts fcll to the deck with a crash. In a panic passengers
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rushed for the gangways. The captain was injured by a
piece of the wreckage.

““The rest of the story is known. The pirates, armed with
short carbines, approached in a boat, came on board, and
demanded money, They collected ten million dollars from
the mail-bags and the passengers’ pockets. When the boat
with the loot returned the pirate ship’s decks were flooded
with light. We saw a tall, slim woman in a knitted cap
come down from the Intticed tower 2nd hurry to the bridge.
She took up a megaphone, leaned back and called to us:

“‘Now you may go your ways in peace.’

“The pirate ship turned about and at a tremendous
speed disappesred over the horizon.”
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The events of the past few days—the attack made on
the American squadron by the sirship P.G. and the order
given to the squadron to bombard the island—excited the
whole population of Golden Island.

The office was inundated with applications to leave
work. Depotits were withdrawn from the savings bank.
Workers conferred with each other behind the barhed
wire, paying no attention to the yellow and white police-
men pacing the intersecting lanes with gloomy and deter.
mined faces, The whole settlement was like a disturhed
beehive, In vain were trumpets blown and kettle-drums
banged in front of the brothels in the canyon. Luna Park
and the bars were cmpty. In vain did the Biteen provoca
teurs make inhuman efforts to divert the bad mood of the
workers into mational squabbles. In those days nobody
wanted to hash somebody else’s face in just because be
lived behind a different barbed-wire fenre. i

Engineer Cermak pasted up government bull_etml all
over the jsland. Martial law was declared, meetings and
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He returned to the table on the corner of which Shelga
sat with a cigar between his teeth.

“Shelga, the hour which I foresaw has come, only you
can get this movement under control and eave the
situation. ... This business on the island is more serious
than ten American navies.”

“Aha,” eaid Shelga, “it's time you understood....”

“To hell with your lessons in politics. ... I appoint you
governor of the island with special powers.... Just you
try to refuse,” screamed Garin excitedly, his voice rising
to the highest note. He jumped towards the table, opened
a drawer and took out a revolver. “In short, if you refuse
T'll shoot you. Yes or no?”

“No,” said Shelga with a side-glance at the revolver.

Garin fired and Shelga raised the hand that held the
cigar to his temple.

“You filthy swine.”

“So you do agree?”

“Put that thing down.”

“0.K.” Garin threw the revolver back in the drawer.

*“What do you want? That the workers should not blow
up the mine? All right, they won't. There are some con-
ditions, though....”

“I agree in advance.”

“That I remain a private individual on this island auch
as I have been up to now, I'm neither your servant nor a
mercenary. That’s the first. All national boundaries are
to be removed today and all the wire taken away. That's
the second.”

“I agree.”

“Your gang of prorocateurs....”

%I have no provocateurs,” answered Garin promptly.

“That’s a lie.” i

“All right, it's a lie. What shall I do with them? Drown
them?”

“This very night.”



“All right, consider them drowned.” (Garin made some
rapid notes on his writing-pad.) ~

“The last condition is: no interference in my relations
with the workers.”

“Is that so? (Shelga frowned and started getting down
from the table. Garin scized him by the arm.) All right,
I agree. The time will come when I shall break you, any-
way. What else?”

Shelga squinted as he lit his cigar and his wind-tanned
face with its little blond moustache, snub nose, and sly
smilc could not be geen through the curtain of smoke. Just
then the telephone rang. Garin picked up the handset.

“Yes, Garin speaking. What? Wircless message?”

He threw down the tclephone handset and picked up
the earphones of the wireless receiver. As he listened he
bit his nails. His lips twisted into a smile.

“You may calm the workers, We shall pay tomorrow.
Madame Lamolle has got hold of ten million dollars. I'll
gend an excursion dirigible immediately. The Arizona is
only about four hundred miles away to the north-west.”

“That makes things easier,” said Shelga. With his hands
in his pockets, he went out of the room.
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Hanging from the ceiling straps so that his feet did not
touch the floor and shutting his eyes, Shelga held his breath
for a sccond as he flew down in the stecl box of the lift.

The parallel shaft was unevenly cooled and the lift had
to fly from cave to cave through belts of heat so that only
the speed of the descent kept it from burning up.

Shelga watched the red needle on the meter and at a
depth of twenty-five thousand fect switched on the rheostat
to stop the lift. He got out at cave number thirty-scven.
A thousand fect lower down was the bottom of the shaft
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where hyperboloids were working: from there eame aharp,
incessant bursts ag the white-hot rock was cracked by the
stream of liquid air, The scoops of the elevators earrying
the rock to the surface rasped and clattered.

The inside of cave number thirty-seven, like all the
others, was a riveted stcel cube. Liquid air evaporated
outside its walls to cool the surrounding granite, The belt
of hoiling magma was, apparently, not very far, nearer than
had been expected fram the data obtained by electro-
magnetic and seismographic prospecting. The granite was
heated to a temperature of 500°C, IF the machines supply.
ing liquid air for cooling were stopped for a few minutes
everything would be burned to ash,

Inside the steel cube there were beds, henches, and
buckets of water. A four-hour shift reduced the workers
to such a state of exhaustion that they had to be laid out
on the beds half-dead to recover before being sent to the
surface. Ventilator fans and airsupply pipes hummed
loudly, The lamp hanging from the riveted ceiling cast
a bright light on the gloomy, unhealthy, pufly faces of
twenty-five men. Seventy-five other workers were in the
caves sbove and could communicate by telephone.

Shelga came out of the Jift. Some of the men turned to-
wards him in silence, giviag him no greeting. They seemed
to be firm in their decision to blow up the sheft.

“I want an interpreter. I'm going to speak Russian,™
13id Shelga, sitting down at the table and pushing aside
with his elbow tins of jam and Epsom salts and unfinished
glasses of wine. (All of this was generously supplied to
the workers by the management.}

A round-shouldered, bony Jew, with & bluish pale face
under the stubble of his beard, came up to the table.

“Pm the interpreter.”

Shelga began to speak:

“Garin aud his enterprise is nothing more than the
extreme develog of capitalist i Farther




than Garin nobody can go—the forcible conversion of the
working section of mankind into beasts of burden by an
operation of the brain, the selection of the ‘lords of life,
the élite, the checking of the further progress of civiliza-
tion. The bourgeoisie has not yet understood Garin and he’s
in no hurry to make them understand. They consider him
a bandit and land-grabber. In the end they will realize that
Garin’s system is the logical end of imperialism. Comrades,
we must prevent the most dangerous thing of all—we must
stop Garin from coming to terms with them. You'll be
having a tough time if he does, comrades. You people in
this box have decided to die so that Garin won’t quarrel
with the American Government. Just you think it over.
If Garin wins it’ll be bad, if the capitalists win it won't
be any better. If Garin comes to terms with them that will
be the worst of all. You still don’t appreciate your own
worth, comrades, strength is on our side. In a month’s time,
when the elevator scoops start carrying gold to the sur-
face, it won’t be for the benefit of Garin but your benefit,
for the benefit of that cause which we must fight for all
over the world. If you trust me, really trust me, to the
end, savagely, then I'll be your leader. Elect me unani-
mously. If you don’t trust me....”

Shelga stopped, looked round at the gloomy faces of
the workers who were staring at him with unwinking eyes,
and scratched the back of his head with some force.

“If you don’t trust me, I'll talk some more.”

A broad-shouldered youth, naked to the waist and
grimy from soot, walked over to the table. He bent down
and his blue eyes stared into Shelga’s face. Hitching up
his trousers he turned to his mates.

“I trust him.”

“We trust you,” said the others. Those words were
repeated by telephone through thousands of feet of gran-
ite: “We trust you.”

“If you trust me, all right,” said Shelga. “Now for
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the other points: the national boundaries will be removed
by this evening. Your wages will be paid tomorrow, The
police can guard the palace—we can manage without them.
The fifteen provocateurs we'll chuck into the sea, that
was one of the first conditions I made with Garin. The
mext thing is to get to the gold as quickly as possible.
Right, comrades?"”
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That night the wandering beams of searchlights were
observed to the north.west. Sirens sounded the alarm in
the harbour. At dawn, when the sea still lay in shadow,
the frst heralds of the approaching squadron appeared:
aircraft cireled over the island, gleaming in the rosy light
of dawn.

The police opened fire from their carbines but soon
gave it up. The inhabitants of the 1sland assembled in
groups. Smoke continued to swirl over the mine. Ship's
bells rang out the hours. A crane lifted huge bales tied
with crossed ropes from 2 big stenmer and brought them
ashore,

The ocean lay calm, covered by a light mist. Aircraft
propellers hummed in the sky.

The sun rose in a hazy ball, It was then that they all
saw the smoke clouds on the horizon. They stretched out
like a long, flat thunder-cloud towards the south-cast.
Death was drawing nigh.

Everything was quiet on the island, even the birds
brought from the continent had stopped singing. At one
place a bunch of people rushed to the boats in the har-
bour and crowded into them; the overloaded boats put out
hurriedly into the open sea. There were, however, hut few
boats and the island was open on all sides, not a scrap of
cover anywhere. The people stood about in silence as
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though they had been struck dumb. Some lay face down-
wards on the sand.

No movement was to be observed in the palace, The
bronze gates were closed. Guards in high, wide-brimmed
hats and white, gold-trimmed tunics, carbines slung
across their backs, marched up and down under the slop-
ing red walls. To one side rose the high, latticed tower
of the big hyperboloid. The rising blanket of mist hid its
summit from view. There were few people, however, who
had any faith in this defence: the brownish-black cloud
on the horizon was too substantial and menacing.

Suddenly many heads were turned fearfully towards
the shaft, At the mine the siren had sounded for the third
shift. What a time to work! Curse the gold! Then the
clock on the palace tower struck eight. At that moment
the heavy roar of thunder rolled across the ocean. The
squadron had fired its first volley, The seconds of waiting
scemed to spread into space, into the whine of the
approaching shells.
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When the squadron fired its volley Rolling was stand-
ing on the terrace above the staircase leading to the sea.
He removed his pipe from his mouth and listened to the
whine of the approaching shells; no less than ninety steel
devils packed with melonite and explosive gas were flying
towards the island aimed directly at Rolling’s brain, Their
sound was a roar of victory. It scemed that his heart would
burst at the noise. Rolling beat a hasty retreat towards a
door in the granite wall. (He had long since prepared for
himself a shelter in the cellar to be used in case of
bombardment.) With a roar the shells burst in the sca,
sending up columns of water. The range was short.

Then Rolling looked towards the top -of the latticed
tower. Garin had been sitting therc since the evening
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before. The dome was revolving, as he could see by the
movement of the vertical loopholes. Rolling put on his
pince-nez and lifted his head. The dome turned very
quickly right and left, As it moved to the right he could
see the gleaming barrel of the hyperboloid moving up and
down the loophole.

The most terrible of all was the speed with which
Garin worked the hyperholoid. And the silence—there was
not a sound on the island,

A dull, expanding sound came from the sea, like a
bubble bursting in the sky. Relling adjusted the pince-nez
on his perspiring nose and looked towards the squadron.
There floated three mushrooms of yellowish-white smoke.
To the left of them ragged clouds welled up, turned
blood red and grew into a fourth mushroom. The fourth
peal of thunder rolled towards the island.

The pince-nez would not stay in place on Rolling's
nose; nevertheless, he stoed there manfully and watched
the mushrooms grow on the horizon as one after the other
the eight warships of the American squadron were blown
into the sir.

Again there was silence on the island, on the sea, 2nd
in the air. The lift descended quickly inside the latticed
tower, Doors slammed inside the house and Garin ran out
whistling a dance melody out of tune. His face was tired
and worn out and his hair stuck out in all directions.

He did not notice Rolling and began to undress. He
went down the stairs to the edge of the sea and there re-
moved his silk shirt and salmon-pink underpants. Looking
out to sea where smoke still hung over the gpot where the
squadron had been destroyed, Garin scratched himself
under his arm-pits. His body was as white and plump as a
woman's and there was something shameful and disgusting
in his nakedness.

He tried the water with his foot, squatted like a woman
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to mect an incoming wave, swam a little, and immediately
came out; it was only then that he saw Rolling.

“Hallo,” he drawled. “Do you want to take a dip, too?
It's hellish cold.”

He gave a giggling little laugh, picked up his clothes,
and went back to the house in all his nakedness, swinging
his underpants in his hand and making no effort to cover
himself, Rolling had never experienced such humiliation in
all his life. His heart chilled from hatred and loathing.
He was unarmed and defenceless, In that moment of
weakness he felt the whole weight of his past upon him,
the weight of strength expended, the buffalo-like struggle
for the first place in life ... and to think that it should
all end with this obscene scoundrel, the conqueror, march-
ing triumphantly past.

As he opened the huge bronze doors Garin turned
round,

“Come in to breakfast, grandad,” he said, “we’ll share
a bottle of champagne.”
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The strangest thing in Rolling’s behaviour was the
obedient way in which he plodded in to breakfast. At
table there was only one other guest, Madame Lamolle,
pale and untalkative after her recent shattering experi-
ences. When she raised her glass to her lips it rattled
against her even, dazzlingly white teeth.

Rolling secemed to be afraid of losing his equilibrium
and stared all the time at one point, the gold foil of a
champagne cork made in the shape of that accursed
apparatus that had destroyed, in the course of a few
minutes, all Rolling’s former conceptions of might and
power,

] Garin, his wet hair uncombed, without a collar and
still wearing a crumpled scorched jacket, kept up a non-
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sensical stream of chatter, swallowed oysters, and drank
several glasses of wine one after another.

“Only now I realize how hungry 1 was?

“You've worked hard, my friend,” said Zog, softly.

“Yes. I admit that there was o moment when I grew
afraid, when the horizon was hidden in the smoke of gun-
fire.... They got in first.... The devils.... If they'd
increased the range hy a cable’s length nothing would
have been left of this house, or of the island, for that
matter...."”

He drank another glass of wine and, althongh he had
said he was hungry, elbowed the liveried waiter away when
he offered him another dish,

“Well, grandad?” He turned suddenly towards Rolling
and stared straight at him, this time without a trace of
a amile. “It's time we had 2 serious talk, Or are you
waiting for more staggering elfccts?”

Withont a sound Rolling placed his fork on his plate
and lowered his eyes,

“Speak, I'm listening.”

“And about time. .., Twice already I've offered you a
partnership. I hope you remember. I dont blame you,
thongh: you're mot a thinker, you belong to the buffalo
genus. I'm repeating my offer. You're surprised, eh? I'll
explain. I'm an organizer. I'm going to reconstruct the
whole of your top-heavy capitalist system with all its
foolish prejudices. Do you get that? If I don’t do it the
Communists will eat you up with a pinch of salt and smack
their chops in delight. Communism is the only thing in
life that 1 really hate.... Why? Beczuse it will destroy

me, Pyotr Garin, and 2 whele universe of plans in my
brain,... You may ask what 1 need you for, Rolling,
when 1 have inexhaustible supplies of gold nuder my feet”

“Yes, I do ask that,” muttered Rolling, hostsely.

“Take o glass of gin with cayenne pepper, old man,
that will clear your brain for you. Do you imagine for
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one moment that I intend to turn gold into dung? I shall
certainly arrange a few warm days for all mankind. I will
lead people to the very brink of a fearful precipice when
they will hold in their hands a pound of gold that costs
two cents.”

Rolling suddenly raised his head and his dull cyes
showed a youthful sparkle and his mouth twisted into a
crooked smile.

“Aha,” he croaked.

“Just that—saha! You’re beginning to understand at
long last? In those days of wholesale panic we, that is,
I and you and three hundred other buffaloes, or universal
gangsters, or kings of finance—choose whichever name you
like best—vill seize the world by the throat. We'll buy
up all enterprises, all factories, all railways, all air and
sea flcets.... Everything that we need or that is likely
to be useful to us will be ours. Then we’ll blow up this
island, mine and all, and announce that the world’s supply
of gold is limited, that the gold is in our hands and will
return to its former function as the only measure of values.”

Rolling listened, leaning back in his chair, his mouth
full of gold teeth opened like that of a shark and his face
turned red.

Thus he sat motionless, his tiny eyes gleaming. For a
moment Madame Lamolle even thought that the old man
would have a stroke.

“Aha,” he croaked again. “It’s a bold idea. There
are chances of success. But you haven’t taken into consid-
cration the danger of strikes, rebellions. . ..”

“That was my first consideration,” said Garin abruptly.
“We'll begin by building huge concentration camps. All
those who are not satisfied with our regime will go behind
the barbed wire. Then we'll introduce the law on mental
castration, And so, my friend, do you elect me your

leader? ... Ha!” (He suddenly winked and that was almost
terrifying.)



Rolling lowered his head and frowned. He had been
asked and had to think before answering.

“Do you compel me to take this step, Mr, Garin?”

“What do you think, old mzn? Do you want me to
beg you on my knees? I'll compel you if you don't reslize
yourself that for a long time you've been awaiting me as
2 saviour.”

“Very good,” said Rolling through his clenched teeth
and he stretched out his rough, bluish hand te Garin
across the table,

“Very good,” repeated Garin. “Events are developing
at high speed. On the continent the three hundred kings
must have their minds prepared. You will write them a
fetter on the imbecility of a government that sends a
squadron of warships to bombard my island. You will pre-
pare them for the ‘gold panic.’ (He snapped his fingers;
a liveried lackey approached.) Pour out some more
champagne. Rolling, we'll drink to the great and historic
coup d'état. Think of it, pal, Mussolim’'s just = puppy
compared to us....”

Anud s0 Pyotr Garin came 1o an agrecment with Me. Roll-
ing. History had been given the spur, history went gallop-
ing forward, its golden-shod hoofs clattering over the skulls
of fools.

ns

The reverberations in America and Europe that fol.
lawed the destruction of the Pacific Squadron were terrific
and unprecedented. The United States of America had
been dealt a blow that resounded throughout the world.
The governments of Germany, France, Britain, and Italy
&l at once and with unhealthy nervousness took heart:
they wondered whether this year (or perhaps any other
year) they might be able to default in paying interest to
an America already glutted with gold. “The colossus, it
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scems, has feet of clay,” said the newspapers, “it is not so
easy to conquer the world....”

At the same time the news of the Arizond’s piracy
causcd a hold-up in sea trade. Steamship-owners refused
to load cargoes, steamer captains were afraid to cross the
occan, insurance companies raised their premiums, there
was chaos in the banking world, bills of exchange were
protested, a number of commercial houses went bankrupt,
and Japan began hurriedly dumping her cheap goods on
the American colonial markets.

The disastrous sea battle had cost America a large sum
of money. Her prestige, or “national pride,” as it was
called, had suffered severely. Industrialists demanded the
mobilization of all sea and air fleets—war to the victori-
ous end, cost what it might. American newspapers threat-
ened to remain in mourning (the names of the newspapers
were printed in a black frame—this produced an effect
on many people and did not cost much) until Pierre
Harry was brought to New York in an iron cage and exe-
cuted on the clectric chair. Terrifying rumours of Garin’s
agents, armed with pocket infra-red ray machines, ciren-
lated amongst the population of the country. There were
cases of unknown people being beaten up and of momen-
tary panics on the streets, in cinemas and in restaunrants.
The Washington government thundered forth weighty
words but actually was in a state of utter confusion. The
only vessel of the whole squadron to escape, a destroyer,
brought news of the battle so ghastly in its details that
the ministry was afraid to publish it. Seventcen-inch guns
were powerless against the light-ray tower on Blackguards’
Island.

These disconcerting facts led the Government of the
United States to call a conference in Washington. The
watchword of this conference was: “All men are children

of the same God, let us think of the peaceful prosperity
of mankind.”
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When the date of the conference was announced news.
paper offices and the wireless stations of all countries re-
ceived information to the effect that Engineer Garin would
be present in person at the opening of the conference.
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Garin, Cermak, and Scheffer descended in the lift into
the depths of the main shaft, Endless rows of pipes, cables,
trusses, elevator wells, platforms, and iron doors flashed
past the mica windows.

They passed through eighteen strata in the earth’s
crust, eighteen layers that marked eras in the planet’s
history like the rings in the trunk show the age of a tree.
Organic life began in the fourth stratum “from the fire,”
the stratum formed by the Palcozoic ocean. The virgin
waters of this ocean were saturated with some life force
unknown to us. They contained radioactive salts and large
quantities of carbonic acid. This was the “water of life.”

At the dawn of the next era, the Mesozoic, gigantic
monsters came out of the water. For miilions of years they
made the earth tremble with their cries of hunger and
lust. Still higher up in the shaft they found the remains
of birds and, higher still, mammals. This latter stratum
was close to the ice age, the grim dawn of mankind.

The lift was passing through the nineteenth and last
stratum, created out of the flames and chaos of volcanic
action, This was the carth of the Archaean Era, a solid
mass of dark.red, small-grain granite.

Garin bit his nails in impatience. None of the three
spoke. It was hard to breathe and cach of them carried
an oxygen apparatus over his back. They could hear the
roar of the hyperboloids and the explosiona.

The lift entered a belt of bright light cast by electric
lamps and came to a stop over a huge cowl collecting
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gases, Garin and Scheffer donned round rubber helmets,
like a diver’s, and climbed through onc of the manholes
of the cowl on to a metal ladder that led straight down
for a distance equal to the height of a five-storey house.
They climbed down to where the ladder ended on a round
platform. On this platform several workers, naked to the
waist, wearing masks and carrying okygen containers over
their backs, crouched over the housings of the hyperbo-
loids. The workers stared into the roaring pit, regulating
and directing the rays.

Similar vertical ladders with round steel rungs led
from this platform to the lower one. There stood the
liquid-air cooling apparatus. Workers on this lower plat-
form, dressed in rubberized felt clothing and wearing
oxygen masks, controlled the work of the coolers and the
elevator scoops. This was the most dangerous place to
work in. Any awkward movement would bring a man
under the scething ray of the hyperboloid. Down below
white-hot rocks burst and expleded in the stream of liquid
air. Fragments of rock and clouds of gas came from below.

The elevators removed up to fifty tons of rock an hour.
The work was going well. As the elevator scoops dug
deeper the whole system was lowered—the “iron mole,”
constructed according to Mantsev’s drawings, consisting of
the circular platforms with the hyperboloids and the cowl
of the gas collector. The strengthening of the shaft began
ahove the “mole” system.

Scheffer snatched a handful of grey dust from one of
the scoops as it flew past. Garin rubbed it between his
fingers. He wrote a few words on a cigarette box.

“Heavy slag. Lava.”

Scheffer nodded his round bespectacled helmet. Mov-
ing carcfully along the edge of the circular platform
they stopped under instruments hanging on stecl hawsers
from the monolithic wall of the shaft and moving down-
wards together with the whole “iron mole” system. These



included barometers, sei aphs dul
recording the degree of aceeleration of ‘the force of grav-
ity at a given depth, and electromagnetic measuring in-
struments.

Scheffer pointed to a pendulum, took the cigarette box
from Garin, and wrote on it slowly in his meticulous Ger-
man handwriting:

“Acceleration of the force of gravity has risen by nine-
hundredths since yesterday morning. At this depth acceler-
ation should drop to 0.98, instead it rose by 1.07...."

“Magnets?” wrote Garin,

Scheffer answered:

“Today all magnetic instruments have stood at zero
since morning. We are below the magnetic field.”

Resting his hands on his knees Garin stood for a long
time looking down into the black pit that narrowed to an
almost imperceptible point where the “iron mole™ roared
as it bit its way deeper into the earth. That morning the
shaft had begun to penetrate the Olivine Belt.

ns

“How do you feel, Ivan?"

Shelga stroked the boy's head. The boy was sitting
with him at the window of a little seaside house looking
at the ocean. The house was built from coastal rock plas-
tered with light-yellow clay. Outside, waves raced the blue
ocean, white with surf where they beat against the reefs
and the sandy beach of the tiny isolated cove where
Shelga lived.

Ivan hzd been brought to the island on the airship
half-dead. Shelga had brought him round with the greatest
difficulty, If he had not had a friend on the island it is
scarcely probable that Ivan would have lived, He was
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badly frost-bitten, he had a cold and, worst of all, he was
morally depressed: he had trusted people, had made every
possible effort, and what had happened?

“There’s no going back to Soviet Russia for me, Com-
rade Shelga. I'll be arrested.”

“Don’t be a fool. It’s not your fault.”

Whether Ivan sat on a rock on the beach, caught crabs
or wandered about amidst the marvels of the island,
amidst strange people and bustling activity, his eyes, with
an expression of nostalgia, would constantly turn to the
west where the flaming ball of the sun set and where, far
beyond the sun, lay the Land of Soviets.

“Its night now,” he said in a quiet voice, “but in
Leningrad it’s morning. Comrade Tarashkin has had hie
breakfast and gone to work. At the club-house they're
caulking the boats now, the flag will be raised in a fort-
night.”

As Ivan grew better Shelga began cautiously explaining
to him the situation on the island and soon discovered, as
Tarashkin had done, that the boy was quick to get the
hang of things and that his attitude was irreconcilably
Soviet. If he had not whimpered so much about Leningrad
he would have been a wonderful boy.

“Ivan,” said Shelga one day, cheerfully, “I'm going to
send you home soon.”

“Thank you, Vasily Vitalyevich.”

“But there’s one little job you've got to do first.”

“Tll do it.”

“Are you any good at climbing?”

“In Siberia I eclimbed bundred-and-fifty-foot cedars
to get the cones, I climbed so high I couldn’t see the
ground.”

“When the time comes I'll tell you what to do. But
don’t wander about the island too much. You better take
a line and fish for sca urchins.”
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Garin now went forward confidently with his work in
accordance with a plan found amongst Mantsev’s notes
and diaries.

The scoops had passed through the thick stratum of
magma. At the bottom of the shaft the roar of the sub-
terranean ocean could be heard all the time. The walls
of the shaft, frozen to a depth of one hundred feet, formed
an indestructible cylinder; nevertheless the shaft vibrated
and there were such jolts that they had to concentrate
on freezing operations. The elevators were now bringing
to the surface crystallized iron, nickel, and olivine.

Strange phenomena were observed. A fluorescent glow
appeared in the sea where the pontoons and conveyer belts
deposited the extracted rock. For several days the glow
increased in intensity until a huge mass of water and sand
together with the pontoons and conveyers flew into the
air. The explosion was so terrific that workers’ baracks
were blown down by the hurricane blast and the wave
that swept over the island almost flooded the shafts.

They had to load the rock straight on to barges and
take it well out to sea; there the glow and the explosions
never ceased. This was explained by some still unknown
phenomena connected with the atomic disintegration of
metal M.

What was happening at the hottom of the shaft was no
less strange. It began with the magnetic instruments that
shortly before had stood at zero suddenly revealing a

gnetice field of tr dous strength. The needles swung
over to the limit of their indicating power. A trembling
bluish light appeared in the shaft. The very air underwent
a change. Nitrogen and oxygen atoms, bombarded by
myriads of alpha particles, disintegrated into helium and
hydrogen.

Part of the liberated hydrogen burned in the hyper-
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boloid rays, flames swept through the shaft accompanied
by little pistol-like explosions. The workers’ clothing
caught fire. The shafts were shaken by the ebb and flow
of the magma ocean. It was noticed that the steel scoops
and iron parts of the elevators acquired an carthy-red
coating, The rapid atomic disintegration of the machinery
had begun. Many of the workers were burned by invisible
rays. Still the “iron mole” continued biting its way through
the Olivine Belt with all its former persistence.

Garin scarcely ever left the shaft. It was only now that
he reatized to the ful the madness of his undertaking.
Nobody could say exactly how deep the scething subter.
rancan ocean lay, or how many thousand feet he would
have to continue through molten olivine. Only one thing
was certain—the instruments showed the presence of a
solid magnetic core of extremely low temperature in the
centre of the earth.

There was a danger that the frozen cylinder of the
shaft, denser than the molten mass which surrounded it,
would be torn off and pulled to the centre by the force
of gravity. Dangerous cracks appeared in the walls of
the shafts and gases surged, hissing, through them. The
diameter of the shafts had to be reduced to a half and
extra-strong vertical props were put in,

A lot of time was taken by the ercction of a new “iron
mole” half the diameter of the former one. The only
comforting news came from the Arizona. The yacht was
again sailing under the pirate flag; it had burst into Mel-
bourne harbour at night, set fire to warchouses filled with
copra to snnounce its presence, and demanded five mil-
lion pounds. (As a warning the Marine Esplanade had
been wrecked with the hyperholoid ray.) Within a few
hours the city was empty and the money was paid out by
the banks. As the Arizona left the harbour she was fired
on by a British warship and was holed above the water-
line by a six-inch shell; the yacht then attacked and cut
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the warship into pieces. The battle was commanded by
Madame Lamolle from the height of the hyperboloid
lawer,

The report of this action put Garin in a good mood.
He had fallen victim to dismal thoughts during the past
few days, Suppose Mantsev had been mistaken in his cal-
culations? As in the deserted house in the Petrograd
District a year before, his brain began to seek ways of
salvation in the event of the shaft proving a failure,

On 25th April, standing on the circular platform inside
the “mole” system, Garin was the witness of an unusual
phenomenon. From the cowl of the gas collector above
him came a shower of mercury, The hyperboloids had to
be atopped and the refrigeration at the base of the shaft
was lessened. The scoops had passed the o’ivine and were
now bringing up pure mercury. In the Mendeleyev tables
mercury was followed by the metal thallium, Gold (atomic
weight 197.2 and pumber 79) was higher than mercury in
the tables.

Only Garin and Scheffer knew that a catastrophe had
occured and there had been no gold in the strata of met-
#'s lying in the order of their atomic weights. It was a
real catastrophe! That damned Mantsev had made a mis-
take!

Garin head dropped. He bad expected all sorts of
things but not such a pitiful end as this. ... Scheffer ab-
sent.mindedly held out his hand to catch the drops of
mercury that fell from above. Suddenly he seized Garin
by the elbow and dragged him to the vertical ladder. When
they had got to the top, entered the lift and taken off
their marks. Scheffer stamped on the floor with his heavy
boots. His bony face, with all its childish simplicity, was
radiant with joy.

“It’s gold!” he shouted, roaring with laughter. “We're
just sheep’s heads. ... Gold and mercury boil side by side.
What happens? Mercurial gold!... Look!” He opened a
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fully amongst a thousand other merchant vessels in the
expansive, moky bay, bathed in summer sunshine,

The captains went ashore. Everything was in order.
The sailors’ washing was hung up to dry on the vessels,
the decks were being swilled down. It was the cargo of
the five vessels sailing under the Dutch flag that aston-
ished the customs officials more than a little, They were
informed, however, that the ingots of yellow metal were
genuine gold brought here for eale.

The customs men laughed at a good joke.

“How much do you sell your gold for, eh?”

“At cost price,” answered the first mates. (Exactly the
same conversation, word for word, took place on all five
vessels.)

“And how much is that?”

“A dollar twenty a pound!”

“You don’t seem to value your gold very high.”

“We're selling it cheap—we've got plenty,” answered
the mates, sucking their pipes.

And so the customs officials wrote into their records:
“Cargo, ingots of yellow metal, described as gold.” They
laughed and went their way. Actually, however, it was no
laughing matter.

Two days later in the advertisement columns of the
San Francisco morning newspapers, on yellow and white
posters on the hoardings or simply chalked on the pave-
ments, appeared the following notice:

“Engineer Pyotr Garin, considering the war for the
independence of Golden Island to be concluded and pro-
foundly regretting the losses suffered by his opponents,
respectfully offers the people of the United States five
shiploads of gold as a beginning of peaceful commercial
relations. Ten.pound ingots of gold are offered at a dollar
twenty a pound. Those interested may obtain them at
tobacconists, oil shops and dairies, at newspaper and shoe-
shine stands, etc. 1 ask you to convince yourselves of the
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Another three steamers arrived from Golden Island.
They used derricks to unload bundles of ingots dircctly
on to the water-front where they stacked them in huge
piles. There was something unbearably horrible in all this.
People in the queues trembled as they looked at the treas-
urc that lay glittering on the roadway.

By this time Garin’s agents had completed the erection
of street loudspeakers in all big cities, On Saturday, when
work in office and factory was over and the townspeople
filled the streets, a loud voice, speaking with a barbaric
accent, but with extraordinary confidence, rang out all
over America.

“Americans! This is Engineer Garin talking to you, the
man who has been outlawed, whose name is used to fright-
en children. Americans, I have committed many crimes,
but all of them lead to one goal, to the happiness of man-
kind. I have occupied a piece of land, an insignificant is-
land, in order to bring a gigantic and unprecedented enter-
prise to a successful conclusion. I decided to penetrate
into the bowels of the earth to reach virgin deposits of
gold. At a depth of 25,000 feet the shaft reached a deep
stratum of molten gold. Americans, everybody sells what-
ever he’s got. I am offering you my ware—gold. When I
sell it at a dollar twenty a pound I earn ten cents on the
dollar. That’s a modest profit, Why am I forbidden to sell
my goods? Where is your free trade? Your government is
trampling underfoot the sacred principles of liberty and
progress, I am prepared to pay war indemnities. I am
prepared to return to the state, to companies, and to
private individuals all the money that was requisitioned
by the Arizona from ships and banks in accordance with
the customs of war. I ask only one thing—give me freedom
1o sell my gold. Your government forbids it and has placed
my ships under arrest. I put myself under the protection
of the people of the United States.”

That same night the loudspeakers were destroyed by
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the police. The government sppealed to the rezson of the
population:

“. .. Suppose the notorious bandit, who has come here
from Soviet Russin, Engineer Garin, is telling the truth,
then it is all the raore necessary to fill in the shaft on
Golden Island and prevent any possibility of there being
unlimited supplies of gold. What will happen to the equiv-
alent of labour, happiness, and life if gold can be dug up
like clay? Man must inevitably return to his primitive
state, to harter, savagery, and chaos. The whole cconomic
system will be wrecked, industry and commerce will decay.
There will be no incentive for people to strive for higher
spiritual values, The big cities will perish. The railways
will be overgrown with grass. The lights will go out in the
cinemas and pleasure grounds, Man will again hunt for his
living with a flint spear. Engineer Garin is the greatest of
all provocateurs, a servant of the devil. Hig object is to
devaluate the dollar. In this he will not succeed....”

The government drew a pitiful picture of what would
happen if the gold standard were aholished. There were,
however, few reasonable people to be found. The whole
country went mad. Life came to a standstill in all cities
as in San Francisco. Trains and millions of cars raced to
the west, The nearer they got to the Pacific coast the more
expensive became foodstulfs. There was no means of trans.
port available to carry food. Hungry fortune-hunters
Lroke into the food shops. A pound of ham cost a hun-
dred dollars. In San Francisco people died in the streets.
Others went mad from hunger, thirst, and the intense heat.

At railway junctions and along the tracks lay the bodies
of those who had been killed storming the trains. Along
roads and lanes, across mountains and through forests
groups of the fortunate ones made their way back east
with sacks of gold ingots on their backs. Those who fell
behind were murdered by the local inhabitants and gangs
of bandits,



The bunt for the “gold-bearers” began—they were
even attacked from aeroplanes.

At last the government took extreme measures. . . . Con-
gress passed a law mobilizing all men between the ages
of seventeen and forty-five, all failing to comply to be
tried by court-martial., In the poorer districts of New
York several hundred people were shot, Armed soldiers
appeared on all railway stations. Some people were seized,
some were pulled off trains and the soldiers fired into the
air and at the people. Still the trains left crowded with
passengers. The privately-owned railways found it more
profitable to ignore government instructions.

Another five of Garin’s steamships arrived in San
Francisco, and in the open roads, in view of the whole
bay, stood the beautiful Arizong, “the menace of the scas.”
Under cover of her two hyperboloid towers gold was un-
loaded from the steamers.

Such was the situation when the opening day of the
Washington Conference came. A month hefore America
had owned one half of the world’s supply of gold. Today
America’s gold fund had been reduced in value to one
two hundred and fiftieth part of what it had been. At the
cost of inhuman effort, with terrific losses and the spilling
of much blood this could have been overcome. But sup-
pose that mad scoundrcl Garin should decide to sell his
gold for fifty or for ten cents a pound. Elderly Senators
and Congressmen strode up and down the lobbies, their
faces white with horror. The industrial and financial kings
let their hands fall despondently.

“It is a world catastrophe, worse than a collision with
a comet.”

“Who is this Engineer Garin?” they asked. “What docs
h.e really want? To ruin the country? Rot. Incomprehen-
sxbl-e. What is he trying 1o achieve? Does he want to be
a dictator? Let him, if he’s the richest man in the world.
After all we ourselves are as fed up with this democracy
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business as we are with margarine. There are riots, dis-
orders, lawlessness in the country, it really would be much
better if a dictator were to rule, a leader with the grip of
a bulldog™

When it became known that Garin himself would
appear at the conference so many people gathered in the
hall that they hung from columns and erowded the win-
dows. The chairman sppeared. They sat in silence and
waited. At last the chairman opened his mouth and all
those in the hall turned towards the high white and gold
door. It opened. In walked a man of average height, un.
usually pale, with a dark pointed beard and dark eyes
framed in black rings. He was dressed in an ordinary grey
suit, 2 red bow tie, brown shoes on thick soles and in his
Teft hand a pair of new gloves.

He stopped and took a deep breath. He nodded his
head briefly and walked briskly up the steps of the ros-
tram, He stretched to his full height. His beard stuck out
in front. He moved the carafe of water to the edge of the
rostrum. It was so quiet in the hall that the splash of the
water conld be heard. In 2 high-pitched voice and with a
barbaric accent he said:

“Gentlemen, I'm Garin. 1 bring the world gold. ...”

The hall thundered with applause. The whole audience
staod like one man and shouted in a single voice:

“Lang live Mr. Garin! Long live the dictator!”

. O.ulside the hall a crowd a million strong roared, beat-
ing time with their feet:

“Ingotal... Ingots!.., Ingots!..

1y

The Arizona had
Island. Jansen,
ber of the situat

jus‘\‘. returned to the harbour of Gelden
reporting to Madame Lamolle, informed
tion on the mainland, Zo& received him in



bed amidst her lace pillows (the minor morning recep-
tion). The half-dark bedroom was filled with the pungent
smell of flowers that came drifting through the open
windows. A manicurist was working on her right hand.
In her left she held a mirror and looked at her image with
dissatisfaction as she talked.

“But, my friend, Garin’s going out of his mind,” she
said to Jansen. “He’s devaluating gold. He wants to be
the dictator of the poor.”

Jansen took a side-glance at the magnificence of the
recently decorated bedchamber, He answered, holding his
cap on his knees:

“When I met Garin he said that you were not to worry,
Madame Lamolle. He will not depart one iota from the
programme laid down. By knocking the bottom out of
gold he has won a battle. Next week the Senate will de-
clare him dictator. Then he will raise the value of gold.”

“How? I don’t understand.”

“He will issue a decree prohibiting the import and
sale of gold. In a month it will rise to its former price. We
haven’t sold so very much. There was more noise than
trade.”

“And the mine?”

“The mine will be destroyed.”

Madame Lamolle frowned and lit a cigarette.

“I understand absolutely nothing.”

“It is essential to limit the amount, of gold available
or it will lose its odour of human sweat. Needless to say,
before the mine is destroyed sufficient gold will be ex-
tracted to ensure that Garin is in possession of more than
fifty per cent of the world’s gold supply. Se if the value
docs drop, it can only be a few cents on the dollar.”

“Excellent .. . but how much will they assign me for my
court, for my fantasies? 1 need a terribly big sum.”

“Garin asks you to draw up an cstimate. You will be
assigned by law just as much as you need.”
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“How do 1 know how much I need? That's all so silly!
Firstly, in place of the workers’ quarters, warchouses, and
workstiops 1 shail build theatres, hotels, and circoses.
That will be a city of wonders. Bridges like those in the
old Chinese pictures will link the istand with the sur-
rounding islets and reefs. There I will build bathing pa-
vilions and pavilions for games, harbours for yachis and
airships. At the eouthern end of the island there will be
an enormous building visible for many miles: “he Resung
Place of Genius.” I'lt plunder all the museums of Europe.
I'ly gather together everything that mankind has created.
My dear, my head aches with all these plans. In my
dreams | see marble staircases leading up to the clouds,
festivals, carnivals....”

Jansen sat up in his gilded chair.

“piadame Lamolle....”

“Wait,” she said 1mpatiently, *in three weeks’ time my
court will arrive, The whole gang will have to be fed,
entertained, and kept in orver. 1 want to invite two or
three real kings from Europe and a dozen princes of the
blood. We'lf bring the Fape from Kome on an awrship. [
want to be anointed and crowned in proper form so that
no more vulgar songs should be composed about me.”

“Madame Lamolle,” said Jansen in imploring tones,“1
haven't seen you for a whole month. So tar you are still
free. Let's put out to sea. The Arizona has been recon-
ditioned. 1 want to stand beside you again, on the bridge
under the stars.”

Zot looked at him, her face grew tender, Smiling she
stretched out her hand to him. He pressed his lips to it
and stood bent over it for a long time.

“] don't know, Jansen, I don’t know,” she #aid, touch-
ing his hair with her other hand, “sometimes it secms to
me that happiness is only in the striving for happiness.. ..
And in memories.... But that’s in moments of weari-



ness. . .. Sometime I'll come back to you, Jansen. I know
you'll wait patiently for me. Do you remember?... The
Mediterrancan Sea, the glorious day when I appointed
you Commander of the Order of the Divine Zoé. (She
laughed and squecezed the back of his head between her
fingers.) And if I don’t come back, Jansen, your dreams
and your longing for me—are not they also happiness?
Oh, my friend, nobody knows that Golden Island is a dream
that I once saw in the Mediterranean Sea; I was dozing on
deck and saw staireases and palaces, more and more palaces,
each more beautiful than the others rising in terraces out
of the sea. And there were many beautiful people, my people,
my own, you understand me? No, I shan’t rest until I’ve
built my dream city. I know, my faithful friend, you offer
me yourself, the captain’s bridge and the wastes of the
ocean in place of my mad delirium. You don’t know
women, Jansen. We're frivolous and wasteful. I threw
aside Rolling’s billions like an old glove because they
could not save me from old age, from decay. I followed
Garin, a beggar. My head was turned by a crazy dream.
Still, T loved him only one night. Since that night I cannot
love again like you want me to. My dear, dear Jansen, tell
me what I am to do with myself? I must fly away into
dizzy fantasics until my heart stops beating. (He rosc
from his chair and she suddenly seized him by the hand.)
I know, there’s only one man in the world who loves me.
You, you, Jansen. Can I ever be sure that I shan’t come
running to you and say, ‘Jansen, save me from my-
gelf....”
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In the little yellow house in the cove on a distant
part of Golden Island, heated discussions went on all
night. Shelga read a hastily drawn-up proclamation:

“Workers of the World! You know the extent and re-



sults of the panic that swept the United States when
Garin's gold ships enteted San Francisco harbour.

“Capitalism is toitering: gold is losing its value, cur.
rencies arc bling, the capitalists have nothing with
which to pay their mercenaries—police, punitive treops,
provocateurs, and traitors from amongst the working-class
leaders. The spectre of proletarian revolution has risen to
its full height.

“Although it was Engineer Garin who dealt capitalism
this terrific blow, there is nothing he wants less than
revolution.

“Garin wants power. On his way to power he is crush.
ing the resi of the lists who have not yet
learned that Garin is a new weapon in the struggle against
the proletarian revolution.

“Garin will saon come to terms with the biggest capi-
talists,

“They will declare him dictator and their leader. He will
%eep in his possession half of the world’s supply of gold and
will then order the mine on Golden Island to be filled in so
that the amount of available gold will be limited.

“Together with a gang of the higgest capitalists he
will plunder all mankind and make slaves of the people.

“Workers of the World! The heur of decisive struggle
has arrived. This snnouncement is made by the Revo-
lutionary Committee of Golden Ysland. The Committee an-
nounces that Golden Island, the mine, and the hyper.
boloids are placed at the disposal of the revolutionary
workers of the whole world, Unlimited supplies of gold
will now be in the hands of the working people.

“Garin and his gang will defend themselves desperate-
Iy. The sooner we take the offensive the surer will be
our victory,”

Not all hers of the Revolutionary Committee ap-
proved the proclamation, some of them wavered, afraid
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of its boldness: would they be able to arouse the workers
so quickly? Would they be able to get weapons? The
capitalists had their navies and powerful armies, they had
police armed with gas and machine-guns. ... Would it not
be better to wait or, if they must act, then begin with a
general strike? ...

Shelga spoke to the waverers with suppressed fury.

“Revolution is the higher strategy. Strategy is the
science of victory. He wins who takes the initiative into
his hands, he who has courage. You can weigh things up
quietly after our victory, when youw’re thinking of writing
the history of that victory for future generations. We
shall be able to organize an uprising if we devote all our
cnergy to it. We'll get weapons in the course of battle.
The victory is certain because all toiling mankind is
determined to win and we are the vanguard. That’s how
the Bolsheviks talk and the Bolsheviks know no defeats.”

When these words had been said a biz blue-eyed young
miner, who had remained silent the whole time, took his
pipe out of his mouth.

“That’s enough,” he said in a deep bass. “That’s enough
talk. Let’s get busy.”
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The tall, grey-headed valet, in livery jacket and stock-
ings, entercd the bedchamber noiselessly, placed a cup
of chocolate and biscuits on the bedside table, and with

a faint rustle opened the blinds on the windows. Garin
opened his eyes,

“Cigarette!”

He had been unable to cure himself of that Russian
habit of smoking before breakfast although he knew that
American high society, who followed his every move and
word, regarded smoking on an cmpty stomach as some-
thing in the nature of immorality.
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Daily feuilletons in the American press had completely
whitewashed Garin’s past. In the past he had only drunk
wine when he had been compelled to, in actual fact he was
an enemy of aleoholic liquors; his rel with Madame
Lamolle were those of brother and sister, based on a com-
munity of spirit; it turned out that their favourite amuse-
ment, when he and Madame Lamolle had time to rest
together, was the reading aloud of the most loved chapters
of the Bible; some of his more desperate exploits (llxc
Ville d’Avray busi the explosion at the ct
worke, the sinking of the American squadron, ctc.) were
just fatal accidents, others were due to the careless han-
dling of the hyperboloid, in any case the great man showed
sincere and profound penitence and was ready to enter the
church in order finally to wash away his involuntary sins
(a struggle for Pyotr Garin had already Legun hetween
the Catholic and Protestant Churches), and, lastly, he was
credited with having been interested from childhood in
at least ten different forms of sport.

Garin smoked his cigarette and then squinted at the
chocolate, Formerly, when he was still considered a black-
guard and bandn. he would have asked for a brandy and
coda as a k p—but for the di of
half the world to lurl the day on brandy! Such immorality
would have alienated the whole of the sound, relizble
bourgeoisie that had mustered around his throne like
Napoleen's Old Guard.

With a scowl] he sipped the chocolate. The valet, stand-
ing at the door in 2 sort of sad solemnity, asked in a low
voice:

“Will Your Excellency permit his private secretary to
enter?”

Garin sat up lazily in bed and put on a silk dressing-gown.

“Send him in."

The secretary entered, bowed with dignity three times,
once at the door, once in the middle of the room, and
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once at the bedside. He wished Garin a good morning
and cast a scarcely perceptible glance at the chair.

“Sit down,” said Garin, yawning so that his jaws
cracked.

The private sccretary sat down. He was a bony middle-
aged individual with a wrinkled brow and sunken cheeks,
dressed in dark clothes. His eyelids were permanently
half-closed. He was considered the most elegant gentleman
in the New World and had, as Pyotr Petrovich thought, been
planted on him by the big financiers as a spy.

“What’s new?” asked Garin. “Any change in the price
of gold?”

“It's rising.”

“But slowly, eh?”

The secretary raised his eyelids with a melancholy
look.

“Yes, feebly, very feebly.”

“Damn them!”

Garin pushed his bare feet into brocade slippers and
began pacing the white carpet of his bedchamber.

“Pamn them! Sons of bitches! Idiots!”

Involuntarily his left hand crept behind his back, the
thumb of his right hand he stuck in his pyjama cord and
s0 he strode back and forth with a lock of hair falling
over his forehead. The secretary apparently thought this
an historical moment: he sat bolt upright on his chair with
his neck craned out of his starched collar-—it scemed to
him that he was listening to the march of history.

“Damn them!” said Garin for the last time. “I regard
the slow rise in the market price of gold as lack of con-
fidence in me. In me! You understand? I will issue a
deeree prohibiting the free sale of gold ingots on pain of
death. Write this....”

He stoad still, glanced sternly at the abundant rosy
bottom of Aurora flying across the ceiling amidst clonds
and cupids, and began to dictate:
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“The Senate decrces that from today's date....”

When this business was finished he lit a sccond cig-
arette. He threw the butt into his unfinished cup of
chocolate and asked:

“What elsc is there? Have any attempts on my life
been discovered?”

The secretary’s long fingers with long polished nails
extracted a sheet of paper from his brief-case; he read it
to himself, turned it over, and then turned it back again.

“The police have uncovered another two attempts on
your life, sir, one yesterday evening and one at half past
six this morning.”

“Aha, very good. Publish it in the press, Who were
they? I hope the crowd dealt with the scoundrels? What?”

“Yesterday evening 2 young man, apparently of the
working class, was discovered in the palace park with two
iron nuts in his pocket, each weighing a pound. Unfortu-
nately it was late, and there were not many people in the
park, only a few passers-by who, learning that the villain
wanted to attempt the life of their adored dictator, suc-
ceeded in striking him. He has been detained.”

“Were those passers-by private individuals or agents?”

The secretary’s eyelids fluttered and he gave a slight
smile with the corners of his mouth, an inimitable smile,
the only one of its kind in North America.

“It goes without saying, eir, they were private indi-
viduals, honest traders who are devoted to you, sir.”

“Find out the names of the traders and give them my
heartiest thanks through the press. Let the arrested man
be tried with the full severity of the law. After he has
been sentenced I will pardon him.”

“The second attempt was also made in the park,”
continued the secretary. “A lady was observed looking
up at the windows of your bedchamber, sir. The lady was
found to be in possession of a small revolver.”

“Was she young?”
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“Fifty-three. An old maid.”

“What did the crowd do?”

“The actions of the crowd were confined to tearing
off her hat, breaking her umbrella, and trampling on her
handbag. Such mild measures are to be explained by the
early hour and the pitiful picturc presented by the lady
herself who immediately fell into a swoon at the sight of
the enraged crowd.”

“Give the old crow a passport and send her out of the
United States immediately. Treat this incident very hazily
in the press. What else?”

At five to nine Garin took a shower and then sur-
rendered himself to the attentions of the barber and his
four assistants. He sat in a special chair, like those den-
tists use, covered in a linen sheet in front of a triple
mirror, His face was given a steam bath, and at the same
time files, scissors, and chamois leather pads wiclded by
two blondes fluttered over the fingers of both hands while
the nails of his toes were attended to by two skilled
mulatto girls. His head was washed in several toilet waters
and essences, given a slight touch with the curling-tongs,
and arranged so that the bald patch did not show. The
barber had been awarded the title of baronet for his ex-
ceptional artistry; he shaved Pyotr Petrovich, powdered
him. and scented his face and head with several different
perfumes—rose for the neck, lily of the valley behind the
cars, bouquet Vernet for the temples, apple-blossom around
the lips, and the most delicate of perfumes, “Twilight,”
for the beard.

After these manipulations the dictator might well have
been wrapped in ccllophane, placed in a box and sent to
an exhibition. Garin could scarcely tolerate this proce-
dure to the end; he was subjected to it every morning, and
the newspapers wrote about his “quarter of an hour
after the bath.,” And so he had to put up with it.
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He then went to the dressing-room where be was awaited
by two lackeys and the valet holding shirts, socks, shoes,
and so on. For today he had selected a speckled brown
suit. Those pigs of reporters had written that one of the
most astounding talents of the dictator was his ability to
select a tie. He had to submit and watch his step. Garin
selected a peacock-blue tie. Cursing under his breath in
Russian he tied it himself.

As he walked to the dining-room, decorated in medieval
style, he thought to himself:

“] can't atand lhis for long, it's a hell of a regime
they've foisted on me."

During breukfﬂul (again not a drop of alcohol) the

di wai posed to ine his corresy
About three hundrcd letters lay on a tray of Sévres china.
Munching fried ked fish, less ham, and oatmeal

porridge boiled in unsalted water (the morning meal of
sportsmen and people of high morals). Garin picked out
the crackling lopes at d Opening them with
a dirty fork he read hurriedly:

“My heart beats wildly, T am so excited my hand is
scarcely sble to pen these lines. What would you think
of me? Oh, God, I love you. I have loved you from the
moment 1 saw your photo in the newspaper (name of
paper). 1 am young. I am the daughter of respectable
perents, 1 am burning up with the desire to become a wife
and mother, ...

Such love letters from different parts of America were
usually accompanied by a photograph. The pictures of
these pretty faces (tens of thousands of them had ac.
cumulated in the course of a month) with their fluffy
hair, innocent eyes, and eilly noses were horribly, deadly
boring. To make that crazy journey from Krestoveky Is-
land to Washing from the unh d room in the
deserted house in the Petrograd District where Garin had
dashed from corner to corner with clenched fists seeking
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the almost non-existent way out (flight on the Bibigonda)
to the president’s gilded chair in the Senate where he had
to go twenty minutes later ... to horrify the whole world,
to become master of the subterrancan ocean of gold, to
achieve power over the world—all this only to be trapped
into the most boring Philistine life.

“To hell with it all!”

Garin threw down his napkin and drummed on the
table with his fingers. He was cornered. He had reached
the summit and there was nothing else to strive for. He
was dictator. Should he demand the title of Emperor? If
he did they would worry him to death. Flee? Where to?
And what for? To Zot? Ah, Zo&! That important relation
that had come into being on a damp, warm night in the
old hotel at Ville d’Avray, had been broken. The whole
fantasy of Garin’s adventure had been born that night,
to the rustle of leaves outside the window, amidst torment-
ing caresses. He had been filled with the exultation of the
forthcoming struggle, and it had been easy to say, “I place
the world at your feet.” But now Garin was the victor.
The world was at his feet. And Zo&?—Zo& was far from
him, a stranger, Madame Lamolle, the Queen of Golden
Island. Somebody else’s head was turned dizzy by the
perfume of her hair and the steady gaze of her cold,
drecamy eyes. He, Garin, the world conqueror, had to eat
unsalted porridge, and yawn as he looked at the foolish
physiognomies sent him. The fantastic dream of Ville
d"Avray had drifted away from him. Issue decrees, ape
the great man, be respectable on all occasions. Oh, hell.
A drop of brandy wouldn’t do any harm.

He turned towards the footmen who stood like stuffed
dummics near the doors. Two of them stepped forward
immediately, one bowed in his direcction in an attitude
of interrogation and the other said in a scxless voice:

“Your Excellency’s car is ready.
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The dictator entercd the Senate banging his heels
defiantly on the floor. He took his place in the gilded
chair and in a metallic voice pronounced the formula
opening the session. His brows were knitted and his face
expressed energy and d ination. Dozeny of
and cinecameras photographed him at that moment. Hun.
dreds of beautiful women in the boxes reserved for the
public cast adoring and voluptuous glances st him.

On this day the Senate had the honour of offering him
new titles: Lord of Lower Wales, Duke of Naples, Comte
de Charleroi, Baron Miihlhausen and Co-Emperor of All
Russia; the United States of America, being 2 democratic
power with no titles to offer, had given him the rank of
“God's Businessman.”

Garin tendered his thanks. He would have found great
pleasure in spitting on those fat and respectable bald
heads that sat in front of him in the amphitheatre of the
world senate, He realized, however, that he would
do unothing of the sort but would stand up and thank
them.

“Just wait, you bastards,” he thought as ke stood up
{pale, small in stature, and with a pointed beard) before
the applauding amphitheatre, “until I bring you a draft
decree on racial purity and the selection of the first
thousand. ...” Still he felt bound hand and foot and that
28 the hearer of such titles as Lord, Duke, Comte, and
God's Businessman he would not do anything so drastic.
Now he must leave the Senate Hall for a banquet....

In the streets the dictator’s car was greeted with shouts
of welcome. If one looked closer one could see that the
shouts came exclusively fromhefty young men who looked
like plain-clothes policemen. Garin bowed and waved
a hand clad in a lemon-coloured glove. If he had not
been born in Russia and had not lived through a revolu-
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tion, that journey through the city, amidst chceering
crowds expressing their loyalty by shouts of “Hip, hip,
hurrah!” and throwing flowers at him, would have given
him great pleasure. Garin, however, was a man whose
mind had been poisoned. He was angry: “Cheap, cheap,
shut your mouths, you oxen, there’s nothing to shout
about.” At the entrance to the City Hall he got out of
the car and dozens of ladics’ hands (the daughters of kero-
sene, railway, canned goods, and other kings) showerced
him with flowers.

As he ran up the stairs he blew kisses right and left,
In the banqueting hall music was played in honour of God's
Businessman, He took his seat and everybody sat down,
The snow-white tables, arranged in the form of the letter
“U,” were a mass of bright flowers and glittering cut-glass.
Beside cach plate lay eleven silver knives and as many
forks of different shapes and sizes, to say nothing of
spoons, large and small. He dare not make a mistake in
taking the right knife and fork to eat.

Garin gritted his teeth in exasperation: aristocrats!
Out of the two hundred people at the banquet a good
hundred and a half had sold fish in the strects, and
now they did not find it decent to cat with less than
cleven forks! But all eyes were fixed on the dictator and
on this occasion, too, he submitted to the pressure of
public opinion and his behaviour was exemplary.

After turtle soup the speeches began. Garin listencd
to them standing, a glass of champagne in his hand. “I'll
get drunk!” was an idea that zigzagged through his head.
But even that was out of the question.

He assured his two pretty, talkative ncighbours that
he really did read the Bible every evening.

Between dessert and coffee he answered the speeches:

“Ladics and genticmen, § regard the power with which
you have endowed me ns the finger of God, and it is the
sacred duty of my conscience to employ this power, unpre-



cedented in world history, for the extension of our mar-
kets, for the prosperity of our industry and commerce,
and for the suppression of the immoral attempts of the
mob to overthrow the existing order of things....” And
8o on.

The speech made a delightful impression. It is true
that at the end of it the dictator added, as though to
himself, three very energetic words, but they were said
in an unknown tongue, presumsbly Russian, and passed
unnoticed, Then Garin bowed on all sides and left the hall
to the music of trumpets, the roll of kettle-drums, and
shouts of joy. He drove home.

In the vestibule of the palace he threw his hat and
stick on the floor (panic amongst the footmen who rushed
to pick them up), plunged his hands deeply into his
trouser pockets and, thrusting his beard out angrily,
marched up the thick carpet of the stairs. His private
secretary awaited him in his study.

“There will be a dinner in honour of the dictator at
seven o'clock in the Pacific Club; a symphony orchestra
will play.”

“I see,” answered Garin and again added those three
incomprehensible Russian words. “What else?”

“At eleven o’clock in the White Hall of the Indians
Hotel there will be a ball in honour of...."”

“Telephone to both places that I'm ill, that I ate too
much crab at the City Hall.”

“I make bold to suggest that a pretended illness may
only give rise to greater trouble: the whole city will im-
mediately come here to express sympathy. Apart from
that there are the newspaper reporters—they would even
climb down the chimneys.”

“You're right. I'll go.”” Garin rang the bell. “Bath. Get
evening dress ready with all orders and regalia.” For some
time he walked or rather ran up and down the carpet.
“What else?™
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on the carphones, Zo&’s voice, clear but toneless, like a
voice from another plauet, kept repeating in Russian:

“Gann, we're done for.... Garin, we're done for....
There's an insurrection on the island, The big hyperboloid
has been seized. Jansen's with me, If we can we'll escape
on the Arizona

The voice broke off. Garin stood at the desk but did
not remove the earphones. His private secretary, with
Garin’s sk bat and walking-stick in his hands, was wait-
ing at the door. The receiver again hegan to emit sgnals.
This time it was a man’s voice, sharp and grull, speaking
in Englishs:

“Warkers of the World, You know the extent and re-
sults of the panic that swept the United States....”

He li d to Shelga’s proc) 1o the end and then
removed the earphones. Without any haste, with a crooked
smile, he lit a cagar. Uut of the drawer of his desk he took
a bundie of hundred-doliar notes and a small nickei ap-
paratus shaped hke a revolver: this was his Jatest inven-
tion, the pocket hyperboloid. With a motien of his eye-
brows he eaifed the secretary,

“Order the touring car to be ready immediately.”

For the first tune since he had been i Garin's serv-
ice the secretaty raised his eyelids and fus reddish eyes
registered surprise.

“But, Your Excellency....”

“Shut up, Give an immediate order to the General in
Command of the army, the city governor, and the civil
authorities that martial faw is introduced as from seven
o'clack. Riots to be suppressed by shooting.”

a The secretary immediately disappesred through the
oor.

Garin walked over to the triple mirvor. His face way
pale and he looked like a little wax figure in his orders
and regalia. He locked at himself for a long trme 2nd
suddenly one of his eyes winked mockingly of its own
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ccord. “Take to your heels, Pierre Harry, take to your
heels as quickly as you can,” he said to himself in a
vhisper.
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Towards evening on 23rd June things began to move
on Golden Island. The whole day the ocean had been
stormy. Heavy black clouds came up from the south-west
and fiery zigzags tore the sky asunder. The island was
covered in a haze of fine spray.

Towards evening the storm drew farther off, the
lightning flashed far away on the horizon but the wind
continued with unabated fury; it bowed trees to the
rround, bent the tall lamp-posts, tore the roofs from the
barracks in formless sheets, and whistled and howled in
every corner of the island with such Satanic fury that
every living thing sought shelter. Ships strained at their
hawsers in the harbour, several barges were carried out
to sea; in a small bay opposite the palace the Arizona
bobbed up and down like a fisherman’s float.

The population of the island had been considerably
reduced in recent times. Work in the mine had been
stopped. Zo&’s tremendous building programme had not
been commenced. Only about five hundred of the six thou-
sand workers still remained on the island. The others had
left, loaded with gold. The empty barracks, Luna Park,
and the brothels had been removed and the ground levelled
for the future structures.

There was absolutely nothing for the police guard to
do on that peaceful patch of land. The time had gone when
the yellow and white policemen had stood with their
rifles on rocks like watch-dogs, or marched up and down
the barbed-wire alleys, significantly rattling their rifle
bolts. The policemen began to drink. They longed for big
cities, for smart restaurants, for jolly women. They asked
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for leave, they threatened to revalt, There was, however,
a strict order from Garin to the effect that nobody was
to be granted leave or discharged. The police barrarks
were kept under the constant mensce of the muzzle of
the big hyperboloid.

There was heavy gambling in the harracks, Losses were
paid in promissory notes since everybody was fed up with
the sight of the gold that lay around in heaps of ingots.
They staked their mistresses, their weapons, their well-
emoked pipes, a bottle of old brandy, or just played for
*a smack across the muzzle.” By evening the whole police
force was dead drunk. General Subbotin found it dif-
ficult to maintai ell, not discipline, that would he
expecting too much, but just ordinary common decency.

“Gentlemen officers, you ought to be ashamed of
yourgelves,” General Subbotin’s voice could be heard
every day in the officers’ club, “you have sunk to the very
botton, you vomit on the floor, and the place stinks like
a brothel, You hang around in your underpants beeanse
you've gambled away your trousers. It grieves me that 1
am unfortunate epongh to have to command such a herd
of ewine.”

No measures proved effective. Still, there had never
before been such drunkenness 2s on the day of the storm,
23rd June. The howling wind brought with it a terrible
nostalgis, it brought up distant memories and old wounds
were opened. The spray best at the window like rain,
Celestial artillery roared time and again in & hurricane
of fire. The walls trembled, glasses rattled on the tables.
The police guards sat with their elhowa on long tables,
their dashing heada in their cupped bands, unwashed, un-
combed; they werce singing 2 song that belonged to their
enemies: “Oh, where are you rolling, little apple....”
This song, carried to a tiny island lost in the wastes of the
ocean, the devil alone knew from what remote hife. was
like g breath from their distant homeland. Drusken heads




nodded and tears rolled down their cheeks. General Sub-
botin had become hoarse in his cfforts to check the
debanchery: finally he sent them all to the devil and got
drunk himself.

The Revolutionary Committee’s reconnaissance (in the
person of Tvan Gusev) reported on the deplorable situa-
tion at the police barracks. Shortly after six in the evening
Shelga, accompanied by five hefty miners, went to the
guard-room and started a quarrel with two.tipsy sentries
who stood guard over the arms racks. The sentries, carried
away by the colourful Russian colloauialisms, were easily
distracted and were soon knocked off their feet, disarmed
and bound hand and foot. Shelga obtained a hundred
rifles. These were immediately distributed amongst the
workers who came running from lamp-poest to lamp-post,
from tree to tree and crawling across the open spaces.

A hundred men burst into the police barracks. There
was a tremendous commotion and the police met the at-
tackers with bottles and stools, retreated, took up posi-
tions, and opened fire from their revolvers. On the stair-
cases, in the corridors and in the dormitories the battle
raged. Drunken and sober men fought in a hand-to-hand
struggle. Savage howls escaped through the broken win-
dows. The attackers were few in number, one to five, but
they used their callused hands like flails against the flabby
yellow-white policemen. Reinforcements arrived and the
police began jumping out of the windows. Fire broke out

in several places and the barracks were soon hidden in
smoke.
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Jansen ran through the empty, unlighted rooms of the
palace. Surf seethed and thundered on the verandah. The
wind howled, rattling the window-frames. Jansen called
to Madame Lamolle, and listened with growing alarm.



He ran downstairs to Garin’s apartments, taking the
stairs in giant strides. Below he could hear shots and odd
shouts. He looked into the inner garden—it was deserted,
not a soul was to be seen. On the opposite side, under an
ivy-clad arch, people outside were trying to break down
the gates. How could he have slept so soundly that only
a bullet which broke the window had awakened him? Had
Madame Lamolle escaped? Could she have been killed?

He opened the first door he came to and went in.
Four bluish spheres and a fifth, hanging from the mossic
ceiling, lit up tables covered with all sorts of apparatus.
marble panels with measuting instruments, varnished
boxes and cuphoards with electronic lamps, the driving
belt of a dynamo, and a writing.desk littered with draw-
ings. This was Garin’s workroom. On the floor lay 2
crumpled handkerchief. Jansen picked it up, it smelled
of Madame Lamolle’s perfume. Then he remembered that
a subterranean passage led from this room to the lift of
the hyperboloid tower and that there mnust be a hidden
door somewhere. Madame Lamolle hiad, of course, hurried
1o the tower as soon as the first shots were fired. Why
hadn"t he thought of that before!

He searched for the hidden door. Then came the sound
of breaking glass, the trample of feet, and voices calling
hurriedly to each other on the other side of the wall. They
had broken into the palace. Why was Madame Lamolle
80 slow? He jumped to the earved double doars and locked
them; he took out his revolver. It seemed that the whole
palace was filled with the trampling of feet and shouting
voices,

“Jansen!"

Before him stood Madame Lamolle. Her bloodless lips
were moving but he did not hear what she said. He stared
at her, breathing heavily.

“We're done for, Jansen, we're done for!..." she
repeated.
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She was wearing a black dress, her thin, clenched
hands were pressed to her breast. Her eyes were as
troubled as a blue storm.

“The lift of the big hyperboloid is not working,” said
Madame Lamolle, “it has been raised to the top. Some-
body is sitting in the tower. He climbed up the outside,
up the lattice-work. I'm sure it’s that boy, Gusev....”

She glanced at the carved doors and her clenched fin-
gers cracked. Her brows were knitted in a frown. Behind
the doors dozens of feet were stamping madly. From out-
side came a savage howl followed by some bustling and
then hurried shots. Madame Lamolle sat down swiftly at
the desk and closed a switch; the dynamo began to hum
softly and the pear-shaped valves gave off a bluish glow.
She tapped with the key sending out call signals.

“Garin, we're done for.... Garin, we're done for...
she said, bending over the microphone.

A minute later the carved doors cracked under blows
from fists and feet.

“Open the door! Open!...”

Madame Lamolle took Jansen by the hand, dragged
him towards the wall, and with her foot pressed on a whorl
in the carved ornament near the floor. A cloth-covered
panel between two half-columns slid back noiselessly. Ma-
dame Lamolle and Jansen slipped through the secret open-
ing into the underground passage and the panel returned
to its original place.

"

After the storm the stars winked and burned brighter
than ever over the troubled ocean. The wind was strong
enough to carry them off their feet and the surf thundered
against the rocky shore. Through the noise of the ocean
shots could be heard. Hiding behind bushes and rocks,
Madame Lamolle and Jansen ran to the North Bay where
a motor-boat was always kept. On the right the black
outlines of the palace towered above them, on the left



were the white-capped waves, and in the distance the
dancing lights of the Arizona, Behind them was the lat.
ticed silhouette of the hyperboloid tower reaching up into
the sky; at the very summit there was a light.

“Look,” cried Madame Lamolle, turning back as she
ran and waving her hand in the direction of the tower,
“there’s a light up there. That's death!™

They went down a steep slope to a bay protected from
the waves, Here a little motor-boat bobbed up and down;
it was moored to a emall landing-stage at the foot of the
staircase leading to the palace verandah. She jumped into
the boat, ran to the stern, and with trembling hands
pressed the starter.

“Quicker, Jansen, hurry up!”

The motor-boat was locked to a chain. Jansen thrust
the barrel of his revolver into the hasp and tried to bresk
the lock, Doors on the verandah epened with a crash and
armed men appeared. Jansen threw down his revolver and
scized the chain near the staple. His muscles cracked, his
neck swelled, and the hook on his tunic collar broke.
Suddenly the engine began to splutter, The men on the
terrace were already running down the staircase waving
their rifies and shouting to them to stop.

Mustering every ounce of strength Jansen tore out the
chain and pushed the spluttering hoat far out wnto the
water; on his hands and knees he crawled along the deck
towards the tiller.

Describing a small arc the motor-boat raced towards
the narrow outley of the bay followed by thote from the
shore.

“Lower the storm ladder, you devils,” roared Jansen
from the motor-boat that was dancing on the waves beside
the Arizona. “Where's the first mate? Sleeping? I'll hang
him!™

“Here I am, sir.”



“Cast off the anchor chains, start up the engines. Full
speed ahead! Lights out!”

“Aye, aye, sir.”

Madame Lamolle was the first to mount the ladder.
She leaned over the rail and saw Jansen try to stand up,
fall on his side, and try in vain to catch a rope that had
been thrown to him. A wave covered him together with
the boat and then again his face appeared, spitting out
salt water and distorted with pain.

“What’s the matter, Jansen?”

“I'm wounded.”

Four sailors jumped into the boat, seized Jansen and
carried him on board. On deck he fell again, his hands
pressed to his side, and lost consciousness. He was carried
into his cabin.

At full speed, cutting through the waves, the Arizona
drew away from the island. The first mate took command.
Madame Lamolle stood beside him on the bridge, her
hands gripping the rail. Water poured off her, her dress
clung to her hody. She watched the distant glow grow
brighter (the police barracks burning) and saw clouds of
smoke, pierced with spiral tongues of flame, cover the
island. Suddenly she scemed to notice something for she
scized the officer by the sleeve.

“Change your course to the south-west.”

“There are reefs there, Madame.”

“That’s not your business. Sail through there keeping
the island on the portside.”

She ran to the latticed tower of the stern hyperboloid.
A sheet of water racing from the bows along the deck
swept her off her feet. A sailor picked her up, wet and
mad with rage. She tore herself away from him and
climbed up the tower.

On the island, high above the smoke of the con-
flagration, a star shone blindingly bright—that was the big
hyperboloid working, scarching for the Arizona.



Mndn.mlxe. Lamolle had decided to fight since there was
no .posulnhty of getting away from a death ray with a
radius of many miles from its high tower. The ray at first
darted sbout amongst the stars elong the horizon, deserib-
ing a eircle of two hundred and fifty miles in a few min.
utes. Now it was persistently searching the western sector
of the ocean raising heavy clouds of steam where it
touched the crests of the waves.

The Arizona was moving st full speed some seven
miles off-shore. She dived up to the masthead in the
troughs of the waves and then rose again on the crests.
It was at such moments that Madame Lamolle hit back at
the island with her ray from the stern tower. Already
wooden buildings here and there had caught fire. Showers
of sparks were thrown high into the air as though the
fire were being blown by some giant bellows. The red
glow cast its reflection over the whole of the black,
troubled ocean. When the Arizona rose on the crest of a
wave her silhouctte was observed from the island and the
incandescent white needle of the ray danced round her,
darting up and down in zigzags, striking the waves quite
close to her, at first near the bows and then just astern,

It scemed to Zaé that the blinding star was Nashing
straight in her eyes, while she hersell tried to aim the
muzzle of her hyperboloid direct at the star on the dis.
tant tower, The Arizona’s screws raced madly in the air
as she nosed down into the trough of a high wave. That
was the moment when the ray found ita target, rose,
flickered, as though meassuring the distance, and then
dropped straight on to the profile of the yacht. Zoe closed
her eyes. The hearts of all those on board the vessel who
watched that duel must have stood still.

When Zoé opencd her eyes there was a wall of water
in fromt of her—the Arizona had dived into an abyss.
“This isn’t death yet,” thought Zo&. She took her hands
off the hyperboloid and they hung helpless by ber eidea.



When they were again lifted by a wave they saw why
dcath had given them a miss. Huge clouds of smoke
covered the island and the hyperboloid tower—the oil
tanks must have blown up. The Arizona could now get
away quietly bchind the smoke screen.

Zoé did not know whether she had managed to smash the
big hyperboloid or whether its star was only hidden by
the smoke. What did it matter now.... With difficulty
she climbed down from the tower and made her way, hold-
ing on to the rigging, to the cabin where Jansen lay breath-
ing heavily behind the blue curtains. She dropped into an
armchair, struck a wax vesta, and lit a cigarette.

The Arizona’s course was north-west. The wind had
abated somewhat but the sea was still boisterous. Many
times a day the yacht sent out prearranged signals, trying
to get in touch with Garin, and hundreds of thousands of
wireless receivers all over the world heard Zo&'s voice:
“What are we to do? Where are we to go? Our latitude
and longitude are such and such. We await orders.”

Ocean-going stecamers that picked up the message hur-
ried away from the terrifying spot where the Arizona,
the “menace of the seas,” had again appeared,
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Golden Island was wrapped in a cloud of burning oil.
A calm had set in after the hurricane and the black cloud
rose straight up to the clear sky casting a huge shadow
for several miles over the ocean.

The island secmed dead, the only sign of life being the
rattle of the elevator scoops at the mine.

The silence was broken by the music of a slow, solemn
march. Through the smoky gloom some two hundred
people could be seen: they were marching with their heads
raised, their faces set and determined. At the head of



the column four men carried something wrapped in a red
banner. They made their way up the rocky eminence
where the hyperboloid tower stood; at the foot of the
tower they laid down their hurden.

It was the body of Ivan Gusev. He had been killed
the day before during the battle with the Arizona. Climb-
ing the Iattice-work sides of the tower like a cat he had
switched on the hyperboloid and scarched for the Arizona
amongst the huge waves.

The Bery ray from the Arizona danced over the island,
setting fire to buildings, cutting lamp-posts and trees
down., “The bitch,” whispered Ivan, turning the muzzle
of his apparatus and helping himself with his tongue as
he had done during Tarashkin's lessons.

He caught the Arizona in his sights and struck with
the ray close to her bows and stern, gradually ehortening
the angle. The smoke from the burning oil reservoirs
hampered him. Suddenly the Arizona’s ray turned into a
blazing star that struck right into Ivan’s eyes. Cut through
by the ray ke fell on to the housing of the hyperboloid.

“Rest in peace, Ivan, you died & hero,” said Shelga. He
dropped on to his knees beside Ivan’s body, turned back the
carner of the red banner, and kissed the boy's forchead.

Trumpets sounded and the voices of two hundred men
sang the Internationale,

Shortly after this a powerful twin.cagined acroplane
rose out of the cloud of smoke. Gaining altitude, it turned
off to the west....
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“All your instructions have been carried out, sir.”

Garin locked the door, went over to a flat bookease,
#nd passed his hand over the right side of i1,

“The knob of the secret door is on the left,” said the
secretary with an ironic smile.
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Garin cast a swift, strange glance at him. He pressed
the button and the bookcase moved silently away, reveal-
ing a narrow entrance into the secret rooms of the palace.

“You first, please,” said Garin, making way for the
secretary. The secretary turned pale while Garin, with icy
politeness, raised the muzzle of the ray revelver to the
level of his head. “It would be more sensible to obey,
Mr. Secretary....”
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The doors of the captain’s cabin were wide open. Jan-
sen lay on his bunk.

The yacht was scarcely moving; in the silence the
waves could be heard splashing against the hull of the
ghip.

Jansen’s wish had come true—once again he was at
sca alone with Madame Lamolle. He knew that he was
dying. For several days he had struggled against decath—
he had a penetrating wound of the stomach—but at last
he gave up. He gazed at the stars through the open door
whence came the hreath of cternity. He felt neither desire
nor fear, nothing but the importance of the transition to
eternal peace.

Madame Lamolle entered the cabin, a shadow agamst
the background of the stars. She bent over him and asked
in a whisper how he felt. He answered with a movement
of his eyelids and she understood that to mean: “I'm
happy because you're with me.” Then his chest heaved
several times spasmodically, gasping for breath; Zoé sat
beside the bunk without a movement. Sorrowful thoughts
must have filled her head.

“My friend, my only friend,” she said in quict despair,

“you are the only onc on carth who loved me. To you

ah;(xlxc I was dear. You are going.... How cold, how
cold....
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Jansen did not answer although a movement of his
eyelids seemed to confirm the approaching coldness. She
saw that his nose had grown sharper and that his mouth
formed a weak smile. A short time before his cheeks had
been flushed with fever, now they were waxen. She waited
many minutes more, then touched his hand with her lips.
He was still alive, Slowly he opened his eyes and his lips
parted. Zot thought he was trying to say, “Good.”

Then his face changed. She turned away and drew the
blue curtains with care.
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The secretary, the most elegant man in the United
States, was lying face downwards, his cold fingers clutch-
ing at the carpet; he had died instantaneously, without a
sound, Garin bit his trembling lips and slowly returned
the ray revolver to his jacket pocket. Then he went to a
low steel door, sclected a combination on the disc known
to him alone, and the door opened. He entered a ferro-
concrete, windowless room.

This was the dictator’s private safe. In place of gold
or securities there was something of immeasurably greater
value to Garin in the safe: it was Garin’s third double,
Baron Korf, a Russian émigré who had sold himself for a
huge sum of money, had been brought from Europe and
kept in secret, at first on Golden lsland and then in the
secret rooms of the palace.

He sat in a leather armchair, his feet on a low, gilded
table on which stood vases with fruits and sweets (he was
forbidden to drink). Books—English detective stories—
were lying on the floor, From sheer boredom Baron Korf
was epitting cherry stones at the screen of the television
set that stood about three yards from his chair.

“At last,” he #id turning lazily towards Garin 2s he
came in. “Where the hell have you been? Listen, do you
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intend to keep me in this hole much longer? By God, I'd
rather starve in Paris....”

Instcad of answering Garin took off his sash and
threw down the dress jacket with orders and regalia.

“Get undressed.”

“What for?” asked Baron Korf, with a flicker of
curiosity.

“Give me your clothes.”

“What's it all about?”

“And your passport, all your papers.... Where’s your
razor?”

Garin sat down at the dressing table. His face serewed
up in pain as he scraped off his beard and moustache
without lathering his skin.

“Incidentally, therc’s a man lying in the next room.
Remember, he’s your private secretary. When he’s asked
for, yon may say that yow’ve sent him on a secret mis-
sion.... Do you get that?”

“But what’s it all about, I'm asking you?” shouted
Baron Korf, grabbing Garin’s trousers as they flew across
the room.

“I'm going to leave here by a secret door leading to
the park and my car. Hide the secretary in the fireplace
and go into my study. Immediately call Rolling on the
telephone. I hope you have thoroughly memorized all the
workings of my dictatorship. I come first, then my first
deputy, the Chief of the Secret Police, then my sccond
deputy, the Chicf of the Propaganda Department, then my
third deputy, the Chief of the Department of Provocation.
Next comes the Secret Council of the Three Hundred,
headed by Rolling. If you have not become an absolute
idiot you should know all this by heart. Take off your
trousers, damn you. You'll tell Rolling by phone that you,
that is, Pierre Garin, will take over command of the army
and the police. You're in for a tough fight, pal.”
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tionists knew this and shouted about it. Shelga would
carry the revolution through in the same way as a con-
ductor plays an heroic symphony.

The loudspeakers, set up on Garin’s orders during the
gold sale, were now being used against him—they carried
news of widespread insurrection.

Garin's double, contrary to Pyotr Petrovich’s expee-
tations, had begun by determined action and not without
some success. His picked troops stormed the barricades. The
police dropped gas-bombs from aircraft. Cavalry sabred
their way through crowds at crossroads. Special squads
smashed open doors, broke into working-class homes and
destroyed every living thing.

Nevertheless the insurrectionists held out stubbornly.
In other cities, in the bigger industrial centres, they took
the offensive with great determination. By midday the
flames of insurrection had spread over the whole country.

Garin got every ounce of speed he could out of the
sixtcen-cylinder engine of his car. Like a hurricane he
swept through the streets of provincial towns, knocking
pigs and dogs out of his way, killing chickens. Before
pedestrians had time to look round, the huge, black,
dusty car of the dictator, roaring and rapidly diminishing
in size, disappeared round a bend.

He stopped only for a few moments to refill the tank
and top up the radiator. He raced on all through the
night.

By next morning the dictator’s power had still not
been overthrown. The capital was in flames, fired by in-
cendiary bombs, something like fifty thousand dead lay in
the streets. “Good old Baron!” laughed Garin, when the
loudspeaker at a street corner told him the ncws.

At five o’clock the next day his car was fired on.

At seven o'clock, driving through some provincial

town he saw revolutionary banners and crowds of singing
people.
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The whole of the sceond might he drove on west-
wards—on to the Pacific Ocean. At last, 2s he was filling
up with petrol at dawn on the third day he heard Shelga’s
well-known voice in the loudspeaker:

“Victory, victory, ... Comrades, the terrible weapon
of the revolution, the hyperboloid, is in my hauds....”

Garin gritted his teeth, did not listen to the end, but
hurried on. At ten o’clock in the morning he saw the first

. placard at the roadside; in huge letters the following was
written on a hoarding:

“Comtades,... The Dictator was taken alive but
proved 1o be Garin's double, left in his place. Pyotr Garin
has escaped. He is fleeing westwards, Comrades, be vigi-
lant, stop the dictator’s car. (Here followed a description.)
Garin must not escape revolutionary justice.”

At midday Garin noticed a motor-cycle following him.
He did not hear the ghots but a bullet-hole surrounded by
cracks appeared on the windsereen a few inches from his
head. The back of his head went cold. He sgueezed all he
could ont of the engine, raced over a hill, and made for
some wooded mountains. An hour later he entered a can.
yon. The engine began back-firing and then choked. Garin
jumped out, twisted the wheel and sent the machine flying
down a precipice; stretching his cramped legs with dif-
ficulty he clambered up a steep slope to a pine wood.

From above he saw three motor-cycles tear along the
highway. The last of the three stopped. An armed man,
naked to the waist, jumped off and hent over the precipice
where the dictator’s car was lying.

In lhe. wood Pyotr Petrovich threw away all his clothes
except his trousers and a singlet, cut the leather of his
shog, an;d sfet ol;ll ;n foot 1o the nearest railway station.

senco‘u‘s: I:ea:u{.:n An: }{e e & lonely fa'rm on the
4 geles where, as usual, his dirigible
#tood in a hangar ready for immediate flight,
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Dawn broke in a cloudless sky; a rosy haze lay over
the ocean. Leaning out of the porthole of the gondola
Garin, with great difficulty, discovered with the aid of
binoculars the tiny shell of the yacht far down below. The
vessel lay dozing on the smooth water, sparkling through
the light haze.

The dirigible began to lose altitude. Its hody gleamed
brightly in the morning sun. As the gondola touched the
water a boat put off from the yacht, Zo€ at the tiller.
Garin could scarcely recognize her so drawn was her face.
He jumped into the boat with a smile as though nothing
had happened, sat down beside Zo&, and patted her hand.

“I'm so glad to see you. Don’t worry. baby. It didn’t
come off, but what does it matter. We'll start something
else going. What are you pulling this long face for?”

Zot frowned and turned away so as not to look at his
face.

“T have just buried Jansen. I'm tired. And now nothing
at all matters.”

The sun appeared from beyond the horizon, the huge
ball sped across the empty blue space, and the haze melted
like a phantom.

A broad path of sunlight with bright oily speckles lay
across the sea and against it the Arizona’s three sloping
masts and hyperboloid towers cast a black silhouctte.

“A bath, breakfast, and bed,” said Garin.
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The Arizona turned back to Golden Island. Garin had
decided to strike a blow at the very heart of the insur-
rection—to capture the big hyperboloid and the mine.

The yacht’s masts were chopped down and the hyper-
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boloid towers were masked with boards and sails to change
the ship’s lines and enable her to approach Golden Island
unobserved.

Garin had confidence in himself, he was determined
and cheerful-—his good mood had returned.

Next morning the captain (Jansen's first mate) pointed
to some feathery clouds in alarm. They rose rapidly from
over the horizon and covered the whole sky at the tremen.
dous height of some thirty thousand feet. A storm was
approaching, perhaps the dreaded typhoon.

Garin was busy with his own plans and told the cap-
tain he could go to hell

“Typhoon? Don't talk rot. Full speed ahead!”

The cantain looked gloomily from the bridge at the
quickly gathering clonds and ordered the erew to secure
the boats and everything that might be washed away and
to batten down the hatches.

The sea grew dark, The wind came in aqualls, its
ominons howl warning the sailors of imnending catastro-
phe. The heralds of the storm, the high cirrus clonds,
gave way to low black masses crawling over the sea. The
wind heean to durn up the sea and the heavy rollers
were flecked with white foam.

From the east a dense black cloud with a leaden lining
came valling towards the vacht. The saualls increased in
fury. Giant waves crashed over the vessel's decks. Soon
there were no foam-flecked crests, the fury of the wind
tare them from the waves and spread them in a blanket
of fine snray.

“Go below,” said the cantain to Zo€ and Garin. “In
a anarter of an hour we shall be in the centre of the
whirlwind and the enzines won't save us”

The typhoon struck the Arizona in all its fury, The
yacht rolled from side to side until her keel was out of
the water, she no longer answered rudder or engines but
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raced round in rapidly diminishing circles to the centre
of the typhoon, the “hole,” as the sailor call it.

The centre of the typhoon is a “hole” often as much
as three miles in diameter; winds of hurricane strength
surge in all directions from this centre in their effort to
restore equilibrium on the periphery.

It was into such a maelstrom that the frail shell of
the Arizona was carried.

The black clouds were so low that they reached the
deck. It was as black as night. The yacht’s hull ereaked
and groaned, the people on deck hung on to any fixed ob-
ject to save themselves from being blown or washed away.
The captain ordered the sailors to lash him to the rail of
the bridge.

The Arizona was lifted mountain-high on a wave, rolled
over on her side, and slid down into the depths. Suddenly
they came into a patch of brilliant sunlight, where there
was no wind and transparent green water like molten glass
rosc in waves as high as a ten-storey house that crashed
into cach other with a terrific splash as though Neptune,
the Lord of the Depths, was slapping his hands on the
water in anger.

This was the centre of the typhoon, the most dangerous
spot. Here the stream of air drove vertically -upwards
carrying the fine spray to a height of thirty thousand fect
where it spread in the form of cirrus clouds, the heralds
of the typhoon,

Everything had been swept from the decks of the
Arizona, boats, hyperboloid towers, the funnel, and the
bridge together with the captain.

The typhoon, surrounded by darknmess and whirling
winds, raced on across the ocean carrying with it on the
tops of gigantic waves the yacht Arizona.

. The cngines had burned out, the rudder had been torn
off.



“It can’t stand it any longer,” groaned Zog.

“It must end some time. Oh, hell!” answered Garin,
hoarsely.

They were battered and bleeding from being hurled
against the walls and the furniture of the cabin. Garin had
a bad cut on his head, Zo& lay on the floor holding on to
the leg of the bunk. Together with the two people, suit-
cases, books that had fallen out of the bookcase, sofz
cnshions, life-belts, oranges, and broken crockery rolled
about the floor.

“Garin, I can’t stand it, throw me in the sea™

A terrific jolt tore Zo& from the bunk and sent her
rolling. Garin tumbled across her and was brought up
against the door.

Then came a crash and rending sounds—the thunder
of falling water—human wails, The cabin fell apart and
a gigantic torrent of water caught up the two people and
hurled them into the seething, cold green depths.

When Garin opened his eyes, some four inches from
his nose 2 tiny hermit crab, that had crawled half-way
into a mother-of-pearl shell, stared at him and wiggled
its whiskers in astonishment. Garin tried hard to under-
stand: “Yes, I'm alive....”” For a long time, however,
he hed not strength enough to get up. He lay on his
side on the sand with his right arm injured. His face
racked with pain, he made an effort to pull up his legs
and sat up,

Near by stood a palm-tree, the wind bending its slim
trunk and rustling its leaves. Garin got to his feet and
staggered along the beach. All round, as far as the eye
conld see, were blue.green sunlit waves that broke with a
erash on the low seashore. A few dozen palms spread their
wide, fan-like leaves to the wind. Here and there on the
beach lay fragments of wood, boxes, rags, ropes—all that
was left of the Arizona that had gone down on the outer
reef of a coral island together with her crew.
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Limping painfully, Garin made his way to the interior
of the island where there was high ground covered in low
bushes and bright green grass. There Zo€ lay on her back
with her arms outspread. Garin bent over her, afraid to
touch her body lest he should feel the coldness of death.
Zo¢, however, was alive, her eyelids quivered, her parched
lips opened.

There was a tiny lake of rain water on the coral island,
it was bitter to the taste but fit to drink. In the shallows
there were several kinds of shellfish, polyps and prawans,
all of which had once served as food for primitive man.
Palm leaves could serve as clothes to keep off the heat of
the midday sun.

Two naked people cast np on the naked earth could
manage to live somehow. And they began living on that
island lost in the watery wastes of the Pacific Ocean.
There was not even the hope that some passing ship might
sce them and take them off.

Garin collected shellfish or caught fish with his shirt
in the fresh-water lake. In one of the boxes thrown up
from the wreck of the Arizona Zo€ found fifty copies of 2
luxuriously printed edition of projects for the palaces and
pavilions of Golden Island. In the same book were the
laws and rules of court etiquette “drawn up by Madame
Lamolle, ruler of the world....”

For days on end Zo& would lie in the shade of their
palm-leaf tent turning over the pages of the book created
by her insatiable fantasy. The other forty-ninc copics,
bound in gold-embossed morocco leather, Garin used to
build a wind-break.

Garin and Zo# did not talk. Why should they? What
was there to talk about? They had been isolated individu-

fﬂs all their lives and now they had the most perfect
isolation,



They lost count of the days and at last stopped trying
to count them, When storms raged over the island the tiny
lake filled with rain water, but there were Jong months
when the sun burned fiercely in the cloudless sky and then
they were forced to drink brackish water....

Maybe Garin and Zo€ are to this day atill gathering
shellfish on that islet. Having eaten her 611 Zo€ sits down
to turn the pages of the book with plans of marvellous
palaces, where her beautiful statuc stands amidst marble
columns and gorgeous flower-beds while Garin, his nose
butied in the sand, his back covered with his rotting
jacket, relives the past in his dreams.
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