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BOOK ONE

Regardless of Their Doom
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The Little Victims Play

I

THE telephone rang, and it chanced to be answered by the lame but-
ler whom Lanny had hired in Spain. “Someone for you, Mnnsieur
Lanny. He says his name is Branting.”

It was a call for which Lanny had been waiting, but with only a faint
hope. He thought quickly, knowing that Jos¢, the servant, was keenly
interested in everything his master did and said, and especially when it
had a political flavor. Camouflage was called for, and Lanny spoke:
“Hello, Branting; glad to hear your voice. Have you got a price on that
painting?” Waiting just long enough for the other to have answered if
he had been quick enough: “You say you want to walk? Well, it’s a
fine day. I'll meet you half way.”

He went on to give the necessary instructions. Take the tram from
Cannes, get off at the village of Juan-les-Pins, and take the road which
runs along the west shore of the Cap d’Antibes. “I'll meet you on the
road. Yes, I still want that picture, and very much.” Branting wouldn’t
be too greatly puzzled, since they had agreed to use Lanny’s trading in
old masters as camouflage for a different form of activity.

“Tell my mother I'll not be back for lunch,” said Lanny to the black-
clad Spaniard, “I have a-dealton.”

I1

The art expert went to his room and unlocked a desk in which he
had a roll of paper money, some twenty thousand francs. It sounded
like a lot, but wasn’t, the franc being down to three cents. However, it
would buy things in France, and Lanny stuffed the roll into the pocket
of his gray flannel trousers. He stepped out to investigate the weather; -
it was late January, and the sun was shining bnghtly—sornethmg it does
on the Riviera, but not so often as you would gather from the adver-

tising folders of railroads and hotels. He decided that he didn’t need an
2
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overcoat; aid he hardly ever wore a hat here at his mother’s home.

It had been Lanny’s own home through most of his years, which
now were thirty-nine. As a rule he passed for younger, because he had
had li’fe«cas'y and permitted himself no vices. A handsome, well-set-up
man with wavy brown hair and a little brown mustache showing no
- signs of gray, he was now and then taken for one of the movie stars
who came to the hotel on the point of the Cap; they displayed their
athletic figures, diving from springboards into the clear blue water, or
toasting themselves brown on apricot-colored mattresses laid out on
the rocks.

From the loggia of the villa was a view of the Golfe Juan and the
little harbor of Cannes crowded with sailboats and yachts. Across the
wide golfe were the red Estérel mountains, and to the southwest lay
the blue Mediterranean, always with vessels in sight, from tiny fishing
boats with red sails to the biggest ocean liners. The loggia was a sort of
paved terrace, so smooth that it often served as a ballroom for the fam-
ily and their friends. Steps led down from it, and a graveled path took
you to the gate, where tall agaves, or century plants, grew at each side,
so big that their spiked leaves, sharp as porcupine quills, had to be
trimmed of their inhospitality.

Strolling along the familiar paved road which led to the village,
Lanny came within sight of a solidly built man in his forties, walking
erect like a soldier, though he wore a not very new or well-kept busi-
ness suit. He was one of those squarcheaded Prussians who could not
conceal their origin if they wanted to. His dark hair had been cropped
when Lanny had last seen it, but now he had let it grow and you saw
that it was showing gray. He had no superfluous flesh on him, and his
face had been lined by many cares.

The two quickened their pace when they saw each other, and when
they were near, each held out a hand. “Oh, Monck, I'm so glad to see
you!” Lanny exclaimed. “I've been fearing you wouldn’t get away!”

“I had a League of Nations Commission, no less, to bring me out,”
said the other, smiling. “You have read about its efforts?”

“Enough to form the opinion that it isn’t very active.”

“It worked quite diligently so long as there was any chance of our’
side’s winning,” declared Bernhardt Monck, alias Branting, alias El
Capitan Herzog. The last had been his title when Lanny had visited
him, a little over a year ago, on the Ebro front in the Spanish civil war.
Then he had been gaining the victory of Belchite—the last victory, as
he had feared and as fate had willed. “Eine gottverdammnte Farce!” he
exclaimed, speaking German, as he always did when they were alone.
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Said Lanny: “There is a leaflet being circulated by the Franco sup-
porters here on the Riviera, claiming that there are forty-seven thou-
sand foreign troops among the Loyalist forces.”

“Well, the League Commission has just reported something less than
thirteen thousand, including doctors and nurses and such. You know
that Franco has ten times that number of Italians—and be sure they

19

haven’t been shipped out!

III

It was characteristic of these two that they began talking interna-
tional politics the moment they met on a public highway. That was the
subject which engaged all their thoughts and was the basis of their
friendship. Besides Monck, there was only one person on the Riviera
who knew Lanny’s true opinions on these matters; so he was like a bot-
tle of carbonated water, sealed under pressure, and when the lever was
pressed, he went off with a fizz.

The shore was not far away, and there were rocks with no houses
near. A pleasant place to sit on a warm day, and he led his friend there.
“The tide is in,” he said, “so nobody can walk below, and there’s no
chance of our being overheard.” When they were seated, he remarked
gravely: “Things look terrible, my friend.” It was the beginning of the
year 1939.

“We have to write Spain off,” replied the other. “Barcelona was
taken the day after I got out. It won’t take more than a week or two to
clean up the rest of Catalonia; and then there’ll be Madrid, with the
provinces around it, entirely cut off from the outside world, and able
to make hardly any munitions. If they can hold out a couple of months
longer, I shall be surprised.”

“A ghastly thmg to think-sbout, Monck!” .

“I spend my time.trying not to think about it. Franco is the most effi-
cient little murderer that any devil could have invented; he doesn’t
know the meaning of mercy, or even of statesmanship, and his one idea
is to slaughter every man, woman, and child who has opposed him..
The safest way, he figures, is to kill all who did not actively support
him. He has a whole hierarchy of priests to tell him that this is God’s
will, and to absolve him every night for mistakes he may have made
during the day. After all, if they were good people he has sent them to
heaven, and they won’t complam when they arrive.’

Thus spoke a former captam of the Thilmann Battalion. The Com-
munist leader for whom it had been named had been, and presumably
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was snll in a Nazi concentration camp, and the German “Reds’—
which in Spain as in Naziland meant not merely Socialists of eve
shade, but demoerats, liberals, even Freemasons—had most of them been
withdrawn from the Generalissimo’s clutches just in time. Said the em-
- bittered ex-soldier: “If the League Commission had known how near
to collapse we were, they would surely not have urged our removal!”
There was acid in his tone.

He talked about his experience in getting out of Spain. With the
enemy only a few miles to the north, and bombing of Barcelona going
on incessantly, he had burned his uniform, which might have cost the
life of anyone possessing it. He discovered that a good part of .the pop-
ulation of this port and manufacturmg center had been seized by the
same desire as himself—to get into France. A trip-which o rdmanly took
a motorist three hours had taken Monck two days and nights. He had
walked most of the way, in a pitiful stream of peasant carts, burros, and
trudging fugitives with their belongings in suitcases or bundles on their
backs. It was a sight he had been witnessing for two years and a half,
all over this unhappy land; one peasant family told him they had moved
a dozen times.

In a crowded village street, narrow and crooked, a traffic jam had oc-
curred, and there they had been bombed, seemingly for the amusement
of some “Nationalist” aviators. That was an experience not soon to be
forgotten, with motorists vainly honking horns and panic-stricken peo-
ple breaking down fences and beating at the doors of houses. Monck
had got out by a side lane, and had been picked up by a government
truck which he suspected was carrying treasure out of the country. In
the town of Figueras, near the border, the truck had been stalled in a
mass of humanity, and had stayed the night in the plaza with people
sleeping under the wheels. Food was unobtainable, and everywhere
were babies wailing and older children begging, or stealing, where they
could.

That was war, said the ex-Capitin: a bad thing in any case, but worse
when you lost. He was one of the fortunate ones who had been pro-
vided with a passport, and so had got across the border. Now he was
in a free land, and could draw free breaths, at least for a while; but he
was pessimistic about the future of France, which stood high up on the
dictators’ list. The fear of war which the French had displayed had de-
stroyed whatever influence they might have had in the councils of
Europe. What nation would aid one which had broken its pledges to
Czechoslovakia, and had permitted a sister republic at its side to be
starved and beaten into enslavement?
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Iv

Lanny agreed with all this, but he laid a great share of the blame
upon the British Tories, who had put their class before their country
and were so blinded by fear of the Soviet Union that they felt less than
hate for the Nazis. It was Lanny’s business to know the leaders in both
Britain and France, and he told his friend about their purposes and atti-
tudes. Monck was one who had a right to know, and would make good
use of his information.

“What are you going to do now?” the American inquired.

“My wife and children are in Paris,” was the reply. “I feel a bit
seedy, and think I've earned a couple of weeks’ furlough.”

“More than that, I should say.”

“Maybe so, but I have a date in Berlin.”

“Du lieber Gott! You are going there again?”

“There were a couple of boys in my battalion who have cooked up
a scheme that promises results. You won'’t want me to go into details.”

“Assuredly not,” responded a secret agent who kept his secrets even
from Monck. “You will be needing money?”

“That is always the first problem.”

“It happens that I am in funds right now. I have sold several pictures
since we parted in Paris; and since my wife’s death it is not so easy for
~ me to spend money.”

Lanny told how he had managed to learn definitely that the Nazis
had murdered his wife in Dachau—once the beautiful picnicking place
of the people of Munich, and now a name of horror throughout the
world. Trudi had been the means of distributing what funds he had
been able to contribute to the German underground; and now Monck
would hive to take her place: They talked out arrangements for the
future. Monck would have a new name; he chose Braun, the Nazi
color. He would be free to write Lanny, here to Bienvenu, or to
Lanny s hotel in Paris, or to the Adlon whenever the art expert was vis-
iting Berlin. The notes would always be brief, and would refer exclu-
sively to paintings. The price asked would mean the amount of money
that Monck needed. They appointed places, known to both, where
they would meet at any time the Capltan might set. They would do the
proper amount of walking and turning of corners to make certain they
were not being trailed to the rendezvous. All this was an old story, and
they could talk in shorthand, as it were. S

Lanny put into his fellow-conspirator’s hands the money he had
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taken from his desk. “This is all right,” he said; “I mean, it’s in small
denominations and yon can spend it safely. I'll get a larger sum, but it
will mean delay, for I have to change the notes before I give them to
you. You understand, I cannot ask my bank for used notes or small de-
- nominations, for that would look peculiar, and in these days of so many
kinds of intrigue the least hint may be followed up and become a clue.
The bank gives me a lot of shiny new thousand-franc or ten-thousand-
franc notes, all with consecutive serial numbers, and if I gave them to
you and youswere caught with them, they could be traced back to me.
So I have to go and spend each for some small purchase, and get the
change.”

“I understand all that,” replied the German, who had been a sailor, a
dockworker, then a union leader and Soci: al-Democratic official, and
for six years—since the coming of the Nazis into power—an. under-
ground worker in Germany and aboveground fighter in Spain. “I'll
wait, and meet you wherever you say.”

v

Lanny felt it necessary to apologize for a lack of hospitality. “You
know, I am sure, I'd like nothing better than to spend some time
with you. But I have lived here most of my life, and everybody knows
me; I amesupposed to be the most fashionable of playboys, and do only
the right things—play tennis with ex-King Alfonso and the King of
Sweden, drink tea with the Duchess of Windsor, and listen to the Aga
Khan, Moslem prince and pope, discuss his mistresses. I cannot invite
you to my mother’s.home, even privately, because the servants would
notice an unustal sort of person.”

“Forget all that,” said the ex-roustabout. “Trudi told me a lot about
you, and I have been able to guess more.”

“I don’t want you to think I'm doing no more than just making
money. I gather items of information and deliver them where they will
count,”

“Don’t tell me about it; lieber Genossé. Money is enough for us, be-
lieve me!”

“It is so with many other persons I know, lieber Bernhardt. In my
youth I learned some verses by an English poet which are supposed to
be sung by an infernal spirit: ‘How pleasant it is to have money, hcigh-
ho, how pleasant it is to have money! ”

“Most of the time, yes; but Dot when the Gestapo catches you and
starts asking where you got it.”
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That thought wiped the smile from the one-time playboy’s face. “I
am counting upon you, Genosse, as I counted upon my dear Trudi in
the past. My ability to go on helping the cause depends upon your
never speaking my name to any living soul.”

“Your trust will be kept.” The German gave Lanny his hand, and in
their warm clasp was all the faith and honor of which men are capable,
and upon which depends their ability to build and maintain a civili-
zation.

Before they pa.rted Lanny said: “By the way, did you happen in
Barcelona to run into a friend of mine, Raoul Palma?”

“I don’t recall the name.”

“He drove with me to the Ebro, but I didn’t introduce him to you.
He has been employed in the Foreign Press Bureau. He and his wife are
old-time Socialists, and have carefully kept secret the fact that I am still
their friend. She is here in Cannes, and has not heard from him in the

last week or more.”

“There are many persons who have got out of Barcelona but have
not got into France. They are being held at the border for lack of pass-
ports—but judging from the mob that I saw at the frontier post, it will
take machine guns to hold them much longer. I doubt if French troops
would obey orders to fire on them, and I doubt if the government
would dare to give such an order.”

“I tell Julie that Raoul got over the mountains once, escaping from
the last counterrevolution, and he may do it again.”

“Not many can stand that trip in midwinter,” replied the ex-Capitan.
“But the wife should not give up hope, for thousands will escape by
one means or another, and many will be hidden in barns and cellars and
caves and other places in Spain. The masses of the people are against
Franco, and net-all his murders will-be able to change them.”

VI

Lanny walked back to his home, dressed himself for the fashionable
city of Cannes, and stepped into his car. At his bank he drew the sum
of fifty thousand francs, something which occasioned no surprise, for
he frequently paid for paintings in cash, because of the moral effect
which the sight of large banknotes exercised. Now he set out upon a
shopping expedition, buying not paintings but odds and ends of ob}ects
which he could use as birthday gifts o servants and friends. Each time
he would pay with a shiny new banknote; now-and then the clerk
would say: “Have you nothing smaller, Monsieur Budd?” and Lanny
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would reply with what he considered a white lie. Before long his pock-

ets were stuffed with bills of all sizes, and he would have presented a

shining mark forbandits, had any chanced to be operating in that fash-
ionable city

His task completed, he returned to the car, pulled down the curtains,
and wrapped up a small fortune in a neat brown paper parcel. After
consulting his watch, he drove along the splendid Boulevard de la
Croisette which runs along the Golfe Juan, and presently, far ahead, he
saw the sturdy erect figure walking. Lanny stopped his car a few feet
ahead, and held out the package. The man said: “Danke schén.” Lanny
said: “Gliickliche Reise,” and that was all. Monck turned back toward
the main part of town, and Lanny sat for a while, watchin_g_ in the mir-
ror of his car the figure receding into the distance. -

Ever since boyhood, Lanny Budd had lived with a troubled con-
science because he had things so easy and couldn’t see what he was do-
ing to earn his passage through the world. He traveled wherever he
pleased, and always de luxe; he ate the best of foods, he had several
lovely homes always open to him, and he never had to worry about
where his next roll of bills was coming from. Fate had willed that he
should collect his money in dollars and spend it in francs, which was
the surest of ways to a comfortable life. But, beginning at the age of
thirteen, he had met persons whom he considered’ to be heroes, and
this had made an indelible impression upon him, spoiling the taste of
his food and the tranquillity of his thoughts.

A hero—now and then a heroine—was a person who enjoyed no in-
come, whether in dollars or francs, and seemed to leave it for the ravens
to feed him or her. A hero was a person absorbed in the effort to save
the world from falling into a condition of enslavement, which just now
appeared to be its certain destiny. In many countries an outlaw, the
hero was hunted like a wild beast, or worse—for beasts are merely
killed, they are not tortured to make them reveal the hiding places of
their kind. In the countries which still considered themselves “free,”
the hero was left to his own devices, but was looked upon as a danger-
ous character, and feeding him was left to the ravens, of whom Lanny
had often felt impelled to take the role.

Bernhardt Monck, alias Herzog, alias Branting, was a self-educated
man, but he had made a good job of it, and might have earned a com-
fortable living for himself and family in the bourgeois world. Instead
he had risked death and torture worse than death, first in Germany,
then in Spain—and now he was going back into Germany, in spite of
the fact that the Gestapo had his photograph and fingerprints. What



10 DRAGON HARVEST

drove him was the sense of justice and the love of freedom, the same
force which had caused thousands of American boys, British boys,
French boys to leave their homes and schools and come to the red hills
of Aragon, furnace-hot in summer and swept by icy blasts in winter,
there to risk death and mutilation. A large percentage of them were the
cream of their countries’ intellectuals, who might have become success-
ful writers, politicians, scientists, whatever they had chosen; but they
had been infuriated by the sight of greed and lies enthroned, and had
chosen to become what the world called fools and would later call

martyrs.
VII

For exactly a quarter of a century the grandson of Budd Gunmakers
and son of Budd-Erling had been watching events like this, and help-
ing a little here and there when he could. The leaders of his cause had
told him that money was important, and he had been generous. “Dis-
tributing to the necessity of saints” had been St. Paul’s formula, which
had a certain comical sound to unsaintly modern ears. But the more un-
saintly the world became, the more it had need of new saints, by what-
ever name they were called—persons who believed in justice’ and free-
dom more than they believed in personal comfort and the good
opinion of the personally comfortable.

Of late Lanny had been told that there was something even more im-
portant than money, and that was information. All over this old conti-
nent intrigues were going on which might decide the destiny not
merely of Europe but of the rest of the world for centuries to come.
These secrets were supposed to be kept locked up in the minds of a
very few powerful persons. But there is no person so cautious that he
does not tell somebody, his secretary, his wife, his lady love; that per-
son tells some other person, and presently there are rumors and confi-
dential whispers. It takes expert listeners to judge these, for there are
all sorts of pretenders, trying to peddle secrets or perhaps inventing
rumors, and giving them out as warships in battle pour out clouds of
black smoke to confuse the foe.

So, more than ever, it had become necessary for Lanny Budd to
travel on luxurious steamships and stop at expensive hotels and cultivate
the rich and famous in the great capitals of Europe. There were few.
better places than his mother’s home on the Cap d’Antibes at the height
of the winter season of 1939: a lovely wvilla, not too-gaudy, and old
enough to have dignity and reputation. Statesmen long since departed
had found relaxation here. Oil magnates and munitions kings had dis-
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cussed deals with cabinet ministers in its drawing-room; great musi-
cians had played here; Isadora Duncan had danced on the loggia and
Marccl Detaze had painted his masterpieces in a studio on the estate.
:Now the hostess of Bienvenu was close to sixty, and contemplated the
.. very word with dismay; but she was still a lovely woman, whose kind-
ness of heart was apparent to all, and whose understanding of human
nature and the ways of the baut monde would be useful to any man of
large affairs.

Beauty Budd had specialized in friendship, and while she had often
been disappointed she had never been embittered. She was not what
was called rich on the Cote d’Azur; on the contrary, she called herself
poor, having only a thousand dollars 2 month to live-on, and an accu-
mulation of bills which had to wait until Lanny sold another of the
paintings of Marcel Detaze, his former stepfather. Everybody who was
anybody in the neighborhood knew all about Beauty Budd, or thought
they did, for she talked freely, or made people think that she did. She
had been something of a scandal in her day, but now she had settled
down and become the most respectable of grandes dames, and had
made a new marriage so proper that it seemed slightly comical to her
smart friends.

The white-haired and rosy-cheeked Parsifal Dingle, New Thought
devotee and religious healer, wandered about this beautiful estate, of
which by a strange whim of fortune he had become the master. He
took it serenely, for his convictions forbade him to be concerned with
worldly affairs. He read his books and pamphlets, and prayed fre-
‘quently to perfect himself in order that he might be able to help others.
He never spoke an angry or impatient word to anyone, and to the serv-
ants and the flower-growing peasants of the Cap he was a new and
unheard-of kind of saint, disapproving of church machinery and seek-
ing no permission to work miracles.

Beauty Budd considered him the most wonderful man in the world
and she strove to follow his ideals and really thought she was succeed-
ing. The result was an odd mélange of this- and other-worldliness. The
mistress of Bienvenu loved evervbody, but at the same time she listened
to gossip about them, that being the way of smart society. She tried to
be humble in spirit, and told herself that she was succeeding, but at thes
same time she paid large sums for costumes which would give her what
she called “distinction.” She told her friends that she no longer cared
about money, but when she plaved bridge and gin-rummy she tried
her best to win. When she asked her husband if it was right for her to
play for money, he answered that some day her inner voice would
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speak to her on the subject. So far the only voice that Beauty had
heard told her that if she didn’t gamble she wouldn’t have any friends
at all.

VIII

Marceline, child of Beauty’s marriage to the painter Marcel Detaze,
was in Paris, making her career as a dancer. She had left behind her a
baby boy, not quite a year old, who bore his grandfather’s name and
gave a new atmosphere to the estate. Every day at lunchtime, which
was Marceline’s breakfast time, she would telephone to make sure the
darling was all right, and someone would hold the precious bundle
close to the receiver so that his mother could hear him coo;.if he didn’t,
his little toes would be tickled so that he would gurgle. The report was
always favorable, for Bienvenu was a grand place for children. The
villa was built around an open court, where flowers were encouraged
and spiders not; the dogs were gentle, and an English: nurse had been
found, one who had reared several titled infants and was as dependable
as sunrise.

Lanny himself had been reared in that court, and other little ones had
followed—one at a time, and at wide intervals, according to custom in
the fashionable world. Marceline herself, and then Lanny’s little daugh-
ter Frances, and Freddi Robin’s little Johannes, who had been brought
out of Germany and was now living in Connecticut. Lanny had
watched them, one after another, and renewed his sense of the infinite
mysteries of being. He had played music for them and watched their
responses; he had taught them to dance, and in Marceline’s case had
thus determined her career. He would have liked nothing better than
to stay in this peaceful spot and watch the unfoldment of a new mite of
life—half ITtalian, a quarter French and a quarter American. What other
strains m1ght-have been mixed in, back through the centuries, all the
Way to Adam and Eve?

Duty called to the son of Budd-Erling, and he couldn’t stay for the
delights of child study; he couldn’t play the beautiful piano scores piled
on the shelves in his studio; he couldn’t read the wonderful old books
which had been willed to hlm by a great-great-uncle in Connecticut
and had been calling to him for a matter of twenty years. There were
devilish forces loose in the modern world, and if they could have their
way, they would burn all the vital books and make fine music futile.
They would make any Franco-American mother wish she had never
brought a man-child into the world; they would turn a half-Italian boy
into such a monster as history would grow sick at the thought of.



