
THE STORY SO FAR: Colonel Flag- 
will, acting assistant chief of U. S. In- 

telligence department G-2, estimated 

there were 200,000 European troops in 

Mexico poised for an attack on the 

United States. Both he and the Presi- 

dent were powerless to act because Con- 

INSTALLMENT THREE 
grett and the general public failed to 
realize the significance of the troops. To 
obtain more definite proof. Captain Ben- 

ning, American intelligence officer, went 
to Mexico City where he posed at Brom- 
litz, former American army officer who 
had been captured in Paris after turning 
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traitor to the United States. After a 

brief Interview with Van Hassek, leader 

of the foreign armed forces in Mexico, 
Bennlng was accepted as a staff mem- 

ber. Here he strove to gain Ore con- 

fidence of Finite, an enemy officer. 
Now continue with the story. 
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CHAPTER IV—Continued. 

By the end of a week, Benning had 

gained something of Fincke’s confi- 
dence together with a knowledge of 

the workings of Van Hassek’s head- 
quarters at the palace. He had 

adopted the habit of going for a walk 
each evening with the Austrian, usu- 

ally to the Alameda. 
Benning had learned that the Aus- 

trian was an artilleryman, on tem- 

porary detail at headquarters be- 
cause of knowledge of the United 
States. 

“But at headquarters, Fincke,” 
Benning prompted, "life is not too 
active. Isn’t it your experience that 
once headquarters gets its claws on 

an officer he’s sunk?” 
The Austrian responded with a 

grunt of contempt. 
“I’m an artilleryman, not a staff 

officer,” he snapped. “My battery 
of seventy-sevens is at Jolisco for 

target practice and I’m in Mexico 
City only until the show opens!” 

Benning laughed and said, "But 
with your fluency in English, your 
chief isn’t likely to part company 
with you when our troops head into 
the United States.” 

“I’ve Colonel Bravot’s word for 
it!" Fincke said hotly. “Yes, and I’ll 
remind him of it as soon as he re- 

turns from Washington, which ought 
to be any day now.” 

Benning prolonged the promenade 
with Fincke, stopping from time to 
time at the bar of the Gonzales near 

the park for Scotch-and-soda. Once 
the Fincke artillerist enthusiasm 
was aroused, the Austrian needed 
little urging to talk. 

At first he boasted of his own 

guns, then branched off into the 
subject of Van Hassek’s superiority 
in artillery. He painted a picture of 
well trained regiments splendidly 
equipped with the best armament. 

“What a wonderful show, Brom- 
litz!” Fincke exclaimed after he had 
elaborated the weapons in detail. 
“Particularly when we pound their 
artillery to pieces with our superior 
ranges. Himmelcreuz! They will be 
helpless in counter-battery.” 

“Not too fast, Fincke,” Benning 
cautioned. “We mustn’t forget their 
tremendous manpower once they get 
them equipped.” 

“But a million men can crush the 
Americans before they can get 
themselves ready!” 

“A million men, perhaps, but how 
can we ever expect to get a million 
men mobilized in Mexico without 
rousing the Americans finally to ac- 

tion?" 
Fincke stopped in his tracks and 

his blue eyes looked gravely at Ben- 
ning through their thick lenses. The 
Austrian lowered his voice. 

“That is not mere surmise, Brom- 
litz. This I will tell you in the deep- 
est confidence. One day in General 
Van Hassek’s office I glimpsed his 
little map of the United States and 
on it are red arrows pointing in 
from the south, the east, and the 
west. I had only a glimpse before 
he returned the map to his desk, 
but I caught figures enough to con- 

vince me of a million men.” 
Benning managed an indifferent 

smile and decided to close this dan- 
gerous subject. 

"With a million men, Fincke, a 

great deal might be done,” he said, 
and added, with a glance at his 
wrist watch, “but it’s getting late 
and what do you say to some din- 
ner?” 

The two went to a Mexican cab- 
aret on Avenida Hidalgo, a favorite 
spot of officers of the new regime. 

Benning ordered dinner and picked 
at his meal. Apparently he was 

mildly entertained by the show about 
him. Actually he was only vaguely 
conscious of his surroundings. His 
mind was busy with Fincke’s disclo- 
sures, with a piecing together of the 
things Van Hassek had told him. 

Benning made his decision. There 
was the air corps yet to check, and 
some verification of Fincke’s dis- 
closures. That should not be diffi- 
cult. But only Van Hassek would 
know the broader plan of attack 
on the United States and Benning 
knew now that he must find some 
way to tap the Van Hassek brain, at 
any cost. A glance at the Van Has- 
sek operation map might answer all 
questions. In some way he meant 
to get his eyes on that map. 

His thoughts were interrupted by 
the action of Fincke in springing 
abruptly to his feet. A dark, erect 
man in Mexican uniform paused at 
their table to acknowledge the Aus- 
trian’s greetings. 

“My colonel, I am overjoyed to 
see you back in Mexico!" the Austri- 
an exclaimed. He turned to Ben- 
ning, who got to his feet. "I wish, 
my colonel, to present our new offi- 
cer, Major Bromlitz, who has re- 

ported to us from Europe in your 
absence. Major, our chief of serv- 

ice, Colonel Bravot.” 
The Frenchman searched Benning 

with a quizzical glint as if trying to 
associate him with some vague 
memory. In a moment his black 
eyes cleared and he passed on with 
a stiff bow. 

Benning’s memory had clicked in- 
stantly on seeing the colonel. Bravot, 
his chief of service, unmistakably 
was Sergeant Gaujos. the masque- 

rader in American uniform on whose 
trail he had been camping at San 
Antonio. 

Benning had little more than set- 
tled down at his allotment of Ameri- 
can newspapers the next morning 
than Van Hassek’s majordomo. Cap- 
tain Schroff, came in with a sum- 

mons. 

“Excellency directs that you re- 

port to him immediately,” Schroff 
muttered. 

Benning promptly went down the 
tiled corridor to the Van Hassek 
suite. He had spent the night on 

pins and needles, knowing that once 

the Bravot memory clicked the Jig 
was up with him. What did this 
summons mean? However, he kept 
his faith in his masquerade. 

Since leaving Bordeaux he had ef- 
fected those slight changes in ap- 
pearance that are the most effective 
masquerade. The Atlantic sun and 
wind had given his face a deep tan, 
and he had cultivated a thin mus- 

tache cut at a rakish angle. At San 
Antonio his hair had been rather 
full, now it was cropped close at 
the sides and the length of his head 
increased by a bristling pompadour. 
His new Mexican uniform, cut wide 
at the shoulders, gave his torso a 

different appearance from that of 
the civilian clothes he had worn in 
Texas. 

There was a catlike animation in 
Van Hassek’s one straight eye that 

Kissed him ardently— 

puzzled Benning. The peculiar smile 
on the general’s thick lips was 

equally baffling. 
“Sit down, Bromlitz, I want to 

talk to you,” Van Hassek invited. 
“Tell me, are you very much in 
love?” 

Benning blinked at the amazing 
query, then smiled back with a 

shake of his head. 
“There was a young lady in Lux- 

embourg, eh?" 
Benning’s mind instantly picked up 

the Van Hassek purport and he con- 

fessed, "Yes, Excellency.” 
"Her name?” 
“Mademoiselle Lucette Ducos.” 
“And you promised you would 

bring her to Mexico City with your 
first month’s pay, Bromlitz?” 

“Usually, in such cases," Benning 
evaded, “one attempts to make part- 
ing as painless as possible." 

Van Hassek chuckled. “But some- 

times such promises come home to 
roost, Bromlitz.” He pushed his call 
button and SchrofT came in. Van 
Hassek grunted instructions. 

SchrofT left the room to return in 
a moment with a young woman. Ig- 
noring Van Hassek she rushed up to 

Benning and threw her arms around 
his neck and kissed him ardently 
on the mouth. 

“Chere!” she exclaimed. "Oh, but 
Henri, I couldn’t wait for you to 
send for me! My uncle gave me a 

ticket to Vera Cruz and here I am!" 
Benning coldly received the ca- 

ress. He saw that she was French, 
undoubtedly the French operative, 
Lucette Ducos, who had been Brom- 
litz’ undoing. She was small, trim, 
and had a doll-like face, but with an 

intelligence in her large blue eyes 
that set her apart from the doll va- 

riety. 
A glance gave Benning his ap- 

praisal. A girl to turn any man’s 
head, and he understood at once 

Bromlitz’ mad infatuation for the 
girl. He felt a stir of revolt at the 
thought of an ally from the French 
secret service, but promptly re- 

membered that he had a role to 
play. 

“You shouldn’t have come here 
this way, Lucette,” he coolly told 
her. I’ve a man’s role to play here 
and it’s no place for a woman.” 

Van Hassek came from behind his 
desk to intervene. He took the 
French girl’s elbows in his chubby 
hands and his voice was ingratiat- 
ing. 
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“Mademoiselle, now that your 
identity has been established to our 

satisfaction, you’re welcome in Mex- 
ico. If your Heinie doesn’t treat 

you as he should, my little cabbage, 
just you come back and report the 

fa^ts to me!” 
Mademoiselle threw her arms 

gratefully about Van Hassek’s flab- 
by red neck and kissed him on his 

cheek. Then she turned to Benning, 
linked her arm in his and gleefully 
took him out of the room. In the 
street Benning called a taxicab and 
drove to the Alameda, where he 

picked out a seat under a shady cy- 

press. 
“What is it you want here, made- 

moiselle?” he bluntly demanded. 

“Information,” she replied crisp- 
ly. “Naturally, my government sent 
me.” 

"I should have guessed they had 

something like this in mind,” he 

complained. “But why do you wish 
yourself off on me?” 

“There are excellent reasons,” 
she answered, regarding him with a 

level smile. “For one thing we are 

both after the same information 
and ought to be able to help each 
other.” 

Benning had decided that inevita- 
bly he must accept the French girl 
as an associate, since he was al- 
ready in the palm of her hand if by 
caprice or stupidity she betrayed his 
masquerade. 

“I’ll be glad to give you advantage 
of anything I may learn,” he told 
her. “But of course we must work 
separately.” 

“As you please," she agreed, and 
said with unabashed frankness, 
“but at least we’ll have to live to- 

gether." 
Benning demanded, “Why do you 

propose that?” 
“For two reasons. First, Van Has- 

sek thinks I’m your mistress and I 
want him to continue thinking that, 
for the time being, at least.” 

“Your second reason?” 
"That,” she said, looking at him 

again with her level smile, "is the 

important one to you. Bromlitz es- 

caped from Vincennes three days 
after you sailed for Vera Cruz.” 

Benning sat glaring while his 
mind swept to an estimate of that 

calamity. 
“Don’t blame my government,” 

Mile. Ducos spoke up at once. “It 
was wholly the fault of a stupid sec- 

retary from your embassy who was 

sent to the fort to interview Brom- 
litz. An hour after he left, a guard 
found your secretary bound in Brom- 
litz' cell. Bromlitz had escaped in 
the secretary’s clothes and specta- 
cles." 

“You’ve no doubt Bromlitz will 
make his way to Mexico?” 

Mile. Ducos smiled unconcerned- 
ly. "Not the least. But now that 
we understand each other, mon- 

sieur, let’s find a place to live. To- 
night I’d like to have you take me 

to the Avenida Hidalgo to dine and 
dance." 

On reporting at the palace next 

morning, Benning was steeled by a 

new determination. He meant to 

play whatever risks were necessary 
promptly to close his mission in 
Mexico. With Colonel Bravot on the 
job. Bromlitz at large, and the 
French operative on his hands he 
knew he skated now on very thin 
ice. 

With Mile. Ducos he had struck a 

bargain. She was to keep strictly 
away from headquarters He prom- 
ised her any pertinent information 
he picked up and allotted her the 
task of checking on the air service. 
Also she was to keep on the alert 
for any cancellation of military 
leaves to Mexico City, which would 
be a significant development. 

They set up together in an in- 
expensive suite on Jesus Maria. 
When they were alone in their apart- 
ment, Mile. Ducos’ attitude was 

one of a purely professional asso- 

ciate. But when they were together 
in public during evenings that fol- 
lowed, she kept up the ruse of a 

romantic attachment. 

They had gone to the Avenida 
Hidalgo for dinner one evening when 
the French girl’s covert flirtation 
with a bald-headed Italian officer in 
a colonel’s uniform brought from 
Benning a sharp rebuke. 

“Doesn’t it strike you a bit incon- 
sistent, mademoiselle,” he charged, 
“for you to pose as my fiancee and 
at the same time flirt outrageously 
behind my back while we’re danc- 
ing together? We agreed that you 
were to limit yourself at present to 
finding out about Van Hassek’s air 
service.” 

She looked up at him and smiled 
as they danced, then put her lips 
close to his ear and spoke in a low 
voice. 

“Would it interest you, monsieur, 
to know that I have learned most of 
what we wish to know? Van Has- 
sek’s air bases are located in Tam- 
aulipas, and he has a total of more 
than a thousand planes, with more 
coming by ship in the near future. 
Colonel Boggio, if you will take the 
trouble to study his insignia, is an 

officer of the air service.” 
(TO BE CONTINUED) 

Men Beneath the Wings 
Important in the scheme of things to come are the men beneath 

the wings of our air fleets—the earthbound, ovcrallcd technicians 
who design anti build the planes and the men who keep them in 

shape to take the air safely• This series of photos takes you to one 

of the schools where these experts receive their training—the Casey 
Jones School of Aeronautics, at Newark, N. J. 

A student studies a collection 
of propellers taken from wrecked 
aircraft. To make such "props" 
usable again is a factory job, but 
wrecks tell stories. 

This student is “doping" the 
wing of an airplane. He is using 
a spray gun ami must wear a 

nose mask to keep from inhaling 
the fine spray of varnish. 

Soldier-Students .. Students from the V. S. army air corps, en- 

listed men, working on a hydraulic system. The students can study 
the action of the system in the glass cylinders of the class model. 

An instructor supervises the work of a group of students here 
in the construction of an airplane body. The faculty of the school 
is composed of men who have had long and varied experience. 

C. S. (Casey) Jones, president 
of the school, is giving his per- 
sonal attention to a pair of stu- 

dents at work on an air-cooled 
engine. Students must know all 
there is to know on the subject. 

There is enough space in this 
classroom to stage a polo game 
or an infantry drill. Planes of 
all makes and all shapes and 
sizes are here to aid in the edu- 
cation of aeronautical students. 

Begoggled students in the welding shop using the torches that 
cut through steel as a hot knife cuts through butter. 
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A TTORNEY GENERAL CHE- 
/\ NKY was admitted at once 

J to Inspector Piper’s office. 
His attitude was one of 

familiarity and confidence; thinly 
masking knowledge of his own im- 
portance. 

Inspector Piper rose at sight of 
his visitor. The inspector’s attitude 
was respectful. 

‘‘Good morning. Mr. Cheney. This 
is rather unusual, isn’t it? Frankly, 
I’m flattered.'’ 

Attorney Cheney extended his hand, 
smiled easily and snapped open a 

cigarette case, which he offered hi* 
host. 

‘‘Hello, Piper. I know you’re 
busy; must apologize for dropping 
in so abruptly. Wanted a word with 
you about young Noyes.” 

Piper arched his brows. ‘‘Noyes? 
Victor Noyes? You mean that 
young nobody we booked last night 
in connection with the Proctor wom- 
an murder?" 

"The same. Mind telling me the 
facts about the case, Inspector?" 

Cheney’s manner was slightly in- 
gratiating. This was odd. Piper 
spread his hands in a gesture of 
resignation. 

"On the face of it, it looks dead 
open and shut. The woman was 

found dead in her apartment. Shot 
through the head. Sound of the shot 
attracted the attention of two men 

passing through the hall. They 
crashed open Miss Proctor’s door 
and found her lying on the floor in 
a pool of blood. Young Noyes was 

standing over the body with a gun 
in his hand.” Piper shrugged. 
"Dead open and shut. The kid was 

caught in the act of robbing the 
apartment and, in desperation, kill- 

ing the woman.” 
Cheney saw the doubt in the in- 

spector's eyes. He said, "Where’s 
the hitch, Inspector? There’s some- 

“Howard, some people die to real- 
ize an ambition. I guess I’m like 
that.” 

thing screwy some place. You’re 
not sold on the idea the kid killed 
her.” The lawyer crushed out his 
cigarette. “Piper, I knew that boy 
when we were youngsters. Grew up 
in the same town together. He nev- 

er seemed to me like a killer.” 
Piper was silent a moment, “Tell 

you what, Mr. Cheney, take a run 

down and talk with Noyes yourself. 
I’d like to check with your reactions 
after you’ve seen him.” 

Victor Noyes recognized the great 
attorney at once. He shook hands 
warmly, and Cheney saw that there 
was no trace of fear or dreaded an- 

ticipation in the youth’s eyes. 
“Sorry to see you in this jam, Vic. 

Read about it an hour ago. Tell me 

what happened. I’d like to help you, 
if possible." 

Noyes laughed. He was a small 
man and weak looking. “You’ll 
have a fine time helping me, How- 
ard. I haven’t got a leg to stand 
on.” 

“You mean you admit killing 
Grace Proctor?” 

‘‘I don’t have to admit it. It’s all 
settled as far as the public is con- 

cerned." He was silent a moment. 
Then, “Howard, I’m glad you 
dropped in. Remember when we 

were kids you once said I’d never 

amount to anything, never attract 
any attention? Those words have 
always haunted me.” 

“We were kids then, Vic. That’s 
past. I’d like to help you now.” 

“Perhaps you can, but not in the 
way you think.” Young Noyes’ eyes 
were glistening. “Howard, I’m sat- 
isfied. I've always wanted people to 
know who I am. Well, I’ve got 
that wish. There isn’t a paper in 
the country that didn’t publish my 
picture this morning. Grace Proc- 
tor was a pretty popular opera star. 
But I’ll bet she never got the pub- 
licity I’m getting now!" 

“Man, you’re crazy!” 
“Maybe I am. After all, what 

is it that a man wants to live for? 
To realize an ambition, isn’t it? To 
do something that will attract atten- 
tion, to make people know who he 
is. Anyway, that’s what I always 
wanted to live for. All my life I 
never amounted to much, or at- 
tracted any attention. I lost one job 
after another. I tried to live 
straight and honest, and found it 
didn’t get me anywhere. Nobody 
knew who I was or cared. And all 
the time there was that burning sen- 

sation inside of me to attract atten- 
tion. Howard, some people die to 
r->ilize an ambition. I guess I’m 
like that.” 

Attorney Cheney looked deep into 
the younger man’s eyes and saw 

there a longing that he had never 
imagined any man could possess. A 
glimmering of understanding came 
to him and as quickly vanished. 

“Listen, you fool! You’ll go to 
the chair for this, burn for some- 

thing you never did! That’s a hell 
of a way to die!" 

“It'll be a long time before the 
trial is ever, Howard, and folks will 
know who I am. The papers will be 
full of me. I’ll read ’em every day, 
and that will be worth dying for." 

Cheney still clutched the youth’s 
shoulders. “Lister, you idiot! You 
didn’t kill Grace Proctor! There 
was another man there! You were 

hiding in the room. You heard what 
was said. You saw him draw a gun 
and shoot. You watched him escape 
down the fire escape. And you let 
them think you did it! You’re 
crazy!” 

Noyes smiled. “Dramatic as al- 
ways, eh, Howard. Yes, I think 
that would go over pretty good in a 
court room. But it wouldn't prove 
anything.” 

“It would prove a lot." 
“How come?” 
“Because you recognized that oth- 

er man. You could identify him, 
prove he was there!" 

For fully a minute the eyes of the 
two men looked deeply into each 
other’s. Each knew what the other 
was thinking; each read accurate- 
ly the message the other was seek- 
ing to convey. There was no need 
for words. Each understood. 

Presently the man who would soon 
be charged with murder in the first 
degree, and who later would with- 
out doubt pay the supreme penalty, 
laid his hand on the arm of the man 
who had come to help him. 

“Don’t say it, Howard. I under- 
stand, and I'm willing to die. My 
life hasn’t been worth living any- 
how. With you it’s different. You’ve 
accomplished all the things you’ve 
set out to do. You’ve made a name 
for yourself, become a big man. 

You’ve lived the kind of life I would 
have liked to live, but couldn’t 
And now the thing you can do that 
will help me most is to try and un- 

derstand—and forget the rest.” 

Cheney stood back. The under- 
standing that had lighted his face a 

few moments before returned and 
did not again vanish. He fought and 
triumphed over a desire to plead 
once more with the youth. And in 
that instant he harked back over 

his own experience, tried to com- 

pare his own life with that of young 
Victor Noyes and found himself 
groping for something to say that 
would change the youth’s mind. 

He turned at last and reached the 
door before turning. Victor was 
still sitting on the cot, smiling hap- 
pily. Newspapers whose front pages 
emblazoned his name were strewn 
about the floor at his feet. His 
thoughts fled back to the night pre- 
vious, to the weeks before, during 
which he had suffered the agonies 
of the damned in withholding knowl- 
edge of( his mad love affair with 
Grace Proctor from his wife and the 
prying curiosity of the public. And 
then again his mind dwelt on Vic- 
tor Noyes, and for the first time 
in months his soul was at peace. 

Remembers Her Manners, 
Even While in Swimming 
And there was the party on a 

houseboat anchored in a harbor on 

the sound. It was a hot July after- 
noon. and a lot of us were sitting 
around on deck, and suddenly some- 

body said, “Look! What on earth 
are they doing?" and we all looked. 
There was a large proud yacht an- 

chored near by and what they were 

doing was obvious enough—they 
were lowering a dowager down the 
side of the yacht into the water. She 
was a large, proud dowager to 
match, and she wore a bathing suit 
and a vast straw hat; and it took 
two members of the crew to get her 
down the steps, and in. They 
launched her finally, however, while 
we watched fascinated. 

Once embarked, she became a 

swimming hat, with plump white 
arms. She swam a breast-stroke, 
small and slow, but steady. Some- 
body said in a hushed voice, “She 
seems to be coming over here,” and 
it did indeed begin to look that way, 
and presently there was no doubt 
about it. We all flocked to the rail 
to welcome her, and we all leaned 
over. When she was within speak- 
ing distance, she paused, and did a 

kind of dog-paddle to keep herself 
afloat and said, “Good afternoon. Is 
Mrs. Weeks on board?” 

“No,” we said. “No—unfortunate- 
ly—Mrs. Weeks has gone ashore.” 

“Ah," said the seagoing dowager 
with a nod of her hat. “Sorry I’ve 
missed her.” 

At this point she sank a little, but 
came up again at once, blowing out 
water. She turned and resumed the 
small, slow breast-stroke—but for a 

few strokes only. Then she had a 

social afterthought, and she paused 
again, and dog-paddled once more, 
and added gravely—all of this was 

grave and courteous, as in a draw- 
ing room—“When Mrs. Weeks re- 

turns, will you tell her, please, that 
Mrs. DeCourcey K. Breckonridge 
CALLED?” 

Rolling Grocery 
Down in Bowling Green, Ky., is a 

curiosity on wheels—a 1923 “fliv- 
ver” truck converted into a rolling 
grocery store. In its owner, Harry 
Stevens, covers the entire residen- 
tial area six days a week. During 
17 years the motor of the rolling 
grocery has run an estimated 35,000 
hours—or four solid years. In all 
that time, according to the owner, 
the only repairs have been a valve 

grinding job and new spark plug*. 


