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| by LUYLE HOMROE

"How dare you make such a suggestioni"

The state physician doggedly stuck by his position. "I would not
make it, sire, it your life were not at stake. There Is no other sur-
geon Ln the Fatherland who can transplant a pitulitary gland but Doctor
Lans.,

"You will operatel®

The medico shook hls head. "You would dle, Leader. My skill is
not adequate. And unless the operation takes place at once, you will
cerfainly dies"

The Leader stormed about the apartment. He seemed about to give
way to one of the girlish bursts ot anger fthat even the inner state
clique teared so muchs Surprisingly he capltulated.

"Bring him herel™ he ordered.

DOCTOR LANS FACED THE LEADER with inherent dignity, a dignity and
presence fhat three ycars of "protective custody" had been vunable to
shakz. The pallor and gauntness ot the concentration camp lay wupon
him, but his race was used to oppression. "l see," he sald. "Yes, |
see.ssl can pertorm that operatlon. What are your tcrms?¥

"Terms?"™ The Lecader was aghast. "Terms, you filthy swine? You
are belng given a chance to redeem In part the sins ot your racel”

The surgeon ratsed his brows. "Do you not think | know that you
would not have sent tor mec had there been any othzr course available
to you? Obviously, my services have become valuable."

"Iou'll do as you are told! VYou and your kind are lucky to be
‘allve.

"Nevertheless | shall not operatc without my teec.”

"I sald you were lucky to be alive-=" The tonz was an opcn threat,

Lans sprecad hls hands. "Well-=1 am an old man..."

The Leader smiled. "True. But | am informzd that you have a---_
-3 fdm‘lyoooo“

The surgeon molstzned his lips. His Emma--they would hurt his
Emma...and his littlc Rosc. But he must bec brave, as Emma would have
him be. He was playing for high stakes--for all ot them. "They can-
not be worse oftf dead," hc answered firmly, "than thzy arc now."
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It was many hours before the Lecader was convinced that Lans
could not be budged. He should have known-~-the surgeon had lecarned
tortitude at his mother's brcast.

"What Is your fce?"

"A passport ftor myselt and my tamily."

"Good riddance."

"My personal fortune restored to me-="

"ery well."

"Me—to be pald In gold bectorz | opcratel”

The Leader started to object automatically, then checked himselt
quickly. Let the presumptuous fool think sol |t could be corrected
atter the operation,

"And the operation to takc place in a hospital on toreign soil."

"Prcpostcrouse”

"I must Insist."

"You do not trust me?"

Lans stared stralght back into hls eyes wlithout replyling. The
Leadzr struck him, hard, across the movuth. The surgeon made no cftf-

ort to avold the blow, but took it, with no change ot expression,

"YOU AKRE WILLING TO GO THKOUGH WITH IT, SAMUELZ" The younger
man looked at Doctor Lans without fcar as he answered,

"Certainly, Doctor."

| can not guaranteec that you will recover. The Leader's plitul-
tary gland 1s discased; when | exchange It for your healthy one your
.younger one may not be able to stand up under tte-that 1s the chance

you fﬁkz. Besides = a complete transplanting has never been done be-
fore.

"] know lte=but I'm out of the concentration campl"

"yeso Yes, that Is truee And 1f you do recover, you are free.
And | will attend you myselt, until you are well enough to travel,"

Samuel smileds "It will be a positive Joy to be sick in a coun
try where there are no concentration campsi”

"Very well, then. Let us commence."

They returned to the silent, nervous group at the other end of
the roome Grimly the money was counted out, every penny that the tam=-



ous surgeon had laid claim to beftore the Leader had decided that menr
ot his religion had no need tor money. Lans placed halt of the gold
In a money belt and strapped It around his waist. His wlte concealed
the other halt somewhere about her ample person.

IT WAS AN hour and twenty minutes later that Lans put down the
last instrument, nodded to the surgeons assisting him, and commenced
to strip ott operating gloves. He took one last look at his two pat-
ients betore he lett the room. They were anonymous undzr the sterile
gowns and dressings. Had he not known, he could not have guessed
dictator trom oppresseds Come to think of 1t, with the exchangz ot
those two tiny glands there was something of the dictator in his vic-
tim and something ot.the victim In the dictator.

DOCTOR LANS FETURNED TO THE hospttal later In the day, after sece-
ing his wite and daughter sately scttled 1in a ftirst class hotel. If
was an extravagence, In view ot his unccrtain prospects as a retugec,
but they had enjoyed no luxuries tor years back thzre-—--he didn't con-
sidzr it his home country--and it was justitiad This onces

He Inquired at the otflece of thz hospital for his second patient.
The clcrk looked puzzled. "But he Is not heresso"

"Not here?"

"Why, noe Hz was moved at the same time as Hls Excellency-=-=back
to your country."

Lans did not argue. The trick was obvious; it was too late to do
anything tor poor Samuel. He thanked his God that he had had the fore
sight to place himselt and his tamily beyond the recach ot such brutal
injustice betore operating, He thanked the clerk and lett,

THE LEADER RECOVERED CONSCIOUSNESS AT LAST. His braln was con-
tused--then he recalled the events betorc he had gone to sleep. The
opcrationl-=1t was overl And he was alivel He had never admitted to
anyone how terribly ftrightened he had bzen at the prospcct. But he
had lived=-he had |ived! H ¢ groped around tor the bellcord, and
tailing to tind it, graduvally forced his ecyes to tocus on the -"roem.
What outrageous nonscnse was this? This was no sort of a room tor the
Leader to convalesce In. He took in thz dirty white-washed celling,
and the bare wooden floor with distastes And the bedl It was no more
than a cotl

He shouteds Someone <came In, a man wcaring a uniform ot & troo-
per in his favorite corps. He started to glve him the tongue-lashing
of his llte, before having him arrested. But he was cut short.

"Cut out the racket, you unholy pigt"

At first he was too astounded to answer, thzn he shriecked, "Stand
at attention when vou address the Leader! Salutel®

The trooper Iboked dumbtounded at the slck man -- so totally dif-
fterent In appcarance from the Lecader, then gutftawed. He stepped to
the cot, struck a posec wlth his right arm raised In salute. He carrtled



a rubber trunchcon in it. "Heil to our Lecader!" he shouted, and
brought his arm down smartly. The truncheon crashed Into the sick
man's check bonec.

Another trooper camz in to sce what the nolse was while the
tirst was still laughing at his witicisms "What's up, Jon? Say,
you'!d better not handle that monkey too rough-=he's still carried on
the hospltal list." He glanccd casuvally at the bloody tace.

"Him? Didn't you know?" Jon pullied him to onec-side and whis-
perede.

The szcond man's cycs widened; he grinneds "So? They dont't
want him to get well, eh? Well, | could use a little exerclise this
morning=="

"Letts get Fats," the othcr suggested. "Hets always so  very
amusing with hls idcas."

"Good ldca«" He stepped to the door and belfowed , "Hey, Fatsi"
They didn't recally start in on him until Fats was therc to helpe.
THE END



