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    Jim Garfield sauntered from his office and hesitated between going outside for a cigarette or entering the projection room. He chose the latter. He wandered down the hall to the door marked, Keep Out Projection Studio, and went in. The room was dark. Walter Marsh leaned over a small scanning machine in the far corner, a single bulb lighting his face.


    "Walter," Garfield said cheerfully, "why in hell don't you get out for a


    little sunshine once in a while."


    Marsh straightened quickly, startled by Garfield's voice. He had been intent on the film.


    "Hello, Jim." Marsh turned off the machine and pressed the switch that lighted the small studio. He blinked under the brilliance of the light. "Taking another look at that Jap film. The Government thinks it's pretty important."


    Garfield sauntered down the short aisle of the studio and flopped into an easy chair.


    "But why use the scanning machine?" he protested. "That film was one of the finest sound jobs I ever made. Spent six months in Japan, before the war, filming it. What can you get out of it without hearing the sound track?"


    Marsh shrugged. He admired Garfield for his six feet of poise and easygoing handsomeness. He wondered, however, how long it would take to pound a point into Jim's head.


    "Our old argument coming up again, I see," he said. "I've told you a hundred times that I don't need to hear the sound track. If I see it in the scanning machine, that's enough."


    Garfield place a long leg over the arm of his chair and scowled.


    "Wait a minute," he said. "Might as well settle this myth of yours for all time. Prove it."

  


  
    "Prove what?" Marsh asked. "That you can tell every sound, every bit of conversation by scanning the track. Brother, I've got to be shown, and it'll be worth a free lunch for the man who can show me."


    Marsh grinned. It was a good-natured grin that marked him as the lover of a joke. Marsh had the ability to laugh at himself as readily as at the next fellow.


    "All right," he said. "I haven't seen the film for a couple of years. Suppose you start the machine, cover the image with your hand and let me tell you 'what goes' on the sound track?"


    Garfield frowned, got to his feet a little reluctantly and went to the scanner. While he started the motor, Marsh switched out the studio light once more. The projection-room was warm and the running film sent up the pleasant odor of hot celluloid. Garfield masked the picture with his hand.


    "Go ahead, master mind," he invited. "I'm ready."


    Marsh leaned close to the machine, squinting at the wavering sound-track on the edge of the film. He chuckled.


    "This is a scene of Mount Asama erupting," he said. "Lots of lava, smoke, and all that."


    The studio was silent for several seconds. The film clicked along rapidly.


    "Try again," Garfield invited.


    Marsh glanced up. His smile was gone.


    "I don't get it," he admitted.


    Garfield laughed.


    "Give up?"


    Marsh leaned over the machine again.


    "Don't get me wrong," he said. "I can read the track all right. I just don't understand where this scene came from. It has nothing to do with the Japanese takes. Seems to be a conversation between a couple of old settlers. I’d say from the track that they're somewhere in Alaska."


    Garfield removed his hand quickly.


    "How the hell . . .?" His eyebrows lifted.


    Walter Marsh stared at the exposed film. It was an Alaskan scene. Two trappers were standing before a snowdrifted store. He stepped away from the machine and turned on the lights.


    "Does that prove anything?" he asked.


    Jim Garfield was completely overwhelmed.


    "You're damned right it does," he admitted ruefully. "It proves that I tacked that northern scene on just to catch you. It didn't work. By golly, Walter, you're a whizz."


    Marsh was already busy rewinding the film.


    "I've been in this game for a long time," he said. "I don't know what good it does me to read that track, but it wins bets and buys dinners."


    Garfield started slowly up the aisle toward the door. He turned his head. "Which reminds me," he said. "I'm hungry. Leave the film until we have time for a bite of lunch. I guess it's on me."


    Rex Hunter, gray-haired and in his fifties, stared with admiration at the girl across the table.


    "Kid," he said admiringly, "every time I take you out, you manage to dress more stunningly. Who buys your clothes?"


    Phyllis Hunter's eyes twinkled.


    "I ought to slap your face for that remark, Dad. You picked this outfit yourself. It is nice."


    Hunter picked up his cocktail, took a long swallow and placed the empty glass on the cloth.


    "A beautiful girl of twenty-three, slim as a pursuit plane and covered from neck to foot with silver sequins. Girl, you're more like your mom every day. There was a doll."


    Phyllis' eyes grew misty.


    "She must have been lovely, Dad."


    Rex Hunter's face grew a shade more solemn. The crow's feet in the corners of his gray eyes deepened.


    "Two of the grandest women in the world." His hand crept across the table and dropped on Phyllis' slim fingers. "Two from the same mold."


    Phyllis broke the spell.


    "Come now, enough dreaming. You were going to tell me about Uncle Sam and all the money Talking News is going to make."


    Hunter frowned.


    "Take it easy, kid." He lowered his voice. "About that money. I've decided to skip the cash deal and make the Government a present of that film."


    Phyllis looked almost relieved. She leaned across the table, lips parted in a pleased oval.


    "Oh! Dad, I'm glad. They could have demanded the film for nothing, but they offered you lots of money for it. It's darn near noble of you to turn the money down."


    Rex Hunter flushed.


    "Not noble," he said. "Just my way of buying bonds. You see, Uncle Sam needs that film. The pictures were taken during peace-time. It shows almost every strategic coastal spot, city and town in Japan. Jim Garfield took it several years back and there's a lot of money tied up in it. It's been locked up since the war started. If Uncle Sam needs it, we'll deliver it free of charge."


    Phyllis' eyes lifted suddenly toward the door of the Silver Grill.


    "Speak of the devil," she said in a pleased voice. "Jim's coming in now with Walter Marsh, old 'darkroom dynamite' himself."


    Hunter turned and caught sight of the pair. He held up his hand, waited for Garfield to see him, then motioned them both to his table. Jim Garfield's eyes flashed with pleasure. The two men came toward them through the maze of tables.


    Hunter turned to his daughter.


    "You lay off Marsh," he said threateningly. "He may be quiet and all that, but he's okay."


    Phyllis shrugged.


    "Any man who can stay in that projection room with me when a feature length picture is running, without trying to wolf a kiss, isn't a man." She shrugged, a devilish grin on her lips."He's part of the film, that's all."


    Hunter chuckled.


    "Part of the film?" he said. "Yes, I guess Walter is almost a part of the film."


    "And a mighty dull part at that," Phyllis had a parting shot as Marsh and Garfield reached the table.


    "Sit down, fellows," Hunter said.


    "Say, Marsh, do you think the original of that Japanese masterpiece is in good shape?"


    "I like that masterpiece business," Jim Garfield interrupted. "That couldn't be a crack against your best photographer?"


    A laugh went around the table, and Marsh answered Hunter.


    "It will do," he said. "I'd suggest that we make a copy and keep the original. Might be a good idea to lock it in the morgue."


    Hunter's brows lifted slightly and Phyllis chuckled. She turned to Garfield.


    "Isn't that just like Walter?" she asked. "He'll protect your film. I didn't know you were that good."


    If Walter Marsh noticed the sarcasm in her voice, he ignored it.


    "I'll feel better if it's locked up," he said. "I looked that film over carefully this morning. I find it's even better than I remembered. Jim didn't miss one point of military importance. The coastal scenes -- the Tokyo layout -- are all perfect. It's just possible that the Japs themselves might like to get hold of the film."


    Hunter swore softly.


    "I had thought of that." He leaned forward. "The F.B.I, will pick up the original tonight. Meanwhile I'll call them and tell them what you're doing. Run off another copy of the entire film, pack it carefully, and lock it up."


    Jim Garfield had started a private conversation with Phyllis.


    "Probably the prettiest dress I've ever seen," he was saying. "Say, have you two business men finished your conference? If you have, let's eat. I owe Walter the best meal money can buy."
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