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$ 12*000  a  yea* a  year

C . H ..H ubert. 460-Ch*rvy * t., N«w YorH 
m akes $ 1 0 0  •  week

E l e c t r i c a l  E v e r t s  

i r e  i n  B i g  D e m a n d
IW QIDrai&lba at E i i i i  
T o B U a f f i|

SAMPLE 
LESSONS 

and JOB TICKETS 
to  prove h ow  

easily you can learn  
ELECTRICITY

The. coupon will hrinif Ton sour-
Tiekvi-, ThWuirii m u .t’i
have siepH-d inttf big-pay cl*:<-;r>s'ai Job-.

I t ’s a  jhasne for you to earn  $15 to  $20 o r  $30 a  week, when in 
th e  sam e six days, as  an E lectrical E xpert you could m ake $00 to  $100 
and do  it easier—not work half so hard. W hy then  rem ain in the  small 
pay game, in a line of work th a t  offers no chance, no  big prom otion, 
ho big income? F it  yourself fo r a real job  in  the  big electrical industry .

Be an Electrical Expert
Learn to Earn $3,000 to $5,000 a Year

Today even th e  o rd inary  electrician—the  “ screw  driver” k ind—is m aking 
m oney— big m oney. But i t ’s the  trained  m an—the “ E lectrical E x p e rt"— 
win* is picked out to  “boss’' the o rd inary  E lectricians— to  boss tbe Big 
Jo b s—the jobs that pay StHJ to  $UfO a week. G et in line for one o£ these 
“ Big Jel'.s." S tart, Gy enrolling now for my easily learned, quickly 
g rasped , right tip-to-the-m inute, Spa re-T im e Hom e Study Course.

Age or Lack of Experience No Drawback
Y ou don 't have to  be  a College M a n ; you d o n 't have 
xo be a  II igh Schoc 1 G raduare. I know e x a t11 y tlie 
kind of tra in ing  you need, and I  will give you th a t 
tra in ing . My t'um >e in E-tct'-ieity is simple, thorough 
and complete, and oners every man reg a rd 1 css of age, 
education, of pr < v i o us <xpr rience tIte c h a nc e to become 
an  “ Electrical E x p ert,"  able to m ake from S‘X> t0 $300 
« week.

Six Working Outfits— No Extra Charge
W ith me, you do prm.iie:d wo■. k— si te n ie . You «ta rt
righ t in lh e r  you’- tb-si f'.-•'V i.essoim jo w ork a t your
rfo ies sion in tliv regular 1way and make extra  money
m  your sp;are time. For t ’.. i-= you r e d  tools, and I  give
you six complete om iits.

Your Satisfaction Guaranteed
So sure am 1 t- at • < can b arn  E lec tric ity —so sure 
am  I that a :n  r -i • ; "ii. too. can get
in to  the "h:g nmn*. y" « G-. -■ r: < . • ;•! wo:k. 111 i 1
will agree ill w :i';ug  to ■ *. > < * > r-re le  penny paid
to  mo >n iuitlo.i. I;, ••!:>:> >.m >t m r-ded my co n r-t. 
you are ro t ‘ami-tied i: wa- : mm inve-im cnt you
f ver ’:iadt. and lock  *h:- ;.m v* ohml stands a t wo 
million dollar institu tion , thus assuring  to  every student 
enrolled, not only a wonderful training in E lectricity , 
bu t an unsurpassed Student Service as well.

Get Started Now^M ail Coupon
t  want to  send you my E lectrical Book. Sam ple Lessens 
and  some jo b  Tickets, all F ree . These cost you noth ing  
and you 'll enjoy them . M ake the s ta r t today for a 
brigh t fu ture  in  electricity . Send in C oupon— Now.

L. L. Cooke, Chief Engineer
L. L. COOKE SCHOOL OF ELECTRICITY

2150 Lawrence Avenue Dept. 142 Chicago, 111.

FREELesson\Bootz Coupon
L. L. COOKE, Dept. 142.
2156 Lawrence Ave., Chicago, III.
Send me at once your big free book and particulars of your 
home-study course in Klectricity, including your outfit, ei-i 
p] foment st-ni'-c and cash, awards.

t;ity .........  -- ------ ------------- ---State

The Cooke Trained1 M an is the “B igP ay'M an
Please mention Newsstand Group—Men 's L ist, when answering advertisements



The Clayton Standard on a Magazine Guarantees:
T h a t  th e  s to r ie s  t h e r e in  a re  c le a n , in te r e s t in g ,  v iv id ;  b y  le a d in g  w r i te r s  o f  th e  d a y  a n d  
p u r c h a s e d  u n d e r  c o n d i t io n s  a p p ro v e d  b y  th e  A u th o r s '  L e ag u e  o f  A m e ric a ;
T h a t  su ch  m a g a z in e s  a re  m a n u f a c tu r e d  in  U n io n  s h o p s  by  A m e ric a n  w o r k m e n ;
T h a t  e a ch  n e w s d e a le r  a n d  a g e n t  Is in s u r e d  a f a i r  p r o f i t ;
T h a t  a n  i n te l l ig e n t  c e n s o r s h ip  g u a rd s  t h e i r  a d v e r t is in g  p a g e s .

The other  Cloy ton magazines a re :
ACE-HIGH MAGAZINE, RANCH ROMANCES, COWBOY STORIES, CLUES, FIVE-NOVELS 

MONTHLY, THREE STAR STORIES, AIR ADVENTURES, RANGELAND STORIES,
BIG STORY MAGAZINE and FOREST AND STREAM

More Than a Million and a Quarter Clayton Magazines Sold Every Month.

v o l . x i i i , n o . i CONTENTS F e b r u a r y

COVER DESIGN H. W. WESSOLOWSKI
Painted in oils from a scene in "The Might of the Scorpion."

THE MIGHT OF THE SCORPION SEWELL PEASLEE WRIGHT 11
Ted McKay Extracts the Venom of a Deadly Scorpion.

THROUGH THE WAR ON A SUBMARINE AS TOLD TO D. W. HALL
BY CAPT. J. D. DRYBURGH, R.N. R. 36

The Second of a Thrilling Series of Actual Wartime Sub-Sea Adventures.

THE SPIRIT OF FRANCE S. B. H. HURST 57
She Danced for Mohammedans, and She Was White; and When Mergui Boiled Over 

with Religious Fanaticism— White She Remained!

BLACK ARROWS P. S. WINTON 67
A Ndrthwoods Trapper Fights Fire with Fire.

THE SUB AND THE MERCHANT PRINCE F, V. W. MASON 75
A Yellow Captain; an Enemy Sub—but Jeff Gaines Sticks with His Crippled Ship,

DEVIL VALLEY FRANK RICHARDSON PIERCE 9-t
Contact and Mile-High Explore a Northwest Valley of Terror.

MAEHOE MURRAY LEINSTER 103
A Story of a Brutal White, a Faithful Black, and Fear,

PASSENGERS BERTRAND W. WILLIAMS 115
A Deserted Derelict Comes to Life and Kidnaps Carnegie—and His Passengers.

WITH PICK AND PAN JOHN A. THOMPSON 129
A Department of Prospecting and Mining.

ADVENTURERS ALL ALL OF US 133
A Meeting Place for Those Who Travel Adventure Trails.

Single Copies, 20 Cents (In  Canada, 2.', Cents) Yearly Subscription, $2.00
Issued monthly by Danger Trail, Inc., 80 Lafayette St., New York, N .Y . N athan  Goklmann, P re s id e n t; H. M ayer, 
Secretary. Entered  as second-class m atter Dec. 31. 1925, a t the  Post Office a t New York. N. Y., under the A ct of 
M arch 3, 1870. Copyright, 1928, by A dventure Trails. T itle  registered as a T rade-m ark  in U. S. Pa ten t Office, 
Member N ewsstand Group—M en’s List. For advertising  ra les  address E. R. Crowe & Co., Inc., 25 V anderbilt 
Ave., New Y ork ; o r 225 N orth  M ichigan Ave., Chicago.



Amazingly Easy 
to get into ELECTRICITY

Don’t  spend your life waiting for $5 raises in a dull, hopeless job.
Now. . .  and forever, . .  say good-bye to 25 and 35 dollars a week. Let 
me teach you how to prepare for positions that lead to $50, $60 and 
on up to $200 a week in Electricity—NOT by correspondence, but 
by an amazing way to teach that makes you an electrical expert 
in 90 days! Getting into electricity is far easier than you imaginel

Learn Without Books in 90days
Lack o f experience—age, or advanced 
education bars no one. I don’t care 
If you don’t  know an armature 
from anair brake— I don’ t  expect 
you to! It makes no difference!
Don’t  let lack of moneystop you.
Most of the men at Coyne have 
no more money than you have. 
T hat’s why I have worked out 
m y astonishing offers.

Earn W hile  
Learning

I f  you need p a rt-tim e  work to  
h*lp pay your living expenses 
I 'll help you g e t it. T hen , in 12 
b rie f weeks, in  th e  g re a t  roar* 
in g  shops of Coyne, 1 train  you 
a s  you never dream ed you could 
fee tra in e d ... on one o f th e  g rea t
e s t  outlays of electrical appa- 
p a ra tu s  ever assem bled . . .  real 
dynamos, engines, pow er plants, 
autos, sw itchboards, transm it- 
t ln g s ta tio n s . .. every th ing  from 
doorbellB  to  f a rm  pow er an d  
l ig h t in g , . .full-sized . . ,  in fu l! 
operation  every  d ay !

NO BOOKS
N o Glasses

N odull books, no baffling charts, 
n o  c la s s e s , you g e t individual 
tra in in g . . .all real actual work 
. . . building real ba tte rie s  . . . 
w inding real a rm atures, oper
a tin g  real m otors, dynam os and 
generators, w iring houses, etc..

P repare fo r  Job* 
l ik e  Timm

Here are a  few o f  hundreds
of positions open to Coyne- 
trained men. Our free em
ployment bureau gives you 
lifetime employment service.
A rm a tu re  E x p e r t  .  $100 8  W eek 
^u b s .rv m n  O p e ra to r ,  Si;;- a  W eek 

ito  E k c tr ic s a n  . $110 a  W eek
.......................17r  (im ited

M ain ten an ce  E n g in e e r ,S ljif i a w k. 
S e rv ic e  S ta tio n  O w n e r ,  $2(;G a  w k . 
R ad io  E x p e r t  .  . $100 a  W eek

®tc. T hat’s a glim pse o f how we  
help to make you a master elec

trician, and fit you to hold big 
job* after graduation.

Jolts, Pay, 
Future

Our employment department
Biveayou li f e t im e  s e rv ic e . 
Two weeks a fter  graduation  
Clyde F. Hart go t a position 
a s  electrician w ith  the  G rea t 
W estern Railroad a t  oyer $100 
a week. That’s n o t unusual. 
We can point to  m any Coy no 
m en m a k in g  u p  to  $600 a 
month. $60 a week is only th e  
beginning o f your opportu
nity.

AVIATIO N
ELECTRICITY

I am Including m y new A vi
ation Electrical Course to all 
who enroll now.

Get the Facts
Coyne la your one great chance 
to get in toe lectric ity . E very ob- 
etacle is removed. This school la 
SO years old—Coyne tra in ing  fa 
te s ted —proven beyond all doubt 
—endorsed by many large elec
trica l concerns. You can find 
o u t every th ing  absolutely free. 
Sim ply mail th e  coupon s n d  le t 
m e send you th e  big, freeC oyna 
bookof 150 pho to g rap h s ... facta 
. . .  jo b s ... , s a la rie s . .  . oppo rtu 
nities. Tells you how m a n y  earn ex
penses while training and bow we 
ftnaist onr graduates in the field. Thia 
does ro t obligate yoo. So act at 
cnee. Just ma.l foopoo.

/
/Get

this
FREE
B oo\

COYNE
one o f  the late "type Radial A irc ra f t E n

gines in our  aviation departm ent

ELECTRICAL SCHOOL
H.C. LEW IS, P rw MD ept. 29-66

_  H. C . LEWIS. P res.
|  C O Y N E  E L E C T R IC A L  S C H O O L , D e p t .  29-f 6

1 500  5 . Paulina S tre e t. Chicago, Illinois
D ear Mr. Lewie;

I Without obligation send me your big free catalog and 
all details of Free Employment Service, Aviation Eleetri-

I city. Radio and Automotive Courses without extra eoet 
and how I can “earn while learning." I understand I will 
not be bothered by any salesman.

Nam e .

5 OO 8* PAULINA ST. FotmOcd 18N  CHICAGO, IL L  |  City, State,

'■ Please mention Newsstand Group— Men's List, when answering advertisements
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Wchaveplaeed machin
ists, carpenters, mason*, 
plumbers, railroad men, 
office clerks.farm era and 
even laborers In flue 
Drafting Jobs under 
this plan. Mail Coupon 
lor details of our 
r e m a r k a b l e  o l t e r . ^  'T

Men Who Work With Their Hands
M ake the Best

DRAFTSMEN

and We’ll Back Them With 
This Guarantee of a 

DRAFTING JOB and RAISE!
We are looking for more am bitious young fellows with fac
to ry , building-trade or any o ther kind of mechanical expe
rience to  prepare for and help place in  well-paid Drafting 
positions. Such m en, we find, tire unusually successful as 
D raftsm en, because they know how things are done, and th a t's  
a priceless asset to  the  m an who makes the b lueprint plans.
F o r there’s  a  g rea t deal more to  D rafting than  “ mechanical 
draw ing" and  reading blueprints. The real jobs, tho3e pay
ing §50 to $100 a  week, give you  a  ch an ce to cash  in  o n  
your en tire  p a s t  m e c h a n ic a l  experience. G et in touch 
with me and I'll tell you how.

DRAFTING I* Logically YOUR NEXT MOVE!
Of course you realize the  biggest handicap to  mechanical work is 
th a t  you're limited in earning capacity to  the o u tp u t of your tw o 
hands, as long as you live. E ven the skilled mechanic earning §50 
to  $00 a  week has reached his limit. He can never earn more and 
when he gets old he will earn  less. So I d o n 't blame any  m an for 
wanting to get away from his futureless outlook. For wanting to  
get in to  something where he can use his h e a d  as well as his hands— 

cwhere he will be paid for w hat he know s, instead of only for w hat 
*he does . , . You know enough about blueprints to  understand 
th a t  PLANS govern every move in factory and construction job. 
T he D raftsm an who makes them is several jum ps ahead of the 
workman who follows them . And so I w ant you to  know th a t  
D R A F T IN G  is a  logical, natu ral PROM OTION from mechanical 
and  building work—better-paid, more interesting—ju s t the kind of 
work you'd enjoy doing.

Get My NO-RISK Plan
T he way to  a  fine D rafting job for y o u —is easier than  you think.
I t  takes no “ artistic  ta len t” or advanced education. Thou
sands of men no sm arter than  you, with no more education or 
ability  have learned i t  quickly and you can, too. With the  co
operation of some of the biggest employers and engineers in the U. S, 
we have worked out a’ plan to prepare you for Drafting work in your 
spare tim dat home—to actually place you in a  line position and 
to raise your pay. Backed by th e  guaran tee  shown above to  
refund the  sm all cost, If we fail. Mail the coupon and I'll be 
glad to tell you all about this life-time chance to get into Drafting.

The A m erican School
D e p t .  D -368,  D r e x e l  A v e ,  a n d  5M b  S t , ,  C h ic a g o ,111.

O nly one other m an 
ro d  I ,  o f c is  tak ing  
C a lifo rn ia  S ta te  Board 
exam ina tion  for Archi
te c t passed. Then  I 
realized th e  thorough 
end  practical tra in ing  
g iven  by  A m erican 
School. In  18 month# 
I have gone from  

tra c e r  to  Chief D rafts
m an, in charge of all 
a rch itec tu ra l and e n 
gineering  work in 
one of th e  old ea t 
offices here.”  R. L . 
W A R R E N . Loa A n- 

Rales. Calif.

Sul .... ... .
1915 1 was working 
24 hours n nigh t, 
•even  nights a  week 
fo r  $1.83 a  night. 
T h a t  Fall I  got a  job 
in  th e  Engineering 
D ep t, of a  largo firm 
fleer here. T oday f 
w ork  5 H  days a 
week and  tiiy salary 
is larger tb a u  I evftr 
d ream ed  of when I 
began th a t ronrse in  
M echanical Dr sifting.”  
B , H . SK A V EIIN 8, 
Sou th  Bend, Iud,

3  D raftin g  L esson s, 
A ctu ally  F R E E

T o  S h o w  Y ou  H ow  In te r e s t in g  
a n d  S im p le  D ra f t in g  Is  . .  .

I wish I had the room here to tell you all 
about DRAFTING—how it has become 
the most important branch of every kind of 
manufacturing and construction work— 
how fascinating the work is—what a flan 
bunch of fellows Draftsmen are, the big 
salaries paid—how while Drafting is white-
collar office w ork, i t  is  closely hooked-up w ith  h ie  
project# and  b ig m en. Ail th a t  tak es  a 36-page book 
to  tell and  1*11 be g lad to  send  I t  to  you fr«r, and  in 
ad d ition  1 w a n t to  send  you th e  first th ree  lessons 
of ou r hom e-train ing  so you c a n  see how you’ll like 
th e  work a nd  how sinii'h? i t  is  to  lea rn . Coupon briiu.-j 
everything '— mail i t  righ t aw ay.

American School, D ept. D '268  
Drexel Ave. & 58th S t., Chicago. III.
Please send free and  w ith o u t th e  sligh test obliga'ioi 
3 D rafting  lesson-, 36-page book a b o u t th e  oppur 
utilities in D rafting  and  y our G uarantee to  ge t un 
a D rafting  Jo b  and  a R ai-e.

Please mention N ewsstand Gteot’i*—Men’s L ist, when answering advertisements



Low Pay.. Long hours.. Routine.. No Future

Always worrying over money. 
Always skimping and econo- 
mixing—going without the com
fort* and luxuries that every 
man DESERVES for his fam
ily and himself.

The Time Clock—a badge of 
hawk-like supervision and The 
Rut. A constant reminder that 
one is “just another name on 
the payroll/*

Human cogs in a great ma
chine. No chance to meet 
people, travel, or have interest
ing experiences. A long, slow, 
tiresome road that leads no
where.

Always wondering what would 
happen in case of a “ lay-off” 
or loss of job. No chance to 
express ability—no chance to 
get ahead. COULD there bo 
a way out?

I Said Good-bye to It All 
After Reading This Amazing Book*

Raised My Pay 700%!

Where Shall We Send Your Copy. . .  Free?
W H E N  a  man who has been struggling 

along ar a low-pay job suddenly 
steps out and commences to earn real 
money—$S,uuU. ?7,-M'0, or a y*=;u
—ho usually gives his friends quite a shack, 
h ' s  bard for them to b e l ie v e  be is : h «• 
same man ihey ti*ed to know . . , but such 
things happen much move frequently than 
mod people. realize. Not only one, but 
HUNDREDS have altered the whole course 
of their lives after reading the amazing 
hook ilhr'.rated at the n.-hi.

True, it i* only a book—just seven ounce- 
of paper amt printer’s ink—bur it con
tains the vivid and inspiring me-sags
That any ambitious man can read I It le- 
reals fact1? and secrets that will open 
almost any man’s eves to Things he ha> 
never even dreamed ofl

R em arkab le  S a la ry  Increases
For example. R, B. ITansen of Akron, 

Ohio, is just one ease. Not long ago he 
was a foreman in the rubber-cu nr. e room 
of a big factory a t a salary of 5100 a 
month. One day this lernarkable volume, 
•Modern Salesman ship,”  fell into his 
ham Is. And from that day on, Mr. Hart- 
-on clearly saw the way to say. ‘‘Good-bye” 
K-revvr to low pay, long hours and tire- 
H»rue rout-no! Today he has reaped the 
j-i wards that- this little volume placed 
w.thin his reach. His salary’ runs well

into the 5-figure class—actually exceeding 
510.000 a yearI

Another man, Wm. Shore of Neenacb, 
< ahfomhi, was a cowboy when he sent for 
“ .Modern Salesmanship/' Now lie is a 
star -aiesman making a< high as 5525 in a
-ingit- %-.eek. O. D. Oliver of N orm an.
Qk1ahom a., read  it and  tunii. !. I rot:n 5 Lbh) a
mom h  to over if lO /i00 a  t■ear! C. V.
p hiim uian of Dan• . li t.  llliu..;,s, r;aSc.i hi-
sal ci,'. to over 5:31hniiir .V jr.;u■ am i became
r  re-i« Jem of c ts company in tho b a rg a in »

A F ew W eeks—T henB igger Pay
There was nothing ’'different*' about any 

of thc'-ef men when they started. None of 
them had any special advantages—although 
all of them realized that SALESMANSHIP 
offers bigger rewards than any tvlier pro
f.-don under the son. But. like many 
o»hi-r men, they MtlHeribed io the fooli-h 
belief that ffUcces-ful sale-men are born 
wuh some sort of "magic gilt "  "Modern 
Salc.-manshlp” showed them that nothing 
could be farther from the truth! Salesman
ship is ju»i like any other profession. Jr 
has cerrain fundamental rules and laws— 
law* that you can master as easily a> you 
learned die alphabet.

( ity and traveling sale* position* are 
open in every line all over the c-'ruirrv 
K<>r years. rhoui-an-ds of leading iinna have 
called on the N.S.T.A. to supply them

with salesmen. Employment service is free 
to both employers and members and thou
sands have secured positions this way.

FREE TO EVERY MAN
See for your-ulf WITT "Modern Sales

manship'' lias been the deciding factor in 
the careers of >o many men who are no-,, 
making 510.0(10 a  year. Learn for yourself 
the KKAL TP.FTII about die a n  of selling! 
You do nor risk one penny or incur tin 
slightest obligation. And since it. may mea:. 
the. turning point of your whole career. /  
certainly i-; worth your time to fill o’t- 
and clip the blank below Send it now;
NATIONAL SALESMEN'S TKAININC ASS N.

Dept. B-791 N.S T A.BUr. Ctic.««, III

National Salesmen’s Training Ass’rt. 
Dept.. 8-791. N.S.T.A. Bldg.,

; Chicago, Ili.
c  Without cost or obligation, yon may ■ 
Tr scud me your free book, "Modern ; 
fL Sale-'iiuniship.”

i  City ______ ___________State — u_—— :
^ Age -_________ Occupation -------------- ••
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F ind  T he T w in s
Here is a  new puzzle th a t  will be fun for you. In  fact, 

you may win a  B uick Sedan and $555.00 in cash, to ta l $1,875, 
if you find the twin John A ldensand send your answer prom ptly.

Eighteen of the  pictures a re  exactly alike, b u t “ two," and only 
“ tw o" are different from all the rest. See if you can find the  differ

e n t pictures—they  are the twins. If  you do  you m ay win a Buick 
Sedan and $555 cash extra, or $1,875 in cash. H undreds have already 

won prizes; Lillie Bohle won $1500, Fred  Selinger won $3000, M rs. R. T.
Frederick won $1000, R obert F . Spilm an won $1000, and many o thers. You 

may be next. Everybody taking active p a rt rewarded. You get your choice ' 
of B uick Sedan or $1875 in cash. Answer quickly—You m ay be the  one who 1 
will see this ad  and  solve i t

And WIN BUICK SEDAN S'aV h \  5j
$55$.00 c h eck  s e n t  y o u  a t  o n ce  as an a d d it io n a l p r ize  

a s b e lo w  i f  y o u  a n s w e r  q u i c k ly
As a  reward for quick action— we send you check for $555 to  add to  F irs t Prize 
Buick Sedan if you win, and directions fo rg e ttin g  a  4-door M aster Six Buick 
Sedan. Send answer a t  once. Costs nothing. N o tricks or chances,

5 Cars Given—No More Puzzles to  Solve
I will give a  beautiful B uick Sedan, also a  C hrysler Sedan, also a  N ash Sedan, 
also an  Essex Sedan, and a  Chevrolet Sedan—5 C ars and a  large list of addi
tional costly Prizes— over $6,500. Every  C ar has four doors and will be deliv
ered F R E E  to winners by  nearest a u to  dealers. M any have already won Prizes 
and now to advertise our business you ca n get this new Buick Sedan or.$ 1,875 Cash.

$555.00  Extra for Prom ptness
Be prom pt. Ju s t find the  “ tw in" pictures of John Alden th a t  are different from 
all the  rest. Look carefully. They all look alike, b u t two of them are  different.

, Send me the num bers of the two th a t a re  different with your name and ad- j 
dress a t  once, then we will tell you how to  win the  Buick. T h a t’s all. Send 
no money. All who answer can share in Cash and Prizes. In  case of 
ties, duplicate prizes will be given those tying. If you can find the 

twins send me their numbers righ t away. H urry! $555 Cash for 
promptness.

L.M.STONE, 844 Adams St., Dept. 346.
‘ CHICAGO, ILL.

7i

m

13

Mi
111 h u J y u J i i

y f n s w e r T o d d y !

Please mention N ewsstand Group—M en’s L ist, when answering advertisements



Earn
’lO O a W e e k
Say goodbye to low pay. Get 
into the Auto Business, where 
bigpay—extramoney—raises 
come quick! A brilliant future 
awaits you in the World’s Big
gest Business. If you’re earn
ing acent less than $60 a week, 
clip that coupon. Learn how 
$50—$75—even $100 a week 
is possible for you now! Find 
out about this training which 
boosted Yancyof Perla, Ark., 
from $30 a week up to $90!
Open Your Own
Auto
My Free Book tells how 
men make extra money 
while training, and then 
go into business with no 
further Capital. It’s the 
training that counts, and 
it is complete training that 
I give you.
Common Schooling 

All You Need
Men between 15 and 60, 
with very little education, 
are becoming Garage Own
ers,Superintendents,Fore
men. Whether you have 
had years of Auto Expe
rience, or never touched a 
car before, send for this 
Free Book Now. I’ll show 
you the quick way to get 
in line for real success in 
the Auto Business.

FREE Auto Book!
B . W . COOKC, D irecting E n g in o tr ,
C h ic a g o  M o to r  T ra in in g  C o rp o ra tio n ,
1 9 ! $  S u n n y* id * Avo., Dopt. 13-5 2  Chicago, HI.
Send me your Book, "Auto Facta” , Free of charge. 
Also full particulars of yoor Aviation Conrae offer 
and of "JOB-WAY” Training, This obligate# roe 
In no way whatever.

N a m e ..

Ace - . OccvpAtic

HOME!
SendcouponforFreeAutoBook. 
See how I train you right at 
home, in every branch of Auto 
work—Learn how I prepare you, 
quickly and easily, for the Big 
Jobs, paying up to $100 a week, 
and more. "Job-Way” Training 
includes all Mechanical and 
Electrical work-Starting,Light
ing, Ignition — also Welding, 
Brazing, Vulcanizing — every
thing you need to get in line for 
a big pay Job as an Electrical 

and Mechanical Auto Expert.
I’U Help Ton Get a
Good Job

My Employment Depart
ment will help you get a good 
Job whenever you want one. 
You don’t have to wait until 
you have graduated to use 
this service. No sir, as soon 
as you have shown that you 
know enough about Autos 
to hold the Job I’ll give you 
this help whenever you ask 
for itl What is more, you can 
use it as long as you live!
Get A ll th e  Fasts!
Send for m y new F ree  Book nowl 
See w hat “ Job-W ay" has done for 
hundreds. See w hat it can do for 
you. Learn all about my legal m on
ey-back ag reero en t-an d  them any 
added features. Clip coupon nowl

L W .  C O O K E  E a J t a e X

Cfsfsag® Meter Training Carp, 
1916 StmnysMe Are, CHICAGO

Please mention N ewsstand Group—Men 's L:st, when answering advertisements



Big Story 
Magazine

Something New in the Magazine World

O n e  long story complete in each 
issue—no more waiting from month 
to month — no more harrowing 
nights spent in wondering if the 
heroine fell off the fatal precipice 
or whether the hero was true to 
his old love. ■« ‘V t V- is

Now, for twenty-five cents, you 
will know the whole story. You 
will buy a complete book-length 
novel, a tale of love and adventure 
to make your heart stand still.

BIG STORY MAGAZINE
is on the newsstands the third Thursday

of each month.

Please mention N ewsstand Groit—Men 's L ist, when answering advertisements



This Singular Book W ields a  
Strange Power Over Its Readers
G iving them  a  MAGNETIC PERSONALITY a lm o st in sta n tly!

W ill You Read It 5 Days FREE—to Prove It 
Can Multiply Your Present Income?

A S T R A N G E  book! A book 
that seems to cast a speli 

over every person who turns its 
pages!

A copy of this hook was left 
lying on a hotel table for a few 
weeks. Nearly 400 people saw 
the book—read a few pages— 
and then sent for a copy!

In another case a physician 
placed a copy in his waiting- 
room. More than 200 patients 
saw the book—read part of it— 
and then ordered copies for 
themselves!

W hy arc people so 
p ro fo u n d ly  affected 
by this book? — so 
a n x i o u s  to ge t  a 
copy? The answer is 
simple. The book re
veals to them for the 
first time how any 
one can d e v e l o p  a 
Magnetic Personali
ty instantly! It ex
plains how to gain 
o v e r n ig h t  the per
sonal charm that at
t r a c t s  c o u n t l e s s  
friends—the self-con
fidence that insures 
quick success in any 
business.

It tells how to draw 
people to you at once, 
irresistibly — bow to 
be popular in any so
ciety—bow to over

come almost a t once any tim idity you 
m ay have— how to lie a m agnet of 
hum an attraction , well-liked w herever 
you go.

Best of all it tells you ltovv to ac
complish these results instantaneously!

W hence Comes th is  
U ncanny Volum e?

F o rty  years ago, Edm und Shaft
esbury, student of the hum an mind, 
set ou t to discover the secret of .Per
sonal M agnetism . H e applied his dis
coveries to his friends. Results were 
aston ish ing! H is methods seemed to  
transform  people into entirely  new 
beings! S haftesbury’s fame spread. 
G reat m en cam e to him. H is s tu 
den ts  and  friends embraced such names 

as G ladstone, Q u e e n  
V ictoria, Edwin Booth, 
H enry  W  a i d  Beecher, 
and Cardinal Gibbons.

U ntil recently Shaftes
b u ry ’s teachings h a v e  
been available only to 
people who could pay $”5 
o r $50 each for in s truc
tion books. Now, his 
wonderful teachings have 
been collected into a simile 
volatile, at a price within the 
reach of all! And further
more, Shaftesbury has con
sented to reveal hundred* of 
new discoveries never before 
put into print.

Strange E ffect 
on Readers

Readers of this b o o k  
quickly become masters of 
a singular power to influ
ence men and women around 
them. Not. by force—not by 
loud argument. Rut rather 
by some subtle, insinuating 
power that sways men’s emo
tions. They are able to 
play on people’s feelings just 
as a skilled violinist plays 
upon a violin.

Is it any wonder that thousands of
men and women say that they are over
joyed with the results they have received 
One enthusiast said of this volume, “Things 
I have read there T would never have 
dreamed of.” Another wrote, *'J would 
not give up what Shaftesbury has taught 
me tor #100,0001**

In your everyday life—in social Ilf©—
you will find this book of immense value. 
You will learn to fascinate people you
meet—to attract new friends—to gain speedy 
promotion in business.

Read this Book 5  Days Free
Merely mail coupon below and this re

markable volume, with cover in handsome 
dark burgundy cloth, gold embossed, will be 
sent you for free examination. If you
aren’t stirred and inspired in the 5-day 
free period, return it and it costs you
nothing. Otherwise keep it as your own and 
remit the Special Price of only $3 in full 
payment. This volume was originally pub
lished to sell at ?5—but in order to reach 
many readers—it is being offered at reduced 
price. You risk nothing—so clip and mail 
this couoon NOW. Ralston 1’nivei s.iiy 
Press. TVpt. 2'17-B, Meriden, Conn.

RALSTON U N I V E R S I T Y  PRESS
Dept. 207-B. Meriden, Conn.

All right—I’ll be the judge. You may 
send me the volume ‘‘Instantaneous Per
sonal Magnetism” for 5 days KRKK EX
AMINATION in my home. Within the 5 
days { will either remit the special low 
price of only $'-i. in full payment, or return 
it without cost or obligation.

Name __________

Address -------------------------

City .... ............... ............State ............ m.......
Special cash price $2.Oil if payment ac

companies coupon. This saves heavy book
keeping and clerical ex [sense. Money re
funded if dissatisfied and book is returned 
within five days.
(Customers from outside V. S. and Canada 

must send payment with order, i

Book Tells You
How to develop a Mag

netic Personality 
I low to use certain 

Oriental Secrets 
How to gain perfect 

nerve control 
How to read people's 

feelings by watching 
their mouths 

How to read people’s 
t ho u gl i r. s by wa t eh - 
itig their eyes 

How to develop a mag
netic eye

How to make your face 
appear 20 years 
younger

How to control others 
by a glance 

How to use Magnetic 
Healing

How to end awkward
ness and timidity 

How to attract the op
posite sex

How to get ahead in 
your business or pro
fession

How to make your sub
conscious mind work 
wonders

And dozens of other 
vital topics.

Please mention N ewsstand Grove—M i.x’s L ist, when answering advertisements



I Will TrainYou 
at Home to Fill

a Big-Pay 
UoJob

Hert s the 
P R a O F

$3 7 $  O n e M o n t h  
l a  S p a r e  T i m e
"Recently I made 
$375 in one month 
in my spare time 
installing, servic
ing, selling Ra
dio Sets.”
Earle Cummings, 
18 Webster St,, 
Haverhill, Mass,

S4fO  a  M o n th
"I work in what 

I believe to be the 
largest and best- 
equipped R a d i o  
shop in the South
west ami also op
erate KG FI. I
am averaging $450 
a month.”

Frank M. Jones 
922 Guadalupe St.. 
San Angelo, Tex.

H adio jo l
If you are earning a penny less than $50 

a week, send Cor my book of information on 
the opportunities in Radio. I t ’s FREE. Clip 
the coupon NOW. A flood o f  gold is pouring 
into Radio, creating hundreds of big pay jobs. 
Why go along at $25, $30 or $45 a week when 
the good jobs in Radio pay $50, $75 and up to 
$250 a week? "Rich Rewards in Radio” gives 
full information on these big jobs and explains 
how you can quickly learn Radio through my 
easy, practical home-study training.

Salaries «t (SO to $2 $ 0  a Week 
Not (Jntuual

The amazing growth of Radio has astounded 
the world. In a few short years three hun
dred thousand jobs have been created. And 
the biggest growth is still to come. That’s 
why salaries of $50 to $2.r>0 a week are not 
unusual. Radio simply hasn’t got nearly the 
number of thoroughly trained men it needs.
You Can U a ta  Quickly and Easily 

In Spare Time
Hundreds of N. R. I, trained men are today mak

ing big money—holding down big jobs—in the lladio 
field. You. ioo, should get into Radio. You can stay 
borne, hold your job and learn in your spare time. 
Lack of high school education or Radio experience 
are no drawbacks.
Many Earn $15 , $20, $30 Weekly 

On the Side While Learning
i teach you to begin making money shortly after 

you enroll. My new practical method makes this 
possible. 1 give you SIX BIG OUTFITS of Radio 
parts and teach you to build practically every type of 
receiving set. known. M. B. Sullivan, 412 73rd St., 
Brooklyn. N Y. writes: *‘i made $720 while study-
Term. 'T  picked up $935 hi my spare time while 
studying/'
Your Money Back IE Not Satisfied

My course fits you for all lines—manufacturing. 
Felling, servicing sets, in business for yourself, operat
ing on board ship or in a  broadcasting station—and 
many others. 1 hack up my training with a signed 
agreement to refund every penny of your money if, 
after completion you are not satisfied With the les
ions- and instructions I give you.
Aet NOW-6 4 .Page Book is TREE

Send for this big book of
Radio information. It has 
put hundreds of fellows on 
the road to bigger pay and
«u.cfps< . <.;**? i t .  S e e  w h a t.
Radio off pis you, and how 
iny Employment Departmoni 
helj^ you get into Radio 
aft or you graduate, ('lip or 
tear out the coupon and mall 
it RIGHT NOW.
J. E. Smith,PretUent,Dept.9NM \

N a tio n a l R ad io  In stitu te
W ash in gton , D. C-

Yon can build  
lOO circuits with 
jthe six big outfits 
\©f Radio parts 

» I  g i v e  y o u

3 o fth e l00yo u t 
can build. ^

Employment Service to oil
Originators of Radio Home Study Training

Findoutquick 
about this 
practical uqy 
to big pay

Mail This FREE COUPON Today
S. E. S M IT H , President,
Dept. S NM, National Radio Institute, 
Washington. D. C.

Dear Mr. Smith: Send ine your Free book 
"Rich Rewards in Radio.”  giving information 
on the big-money opportunities in Radio and 
your practical method of teach in? with six 
Radio Outfits, i understand this places me 
under no obligation.
Name .................. ...... .......... ....... Age _________
Address ..
City -----

Please mention Newsstand Group—Men’s L ist, when answering advertisements !



The Might of the Scorpion
A NOVELETTE OF MEXICO

B y S ew ell P easlee  W righ t

Ted McKay extracts the venom of a deadly Scorpion.

I

T he Blue-eyed Mexican

ED was in Scaja strictly on 
business; the business of get
ting some dozen or so peons 
to accept jobs at the mine he 
and his partner owned. But 

that did not mean that he could not in
dulge in a little social affair like taking a 
drink after a hard day’s ride.

Of course, he had no business going 
into Raymon’s cantina. No gringo was 
welcome there, and Ted McKay knew it. 
But he wanted a drink, and being rather 
used to taking care of himself he ducked 
through the low doorway of the dive and 
strode up to the crowded bar as carelessly 
as though he did not know that fifty pair 
of black, malignant eyes were fixed on him.

He gave his order, paid for it, and 
tossed off the potent tequila with a wry 
face and a quick shrug. As he turned to 
leave the place a half-drunken Mexican 
with squinting eves and a thin-lipped, leer
ing mouth deliberately trod on Ted’s foot, 
at the same time bumping him violent!}', 
so that the American nearly went sprawl
ing on the littered floor.

There was an instant’s hush, and then 
an amused murmur of approval rose on 
all sides. The tall Mexican, encouraged 
by the applause of his countrymen, swept 
his ragged sombrero from his head and 
bowed mockingly and somewhat unstead
ily to the glaring American.

“A thousand pardons for stepping on 
that foot!" he exclaimed with mock con
triteness. “A thousand pardons, senor!” 

Ted glanced at the man sharply.
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' We’ll let it go at that, then,” he said
, Idly.

'Ah. the senor accepts the apology!” 
armed the tall Mexican. "It is true I am 
orry I stepped on that foot; it was this 

one upon which i had intended to tram
ple!” And he trod heavily upon Ted’s 
ether foot.

So quickly that nobody saw exactly 
how it was done, Ted sent the Mexican 
spinning against the bar. When his body 
struck it sank to the floor like a wet rag.

The approving hum changed instantly 
to an angry buzz. The door was only a 
few feet away, but it was blocked by half 
a dozen angry Mexicans. Ted tore into 
them, taking them by surprise. The first 
two he sent crashing to the floor with a 
pretty right and left that would have done 
credit to a professional. He dodged a 
wild but powerful blow7 aimed at him by 
another of the raging group, and caught 
the would-be smiter off balance. The Mex
ican catapulted backwards to the floor, his 
outspread, clutching arms taking two of 
his comrades down with him.

It was pretty work, but as fast as Ted's 
bleeding knuckles crashed against a brown 
chin, two more came forward to take its 
place. Slowly he was backed up against 
the wall.

He was tiring rapidly; in a few minutes 
he w7ould be unable to keep them at a dis
tance and one of those grinning, black- 
eyed devils would get close enough to use 
one of those damned knives. He renewed 
his onslaught so fiercely that the semi
circle drew back,

Suddenly a streak of light shot from 
one side. Ted caught it out of the tail of 
his eye, and dodged instinctively. A heavv- 
hilled, slender blade of shining steel 
chugged into the wrall an inch or so from 
Ted’s left shoulder. Tt had been intended 
for his heart.

As though it had been a signal, a dozen 
knives flashed into viewy and Ted w7as just 
tensing his muscles for one last tremen
dous effort, when a sharp, imperious voice 
from one corner of the room froze every7 
Mexican in his tracks.

"Stop! Let the gringo go in peace!”

A MURMUR of protest arose, and 
there was a sudden movement in the 

corner whence the commanding voice had 
come. A small, smartly dressed young 
Mexican, with flashing eyes, strode an
grily to the center of the room.

“I said stop! Cease this grumbling at 
once! Must I give orders twice ? Back. 
I say.!"

Like mangy camp dogs the Mexicans 
slunk back against the bar, most of the 
hate in their eyes turned to fear.

The lithe young Mexican turned his at
tention to Ted, f,Go!” he said. “And 
next time, do not come where you are not 
wanted, gringo!”

Ted stared at the little dapper Mexican 
who had undoubtedly7 saved his life. What 
sort of a man w7as this? There was not 
a sign of friendliness in the imperious, de
termined face beneath the expensive and 
elaborate sombrero ; only an impatient an
tagonism.

"‘Will you go, gringo?” snapped the 
little Mexican, as Ted did not move. "Can't 
you see you are not welcome here?”

"It was mighty plain a few7 minutes ago, 
now that you mention it,” grinned Ted, 
coming forward. “If it hadn't been for 
you, I guess it would have been even 
plainer!” As he spoke, he extended his 
hand to the man who had saved his life, 
but the young dandy returned only an ar
rogant stare. “Won’t you please leave— 
at once?” he repeated.

With a muttered oath, and the con
sciousness that he was cutting no heroic 
figure despite the several battered and un
conscious Mexicans who lay sprawling on 
the dirty floor as mute witnesses of his 
prowess, Ted swung on his heel arid 
strode out of the cantina. He filled his 
lungs with the clean, cool sweet air. and 
looked meditatively at the stars, glancing 
back now7 and then trnvards the cantina to 
make sure that he was not followed. 
There was a puzzled smile on his lips, and 
a wondering look in his eyes.

“Save a fellow’s life, and then insult 
him!” he muttered. “That’s a hell of a 
way to do a man!”

But even this wasn’t the main reason
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for the musing frown between his brows. 
He had looked the slim young Mexican 
dandy full in the eyes back there in the 
cantina; full in the eyes—and those mas
terful, impatient eyes were blue!

II
A Call to Service

IT was almost unprecedented, but the 
next day another gringo rode into 

Scaja. He was a small, compact little 
man with a tanned face and a mustache 
sunburned to a sickly yellow. The first 
thing he did when he struck town was to 
ask which trail to take to the At Last 
Mine. Somebody told him that Ted, one 
of the partners, was in town, and imme
diately the little man sought out the tall, 
blond young miner.

He found Ted striding briskly into 
Scaja from his camp on the outskirts of 
the town.

“McKay?” he questioned expectantly, 
thrusting out a powerful, sun-browned 
hand.

“No other,” nodded Ted, sizing up the 
man with approving eyes, and gripping 
the proffered hand.

He could hardly repress a slight start 
as he shook hands with the little man with 
the faded mustache. With his little finger 
the man had pressed twice, gently but un
mistakably upon the palm of Ted’s hand. 
The secret sign of the service!

Casually, Ted gave the proper response, 
letting his thumb slide across the back of 
the little man's hand in an arc approxi
mately a quarter of a circle.

' I’m Wilson,” said the little man, nod
ding approval. “Lucky to meet you here; 
damn lucky. Saves me two days, maybe 
more. Walk down the street with me. 
We can talk as we stroll.”

Wonderingly. Ted obeyed. What could 
the chief want of him? It had been three 
years and more since he had even heard 
from the bright-eyed, white-maned man 
in Mexico City who knew more, perhaps, 
of what went on beneath the surface than 
any man in all Mexico.

And Wilson. It must be something im

portant, for Wilson, who ran a big im
porting house as a blind, was the chief’s 
right-hand man, one of his most trusted 
and valuable lieutenants. Ted knew him 
well by reputation.

“Come all the way from Mexico City to 
see you, young fellow',” Wilson was say
ing in his jerky, abrupt fashion. “Ought 
to feel complimented. I ’m getting old for 
that sort of thing. Chief’s got a job for 
you.”

“A job for me?” repeated Ted wonder
ingly.

Wilson nodded briskly.
“Yes. You were one of his best men. 

Hated like hell to lose you, the chief did. 
More money in mining though, eh ?”

“Some,” admitted Ted, smiling.
Wilson stopped by the comer of a de

serted, tumble-down ’dobe house near the 
end of the street.

“Well, the chief wrants you to help him 
out this time, anyway. Says you are just 
the man for it. Right here on the scene, 
know the country, all that sort of thing. 
Listen.

“Chief’s got an idea—and you know he 
generally has things pretty straight—that 
there’s trouble brewing up here. Some
thing pretty' serious. Reds mixed up in it. 
Some sort of a big secret order being or
ganized. God knows how' far it’s gone 
already. Anti-foreigner stuff, y-ou know; 
the old line to rouse the natives. Got to 
be stopped. Promptly.

“The Government is just beginning to 
stabilize itself. This thing, if allowed to 
grow, would set us back ten years. Must 
be nipped in the bud. Must be. And the 
chief says you’re the man for the job, old 
man.”

“The chief must be off this time,” re
plied Ted, shaking his head. “I haven't 
heard or felt a thing. Everything is as 
quiet and contented and sleepy—”

“That doesn’t mean a thing, and you 
know it,” cut in his companion quietly.

“True; but I can’t believe there’s any 
mischief afoot,” replied Ted thoughtfullv. 
He paused for a moment and thought it 
over. “You go back and tell the chief I’ll 
take the job—what the devil—”
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W ILSON had darted suddenly around 
the corner of a 'dobe hut near which 

they were standing, but came back in a 
moment grinning ruefully.

“Too quick for me. An eavesdropper. 
Evidently somebody’s recognized me. or 
else guessed why I’m here. Or perhaps 
just curious on general principles to know 
what the gringoes are talking about. Hard 
to say which. Chief thought I could get 
by with it; too bad. That’s why he didn t 
write you; knew that the letter would be 
opened and read, and you two haven't any 
code fixed up. But you were saying 

“I think your imagination is running 
away with you, Wilson,” chuckled Ted. 
“These greasers are just naturally curious, 
that’s all. Besid. s, you were speaking in 
English, and they don't savvy that. I was 
saying, though, that you can tell the chiet 
that I’ll take the job if I see any signs of 
that being necessary ; right now we’re busy 
as the devil, and frankly, I think the old 
boy’s having a nightmare.”

“I can’t persuade you differently 
asked Wilson.

“Not a chance, I’m afraid,” Ted as
sured him. “I ’d gladly take it on, if only 
to protect our own interests here, but—- 
well, I'm right here on the ground, and 1 
think if there was anything going on, I'd 
hear about it. Sorry!”

“So am I. The chief'll be sorry, too. 
But of course—" He waved a hand vague
ly. He could not command.

“When you starting back?” asked Ted. 
anxious to change the subject, for it made 
him uncomfortable to have to refuse the 
request of this quiet, abrupt fellow-coun
tryman Who had ridden so far to see him. 
“If you aren't in any hurry, we'd be glad 
to have you ride out to the mine and spend 
a few days. My partner and I—Scotty 
Leonard, you knowq who used to work 
with me—have got things fixed up pretty 
nice, considering, and we’d all be glad to 
have you stay as long as you can. White 
people from civilization are rather wel
come, you know.”

“Sorry,” replied Wilson, and there was 
real regret in his voice. "Got to hurry 
right back. Things are rafher restless.

and the chief has two jobs for every man. 
Give the mare a rest and buy a few things, 
and start along the back trail. Sunup to
morrow, probably.”

"You'll beat me, then,” laughed Ted. 
"I’ve got to pick up a bunch ol hands here 
to take back to the mine; the turnover is 
something fierce, and you have to keep 
about a hundred per cent more than you 
need on the payroll because half of your 
help is drunk all the time.”

“J know how it is,” nodded Wilson. 
"See you later, then, perhaps.”

Ted walked slowly down the one dirty, 
narrow, unpaved street of the town, think
ing over the message Wilson had brought.

If it were true, it was indeed serious. 
Yet he could not believe that the rumor 
was well founded. He would have heard 
something; he was sure of that. And yet, 
he had never known that old, round- 
shouldered, gray-headed chief to be mis
taken in a case of this sort.

Til
T i ie Voice from the Dark

TED made his way back to his little 
camp near the edge of town, cooked 

himself a simple but satisfying meal, and 
leaned back contentedly against a tree to 
fill and light his pipe.

By that time, the enveloping Southern 
night had wrapped itself around the camp, 
and the glowing stars of the tropics 
gleamed softly in the sky, undimmed by 
any moon. From the forest behind came 
a thousand night sounds, and faintly Ted 
could hear ribald, masculine laughter and 
a woman's maudlin soprano.

"Lots of excitement, but no peons tor 
the mine,” mused Ted. “At this rate. I'll 
be a month getting a dozen men together," 

A sharp click, as of one pebble striking 
another, came from the direction of the 
trail. Taking no chances, Ted sprang for 
his carbine, which lay across his saddle 
only a few feet away. But he was not 
quite quick enough.

”1 wouldn’t!” snapped a voice. "Stand 
where you are, and don’t make any sud
den moves if you value your life, I have
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you covered and—I am a very good shot, 
gringo!”

Ted stared in the direction whence the 
voice had come, but could see nothing. 
His tiny campfire had died down until its 
faint glow was barely discernible, and the 
light of the stars served only to fill the 
night with vague shadows. He dropped 
suddenly Hat on his stomach, at the same 
time reaching for the carbine. Ted was 
not the man to lay down a hand until he 
was sure his opponent had the edge.

A sharp crack split open the night and 
the carbine, which Ted had just grasped, 
jerked from his hand. A shrill whining 
over the tree tops marked the flight of a 
ricochet. The American swore softly un
der his breath and slowly elevated his 
hands.

“I told you 1 could shoot!” chuckled 
the voice. "There! That’s much better,” 
it said, as Ted raised his hands.

“What do you want?” growled Ted.
“1 want you to change the answer you 

just gave the gringo from the capital!” 
came the surprising answer, and the voice 
that a moment before had contained a 
chuckle was now a hate-filled snarl. "Do 
you promise ?”

Ted’s eyes opened wide with wonder. 
Change his answer to Wilson? Promise 
him to do what the chief wanted him to 
do? But why? A sudden understanding 
dawned on him. There really had been 
an eavesdropper, then! It had not 
been Wilson’s imagination. He 
recalled what he had been saying 
just before Wilson had inter
rupted: “You go back and tell
the chief I ’ll take the job.

The eavesdropper had not heard the rest, 
and supposed that Ted had accepted.

A grim smile played around Ted’s lips 
as he answered.

“You want me to promise to change the 
answer I gave Senor Wilson?”

“Yes.”
'‘What assurance have you that I will 

keep my promise?”
“Even a gringo will keep his word of 

honor, I presume?" came the cutting 
answer.

“What if I will not promise?” asked 
Ted curiously.

“I think you will,” replied the voice 
calmly. “But enough of this talk! May 
I have your word of honor?”

“I suppose there is no other way out of 
it,” shrugged Ted, and in the dark the 
smile around his lips grew' more grim. 
“You have my word of honor that I will 
change the answer I gave Senor Wil
son.”

“Good. I thought you would: you

A sharp crack split the night 
and the carbine, which Ted had 
just grasped, jerked from his 

hand.
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gringoes value your precious hides most 
highly.”

THERE was a moment of silence, for 
Ted could think of nothing to say. 

The derisive tone of the voice sent an 
angry rush of blood to his head, but a man 
with his hands in the air is not a heroic 
spectacle.

The sharp clatter of gravel down the 
trail towards the town came faintly to 
his ears, and with a muttered exclama
tion Ted lowered his hands. For an in
stant he stood glaring down into the dying 
embers of his fire, and then he grinned 
sheepishly.

“Ted, you’re still sensitive in the pedal 
extremities, I guess. What a downright 
tenderfoot you showed up to be, hombre! 
Now you’ve got to go and change your 
answer to Wilson.” The smile lost some
thing of its humor, and the glint of the 
stars above was warm compared with the 
light that flashed for a moment in the 
blue eyes of the American.

“Yes, sir, you’ve got to change the 
answer Wilson’s going to carry’ back to 
the chief.

“This time it’ll be just ‘yes’ without 
any qualifications whatever.” He stared 
down the trail in the direction of the 
town, and again the cold blue light flick
ered in his eyes. “And don’t forget you 
asked for it yourself, my peculiar friend!” 
he muttered softly.

He started whistling softly, under his 
breath, a trick of his when very thought
ful, and got ready to turn in. All traces 
had left his face now, and only a slight 
frown between his brows marred its 
serenity.

“Peculiar! Darned peculiar! Last night 
you saved my life; to-night you threaten 
it. What a country! What a people!” 
he exclaimed.

Ted had recognized the voice in the 
dark with the first w’ord uttered. He knew 
that he had made no mistake in his in
stant identification of the man who had 
exacted his promise.

It was the soft, youthful voice of the 
slim young blue-eyed Mexican.
A T .  '

IV
T he F irst Clue

V ERY early the next morning Ted 
broke camp and looked up Wilson, 

whom he found ready for the trail.
“Changed my mind, old man!” he re

marked smilingly, making sure that there 
was no one around to overhear the con
versation. “I’m taking the job.”

Wilson was too old a hand to ask ques
tions. He merely nodded approvingly 
and extended his hand.

“I’m glad of that,” he said quietly. “I 
think you’ll find the chief is right, and 
he’ll be glad to hear you’re on the job. 
Pie thinks a lot of you. And now I’ll say 
so long: it’s a weary trail I ’ve got ahead, 
and I’m not so young as I was! Good 
luck!”

Ted watched him out of sight, and then 
turned his horse’s head the other way and' 
trotted slowly down the north trail out 
of Scaja.

He was going back to the mine without 
a single one of the men he had come 
for, but he felt that he had something 
more important to attend to. The little 
incident of the night before had convinced 
him that there was something serious in 
the air; an invisible menace, yet one that 
was at the same time all too real. It his 
aroused instincts were right, there was no 
time to be lost.

Steadily he jogged along the rough, 
barely discernible trail, winding, tw isting, 
first up and then down, over and around 
the heavily wooded foothills. It was an 
all-day’ ride to the mine, and he could 
not push the horse too fast. By noon he 
had made better than half the trip, which 
was good. Pie would reach his destina
tion before dark.

He stopped for a few moments to eat, 
letting his horse drink a little from a little 
stream that dashed madly down the hill
side. A corn husk cigarette, dextrously 
rolled, topped off the meal. He was just 
about to apply a match to his creation 
when the clatter of hoofs coming down 
the trail galvanized him to instant action. 
His carbine was across his knees when

i
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the riders came in view: two very 
ordinary Mexicans with greasy, dirty 
clothes and flashing white teeth.

THEY looked at Ted with friendly in
terest, and after a moment’s low

voiced consultation rode up to him smiling 
engagingly.

“Eet is the senor who wishes men for 
work in the mine, yes ?” asked one, speak
ing in abominable English.

Ted nodded, keeping his eyes fixed on 
their every move. Tricky devils, greasers.

“A frien’ he come from Scaja. He tell 
me you look for men to work een mine? 
So?”

Again Ted nodded. An idea was taking 
shape in his mind, and he studied the two 
men speculatively.

"My frien' here and I, we might work 
for you. How much you pay, senor?” 

Ted told him, making the price attrac
tively high. He wanted these two men. 
He spoke slowly, and in English.

The two smiled broadly, and they an
swered in a torrent of rapid Spanish. Ted 
understood every word, of course, but an 
impatient frown was the only answer he 
gave them.

"Talk English, can’t you?” he snapped. 
"Do you want the job or not?"

“The senor will excuse, please. We 
have forgot the senor do not spik our 
language. We weel take the job.” 

“Good. I’m riding that way now. You 
fellows ride on ahead, and I’ll catch up 
with you shortly.”

They nodded comprehending^, and 
with a courteous gesture and a flash of 
•white teeth, rode on down the trail.

“Maybe they’re not hep to the fact that 
I speak their lingo,” mused Ted as he 
mounted. "That being the case, it’s just 
possible that I’ll be able to get a line on 
this business that’s worrying the chief so. 
Greasers will talk, and if they think I 
can’t understand them—quien sabet”

FOR a long time Ted jogged along just 
behind his new employees, but their 

talk was mostly of their conquests, the 
weather, the last fiesta, the present regime. 
A. T.

Meditatively he turned over in his mind 
the hectic series of adventures which had 
befallen Scotty and himself when they 
had been in the secret service of Mexico 
in the tumultuous days following the war. 
Then Scotty had married, and—well, that 
rather broke up the combination that had 
been so nearly invincible. They had taken 
up mining, and had done well.

Ted had been quite contented, but now 
he could feel the old fever of the chase 
mounting to his head, the lure of danger 
and the unknown. For there was danger 
ahead if the chief were right, and the 
chief made few mistakes.

Ted stopped his idle musing abruptly 
and pricked up his ears. One of the Mex
icans had just remarked that the wages 
offered them by Ted were mighty good, 
and that he would now buy a certain 
Lolita many pretty things.

"It is good money, yes: but the damned 
foreigners are getting rich by bleeding us, 
just the same!” snarled the taller of the 
two.

"I have hear, however, that it will not 
always be thus,” remarked the other 
softly.

"You are right! And the time is not 
far distant,” replied the other with grim 
satisfaction. "The sting of the Scorpion 
will drive them all from the land!”

"I have heard you speak of that be
fore,” said his friend curiously. "What 
do you mean? The Scorpion? What is 
this Scorpion of which you speak?”

"The Scorpion is—the Scorpion," re
plied the other mysteriously. "And the 
Scorpion is abroad in the land. Some day, 
and soon, his power will be felt. Pie will 
lash his tail, and his sting, and then— 
quien sabef”

“You speak in riddles!” protested the 
other person. “This Scorpion, is he a 
man?”

"Sh-h! He is a man, yet more than 
that, I think. It is better not to speak 
of him, for the leaves and the stones are 
ears for him.”

"No man can be more than man,” 
argued the other stubbornly. “The padre 
says—”

j
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“I have seen this Scorpion,” cut in the 
taller Mexican sharply. ‘‘I have seen him, 
and felt his power, and I tell you—" 
instinctively he lowered his voice, and his 
black eyes flashed around as though he 
half expected to see the dreaded face of 
him of whom he spoke—“this Scorpion is 
more than man.

“The Scorpion is a devil from the pit, 
my friend! I have seen. I knozv!”

V
T ed Evens the Score

THAT night Ted told his partner the 
whole story, and Scotty listened with 

a serious frown on his usually smooth 
brow.

“It looks as though the chief had made 
no mistake, Ted,” he said slowly, when 
Ted had finished.

“It sure does. And to think, Scotty, 
that I nearly sent Wilson back with a 
refusal to look into the matter. That 
shows how dull an old dog’s nose becomes, 
doesn’t it? Think how quick I used to 
be to scent trouble!”

“We all make mistakes,” consoled 
Scotty. “But the beautiful irony of the 
other outfit forcing you at the point of a 
gun to get on their trail—that’s what 
tickles me. Who do you suppose that little 
Mexican dude with the blue eyes is? I 
never saw or heard of him before, did 
you ?”

Ted shook his head.
“Whoever he is, though, he must be 

quite a power, somehow. You ought to 
have seen those murdering greasers fall 
back when he strode up, there in the 
cantina. You’d have thought he was the 
lord of creation I”

“And this Scorpion business. What do 
you make of that?” asked Scotty. “Evi
dently he’s the ringleader of the thing.” 

"I don’t know what to think,” replied 
Ted thoughtfully. “I’ll give whoever’s 
back of it credit for picking a name that 
would appeal to these ignorant cusses, 
though. They know their natives, all 
right.

“I'll admit I can’t figure it out yet. But

the chief said the center of things was 
right in his district. And the chief gen
erally knows what he’s talking about. That 
being so, I promise you I’ll know the 
secret of the matter before many moons, 
or dine off my new sombrero ”

“What’s your first move?”
“To get on the scene of action. That’s 

always been our plan, Scotty, and I don’t 
see why it isn’t the best one here.” 

“Where do you figure the scene of ac
tion is?”

“Somewhere in the Devil’s Playground 
country, near the Twin Peaks. That’s the 
most likely territory, I’d say. There 
couldn’t be a much better hiding place. 
What do you think?”

“That sounds about right,” nodded 
Scotty thoughtfully.

“I’m starting to-morrow at sunup to 
look over the Playgrounds, anyway,” an
swered Ted grimly.

Noon the next day found Ted high up 
on one of the peaks of the Twins. Spread 
out belowr him he could see the rocky, 
tumultuous badlands knowm as the Devil’s 
Playground, but there was no visible sign 
of life.

“Still, I don’t think I am far off the 
trail,” mused Ted, rolling himself a ciga
rette. He had just picketed his horse, and 
was getting ready to prepare his lunch. 
“I’ve passed four greasers to-day, all 
tough-looking characters, armed to the 
teeth, and all headed in this general direc
tion. It’s dollars to doughnuts they are 
mixed up in this affair somehow. Four 
men, all headed the same way, are too 
many to meet on a trail like this in one 
forenoon, unless something is in the air. 
One a day wrould be a high average. The 
headquarters of this outfit must be around 
here somewhere, and with a little quiet 
scouting around I ought to locate it with
out difficulty.”

TED had just finished his meal when 
he became conscious of somebody or 

something behind him. A shadow fell 
across his shoulder as he wheeled.

“It is me again, gringo!” remarked a 
familiar voice, and Ted turned to look
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down into the scornful eyes of the little 
Mexican dandy who had saved his life 
back in the cantina!

“So I see,” remarked Ted calmly. 
“Have you any particular business with 
me, that you pay me such unexpected 
visits?”

“Yes. I paid you one visit—doubtless 
you recognized me—regarding the matter 
involving your word of honor; perhaps 
you recall? And to-day I find you—spy
ing!” The word cracked like a blacksnake, 
and the cold contempt in the voice cut 
like a lash.

“But—” began Ted.
“Cease, gringo! Your explanations can

not interest me,” A gold-mounted gun 
with mother-of-pearl handles flashed from 
a beautifully carved holster, and Ted 
noted that the hand that held it was as 
firm as a rock. “I gave you a chance, and 
you broke your word of honor. Now you’ll 
come with me!”

Ted stared down into the muzzle of the 
menacing gun, and then suddenly his gaze 
shifted to a spot immediately behind the 
Mexican. Like a flash his hand went to 
his holster, and as the weapon flashed 
into view he leaped sideways. The Mexi
can’s gun roared angrily, and Ted’s Colt 
spat a hasty answer. The bullet struck 
where Ted's gaze had been fixed a mo
ment before, and something writhed there 
in the dead grass.

"Got him!” remarked Ted calmly. “A  
coral snake. You stirred him up: he’d 
have got you in another second, I think.” 
He slipped his smoking gun back into its 
holster and stood watcliing the little Mex
ican.

He had gone strangely pale at the sight 
of the deadly reptile from whose fatal 
fangs Ted had just saved him. A quick 
shudder shook him as his eyes lifted from 
the snake to Ted’s face.

“You killed him—pulled your gun when 
I had you covered at such close range?” 
he asked unbelievingly.

“There was no time to explain,” 
shrugged Ted. “In another instant he 
would have struck. I took a chance, that’s 
all. You missed me by inches.”

“I was startled. But I cannot under
stand—you, a gringo, did this, for a Mex
ican !”

“Oh, we’re not as bad as we’re 
painted!” chuckled Ted at the wonder
ment in the little dandy’s voice.

The Mexican stared at Ted for a mo
ment, and the shadow of a friendly smile 
stole across his comely features. Then the 
look of hatred settled down swiftly, and 
a grim, contemptuous light grew in the 
Mexican’s eyes.

“But you broke your word of honor! 
You are like all your kind. All gringos 
are alike!” He slipped h‘s gun into its 
holster and whistled for his horse, which 
came trotting up.

“But you saved my life to-day, gringo,” 
he said as he swung into the saddle with 
the easy grace of a vaquero. “I cannot 
forget that, so I am riding away, and I 
shall forget that I have seen you. But 
I warn you, this is not a healthy part of 
the country for gringoes!”

“Thanks for the advice!” returned Ted 
grimly. “If I saved your life to-day, you 
undoubtedly saved mine back there in the 
cantina, you know. That makes us even 
u p !”

“That makes us even, gringo!” nodded 
the Mexican grimly. “Adios!”

VI
T he H aunt of the Scorpion

TED watched the young Mexican ride 
away in silence. Now what? They 

would be on guard; perhaps they would 
move to some even more remote hiding 
place, and his work would be made more 
difficult than ever.

“The tooter the sweeter 1” decided Ted. 
He climbed to an outjutting rock that 
commanded a wide sweep of country', and 
sat down, propping his elbows upon his 
drawn-up knees.

With his powerful field glasses he be
gan a systematic survey of the country. 
It was a slow process: long years of ex
perience in the open had taught Ted that 
a rapid flashing of glasses showed one 
nothing.
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For perhaps an hour he swept the land
scape as with a fine-tooth comb. Finally 
he exclaimed exultantly. A faint bluish 
haze curled above a dense patch of tropical 
verdure on a distant slope. He glued his 
eyes on the scene, and in a few minutes 
was rewarded by the sight of a lone rider 
approaching. Near the edge of the clump 
of trees he drew rein, and a moment later 
what was evidently a sentry, crossed 
cartridge belts upon his chest, came up 
to the rider. After a brief conversation 
they' both disappeared into the green.

“Gotcha!” exclaimed Ted. He studied 
the terrain carefully, both through the 
glasses and with his naked eyes, and at 
last slipped the glasses into their case with 
a little sigh of satisfaction.

“By taking it easy, I can make it by 
dusk. Then with a little reconnoitering 
I ought to get near enough to listen in and 
pick up some valuable information.”

He had figured it out just about cor
rectly, for just as the long shadow's of 
the mountains started stretching across 
the country, and the cool breath of eve
ning was beginning to make itself felt, 
Ted reached a spot so near the grove of 
trees in which he believed he would find 
the headquarters of the organization he 
was to stamp out that he decided to dis
mount and go die rest of the wray on foot.

At first he slipped along on foot, dodg
ing from cover to cover quickly and 
silently, but when he began to hear the 
faint sounds of voices he abandoned this 
method for the still more quiet approach 
of the snake.

Flat on his belly he writhed along, gain
ing only a few' indies before stopping to 
listen and look about him. It was a dan
gerous proceeding, for the long grass and 
the rotting vegetation were abiding place 
of numerous insect and reptile enemies, 
but he had to take the chance.

F INALLY he won through to a position 
just behind a large boulder, around 

the side of which he could gain a fair 
view of his quarry'.

It was undoubtedly' the place that he 
sought. A space under several of the

larger trees had been worn bare of grass 
by many feet, and several smaller trees 
had been cut down to make a semblance 
of a clearing. Fires of carefully dried 
and selected w'ood flared here and there, 
sending up scarcely perceptible spirals of 
faint blue smoke.

Around the fires ivere gathered a motley 
assortment of Mexicans. There w'ere old 
men there, with blankets throwm across 
w ithered shoulders, and young caballeros 
with bravely' colored garments of dashing 
cut. Some of them w'ere the very lowest 
type of mountain Mexican; some were 
representative of the more prosperous 
merchant class. From the anxious looks 
w'hich they all cast from time to time in 
one direction, it was evident that some
body of importance was expected,

Ted looked carefully, but he did not 
succeed in locating the little Mexican writh 
the blue eyes. He strained his ears to 
hear w hat was being said, but could only 
catch occasional snatches.

“If I ’m going to get much good out of 
this little trip, I’ve got to get close enough 
to hear what it’s all about,” he decided, 
and slowdy and with infinite care he 
started wriggling nearer.

Suddenly, in the very middle of a 
movement, he stopped and stared unbe
lievingly. Coming slowly into the light of 
the glowing fires rode two figures: the 
first, the little Mexican of the cantina and 
the several other episodes, and a squat, 
heavily' bearded figure with malignant 
features and evil, searching eyes.

The bearded man wore, instead of a 
sombrero, a tight-fitting black cap, with a 
golden band running around its circum
ference. The front part of this band rose 
to a sort of crest, and balanced on the 
point of the crest was a life-size, jointed 
model of a scorpion, done in shining 
metal, and fitted with jeweled eyes that 
flashed with evil red light as the horribly 
lifelike scorpion nodded and swayed.

Nor was this all. The huge, powerful 
figure wras clothed in a long robe of some 
soft gray stuff, split front and back so 
that he might ride, and falling on either 
side to his stirrups. A great peaked hood,
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He swore under his breath, struggled to 

a sitting position, and glared around him.
He was in the center of the encamp

ment. Ranged around him in a semi
circle were all the Mexicans he had seen 
gathered around the fires; across from 
them, still mounted, stood the Scorpion 
and the little Mexican dandy. Beside 
Ted, with fixed bayonets, stood two grin
ning Mexican soldiers.

“Get up, gringo!” commanded one, with 
a savage dig of his toe. “Come! Do not 
keep the Scorpion waiting!”

Ted rose dizzily to his feet, and stared 
defiantly into the leering face of the 
bearded monster who glared down at him 
with ratty black eyes that were as merci
less at death itself.

“Who is this gringo?” rumbled the
swarthy horse
man.

“Sir, he was 
spying on the 
camp. I do not 
know who he 
is,” replied one 
of his captors, 
saluting.

“A spy, eh? Do 
you know what we 
do with spies, grin
go?”

“And do you 
know w hat my 
country  does to 
those who murder 
her citizens?” flung 
back Ted. For a 
moment Ted’s eyes 

sought those of the little 
blue-eyed Mexican, but he 
saw nothing but cold un
friendliness there.

“Bah ! That for your 
country71” The bearded monster 

snapped a careless finger. “Who 
are you, gringo, that you come to 

spy upon us, who do you no harm?” 
“None of your damned business!”
The jeweled scorpion of the man's brow 

vibrated with anger, and little rumbling 
sounds came from his throat.

like a monk's cowl, lined in blood-red silk, 
hung down in back, and the throat of the 
garment was caught with a pin mounted 
with a stone that glinted redly with every 
movement. On the breast of the gar
ment, embroidered in red and golden silk, 
was a huge, rampant figure of a scorpion.

“Good God!” muttered Ted, staring at 
the terrible, impressive figure. “I’ve found 
him! The Scorpion himself!”

And just at that instant a crashing blow 
that sent the whole world reeling back 
into darkness descended upon Ted’s head, 
and with a startled grunt he crumpled on 
the ground.

VII
T he J udgment of the Scorpion

TED’S first sensation when returning 
to consciousness was of a terrific 

headache; the second was the realization 
that someone was kicking him in the side 
with a heavy boot

Like a flash his 
hand went to his 
holster, and as the 
weapon flashed 
into view he 
leaped sideways.
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“If you will permit, I can tell you who 
the gringo is,” came a voice unexpectedly 
from the group of Mexicans ranged 
around.

“Well?” thundered the Scorpion. “Speak 
up!”

“It is the gringo who, with a friend, 
operates a mine not far distant.”

“So! Is that the truth, gringo?”
Ted threw back his head defiantly, and 

looked his persecutor full in the face.
"Who are you, to question me?” he 

asked boldly.
For an instant the bearded figure hesi

tated, and then with a commanding sweep 
of his arm, he motioned the two guards 
to take Ted away. “Bind him! Guard 
him carefully! And then to-morrow, 
when the sun rises, I shall teach him what 
is the authority of the Scorpion!” he 
shouted furiously, and before Ted could 
utter another word he was bound, gagged, 
and lashed to a tree that grew near the 
middle of the little clearing.

Abruptly the Scorpion and his dapper 
companion wheeled their horses and dis
appeared into the shadows from whence 
they had come.

“See, gringo, you are facing the east!” 
chuckled one of the guards. “Is that not 
thoughtful of us? You shall see from 
here your last sunrise. And if you look 
just above you, you can see the very limb 
from which we shall presently hang you. 
Good night, gringo!”

And so they left him.

VIII
T he Death-dawn

SLOWLY the camp quieted down. The 
chatter and subdued laughter merged 

into the silence of the night. Hardly a 
sound was to be heard save the soft pac
ing of Ted’s guard and the heavy breath
ing of the sleepers around the fires.

To Ted, the minutes dragged by like 
hours, like weeks. Every instant of every 
second his mind, pretematurally active, 
lived a thousand thoughts. Not that he 
was afraid to die, because the last two 
years of the war Ted had looked death

in the face too many times to blanch at 
the sight once more. It was the waiting.

A hundred times he thought he detected 
the first faint tinge in the eastern sky, 
and as many times he realized that not for 
hours would the first rays appear. He 
tried to divert his mind by working sav
agely to free himself from his bonds, tak
ing a certain delight in the agony caused 
by the rough ropes biting into his flesh. 
But it was a useless task: the stiff ropes 
would not give in the slightest. He stopped 
and felt the warm blood from his champed 
wrists trickle down the palms of his hands 
and drip from his finger tips to the 
ground.

Perhaps two hours after the last man 
had rolled into his blanket Ted was 
startled by a soft whisper from behind 
his back.

“Stand still! Do not look around. I 
am in the shadow of the tree, and the 
guard must not suspect.” It was the 
voice of the slim little Mexican with the 
blue eyes!

Ted nodded slowly, understandingly, 
and the anxious whisper went on.

“I could not bear to see you hung. You 
saved my life; that I cannot forget, even 
though you are a gringo, and a breaker 
of your pledged word.” Ted heard the 
soft snick of a sharp knife cutting through 
the taut ropes that bound him to the tree, 
and felt the blood pour painfully into 
hands and feet as the impinging bonds 
loosened.

“Presently I shall walk up to the guard 
and engage him in conversation. I shall 
tell him that I cannot sleep and am rest
less. Watch, and when you see that he 
is facing away from you, go as quickly 
and as quietly as you can—and go up the 
trail, not down.

“When I see you are gone, I will my
self spread the alarm, claiming I saw you 
disappear into the shadows beside the 
dozvn trail. Later, after the search has 
ended—say in a day or two—you can 
make your way down again. Under
stand ?”

Again Ted nodded; the dirty rag that 
served as a gag had not been loosened,
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and so he could not express his gratitude. 
Perhaps it was just as well, for the sentry 
was only a few yards away.

A MINUTE later Ted saw the little 
Mexican stroll casually up to the 

guard with some idle remark. The guard 
glanced carelessly at the prisoner, and 
then grounded his rifle with a bored ex
pression that told just how important he 
thought it was that a tired bomb re should 
be broken of his rest just to guard a 
trussed-up gringo. A moment later he 
and the slim young Mexican who could 
not sleep were deep in some interesting 
controversy.

In a few minutes Ted saw his chance. 
The guard had turned his back, and was 
deep in the midst of what was evidently 
a heated exposition, although they talked 
in such soft voices, for fear of arousing 
the nearby sleepers, that Ted could not 
catch its drift.

Quickly and silently, keeping in the 
shadows as much as possible, but over
looking no opportunity to make time, he 
slipped around the edge of the clearing 
towards the trail that led upwards. Two 
or three times he almost stepped on sleep
ing bodies, and once a sleeper turned and 
groaned and Ted’s heart skipped a beat 
as he waited, poised there in the dark.

Just as he reached the trail, a sudden 
shout woke the camp into amazed, tumul
tuous life.

“The gringo! See! He is escaping; 
there he goes down the trail now! See 
him?” It was the voice of the little blue
eyed Mexican who had that night once 
more saved Ted’s life.

The camp behind him was a bedlam, 
and Ted no longer wasted time in trying 
to keep his movements quiet. Like a 
hounded deer he leaped up the trail, slip
ping now and then on round, loose stones, 
crashing into trees with terrific, breath
taking force when the trail made a sudden, 
unexpected turn, but putting every second 
more and more distance between himself 
and the camp.

At last he had to slow down; the ter
rific pace and the steep incline sapped his

endurance. But even then he did not 
stop; he kept on at a tired, shuffling dog 
trot, the trail getting narrower and 
rougher with every step, it seemed, until 
at last it disappeared entirely.

Panting, Ted flung himself flat on the 
ground. Through the trees in front of 
him a faint light shone; a light that grew 
slowly brighter and brighter until Ted 
could see the sharp, serrated horizon 
sharply outlined against the pink glow.

It was the death-dawn—but he was 
free!

IX
T he Message

IT took Ted the greater part of two 
days to make his way around the 

mountain on which he found himself, and 
down on the other side. There was no 
trail, and the going was rough, precipitous 
and difficult. In places the stones were so 
loose and so sharp that walking on them 
was almost impossible, and later, as he 
made his way farther down the mountain, 
the creepers and shrubs made progress a 
long, continuous, strength-sapping battle.

All the food Ted had was what berries 
he could find, and there were not many of 
them that he was familiar enough with to 
dare eat. There was plenty of water, 
however, in the mountain streams, and so, 
while he was savage with hunger, the 
water served to keep him going. A man 
hardened to outdoor life can go on a long 
way without food if he has water enough.

Reaching the base of the mountain, 
Ted swung around until he struck the 
trail that led to the camp from which he 
had made his escape. He followed it 
cautiously to the place where he had left 
his horse, but the beast was gone. No 
doubt they had run across the horse in 
looking for him after his escape.

Ted sat down and thought the matter 
over. He must have a horse. He must 
have weapons and food. The only near 
source of supply was the camp, but that 
was too heavily guarded for him to at
tempt to raid it. The only thing to do 
was to lay in wait along the trail, and
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hold up some lone rider either from or to 
the camp.

But how? He was unarmed, and weak 
from his strenuous trip and the lack of 
food. And the Mexicans were all armed, 
with both knife and gun. He turned the 
matter over in his mind until the solution 
came to him, and then, with a grim smile, 
he made his way back to the trail.

Half an hour later a sour-visaged Mex
ican with a frayed sombrero came clatter
ing rapidly down the trail from the direc
tion of the camp. He swore at his horse 
and pricked the nag's skinny sides with 
his huge, jingling spurs. The horse 
quickened his speed, rounded a sharp turn 
and passed under the spreading branches 
of a gnarled, stunted old oak that grew 
beside the trail.

JUST as horse and rider swept beneath 
the tree something dropped from the 

tree to the saddle. Startled, the horse 
leaped forward, and his rider, thrown off 
his balance by the hurtling body, fell 
heavily from the saddle with Ted on top 
of him. The Mexican’s head hit the sharp 
edge of a ledge that cut diagonally across 
the trail at that point, and his body went 
suddenly limp.

Ted, suspecting a trick, slipped his hand 
over the Mexican’s heart. There was no 
movement; the man was dead.

Quickly, lest other riders come along, 
Ted dragged the body into the bushes and 
destroyed all traces of what had happened. 
The Mexican’s horse, which had trotted 
on a few yards and then turned to watch 
with curious eyes the fate of his late mas
ter, was easily caught up and also led out 
of sight.

The Mexican’s revolver and cartridge 
belt were appropriated at once, and then 
Ted started searching the man’s pockets 
for food. He found it, and likewise 
something that caused him to straighten 
up with a low whistle of astonishment. 
The Mexican had been a messenger; and 
this was the message he had borne;

The girl is beginning to ask too 
many questions. Two nights ago I

think she helped a Yankee meddler 
to escape, and no doubt he will bring 
the Government hornets buzzing 
about our heads shortly.

To-day the girl became insistent. 
We shall have to do away with her 
after she has served our purpose, I 
fear.

It is a good thing that the meeting 
is planned for to-night. It is none 
too soon. Eslava’s idea of holding it 
at the hut where that old fool, her 
father, lived and died, was indeed a 
clever one. It will help my play-act
ing wonderfully, I will set fire to the 
fuse to-night, and it will take but an 
instant for the spark to run up to the 
powder and ignite it.

Then, when these fools have in
curred the enmity of all the foreign 
powers that have built up the coun
try, we will strike a blow for the Red 
Flag, and strike hard. We cannot 
fail now!

Yours in the Cause,
Jarnoff.

The letter was written in French, but 
Ted bad more than a smattering of that 
language, picked up overseas. He had no 
difficulty in translating the letter.

“So!” he smiled when he finished it. “ It 
is senorita, not senor, eh?” The letter ex
plained the secret of the soft, youthful 
voice and the slim, graceful figure. But 
what was the secret of her authority and 
her importance to Jarnoff, who was evi
dently the Scorpion—and why the blue 
eyes?

“W hatever the m ystery threatened 
would evidently break loose to-night, Ted 
reflected as he stood looking at the letter.

He did not stop long to cogitate, how
ever. There was much to be done: he had 
to see to it that the Scorpion did not reach 
the meeting, there to “fire the fuse” that 
he spoke of in his letter. He tucked the 
letter in his breast pocket, made sure that 
the Mexican’s gun was in good condition 
and loose in his holster, and then, swing
ing onto the dead man’s horse, he headed 
up the trail towards the camp.



THE MIGHT OF THE SCORPION 25

X
T he Tables T urned

TED rode along slowly, eyes and ears 
alert to detect the first trace of danger 

from any source, yet his mind busy with 
other matters.

First of all, who was the girl? What 
was her connection with the Scorpion, and 
why was she essential in helping him put 
over his share of a plot that was evidently 
international in its scope? And why had 
she jeopardized her cause by helping Ted ? 
It was evident, the letter proved, that she 
was not entirely in accord with Jamoff’s 
plans; that she was becoming, in fact, an 
obstacle.

It was all too confusing, and at last Ted 
gave it up. Just one thing was sure, and 
that was that Jamoff, or the Scorpion, 
must not attend the meeting at which he 
intended to incite the superstitious, impul
sive, easily led Mexicans to strike against 
the gringos. Just how he was to detain 
Jamoff he was not quite sure, but if his 
guess was right it might not be difficult.

“It’s about time luck played in my 
hand!” he mused grimly as he dismounted 
and led his horse off the trail. “Now that 
everything’s coming to a head, this rendez
vous will no longer be needed, and they’ll 
probably be breaking camp and scattering. 
They’ll be afraid of me bringing the ru- 
rales swooping down on them, too, al
though it’s a hot chance I’ve had of doing 
anything of the sort!”

A sound from up the trail attracted his 
attention, and a few minutes later a little 
group of riders came into view. They were 
laughing and chatting, and passed by 
Ted's place of concealment without even 
a glance. A moment later two other riders 
appeared, and Ted chuckled to himself.

“Luck’s turned!” he exulted. “They’re 
breaking camp right now. The old boy 
will be the last one to go—won’t leave 
until the others are safely out of sight. 
Too much familiarity would breed con
tempt, sure enough, in this case. His pres
tige depends upon his ability to keep in 
the shadows. I’ll bet he never allows him
self to be seen except in the mysterious

night. I ’ll just creep up close to the camp, 
where I can watch things, and wait until 
friend Jamoff shows himself. Then—
well, this high-handed business of forcibly 
detaining people is a little game two can 
play at!”

Silently, cautiously, he approached the 
camp. It was nearly deserted, and the 
two who were there were on the verge of 
leaving. In three quarters of an hour the 
camp was utterly deserted.

Still Ted waited. Twenty minutes, a 
half hour went by. Still there was no sign 
of the Scorpion or his companion. Ted 
began to wonder if he had taken another 
trail out when suddenly the Scorpion and 
the girl, still dressed in her vaquero’s cos
tume, came into sight.

TED worked his way close to the trail 
along which they must pass and hid 

himself behind the massive bole of a cen
tury old tree. As they came abreast of 
him, he stepped quietly into the trail con
fronting them, his revolver menacing.

“Just a moment, please! Put them up, 
both of you!” Ted commanded grimly.

The bearded rider swore furiously un
der his breath in some foreign language 
that Ted did not understand—but he 
obeyed the silent command of the re
volver. Watching Ted curiously, the girl 
too, lifted her hands to the level of her 
shoulder.

Quickly Ted took possession of their 
guns, and then, with the rope that hung 
at the horn of the girl’s saddle, he made 
the cursing Scorpion fast to a tree some 
distance from the trail.

“And now, senorita,” he said to the girl, 
“I would speak with you.”

She flushed when he addressed her by 
the feminine title, but she merely nodded 
and stood watching him curiously, a faint, 
contemptuous smile on her lips.

Ted led her a short distance away, 
where Jamoff could not hear what was 
said. At first she listened with a deaf ear, 
her imperious, scornful head held high, 
but at length Ted saw interest kindle in 
her eyes.

“You say this Jamoff is fooling me,
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fooling my people?” she blazed at last, her 
blue eyes snapping.

“I say it, and I can prove it,” said Ted 
quietly. “I do not understand what part 
you play in the plan, but I do know that 
he is playing you as a pawn which is very 
shortly to be sacrificed.”

“You said you could prove that?” asked 
the girl.

“Do you read French ?”
“Yes.”
“Then it is easy to prove.” Ted glanced 

over to where his prisoner was tied, saw 
that he was safe, and then drew the girl 
out of sight behind a screen of dense 
foliage.

He drew then from his pocket the in
tercepted message, and handed it to the 
girl without a word, watching her intently 
as she read it.

He saw her lips work angrily as the full 
meaning of the letter sank into her brain. 
When she had finished she folded up the 
letter and returned it to Ted.

“I will tell you everything 1” she replied, 
her eyes flashing, her face pale with re
pressed anger. “I will show him that he 
cannot use me to further his selfish, hor
rible ends. This note makes much clear 
to me,

“It is not my country’ that he is inter
ested in—it is his Red cause. I know of 
that, and—ugh! it is horrible! And to 
think he would dare to make me a party 
to his plans! I will tell him to his teeth—” 
She flung out from concealment, starting 
for the writer of the revealing letter, and 
stopped short with a little cry of dismay.

“He is gone! Escaped!”
It was true. Somehow the Scorpion 

had exerted his terrific strength to loosen 
the ropes with which he had been tied, and 
in the few minutes that Ted and the girl 
had been out of sight, he bad taken the 
best of the horses and disappeared.

Ted said something under his breath. 
The words he used were not nice words. 
But they relieved his furious feelings 
somewhat.

“I’ll put a trig in your wheel yet!” he 
swore. “I’ve still got an ace up my 
sleeve!”

XI
W hile the Clouds Gathered

“p v ID  Jarnoff tell you where you were 
i - J  going?” asked Ted as they rode 

down the trail.
The girl shook her head.
“He never told me anything—more 

than he had to.”
“Well, then, we still have a good chance 

of beating him,” decided Ted. “Provided 
you know where this hut is, to which he 
refers.”

“It is not far,” said the girl very softly. 
“It was where my father lived for many 
years. I—-I don’t know why I tell you 
this, a gringo, but I feel the bottom has 
dropped out of things. That what I have 
been taught is not proving true. Those I 
have been told to love and trust have 
proven untrue and unworthy; those I have 
been taught—to hate. . . She looked 
away, leaving the sentence unfinished, and 
Ted saw there were tears in her eyes.

“I understand,” he said quickly. “Not 
everything, but enough. Let’s not talk of 
those things any more. Later. . . .” Ted 
also left a sentence unfinished. He felt 
that now was no time to even suggest the 
things he knew he would want to say to 
this girl—later.

“If Jarnoff didn't tell you where you 
were going to hold the big meeting, he’ll 
feel perfectly safe. He doesn’t know his 
messenger was intercepted, and will have 
no idea that we know of his plans.

“I shall attend that meeting — and 
I think Mr. Jarnoff will meet with some 
rather unpleasant surprises about that 
time 1” he finished grimly.

“But it would be as much as your life 
is worth to go there!” exclaimed the girl. 
“You do not know the feelings of these 
people. Their hate for a gringo is a ter
rible thing. And Jarnoff will stir them— 
he is a wonder at that sort of thing. His 
personality, his great voice—I tell you he 
can set fire to them, as he promised to do. 
You must not go!”

Ted smiled. It was good to know that 
the girl cared what happened to him. But 
he shook his head stubbornly.
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hands. I ’m afraid that he would not be 
very gentle."

“I go, or I do not tell you where the
meeting is,” said the girl quietly. “And 
as for Jarnoff, I am not afraid of him. 
If the worst comes to the worst, I have— 
this,” and she tapped her gold-mounted 
gun significantly. “And I know how to 
use it. Is it a bargain? Do I go with 
you ?”

Ted hesitated a moment, and then 
shrugged his shoulders. He knew it would 
be no use to argue. The determined set 
of the girl’s chin was unmistakable.

“Would you not be afraid to take the 
word of a gringo?” he asked whimsically. 
“You have accused me of breaking my 

word once, you know.”
“I would not let you ex

plain,” she replied after a mo
ments thought. “There is an 
explanation; there must be. I 
know that now.”

“Thank you,” said Ted, a 
deep note of feeling in his 
voice. “There is an explana
tion.” And he told her the 

whole story', freely.
“I am glad to see how much you trust 

me,” replied the girl when he had fin
ished. “Believe me, your confidence is 
not misplaced.”

They proceeded cautiously, keeping to 
the small, obscure game trails, although 
they lost many a weary mile by so doing. 
Several times they had narrow escapes 
from running into parties of peons, all ap
parently headed in the same general direc
tion. Only their alertness, and the loud 
talking and laughing of the natives saved 
them.

They talked, when they could safely 
talk, of many things. They remembered 
at last to introduce themselves, although 
the girl already knew Ted’s name, it 
seemed. Jarnoff, who knew everything, 
it appeared, had told her.

The girl’s name was expressive of the 
mingled blood that flowed in her veins: 
Nora de Arteaga. And with the name, 
bit by bit, Ted learned the girl’s story.

Her father, Lucas de Arteaga, had been

“Stand still! Do not look around! I am 
in the shadow of the tree."

“Desperate situations require rem
edies,” he replied gently, “And I think I 
have an idea which may work. And there 
is no time to loose. It must be now—or 
never! Once he sets fire to his powder 
train, it will be too late.”

“Then I—I go also!” said the girl 
proudly. “I have played no small part in 
helping Jarnoff in his work, thinking I 
was working for the good of these poor 
people. I will help to undo what I have 
done."

“You must not,” argued Ted. “There 
will be danger. And if things go wrong, 
you—you must not be left in Jarnoff’s



28 ADVENTURE TRAILS

a captain in the army. A proud, fiery 
young chap, of pure Castilian blood. He 
had swept little Nora Wiley off her feet 
in a breathless, hot-headed courtship, mar
ried her out of hand, and settled down 
with her almost before she knew what 
was happening. The De Arteagas, it 
would seem, were like that.

Unpromising as the match might have 
seemed, it turned out ideally well. Nora 
and Lucas de Arteaga were a pair of love
birds, and the whole romantic city knew 
and loved the dashing pair of lovers. The 
baby came, and still there was no rift in 
the utter, delirious happiness of the pair.

Then, one day, while the young matron 
was out driving behind the high-spirited 
De Arteaga bays, a rattling, snorting, 
chugging contraption came up from be
hind, and a grinning Yankee in a tight 
black derby was sitting on the ridiculous 
seat of the thing.

It was the first automobile the De Ar
teaga bays had ever seen or heard. They 
cast one terrified look at the thing, and 
thetr eyes rolled until the whites showed 
wildly. Then, despite the shouting and 
the desperate efforts of the driver and the 
screams of the two women in the victoria, 
the frightened beasts tore down the street, 
bits between their teeth, nostrils flaring 
redly, eyes wild with terror.

Then the swaying victoria crashed 
against a lamp post. There was a scream 
of agony, and it was finished. The Seiiora 
de Arteaga, the heart of De Arteaga’s 
heart, was dead, Dead in the first flush 
of living. Dead, because of a hellish 
gringo contraption. Dead . , . his Nora 
. . . dead!

Captain de Arteaga resigned. He dis
appeared. And with him went the little 
Nora. He became a recluse, a broken 
thing with only one thought in his brain: 
his hatred of the gringos. The little Nora 
he sent to a far distant school.

During vacations she visited him at his 
little hermit’s hut in the wilds. It was 
from hint that she had learned to hate the 
gringos. It was through him that she had 
met Jarnoff, for Ja*neff also had a hatred 
of the gringos.

TWO years before, the broken heart of 
Captain de Arteaga had at last ceased 

its thankless task. Jamoff had sought out 
Nora, and offered to be of assistance to 
her in any possible way. Her father had 
left her a small sum; not a great deal, but 
sufficient. But she was ignorant of the 
world’s ways, and Jarnoff was wise.

Jarnoff taught her to hate the gringos 
anew. He pointed out miserable villages 
of natives, toiling in the mines of the 
gringos for a few pennies a day, while the 
gringos lolled back and drank and smoked 
and grew rich. He showed her other 
things, also, and—

“Well, I have said the blood of my 
father is hot blood,” she explained. “The 
De Arteagas were known for their impul
sive dispositions.

"I went around with Jarnoff, talking to 
the working people, trying to get them to 
unify themselves. All they needed was a 
leader, and in Jarnoff they had a leader 
such as their ignorant, romantic, super
stitious minds needed. Oh, he knows 
them, this Jarnoff!

“The Scorpion! Ugh! But we did what 
we set out to do. We aroused the villages, 
We appointed lieutenants in all the various 
districts. It is these lieutenants who are 
meeting to-night for the final word; the 
complete plans.

“And we worked quietly, with circum
spection. We made sure there was no 
smoke to show where we had set our fires. 
How it was discovered, I do not know. A 
traitor, perhaps.”

Ted shook his bead.
“I do not know. The chief—you just 

can’t fool him, that’s all. He knows. But 
go on.”

“There isn’t much more. It’s been a 
long story already. I began to think a 
little for myself. I saw that the hated 
gringos did much that was good, although 
there were bad men among them, as there 
are among all people. I saw a degree of 
cleanliness where the gringos were that I 
did not see elsewhere. I saw better living 
condition. I began to doubt—a very 
little.

“And then—I met you.”
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S HE looked up at Ted, and her blue eyes 
were dear and unafraid.

“You taught me much about the grin
gos,” she said. “I doubted more than 
ever. Then, when I saw Jarnoff’s note, I 
saw things suddenly wdthout prejudice. 
Saw them as they are. And so—to-night 
I am going to help you, as much as I can, 
in undoing the damage I have already 
done.”

“I don’t think—” began Ted earnestly, 
but the girl stopped him with a quick ges
ture, her eyes appealing.

"Please don't debate the matter with 
me,” she begged prettily. “Just ahead— 
see, through the trees, that little clearing 
in the valley between the two peaks—is 
the meeting place. We have no time to 
lose in talking; the sun is already low, 
and we will have to approach carefully, 
for they will have guards out.

‘‘I think I know a way. I will lead you 
to it, and then I shall let you plan what 
we shall do. Only you must not ask me 
to turn back. I am strong, and I am 
armed. I can shoot as well as most men. 
If there is trouble—and there may be 
trouble, for Jarnoff is very shrewd—I can 
stand back to back with you and fight it 
out. I think,”—and her blue eyes were 
shining now—“I think in many ways I 
would like that. The De Arteagas are a 
race of fighters!”

Despite the gravity of the situation, 
Ted could not respress a broad grin.

“Share, an' a coleen who comes hon
estly by the name of Nora would have 
fighting blood in her, De Arteaga or no 
De Arteaga!” he chuckled. “Let’s go!”

XII
T he Secret S ign

IT was more than dusk when they came 
close to the scene of the meeting. It 

was dark, and the darkness was peopled 
with a thousand dangers.

Directly ahead, perhaps two hundred 
yards distant, they could see the little 
cabin in which Captain de Arteaga had 
lived his last days. In front of the cabin, 
and some distance from it, was a big fire,

and a great crowd of people were gathered 
somewhere close, for the sound of a sub
dued chattering came faintly to their ears.

‘'We’ll have to get into the heavy 
shadow behind the cabin,” decided Ted. 
“From there we’ll plan our next move. I 
imagine that Jarnoff will make the cabin 
his personal headquarters; so it’ll be 
guarded, and we’ll have to watch our 
step.”

They crawled slowly forward through 
the thick undergrowth, pausing every foot 
or so to listen and peer through the soft, 
warm blackness.

They w'ere within a few yards of the 
cabin when they finally located the sentry 
they were sure must be there. He was 
lounging against the corner of the cabin, 
idly smoking a cigarette. They could see 
the red-bot tip glowing like a danger sig
nal in the night.

Patiently they waited until he moved 
away. If, as they suspected, Jarnoff was 
in the camp, it would not do to have a 
struggle fairly against the walls of the 
place.

Luck was with them. The sentry 
strolled slowly towards them, rifle care
lessly over his shoulder, flicking the ashes 
from his com husk cigarette. Just as he 
was abreast of them, Ted straightened up 
slowly and quietly, poised himself, and at 
the right second gripped the man’s throat 
from behind.

The sentry dropped his gun and in
stinctively tried to tear loose that throt
tling grip. He tried to cry out, but only 
a low, hacking cough came from him. 
Ted’s strangling fingers did their work 
perfectly, and in a few seconds the sentry 
hung, a dead weight, in his grasp.

“Quick!” he instructed Nora in a 
whisper. “My handkerchief for a gag. 
That’s it! Tie it tight. Fine! Now take 
a knife and slit his belt lengthwise. That’ll 
give us enough leather to tie both hands 
and feet. Pie’s only out for a few min
utes.”

The girl worked swiftly and silently, 
and in two or three minutes they had the 
sentry bound and gagged so securely that 
Ted felt sure there was no danger from
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that source. If only they didn’t relieve 
their sentries, now, everything would be 
fine. Ted felt quite sure they wouldn’t 
bother changing sentries, since the meet
ing probably would not last more than an 
hour at the most.

“Now for i t !’’ he whispered as they 
crept up into the shadow of the cabin. “Be 
sure your gun is loose, and, if you have to, 
don’t be afraid to use it. Keep behind 
me, and—Sh-h-h-h!”

THERE was a muffled sound of 
voices from the cabin, and somebody 

opened the door and walked out, straight 
towards the great bonfire that blamed in 
the clearing in front of the cabin.

From where he was now, Ted could get 
the lay of the land clearly. The cabin was 
at one edge of a considerable clearing. 
About fifty feet in front of the camp the 
land fell away sharply, the remainder of 
the clearing being some ten or fifteen feet 
lower than the portion upon which the 
cabin stood.

This explained why they had been able 
to see the light of the fire but not the fire 
itself, and why they had not been able to 
see the crowd around the fire, although 
they could hear the chattering of the as
sembled multitude quite clearly.

The man who had just left the cabin 
was not Jamoff. It was a tall, exceed
ingly gaunt and cadaverous man in the 
native garb. Ted was sure he was a 
stranger, although he could not see the 
man's face.

Confidently the gaunt Mexican strode 
to the edge of the little plateau and 
mounted an outcropping ledge of rock. 
The chattering died down almost instantly 
into an excited whispering, and then into 
utter silence.

Dramatically, the lone Mexican raised 
his right arm, palm forward, a sort of 
salutation that was evidently understood, 
for there was a great shout from the in
visible spectators, and a rustling of clothes 
and shifting bodies as the multitude re
turned the greeting.

The man knew how to wring the last 
drop of value from the situation. He

waited there, hand raised high, head 
slightly bowed in acknowledgment of the 
greeting that was returned him. Then, as 
silence settled down again, he slowly low
ered his arm. The silence was the utter 
silence of death itself.

“My friends—my countrymen!” The 
deep, resonant voice was rich with emo
tion. “You are here to-night for a rea
son. You are here to hear a message— 
not from me but from another. One whose 
name is fraught with significance; one 
who is known as a power throughout this 
great country of ours; one feared and 
revered by all of us here and all those 
thousands we represent in this council. 
For to-night we are to receive the long- 
promised message of-—the Scorpion!”

A long, quivering sigh went up from the 
throats of the invisible throng, and as 
though the sound of his name had been a 
signal, the Scorpion himself, arrayed in 
all his weird panoply, emerged from the 
cabin.

Jamoff stood motionless by the door a 
moment, and studied the silhouette of the 
speaker. Then, quickly, he dropped to 
his knees and started crawling, in very 
undignified fashion, towards the invisible 
multitude.

HE had gone but a few feet when Ted 
reached out a long arm from the 

surrounding darkness and jammed the 
muzzle of his revolver into Jarnoff’s ribs.

“Not a sound, or you’re all through!” 
whispered Ted tensely. “Now, out with 
it—what’s the game?”

“Damn you!” snarled Jamoff in a sibi
lant whisper, evidently recognizing Ted’s 
voice. “I ’ll see you in hell before—”

Ted dug the muzzle of the gun into the 
Scorpion’s ribs with a force that brought 
a grunt from the man.

“Quiet!” snapped Ted. “Another break 
like that and I’ll be likely to unload this 
gun in you. I mean that, Jamoff. Now, 
what’s the game? Quick, before it’s too 
late!”

In sharp, sullen, snarling whispers, Jar- 
noff explained, details coming at times 
only after a sharp prodding. But at last
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Startled, the horse 
leaped forward.

behind a low, flat-topped rock on the edge, 
some twenty or thirty feet from where the 
tall Mexican was winding up his speech 
in a blaze of patriotic fervor:

. . down-trodden country shall not 
suffer this blight, I say! Shall not go 
down into oblivion, patriots; shall not, 
since the blood of men is red, and in the 
red blood of our manhood there is hope 
and salvation!

“But it is not my task to point out the 
way of our salvation. For guidance at

As he flung forth 
the last words, cry
ing them out with 
dramatic intensity, he 
made a quick move 
with one foot.

There was a great 
burst of white light 
from the rock behind 
which crouched Jar- 
noff and his captor, a 
terrific puff of sear
ing heat, and a gasp

ing cry of amazement and terror from the 
assembled crowd; and on the instant fol
lowing the flash, Jarnoff leaped to his feet 
and stood poised on the top of the rock, 
his arm raised high in the sign of greeting.

XIII
T he Storm Breaks

THE excited murmuring of the crowd 
died down instantly, to be followed by 

an intense, expectant silence. Slowly, ma
jestically, Jarnoff lowered Iris arm.

Ted knew all he wanted to know, and he 
realized his time was getting short. From 
the tall Mexican’s words and voice he 
knew his speech was fast coming to a 
close.

“Nora,” he whispered into the black
ness, “if the tall gent there comes this way, 
try to make a prisoner of him, if you can 
without any risk. Jarnoff and I are in a 
hurry; be back soon. Stay right here at 
the camp.’’

He turned to Jarnoff. “Now hurry; 
the show’s just about due to start. Quick, 
now !” Jarnoff grunted nastily, 
and with Ted on his heels hur
riedly crawled to the edge of the 
little plateau. Then he crouched

this crucial point in our country’s history 
we must turn to the master, to him whose 
clarion call has brought us here, to no 
other than that dread figure—the Scor
pion !”
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“Patriots,” he said slowly, his voice 
throbbing with the semblance of a great 
compassionate feeling. “My friends!”

He stood there, a dramatic, even weird 
figure, lit by the leaping red light of the 
fire, clad in his symbolic trappings; stood 
silent after his opening words, as though 
speech had been drowned by a flood of 
thought.

“I have called you here to-night,” he 
continued at length, and his great vibrant 
voice rolled out as majestically as the 
lower register of a pipe organ, "to give to 
you a certain message. I have told you, 
or some of you, that I have come to lead 
you up from your present predicament; 
from the poverty and the wretchedness 
and the unhappiness which is now your 
lot.

“Some few of you have seen my power. 
One or two of you,”—and the majestic 
voice was cold and very grim—“have felt 
that power. That it lies within me to 
show you a way, I trust not one of you 
doubts.”

He paused, serenely confident of the an
swer. It came: a fluttering whisper of 
assent.

“Good! You are loyal; I have your 
confidence. Listen, then, to the message 
which is the message of the Scorpion!”

Knowing the superlative value of sus
pense, Jamoff waited a moment before 
going on. Crouching behind him, gun un
waveringly pointed at the bulking figure 
of the Scorpion, was Ted, and just at this 
instant, by way of impressing upon the 
speaker the fact that he should weigh his 
words carefully, Ted audibly cocked the 
revolver.

Almost imperceptibly, Jarnoff started 
and winced. It is not a pleasant feeling 
to have a very grim-eyed, determined, des
perate young man crouching behind you 
with a cocked and accurately aimed .45 
bearing on the small of your back.

“You have come here with hate in your 
hearts,” continued Jamoff just a trifle 
hastily. “My lieutenants and myself have 
selected those of you whose hearts were 
most filled with hate, because you above 
all I wish to reach.

“That hate you carry with you, tliat 
your heart distills into every drop of blood 
that courses through your bodies, is not 
hatred of each other. It is not hatred of 
your country. It is not hatred of God. 
It is hatred of—the gringos!”

A wild shout, unrestrained and brutal 
with savage feeling, rent the air. Jarnoff 
raised his hand in an angry, commanding 
gesture, and silence fell on the instant.

“Cease1” he commanded. “When the 
Scorpion has spoken, then, if it be your 
will, shall you shout. But now listen to 
the word of the Scorpion.

“This bate you have is poison. It strikes 
at you insidiously, like a snake in the 
darkness. You must spew it out, you 
must rid yourselves of it, or else your 
condition of to-day is but a gentle fore
taste of that which is to come. The Scor
pion has called you here to hear his mes
sage. The Scorpion—has spoken!”

FOR a moment there was utter, as
tounded silence. Then, like a wave 

rushing for the shore, growing larger 
every instant, there rose an incredulous 
whisper, shot through with angry mutter- 
ifigs.

Someone, bolder than his fellows, cried 
out harshly: “To hell with the gringos!” 
and a loud, excited cheering greeted the 
words. There was the sound of a great 
commotion, and Ted, watching Jarnoff 
with unwinking eyes, wondered at the 
coolness, the effrontery, of the man.

“Cease!" shouted Jamoff again. “Do 
you dare debate the wisdom of the Scor
pion ? Ha 1 Some of you have short mem
ories—some of you who have before now 
seen the will of the Scorpion done in the 
gray light of the dawn! Perhaps there be 
some among you who feel the Scoi'pion 
has lost his stinger? If so—let him stand 
forth! Let him stand forth and say to 
me that he defies the Scorpion and debates 
the wisdom of the Scorpion’s message!” 

Jamoff delivered his challenge in a roll
ing, thunderous voice that fairly shook 
the earth with its power. His great body 
towered to rts fullest height, his hideous, 
bearded face was thrust forward, the
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Ted's strangling 
fingers did their 
work perfectly.

jeweled scorpion on his head-dress danced 
and glittered in the red light of the fire. 
“What a man! What a man!” muttered 
Ted admiringly. “And what a nerve! 
He’s turned the trick — he’s got them

the words—“the power of the Scorpion.
“That my message came as a surprise 

to you, I know full well. I have let it be 
believed that my message to-night would 
be a different one, because I wanted to 
gather here those who needed my message 
most; those who are restless, and ill-ad- 
visedly stir up trouble against those who 
have done so much to build up our coun
try.

“And now I have spoken, and you have 
heard. Go back and bear the message of 
the Scorpion to those who sent you here 
to hear that message. And—bear the 
message well and truly and without color
ing, for remember the tail of the Scorpion 
lashes out in the dark and brings death to 
those who would betray him.

“For a time, that is all. Farewell!” 
and with a parting salutation he turned 
and leaped down from the rock beside 
Ted.

bluffed cold. They’ll do anything he says.” 
Ted was right. The angry muttering 

died down to silence—a sullen silence, but 
one which acknowledged the might and 
the leadership of the Scorpion.

Jamoff waited perhaps ten seconds be- 
iiyre he continued; waited there with his 
great figure poised, his flaming eyes 
searching the faces below him.

“Ah, my friends,” he went on then, in 
a conciliatory voice, his whole manner 
changed, “it grieves me that you should 
have doubted the wisdom of my message
and”—with just a touch of grimness in 
A .T .

OOD work!” 
V J  whispered Ted. 

“But don’t forget this 
gun is right in your 
ribs, and still cocked. 
Back to the hut now, 
and we’ll decide what 
to do with you.” Jar- 

noff grunted angrily, but fol
lowed Ted’s instructions.

Nora was waiting for them 
just inside the shelter of the 

hut, and beside her, safely bound and 
gagged, was the tall, cadaverous Mexican.

“Oh, I’m glad you’re safe!” breathed 
the girl. “I was so afraid.”

“I hold them in the hollow of my hand,” 
spoke up jamoff contemptuously. “I can 
mold them as one molds wax. There 
was no danger.”

“I give you credit,” admitted Ted. “You 
had them going, right enough. But— 
you’re through with them, you know. Lost 
your face forever. And so—I’m going to 
let you go. If you know the natives as I
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think you do, you’ll clear out of the coun
try just as fast as it’s humanly possible. 
To-night, due to the effect of the flash
light powder and your make-up and good 
acting, they swallowed all that, but after 
they think it over a bit they’ll realize you 
sold them out. And they’re very fast and 
quite accurate with the cold steel. I ’d 
dear out quick, Janioff!”

“I have my horses and supplies not far 
off. I can take care of myself,” shrugged 
JarnofF, but the confidence had gone from 
his voice. “I can carry on without advice 
from you, thanks.”

“Very well. Only don't let your trail 
cross mine again,” nodded Ted curtly. 
“I ’m tying you up and gagging you to hold 
you here ten or fifteen minutes, until we 
can get safely away, before you start mak
ing any fuss. You'll find one of your 
guards trussed up just behind the hut; let 
him go, too, after you get free.”

He turned to Norah, touching her arm. 
“Ready?” he asked softly.
“Ready,” she whispered, and together 

they hurried oft through the gloom to 
where their horses were waiting.

“I hope, for JarnofFs sake, that Manuel, 
the man who introduced JarnofF, doesn’t 
get free first,” said the girl a half hour or 
so later, as they were riding quickly and 
quietly along a deserted moon-lit trail. 
“He was murderous when he heard Jar- 
noff. A real fire-eater, Manuel.”

“We’ll probably never know the out
come of this night’s work," said Ted 
thoughtfully. “I'm afraid my report to 
the chief will be pretty sketchy in spots— 
but satisfying, in the main points, at that. 
The chief, as a rule, isn’t much interested 
in details.”

“Details—such as I?”
“Er—exactly!” replied Ted. “The chief 

leaves the details for his men to settle.” 
“Oh!” said Nora de Arteaga thought

fully.
XIV

An E nding—and a Beginning

THE way Ted’s eyes lit up the first 
time he saw Nora in real woman’s 

clothes—some that were loaned her by

Betty, Scotty’s wife—told Betty as plainly 
as words that Ted’s days of single blessed
ness were numbered. Provided, of course, 
that he had anything to say about it. And 
from the happy sparkle in Nora’s eyes, 
when Ted came in sight, it seemed likely 
that what Ted might have to say would 
weigh heavily.

“Gosh, but you're pretty, Nora!” ex
claimed Ted. “You—you—’’ Somehow 
he couldn’t think of anything more to add 
to his first statement—at least, not with 
Betty looking on quizzically.

“You poor, stuttering thing!” exclaimed 
Betty with mock sympathy. “Can't you 
be more original than that, Ted?”

Ted grinned and turned dark red under 
his heavy tropic tan.

“That’s all right, Betty; Nora and I un
derstand each other, don’t we?”

Nora looked up at the tall, sunburned 
gringo, her blue eyes very serious.

“I think we do,” she said very' softly, 
and to this day Ted and Nora both con
tend that that was the only proposal and 
the only acceptance that passed between 
them.

If so, it was certainly adequate, because 
it was only a little over a month later that 
they were married—the grizzled old chief 
himself performing the civil ceremony, 
which is, legally, the vital part of a Mexi
can marriage.

After the ceremony was over the chief 
managed to get Ted aside for a moment 
—and it was not the easiest thing in the 
world, for even the groom is a man of 
some importance in a Mexican marriage 
celebration.

“I thought that perhaps y'ou’d like to 
see this,” he remarked, drawing a wrin
kled, flimsy bit of paper from an inner 
pocket. “Came in a couple of weeks ago.” 
Upon the sheet, which Ted recognized in
stantly as a copy of a report from one of 
the chief’s under-cover men, was type
written the following;

55279-C3 This had no bearing on 
matter entrusted to me but might be 
of interest and perhaps of impor
tance.
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Yesterday I found the body of a 
man lying just off the trail. Papers 
found on him seemed to identify him 
as one Jamoff, a Red (see enclo
sures), and some mention is made of 
a “Scorpion,” evidently a figure of 
some power, perhaps some friend of 
J.’s.

The man had been shot from be
hind, once through the chest and once 
through the head. I buried the body, 
marking the spot, and can easily find 
the grave if desired.

“From which I gather that some of the 
Scorpion’s old admirers turned on him,” 
said the chief when Ted had finished read
ing.

“Manuel,” nodded Ted. “The tall, ca
daverous chap who introduced him that

night. He is a hot-head and a real trou
ble-maker. I ’ve been sorry, since, that I 
didn’t take the time and trouble to bring 
them both in.”

“It does not matter,” replied the chief 
in his grimly quiet way. “You have just 
read what happened to Jarnoff. This 
Manuel we have known for some three 
years. He was shot for treason—two 
days ago. So, if he did kill Jamoff as you 
suspect, the Scorpion’s death was not long 
unavenged.

“I think,” he added, not without a cer
tain amount of professional satisfaction, 
“that that rounds out the case from even- 
angle.”

“From your viewpoint—yes,” agreed 
Ted, and then, as Nora’s clear voice came 
to his ears, calling his name, he glanced at 
the chief and grinned a bit sheepishly. 
“But from my viewpoint, certain aspects 
of the affair are just beginning!”
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Through the W ar on a Submarine
A THRILLING SAGA OF THE UNDER-SEAS

THIS it the ucond of a series of articles in which are related the amazing adventures 
and narrow escapes of Captain J. D. Dryburgh, Navigator of the British submarine 

G- 10 during three years of the World War. Few men have traveled a more extraordinary 
adventure trail— and seldom have the adventures of these men been as excellently re
corded. Everything here is authentic; even the illustrations, many of them, have been 
made from snap-shots taken at the time.* It is a real pleasure to be able to offer this

series to you.

CHAPTER VI
A H airbreadth Escape

HAD come through the first 
trip! I had evaded the jinx 
of bad luck which almost 
sank u s! I had passed 
through a mine field, through 

the attack of a Zeppelin, and here I was, 
ready for my reward of three days’ leave 
in war-time London!

•  Editors Note—At the renaest of the British Ad
miralty the names of the chief characters have been 
changed. aJnd the sequence of episodes, in  several in
stance*, been altered.

Three days away from the war, away 
from submarines, from torpedoes, from 
the grease and the oil, from the smells— 
three days away from the whole darned 
thing! I could hardly hold myself back; 
I wanted to burst from the calm old 
parent ship right there and then, and 
catch the first train for London. But 
even as I thought this, down in my cabin, 
my eye caught a hideous reflection in the 
mirror. It was impossible to leave right 
away, for the hideous reflection was me.

My uniform was black; it clung to me 
like a drowning cat, sticky and wet, plas
tered down by the muck and oily refuse
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on it and my body. As I've said before, 
my face was covered by a bristling crop 
of wirelike hair; and, peering into the 
glass, nothing stood out so glaringly as 
my weakened, blood-shot eyes. I was a 
wreck; what I wanted was a steaming, 
soothing bath, and a trowel with which to 
scrape off the layers of filth.

During all my submarine service, the 
hot baths which I got, upon coming in 
from patrol, were the high spots of my 
existence. Well, yes . . .  I always man
aged to have a good time during leave—• 
but nothing approaching the great feeling 
which came to me when lying in half-boil
ing water, right after staggering off the 
dirty old G-10. It made a new man out of 
me every time.

Hurriedly peeling off, tearing off, my 
slimy, stinking clothes, I threw them far 
from my sight and skipped down the al
leyway with a beautifully white towel— 
which was soon to change—towards the 
bathroom. Arriving at this rendezvous, I 
found Ransome and Bradley, my fellow 
officers, already sweating away in their 
tubs, and I soon followed their example. 
Once again I experienced the delightful 
sensation of water—hot water—on my 
crusty body; once again I knew the extra
ordinary delight of being clean. I read 
my mail while lying there, and soon was 
through; then I relapsed back in the bath 
and ruminated on leave in London.

During the last patrol on a wild night 
in a mine field, expecting to be blown up 
every minute, Ransome and I had agreed 
that, if once we got out, we’d raise all hell 
in London for three days. And he hadn’t 
forgotten.

Before long I heard his cheery voice 
calling to me.

“Well, Dryburgh, what about this hell
raising expedition? When do we leave 
this blasted ship?” he shouted through 
the clouds of vapor.

“First train for me, old horse,” I yelled 
back. “You coming, Bradley?”

“Hell, no,” said our sober commander. 
“I’m off home for a rest,”

So that was that.
You all know% I suppose, of the reputa

tion Paris acquired for herself during the 
war. And you’ve all heard stories of what 
men on leave used to do there. Probably 
some of them sounded pretty bad, and 
hard to believe. Well, they’re all true. 
During those wild days, a carefree, don’t- 
give-a-damn spirit was bred that lured us 
into scrapes I hate to even think about 
now, “Eat, drink, and be merry—for to
morrow we die!” The sky was the limit 
when on our scanty holidays, and we 
touched it pretty often. And why should
n't we?

For no one knew better than ourselves 
how terribly slim our chances of pulling 
through were. We of the submarines 
were a legion of the condemned, and had 
to have our safety valve. We offered our 
lives, and, in exchange, got—three days’ 
leave in London.

So I won’t go into that first leave of 
mine. We had vowed, Ransome and I, to 
raise hell. We did. We accomplished 
everything that sailors away from their 
ships are supposed to accomplish, and it 
calmed us down.

The three hectic days went by like wild
fire; and finally we got back to the parent 
ship once more in a normal frame of mind 
and thoroughly satisfied with our lot. We 
were ready for the long ordeal; ready for 
the cramped quarters, the scummy drink
ing water, the moldy bread, the awful 
food, the stinging, ice-cold seas; ready for 
our patrol on the submarine G-10.

FOR seven days we were busy with 
overhauling and general routine 

work. But on the eighth the summons 
came. We tumbled out of our bunks at 
dawn, clambered down to the waiting con
ning tower, shivering in the cold morning 
air, looking out dismally to the mysterious, 
gray horizon, and wondering whether we’d 
ever see land again. I descended into the 
old G-10. The crew was already there, 
thirty-five of them, ready. Ransome and 
Bradley soon showed up, and we moved 
out into the dawn, bound we knew not 
where.

For in those days every precaution was 
taken to preserve secrecy. We were not
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allowed to open our orders until thirty 
miles from the home port. High officials 
alone knew our destination; we were their 
pawn in the big game of war.

The news was a big disappointment 
when Bradley finally tore open the long 
envelope with our instructions inside. We 
had been commanded back to our old po
sition: a patrol of a forty-mile channel 
in the Kattegat, which German U-boats 
were reported to be using as a getaway to 
the North Sea. The work could not have 
been harder, or more monotonous. We 
would rather have been ordered to attack 
a flotilla of destroyers than drag out six
teen days in weary patrol work, prac
tically certain of never sighting either 
friend or foe. But somebody had to do it 
—and we were the goats.

I was sure, I repeat, that thcre’d be no 
action. And I never made a bigger mis
take in my life.

AFTER hearing the orders, I laid off 
the courses for our trip: one of my 

jobs as navigator. When finished, I 
climbed up the conning tower to take over 
my watch. I stood alone awhile, absorbed 
in gloomy thoughts, and wondering 
whether my old friend, the coxswain, 
would still be assigned as my partner.

I heard somebody coming up, grunting 
and cursing, and I looked around to see 
who’d stand watch with me. A red and 
well-known face struggled up from the 
depths: Cox and I were together again. 
He regarded me for a second, then, spit
ting into the ever-ready sea, started out: 

“ ’Ave a good time, sir?” he asked pleas
antly. “ ’Ow did the women treat yer ?” 

‘‘Pretty well, I guess, Cox—though of 
course I don’t know much about such 
things.”

“Nah—not much,” he replied lightly. 
“W ’y, I can see from yer very face—” 

“Tell me about yourself, Cox,” I broke 
in hastily. “How did you get along with 
your old woman?”

His jaw took a drop, and he looked bit
terly down at his feet; Then raising one, 
and kicking the conning tower smartly, he 
swore,

“Blimey, sir, if I don’t ’ave the bloom
in’ luck! O’ course I arrives 'ome on 
washin’ day, with the ’ole place in a mess, 
and one of the kids raisin’ the devil with 
‘oopin’ cough. First think y’know, I was 
set t’ nursin’ the brat, and when I’d finally 
quieted 'im by tellin’ ’im that unless ’e quit 
’owdin’ and screechin’ I ’d lick ’ell out of 
’is stern, why, wot do yer think! The 
old lady,” he said heavily and bitterly, “ac
tually wanted me to ’elp wash the bloomin’ 
clothes! Blow it h’all, I don’t knowr what 
women’s cornin’ to, I don’t!”

I told him that it was pretty bad, and 
beyond all bearing. “But,” I went on, 
“did you wash the clothes finally?”

“Gor blimey, sir,” he said, startled, 
“what d’you take me for! I ’m a self-re
spectin’ man ! I don’t keep a dog and bark 
meself 1”

He scowled at the horizon. His leave, 
apparently, hadn’t been of the happiest; 
he was content to be back in the compara
tive calm of a submarine loaded with tor
pedoes. His troubles were none of my 
business, so I pried no further.

But he wasn't through yet. He stood 
for a while in silence; then, positively 
overflowing with self-pity, treated me to 
a little of his philosophy:

“Ain’t it ’ell, sir; ain’t it ’ell ? We comes 
to sea on this bloomin’ boat, and we fights 
the bloomin’ 'Un to a finish. When we 
gets a few days’ leave, why, wot the ’ell 
does we do with it? Goes back and fights 
the missis! Life don’t seem right, sorae- 
'ow; it just don’t seem right, sir.”

I smiled, for in those days I wasn’t mar
ried. It appeared to satisfy him, for he 
turned avray, and didn’t speak for the rest 
of the watch.

W HEN we had left port the sea was 
calm, although oppressive air had 

hung over it that warned of nasty weather 
farther out. Sure enough, now, when 
some miles away, an easterly wind sprang 
up; a wind that went right through our 
heavy sweaters and coats to chill our very 
Ixmes. It whistled around us and tor
mented the sea, cutting white caps on the 
top of every surging wave, and blowing
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from them long strings of knifelike, 
stinging spray. The old G-10 groaned 
and pitched in protest as she plowed 
along, occasionally receiving a particularly 
heavy blow that made her reel and heave 
as if she would toss off her tormentors. 
The whole of the conning tower dripped 
with numerous wettings; the narrow deck 
whereon we stood precariously grew slip
pery and shiny; and we gripped the slen
der railing with our numb hands and held 
ourselves firm. But it was torturous 
work, for our unprotected faces had to 
bear the full brunt of the cruel wind and 
the sheets of tingling spray which it 
hurled along. The buffetings mercilessly 
reduced us to our customary condition be
fore the end of the watch—thoroughly 
drenched, cold, miserable, and cursing 
everything we laid eyes on. The voyage 
was starting properly.

At last it was over; our relief made 
their way up with a shiver, and we were 
free to go down. I descended the conning 
tower into the sickly warmth of the sub
marine. The heavy smell of oil and 
grease, as usual, pervaded the air, and, 
combined with the sharp pitching, worked 
havoc with Saunders, our cook. He, you’ll 
remember, although an old sailor, was 
cursed with a weak and fickle stomach. 
It was acting up now; he was more than 
busy with his bucket, and yielding an aw
ful harvest. Hardened seaman as I was, 
with my years at sea, even my appetite 
had disappeared, and I kept my mouth 
shut tight.

I couldn’t stand the sight of food, so I 
decided to get to sleep instantly. Hu
manely and hastily assisting the violently 
erupting Saunders to remove the repast 
he had dished up, I pushed in the leaf 
which served as table, threw down my 
mattress, and stretched out on it.

It was damp, hard, and smelly. But it 
didn’t affect me. I was accustomed to 
these obstacles, and soon dozed off.

You’re always so glad to get a chance 
to sleep on a submarine that there’s no 
question about not sleeping peacefully. A 
dreamless, heavy slumber enveloped me 
for two hours, and would have, I suppose,

for two hours more—but something was 
going on above.

SUDDENLY and violently a great lurch 
of the submarine threw me bodily 

against her side. The roar of an explo
sion which almost split my ears stunned 
me. I lay there, dazed. But only for a 
few’ seconds. Partially grasping my wits, 
I leaped madly to my feet and—-collided 
nicely with Bradley, who, in a state of 
nervous alarm and anxiety for his ship, 
was rolling off his mattress. His mattress, 
above the table, was four feet higher than 
mine.

Well, you can see what had to happen. 
Gravity was helping Bradley down at a 
considerable dip, even as I got away to 
a snappy start in the opposite direction. 
The combined impact of these forces was 
enough to send us both rolling to the deck, 
cursing mightily, and convinced that the 
ship was done for. My neck was almost 
dislocated, as it had met abruptly the seat 
of Bradley’s trousers.

He got much the better of the exchange 
—my face acting as an unwilling cushion 
for his downcoming. It was a rude 
awakening, and the whole world seemed 
to have gone upside down. It reeled 
around me as I pulled myself to my feet.

Bradley hadn’t waited for my reactions; 
he was off like an arrow, dashing through 
the startled crew, and I staggered drunk- 
enly after him. I heard his voice above, 
demanding an explanation from Ransome.

Nothing serious seemed to have hap
pened. I followed my commander up the 
conning tower, and found Ransome, with 
a sickly grin on his face, trying to pacify 
the irritated Bradley. He was explaining 
rapidly.

While I was sleeping, evidently, the 
weather had grown calmer, though still 
rough enough to pitch the G-10 uneasily. 
Ransome, always fidgety when on watch, 
staring fixedly at the tossing waters 
around him, had sighted three little rolling 
balls, which rose up and down with the 
waves. On coming nearer, they turned 
out to be drifting mines. This pleased 
Ransome highly, for it meant action,
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which would liven up the dreary watch.
For you must understand that when the 

weather made it possible, it was our 
safety-first habit to sink such dangerous 
breakaways by rifle fire. When punctured, 
they sank to the bottom in harmless con
dition. In order to blow up a mine, the 
horns, which are clustered on top, must 
be broken. If a mine has parted from its 
moorings, however, and starts to drift, 
even the horns are considered harmless— 
and usually are.

In spite of this theory, we made it a 
custom (Bradley was the safest, sanest, 
and most cautious man I have ever met) 
to keep at considerable distance, in case 
of that one chance in a thousand coming 
true and causing an accident; but the im
pulsive Ransome had set off the mine here 
a mere fifty yards away from us. This, 
was what agitated Bradley.

AS I poked my face up somewhat 
hazily, he was berating Ransome 

heavily.
“What the devil!” he demanded an

grily ; “don’t you know that you risked the 
whole ship? Why didn’t you keep your
self farther off, when you’ve got the 
whole ocean to choose from ?”

“Now, listen, sir,” remonstrated Ran
some in a pleading tone; “just listen to 
reason. Look at the boat—feel her. She’s 
jumpin’ like a jackrabbit with a shot of

Ransome held 
in his hands the 
vital, all-important 
electrk pistols.
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lead in his stem. I thought I was damn 
lucky to hit the mine at this distance— 
hell, I patted myself on the back for a 
wonderful shot! And how was I to know 
the blasted thing was goin’ to explode? 
Y’know yourself we’ve sunk acres of them 
and never had one blow up on us yet! 
What the devil, I was all right! Reason 
it out for yourself!”

“That’s all right, that’s all right,” came 
back Bradley sharply; “but even all that 
doesn’t justify you in risking the vessel. 
At this minute she’s worth more than her 
weight in gold; you know yourself she 
can’t be replaced! This is war, man; this 
is war!”

Ransome, with a slight grin on his lace, 
gazed around sceptically. “Well, I sup
pose you're perfectly correct, sir,” he ob
served, “but God knows she’s an awful- 
lookin' wreck, and the most uncomfortable 
tub afloat!”

Bradley went red in the face, and I, 
feeling it my duty to put in an oar, started 
forward.

“Come on, come on, break it off, break 
it off,” I said testily. “Let’s get to busi
ness. How about puncturing the others? 
It’s a cinch no more’ll explode on us in 
this way, anyway,”

Ransome, still sore, spoke in an irri
tated voice: “Sink ’em yourself, Dry-
burgh; sink ’em yourself. I can’t hit 
those blasted things at two hundred and 
fifty yards—let alone five hundred.”

I turned towards the two remaining 
mines. They were quite close together 
and some distance away. Under Bradley’s 
cautious handling, the G-10 had edged off 
to a good five hundred yards.

I called for a rifle, and steadying my
self as much as possible on the swaying 
conning tower, was soon shooting away 
merrily at the two targets. The short, 
throbbing waves pitched them up and 
down unceasingly; they bobbed uneasily, 
and were never still. It was a long range 
and a hard one, and I shot for some time 
unavailingly.

For a while Ransome watched me, pre
tending to be cool and aloof; hut soon it 
was too much for him—he simply could

n’t resist. Oh. hell, let’s go!” he said, and 
took up a gun, and we both wasted am
munition. But no luck; the little spurts 
our bullets ripped up didn’t come near the 
mines. The G-10, growing more and more 
restless, was rising and falling in sharp, 
sudden plunges, making it a hard job for 
us to even hold our feet on the slippery 
deck, let alone shoot. “We’ll be here all 
night,” muttered Ransome grimly. The 
mines seemed to be the size of peas—peas 
dancing around in a hot frying pan, for 
it was only the tops of them that we could 
see.

W E went on with our fruitless marks
manship. “I don’t want to start a 

fight,” said Ransome coldly, "but if you 
want us to smash these blighters before 
Christmas, Bradley, you’ll move in 
closer!” Under this stimulation, the per
son addressed became slowly convinced 
that only a chance shot could hit. He 
wasn’t anxious to waste time—we were 
bound for an important patrol—so finally 
he yielded. Slowly going forward, the 
G-10 came in to a hundred and seventy- 
five yards or so—still a pretty good range.

“If you fellows are any good at all,” 
said our commander, “you’ll hit them now. 
But get a move on!”

“I reassured him. “Don’t worry,” I 
said confidently. “I’ll have ’em down in 
a second.”

“You’ve got a hell of an opinion of 
yourself, Dryburgh,” remarked Ransome 
patronizingly. “I’m a bum shot, and I’ll 
admit i t ; but I know damn well I ’m better 
than you any time—and I’m positive that 
I can’t hit from here!”

“Run me down all you want,” I told 
him, “but I ’m willing to bet that I get 
one first.”

Ransome was always a sportsman. 
“Name your bet,” he said instantly.

Being fairly sure of myself, I decided 
to make the occasion an outstanding one 
for the young lieutenant.

“Done,” I said weightily, “If I pot one 
first, you'll parade the parent ship at noon 
the second day we're in, dolled up as a 
chorus girl,”
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“Right-o!” came back the undaunted 
Ransome. “That’ll be just too delicious; 
besides, I ’ve always fancied the stage. 
But if I win, my friend, you will do pen
ance by crawling around the ship on all 
fours, dressed in that snappy suit of un
derwear you’ve got. And don’t try to get 
out of it!’’

This terrible possibility inspired me 
afresh, and it seemed to do the same for 
Ransome. Taking careful aim, and wait
ing for a comparatively quiet moment, we 
both fired simultaneously.

THEN the unexpected burst upon us.
There was a terrific explosion, twice 

as bad as the first. It defies description. 
The sea appeared to rise heavenwards in 
a mingled, frothing, seething mass. It 
hung suspended, threatening and awful in 
its raging bulk, for a terrible second be
fore crashing down with a deafening 
roar. Shrieking fragments of careening 
steel shot by us; the G-10 lurched and 
tossed and groaned frightfully, as if she 
had received her death wound—-and for 
all we knew, she had. The sea was a tur
moil, a maelstrom, a hell. The submarine 
was tossed about like a match-stick. Taken 
by surprise, Ransome and I were both 
thrown from our feet, and only the slim 
railing prevented us from being hurled to 
our death in the boiling sea. Bradley, his 
hands gripping the rail tightly, stared in 
horror-stricken amazement, his mouth 
wide open. For a second we lay there, 
stunned; then, even as we struggled on the 
insanely pitching deck, Bradley yelled : 

“Look!” he cried. “My God, look 
there!”

We struggled, worked up hastily, stag
gered for a second, mid then gazed wildly 
towards the direction in which his shaking 
hand pointed.

And immediately we saw it.
Slowly rising from the foaming surface, 

streams of disturbed water running in 
cascades from its sides, a huge and ma
jestic conning tower, inexpressibly awe
some, with periscopes rearing high above, 
revealed itself to our startled stare. A 
leviaihan of the deep, she roused herself

sullenly and came up in an impressive 
bound. Gigantic, foreboding and terribly 
mighty she looked, and plainly visible on 
her shining side was the proud German 
U, which identified her.

That was enough. For a hushed frac
tion of a second we gaped, then sprang 
to action. The Klaxon alarm horns 
shrieked out their raucous warnings in the 
bowels of the ship as Ransome and Brad
ley tumbled madly down the conning 
tower. Escaping air roared from the 
tanks; I snatched a last quick glance, and 
saw the enemy disappear as ominously and 
gradually as she had risen. I clanged 
down the conning tower lid, and the hun
gry surf foamed and fought over us.

PEN bow caps! Prepare bow tubes 
\ - J  for action! Up periscope 1 Full 

ahead both motors!” Down below, Brad
ley’s terse commands rapped out, follow
ing each other in rapid succession. He 
spoke to a crew and a ship that was 
ready; the first blare of the Klaxons had 
jerked each man to his station; they stood 
tense, watchful, and prepared for all emer
gencies.

But we, the officers, were busy. Brad
ley alternated between the controls and 
the periscopes. I made a hasty survey of 
the boat, looking for damage; the frag
ments from the mines might have ripped 
through our shell of steel. But, with her 
customary luck, the old lady appeared to 
have come through unharmed, except for 
one small leak at a seam, which was un
important.

We had not time, to puzzle out the over
whelming mystery of the whole business 
in those vital seconds. Why did the drift
ing mines go off? How had we managed 
to hit them ? W’hat was the U-boat doing 
there? Why had she come up at all? 
There was a strange coincidence about the 
matter. These questions reeled in my 
head; they flashed around and around and 
bewildered me; it was all too deep, too 
complicated, and I shoved them from me, 
ignored them, and attended to duty.

Ransome, as “torps” officer, was sta
tioned in the forward torpedo flat, and
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when I had completed my short inspec
tion, I hurriedly took my designated posi
tion, assisting Bradley with the periscope.

He had eased the motors, and we were 
trying to stalk the enemy. Silently the. 
G-10 crept along, forty feet below surface. 
I kept shooting the periscope up and 
down, peering hastily into the glass in an 
effort to locate Brother Hun’s tube.

We were entering a submarine duel, the 
most dangerous, sudden, and final type of 
underwater conflict. It is seldom that 
they are fought to a successful conclu
sion ; seldom that either of the conflicting 
submarines is able to either torpedo or 
ram its opponent. But when they do—it 
is finished. There are no half blows 
struck. Kill—or nothing. It is a game of 
utmost patience, utmost deliberation; 
quiet, steady scheming; a battle of calm 
perseverance—for minutes, for hours, or 
more—-but then, at the end of the ordeal, 
there is a fiery, intoxicating second, a 
fierce moment of triumph—or defeat— 
when the word “Fire!” is spoken.

ONE must have luck to win a sub
marine duel. And, in this case, the 

fickle dame of fortune favored us.
My first cautious glances revealed noth

ing, but it did not make me bolder; it 
made me more timid. For remember, I 
could not hurry the game; we had to be 
mightily careful, for the U-boat was look
ing just as eagerly, just as hopefully, for 
us. He, too, had his torpedoes ominously 
ready; he, too, had a torpedo officer 
breathing quietly, highly strung, straining 
at the leash. Our periscope slid through 
the water to disturb that on top time and 
time again, but I gazed forth upon a bar
ren sea, the cold gray waves leaping end
lessly, and concealing our foe.

The outlook was not encouraging, but I 
expected better things soon. You see, I 
knew that the German was having trouble 
with his trim, which was our term denot
ing that he was out of balance. To ex
plain: When a submarine is below the 
surface, she should be exactly the same 
weight as the water she displaces, depend
ing on the planes and the driving power of

the engines to raise or lower her at the 
will of the commander. When she is “out 
of trim” it signifies that she is either 
lighter or heavier than the displaced 
water, or that the balance is unsymmetri- 
cally distributed. For instance, should the 
bow be light, and the stern heavy, the bow- 
will rise, and often all that the crew can 
do with the diving rudders will not pre
vent the ship from breaking surface, as 
the whole hull then acts as a plane. On 
the other hand, if his bow is heavy she 
will plane to the bottom. Now you under
stand.

It is a big handicap, and an irritating 
one; a fatal one sometimes. Something 
like it was troubling Fritz: a submarine 
does not keep her periscopes elevated 
when she comes up; she lowers them first. 
On this U-boat’s first sensational appear
ance the two tubes were high above: he 
gave himself away, revealed himself, un
willingly. It was easy for me to see that.

And so I rather hoped that the same 
thing would happen again. And it did. 
As my eye swept around the horizon, gaz
ing for one telltale sign, just forty degrees 
on our port bow his long slender peri
scopes suddenly shot up, piercing the bare 
water to a considerable height. This was 
enough: but a second later they were fol
lowed by the very conning tower itself, as 
on the first occasion. It surged through 
the broken waves quickly, like a huge gray 
porpoise in the midst of its lunge. Drip
ping and streaming, up it came—a me
chanical monster from the deep—and the 
duel was practically over.

SHE destroyed herself. The position 
was ideal, for she made a perfect tar

get. Broad as a barn, sheer and defense
less, that steel wall loomed before me, 
slowly gliding on her course, which was at 
right angles to ours.

The sight stung me into action. “Here 
he is!” I cried to the waiting Bradley. He 
started, came anxiously forward, and took 
the glass from me.

For a second he gazed, intent and calcu
lating.

“Starboard ten,” he called out. His
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voice came quietly, but it had a steely 
ring. “Stand by.”

It was only a matter of moments, but it 
seemed an eternity. In spite of me, my 
mind turned to those poor devils in the 
other boat—desperately aware that they

a second, this way or that, a nervous little 
jerk, an unpremeditated tremor of the key 
finger a moment too early or late—would 
mean life or death to our prey across the 
water. Ransome was a central figure.

Torpedo attacks, as a rule, are worked

were on the fatal surface, fully revealed 
to us; knowing, sensing, expecting mo
mentarily our torpedoes; making a last 
minute attempt all the time to get below; 
thinking their last thoughts. I really 
pitied them.

But it was war. They had placed them
selves in our hands. They were our ene
mies. There was only one course to 
follow.

A foreboding hush settled over the 
G-10; everyone strained forward. The 
reaction of the crew, the ponderous spell 
cast upon us, was always the same in a 
highly dramatic moment. Ransome, 
doubly aware of the crisis in which he 
meant so much, held in his hands the 
vital, all-important electric pistols that re
leased the bow torpedoes. A fraction of

out with mathematical precision. Speeds, 
courses, and distances are figured and cal
culated to a nicety. If the reckoning is 
wrong, the torpedo misses; if correct, a 
hit is scored.

We had no time here to trifle with such 
minute details. We depended solely on 
Bradley’s eye and judgment. Those few 
heavy seconds were all that was necessary 
for him to get his range. He was sure of 
himself. Suddenly his command ripped 
forth.

“Fire!”
Ransome’s hands tightened slightly; a 

shudder passed through him: there was a 
venomous hiss of compressed air rapidly 
released, and two shining, deadly tubes of 
steel leaped with a spurt of speed from 
their sheaths into the water outside.
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AGAIN the full silence, portentous, 
and broken only by the rapidly re

ceding roar from the whirring propellers 
of the two torpedoes. Forty knots was 
their speed, and the range was short—but 
hours went by in waiting,

God, would the suspense never end? 
Would we stand like this, listening, taut, 
and expectant, forever? Had the foe 
evaded us somehow? Would we hit, or 
would we—

An all-consuming thunder of deafening 
proportions clove into my thoughts. I tot
tered, shook, but recovered and held my
self steady. The tremendous shock 
seemed sufficient to split the hull of the 
G-10. A shudder that jarred every inch 
of her ran lightning fast through her com
plete length. She trembled, reeled; the 
strain was awful—but we knew that we 
had won the duel. It was bad enough in 
the victorious submarine; imagine the 
loser. Suddenly swallowed up in a fiery 
furnace, a sheet of crumbled steel and 
smoke rent by livid bursts of flame—and 
then the all-enclosing, silent, merciless 
down-crushing walls of water. . . .

Splintered glass lay about our feet; sev
eral of our globes had been fractured; but 
otherwise the staunch old boat had weath
ered the explosion. No other damage was 
done. And an extraordinary loud report 
had come from the impact of our torpe
does with the U-boat—a much greater 
shock than we had expected. We were 
soon to learn the reason.

A sigh rippled through the ship. Brad
ley left the periscope and mopped his 
brow—a single sign of agitation. Ran- 
some cursed softly. I sprang to the high- 
powered glass and looked through, eager 
for the sight. What I saw was significant. 
A patch of seething foam, angry and dis
turbed, tossed as if in a furious attempt to 
upset the placidity of an ever-widening 
circle of oil that surrounded it, and which 
contrasted oddly with its turbulent center 
piece.

“Surface,” said Bradley. I left the tube 
and ascended the conning tower for my 
position of first man on deck. The G-10 
rose slowly.

I T was less than fifteen minutes since 
first that magnificent conning tower 

with the U on it had risen, out of trim, to 
send us crashing full speed below. Yet in 
that short space of time she, a first-class 
enemy submarine, apparently new from 
the yards, and worth a cool five million, 
had been blown to oblivion, together with 
her crew—a victim of chance. It was 
quite evident to me that, had the German 
not been handicapped so severely, there 
would have been a different end to the 
story—very different. How near we came 
to taking the place of the U-boat was to 
be made apparent to us.

On the conning tower I was joined al
most immediately by Bradley and Ran- 
some, both silent with the unexpectedness 
of the whole business. We did not speak, 
but were content to watch the surface 
closely as w'e cruised over the oil-covered 
grave of our late foe, in the faint hope of 
picking up some survivors. But not a 
thing, not a single relic, came gliding up to 
disturb the sinister placidity of the oily 
scum-—oil on troubled waters. That glis
tening, once sable mask hid tranquilly the 
grim depths below; transformed the ever- 
lurking monster of the deep into a thing 
of strange beauty, for the sunlight flick
ered on the mirroring curtain of oil, and 
spun from its drabness a thousand colors 
that flashed in their reflection. The pecu
liar odor arising was the only mark left of 
the wrecked vessel and her men that lay 
shattered below.

The illusion of the sun on the oil some
how fascinated me, hypnotised my brain, 
and made it sluggish: I fell into a kind of 
spell. I was still new to the game—my 
second trip out—and sudden death af
fected me even yet. Would I some day 
meet with the same fate that had claimed 
those broken bodies below? What lay in 
store for me? Gloomy thoughts surged 
in my mind, when, finally breaking the 
awed hush we had all fallen into, Bradley 
turned to me and spoke.

“We’ve "been here for half an hour,” he 
said. “There’s not much use staying any 
longer. Drvburgh, it’d be a good idea to 
get our position, make out a report, and
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have Jenkins wireless it in.” (Jenkins 
was our petty officer telegraphist.)

This wise and sane suggestion stirred 
me and jerked me from my trance, and, 
without further ado, I went down to the 
control room, glad of something to do.

ONCE at the charts, it didn’t take me 
long to find our position. I was sur

prised to find that my hands trembled and 
shook, making it difficult to handle the in
struments. Gee, I thought, nerves are get
ting me down: must pull myself together. 
It worried me for a few minutes, until I 
reflected that in a quarter of an hour we'd 
gone through enough to make a nervous 
wreck out of a first-class elephant. Nerves 
are not of iron; they, too, suffer from the 
abnormal stress that comes from a sub
marine duel.

I got the position, and made out our 
message.

“Submarine G-10,” I put down, “sunk 
U-boat, number unknown, thirty miles 
north, fifty-eight and a half degrees west 
of rendezvous ‘Q.’ No survivors. Two 
torpedoes. Proceeding on voyage.” 

Taking it in my hand, I climbed above 
to the deck, and handed the message to 
Bradley for his O. K,, remarking as I did 
so that the depth was only twenty 
fathoms, 120 feet, and that we were over 
one of the shoal patches in the North Sea.

I didn’t give another thought to what 
I ’d said—it was quite casual to me—but 
the information seemed to strike a hidden 
chord in Ransome. Looking at me in
tently, his face brightened suddenly. 

“Sure of that depth?” he asked.
“Of course!” I said positively.
“Then, by God, I’ve got i t !” he yelled. 

“I’ve got the whole damned thing!”
“Got what?” I asked, as Bradley sur

veyed him coldly.
“Hell, it’s as plain as a pikestaff! Can’t 

you see?” he continued excitedly. “That 
Hun was a submarine mine layer, and we 
got him in the middle of his dirty work 1”

« T UST how do you manage to figure J that?” I asked dubiously.
"Some people are dumb 1” retorted Ran

some with a snort. “It doesn’t take any 
Sherlock Holmes to reason it out, and it 
explains everything. Now listen: he’d 
just laid three eggs, and was below getting 
rid of some more on that shoal when we 
hailed by and upset everything.

“Well, well, well—doesn’t that sound 
fine!” observed Bradley, turning sarcastic. 
“Magnificent work, old fellow! But why 
were the mines on the surface if he’d just 
laid them?”

Ransome, highly wrought up, and stung 
by Bradley’s tone, now launched into a 
brief but forcible lecture on the action of 
a mine immediately after being dis
charged.

“Damn it, can’t you see?” he roared. 
“Have I got to go into every little thing? 
Do I have to think for you ? When he re
leased those eggs, they went to the bottom. 
But, after hitting, their sinkers let go and 
the mines came to the surface, instead of 
remaining at proper depth. Guess the 
hydrostatic valves stuck—or else they’d 
have been twenty feet under. So there 
they were, all ready and waiting, still at
tached to the sinkers, still deadly, but on 
top. That’s why the blighters blew up!”

“Ye—ah?” muttered Bradley slowly. 
“Well, I ’ll have to admit it sounds pos
sible.”

Encouraged, Ransome went on.
“And here’s why Fritz broke surface 

twice. He’d just let go of some more 
eggs, and hadn’t compensated properly. 
The loss of weight brought him to the top 
a second after we’d touched off the first of 
his spawn. He’d probably seen us ap
proaching and reckoned it out that we 
were headed exactly for his little nest— 
those mines were right in our path. But 
he didn’t know they’d miscarried. You 
know how things happened then: The sec
ond time he came up he was still out of 
trim, and couldn’t help it. But we were 
waiting for him ; we potted him; blew him 
up with all his high explosive on board. 
There was a hellish crash, and—well, 
there you are! The whole damned story 
all reasoned out and everything! No kid
ding, I don’t know what you fellows’d do 
without me!”
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There was no argument about i t ; he 
was evidently right. There wasn’t any 
other way to explain the thing: we’d had 
Dame Fortune on our side and won out. 
The streak of bad luck was enough to 
cause the U-boat to hand in her checks— 
and all I can say is, that if those drifting 
mines had been below where they be
longed, I -wouldn't be telling this story.

After this interlude, the voyage con
tinued soberly. Bradley remained on 
watch whilst Ransome and I went down 
for a sleep. But I felt like congratulating 
my partner, although he didn’t need it. If 
it hadn’t been for his deductions, one of 
the most hectic afternoons I’ve ever spent 
would have remained a mystery.

CHAPTER VII
A Bucket—and a German Raider

“ P tA M N  this weather! Ain’t it ever a 
L J  goin’ to let up?”

An unusually heavy sea, wet, slimy, and 
cold, had just broken over the whole sub
marine, leaving us gasping.

“I’m just about tired o’ sittin’ lashed on 
this 'ere bloomin' rail: it’s as sharp as a 
knife. I’ll be sunk if it ain’t cut a furrow 
two inches deep across my stem ! It’s me 
for the new' boats when I gets back—I f  I 
ever does! To ’ell with bein’ crucified on 
a blarsted periscope! I’m a valuable man: 
I ’m not goin’ to be pounded to death up 
’ere! They’ve gotta shift me soon! I'll be 
damned if I don’t—”

CRASH!
A huge w'all of water, sweeping com

pletely over and battering us into a state 
of numbness, cut short the bitter mono
logue from the muffled figure behind me. 
For a minute I kept my eyes closed, striv
ing to escape the horrible rawness which 
comes from consistent plunging in salt 
water. The boat rolled as if in torment; 
then, as soon as things had cleared away a 
bit, I turned my head towards my com
panion. A stream of indistinct but obvi
ously vivid curses was flowing from his 
lips: all I caught was the end.

“Damn this stinkin’ job! Gord, but I 
swallowed ’arf the bloomin’ ocean!”

. . . But perhaps I ’d better explain. 
The scrape with the mine layer had 

brought a load of bad luck onto our heads. 
For two days after we had been driving 
into a heavy head sea—an irritating, un
comfortable, unsetting condition—and, 
for the last few hours, the wind had 
worked itself up steadily, enraged at our 
stubbornness, until now it was blowing a 
full, shrieking, insane gale. Things would 
have been smoother below—comparatively 
calm—but, as it was imperative that we 
get to our patrol, we had remained on top 
so as to make better time.

Even in the hell which the sea had be
come, watch was maintained on the con
ning tower. There was no protection. A 
flimsy canvas screen, which previously 
had guarded us to a certain extent, had 
long since surrendered before the pitiless 
beatings of the mighty seas, and not a 
shred of it remained. It was an impossi
bility to stand watch on the tiny deck, for 
long waves, feet high, and driven with ter
rific force, were ceaselessly submerging it, 
drenching it. Thin railings alone held 
themselves sturdily against the berserk 
water: w e. whilst on watch, retired to an
other haunt, doing the next best thing.

ON the tower itself were two casings, 
five feet high, through which the 

periscopes ran. A narrow steel bar, an 
inch and a half in diameter, connected 
these casings, and gave us a slim resting 
place, a cruel, inflexible, bitter resting 
place. For in bad weather we climbed 
onto the bar, raised the periscopes slightly, 
and lashed ourselves to them. Two men 
could thus be securely held, one by the 
forward tube, one by the rearmost. The 
tremendous waves couldn’t throw us olf, 
try as they might, but each one drove us 
down wfith devilish cunning on that un
affected little bar, which stood pat and 
bored right into us—from another direc
tion. Try sitting on an inch and a half 
rail yourself for a couple of hours, and 
see how it feels—cuts, rather. After a 
w'hile you’d swrear that you could slice a 
loaf of bread with it. It gets gradually 
sharper, and you’re the grindstone.
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I was on the forward tube; my old pal 
Cox sat uncomfortably and complainingly 
on the other. For over an hour we had 
not spoken: each was occupied by his 
gloomy and somber thoughts. Besides, 
conversation was impossible, owing to the 
mad screeching of the wind, the deep 
rumbled growls of the sea, and the sudden 
groans of the boat as she worked, lurched, 
and tumbled crazily through the turmoil. 
Suddenly, however, there had been an 
ominous lull, and, as often happens, two 
or three mountainous billows had piled 
upon us in rapid succession. We were 
driven, as the boat tore relentlessly on, 
through solid banks of biting, pulling 
water—all of which had urged Cox to 
make his formal protest just quoted.

The old G-10 was a staunch and sturdy 
craft, as I’ve often said, but she didn’t 
give a cuss for the men who manned her. 
The vicious gale had whipped up a colos
sal sea; the sub, after gallantly clambering 
up the dancing slope of one gigantic bil
low, would shoot down recklessly, with 
terrific momentum, into the deep valley 
following, and plow squarely into the face 
of the next wave instead of rising over it. 
Flung heedlessly by the cold and uncaring 
steel to which we were bound, at times we 
found ourselves with ten feet of solid 
water above our heads, and wondering if 
ever again we’d get air.

We could not have been lonelier, or in a 
more isolated condition. If jerked loose, 
it meant death: the sea was a raging, un
tamed beast. The conning tower lid was 
kept tightly closed to exclude it, and a 
long ventilating pipe was put up to admit 
air to the boat and its engines. Even with 
this protection, water poured down the 
slim pipe at frequent intervals, and to 
counteract the inrushes, the pumps were 
kept working.

Again we were suspended, breathless; 
again plnnged down into the sudden salt 
abyss which yawned for us. We dove on, 
and another wave swept by, grasping at us 
savagely and almost ripping the soaked 
clothing from our numb, unprotected 
bodies. Clenching my teeth, I waited for 
its fury to pass away; when it did, I ex

pected a fiery outburst from Cox. But 
only a weary groan came.

I shouted back at him: “Never mind, 
old chap; it’ll soon be over.” For our re
lief was due.

He didn’t hear me, didn’t care to hear 
me; poor old Cox had just about given up 
the ship. But, luckily, a second after I 
had spoken I heard a noise below, t 
looked down and saw, in an overwhelming 
feeling of thankfulness, the lid open, and 
two shivering figures dash out in a frenzy 
of speed.

QUICKLY I undid the lashing, 
shouted, “Thank God you’ve come!” 

to my relieving officer, heard his curse 
come back in reply, and tumbled down the 
tower. Cox had been even faster: he was 
before me. I clanged down the lid, and 
not a minute too soon, for another huge 
sea burst upon it instantly. And so it 
kept up.

But we were free from its torment for 
a spell, at least: when again our shift 
came around, perhaps the weather would 
be better. Conditions, however, weren’t 
much better below. The pipe connecting 
us with the wild scene above barely ad
mitted sufficient air to run our engines, 
with the result that a partial vacuum was 
created—a pulsating vacuum which pulled 
at our ears, made our eyes bulge strangely, 
and often brought blood from our noses. 
In a way, we fought with the engines for 
air. Every breath was a great effort, an 
achievement.

To repeat, the storm had raged for two 
days. Naturally, other things were clam
oring for attention; clamoring violently 
and unceasingly. Bound in the steel hull 
as we were by the tyrant gale, there had 
been no opportunity to dispose of the in
evitable accumulation of garbage—gar
bage from the meals of the thirty-five men 
aboard. Our only receptacle was a large, 
obliging tub, which sat placidly at the base 
of the conning tower. Two days in the al
ready foul air of the submarine had 
caused this mess to decompose and pu
trefy : the stench was abominable. It was 
enough to turn the stomach. And, added
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to this, a certain amount of salt water had 
entered our battery tank, and, of course, 
was now forming chlorine rapidly. It, a 
dangerous gas, worked havoc with our 
men, as anyone who has been through an 
attack from it on the Western Front will 
know only too well. Our faces assumed a 
fantastic greenish tinge, and, even worse, 
our vitality was sapped. . . . We grew 
listless, uncaring.

You'd think that such obstacles would 
be enough to keep any man awake, but in 
spite of it all Cox and I were soon asleep 
on coming down. Heavy, dreamless sleep; 
a trance that effaced all the toil and the 
trouble we had been through, and did its 
best to prepare us for the strain of an
other long watch.

At 4 A. M., true to the second, we were 
rudely awakened by a steady jerking from 
Saunders; again our time had rolled 
around. Sleqa, work, sleep, w'ork—that 
was our set routine j and a second later we 
were climbing up the conning tower to re
sume our watch. But we didn’t crawl 
forth into the teeth of a gale; there had 
been a vast improvement in weather.

THE wind had gone entirely, having 
blown itself out in impotent anger, 

and all that remained of the gigantic sea 
was a lazy rolling swell that the G-10 rode 
easily. The whole scene looked more 
cheerful, for the sun had risen well above 
the horizon: we were in northern regions, 
and dawn comes early there. Our cloth
ing had dried to a certain extent; the air 
was warm ; and we even dared to look for
ward to a more enjoyable watch, the 
calmer sea making it no longer necessary 
to sit on the knife-edged bar which had 
been our perch for two black days.

I breathed in great draughts of the 
fresh morning air, just warm enough and 
just cool enough, and it revived me rap
idly. After an hour in its invigorating 
freshness, the garbage-filled tub down be
low rose like a hideous specter before me, 
and I grew to hate the bare idea of de
scending again into the thick atmosphere, 
polluted by that stinking swill. Why not 
get rid of it now, once and for all ?
A .T .

“Say, Cox/’ I said to my companion, 
“how about chucking that darned gar
bage ?”

His face brightened. “Yes, sir,” he re
plied with emphasis, “that there bin smells 
worse’n a fish factory, blimey if it don’t! 
The sooner the better for me!”

I turned to the voice tube and gave in
structions that the second coxswain be 
called and the garbage cleared up. It was 
a long, but not necessarily a hard, job. for 
it was our habit to string a bucket to a 
rope, fill it from the bin down below, and 
haul the whole business through the con
ning tower from above to be thrown over 
the side.

I was in a hurry to get the work done, 
for you could never tell when we’d have 
to submerge suddenly, leaving the garbage 
with its smell untouched. So when ten 
minutes had elapsed without signs of ac
tion, I became annoyed, and yelled down 
for an explanation. Of course, in their 
usual fashion, they had been unable to 
find the bucket: it must have been lost in 
the turmoil.

I looked around the serene horizon. 
Only one thing was visible, and that un
alarming. It was a harmless passenger 
boat, flying the neutral flag and bound on 
a course which would take her a good 
four miles from us at the nearest point. 
She had probably sheered off a bit, any
way, on seeing us slowly cruising in the 
sun; for the fear of submarines was, in 
those days, a universal fear that none 
was free from.

I WAS bound to get rid of that garbage.
Two men were supposed to be on the 

conning tower, but in this case—
“Better go down and sort things out 

down there, Cox,” I told him. “I want to 
get this stuff up before I’m relieved, and 
those poor idiots’ll take till doomsday.” 

“Don’t I know it, sir, don’t I know it? 
What they wants is a good man with a 
good voice at their ’eels,” he remarked as 
he made off.

Down he went, with a dignified grunt, 
and soon I heard him roaring around im
patiently. Things stirred. In less time
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than it takes to tell, a bucket was attached 
to the rope which had been sent along be
forehand.

1 was stiff from long inaction, cramped 
from close quarters; what I needed was 
exercise, and plenty of it. That, of course, 
was impossible, but now I had a chance to 
get in a bit of action. Although not 
my duty I decided to get busy with 
the garbage detachment.

'‘Snap it up,” I shouted. " I'll haul 
up.”

Under the stern eye of Cox, things 
below went smoothly, and I was kept 
hard at work for some minutes, joy
fully stretching my sore muscles, and

Frits was no fool. He had a swift 
craft: did- he see the telltale wake, 
he zvould be able to avoid it in time.

hauling with unnecessary vigor and energy.
The sea by now was practically calm; 

the sun came down in a warm deluge that 
flooded the G-10; the glorious morning 
air was clean and fresh with a healthy 
tang swept from a thousand leaping wave 
tops; I took great breaths, and it swirled 

inside me, scouring out with 
one great rush of strength all 
the evils foul air had bred; I 
felt young and new for the 
first time since leaving port. 
The pleasant warmth, the ac
tivity, and the air brought me 
into a rosy glow' of pleasant 
feeling and geniality. Alto
gether life seemed to be worth 
living, and I could afford to 
laugh at the experiences we’d 
just gone through. Hell, it
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wasn’t such a bad war! Not a damn 
bad war at all!—Z-z-z-z-z-s-s-z-c-s—Z-Z- 
Z-Z-Z—ZUMP! ZUMP! ZUMP!

Even as I straightened up, stunned with 
noise, the heavy report of gunfire followed 
the shells’ venomous hiss as they shrieked 
over me. Three great spouts of water 
shot up magically from the sea, and 
reached their feathery plumes of seething 
water high in air. The spray from one 
surged down on the boat. Close , . . close; 
but a miss was as good as a mile! Auto
matically my hand closed on the alarm- 
signal, arid I spun around to look for our 
assailant.

TEE-RUSALEM! She wasn’t hard to 
J  See! She had played a cunning game. 
Even in the few minutes when my back 
had been turned as I concentrated on the 
bucket job, that ‘ harmless” ship flying a 
neutral flag had sped up to almost a mile 
from us. She was crashing along with 
surprising swiftness, an l̂ as I looked, 
amazed, three more angry tongues of 
flame spurted menacingly from her side: 
another salvo was coming. High at her 
peak fluttered the imperial eagle of Ger
many, cruel and disdainful in its black 
majesty, and I realized that we were up 
against a German raider, quite evidently 
one with powerful armament aboard.

Those next three shells missed by pure 
luck: I know that at least one of them 
ricocheted over our lower hull, after strik
ing the water slightly short. But her 
marksmanship was getting better; they 
were closer than the first lot; and I knew 
that she’d get off some more before we 
could submerge.

‘'Hard-a-starb’d !” I shouted, intent on 
turning the stern of the G-10 towards 
those guns. In this way they would have 
the smallest target possible.

We went down in record time; but the 
raider was equally quick, and before the 
water swirled safely over the conning 
tower I had seen nine shells rip into the 
sea close by us. Luck—pure luck—again 
saved the submarine.

We shot to forty feet. Then, slamming 
full speed on our motors, we altered

course ninety degrees. She was charging 
straight for the G-10 (where she had been 
on the surface) at a high rate of speed, so 
we reckoned on this maneuver to take us 
out on his beam, from which position we 
hoped to get in a couple of torpedoes as 
she passed over the spot where we had last 
been seen.

Steadily we kept on for about two min
utes. We should now, by calculation, he 
at least five hundred yards from her track. 
“'Have a look, Dryburgh,” said Bradley, 
and I cautiously raised the periscope.

MMEDIATELY the raider flashed into 
view. She was a fine sight, almost 

directly astern of us. Her speed had been 
even greater than we’d estimated ; her bow 
was slicing through the glassy waves like 
a knife, and great billows of spume and 
foam leaped away from it. Then, staring 
closely while I had the chance, I made out 
two surprising things.

The first of these was the raider’s name, 
written in tiny letters on the bow. It was 
hard to decipher, but slowly I spelled it 
out . . . I-S-I-S: Isis, This stuck in my 
brain; but the other thing quickly at
tracted all my attention. Tossed aside 
madly on the great wave cast up by the 
Isis’ speedy course, I saw a small white 
object. For a second I wondered what it 
was, then suddenly it dawned on me. The 
dancing speck was our unlucky bucket, 
which I had chucked away on being fired 
at, and which was, indirectly, the cause of 
all the trouble.

But why did it float? Why didn’t that 
great wave sink it? Later I found out: 
Cox, rummaging around for any sort of a 
receptacle, had stumbled upon a papier- 
mache bucket, used for carrying acids, 
etc., and without another thought had 
passed it up to me.

The commander of the raider no doubt 
was patting himself on the hack to think 
that we had left behind such a telltale 
mark to show our whereabouts; thinking, 
of course, that the G-10 was somewhere 
very near her lost bucket. On this suppo
sition he staked a big throw.

As I watched, he put over his helm and
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the Isis’ bow swung in a sharp curve away 
from us; but even before I had time to tell 
Bradley, an entire series of tremendous 
explosions rolled through the water to 
deafen us completely. The sharp cracks 
thundered out one after the other, making 
the sub shiver. The noise was terrific. 
Bradley countered immediately by shoot
ing us to eighty feet below.

The ear-splitting reverberations fol
lowed us ; they carried on for what seemed 
to be hours—really about thirty seconds— 
until our heads rang with the humming 
that resounded through them. We all 
knew that the raider was dropping depth 
charges by the dozen in one grand effort 
to blow us from the depths, but as she had 
circled away instead of towards us, we 
were perfectly safe.

The great booming echoed and re
echoed. Finally, by shouting, I was able 
to tell Bradley what my last glance 
through the periscope had revealed. We 
were still proceeding at full speed away 
from the scene. Bradley, convinced that 
no harm had been done, and with eight 
torpedoes lying aboard, decided instantly 
to have a shot at getting some of his own 
back—make the Isis pay for her insults. 
Easing the motors, we ascended to forty 
feet; and Bradley took the periscope him
self.

T IIE raider had completed her circle 
and was now showing us her whole 

broadside. She, although having slacked 
her speed, was a difficult target—a long 
shot and a hard one—and I wondered 
what course Bradley would follow. Our 
stern, of course, was towards the German, 
and our commander’s terse order ‘‘Pre
pare stem tube for action,” showed me 
clearly what he intended to do.

In some ways the grimy old G-10 re
sembled a scorpion, in that we carried our 
heaviest stinger in the tail. We seldom 
used it, so mighty and precious was its 
power. Snugly ensconced in a long tube 
was a huge, grim twenty-one-inch-diame- 
ter torpedo which, once released, could 
speed a full five miles under its own voli
tion. It was a terrible thing: fifty thou

sand dollars had gone into its makeup; its 
tremendous force made it the most deadly 
weapon invented for submarines ; its strik
ing power would tear a ship in two pieces. 
So intent was Bradley on getting the Isis 
that he had finally decided to use his trump 
card.

He steadied himself at the periscope. 
Never releasing it for a second, his firm 
order shot forth, bringing everyone to the 
highest possible pitch, effecting a tense 
hush throughout the boat.

“Stand by!”
Ransome, poised and ready, strained 

forward with the pistol in his hand, A 
second elapsed.

“FIRE!"
With a hiss and a whirl the magnificent 

thing leaped, shining and awful, from its 
sheath. Its double propellers spun into ac
tion and shot their load mightily on its 
path; their buzz, rapidly receding, told us 
that we would not have long to wait. 
Should the torpedo strike, the Isis and all 
her crew were doomed.

Bradley kept his eye glued to the peri
scope. A breathless silence, heavy with 
expectancy, reigned—but not for long. 
Again the enemy struck—even while our 
blow was speeding at him.

“PLQMP! PLOMP-PLOMP!"
She, had sighted our periscope, and was 

firing steadily at it. But her chances of 
hitting were infinitesimal. Even had she 
scored, no great damage would have been 
done. But she told us plainly that her 
eyes were trained on us—so she stood a 
good chance of evading our great weapon. 
For it left a creamy track of bubbles, easy 
to discern on a calm surface, behind its 
trail.

Fritz was no fool. He had a swift craft; 
did he see that telltale wake, he would he 
able to avoid it in time. We would know 
soon, anyway.

We'd sunk a German mine layer already 
—and this time our luck was out. For no 
answering explosion crashed through the 
intervening water to greet our eager ears. 
Our explosive, most valuable missile, had 
missed its mark. With apprehension, we 
awaited the probable outcome.
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“I YARD LUCK!” said Ransome, while 
1 1 even the sober Bradley broke down 

his reserve by cursing quietly and 
methodically. Many of the crew did so, 
too. But I was thinking of other things.

“Suppose we’ll get another load of depth 
bombs on us now,” I observed cheerfully. 
Bradley started, and replied with three 
quick orders that tumbled us as far be
yond danger as possible.

“Hard-a-starb'd. Full ahead both. One 
hundred feet.”

Our speed increased; the driving rud
ders tilted, and the G-10 slid easily to the 
required depth. Two more commands 
held her.

“Ease your helm. . . . Steady as you
go-”

We were repeating our former maneu
ver, in hopes of avoiding the expected rain 
of high explosive. Would we be equally 
fortunate? Would the Hun get us yet?

Silently we waited for sounds of the 
Isis’ attack. But nothing was audible ex
cept the roar of her propellers at high 
speed—and, to our amazement, they 
seemed to be retreating instead of ap
proaching. They became softer; grew dim 
in the distance. We rose quickly, and 
shot up the periscope. I was surprised, 
on looking through, to see our friend the 
raider showing us a clean pair of heels, 
and making her best time away.

For a minute we were nonplussed. Why 
should she leave now ? Soon, however, an 
explanation dawned on us that revealed 
the whole thing.

The Isis was a raider. Everyone 
knows of the Bmden, and her daring, 
heroic deeds. The Emden’s long-con
tinued safety was due to a number of 
things: a clever captain, trusty staff and 
crew, good ship, cunning tactics—but 
chief amongst them was the fact that 
whenever she was sighted, she took care 
to speed quickly away from the spot. Al
lied ships, then, never knew- wrhere she 
was, and had a terrible time finding her.

The commander of the Isis had the 
same idea in his mind. He w-as bound, 
no doubt, for the open Atlantic; and the 
main thing was to get there without being

spotted. Fresh from the yards, ©quipped 
really for the destruction of merchant ves
sels—not submarines—in the ordinary 
course of events she would never have 
dared to disturb us, but been only too glad 
to get by without a rumpus.

But we presented, that bright and peace
ful morning when I was busy emptying 
garbage, such a tempting target that it was 
apparently more than the commander’s 
soul could resist. Should we get away, he 
knew that he’d have to do the same thing, 
as we would report him immediately. So 
he took a big chance; missed, to his 
amazement; then staked another throw. 
He let off every one of his depth charges, 
and even these failed to get us up. As 
we had got by, he was aware that a tor
pedo would soon be forthcoming; so, after 
three more shots at our periscope, he de
camped and hit out for home.

I might mention here that this raider 
was never heard of again during the war. 
The Isis is a false name, of course; but 
a German armed ship answering her de
scription was never seen again. She evi
dently got home and stayed there. And 
the old G-10 was the doughty submarine 
that scared her away !

That was the last we saw of Fritz, plow
ing it up for the horizon. In a short time 
we came to the surface, and started again 
for our destination.

ALL these events, strange as it seems, 
befell us while on our way to the 

patrol area. It began to appear as if we’cl 
never get there. Yet only three days had 
elapsed since first we put out from the 
home port; three days, every- one chock- 
full of danger, excitement, and bitter sus
pense, They had been like months to us 
—but now the sun w-as shining . . . why 
worry? We, like all other sailors, forgot 
our troubles and found ourselves in a 
cheerier mood. And we’d done a lot of 
good work: sunk a mine layer, and scared 
away a raider.

Nothing further hailed by to give us 
battle, and before dawn of the next day 
we were submerged on our patrol grounds. 
Now the real grind—the worst thing of
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the whole business—set in. It was a 
merciless monotony. Eat, sleep, and keep 
watch; eat, sleep, and keep watch. . . . 
So we lived, only glancing around the 
horizon with the periscope every fifteen 
minutes, to see—nothing. Nothing but the 
bare line of sea and sky’s meeting place; 
drab, gray, and utterly barren.

The first day on duty conditions weren’t 
so bad, generally speaking, for we were 
more than ready for a good quiet sleep. 
Rut as the second, the third, and the 
fourth gradually dragged hv, affairs be
came worse, and steadily we lapsed into 
that deadly mood which is the eternal bane 
of submarine patrol. Without one scrap 
of exercise, and breathing the fetid air, 
unspeakably foul through having been 
used again and again by thirty-six men, 
livers grew sluggish, and tempers testy. A 
tremendous desire to lay' down everything 
attacked me, as I am sure it did the. 
others; the atmosphere, made hot from 
the sticky odor of oil, seemed to crash in 
on me; life was a living hell. Put your
self in our position: twenty hours below 
in the cramped space of the submarine, 
with never a chance to reoxygenate the 
air, and never a cigarette to console us. 
Smoking was absolutely forbidden; we 
needed desperately all the oxygen we had 
to keep the precious spark of life glowing, 
however feebly.

Being addicted to tobacco, I longed pas
sionately for a cigarette, my desire being 
increased by the fact that it was pro
hibited. So one day' I crawled up into the 
conning tower, intending to put one over 
on the others and have a couple of draws, 
anyuvay. Carefully striking a match, I 
waited tensely for the flame, ready to suck 
feverishly. But the whole business was 
a fizzle. Although the phosphorus turned 
black, there wasn’t even a spark. I tried 
three or four, with the same result. Then 
it burst upon me. There was insufficient 
oxygen to support combustion. I climbed 
down, therefore, feeling worse than ever, 
and sick of my existence.

The horrible vigil went on and on. Not 
a thing came to enliven the strain; we 
were as in a prison, shut off from activity

and life by an insurmountable barrier— 
miles of gray sea. We stared at each 
other; became more and more grouchy. 
Conversations were a thing of the past.

HEN Saunders took a drink.
I say it in this fashion, for it has 

heavy meaning.
He, just awakened, had drawn the sup

ply for our dinner from Cox, as was the 
custom. We were on a very meager al
lowance, and he, being a thirsty soul, de
cided to reward himself with a long pull.

He did. The results were awful.
The first inkling of the tragedy that 

came to our ears was a very audible series 
of racking groans which we finally tracked 
to Mr. Saunders, cook. He sat, rocking 
dismally, by his hot plate, on which our 
evening meal was in a suspended state of 
development. A slight, all but perceptible 
shade of pallid green, faint through layers 
of grime, made eerie his face; he looked 
the picture of misery'. Even as we gazed, 
awe-struck, he fell to erupting with an 
energy which amazed us, as it surpassed 
easily all his earlier, rough-sea records.

Ransome watched admiringly. “What’s 
the big idea, Saunders?” he asked finally. 
“Hell, yrou can’t be sick to-night! It’s as 
calm as a mill pond!”

A rich groan trickled forth as reply. 
He went on unabated, then, during a slight 
lull in the proceedings, drew himself up 
for an effort at speech.

“Water!” he gasped. “Water!”
Something serious, it was plain, had 

happened to him. I seized the water can. 
put my ami around the cook’s back, and 
tried to help him to a drink. But my gen
erous measures were rudely received. He 
shuddered, and, with a sweep of his arm, 
dashed the can to the floor.

He looked at me appealingly. “It’s poi
son, sir,” he choked.

An idea came to me. Getting some 
more water from Cox, I tested it gingerly. 
It was vile and indescribable. My face 
soured, and I spluttered the stuff out 
quickly. Without more ado I started in
vestigations, and found, ultimately, that 
we had not come unharmed through our
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adventures. Finally, we unearthed the 
whole cause of the damage.

The fresh-water tank was next to the 
battery tank, separated only by a thin steel 
plate. After we had set off the mines, I 
knew that the sub sprung a slight leak, but 
I now found further trouble. Some of the 
battery cells had been cracked, causing 
acid to run into the tank. This in turn 
had gradually eaten away the plate, and 
continued on into the fresh water. Our 
entire supply was foul. Fortunately, 
Saunders’ much abused stomach had come 
to the rescue, and prevented the crew 
from being laid out.

We could fight through every other ob
stacle—we had—but this was too much. 
“Only one thing to do,” said Bradley 
grimly. Coming to the surface, we set our 
bow towards home, and crashed on with 
full speed from the engines.

A DEVIL of a prospect we had before 
us: three days of hard journeying, 

and no water. But it might have been 
worse. We went over our supplies with 
desperate care, and found—a life saver— 
some tinned soup, the cans old and rusted 
with age—but still tinned soup. Well, 
perhaps there’d be consomme, turtle, as
paragus, and other dainty flavors: we'd 
live in good fashion. But of course every 
one of the darned things held tomato. 
Tomato, tomato, tomato. After draughts 
of tomato soup, and nothing else, for three 
solid days, I felt that I never wanted to 
look one of the big red things in the face 
again. Bradley, Ransome, and the crew—- 
especially Cox—were with me, too.

Sick, miserable, aching in every joint, 
covered with grease and oil, unshaven, 
dirty, my face bristling, my eyes red (my 
condition at the end of every patrol), I 
stood on the conning tower, thankful for 
the cool breeze, and waiting eagerly for 
the few remaining hours to pass before 
again we’d sight home. I gazed fixedly at 
the horizon as in a trance. The day was 
dull; visibility was poor—but I didn’t 
care, I was sure nothing would torment 
us now—this close to port. Then suddenly 
a slight movement far away before me

spurred my weary mind to attention. Just 
for a second a long, low, black object ap
peared, to lift itself above the steely rim 
where sea welded with sky. It wavered a 
moment and then sank back into mystery 
once more. Hell! It could only be one 
thing—a submarine. Cursing it, my hand 
closed over the alarm signal, and with a 
swish and a gurgle of displaced water we 
slid below, forty seconds after the alarm.

COMING down, I reported “sub right 
ahead” to Bradley. He looked 

troubled. “Which way’s he going?” he 
asked.

“Couldn’t tell,” I told him, “but he 
seemed to be beam onto us.”

“Damn it all—damn it anyway!” 
growled Ransome surlily standing nearby. 
“Have y’ ever known it to fail! Right 
near home, and I’d be willing to bet we’ll 
be sunk! Why don’t these damned Huns 
leave us alone—hell, we’re peaceful 
enough!”

We crashed on full speed on our old 
course, hitting straight for the enemy. 
This was going to be decided quickly, 
whichever way fate turned. For a few 
minutes I looked out unrewarded upon a 
sea devoid of any sign. Had the other 
spotted us, too? The devil! But suddenly, 
right ahead, the stranger again slid into 
view.

Staring intently, I could not make him 
out. He had no bulk, nothing but a slim 
black line on the horizon ; there wasn’t the 
bulge of a conning tower. “Look at this !” 
I said to Bradley. He took the tube.

“That’s no submarine,” he murmured 
after a moment, “unless they’ve brought 
out a disappearing conning tower. I’m 
damned if I know what it is.”

We weren’t taking any chances in spite 
of his opinion: we approached cautiously 
below waters. The other evidently was 
standing still. On wre edged, until within 
full view of the “enemy.” And now the 
puzzle was revealed to us—a sad tragedy 
of the sea.

My “U-boat” had once been, from what 
we could see, a beautiful, magnificently 
large liner. Caught by some German, a
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torpedo had torn into her hull, dealed out 
her death wound, and left her floating bot
tom up, a rare and a strange sight. There 
was something silently pitiful about her: 
once, in all her glory, she had breasted the 
waves, and ridden the seven seas; now she 
lay forsaken, a dumb, tomblike monument 
to war's ravages. Our duty was plain 
enough: we had to sink her. Had we 
come on her in the night, a collision would 
have ended our story: other U-boats ran 
the same chance. She, once open to the 
dangers of derelicts, now was a derelict 
herself, a menace to every sailor.

She was a wonderful target, and we 
would’ve liked to have given her a tor
pedo, but this method was far too expen
sive. We accordingly broke surface, 
manned our three-inch disappearing gun, 
and soon had a dozen shells inside her.

It didn’t take long. Air whistled, 
screamed, from the shell holes; and soon 
the climax came. Her bow rose impres
sively in the a ir; for one last second of 

! might she defied us and her distant con- 
querer; then, in a quick, awful dive, she 
slid from the view of all men.

Well, that’s that, we thought—and, 
thank goodness, it was. We didn’t have 
any other adventures; it was the last inci
dent of our too full voyage. We had 
blown up a German submarine mine layer, 
almost been sunk ourselves by a raider, 
barely escaped wholesale poisoning from 
an unknown leak, subsisted for three days 
on tomato soup, and then, to cap the trip, 
had ridden the whole ocean of an out
standing peril.

We felt entitled to our short share of 
rest: let’s forget the war for a week, we 
all thought—and I know the old G-10 
joined us as she slid to her moorings 
alongside the complacent parent ship.

But more was to come before we got 
out again.

*  *  *

Next month in this place you will read 
of the strange premonition of death that 
came to one of Captain Dryburgh’s 
brother officers—and its uncanny fulfill
ment. Also, there is an exciting account 
of a desperate duel between the G-10 and 
an enemy seaplane. Ordei your Adven
t u r e  T rails early!

H UTS OF THE DIAM O ND DEALERS

A PR IM IT IV E  street of ramshackle huts is 
one of the world’s most important diamond 

marts.
H ere in the heart of the alluvial diamond 

fields of Grasfontein, South Africa, millions of 
dollars’ worth of the precious stones are regu
larly bought and sold. The shacks that look 
like shelters on a poultry farm are the offices 
of the brokers. Once a month or oftener, if the 
yield of the fields is unusually rich, they are 
opened for business.

The diamond brokers travel to  the exchange 
by train or automobile across the desert from 
Pretoria and other South African cities. All 
transactions are made in cash and the brokers 
brmg with them usually from $5,000,000 to $10,- 
000,000 in currency. I t is the boast of the 
region that the man carrying this wealth needs 
no special protection and that hold-ups are un
known.

The primitive brokerage offices are built of 
corrugated iron sheets, since there is not a tree 
lo r hundreds of miles to supply lumber. Each 
shack is furnished with a table, a chair or two 
and a pair of scales, and nothing more.

On the arrival of the brokers a flag is flown 
above the shanty. The miners who have been

accumulating diamonds fo r the previous month 
thereupon bring their wares to the offices, where 
they are weighed and bargained for. The rough 
stones brought in this way later are sorted and 
appraised, and ultimately find their way to the 
diamond cutters in European and American 
cities.

The famous alluvial deposits of Grasfuntein 
have been the scene of one of the most pic
turesque diamond rushes in history. A mush
room town sprang up in a few hours which be
came a hive of activity.

The wild excitement of the rush was largely 
due to the fact that the great wealth of dia
monds in these fields lay virtually on the sur
face, to be picked up by the fortunate miners.

W ork is s.ill artivel.. in progress in these 
fields and the output continues to be large. 
Diamonds from the new alluvial fields are 
rarely more than two or three carats in weight 
in the rougli, and when cut weigh on the aver
age less than one carat. Many of the stones 
mined here have a slightly yellowish cast. 
Large as have been the yields the demand for 
diamonds is reported to have more than kept 
pace with the supply and the alluvial diamonds 
have been quickly absorbed.



B y  S. B. H. H u rst

She danced For Mohammedans, and she was white; and when Merged boiled over with 
religious fanaticism— white she remained!

ERGUI is a dirty and most 
immoral town.'' Father Mur
phy, the stout, kindly mis
sionary paused dramatically. 
“But hitherto we have been 

spared this—a white girl dancing for 
Mohammedans and Chinamen! You must 
do something, Bailey!”

The youthful English magistrate, who, 
with ten Sikh policemen and one white 
clerk, was administrator of the affairs of 
the little town and the district adjoining 
it on the Tenasserim strip of the coast of 
Burma, looked through the window of his 
office at the mud of low tide in the har
bor. A puff of wind brought the reek of 
it. He sniffed, then answered testily : 

“You know as well as I do, Padre, that 
I can do nothing. Until the girl commits 
a crime I cannot have her arrested. 
English law does not infringe on the 
rights of people to live where they wish. 
If she wants to live among the colored 
population, that’s her business. Let her 
dance! I have received no complaints

about her. If you are worried about her 
morals, well—that’s in your department, 
not mine!”

The priest sighed.
"Yes,” he answered. “But the girl 

won’t listen to me. She politely avoids 
discussion. Admits being a Catholic, too! 
Orphan. Daughter of some Frenchman 
v, 10 died up Indo-China way. I don’t 
know how she drifted down here.” 

"Well, T can’t help you, Murphy. I 
detest having a white woman of her oc
cupation in the town—liable to stir up any 
sort of trouble. But you can find ’em all 
over Burma. We must bear our burdens, 
Padre. Good morning!”

The priest left the magistrate’s office. 
The heat weighed heavily upon his huge 
figure. He felt, both physically and 
spiritually, depressed. This pretty child—- 
for she was little more—w'ho politely re
fused to worry about her soul’s welfare! 
Father Murphy clenched his fists.

“If I have to use force,” he said firmly, 
“I’ll do it! I wall break the law if need 

57
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be—the law that protects vice from the 
assaults of decency! I will break through 
that ring of Mohammedan and Chinese 
brutes who leer at her dancing. I may 
have to hit a few ugly faces, for which 
Bailey could have me arrested; but I will 
—for the good of that young woman’s 
soul. It’s my duty, and by the living God 
I’ll do it! I’m Irish, and before I got 
so fat I could use my hands for other 
things than blessing people !”

He was spared this necessity. His walk 
had brought him to the tiny church he 
himself had designed and helped to build. 
In its quiet he would compose himself. 
He took off his large solar hat and wiped 
his streaming forehead. Then he dropped 
the hat in joyful astonishment. For the 
girl he had thought apostate was kneeling 
there, praying!

“Oh, Father, I thank Thee!” he mur
mured.

The girl looked up and saw him. She 
was vaguely disturbed. The priest, that 
massive man of intuitions, felt that she 
had timed her visit to the church to corre
spond with his absence. No doubt there 
were other visits.

“Daughter,” he said, “I do not under
stand this!”

She smiled, mischievously.
“My Father, there is. ah, so veree 

mouch that ees hard to ounderstand!”
His voice became hard.
“I do not understand why you have re

fused to talk with me. I do not under
stand why you have come here when you 
knew I was away. And . . .  I have 
known other women like you. But the 
others did not avoid the priest. Instead, 
they sought absolution!”

She shrugged her shoulders. The flash 
of her smile was of pearls. Her eyes were 
violet lakes in which dwelt mystery and 
delight.

"Perhaps they needed it!” she an
swered.

'"or a moment the priest was so angry 
at her pert reply that he could not an
swer her. She went on. But she no 
longer smiled, and the lids covered her 
provocative eyes.

"But I, what am so small, joost come 
’ere because, maybe, God ees ’ere! Onny- 
ways, if He is anywhere in Mergui He 
will be ’ere! And you know, Father, that 
there is times when every woman feel 
lonelee for God. So I do not come when 
you are here. Becos’ I do not want to 
talk about my sins. Eet would take too 
much time. And the time I come ’ere is 
the time I ’ave give to God!”

Her eyes met his defiantly.
Murphy mastered his anger.
“Do you realize that God sees you when 

you are not in His church—when you are 
dancing and—and living with those hor
rible heathen men ?”

She raised her small head proudly.
“I do not ‘live’ with ony man!” Her 

eyes blazed, her little hands clenched. 
“For what you ’ave said, but that you are 
a priest, I would strike you! I live wis 
no man! I ’ave never lived with ony 
man! And I have never even kissed ony 
man but my father—what is died!”

The flash left her eyes. Her head 
drooped. She sank down upon the 
wooden bench and sobbed.

Father Murphy was deeply distressed. 
He could not believe her, but. . . .

“My child! My poor child!” He laid 
a hand gently upon her shoulder. “But 
you must realize how your dancing for 
such creatures seems!”

“To dance is all I know,” she sobbed. 
“I ’ave tried to dance for the white men, 
but they do not want me. They want 
women who will kees after dancing—who 
will kees and love for money. 1 must 
live! Mohamet Ali and his nasty bearded 
men ’ave never tried to kees me. Mo
hamet looks cruel, but he treats me 
square! And the Chinamen are afraid of 
him. The men for whom I dance know 
that if they try to kees me they will ’ave 
a long knife in their ribs. Mohamet is 
’eathen, you say. Yes, But I would 
razzer dance for heem than for white men 
who do not want dancing as mouch as 
they want something else!”

“Some other way of making a living 
may be found,” began the baffled priest. 

She interrupted fiercely. “To scrub
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floors, eh ! I ’ave a right to live my own 
life. I love to dance 1”

"I know you are French, of course, and 
you said you were an orphan; but you 
have not told me your name,” the priest 
conciliated.

She answered with proud mischievous
ness :

"When I was leetle girl, my father 
called me 'Leetle Spirit of France,’ be
cause eet is the spirit of France to dance 
and sing—and to fight! So now I call my 
name, ‘Spirit of France!’ But you will 
say I am conceit—is it not?”

And she laughed and bowed and went 
out into the glaring morning.

Murphy sighed. A bit of human this
tledown !

THE Mergui day dragged its festering 
way through the hours. Night came 

over the place with the stars peering du
biously through a velvet pall, with the bats 
and huge moths winging like evil souls 
visiting friends still incarnate, with phallic 
music throbbing feverishly. Sikh police
men stalked here and there, daintily con
temptuous of the filth of it all.

In a small, low-lit courtyard danced the 
Spirit of France. Avid eyes glowed at 
her beauty, wondering how long Mohamet 
Ali would continue to bestow upon her his 
quite unusual protection. There were no 
Burmese there; only Mohammedan trad
ers, adventurers from Northern India, 
with their co-religionists of Mergui.

The music throbbed and the girl 
whirled to it, abandoned to a sheer ecstasy 
of physical rhythm, borne upon the swell 
of the poetry of herself.

But this night the mood of her audience 
was different. Its sensuous absorption of 
her was sporadic. Piqued, she danced the 
more enticingly. The shadows of the 
place were gathered and twisted and fes- 
tooued about her, but her audience was 
far from paying her its customary atten
tion. Mohamet Ali and his nearest friends 
paid no attention at all. In vain she 
danced closer to him. If he looked at her 
at all it was an abstracted look that did 
not see her. Matters of great moment

seemingly engaged him. Pie talked in un
dertones to his friends. They smoked and 
drank their coffee, but the sensuality of 
their faces was sublimated to a fierce in
terest in the affair of their conversation.

The Spirit of France danced on, puz
zled, irritated, vastly curious. About 
what thing were they talking? Their 
hairy faces were grouped together. They 
had even laid aside their pipes. . . . The 
Spirit of France changed the rhythm of 
her dancing. She moved like a leaf before 
vagrant puffs of wind . . . slowly. Paus
ing, and bending, and moving again. In 
sleepy cadence she danced before Mo
hamet Ali and his lieutenants. . . ,

Fragments of words came to her strain
ing ears. But she could not linger there. 
Burning with curiosity, she dared not wait 
for more. She whirled into allegro again, 
and the music caught her mood and rati 
with her.

But again and again she floated like a 
lazy leaf before Mohamet Ali, and the 
fragments of their words wove them
selves into a baffling tapestry—a picture 
blurred, and without outline, yet vividly 
colored with significance. Significance of 
what? The Spirit of Franee danced on.

They were laughing now, those bearded 
men from the North. Grimacing, rather, 
much as tigers grimace. The Spirit of 
France shivered. But she fought the fear 
in her gallant heart and killed it before it 
could grow to terror. And she danced on.

But what were they planning? It did 
not seem to concern herself; they had 
hardly glanced at her for an hour. The 
Mohammedans of lesser parts had been 
beckoned into conference. The girl felt 
a premonition of death touch her soul 
heavily. Neither was it a new thing they 
planned. She felt intuitively that these 
fierce men were discussing something 
done before that was to be done again. 
Their minds were running in old, well 
loved grooves.

Mohamet Ali was looking at her! The 
Spirit of France danced the more merrily. 
He beckoned her towards him.

‘'Little sparrow,” he said, ‘‘dance no 
more this night. Go and sleep.”
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“And I will dance for you to-morrow 
night ?”

The heavy lids of the man flickered. 
The eyes of his companions became blank 
—a blankness that seemed overdone.

“Yes, you will dance for me again,” 
said Mohamet gravely, “because you are 
under my protection. Sleep now. I will 
send for you when I want you. Here is 
your money.”

SHE was dismissed. And she was 
racked with a problem. There had 

been something terrible about those men. 
Never before had they been like that. But 
Mohamet had not been lying—he really 
meant she should dance for him again. 
But what were they planning? Pirates, 
robbers, fierce men of the North. What 
did they plan? The few words she had 
gleaned made darkness—darkness fraught 
with something terrible. It was three 
hours past midnight.

As she began to undress she heard foot
steps along the narrow street. There were 
two men. One spoke to the other as they 
passed her window. His voice was like 
the hiss of a snake.

“Let them cry for help! We have cut 
their talking rvire!”

“And the girl?” muttered the other. 
“Nay, Mohamet Ali says that he him

self will slay the man that so much as 
touches a hair of her head f ’

They passed on. But the Spirit of 
France knew 1 Crouched on her bed, 
shivering, hardly breathing, she knew.

The disconnected words. The cruel 
grimaces. Religious fanaticism, like burn
ing oil, was to be poured upon the Chris
tians. Four white men and ten loyal Sikhs 
in Mergui—and the telegraph wire to 
Rangoon had been cut!

But she would not be harmed. She had 
no doubts about that. Her safety was as
sured. Mohamet would rather die than 
break his word. And the man who 
touched her would surely die. Mohamet 
and his men had treated her decently. To 
do so was a queer freak in their cruel na
tures. But they had done so, and would 
continue to do so. And the white people—

the Christians—had reviled her. They had 
tried to make a prostitute of her. And the 
fat priest had called her one.

She writhed on her bed at the memory 
of it—at the memory of all her treatment 
at the hands of the Christians. She fought 
the problem. If she stayed in her room 
she was safe. If she warned the unsus
pecting white men her doom was certain. 
It would be better, far better to kill her
self than to fall into Mohamet’s clutches 
again. If she warned the white men! . . . 
And what would the white men do for her 
if she did warn them? Continue to revile 
her, to offer cheap pay for her lovely 
body? She smothered a bitter laugh. For 
there would be no white men left to revile 
her, and she would be worse than dead. 
What chance had four Englishmen, with 
their ten fighting Sikhs, against five hun
dred Mohammedans, every one believing 
that Paradise waited the man who died 
fighting against an unbeliever?

She walked up and down the floor. 
This was an agony. It was horrible to 
think of those men being killed! But she 
was safe! And if she warned the Chris
tians her fate would be more horrible than 
theirs ! But—she might die 1

The Spirit of France. Her little pet 
name of childhood. And the brave things 
her father had told her about the spirit of 
France—about the gallantry of that dis
tant homeland she had never seen! The 
history of a nation seemed to be watching 
her. . . .

H6w would France face such a prob
lem ? . . . How would the glorious na
tional spirit of France respond to such a 
situation? . . .

She was walking stealthily to the door, 
cursing herself. Valuable time was wasted 
while she dwelt upon her own safety.

“I am a disgrace,” she muttered.
She crouched in the dark doorway. 

More men were coming along the street. 
She held her breath, her soul damning 
these men for detaining her from her 
duty. They passed, and her light feet 
were flying as they had never flown be
fore. Like a leaf still, but now like a leaf 
before a hurricane, the Spirit of France



THE SPIRIT OF FRANCE 61

was running through the streets of 
Mergui.

A SCANDALIZED Father Murphy 
woke to her tearing away his mos

quito curtains, to her fierce shaking of his 
arm.

“Queek! Queek! Get up!”
‘‘What! What are you doing here? Go

‘‘There is not time!”
“Wait outside! I will not run through 

the streets in pajamas to save my life!” 
She w-aited, feverishly biting her finger 

nails. Then, the hour before the dawn 
saw a heavily panting Father Murphy do
ing his utmost to run with the Spirit of 
France through the streets of Mergui to
wards the fairly stout jail and the magis-

away. George!”
He called for his servant—converted, 

and baptized with that familiar name.
The Spirit of France sneered. But she 

continued to pull fiercely at the furious 
priest.

“Your servant!” she laughed shrilly. 
“He weel ’ave run away—with all your 
other made Christians!”

She pulled at the priest, swearing like a 
cat. And, somehow, she told her story.

“But such a thing cannot happen in 
Burma any more!” the priest exclaimed.

“Come! Come and see, foolish man !” 
she stormed. “They ’ave cut the tele
gram !”

“Go away while I put on some clothes !*’

trate’s office.
“Hurree! Hurree!”
“The doctor!” panted the priest. “We 

must wake Doctor Pelham!”
They roused the doctor, a calm and 

cynical person.
“I’m safe,” he drawled. “ I’m an infidel, 

and these chaps, you say, are out to kill 
the Christians!”

“Don’t jest at this terrible moment,” 
said Murphy severely.

“Not jestin’. How many times have 
you called me an infidel, Murphy? But 
I ’m accustomed to being woke up at 
ghastly hours to go on unpleasant busi
ness. I ’ll go with you.”

“Hurree!” cried the girl. “I 'ear 'em!”
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“So do I,” replied the doctor. “But 
there is time to get my bag. Somebody 
will need surgical aid—most of us, prob
ably.”

They reached the jail. In the yard were 
all the Sikhs. They had just wakened the 
magistrate, reporting “some sort of dis
turbance.’’ The Spirit of France shrilled 
out the truth. The magistrate was scep
tical. He could not know that this was 
the beginning of the riots of 1897.

“Telegraph Rangoon immediately,” the 
magistrate told his white assistant.

The Spirit of France laughed wildly. 
Then she sat dowm weakly.

“Wire’s down, s ir!” reported the oper
ator.

“Now you know I tell truth,” the Spirit 
of France cried indignantly. “They are 
going to keel every Christian in Mergui. I 
'ear them when I dance, but am not sure 
till they pass my window after cutting the 
telegram wire.”

“So,” said the young magistrate cheer
fully. “Then we’ll have to fight it out 
alone. Have to anyway, because it would 
be days before Rangoon could get help to 
us. But I would like to let the boss know 
who did this thing.” He turned to the 
Spirit of France, and bowed. “I—I’m
much obliged to you for what you have 
done. And now you had better go.”

“Go!” She jumped to her feet. 
“M’sieu, many times ’ave I fired a gun. I 
fight joust sc well as onybody!”

“Don’t doubt it,” responded the magis
trate. “It isn’t that. The point is that if 
you leave us now Mohamet Ali will not 
hurt you. He will just regard you as a 
frightened woman—liable to do anything. 
Run along, now. Cry, and say the noise 
has terrified you ! Don’t suppose Mohamet 
knows you roused Father Murphy and the 
doctor; so, good-by—and thank you!”

He held out his hand.
“I stay ’ere and fight for you!” she an

swered firmly.
“Do you realize,” he said gently, “that 

there is little chance of any of us seeing 
the sunset—that we’ll do well to last until 
noon? Do you know that if you stay here 
and help us Mohamet will give orders to

his men to take you alive ? Do you realize 
what horrible thing will be done to you 
then?”

She laughed.
"Do you realize that my father was a 

Frenchman? He call me for pet name 
’Little Spirit of France!’ Do you realize 
Spirit of France—what eet mean? Give 
me a gam, please !”

The magistrate beckoned to Sergeant 
Ruttan Singh.

“Give the mem sahib a gun, Sergeant.”
Then he turned to the Spirit of France. 

His voice shook somewhat. Trying to 
honor her, he spoke in such awful French 
that she was hard put to it not to laugh. 
But his words more than excused his 
accent.

Fie turned to the still heavily breathing 
priest.

“Padre, have you any scruples about 
pulling the trigger when the sight’s on an
other human being?”

“N6t a one—in this case!” responded 
Father Murphy cheerfully and with per
fect conviction.

“Good! We will divide. You will take 
three Sikhs and defend the northwest 
corner.”

“I was Irish before I was a priest. Give 
me a rifle!” answered Murphy.

“They are coming!” whispered the 
Spirit of France.

“We will be ready,” replied the magis
trate quietly. “Take the southeast corner, 
will you, Doctor? It’s liable to be hot 
there while it lasts, but you’re a first-class 
shot.”

“Very good, General,” drawled the doc
tor, “But won’t my friends laugh when 
they hear of this! Old Pelham, the in
fidel, killed in a religious war!”

The magistrate grinned.
“All right, then. I will command at the 

northeast, and Mason and Ruttan Singh 
shall have the southwest corner. Now we 
are ready. Good thing we have lots of 
ammunition. Flere they come! Steady 
now! Don’t waste a shot! If they get 
over the wall, shoot; and keep on shooting 
as long as any of ’em are in the yard! 
And if a head shows let it have i t !” He



THE SPIRIT OF FRANCE 63

walked across the room and whispered to 
the doctor, “If I go first, Pelham, and you 
see that we’re done in, and the girl is still 
alive—keep a bullet for her,”

The doctor nodded.
“And I'll tell Ruttan Singh to tell his 

men to do the same,” the magistrate 
added.

AS it grew light the raging hundreds 
beyond the circling wall began firing 

their first broadside—of verbal filth, that 
hymn of hate which has sounded down 
the years, that way of honoring God 
peculiar to religious enthusiasts. Some 
scattered shots were fired which did no 
damage, and Mohamet Ali could be heard 
shouting to his followers.

“We have days of time, oh men of the 
True God! Flaste not! Let the infidels 
shudder a while as death stares them in 
the eye. Let them die slowly!”

A mocking voice answered him.
“That hell-cat pet of thine was seen 

warning the fat mullah of the infidels, oh 
Mohamet Ali!”

“So, the woman, eh! A snake in my 
bosom 1” Mohamet foamed down his 
beard, but realizing the probable effect on 
his followers, controlled himself. “So it 
was written, then, that she should furnish 
amusement for the Faithful! See that she 
is not killed! Catch the cat alive and un
hurt. She asked me if she should dance 
for me again! She shall! But it will be 
such a dance as she has never dreamed 
o f!“

He followed with unprintable threats. 
He gesticulated and raved about the fun 
to follow the killing of the white men. 
But he showed a little too much of him
self. The doctor took a snap shot at him, 
and Mohamet Ali lost the greater part of 
one of his ears.

“Damn rotten miss,” muttered that sar
castic medico. “Must have lost my tem
per at hearing such a septic creature call 
me an infidel. Can’t shoot straight when 
my trigger hand itches to punch a chap’s 
nose.”

“Magistrate Sahib.” Ruttan Singh 
saluted. “It is sunrise and the flag has

not been hoisted. Will the sahib give the
order ?”

“Rutah Singh, you know it is certain 
death to venture out of here into the 
yard ?”

The big Sikh grinned.
“Death is at our elbows, sahib!”
“Yes, and there’s something about the 

old rag that makes it more enjoyable to 
fight when it’s flying; but we can’t afford 
to lose a man. Sorry, Ruttan Singh, but 
we must fight this fight with the flag lying 
on the table yonder.”

“Very good, sahib,” replied Ruttan 
Singh regretfully, saluting and returning 
to his post.

The sun rose, and the besieging horde 
became suddenly quiet. It turned as one- 
man towards Mecca, and said its morning 
prayer. *

“Can’t we rush ’em?” muttered the 
priest to the magistrate.

“No! It’s tempting, but we’ve got to 
hold the fo rt! Never can tell what may 
turn up, you know; but if we rushed out 
on those praying people we’d all be killed 
in short order!”

“Religion is a fearful and wonderful 
thing!” remarked the doctor.

“I wish they’d hurry,” whispered 
Mason.

“So do we all,” answered the doctor. 
“But let’s not show it.”

The praying ended.
“Ready, everybody!” shouted the mag

istrate.
Forgetting, of course, Mohamet Ali’s 

cautious suggestion that they let the 
Christians die slowly, and stimulated to 
paradisical ardor by their prayers, the fol
lowers of the prophet leaped shrieking at 
the wall, and went over it like a brown 
wave.

THEN for some minutes there was 
very warm work.

Rapid, repeating bullets did not stem 
the wave. It broke it, but those unhit 
dashed with a truly terrible bravery at the 
bars of the jail windows. Shrieks, groans 
and monstrous blasphemies made a fright
ful din as they charged. The defenders
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were for the most part grimly silent. Only 
the doctor muttered encouragingly.

“A little lower, young lady. These birds 
are flying low.”

But the Spirit of France never heard 
him. ller mind was set on the fearful 
hairy faces against whom her soul raged, 
while a mockery of memory wondered 
why she had danced for them. She fought 
joyously'. In her blood a long line of 
heroes surged. As she dashed the sweat 
from her eyes she saw with surprise that 
the yard was filled with dead men.

Such a stout defence was too much, 
even for such fanatics. The canny Mo
hamet saw that he was not getting value 
for his dead. He called his men to safety 
behind the wall.

“Lot of wounded out there,” remarked 
the doctor casually, “But I have two 
minor casualties to attend to in here. 
Ruttan Singh has a bullet in his shoulder, 
although he won’t admit i t ; and one of his 
men is hit. A h! Hullo, General: close 
shave that!”

A bullet had grazed the magistrate’s 
forehead, and he <vas bleeding freely.

“You attend to the men! Give me ze 
plaster for ees head!”

And the Spirit of France began deftly 
to bind the magistrate’s wound.

“It may be inhuman,” said the young 
man, “but those chaps out there will have 
to attend to their own wounded. Doctor. 
Do you think I should let them carry them 
ofif under a flag of truce ?”

The doctor gave him a searching look. 
The magistrate's wound had shaken him 
badly.

“Take a big drink and don’t be an ass,” 
advised the doctor. “Good work, young 
lady. Now, before the charming enemy 
tries another charge, please help me ban
dage this fine sergeant of Sikhs.”

But Mohamet Ali had thought of a bet
ter and more entertaining plan of cam
paign than charging across that death- 
strewn yard. And the one redeeming fea
ture of a Mergui morning, the brief 
breeze from the sea, would aid the new 
plan. Mohamet disclosed his new and 
brilliant plan to his lieutenants behind the

wall. It was hailed with shrieks of appro
bation, delighted yells. It gratified the 
lust for cruelty of a mob maddened by 
primitive emotion. Hence there was a 
pause in the conflict.

“What now?” said the doctor. “Are 
the brutes saying their prayrers again?”

“Not at this hour!” answered the priest.
“Well, 1 don’t pretend to be an author

ity,” retorted the doctor. “But I wish we 
could see over the jail wall! They are up 
to some deviltry 1 And they could bring 
up a dozen batteries along the side of the 
hill while we couldn’t see them doing i t !”

“There is no artillery they can get,” said 
the distressed magistrate.

“That’s right—there isn’t,” soothed the 
doctor.

The wait was nerve-racking—the wait 
and the impossibility of seeing what the 
enemy was doing. But the doctor had 
more than his suspicions. The yells of 
delight could mean only one thing. Yes, 
that would be it. A whiff of sea breeze 
confirmed his deduction.

“But I won’t tell the others,” he mut
tered grimly. “Bad enough when it 
comes, without having ’em suffer the 
dread of waiting for it.”

The enemy had become silent. Then 
there was some chuckling borne on the 
breeze. It was followed by a great yell. 
The breeze became pungent and filled with 
acrid smoke.

“They are trying to smoke us out!” 
shouted the priest gamely.

“Yes,” drawled the doctor. “Better tie 
wet towels over our faces!”

He turned away. He was very pale 
now. Should he tell his friends? What a 
mercy they didn’t realize. But a short
lived mercy. Better let them know—tiicv 
were brave men. He beckoned the priest 
and the magistrate.

“May as well tell you,” he whispered. 
“They are rounding up cases of oil from 
the Chinese stores. They will pour the oil 
over the wall, and the fires will do the 
rest! The delay is caused by the Chinks. 
They don’t want to supply oil for w’hich 
they know they won’t be paid—and they 
don’t want to be mixed up in their affifir.
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The Mohamet Ali gang can run up coun
try, having no property here to leave when 
our people get here—but the Chinks have 
stores they don’t want to lose!”

He whispered this very gently:
“Hadn’t we better shoot the girl and 

then rush out on them and end it ?” said 
the magistrate now, with full hold on him
self, as calm as the doctor.

“But . . . who will . . . shoot her?” 
whispered the priest. No one answered.

“Oh, hell, let’s stick it out!” said the 
doctor. “The oil isn’t here yet!”

THE wounded Ruttan Singh reeled to 
the magistrate. He saluted stiffly. 

“Sahib, there is a steamer coming into 
the harbor!”

“Thank you, Sergeant!” the magistrate 
answered. “Don’t tell anyone! It's one 
of those native owned coast boats, Mo
hammedan crew. There is one due here 
to-day. And while they perhaps would not 
help the enemy, they certainly won’t help 
us. They couldn't, anyhow. When they 
see the row, they will run out of the har
bor without discharging the 
cargo!”

The smoke became worse.
The defenders peered through it 
as best they could, 
guns ready, but 
the Mohamme
dans kept their 
heads behind the 
wall.

Coughing, the 
doctor turned to 
the window.

‘’H u llo !” he 
muttered. “That 
isn ’t a native 
coast boat. Damn 
the smoke — 
can’t see!”

He wiped his 
eyes carefu lly , 
and looked again.
The breeze blew 
more strongly.
T h e  d o c t o r  
clenched his fists.
A. T.

“No,” he said, and his voice sounded 
far away to him, and like an excited girl’s. 
“No.” his voice rose so that all heard 
him. “N o! It’s a small cruiser—flying 
the American flag!”

The magistrate gasped. He clapped his 
hands excitedly.

“Of course!” he shouted. “I forgot. 
The Florida, going to Rangoon for the 
governor’s big tomasbe! I had word she 
would call here. But—she’s two days 
ahead of time! Hurrah ! We’re saved!”

“No chance,” snapped the doctor. 
“Look! The oil!”

“But the Americans will help us!" the 
magistrate screamed.

The doctor gripped his arm.
“How’s her captain to know we need
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help? Until it’s too late? He’ll find our 
ashes when he comes ashore! They are 
starting the oil! The captain will see the 
hre and hear the fuss, but how will he 
know what’s going on ? Unless he knows 
what’s happening— It isn’t his business 
to land on British territory to put out 
fires!”

“Oh, God,” groaned the priest, “is there 
no way we can let that American captain 
know we need help?”

"Of course there is !”

I T was the Spirit of France who shouted.
It was the Spirit of France who seized 

the flag lying on the table and dashed for 
the jail door. Understanding, the men 
tried to stop her—to do the work them
selves. But she eluded them.

She dashed out into the yard—a Joan 
of Arc, undaunted among the flames and 
smoke. Mohamet Ali saw her.

"Don’t shoot 1” he screamed to his men. 
“Does she come to me for mercy? Don’t 
shoot her—my mercy waits!”

The girl turned and dashed for the flag
pole. Swiftly ran the Spirit of France. 
Her nimble fingers were at the flag hal
liards. The smoke beat about her. The 
red flame of the oil creeping across the 
yard struck at her like tongues of snakes. 
But—a long moment—and she was hoist
ing the flag! Half mast and Union down— 
a signal of distress everywhere! And 
Mohamet understood. Of the volley that 
broke around the girl he fired the first 
shot.

She was hit. She was hit again. But 
she managed to stagger into the doctor's 
arms, and he lifted her into the jail.

"Tear it down! Down with that sig
nal !” screamed Mohamet Ali.

But his men could not obey! The flam
ing oil made a barrier of safety for the 
flag which even their fanaticism could not 
pass. And the flag stiffened in the morn

ing breeze, and sent its message seaward.
The yelling besiegers redoubled their 

efforts. They were shooting the Chinese 
who wouldn’t give them oil. Was there 
time ? Surely, the American captain would 
understand! But was there time? If 
Mohamet Ali could get more oil quickly— 

A shell from the American cruiser 
shrieked over the jail. A messenger!

A messenger of comfort and hope to 
tell the defenders their signal had been 
seen—for of course a bombardment of the 
enemy would have been dangerous to the 
defenders of the jail.

"Too late! Too late!” groaned the 
priest. “The oil will be upon us! Let us 
pray! That is all we can do now!”

But the doctor, cynical to the last, 
turned to the window again. His voice 
shook, in spite of his efforts to control it.

"A famous American phrase!” he 
shouted, "And thank God for it!” 

“Phrase! What phrase? What do you 
mean ?” shouted the magistrate, almost de
lirious with suffering.

“The Marines have landed!”
The doctor’s throat worked like a girl’s, 

choking back sobs.
And now the priest was yelling. 
“American bugles coming up the hill! 

See the Mohammedans run! We’re saved! 
Thank God, we’re saved!”

“You might, also”—the doctor was him
self again—"you might also thank the 
Yankee captain and those diaps coming 
up the hill at the double!”

“The girl?” asked the magistrate. "Is 
she dead?”

“No,” said the doctor gruffly. "No, 
Badly wounded, but we’ll pull her 
through!”

The Spirit of France opened her eyes. 
“You won’t die,” said the doctor gently. 
She smiled.
“The Spirit of France will never diel** 

she answered.



B lack A rro w s
By P. S. Winton

A Northwoods trapper fight* fire with fire.

ARNED by that weird extra 
sense that men develop on 
the lonely frontiers of the 
world, Jim glanced behind 
him into the shadowy dark

ness of the woods.
There had been no growl from his dogs, 

no crunch of trodden snow, no sight nor 
sound to warn him, yet instinctively he 
knew that something moved in the bush— 
something invisible, silent, and therefore 
unfriendly.

Even as he moved there came the keen 
sound of a plucked string, and something 
struck, with a sharp, ugly crack, the fro
zen trunk of a towering jack-pine, a few 
inches from Jim’s head.

For a moment Jim squatted there be
side his fire, staring with startled eyes at

the dead black arrow still quivering in the 
tree.

“Well, I ’ll be damned !” he said thought
fully.

Coolly, without looking around, he 
reached forth and plucked the arrow from 
the tree, though not without some diffi
culty, for the iron-shod head was buried 
deep in the frozen fibers.

It was, as near as Jim could judge, 
rather an ordinary arrow, something less 
than a yard in length, with a barbed iron 
head hammered out of a piece of rusted 
scrap-iron, from the look, and feathered 
with black, iridescent quills. The shaft it
self was carefully made, smoothed and 
polished, and either painted or dyed a sin
ister, dull black.

“But an arrow!” muttered Jim. “An ar
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row—in this day and age! Didn’t know 
anybody but the Indian kids played with 
them any more. But this is no kid’s ar
row. Too long for a kid’s how—and it 
was buried too deep in the tree.”

He had a terrible craving to look 
around, but he felt the eyes of whoever 
had sped the arrow were upon him. 
Somehow his instinct told him this arrow 
was not meant to kill. But if not—what 
was it? Not an accident. Not a joke. A 
warning? That seemed most likely. But 
of what? Well, that was the question.

“Black arrow,” he said to himself. “The 
words sound familiar, somehow, but I 
can’t get any connection. Black arrow. . . 
the black arrow. . . . Strange. . . .”

He stuck the arrow under the lashing- 
rope of the toboggan and knocked the coal 
out of his pipe. Time to turn in. To-mor
row, on the trail, he could think more of 
the black arrow and what it signified. Per
haps he could find the trail of the skulk
ing archer.

As he settled down in his rabbit-skin 
robe he was comfortably conscious that he 
no longer felt the invisible presence. Who
ever his stealthy visitor had been, he had 
gone, leaving only the mysterious black ar
row as a token of his call.

“Black arrow,” mumbled Jim sleepily. 
“Heard that before. . . somewhere. . . 
long time . . . ago. . . .” And he dropped 
off into a heavy and dreamless sleep.

IT was not hard to pick up the trail of 
the mysterious archer who had shot the 

black arrow into Jim’s lonesome camp. 
The trail led straight up from the lake to 
a point within perhaps twenty yards of 
the camp. It was straight down the wind, 
as the wind had been the night before. 
That was whs? the dogs had growled no 
warning. Whoever he was, he was 
shrewd.

He had evidently stood in one spot some 
little time, watching Jim. The snow was 
tramped down hard in one spot, and there 
was a black spatter on the snow where 
the watcher had knocked the dead ashes 
from his pipe.

Then the trail led straight back to the

bare, wind-swept ice of the lake again, 
where it would be impossible to follow it. 
Jim knew just as much—or little—as he 
had known the night before, save for one 
thing. The tracks of the mysterious caller 
toed in. An Indian !

He decided, as he started out on his 
own trail again, that the arrow had been 
meant as some sort of warning. If the 
skulker had wished to kill Jim, he would 
have tried again. And surely he would 
have used a rifle instead of an arrow, un
less the arrow was meant to hold some 
peculiar and particular significance.

It was quite likely, Jim concluded, a 
case of mistaken identity, for while the 
words "black arrow” had a tantalizingly 
familiar sound, the slim, wicked-looking 
weapon itself conveyed no meaning what
ever.

“I’ll ask Pete if he knows anything 
about black arrows that come sailing into 
camps while a fellow’s smoking a good 
night smoke and minding his own busi
ness,” decided Jim. “Let’s see. To-mor
row’s Sunday—or is it Monday? Well, 
anyway, he’ll be at his headquarters camp 
to-night, most likely. I’ll just go that much 
out of my way to find out about this.”

Old Pete Miller would be able to solve 
the mystery if anybody could. Pete had 
been one of the first men in the country, 
had served for a long time with one of 
the numerous companies that had so bit
terly contested the supremacy of “The 
Great Company,” and was now pottering 
around upon Round Beaver Lake, trap
ping a little and waiting for the end to 
come, as he would want it to come, in the 
great silent bush he loved so well.

JIM came in sight of Pete’s camp shortly 
after dusk, and noted with deep satis

faction that a clear, strong yellow light 
glowed cheerily from the one small, square 
window that faced toward the lake. That 
meant the old boy was home.

Old Pete’s dogs set up a terrific racket, 
and the old man, roaring angrily, hurried 
out and silenced them.

"Hi, Pete!” hailed Jim. “You still 
alive?”
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“Jou’!” Jou’t” Pete returned the 
greeting. “It’s you, is it? Those mangy 
pups of yours manage to get up here with
out help?”

Jim chuckled and tied out the dogs, box
ing them playfully when they growled at 
Pete’s surly brutes. Jim thought a lot of 
his dogs, which was the reason old Pete 
always derided them so. They were sav
age beasts, ugly as sin in both disposition 
and looks, and averaging a hundred 
pounds each of pure downright cussedness 
—and loyalty for the one man they called 
master.

The dogs set for the night, Jim followed 
Pete inside the camp, the black arrow 
concealed under his heavy fur koulatang.

“You et?” asked Pete invitingly. “Don’t 
suppose you have. Squat and wait two 
shakes, and I ’ll have it all piled. Just get- 
tin’ organized when you come up.”

“Good!” grinned Jim, slipping off his 
koulatang, for the old man kept his camp 
rather warm for Jim’s taste. The arrow 
he dropped in the shadow under the table; 
the koulatang he flung in a heap on the 
bunk.

He watched the old man puttering 
around the stove, real liking in his eyes. 
Mighty fine old duffer, Pete, with his 
hawklike nose, and his piercing blue eyes 
under their hoary, scraggly brows. His 
rather close-cropped beard, coming to a 
point at his chin, gave him a waggishly 
professional look.

They ate, when the meal was ready, 
practically in silence, as is the habit of 
bushmen. When the enameled plates were 
clean, both men leaned back more com
fortably and produced pipes and tobacco.

“Pete,” said Jim slowly when both pipes 
were going good, “you been in these parts 
a long time, haven’t you?”

“Since ten, twenty years afore you was 
born,” nodded Pete, his eyes twinkling. 
“Why?”

Quietly Jim reached down and, unseen 
by Pete on the opposite side of the little 
table, retrieved the arrow from the floor.

“Then,” he asked coolly, “can you tell 
me what this means ?” and he dropped the 
black arrow on the table.

XPECTANT as he was, Jim was 
amazed at the effect the black arrow 

had upon old Peter. The ancient drew 
back from the table as though the arrow 
had been a deadly reptile. His shiny, blue- 
veined old hands shook, and his pale eyes 
grew dark with sudden horror.

“Goddlemighty! The—the black ar
row!” he whispered. “Where—where did 
you find it?”

“Back in the bush. Somebody shot it 
into a tree beside my head, just as I was 
taking my after-supper smoke. But what 
does it mean?”

As though drawn there by some hor
rible, irresistible fascination, the old man’s 
eyes traveled back to the dead-black ar
row on the table.

“It means,” he whispered through flut
tering lips, “it means—death!”

Jim looked at the old man curiously.
“Just what do you mean, Pete?" he 

asked quietly.
Pete shook himself, wrenched his gaze 

from the black arrow,
“I’m an old fool, Jim,” he said after 

a moment. “I got to get a grip on my
self. But it’s been years since I seen one 
of those things—and that last one I saw' 
was sticking out of the chest of one of 
the finest men God’s earth ever grew. 
My father.”

Jim’s eyes widened in amazement, but he 
said nothing. After a momentary pause 
the old man went on, his voice growing 
firmer and steadier all the time.

“That was a long time ago. It was 
pretty W'ild up here then. The Injuns 
didn’t like the idea of havin’ us whites 
take their trappin’ grounds. That’s how 
it was some of the young bucks organized 
a sort of secret society, the name of which, 
translated, meant something like “Those 
Who Turn Not Back in the Trail.” I 
forget the Cree of it, now'.

“There was a big medicine-man at the 
head of the society. Un-i-kee-as-sin, his 
name wras. Nothing was too cussed for 
them. Thunder Rock, that means. They 
were nervy devils, and I remember when a 
white man ventured too far into Injun 
country, he woke up one morning with a
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black arrow sticking somewhere close. 
That was a warnin'.

"If he didn’t take the hint, three days 
later there would be another black arrow 
plunk into something close to his head. 
That was the second—and last—warnin’.

“The third arrow came three days after 
the second; not always, but usually. As 
soon after three days as the red devils got 
a chance. And it was no warnin’. It got 
meat.”

PETE fell silent, staring broodingly at 
the black arrow.

“But—after all these years, it sounds 
like a nightmare,” protested Jim. “ I’ve 
heard parts of the story, years ago—I re
member now. But it was years ago; I’d 
almost forgotten. Surely the Indians 
would know better than to pull anything 
like that now. Why, half of them are 
educated; lots of them have been to col
lege.”

“There’s the arrow,” shrugged Pete in 
unanswerable argument.

“I know, but—”
“I tell you, Jim, the last time I seen an 

arrow like that, the feather part was stick
ing out of my father’s chest. They got 
him right in front of otir camp up on the 
Three Loon. He wouldn't pull out when 
he got the warnin’s—and they got him.” 

"But this is 1929!” urged Jim, a hint of 
desperation in his voice. “There can’t be 
such things going on now!”

“Then where did the arrow come from?” 
Jim thought a moment, frowning, his 

long dead pipe clenched tightly between his 
strong teeth.

“Maybe somebody who knew about the 
whole thing is trying to scare me out,” he 
suggested. “I’ve got just about as good 
country as there is in these parts, you 
know. I took three thousand out of there 
last winter, alone, and I’ll do as wrell this 
year if my luck holds out. Maybe some
body’s trying to run a little bluff.”

Pete's eyes brightened hopefully, and 
he nodded.

"Might be it, Jim ; might be it,” he 
admitted slowly. “Don’t know who it 
would be, but that might be. Injuns are

funny critters. And didn’t you say it was 
an Injun that made the tracks you found ?”

Jim nodded. "And besides, nobody but 
an Injun could shoot an arrow,” he added. 
"Whoever whammed that arrow into that 
old jack-pine knew how to handle a bow.”

“But even then, you’re no safer than 
you was,” said Pete. “If you don't clear 
out, they’ll probably go through with the 
whole program.”

“Let them try it,” replied Jim grimly. 
"I can do a little shooting myself, if there’s 
need of it. But I don’t think there will 
be. They won’t do any more than bluff. 
Why, they wouldn’t dare to take up my 
territory—that would be just like con
fessing who did the killing, now wouldn’t 
it ?”

"Not at all.” Pete shook his head. “One 
man does the killin’; another one, who can 
prove he wasn’t aw'ay from a post or some
thin’ all winter, will take up your territory. 
Can’t prove nothin’ on an Injun, anyway. 
They're cunnin’ as a carcajou, them red 
devils!”

“All right, let them try it,” said Jim, 
and there was a sinister undertone of an
ger in his voice. “I'll be damned if I 
leave my territory, and anybody that tries 
to make me will be heading into bcaucoup 
trouble. I ’ll match a .303 slug out of that 
old Ross of mine against an arrow, pink, 
green or black, any day of the week.

"Come on, Pete, let’s do the dishes and 
hit the blankets. I ’m dead on my feet!”

JIM had put up a pretty good bluff in 
order to quiet the fears of the old man, 

who w'as so evidently genuinely aroused 
over the danger confronting him. At the 
same time, the younger man was not quite 
easy in his own mind. He knew that 
Pete was a tough old-timer, and didn’t 
scare easily. Anything that was sufficient 
to arouse old Pete as the black arrow had 
done was worth worrying about.

He felt safe enough at present, for 
there was still the second arrow of warn
ing, and that, according to schedule, would 
not be due until the following evening. 
But after the second arrow arrived—and 
Jim somehow felt strangely certain that
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it would arrive—life would not be so 
pleasant. He began to realize how a deer 
feels when the howling wolves start to 
close their circle of death.

He mushed on towards his own main 
camp, turning the matter over and over 
in his mind. He thought of plan after 
plan, but never once did it occur to him 
to run away. There was nothing of the 
quitter in the make-up of Jim Ritchey.

He crossed the river that separated old 
Pete’s territory from that of Red Hardin, 
cut across the comer of Hardin’s country, 
and came back into the territory he called 
his own, reaching his headquarters camp 
late in the afternoon.

It was a fine big camp, the ends of the 
logs neatly squared up at the corners out

Suddenly the twang o f a 
bow string came to his ears, 
followed instantly by a 
vicious thud in the heavy 

oor above his head.

side, and the inside snug and clean, al
though utterly lacking the feminine touch 
that can make even a bushman’s camp look 
like a home. Jim looked around the camp 
contentedly, and the thought came to him 
that perhaps he had not long to enjoy 
its comforts. He shrugged off the morbid 
idea, however, and started whistling as he 
laid and lit the fire.

As soon as supper was over, Jim 
brought in his Ross, and when it had 
warmed up a bit, proceeded to give it a 
through cleaning and oiling, going over 
the rather clumsy weapon with loving care. 
Putting the gun aside at last, he brought 
out and carefully inspected, one at a time, 
some fifty or more cartridges. They had 
originally been full metal-jacketed bullets, 
made to drill nice clean holes through 
Boches and Boche allies, but Jim had 
touched up the noses cunningly with a 
file, and had made dum-dums of them. A 
dum-dum is an exceedingly wicked variety 
of bullet, that expands horribly upon con
tact with even something as soft and yield
ing as human flesh. As Jim knew from 
personal observation in France, a dum
dum, when it hits, leaves no work for the 
surgeons. Just a messy job for the burial 
squad.

One or two of the cartridges Jim re
jected as having been filed down a bit too 
much, perhaps. Dangerous, then, Several 
others he touched up a bit more, to make 
sure they did their work well.

Then he loaded the gun carefully, with 
a cartridge in the chamber and the maga
zine full.

“Trouble is a nice game for two to play 
at,” he mused as he leaned the gun against 
the wall and prepared to turn in. His 
face was rather grim, and while he had no 

difficulty in going to sleep, his 
rest was broken by wild 
dreams, in which black ar
rows, alone and in whole 
flocks, played weird and bloody 
parts.

THE next day he stayed 
close to the camp, study

ing the surrounding bush
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through tiny holes cleared through the 
thick frost on the windows. Alert as he 
was, however, he caught no sign of his 
mysterious enemy.

When he went out to feed the dogs, 
he took his gun along, watching the 
shadowy aisles of the forest with every 
sense alert. But if danger lurked there in 
the silent shadows, it did not make its 
presence known, and Jim finished his pro
saic task without incident.

just as he put his hand on the latch 
to enter the camp, however, he felt the 
familiar warning of danger behind him. 
He dropped like a cat, crouching, rifle 
ready, but he saw nothing. Then suddenly 
the twang of a bowstring came to his 
ears, followed instantly by a vicious thud 
in the heavy door above his head.

Nothing ! He saw nothing move, search 
the bush as he might. Almost fearfully, 
he turned and straightened up, staring at 
the thing that had thudded so viciously 
into the door.

It was a slim, dead-black arrow, the 
mate to the one which had been the first 
warning, the third day before!

IT was the third night after Jim had 
received the second warning arrow. 

His camp squatted silently in the deep 
snow of the little clearing, and the tall, 
slim jack-pines crowded around curiously, 
as though waiting for something to hap
pen.

Gradually the darkness fell, and the 
slight wind that had been stirring the 
powdery snow on top of the crust died 
with the sun. Inside the camp Jim stirred 
up the fire and put on new wood. A 
burst of fiery yellow sparks swirled around 
the top of the lean tin chimney, and then 
shriveled in the cold and felt lifeless and 
black upon the snow. Now and then his 
shadow moved, ghostlike, across the frost
ed panes of a window.

The bush was silent with the utter si
lence of death, but that did not mean that 
it was without life. Nigh in the swaying 
head of a jack-pine a raven stept, and in
numerable tiny rodents skittered sound
lessly over the crust.

Across the lake, far away in the bush, 
a wolf raised his muzzle to the thin clear 
rim of the moon and howled mournfully. 
A weasel, greenish white save for the 
black tip of his long tail, rippled across 
a little clearing. And now, in the shadowy 
heart of a thicket of small evergreens, a 
man crouched in the snow, silently wait
ing, his intent, gleaming eyes fixed un
waveringly on the door of the camp.

For perhaps twenty minutes he squatted 
there motionless, and soundlessly. Then, 
slowly and cautiously, he turned his head. 
Something—or somebody—was creeping 
up behind him!

The man in the shadows cursed silently 
as the moon sailed gaily behind a cloud, 
and darkness shut down over the bush. 
He gripped his gun tightly in one hand, 
and with the other quietly parted the fans 
of one of the trees and peered out into the 
surrounding darkness.

There was the sound of a sudden move
ment, startlingly close. A wiry arm shot 
out, coiled in a strangling grip. The man 
in the shadow grunted hoarsely, dropped 
his gun, useless in this tangle of young 
trees and muffling branches, and leaped 
upon his antagonist, at the same time tear
ing the lean, steel-hard arm from around 
his throat. They fell, squirming, with a 
force that broke through the crust and 
dropped them a yard or more into the 
powdery snow beneath.

The snow sifted in on top of them. 
It was like fighting in the bottom of a 
huge barrel half full of stinging, strang
ling snow. Both men spat the stuff from 
their mouths, and blew it, snortingly, from 
their nostrils.

They fought silently, like wild animals, 
with only sharp grunts of savage anger 
or little gasps as some unusual effort 
strained their fiber to the breaking point.

The man who had been lurking in the 
shadow gradually but steadily gamed the 
upper hand, and started in deliberately to 
beat his antagonist into insensibility. And 
just at this moment the moon, having 
caused as much trouble as it could, sailed 
free of the flying cloud.

“Good Lord!’’ whispered the man who
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was winning the fight. “It’s Pete!” A 
terrible suspicion flashed across his mind, 
but died almost on the instant.

“Goddlemighty!” gasped the other 
weakly. “Jim!”

They sat back in their snow crater and 
stared at each other.

“I thought you were the black arrow 
shooter,” said Jim at length. “I was lay
ing for him.”

“So I noticed! An’ I thought you was 
him.

“I came down to see if I couldn’t help a 
mite, knowin’ you wouldn’t be sensible 
and clear out, and figurin’ this was the 
night for the third arrow to come. And 
instead—”

“Instead, we may have made a mess of 
everything,” said Jim in a whisper. “And 
maybe not. Get your gun, and watch 
the camp. My plan may work out yet.”

PETE crawled out of the pit in which 
they had been fighting and retrieved 

his gun. Jim followed suit, and in a few 
seconds they were both in the shadow of 
the little evergreens, watching the camp. 
For some time they waited, crouched down 
in the snow. There was a huge curiosity 
in Pete’s mind, but he had learned to con
trol his curiosity. And in Jim's mind there 
was an anxious wonder.

Would it work ? And would the killer 
be there, waiting? Would—

Jim’s grip tightened on his gun, and he 
heard old Pete catch his breath sharply. 
Plis own heart started to thump madly. 
It was working!

Slowly the door of the camp was open
ing, pouring forth a blaze of yellow light. 
And in the door, sharply silhouetted 
against the yellow brilliance, was Jim !

At least, it looked like Jim, the familiar 
high-peaked hood of his koulatang drawn 
up around his head, one hand on the latch 
of the door, and a pail of dog food in the 
other hand.

The door swung wide, and for an in
stant the silhouetted figure stood there 
quietly, evidently looking out into the night 
to accustom his eyes to the darkness.

On the instant there was the sharp,

deadly twang of a bow, the sound com
ing from the other side of the clearing, 
and the hand of the silhouetted figure 
dropped from the latch. The door swung 
wide open, and the figure reeled backward, 
stumbled, and crumpled up limply, with
out a sound, across the threshold.

“Goddlemighty!” whispered Pete. “That 
was—”

Jim gripped the old man’s arm suddenly, 
savagely, commanding silence.

Across the clearing a stealthy figure was 
moving, a short, hulking figure hurrying 
towards the open door of the camp. High 
on the right shoulder was a quiver, and in 
one hand the figure clutched a long, slim 
bow!

Jim raised his rifle and covered the 
figure now clearly revealed in the flood 
of yellow light from the wide-flung door.

“Stick them up!” he called sharply. 
“You’re covered!”

The man with the bow halted as sud
denly as though the hand of God had 
fallen upon his shoulder, and swung 
around to face the concealing dump of 
evergreens.

“Hold it!” snapped Jim, starting to 
shove through the springy fans of the 
young evergreens. “You—”

But the cornered man did not “hold it.” 
Instead he dropped his bow and started 
running like a deer across the clearing.

Jim fired once, but hastily, knowing 
as the pin shot forward that it was a miss. 
He snarled something and slammed the 
bolt back and home. As he did so there 
was a thunderous roar from Pete’s gun, 
a stabbing flash of yellow light, a sharp 
cry of agony. Jim had heard men cry 
out like, that before, over in France. They 
seldom lived to make another sound.

“You got him, Pete,” he said in a 
strangely quiet voice.

“Yes,” nodded Pete, clattering the ac
tion of his antique old Winchester. “I 
think I did. That’ll be the end of Red 
Hardin, I reckon!”

“ O  LT how on earth did you come to 
D  figure it out Hardin was at the bot

tom of it?” asked Jim some time later,
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as the two men were leaning back com
fortably in their bunks.

“I didn’t. Just stumbled across the 
idee,” explained Pete.

“Run out of sody, I did, and mushed 
over to Hardin's camp to borry some, him 
bein’ nearest to me. Well, he wasn’t 
there, but I just happened to notice two 
or three pieces of wood in the wood-box, 
ready for burnin’. They was sections of 
white birch that had been chewed up 
pretty bad by something sharp and 
pointed. Like the head of an arrow. 
Against the black of a jack-pine, them 
little white birch logs would be pretty good 
targets, I figgered. So it looked like Red 
had been doin’ a lot of practicing with a 
bow.

“That country of his ain’t much good, 
and he knew yours was. He figgered no- 
body’d ever lay the killin’ onto him, the 
whole thing havin’ such a strong Injun 
flavor, so to speak. That’s why he used 
the black arrow idee, and toed in to make 
his tracks look like an Injun’s. And what 
more likely than for him, bein’ your next 
door neighbor, so to speak, to take over 
your territory? The idee was all right, 
Jim—only like a lot of cussedness, it just 
kinda fell through, somehow.”

“I never thought of Red. I felt sure 
it was an Indian, or a crew of them,” 
said Jim, blowing a thoughtful cloud of 
smoke rolling towards the rafters. “That’s 
how I figured out the idea of tunneling

out the back under the floor and that six 
feet or so of snow, and getting out into 
the bush without being seen. Then, with 
that dummy hanging by a thread from a 
beam over the door, and the door arranged 
to swing open at about the right time, I 
thought I could get whoever it was to 
do just what Red did: shoot, and then go 
up into the light where I could see him 
making sure I was dead.”

“Regular Injun trick,” nodded old Pete 
approvingly, his pale blue eyes very bright. 
“But I ain’t seen yet how you made the 
door open up at just the right time.”

“Easy. That candle, when it burned 
just so far, burned through a piece of 
string, and let the little saucepan, on the 
end of the string, slowly pull the door 
open. It was just heavy enough to turn 
the trick nicely. See how it was done 
now ?”

“Sure,” nodded Pete, grinning ap
preciatively. “Regular Injun trick, just 
like I said. Wam’t it?"

Jim glanced up at the black arrows, ly
ing carelessly on a little shelf above the 
table.

There were three of them now—and 
the last one he had plucked from the breast 
of his koulatang. It had been driven 
clear to the feathers into the old clothes 
with which Jim had stuffed his dummy.

Jim looked at Pete, his face very- grave.
“You fight fire with fire,” he said 

quietly.

TRAVELING SA N D  D U N ES

TH E  great Sahara has her shifting sand 
heaps, like practically all countries that 

have large deserts within their boundaries. 
Even in the smaller deserts of America the sur
face of a community may be entirely changed 
and foreign after a severe sand-storm. This 
is caused by the driving winds that shift the 
sand, causing new dunes to spring up over 
night, and leaving no trace of huge heaps that 
were formerly there.

W hat is probably the most remarkable in
stance of this in the world is the great travel
ing sand dunes of Peru. The Peruvian sand 
heaps really m ove; and, in contrast to the North 
American deserts, where the aspects of a loca
tion may be changed overnight, these dunes do 
not frequently change in shape and size. They 
move bodily. For that reason travelers in the 
Peruvian deserts, afte r an absence of several

days, are frequently mystified upon returning 
to discover that a large dune has moved a con
siderable distance from its former location.

This startling phenomenon is, however, rather 
easily explained. The Peruvian sand heaps are 
formed, as a usual thing, in the shape of a h a lf
moon, and are of all sizes, ranging from dunes 
the size of a house to those that cover count
less acres. H ere the balmy coast winds blow 
continually inward, which is toward the north. 
The sand of these deserts is very soft-grained, 
and the steady wind forever rolls the grains 
on the south side of the dune upward. In a 
short while this thin layer of sand travels up 
the outside of the half-moon and rolls down on 
the inside. This shifting goes on day and night, 
slowly moving the dune before the wind.

These huge heaps that continually travel 
northward, cover up everything in their path.



The Sub and the Merchant Prince
A WAR NOVELETTE OF THE SEA

B y  F. V. W. M ason

A yellow captain; an enemy tub— but Jeff Gaines sticks with his crippled ship.

Merchant Prince buried 
r blunt bows into a tower- 

slate-gray roller with a 
>ck that set her poor old 
iric shuddering, as a cater- 

act of water poured over the forecastle 
and tore savagely at the deck cargo of 
motor trucks.

“She doesn’t like it, Hogan,” said the 
second mate as he tied down the earlaps 
of his sou’wester. “And I don’t blame 
her; she’s too old for this sort of thing— 
much too old.”

The chief engineer peered anxiously at 
the darkening horizon where low-flying, 
ragged clouds confirmed the alarming tale 
the barometer had been telling all after
noon. His little blue eyes narrowed as a 
mountainous sea rushed by, causing the 
steamer to pitch sharply.

“Faith, Mr. Gaines,” he said, as his eyes 
swept the foaming expanse ahead, “ye’d 
well think so if ye could listen to the 
groaning o’ her poor ol’ enjines. D’ye 
think the weather’ll better during the 
night ?”

“The skipper says it will,” replied 
Gaines with a short laugh, and buttoned 
the slicker snugly about his thin chest.

“God above,” groaned the engineer; 
“then it’s sure to be a ninety-mile gale be
fore dawn. How that Hedly man ever 
got a captain’s papers! He should be 
runnin’ a ferry in a nice quiet river with 
no traffic about—but I suppose this blasted 
war explains it. The damned swell
headed pup! I was chief o’ a crack liner 
when he was still wearin’ talcum powder 
and safety pins! An’ he tries to tell me 
how to run my engine room force.” The
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old man snorted indignantly and ducked 
as a sheet of spray crashed, against the 
pilot house, and dripped from the dazzle- 
painted woodwork,

“Oh, he’s not as bad as all that,” me
chanically protested Gaines. But his clear 
brown eyes wore a troubled look. “He 
means well, but he hasn’t had much ex
perience. For that matter none of us 
have, save you. This is only my third 
trip across.”

The engineer bent a curious look on the 
earnest features of the mate. “Look here, 
lad, why are ye always sayin’ a good word 
for a man that ain't worth a tinker’s 
damn? Is he a relative of yours?”

Slowly Gaines shook his head, and 
looked fixedly at the heaving bows.

“No,” he said, “he’s not exactly a rela
tion.”

“Did ye apply to be on this ship with 
him?” queried Hogan casually.

“Yes.”
The engineer spat deliberately over the 

rail and wiped his mouth on the back of 
a powerful, calloused hand.

“Well, it beats me,” he concluded. “He 
don’t like ye any too well from what I 
see. He ain’t no relation, and yet ye eat 
his dirt and pretend to like it. What’s he 
to ye anyway?”

Gaines evaded the question as adroitly 
as possible.

“Oh, I know him pretty well. He 
doesn’t mean most of what he says. Hed- 
ly’s really a good fellow at heart. I- 
ought to know. I grew up with him. He 
just lacks experience. He put in a few 
years on one of his father’s freighters on 
the Great Lakes and picked up his mas
ter's ticket when the war broke out. I 
tried for a naval commission, but—but— 
you see—”

Hogan nodded sympathetically. “Aye, 
lad, I understand. ’Twas not for lack of 
study they turned ye down. You’ve for
gotten more about seamanship than Hed- 
ly’ll ever know.”

“No,” he said, “he’ll learn fast. He's 
got the incentive to get ahead, for he’s 
engaged to the finest girl in the world.” 
His voice dropped. “I tell you, Hogan, I

love her better than life. But I ’ve never 
stood a chance with Ellen Fahys—for 
she’s in love with Tom. You see how it
is ?”

Hogan seemed to be examining the hori
zon, his face inscrutable. “What are ye 
trying to do?”

With a short, bitter laugh Gaines re
plied.

“I’m doing what little I can to make 
him worthy of her.”

IN a voice that betrayed an unexpressed 
admiration Hogan said, “Y’re a good 

lad, Jeff, as I’ve said before, but I think 
ye’ve tackled a job that’s too big for ye. 
I ’ve shipped and worked for hundreds of 
men during the past forty year’ and I can 
tell purty well—” His voice changed to a 
grim rasp. “You’re wastin’ yer time: 
Hedly’s a bad un. Rotten, I tell ye, rotten 
to the core I”

Grimly, the slender mate turned on the 
engineer.

“That’ll do, Hogan,” he warned. “Hed
ly’s a good man and don’t you forget it. 
He’ll make a name for himself before the 
war is over.”

Gaines stooped to retie an awning lace 
which had become undone. He expertly 
tied a reef knot and jerked it tight, but 
the rotten cord broke and the canvas 
flapped loose again with a loud report, and 
presently was snatched away by the ever- 
increasing force of the northeast gale.

“Rotten, like everything else on this 
ruin o’ a boat,” observed the chief.

Then, as though struck by a new 
thought, he spat over the side and turned 
to the second mate inquiringly. “Tell me, 
lad, what’s that funny little cannon ye’ve 
been setting up on the after well deck?” 

Blushing uncomfortably, Gaines looked 
up at the funnel, where the smoke, black 
as Egypt, went whirling over the side.

“Why—why—” he stammered, “it’s a 
little invention of mine—employs a new 
principle in ballistics—”

Hogan grinned a wide, gap-toothed 
grin. “Could you really hurt anything 
with that little pop gun?”

“Pop gun?” Like a young mother whose
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child is maligned, Gaines glared at the old 
man. “Pop gun! Say, listen, I could 
blow this whole damned steamer to Jer
icho with it!” His voice fell. “I ’d hoped 
to give the principle to the Navy, but they 
wouldn’t listen. Still,”—his jaw set itself 
in straight lines—“I’ll show ’em yet what

my gun can do—she’s all set up and I’ve 
eight or ten shells. I tell you, Hogan, 
she’s a damned good gun.”

“Like as not, like as not,” said Hogan 
with the air of a grown-up placating a child 
whose wooden sword has not been suf
ficiently admired. He turned towards the 
iron ladder. “Well, I must be gettin’ back 
to my enjines; that half-witted oiler 
they’ve given me for a second will have

those pore old pieces of junk off their 
bed plates.”

GAINES turned quickly to the old 
engineer as he was about to clamber 

down the steel ladder which led from the 
bridge to the deck, and caught hold of 

the ancient blue 
pea jacket he wore.

“Hogan,” said he 
in a voice raided 
above the insistent 
shrieking of the 
wind, “all josh 
aside—I want to 
know something.” 

The chief engi
neer leaned his 
bent and old body 
against the wind 
and spat a stream 
of tobacco juice to 
leeward.

“Well?”
The mate leaned 

forward and with 
anxious eyes said, 
“Hogan, precisely 
how bad are those 
engines? We’re in 
for a hell of a blow 
and I want to know 
how we’re fixed.” 

“They’re bad,” 
said the chief engi
neer. “They’re ter
rible. I t’s a marvel 
they run at all. 
I ’m not promising 
a thing for to
night, and I’ll be 
pleased to keep the 

poor old scrap heaps revolving until 
morning—if I can.”

Gaines shook his head thoughtfully and 
gazed up at the place where the running 
lights should have been shining, and saw 
only the black outline of the lamps.

Hogan laughed. “Yes, I keep lookin’ 
for ’em myself. Damn these subs any
way.” He started to descend again, but 
once more paused with one heavy shoe on
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the topmost rung of the steel ladder,
"And now, my boy, I ’ll ask you a ques

tion, fair and square.’’ His deep-set eyes 
met those of the younger man, while his 
chin with its fringe of silvery bristles set 
itself in a firm line. “Tell me: What’s 
wrong with the gun crew? I notice all 
but one’s taken pretty sick. What is it 
they've got?”

“I'll tell you, but keep it to yourself— 
it would be bad if it got around,” warned 
Gaines. “Truth is, they’ve got the flu— 
the Spanish flu—and they’ve got it bad. 
The petty officer died this afternoon, and 
another’ll go before morning.”

The man on the steel ladder uttered a 
low whistle.

“Mother av God,” he murmured. “So 
that’s it. All the gun crew save one, ye 
say ?”

“Yes: a man named Smalley is still 
about—he’s a tough nut,” continued 
Gaines in a bellow which barely made it
self heard above the groaning of the Mer
chant Prince as she labored forward at 
three knots an hour. “With this mongrel 
crew we’ve got, we’re taking no chances. 
I ’m going to drop the dead man over dur
ing the night. Hope to God that damned 
flu doesn’t spread. We’re still too far 
out of Bordeaux to get help.”

A gigantic wave came up out of the At
lantic, thundered on the starboard side 
plates, plucked away a lifeboat as though 
it were a straw, and bent the rail to an 
angle of forty-five degrees, while the men 
on the bridge clutched madly to keep from 
being swept into the roaring blackness. 
When the water had drained over the side, 
Hogan nodded, and clambered cursing 
down the ladder to disappear with a clang 
through a steel door. As he opened it a 
momentary’ flood of light illuminated the 
streaming deck.

“Who the hell left that lantern there?” 
wondered Gaines. “No discipline at all! 
They’ve all had distinct orders to keep 
that doorway dark. Now if a sub saw 
that—” He peered ahead into the black
ness and found that he could barely dis
cern the outline of the bows and the 
shrouded shapes of the motor trucks tug

ging strongly at the ropes which lashed 
them fast.

AT that moment the Merchant Prince 
rose with the suddenness of an ex

press elevator, writhed to the top of a 
great hissing comber and turned on her 
side with a sickening twist which snapped 
the wireless antennae from its position and 
hurled it far to leeward. Still careened 
on her side, she shot downwards into a 
yawning black gulf with a rush which 
sent Gaines’ heart leaping to his mouth, 
while the little steamer shuddered from 
bridge to garboard strake. Then an icy 
wave swept over the bridge like a giant 
fist, and smashed full force against the 
pilot house with a dull crunching noise.

Gaines clung to a stanchion with the 
desperation of the doomed, and felt his 
body lifted off his feet while the roaring 
water wrenched madly to tear him away. 
But somehow he managed to retain his 
hold, and at last stumbled to his feet again 
with his eyes and ears filled with brine. 
With fearful intentness he waited to catch 
the throbbing of the engines, and was 
vastly relieved to feel the Merchant 
Prince once more gather headway, though 
he fancied that she moved more slug
gishly than before.

In the gathering gloom a figure, gigan
tic in glistening oilskins, appeared on the 
steel ladder and clumped heavily upwards, 
staggering against the force of the wind 
as it made its way to where clung the sec
ond mate.

“Why in hell didn’t you call me?” 
screamed the newcomer, his face thrust 
dose to that of the mate.

“I was on my way, Tom,” choked the 
other. “But a wave caught me, I—’’

The captain’s eyebrows met in a hard 
line. “You damned cross-eyed fool!” he 
bellowed. “Don’t lie to me! A little sea 
like this would never reach up here.” 

Gaines angrily pointed to the dangling 
wires of the wireless, “Look at that 
then!”

Hedly glanced about and shook his 
head. “That’s nothing. The Merchant 
Prince will stand that and a lot more.
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With the engines as good as they are, 
there’s no call to get frightened. I don’t 
believe what that old grandmother of a 
chief engineer says. They look pretty 
good to me. I guess I know good engines 
when I see ’em.”

With a contemptuous laugh he turned 
away. For a moment the ship was pass
ing through a quiet area, and plunged a 
little less wildly, though the seas continued 
to pour over her bows every time she 
dipped, and the bulwark plates gushed like 
geysers as the water drained off her heav
ing decks.

THE mate hurried after the tall figure, 
now almost out of sight in the gloom 

at the other end of the thirty-foot bridge, 
and clutched his arm,

“For God’s sake, Hedly, don’t be a 
fool,” implored Gaines. “Believe what 
Hogan tells you. Those engines were 
worn out and condemned years ago. He 
says we’ll be lucky if they last out the 
night, and he ought to know.”

The captain made a furious gesture 
with his arm. "Shut up, you damned 
cross-eyed coward. I know my ship, and 
no white-livered mate is goin’ to tell me 
how to run it. I tell you the storm is dy
ing down already.”

Mumbling to himself the captain strode 
off down the reeling bridge, paused, and 
came back.

“And another thing. Get that damned 
Fourth of July cannon out of the well 
deck. I won’t have that silly piece of 
junk cluttering up my decks.”

A desperate appeal in his eyes, Gaines 
addressed his superior. “Please, Tom, 
won’t you let it stay there?” he pleaded. 
“It’s small and won’t be in the way, and— 
an—it might come in handy—”

The big man threw back his head 
and roared with contemptuous laughter. 
“Handy? That pea-shooter couldn’t blow 
the dust off my hat.” Suddenly he paused 
as though changing his mind. “Come to 
think of it, it might come in handy.” 

Gaines started forward eagerly. “Yes, 
you ought to let it stay, Tom. You don’t 
know what a wonderful gun it is.”

“Yep,” continued Hedly. “It would 
come in handy, just what we need—”

“Need?”
“To squirt lysol at the cockroaches in 

the galley! H a! h a ! ha!” Once more 
he burst into a derisive laughter which 
filled Gaines with a mad desire to plant 
his fist squarely on Hedly’s handsome jaw.

Recovering from his humorous out
burst, the captain turned a face still suf
fused with mirth to the second mate, who 
stood trembling with fury.

“Now you get about your business—the 
storm’s almost over. Forget about those 
engines. I ’m in charge and I guess you 
needn’t worry.”

Realizing the futility of convincing the 
headstrong Hedly of the imminent danger 
which threatened, Gaines adopted a new 
course. Cupping his hands he screamed 
against the whistling wind.

“Has this old tub any sails?”
The captain settled his massive shoul

ders more snugly in his oilskins, for the 
wind was icy cold. “Yes,” he grunted. 
“A jib or two and an old mainsail.”

“Where are they?” insisted Gaines, in
wardly cursing the incompetent Hedly.

“In hold number one. Behind the 
machine gun cases.”

“Good God!” screamed Gaines. “D’ye 
mean to say you had ’em stowed behind 
the cargo?”

“Yes, what of it?” snarled the captain. 
“What about it? You little runt!”

“Ever since we were boys together,” 
said Gaines savagely, “you always thought 
you knew it all, and to date you’ve got
ten away with it. But this time you’ve 
gone too far.”

A shade of uncertainty crept into Hed
ly’s manner. “What in hell do you 
mean ?” he asked, and peered at the mate’s 
face in the darkness as though to read a 
hidden meaning,

“Why, you great, misconceived idiot F’ 
cried Gaines. “You’ve put the canvas 
where we’ll have to take off a hatch to get 
at it.”

“We won’t need it,” said Hedly sul
lenly. “We won’t have to get it. The 
engines are all right, I tell you. You’re
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trying to throw a scare into me, Jeff 
Gaines—but you can’t. I know what Tm 
doing.”

GAINES leaned over the battered rail 
of the bridge and peered at the deck 

cargo, which creaked, black and sodden, 
below. Like a captive bear it seemed to 
strain at its bonds, rumbling threats of 
destruction when it should at last break 
free.

“We’ll have to jettison two or three of 
those trucks,” said the second mate after 
a pause. “It's the only way to get at that 
hatch cover.”

"Jettison nothing,” roared the captain. 
“D’ye remember what that officer told us 
when we sailed?”

“Yes,” replied Gaines with his eyes on 
the trucks below, “He said the chemicals, 
guns and other equipment on this ship 
are particularly vital, and that we must 

i get through to Bordeaux no matter what 
; happens.”

With a blind arrogance that Gaines had 
come to hate, the captain seized a fancied 

i advantage. “Then what in hell are you 
(suggesting we throw overboard part of 
'that equipment for?”

“-Don’t you see, Tom?” pleaded Gaines. 
“It’s only to save the ship. Where would 

iwe be if the engines quit?” He paused 
to let the other see the obvious answer. 
“You know damn well the Merchant 
Prince would founder in ten minutes in 

i this sea. With sails of any sort, we could 
keep steerage way and her head up to the 

> wind and ride out the gale.”
For a moment Captain Hedly hesitated; 

then, with all the obstinacy of a weak 
character, he set his shoulder and faced 
the smaller man. In the smallness of his 
soul he dared not give in lest he lose caste 
in admitting his errctr.

“By God!” he stormed. “I forbid you 
to touch those trucks. It’s mutiny if you 
disobey, and anyhow I’ll break you in the 

imoming for cowardice. You, who were 
1 turned down by the Navy! What a lot of 
I gall you’ve got, trying to tell me how to 
run this ship! Get down off the bridge 

sand call the watch or I’ll—” He pounded

on the twisted rail in his fury and surged 
towards Gaines who held up a hand to 
ward him off.

“Rave all you damned please, Hedly,” 
he panted, his eyes fixed on the other’s 
twitching features. ' But you know I’m 
right.” His voice was filled with scorn 
that cut like a knife. “You big bluff! 
Everyone at home knows you got a cap
tain’s papers through pull and bribes. 
You’re done for at last!”

Hedly rushed forward clenching his 
fists as he came. “Get off the bridge be
fore I kick you off. In the morn—

But, with an eerie shriek of fury that 
whistled in the wire rigging like a ban
shee, the storm returned to the attack, 
heeled the Merchant Prince far over on 
her side, and held her poised half in air 
and half in water for an eternal second. 
Then, with the maddened rush of an ex
press train, the little steamer plunged 
downward, her screws racing in midair, 
to crash head-on into a gray-headed sea. 
With a whoop of triumph an irresistible 
wall of water roared up over the bows, 
and, racing along the deck, caught the 
Swedish first mate as he stepped from 
the shelter of the forecastle companion- 
way. In a second’s time he was swept 
over the side with a long wail of terror, 
and left the horrified officers on the bridge 
staring after him, while the whole bow 
dipped out of sight again beneath the 
black seas which stormed onwards the 
length of the deck.

“We’re sinking!” screamed Hedly. In 
wild fear he turned to scramble down the 
ladder, and slipped as the vessel lurched 
further downwards. Like a drunkard he 
staggered, then spun and clutched fran
tically at the rail, but missed and fell to 
the streaming planks with a heavy thud.

AT that moment the Merchant Prince 
rolled violently to port, and the un

conscious man would have rolled ove»- 
board had not Gaines snatched at his slip
pery oilskin collar and secured a hand 
hold. As he pulled with all his strength 
at the inert mass a sudden temptation 
came over him. He had only to let go;
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another foot and Hedly would be gone 
forever. But the vision of Ellen, her life 
ruined, rose pleading before him. Hold
ing the captain by one hand and clutch
ing at the bridge stanchions with his free 
hand, he thumped on the chart house door 
until a wild-eyed seaman appeared and

helped to draw the injured man into the 
shelter of the steel walls.

“Snap out of it, Santusso,” ordered 
Gaines. “Don’t stand there yammering. 
Take his legs, you fool!”

“Maria Santissima!" gasped the sea
man as he beheld the bloody cut on the 
captain’s head. “De cap’n he dead! San 
Pietro—" He clasped his hands and com
menced to wail in terror as the Merchant
A. T.

Prince again plunged her bows clean un
der and rose but slowly.

With fear hammering at his own brain, 
the sound of the other’s despair brought 
a change over the usually mild and easy
going Gaines. Cursing with a fluency 
which surprised him, he took the whim

pering creature by 
the co llar and 
shook him vio
lently.

“Get up, you 
spineless wop,” he 
raged, “and get 
the captain to his 
bunk. He’ll be all 
right by morning. 
And you”—Gaines 
turned to the per
sp iring  Scandi
navian q u arte r
master who strug
gled to keep the 
Merchant Prince’s 
bows to the seas— 
“keep her headed 
into the wind, as 
you value your 
worthless life. I ’ll 
send you another 
man to help.” 

W ith this he 
stepped out into 
the rushing black
ness of the storm, 
and found he could 
barely feel his way 
along the twisted 
iron work of the 
bridge, for the icy 
wind drove sense 
from his fingers, 

and on his way down the ladder a growl
ing wave nearly swept him overboard.

As he crept aft his keen mind worked 
like a smoothly naming engine while he 
summoned the mass of book learning 
acquired during his dogged study for the 
Naval examinations. What a fool he had 
been to believe that a high standing in 
examinations would offset the defect in 
his sight. A wave of indignation shook
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him as he recalled the cold glare of the 
examining surgeon at Great Lakes Naval 
Training Camp, when he beheld the 
earnest little candidate standing hopefully 
in the doorway.

.“What do you want ?” he had asked per
functorily.

“I want to take examinations—”
“Get out of here!” the surgeon had 

shouted derisively. “Get out of here, you 
cross-eyed bum. Go and join the Ma
rines ! There’s a cock-eyed outfit for 
you!”

The bitter injustice of it still rankled, 
and Hedly’s words of a few minutes ago 
had rubbed salt in the old wound.

“Now let’s see,” he mumbled to himself 
as he closed the steel door behind him and 
stood in the dim light of a passageway. 
“Hedly’s knocked out, the Swede’s over
board, so it comes down to me. I guess 
I ’m the senior officer, by God!”

A THRILL possessed him, and he 
straightened his weary shoulders 

beneath the cold wrinkles of the oilskins 
from which dripped water onto the oil- 
stained planking of the passageway. He 
had a sudden desire to shout out loud and 
to caper about. Instead he swung through 
the battered door of the eompanionway 
and descended in the forecastle to find a 
scene of utter confusion.

A single lamp suspended from the ceil
ing cast flickering red rays to and fro as 
the ship plunged dizzily up and down. In 
the gloom resounded the curses and wails 
of the motley crew as they prepared to 
meet what they believed to be imminent 
death. One, a great negro with a dirty, 
bloody bandage tied about his head, shout
ed deliriously and slobbered prayers as he 
clung to his bunk, while another, whom 
Gaines recognized as an Englishman, was 
methodically tying up his belongings into 
a square of soiled canvas. One by one 
he was folding up his few garments, and 
whistling a music hall ditty as he did so. 
Lying terrified on the soaking and furni
ture-strewn floor, several villainous non
descripts, helpless with nausea, rolled to 
and fro in their own spew as the deck

tilted beneath them. Then a bow port 
gave under the terrific strain, and with 
a sudden spurt gallons of sea water came 
sluicing in.

Bedlam broke out, and there was a wild 
scramble in Gaines’ direction which would 
have swept him off his feet had he not, 
with a sudden sweep, drawn an automatic 
from beneath his slicker and leveled it at 
the foremost.

“Back, you swine!” he shouted. They 
halted uncertainly and fell back.

“Get back, you cowards ! Get back !” 
he roared, his little frame shaking with 
anger. “By the Lord Harry, I ’ll murder 
all of you in a minute. You, Nelson, pull 
that steel cover over the port. It should 
have been fastened in place hours ago, 
you careless dogs.” He turned to face the 
crew, and spoke briskly. “All of you, get 
your skins on. Damn it all!—there’s a 
pile vr work to be done if you want to stay 
afloat. Get moving, you scum!”

In the smoky gloom a low grumble 
broke out, but the crew scrambled down 
from their refuges and, donning their 
waterproofs, followed the mate out among 
the straining trucks.

“You, Hardy,” he ordered, “go find 
Chups and tell him to bring two or three 
axes and hatchets. The rest of you, ex
cept O’Leary and Mariano, get down to 
the engine room. Do anything the chief 
tells you.” Gaines ducked as a sudden 
wall of water fell on the struggling fig
ures. The wave crashed solidly on his 
back, driving the breath from his body 
with a jolt that nearly broke his hold on 
the brake handle of a high-sided Quad 
truck.

With anxious eyes he watched the wa
vering outlines of Hardy and the others 
make their way a f t; then he turned to the 
two men whimpering at his side. “Back 
to forecastle!” he screamed.

As he hauled himself forward by main 
force he suddenly realized the magnitude 
of the task he had undertaken, and cursed 
Hedly’s lack of foresight as he stumbled 
down the narrow foc’sle stair. It felt 
good to be indoors again.

“Oh, Boss!” howled Mariano above the
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din of the seas. “We feeda da feesh dis 
trip. Me no mind so much, but now me 
Maria looka for dat damn Joe.”

FOR a long half hour the three waited 
for the return of Hardy in the shel

ter of the forecastle. When at length the 
Englishman reappeared, he had three axes 
in his hands and a bloody froth on his 
lips. One by one the axes clattered to the 
floor while Hardy swayed on his feet. His 
features twisted in a grimace of pain.

“Gripes, Matey, I’m done for.” Pie 
clutched the side of a bunk, “The bloody 
ol’ tub pitched and stove in me left side. 
’Ere are the haxes. ‘For Gawd’s sake use 
’em quick,’ said the chief. ’E says the 
bloody ol’ engines goin' ter fall apart in 
another ’arf ’our. Says the brass facing 
on the thrust block is orl wore orf, ’n’ 
they’re heatin' fast."

The Englishman slipped to the deck 
and Gaines lifted the limp figure into a 
sodden bunk.

“Thankin’ yer kindly, sir,” gasped the 
blue-lipped seaman. “But don’t waste no 
time on me-—I’m a gorner, I am. An’ the 
steam pumps is broke—’Strewth matey, 
the ol’ hooker’s a gorner like me—a gor
ner.” A sudden rush of dark blood spurt
ed onto the floor, and Hardy lay silent.

For a moment Gaines remained staring 
at the inert figure; then, whirling on his 
heel, he led the way to where the deck 
load lay half submerged. With ropes 
around their waists and in a welter of fly
ing spray the three groped for the groan
ing cables which held the heavy trucks in 
place. As they located the knots they 
fastened their life lines to the nearest 
stanchions and prepared to cut away the 
deck load.

At Gaines’ direction they hacked 
through the less vital lashings first, while 
the wind tore at the canvas tarpaulins 
with invisible pincers. Knot after knot 
they severed, slipping precariously among 
the shifting motors as they strove to reach 
the more inaccessible lashings, until at last 
it appeared that four vital knots held the 
straining mass to the deck. Gaines lo
cated two of the knots to port and one to

starboard, but found that the fourth was 
lost in the midst of the tangle.

“Wait till she rolls to port!” he 
screamed above the driving gale. “Cut 
the two knots when they’re slack. I ’ll 
get the starboard one.”

“No! No! Boss you getta killed!” 
howled Mariano. “De trucks ketcha you 
on de way back!”

“Damn it all!” roared Gaines. “Do 
what I say. Cut those knots the third 
time she rolls to port.” With this he 
scrambled across the wreckage-strewn 
deck, glancing apprehensively at the 
trucks, which were momentarily gaining 
further latitude in their plunges. He was 
fully alive to the danger he was running, 
and realized that his chances of dodging 
the freed avalanche of steel were small in
deed.

“One!” he counted as the Merchant 
Prince swung over to the left, her stumpy 
mast describing a sickening arc. Heavily 
she rolled back to starboard, while Gaines 
fixed his eyes on the dark blur of the knot 
he must dash to reach. He judged it was 
about fifteen feet away, and cursed at the 
thought of the cumbersome knee boots 
and flapping oilskins which hampered his 
movements.

“Two!” The trucks coasted down
wards a few feet, making Gaines’ heart 
stand still with fear that the men on the 
other side might be crushed. But the 
longshoremen who tied the knots must 
have known their business, for the motors 
did not break loose. Like a lifted draw
bridge the Merchant Prince commenced 
to roll back to the right. Down, down, 
down, she sank until the spindrift creamed 
over her battered rail. Then Gaines’ heart 
gave a leap as he saw that, in an instant, 
the steamer would begin her third roll to 
port.

“Eee-yah 1” he screamed as he had long 
ago, when with the other boys he had 
charged the snow fort out by Sutters' 
Mill. As swiftly as he could he lumbered 
forward, his eyes riveted on the outline 
of the knot. With a mighty groan, the 
ship commenced to turn back and with 
water up to his knees Gaines hacked
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wildly at the knot. Desperately he rained 
blow after blow on the heavy hemp and 
felt his ax blade drive home. Some
times he missed, and felt the jar on his 
wrists as steel struck steel.

“Break, damn you!” he raved, and 
swung the ax like a flail. He felt the 
ship come to the bottom of her roll and 
realized that in an instant she would start 
on the return roll and thus hurl twenty 
tons of cold steel in his direction. With 
furious strength he hacked through all 
but one strand and, glancing up, saw a 
dark mass bearing down on him. In
stinctively he started to run, but stopped 
and swung once more at the rope.

LIKE the rush of a train in a tunnel, 
something hurtled past him to the 

right, crashed against the rail and van
ished over the side with a mighty grind
ing of steel. A great spout of water flew 
up, far above the bridge. Then another 
freed truck knocked him spinning across 
the deck. As he clutched at a friendly 
stanchion, he saw that the inaccessible 
knot was holding a majority of the trucks 
in place for a brief moment, while the 
other machities skated wildly about the 
deck. Then the Merchant Prince writhed 
back to port, sending the whole mass 
crashing against the port rail as it rushed 
overboard and blotted out the two men 
who fled in its path.

Stupidly, Gaines stared at the cleared 
place where the trucks had been, and saw 
the seas breaking unimpeded across the 
deck. Then he noticed that, by accident 
or design, the hatch frame of number one 
hold was set rather higher up from the 
deck than the rest. It was a terrible risk, 
but it might be possible to get into that 
hold without swamping the ship.

“It's a hell of a big chance to take,’’ he 
told himself. “But I’ve got to get those 
sails out.”

Gaines slipped and stumbled down the 
dimly lit passage until he gained the little 
bridge made of steel bars running above 
the ancient engines. He peered down
wards and tried to distinguish the figure 
of old Hogan in the drifting steam, and

found that he could barely see shapes hur
rying to and fro. The hold flamed scarlet 
at intervals as the stokers flung open the 
furnace doors. The pounding of the sea 
outside, the hoarse wheezing of the old 
engines and scrape of coal shovels filled 
the pit with an uproar indescribable. Cup
ping his hands and bracing his body he 
shouted, “How’s things goin’?”

“God in the foothills!” called the old 
man. “Why aren’t you decently dead like 
we’ll all be before momin’ ?’’

“Too busy,” returned Gaines as he 
swung down to the floor, which was 
streaming with a mixture of water, coal 
dust and ashes to the depth of two or 
three inches.

He found the engineer clad in a dirty 
undershirt and studying the pressure gage 
with an anxious stare. A bloody bruise 
showed on his forehead where one of the 
ship’s wild plunges had flung him against 
a boiler cover. Gaines held his numbed 
hands out to the glow.

“Where are all the men?”
“Savin’ the black gang, they’re all at 

the pumps; but the bosun says the water's 
makin’ faster than a spring freshet.” Ho
gan shrugged his blackened shoulders 
wearily. He passed the back of his hand 
over his sweat-streaked brow and winced 
as he touched the bruise. “There’s so 
much water cornin’ down yonder funnel, 
the fires won’t last much longer. Take a 
look at yonder thrust block! See her 
smoke! Ye can see the brass is all wore 
off. She’s like to freeze any moment and 
then Molly Hogan’II be richer by five 
thousand dollars o’ insurance before 
dawnin’.”

The veteran turned to the groaning 
engines, which even to Gaines’ untrained 
ears sounded on the verge of collapse, 
and, with a muttered curse, fell to oiling 
the smoking steel.

Then with sudden energy Gaines caught 
the chief engineer’s arm. His eyes 
searched the other’s grime-streaked fea
tures with a grim intentness. “How long 
can I have to rig a jib on her and make a 
stab at a staysail ?”

For a moment Hogan stood silent, then
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he put his hand gently on Gaines’ shoulder.
“Yer a brave boy and a whole man, me 

lad,” he said slowly, ‘‘but it’s no good. 
Even if ye could rig a sail in this livin’ 
gale—which I doubt ye can—I couldn’t

and some were just morose and silent.
Quickly Gaines singled out the men he 

felt would be of use.
“Jimenez, Laborreau, and Fullen,” he

called: “come with me. How about you,

The hard 
walnut stock 
crashed down 
on Caines’ 
salt-cucrusled 

sou’wester.

promise ye more than fifteen minutes. Or 
twenty at the outside—”

Gaines clutched the other’s calloused 
hand. “Promise me that you’ll keep her 
at it till the last second and I’ll—” Leav
ing the sentence unfinished he turned 
down a narrow passage to where the bal
ance of the crew stood hopelessly sawing 
up and down on the pump handles. Over 
half of their members, unable to find a 
place on the handle bars, waited hope
lessly for the end which seemed not an 
hour away. A few swore, a few sobbed,

Gohagan? Do you want to help out?” 
A tall seaman stepped forward and but

toned his dirty yellow slicker with a nod.
“Faith, I'd as soon drown on deck, as 

a rat in a cage down here,” he muttered.

GAINES never quite knew how they 
got into number one hatch without 

swamping the ship, nor even less how 
they got the stained old canvas on deck, 
for his whole consciousness was trained 
on the weak throbbing of the engines—a 
throbbing which grew steadily more fee
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ble, until, just as they were handing the 
sails up to the deck, there was a halt in 
the thudding and Gaines thought that the 
end had come. Immediately the Mer
chant Prince lost headway.

“To the boats!” shouted Jimenez fran
tically. “El vapor hundc!’’

Accompanied by the terror-stricken 
Laborreau, and regardless of Gaines’ im
ploring commands, he vanished, to be 
mocked by empty davits on the hurricane 
deck.

“Yellow Guinnies,” snarled Pullen as 
he clambered onto a cargo boom, a three- 
quarters inch rope between his teeth. 
With deliberate haste he prepared to lash 
the bottom of the improved leg-o’-mutton 
sail to it, while Gohagan and Gaines rigged 
a block and tackle sheet.

But just as the 'Merchant Prince com
menced to roll into the fatal trough of 
the sea, the moribund engines gave a few 
feeble flutters more.

With this momentary respite, Gaines 
and Gohagan were able to pass the bight 
of a topping lift through the eye at the 
peak of the old jib. Once, as they worked, 
a thunderous gust of sleet-laden wind 
nearly ripped the precious canvas from 
their tom and bleeding fingers, but Gaines 
had wisely kept a double loop of stout 
manilla about the fullness of the sail. 
Finally the jib, close reefed, was hauled 
into position inch by inch and foot by 
foot, while the men were able to breathe 
only intermittently between clouds of 
spray.

At that moment the whole fabric of the 
Merchant Prince shuddered, and a great 
cloud of steam roared up the exhaust be
side the funnel to be violently whipped 
from sight in the gradually paling sky. 
Then, as the laboring steamer lost head
way, the nose of the freighter swung out 
of the wind and with the inexorable force 
of an hydraulic press, the hull began to 
roll heavily from side to side, her funnel 
tugging madly at the fifteen odd guys that 
held it in place. With wild eyes the mate 
saw what threatened and he turned half 
about.

“Hoist! For God’s sake, hoist!”

screamed Gaines as he made the last twist 
to the bowline he was tying. With their 
united strength the three men heaved at 
the halyard while the canvas rose inch by 
inch.

A sudden dreadful doubt that the old 
jib would stand the strain seized him, but 
just then the first beam sea roared over 
the side, so, with an unvoiced prayer, he 
cast the fulness loose. With the report 
of a small cannon the jib filled and bellied 
out taut, while the men on deck struggled 
to keep their holds as they hauled on the 
improvised sheet.

It seemed as though the Merchant 
Prince lay wallowing in the trough with 
complete disdain of the streaming canvas 
forward, but at last her blunt nose com
menced to seek the wind again, while the 
f rothing combers pounded her dented bow 
plates unmercifully. Finally she rode once 
more, W'ater-logged and helpless, but safe 
with her bow to the seas.

On stumbling feet the mate made his 
way up to the bridge as the Merchant 
Prince, her bows relieved by the removal 
of the jettisoned trucks, rode a trifle more 
easily.

PRESENTLY a broad-shouldered fig
ure clad in a close-buttoned, blue pea- 

jacket struggled up the steel ladder and 
saluted Gaines with a short motion of the 
hand.

“Tried to find you sooner, sir,” shouted 
the new arrival, whom Gaines recognized 
as Smalley. He was one of the gun crew 
supplied by the navy to work the four- 
inch rifle mounted aft. “Chief Petty Offi
cer Williams died one hour ago and two 
of the seamen are pretty bad. I ’m the 
only one that’s able to move. I thought 
I’d better report, sir.”

The mate shook his head. “I’m awfully 
sorry. Mr. Williams was a fine man.” 

He turned his wind and spray-burned 
face to look at the navy man who stood 
staring curiously at the bent and twisted 
davit of a lifeboat, the falls of which 
streamed horizontally in the wind. For 
the first time he noted that the dirty, white 
ventilators of the Merchant Prince were



THE SUB AND THE MERCHANT PRINCE 87

as battered and dented as a hobo’s derby. 
Two of them had been swept away with
out a trace.

“God, sir, you must have had one 
tough time on deck last night,” said the 
navy man at length. “They say you got 
that sail rigged just in time. I thought 
we was headed for Jones sure. Gosh, but 
the old Prince looks sick!”

Suddenly Gaines remembered the man 
he sought to help. “Smalley, go and find 
out how Captain Idedly is,” he said. “Pie 
was hurt last night,”

THE seaman started to quit the bridge, 
but at that moment the head and 

shoulders of a sailor appeared on the lad
der. He clambered heavily onto the slip
pery planking and was immediately fol
lowed by Captain Pledly, who wore a dirty 
bandage about his head. On the right 
side was a dull, red smudge.

Like an angry bull he roared as he 
caught sight of Gaines, and, drawing a re
volver, he advanced, his face suffused and 
furious.

“You’re under arrest,” he bellowed. 
“You treacherous hound! Try to murder 
me and steal my ship, will you? Don’t 
move or I ’ll drill your dirty hide.” His 
voice dropped to a snarl and his breath 
came and went quickly between his white 
and regular teeth. “Well, Jeff Gaines, 
you've got to be a damn sight smarter than 
you’ll ever be to put that over. Trying 
to ruin me so’s to get Ellen for yourself 1 
I ’m on to your little game!”

Speechless with amazement, Gaines 
could only stare at the threatening figure 
bearing down on him. In a flash he saw 
what Hedly meant to do. He held up a 
warning hand and backed away.

“You don’t know what you’re saying,” 
he protested. “You must be out of your 
head. I never tried to hurt you. You 
slipped on the deck, don’t you remem
ber—”

With a snarl the captain leaped for
ward. “You bet I remember,” shouted 
Hedly, and swung his pistol butt down 
with a powerful heave. The hard wal
nut stock crashed down on Gaines' salt-

encrusted sou’wester and the mate sank 
to the deck without a sound, a thin stream 
of blood issuing from between his pallid 
lips.

“Try to murder me—steal my ship— 
disobey orders, will you?” Like a man 
gone mad, the captain rained kick after 
kick on the prostrate figure until Smalley 
threw himself forward with a savage 
curse.

“Lay off’n him, ye big four-flusher,” lie 
gritted as he pinioned Hedly’s arms from 
behind. “D’ye want to scupper him? He 
saved your damned ok garbage scow fer
y e -’’

Sullenly the captain stepped back and 
glared vindictively at the seaman, his 
handsome face livid and distorted.

“Mind you own business, Navy; it don’t 
pay to butt in. I won’t hurt the sneaking 
son any more, but he’ll get plenty when 
I get him before an admiralty court! I ’ve 
got him dead to rights—Santusso saw him 
hit me with a marlin spike. The vellow 
hound!”

THREE days later the Merchant Prince 
was limping into the other edge of 

the Bay of Biscay with her patched and 
juried engines sobbing with each revolu
tion of the screw. Overhead the sky was 
of a resplendent blue, and sparkling little 
wavelets stroked the camouflaged and 
salt-streaked sides of the freighter almost 
lovingly. But there was neither light nor 
air in the depths of the ship where Gaines 
lay in a fetid hole which served as the 
brig. Instead, the foul reek of the ancient 
bilges poisoned the air, while the sound 
of the waves beating on the hull pounded 
monotonously into his ears.

The ex-mate had no idea of the day or 
hour as he roused himself at the sound of 
cautiously approaching footsteps.

“Are you there , Johnnie ?” queried a 
familiar voice in a hoarse whisper. A tiny 
spark of hope began to burn in the pris
oner’s head.

“Is it you, Hogan?”
The figure shifted its weight and 

sneezed softly. “Sure it’s no one else.” 
The engineer scratched a match and lit a
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candle end, whose feeble light reflected 
on the moisture of the worn plates and 
the rusted bars which formed the brig.

“Have you a key?” whispered Gaines.
Hogan thrust forward a paper parcel. 

“No, but here’s some decent food,” said 
he. “I misdoubt you get nothing but hog- 
wash.”

Eagerly the hollow-eyed prisoner 
munched the thick sandwiches while his 
friend talked.

“Ye’re well off here, me lad,” continued 
Hogan. “More than half the crew’s down 
with the flu. They’s hardly enough men 
left to run this old hog-trough. Hedly’d 
like to have you out if he dared. They 
ain't no other officers, and he don't know 
nothing.” The engineer leaned forward, 
a look of deep concern on his battered 
features. “But you’re in serious trouble. 
He’s planning to have ye up for mutiny 
on the high seas—”

“On what grounds?” mumbled Gaines, 
his mouth full.

“Disobeying orders about those damn 
trucks. Not that ye weren’t right to do 
what ye did. We’d all be floaters by now, 
if ye hadn’t broke out them sails. The 
worst of it is, that square-headed quar
termaster heard him order ye not to touch 
those trucks. Twas when ye was both 
up on the bridge—”

“Htn-m, that’s bad,” said Gaines after 
a pause. “Anything else I’m accused of?”

Hogan stared. “Ain’t that enough ?”
“Plenty,” said the other. “But what 

else ?”
“Hedley says you tried to murder him. 

Old grudge, he says. He’s got that scrap
in’ o’ the ghetto called Santusso ready to 
swear he saw ye punch the skipper on the 
jaw, then sock him wid a marlin spike. 
Oh, he’s got ye framed very pretty.” Ho
gan paused and scratched his back vigor
ously against a packing case. “Guess 
Hedly’s got something on the dago or 
else he’s bribed him. But at any rate yer 
in a damn bad way.”

FOR several moments the two men sat 
in a silence broken only by the groan

ing of the ancient deck beams and the oc

casional shrill squeal of a rat. Gaines 
wiped his mouth on a dingy sleeve, then 
leaned forward against the rusted bars.

“Well, there’s still some time before we 
get in—”

“If we get in,” corrected Hogan with a 
hollow laugh. “What with the rotten < n- 
jines I’ve managed to patch up, and Hed
ly’s rottener seamanship, we’re still a 
long way from being safe. Thank God, 
the wireless has been repaired, and they 
say the convoy meets us some time to
night or to-morrow. The Prince must 
have a pretty valuable cargo in her else 
they wouldn’t be meetin’ of us two full 
days farther out than ordinary. At least 
Sparks says so.”

In the gloom of the brig, Gaines stared 
miserably at the sputtering candle end and 
opened his mouth to speak, but with the 
suddenness of an electric shock there came 
a terrific explosion of bright orange flame 
which sent the cargo crashing down right 
and left. Under the shock wooden cases 
burst and split a heterogeneous mass of 
gas masks, machine guns, and steel car
boys into the alleys between the white 
pine cases.

For a moment the men were too 
stunned by the concussion to speak, and 
they crouched helplessly against the slimy 
plates of the ship’s sides. The candle had 
gone out.

“Guess the boilers is gone,” gasped Ho
gan at length. “No, it can’t be that. The 
engines is still goin’.”

Overhead they heard hoarse shouts and 
the sound of feet hurrying across the 
deck, apparently in wild confusion.

For a moment Gaines was utterly mys
tified ; then a swirl of blue-gray smoke 
came their way and he sniffed suspi
ciously.

He barely suppressed a cry of surprise. 
“Good God, Hogan!—that’s from a shell,” 
he cried. “Either the cargo is on fire or a 
sub’s caught us. By God!—that’s what it 
is ! It’s a sub.”

Hogan started to his feet in alarm, and 
fumbled about in the blackness.

“What are you going to do?" shouted 
Gaines as the old man turned away.
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“Open the sea cocks,’’ said the chief 
engineer calmly. ‘ I’m eternally damned 
if they get this ship. The murdering 
brutes sunk a son o’ mine a year gone 
by'”“Hold on!” cried Gaines. “We might 
get away.”

“Not with the wrecks of engines we’ve 
got. We can’t make five knots an hour.” 

“Just a minute,” pleaded Gaines. “How 
soon is the convoy due to join us?”

“The wireless man said around five 
o’clock. It’s only three-thirty nowr, so it’s 
no use. The sub can do all she wants to 
do in half an hour. Besides half the gun 
crew is dead o’ the flu, and the other 
half’s as good as dead. Only Smalley is 
on his feet. What’s one man?”

Overhead came a 
dull report which re
verberated through 
the iron hull like 
summer thunder, 

i “It’s our gun,” 
cried Gaines excit

He reached over to the 
elevating gear, while 

Smalley set the fuse.

edly, “Smalley must be working her 
alone. Quick, Hogan, get me out of this. 
I know gunnery—studied it to get into 
the Navy. It’s my chance at last!”

The mate set his shoulder to the bars 
with a mighty heave and nearly broke his 
neck on the cases opposite the doorway, 
for the bars flew back without opposition 
allowing Gaines to hurtle forward.

“Now may 1 be damned!” shouted Ho
gan. “Yonder shell must have blown the 
dusty old lock loose.”

The two men scrambled over the cargo, 
coughing furiously as the fumes of the 
shell clutched at their throats.

“I’m for the engine room, lad,” called 
Hogan over his shoulder as they emerged 
into a passageway. “I’ll give ’er all she 
can stand till hell freezes over or the boil
ers bust.” His little blue eyes burned with 
a strange light and his big hands trembled 
as he rolled up his sleeves. “Now then, 
ye sons—”

BUT Gaines was already on deck. For 
a moment the afternoon glare follow

ing the darkness of the hold completely 
blinded him; but presently he was able to 

make out the bridge 
and saw Hedly out
lined against the sky 
fumbling frantically 
in a pile of many- 
hued code flags.

Something whistled 
over the Merchant 
Prince with the shriek 
of a lost soul and 
crashed into the 
bright blue sea half a 
mile away, sending a 
tall geyser of white 
spray high into the 
air. Hedly crouched 
cowering a moment, 
then continued his 
search until at last he 
seemed to find satis
faction ; then he sped 
down the ladder and 
along the deck to
wards the signal hal
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yard, a white bundle in his hands. In
stantly Gaines divined his purpose and 
sprang forward with a growl of anger.

"Drop that!” he ordered, and swung 
with all his might towards the captain’s 
jaw. His fist landed with a crunch fairly 
on the point of Hedly’s chin, and sent the 
skipper tottering back. As he fell his 
length on the deck Gaines ran to the 
bridge, and, selecting an American ensign 
from the flag locker, bent it to the hal
yards. In another minute the flag soared 
aloft and waved a pitiful defiance to the 
mighty engine of war now rapidly ap
proaching to finish off the Merchant 
Prince. Gaines paused just long enough 
to promise death to the Danish quarter
master if he did not pursue a zigzag 
course, changing direction every five min
utes. The Scandinavian spat a thick 
brown stream to the floor of the pilot 
house and said, "You no worry Meester 
Gaines. Me no la-a-ak German. You no 
worry. Me do my bes’,”

Gaines caught sight of the enemy for 
the first time as he raced over the de
serted deck towards the stern, A little 
speck it was, far to windward. Like a 
child’s toy, the U-boat seemed, but at that 
instant a puff of white broke from her 
side and a shell burst two hundred yards 
ahead of the Merchant Prince, which was 
slowly swinging around to an end-on posi
tion.

AT the gun Gaines found Smalley all 
alone squinting into the sighting ap

paratus. Nearby lay the canvas cover of 
the gun and an empty shell case. As 
Gaines approached, the Navy man stepped 
back and jerked the lanyard. Instantly 
the whole deck shuddered under the re
coil while a puff of white smoke drifted 
lazily over the stern.

“Over and to the right,” called Gaines 
as he ran up.

“What the hell!” cried Smalley whirl
ing about with a snarl of surprise. “Is 
someone of this God-forgotten pest-ship 
goin’ to help me at last ?”

“Just broke jail,” gasped Gaines. “Now 
let’s see what’s wliat. I know a bit about

fire control. Studied to be an officer be
fore the war broke out. Know anything 
about range finding?”

Smalley shook his head. “Not much. 
I ’m only a machinist.”

“Well then,” decided Gaines, "you do 
the loading and firing and I’ll call the 
ranges and check the shot. We'll both 
rustle shells when we can.”

As he spoke he gave the training wheel 
a couple of turns and reached over to the 
elevating gear. Meanwhile Smalley pre
pared to set the fuse.

“Call it five thousand yards,” directed 
Gaines as he ran for another shell from 
the supply in an after locker. Glancing 
up, he observed smoke, thick and black, 
pouring up from the battered, stumpy 
funnel, and noticed that the engines were 
turning over more rapidly.

“Good old Hogan!” he said to himself as 
he sprinted back to the gun. Smalley was 
just closing the breech when he arrived 
and together they gaged the roll of the 
ship. Down she went to port, then slowly 
came up towards an even keel again.

“Fire!”
Smalley jerked the lanyard while 

Gaines watched for the burst. It came 
with a sullen cloud of white smoke in di
rect line with the submarine, but consid
erably over it.

“Over that time!” shouted the mate and 
ran for another shell. Thicker and thicker 
the smoke poured out of the funnel, and 
in passing over the stern it cast a deep 
shadow on the gun. Presently the Mer
chant Prince changed direction and blun
dered off on a starboard course with the 
lumbering haste of a fat tramp chased by 
a policeman.

Barely had she done so, when a shell 
sighed overhead and burst fifty yards to 
port with a crash and a sudden cloud of 
blackish smoke. Smalley and Gaines 
threw themselves flat on the dirty plank
ing while the air was filled with singing 
splinters of steel. With beating hearts 
they heard the burst rattle on the side 
plates and on the funnel, and when they 
looked up they could see the smoke coming 
out of the cuts like water spurting from a
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punctured garden hose. Long furrows, 
white and jagged, showed where frag
ments had scarred the deck planking.

“On a ra f t!” swore Smalley. “Lucky 
the Dane changed course when he did. 
Come on, Mate; it’s our turn now.”

Again and again they loaded and fired, 
missing each time by a smaller margin, 
until they came so dose that it seemed 
that their next shot must surely land on 
that tiny distant target. Sweating and 
gasping with their exertions, the two men 
clid the work of six, while Hogan in the 
engine room, a red-hot drawing bar in his 
hand, drove the stokers unmercifully.

Gradually the submarine drew nearer, 
shortening the range, but approaching 
with caution. Evidently she found the 
single gun on the stern of her victim far 
too dangerous to be ignored.

Finally the submarine sent a shell that 
burst squarely over the blunt bow of the 
Merchant Prince and sprinkled the fore 
deck with a shower of death-dealing frag
ments. There came a rending crash as 
the foremast toppled drunkenly over the 
side and took both cargo booms with it. 
Like broken legs, the shattered spars 
trailed over the side and materially hin
dered the pathetic speed of the fleeing 
steamer.

Smalley cursed at this fresh disaster. 
“Gosh, Mister Gaines, it’s a case of hash 
for breakfast this trip,” said the gunner. 
“He’s got us bracketed at last. The next 
one will be the last.”

W ITH desperate haste they reloaded 
the four-inch rifle and spun the 

training wheel just as the quartermaster, 
who had evidently survived the bursting 
shell, changed course.

Suddenly the pursuing submarine halted 
its activities and sheered off, apparently 
undecided as to what to do.

"Look!” shouted Smalley, and pointed 
to two smudges of smoke low down on the 
sunlit horizon. “It must be the convoy 
destroyers.”

“Yes,” said Gaines, “But they’ll never 
get here in time.”

As the words left his mouth there came

a terrific roar overhead, and the whole 
stern was smothered in a burst of blind
ing, stunning flame which flung Gaines 
half dazed to the deck. How long he lay 
there, unable to think, he never knew but 
when he recovered himself, the submarine 
was much closer. So close it was, that he 
could make out little figures moving about 
her deck. He tried to get up, but found 
that his legs would not answer his efforts. 
Grimly he strove to force them to their 
duty, but they remained utterly passive. 
At last, one—his right—answered, but the 
other was broken in two places.

“Good God! Smalley,” he groaned. 
“You’ll have to fire the gun. 1 can’t 
move.” Then he looked about for the 
gunner and saw only a twisted shape ly
ing limp in the scuppers, while a stream of 
red drained slowly over the side. How 
flat he looked!

Nearer came the submarine, quite cer
tain that her last shot had knocked out 
both gun and engines, for the Merchant 
Prince lay motionless save for the rolling 
of the aszure-tinted sea. The gun crew 
on the U-boat reloaded slowly while their 
officer examined the smoke smudges with 
his glasses.

"Cevtfiss,” he said at last. “They are 
destroyers. Let us now the merchantman 
sink and be off. Nein, do not waste a tor
pedo on such a wretched tub. A shell 
will do. Right at the water line, nkht 
•wahrt”

But the commander of the U-boat was 
not the only one who sighted the telltale 
smudge on the horizon off to port. Gaines 
uttered a groan of surprise.

“The convoy destroyers of course,” he 
gasped. “But they’ll be too late—that 
damned sub’ll get us first!” His agonized 
eyes sought the breech of the gun and 
saw that the training gear was hopelessly 
bent and twisted, while the sighting appar
atus had altogether disappeared.

“No use,” he thought. “That gun’ll 
never fire another shot!” He rolled his 
head over and gazed at the slate-gray sub
marine which lay for the moment on the 
crest of a wave not a quarter of a mile 
distant. He found that he could distin
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guish the figures on her deck quite easily, 
and he recognized the various officers of 
the gun crew as they prepared to load 
again. Evidently they had decided not to 
waste an expensive torpedo on the bat
tered old Merchant Prince.

“The fools!” thought Gaines. “If they 
only knew what a cargo’s in her, they’d 
take no chances!”

Suddenly he realized that in less than 
five minutes the ship he had fought so 
hard to save would go swirling down to 
the cold depths on the ocean floor, and 
revulsion seized him.

“ N o !  No!” he shouted aloud and 
wildly he looked about. Again his gaze 
fell on the menacing submarine, then 
glanced to the shattered gun.

“If we only had another gun,” he whis
pered, “I might scare them off long 
enough!” Then with a mad thrill of hope 
he remembered his invention. It should 
be mounted in the after well deck not 
thirty feet away, if Hedly hadn't thrown 
it overboard while he was in the brig!

HE made a great effort and found him
self able to crawl on his hands and 

one knee, while his broken leg trailed like 
a leaden weight after him. Sharp pangs 
of pain shot up to his whirling head as he 
crawled along foot by foot, a trail of small 
red blots marking his progress.

For eons, it seemed, he struggled on
wards while his consciousness wavered on 
the edge into a red mist. Somehow he 
reached the bottom of the ladder and 
hauled himself abreast of the last packing 
case which hid the place where he had 
left his brain child. Hoping against hope 
he rounded the corner and uttered a husky 
whoop of joy, for there, shrouded in a 
piece of oily canvas, was his gun, her 
wicked little muzzle pointing drunkeniy 
downwards.

Luckily, the gun was on the side where 
the U-boat lay, and Gaines realized he had 
only to train it. A hasty glance over the 
rail disclosed the fact that the gun crew 
on the submarine was closing the breech 
of their piece. In a moment they would 
Are. With flying fingers he clawed off the

cover, and reaching in a little tool chest 
to one side, where he kept the shells for 
his gun, he drew out three neat little car
tridges. Selecting one fitted with a con
tact fuse, he flipped open the shiny 
breech and shot the bright little brass 
cylinder infp place. With a soul-satisfy
ing click the breech closed. Mumbling 
wildly to himself, Gaines handled the so- 
familiar pointing wheels and levers.

Fiery wheels buzzed and soared before 
his aching eyes as he finally found his tar
get through the sights, and, fighting a 
deadly nausea, he propped himself on one 
hand to wait for the Merchant Prince to 
reach an even keel. As she slowly righted, 
he had a vague impression of the gunner 
on the LT-boat raising his hand. Gaines 
knew that when he dropped that hand the 
gunner’s mate would pull the fatal lan
yard. Would the Merchant Prince never 
right!

Up—up—up she went: then, with all 
his remaining strength he jerked the little 
lanyard. There was a thunderous explo
sion and his nostrils were filled with the 
pungent odor of burnt lyddite while his 
ear-drums seemed to burst with the noise. 
Semiconsciously he rolled over facing the 
sea, to catch a momentary glimpse of a 
great cigarlike shape almost standing on 
end as it slowly sank out of sight.

As he lay spent and helpless on the 
deck, he seemed to see Ellen in her 
starched white dress coming towards him.

“Hedly,” he murmured feebly. “Hedly, 
wake up! Everything will be all right— 
nobody saw you. Take that white flag.
. . . Hedly, you didn’t know, did you? 
. , . No,” he said doggedly, “Hedly’d 
never do a thing like that.” Then every
thing went black.

But Tom Hedly lay very still where the 
shell which had burst on the bows had 
killed him. His handsome features showed 
no trace of pain, and his unseeing eyes 
stared up at the bridge he had disgraced. 
Quite like a hero he looked.

AS he sat in Ellen Fahys’ parlor, 
Gaines nervously clutched a sheet of 

paper which bore the heading of the Navy



THE SUB AND THE MERCHANT PRINCE 93

Department. He reread the last para
graph for the hundreth time.

“. . . In the death of Captain 
Thomas Hedly our merchant marine 
has before it an example of the high
est degree of self-sacrifice and cour
age. Fighting a hopeless battle to 
the end, he saved his ship and her 
vitally important cargo from destruc
tion at the cost of his own life. His 
skill and seamanship twice saved his 
ship from loss: once from founder
ing in a great gale, and once from an 
enemy of greatly superior force. . .

Gaines set fits jaw as he heard a light 
step on the stair.

“By God !” he murmured. “That ought 
to show her. She’ll never know. Poor, 
poor Tom!”

Never had Ellen seemed so lovely as 
when she swept into the room holding out 
both hands in eager welcome.

“Why Jeff Gaines,’’ she cried, her dark 
eyes intent on his face. “How well you’re 
looking. I—I, we—we heard that you’d 
been badly wounded."

He struggled to his feet and stood 
amazed at the warmth of her reception, 
while a warm tide of color flooded his 
lean, brown cheeks.

“Oh,” he said, “the surgeons patched 
me up pretty well at Bordeaux and I’m 
’most as good as new.” His voice fell 
and his eyes sought hers. “Ellen there’s 
something I want to show you—”

“O h!” her laugh rang out sweet and 
with a strange little tremor in it. “Oh, 
Jeff, I’m so glad'—it was wonderful.”

He stared in surprise.

“Why—why what do you mean ?”
She caught his hand impulsively. “Oh 

Jeff, I mean your medal. I ’m so awfully 
glad. I know you earned it—I always 
knew you’d do well. Don’t spoil things 
by being too modest. Remember I’ve 
known you for years and years and you 
can’t fool me.”

He could barely believe his ears, and his 
head spun happily as he realized that 
Ellen was speaking to him—gazing with 
radiant eyes at little, funny-looking Jeff 
Gaines. It couldn’t be true!

“But Ellen,” he protested, “I was talk
ing of something else.”

Silently he handed her the letter, and 
watched her as she seated herself on the 
so-familiar horsehair sofa and commenced 
to read Tom Hedly's citation.

Slowly the smile vanished from her 
face, and her lips set themselves tightly as 
she finished the first page. Then, as she 
read the concluding paragraph, he saw 
two tears creep silently down her cheeks. 
Deeply moved, he got to his feet and 
started out; but he felt he must say some
thing.

“Tom was all man,” he said at last in a 
voice that trembled. “You’ve lost a won
derful fiance in Tom.” He faced blindly 
the gloom of the hallway and would have 
limped out, but he heard a sudden cry of 
dismay and whirling about saw Ellen com
ing towards him. > In a moment she was in 
his arms sobbing.

“Oh, Jeff, Jeff, why won’t you see?” 
she failed. “I liked Tom in the old days, 
but there was nothing between us. Every
body wanted us to be engaged but—but I 
couldn’t. Don’t you see, dear? It's you 
—who really matter.”



Devil V a lley
B y  F r a n k  R i c h a r d s o n  P i e r c e

“There goes the old bus!'

Contact and Mile-High explore 
a Northwest valley of terror.

/ what?”
The spluttering of the mo- 
- told in plain words that 
was time for Mile-High 

:nny O’Mara and Contact 
jar Sutton to look for an emergency 
landing field. Though flying in Alaska, 
this was not difficult to find. The Stikine 
River stretched below them, and its frozen 
surface was ideal in many respects.

Their motor was gasping when they 
finally reached the ice. On either side 
towered sheer mountains five thousand 
or more feet high. Despite the ice, spring 
was in the air. The break-up was just 
around the corner.

“Big change in the weather in the last 
two weeks,” Mile-High observed as he 
shed his heavy flying togs and began to in
vestigate the trouble.

Two weeks previous they had soared 
over this same river and picked up a hun

dred thousand dollars’ worth of fur and a 
lot of trouble. Now they were on their 
way to Devil Valley. In crossing it on 
the fur trip they had been blown several 
feet upward by some mysterious explosion. 
This interested the flying partners. They 
also were interested in the gold the valley 
was supposed to contain. But most of all 
they were interested in the reason Indians 
shunned the place.

Contact opened a compartment in the 
tail of the machine and dragged out sev
eral astonished husky dogs. Flying was 
a new experience for them. They did not 
care for it. He exercised them for sev
eral minutes, then joined his partner. 
“What’s the trouble?”

“Danged if I know!” The red-headed 
little Irishman seemed to be stumped. 
“Guess we’re down for the rest of the day 
and night,” he admitted. “I ’m wondering 
if somebody’s jimmed the motor on us.
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We’ve picked up a few enemies in our 
knocking around.”

It was possible. In their various fights 
and adventures they had acquired several 
healthy enemies, and not all of them were 
in jail.

When darkness overtook them they 
camped for the night near the plane. It 
was Mile-High who was suddenly aroused 
from a sound sleep. “W'hat the heck is 
that?” he growled. ‘‘Wake up. Contact.”

“Nothing but the dogs’ howling," the 
big pilot answered sleepily. “You’ll get 
used to that in this country.”

Again came the mournful howl. It re
minded them of dark ages when men lived 
in caves. But there was a note in the howl 
that awakened Contact completely. 
“There’s something wrong. That leader 
senses danger.”

All four dogs were tugging madly at 
their chains, but the leader was gazing up 
the river. From the canyon above came 
the sound of rushing water. Contact 
squirmed from his sleeping bag. “Good 
God, Mile-High, the ice is going out!”

THE main river was quiet enough, but 
the water in one of the tributaries had 

started to run. This must of necessity 
come down the canyon, sweeping every
thing before it. They secured the plane 
to a tree and prepared for the worst. 
Throwing food into a pack, Contact ran 
with the dogs to the nearest high ground. 
On his heels came Mile-High, staggering 
under a load of grub, dog packs and sleep
ing bags.

Securing the dogs they returned to the 
plane for additional supplies of grub and 
ammunition. Unless they saved their out
fit they were whipped at the start. The 
third trip completed the job. The pair 
struggled over ice to the shore, and the 
water was running two feet deep. Con
tact was limping slightly. An ice cake had 
cracked him across the knee.

As day began to break, the full force 
struck the river. “Look! The main
stream is breaking up!” Mile-High
pointed excitedly. His excitement was 
pardonable. Even hardened old sour

doughs thrilled at sight of the break-up. 
Man can do many things, but it takes Na
ture to do things on a lavish scale. Ice 
breaking off a glacier; thunder; lightning; 
the northern lights arid the ice going out.

The uproar was tremendous as the mass 
of ice rushed towards the sea. “There 
goes the old bus!” It was Contact who 
spoke. They had done their best, but 
nothing short of actual flight could have 
taken the plane to safety. Its moorings 
snapped. The plane moved several yards, 
was picked up bodily, carried downstream 
and smashed into a jam. For several min
utes it resisted, then slowly crumpled. A 
wing lifted above the debris, reminding 
the partners of a dying insect—and then it 
was gone.

They faced each other with serious ex
pressions. “What next, Contact, shall we 
go ahead, or what?”

“We’re broke! What’s there to go back 
for?”

“Nothing, let’s go.”
“Might as well. We’ve got to have 

money for a new plane.’ There’s gold in 
Devil Valley, they say. But we’ve got to 
get by a band of superstitious Indians first. 
After that we’ve got to find the yellow 
stuff.”

“I’d like to find enough of it.” Mile- 
High observed, “so that we could do as 
we pleased, and busting up a plane or two 
in a good cause wouldn’t bust our pocket- 
book at the same time.”

“Devil Valley’s the place,” Contact an
swered. “Let’s get organized. /  Say, you 
don’t want this parachute do you? You’ve 
got to be up in the air to use it.”

“Let’s take it along. It might come in 
handy!” Mile-High was great on gather
ing things about him that might “come in 
handy.”

With their outfit on the backs of the 
dogs and themselves, the flying partners 
struck off through the rugged country for 
Devi! Valley.

THOUGH bom flyers they found the 
novelty of using their legs pleasant. 

And at least they could talk without the 
motor drowning half of what they said.
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“The natives are a good deal like the crowd 
we bumped into on that fur trip,” Contact 
informed him. ‘‘They haven’t had much 
experience with missionaries.”

“Don’t hold that against them,” Mile- 
High answered. “Neither have I.”

“The white man’s religion and customs 
haven’t made much of an impression,” 
Contact resumed, ignoring the wisecrack. 
“We can expect anything. They may stop 
us from going into the valley. I ’ve heard 
they do.”

The days passed swiftly, and one noon 
Contact, who was in advance, suddenly 
pointed ahead. “There’s the camp. The 
valley’s just beyond.” He was silent a mo
ment. “Suppose you be ray ace up the 
sleeve. I ’ll go ahead and size things up. 
If they get tough, you get the drop on 
’em.”

“O.K.,” Mile-High answered, get
ting a better hold on his gun. “Just 
let out a yell when you want me to 
start something. I’ll be there with 
bells!”

While the white man’s religion 
and customs may not have

“Look at-this," he cried as he dis 
played a condensed milk can 1ml 
filled with nuggets.

made much of an impression, the white 
man’s clothes and weapons had. Half the 
tribe were dressed in modern clothing, and 
all were well armed.

The chief spoke fair English. “Pros
pector?” he inquired.

“No, Chief. I’m going into Devil Val
ley and look the devils over!" Contact 
beamed pleasantly.

The announcement met with a frown. 
“No!” The chief spoke firmly. “No man 
can enter. It is guarded by a white moose. 
The moose warns the devil. Then the car
ibou leave the country, the moose go away, 
and the salmon don’t come up the rivers. 
The Indian dies.”

“Why not pot the white moose. He 
seems to be the cause of it all. Now if 
you’ll let me go into the valley I’ll bag 

that moose and—” 
Contact was little pre
pared for the uproar 
that followed. Their 
manner became men
acing. The younger 
men crowded about 
the chief. “No!” the 
chief repeated. “Go, 

or my young men—”
“Let’s talk it over.” Con

tact wondered where Mile- 
High was. He should be do
ing a little menacing on his 
own account. “Come on, 
Chief, let’s powwow!" He 
squatted down and began a 
long talk, purposely using 
words he knew the chief did 

not understand. As he talked his eyes 
searched the surrounding brush for signs 
of his partner. Mile-High had vanished 
completely.

Contact finished his speech and was 
about to leave when the chief detained 
him. “I get the idea,” he growled, resent
ing the fact he could not immediately look 
for Mile-High. “You’ve listened to my 
speech in a nice, polite way, now it’s up to 
me to listen to yours. Oh, well—fire away, 
Chief.”

The chief talked at length, delving back 
to the dark ages and coming down to the
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present, a generation at a time. When 
stuck for an English term he used dialect 
with expressive gestures.

Towards the end a native leaped to his 
feet, let forth a cry of terror and pointed 
upward. Floating earthward was a devil. 
Horns protruded from Ills head; he wore 
a pair of red wings and Ids face was 
painted red. A touch of the modern was 
added by a parachute which supported him 
rather than the wings. The latter were 
flapping wildly because of the down rush 
through the air.

Contact bit his cheeks to keep from 
laughing. “Good old Mile-High!” he 
cried. “So that’s where he’s been, rigging 
up a devil lay-out and climbing to that 
cliff so he could jump off. My play is to 
keep still and see what he does.”

HE landed in a clump of brush, dis
carded the parachute and stepped 

forth. Advancing to Contact he pointed 
to the east, west, north and south; then to 
the sun, to himself, the earth and finally 
the valley. “What do you think of my 
wings, kid!” he said in a whisper. “Made 
’em from a red blanket. They darned 
near blew off before the chute opened. 
We’re heading for the valley, now. Fol
low me.”

Mile-High led off with dignity. They 
were almost within the valley portals when 
the chief asserted himself. “Now what?” 
Mile-High mumbled.

“He says we can go into the valley, but 
can not take guns. The report of the guns 
wakes the devils. He says you are a devil 
from another valley—different from this 
one.”

“The devil he does. He's right!” Mile- 
High scratched his helmet. It was impos
sible for him to scratch his head, because 
the helmet was pulled down so tightly. 
This was necessary to hold the horns in 
place. The horns belonged to a mountain 
goat, long since eaten by some hunter. “It 
won’t be so good going into that valley 
without guns.”

“We're taking chance enough going in 
armed,” Contact frankly informed his fly
ing partner. “Without arms. . . . His

silence was more eloquent than words.
“I hate to be licked at the start.”
“We’re going to beat this yet. That 

white bull moose is something to reckon 
with. He'll charge anything! Say, you’re 
something of a ventriloquist. Try that on 
the chief.”

Mile-High cleared his throat and from 
the air directly behind the chief came a 
voice. “Chief, you’d better let the boys 
go in. Let them take their guns. They’ll 
need them.”

The native jumped two feet into the air. 
The others grew tense and gripped their 
guns so tightly knuckle bones stood out 
white beneath dark skin. The chief spoke 
distinctly in dialect and legged it for cover. 
His men followed.

“Now’s our chance!” Contact cried.
But the instant they stepped across what 

was doubtless a deadline, they returned. 
They meant business. This attitude threat
ened instant attack. “N o!” The chief’s 
snarl was furious.

“I wonder,” Mile-High suggested, “if 
we could get by with bows and arrows. 
That’s a bright idea. Spring it on the 
chief. Bows and arrows won’t wake up 
any slumbering devils.”

Contact talked at length and presently 
the native nodded, but added no man was 
brave enough to tackle the devil moose 
with bow and arrow.

Contact translated the information to 
his partner. “All right,” Mile-High said 
with decision, “let’s camp here for a day 
or so while I make a good stock of arrows 
and a couple of good bows, and then we’ll 
go in.”

Contact Jack stared at his partner in 
amazement. “I thought I was supposed to 
be the big fool of this partnership,” he 
exclaimed, “but you win the crown of the 
Royal Order of Moose Feathers. Shoot
ing an arrow from a bow is something that 
you can’t learn overnight.”

“Don’t I know that,” Mile-High an
swered. “At school between the football 
and the baseball season when there wasn’t 
much to do, I practiced archery. We’ll 
go in there and mind our own business, 
but if anything jumps up. we’ll see what
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we can do with bows and arrows. It 
wouldn’t be the first time that big game 
has been killed by this method under sim
ilar conditions.”

“Maybe so,” Contact answered. “But it 
doesn’t seem reasonable. I’m willing, 
though, to try anything.”

THOUGH the Indians shook their 
heads doubtfully and watched the 

preparations with interest, they made no 
objections. In ages gone by it was evident 
that some of the natives had penetrated 
the valley, for there were curiously carved 
signs on the rocks, and three miles up they 
found a small deposit of human bones, un
doubtedly of native origin. Mile-High ex
amined them with interest. “What are 
you hanging around them for?” Contact 
inquired.

Mile-High explained, “Well it’s like this. 
We have a museum in our home town, and 
I promised that if I found any unusual 
specimens of prehistoric life, such as ivory 
utensils in the Arctic or Indian implements 
or game that could be mounted, I was to 
send them back. They pay the expenses. 
But there is nothing so very ancient about 
these skulls.

“I should say the men had been dead 
not more than fifteen or twenty years. 
You’ll notice there are no bullet holes in 
the skull or elsewhere, nor are there teeth 
marks. So these men were not killed by 
animals or enemies. I think they were 
probably caught in a landslide and buried. 
Since that time the creek has been grad
ually washing away the dirt until now 
their remains have been exposed, There's 
nothing here I want.”

“Maybe that explains,” Contact sug
gested, “why it is that certain parties had 
gone into this valley—certain parties of 
natives, I mean—and never returned alive. 
They go in here and they don’t come 
back.”

They plodded on upstream following oc
casional game trails, Mile-High in the lead, 
with his arrows ready for anything that 
might show up. Contact followed closely, 
and behind them came their dogs with 
packs on their backs.

TWO hours later they had about formed 
the conclusion the valley was no dif

ferent from thousands of others in the 
North. The sun was shining, the birds 
singing in the trees, and occasionally small 
animals scurried out of their way.

Mile-High returned the arrows to the 
quiver on his back and carried the bow. 
“It’s all a lot of applesauce,” he an
nounced. “I have found that true again 
and again. I ’ve looked into the Indian 
Stuff in the Southwest, and you can gen
erally find some logical reason for it all.” 

The words were hardly out of his mouth 
when the whole valley seemed to groan. 
The ground shook beneath their feet, and 
from branches of nearby trees fluttered 
clouds of birds in terror. Smaller animals 
ran wildly without definite destination or 
purpose. A sudden rush of air shook the 
limbs of the trees. Kenai and the other 
dogs crouched and trembled close to their 
master’s legs as if for protection. Some
thing that was half a scream, half a sigh, 
followed the uproar. It was as if a 
strange monster stirred in its sleep and re
laxed.

“Run!” Contact warned. He led off 
with Mile-High at his heels. The dogs 
were racing at their sides apparently un
mindful of the heavy loads on their backs. 
Nor did they slacken their pace until open 
country was reached. Then they looked 
back. Where they had stood a few mo
ments before was covered with the ice of 
a small glacier that had broken off and 
rolled thousands of feet down the moun
tainside.

All along the valley they could hear the 
crashing and thunder of several slides. 
“Something sure started something,” Con
tact shouted. “1 vote that we stay right 
here in the open where we can see what 
is going on. That slide darn near caught 
us. There’s that scream again. I ’m glad 
the sun is shining; it would make shivers 
go up and down your spine on a dark 
gloomy night.”

“It makes shivers go up and down my 
spine,” Mile-High admitted, “on a bright, 
sunshiny day. Now what? Their dogs 
had suddenly leaped to their feet and were
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standing very tense, as if prepared to 
charge. The hair on that portion of their 
backs not covered by packs was standing 
stiffly on end, and the leader snarled. Con
tact, observing the action of the dogs, 
warned his partner. “Whatever it is that 
happens to people that come into this val
ley,” he said, “is going to happen to us 
right now. We had better shed our packs 
and get ready. I ’ll try my luck with the 
bow and arrow, but if it gets to be a case 
of close quarters, I’ll drop that and rely 
on the good old ax,”

It was the first test of the two boys un
der fire, and each was curious to know 
how the other would stand the gaff. The 
brush stirred violently and then parted, and 
into the open charged a moose. It was 
the largest bull Contact had ever seen, and 
one of those freaks of nature known as 
the albino. A grayish white, he presented 
a fearsome aspect as he charged. It was 
little wonder the natives regarded him as 
a devil. Apparently everything fled from 
it. His neck and shoulders were unscarred 
by the marks of conflict. As a trophy, his 
skin was almost perfect. Perhaps, because 
the bull had learned from experience that 
all animals fled from him, he regarded 
himself as invincible.

And then Contact saw one of the most 
thrilling sights he had ever seen. With 
machine rapidity Mile-High’s right arm 
swung over his shoulder, caught an arrow, 
fitted it to the bow, pulled back the bow
string, and discharged the shaft. Imme
diately he repeated this. Each arrow went 
home. But the bull roared in fur}', and 
came on apparently unchecked. Contact 
stepped aside and gripped his ax a little 
bit harder.

<<rT W O  arrows left!” Mile-High panted.
1 “Run,” Contact shouted. “I ’ll see 

if I can finish him with the ax.” Mile- 
High did not answer. He waited until the 
bull was within about thirty feet, then 
launched an arrow. By good fortune the 
shaft passed clean through. His last ar
row followed. Then he dropped his bow 
and sidestepped. The moose rushed by, 
turned, and then charged Jerry. Contact

decided to quickly sidestep and then drive 
the ax swiftly downward as the bull 
rushed by, but he never had an oppor
tunity to put his plan into effect, for 
just as the bull was within ten feet his 
forelegs crumpled beneath him. With a 
mighty thud he turned a somersault and 
crashed down upon his side. A quiver 
passed through his frame, and then he was 
quiet.

Contact’s first act was to bleed the bull; 
then he reached over and pounded his 
partner on the back. “Mile-High, old kid, 
you are there like a million. You’ve got 
more nerve than I have, to stand there un
til he was close enough for you to pick 
your vital spot and then let him have it.”

“Uh-huh,” Mile-High drawled. “I 
didn’t see you doing any running! Well 
here’s trophy number one for the museum. 
The first thing to do is to skin and cache 
this hide and then go on up the valley to 
see what the row is all about. Gee, it sure 
seems quiet after all the excitement. Say! 
Where’s the river?”

A curious expression passed over Con
tact’s face. “That’s funny,” he replied, 
and ran some three hundred yards across 
the flat. A moment later Mile-High saw 
him beckoning him to come. “Look at 
that,” he said pointing dramatically. The 
river had ceased to flow. All that re
mained of the once brawling stream was 
a tiny stream of water seeping from pool 
to pool. Already great rainbow trout were 
darting about in the depths in panic. 
Some of the pools were crowded, for as 
the stream lowered, the trout naturally 
sought the pools.

As the two boys stood on the river bank 
trying to explain the phenomena, the same 
wheezy screams that had at first startled 
them were repeated. It was a wail simi
lar to that of a siren, and it seemed to 
splutter and finally die in a bubbling, gur
gling sound.

“How far do you suppose that is awav 
from here?” Mile-High asked.

“Not far enough,” Contact frankly ad
mitted. “But let’s try' to forget it for a 
few minutes. In this country it pays to 
strike while the iron is hot, and you may



100 ADVENTURE TRAILS

not know it, but this is the chance of a 
lifetime. Let’s pan some of those exposed 
bars and see what we get in the way of a 
color. We may never have another 
chance. This is a life-size stream a good 
many months of the year, and it isn’t often 
the water gets this low.”

They worked their 
way slowly through 
the canyon.

on, but the gold stays at the bottom. I  was 
down to bed rock within two feet. This 
sure is a poor man’s proposition.”

He helped Mile-High skin out the 
moose. They carried the skin and their 
outfit to a place of safety, and then re
turned to the big eddy. “You might pros

) k

f
‘‘You go ahead,” said Mile-High, “and 

try some likely looking places while I skin 
out this moose. I'll yell for help when I 
want him turned over.”

“And I’f] be within yelling distance,” 
Contact answered. “I don’t think it is a 
good idea for us to get too far apart until 
we get at the bottom of this mess.”

CONTACT returned an hour later in a 
high state of excitement. “Look at 

this,” he cried as he displayed a condensed 
milk can half filled with nuggets. “I 
panned it at the big eddy. The water acts 
just like the water in a miner’s pan when 
he is panning. The heavier rocks and 
most of the sand and gravel are carried

pect a lifetime,” Contact exclaimed, “and 
never strike anything equal to this, and it 
is ours to work on as long as this disap
pearing river stays disappeared. The next 
thing is to whipsaw boards for a sluice 
box.” He led the way to some good-look
ing timber. “I’ll saw the boards while you 
pack them down.”

“We are both in pretty good shape,” 
Mile-High answered. “Suppose we keep 
at this until we drop. The water may 
come any time.”

"There was a man up in Nome,” Con
tact said, “in the early days, who shoveled 
dirt for thirteen days and nights without 
stopping. When he went to sleep they 
couldn't tvake him up for nearly fifty 
hours. I don’t figure we’ll go that long. 
If we have forty-eight hours to work on 
this eddy, it should be enough, and the 
chances are we won’t have that.”
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Due to the fact that the twilight was 
almost continuous, the only stop they made 
was around midnight, when they cooked 
a meal which was washed down with hot 
tea, and then they went back to the muck 
again. By this time the sluice box was in 
place. A small part of the stream was 
diverted, then the shoveling-in com
menced. It was around noon the next day 
that Contact’s pick sunk into something. 
He gave a tug and dragged out the frag
ments of a rusted gold pan. They shov
eled around the spot and in time the head 
of a badly rusted ax, a piece of a shovel, 
and the remainder of the gold pan were 
unearthed.

“We are not the first ones to find this 
eddy,” Mile-High observed.

Contact nodded. “Yes, this is probably 
all that remains of one of those men that 
went into the valley and never came out 
again.”

It was evident that others had struck it 
rich, and then, for some reason or other, 
never lived to enjoy their fortune.

They kept the stream in check for a 
period of seventy-two hours, and during 
that time the boys only stopped long 
enough to hastily grab some food. Each 
shovel full of dirt might mean five cents 
or it might mean fifty dollars. Sometimes 
they struck veritable pockets of gold, and 
again nothing, depending on the tricks of 
the current that had brought the gold 
down, then covered it with sand and 
gravel.

Clean-ups were frequent, but they made 
no effort to sweep out the rifles in their 
sluice box. They merely scraped out the 
coarse gold and resumed shoveling. Prob
ably no men ever worked harder over the 
same period of time. Then, what the na
tives called the sleeping monster of Devil 
Valley once more began to stir. It came 
first in a low growl, then something that 
sounded a good deal like an explosion. In 
the valley far above them they could hear 
the booming and echoing of some mighty 
force.

Contact listened a moment. As before, 
the dogs scented danger even before the 
men. The leader and his team mates had

been working along the shallows catching 
trout. This sport ceased suddenly, and 
the leader, with a low whine of fear, raced 
from the river bed as though he had been 
whipped. They saw him bounding towards 
the distant bank, and once he gained this, 
he ran along until he was on the point high 
above them, where he peered down, trem
bling.

“Let’s go out of here,” Contact shouted. 
“That noise we hear is water and a lot of 
it.” They gathered up the tools and 
equipment scattered about, raked out the 
last of the nuggets in the sluice box, 
poured them into moose hide pokes, and 
legged it to safety.

From the timber upstream there plunged 
a cow moose and her calf. She was gal
loping wildly. Hot on her heels came a 
brown bear and two cubs, and then a bull 
moose. Three or four foxes followed, 
running low and looking from side to side; 
then a half-frightened wolf. Each of its 
kind ignored the other. They were solely 
intent on escaping the common danger. 
The cow moose turned off and followed a 
sharp incline until she had gained the coun
try above the river, and taking this cue, the 
others followed. Then came the water, a 
solid wall, dark with muck, and covered 
with debris. It piled up in the great eddy, 
and their sluice box vanished in a twin
kling. For several moments the water 
seethed and boiled, creeping high up the 
banks as if trying to climb the very moun
tains, and then roared downstream a mad
dened thing—one of the monsters of 
Devil Valley.

For an hour or more the boys watched 
it, and then, spreading their sleeping-bags 
in a place of safety, they crawled in and 
slept the clock around.

WHEN they awakened, the sun was 
shining. Once more the birds were 

singing in the trees, and the river had re
turned to its normal flow. Contact poured 
their gold into a bag, and then, using pound 
cans of corn as weights, he weighed the 
gold on the improvised scale. His lips 
mumbled as he did some mental calcula
tion. A smile broke over his face. “Not,
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so bad,” he said, “for a couple of young 
fellows trying to get along in the world, I 
figure during that clean-up we were mak
ing five thousand dollars a day apiece. It 
was just like robbing somebody’s dump.” 

"It was robbing somebody’s dump,” 
Mile-High answered. “It was robbing the 
dump that the river had been making for 
years. Listen, there’s that scream again.” 
It began with a low moan, increased in 
volume until it became a hideous scream, 
and then once more died down, as though 
some powerful hand had throttled its 
throat.

The boys looked at each other. Mile- 
High was the first to speak. “I ’m begin
ning to understand several things,” he said. 
“Let’s go up and see what it's all about.” 

“I’m on,” Contact answered. “But first, 
just to play safe, in case we want to make 
a sudden getaway, we'll bury this gold.” 

Early the following morning they set off 
upstream, leaving most of their outfit be
hind and traveling very light, so if speed 
became a necessity they would not be car
rying excess baggage. As they got'fur
ther upstream and the valley narrowed, 
Contact pointed to the canyon wall. 
“That,” he said, “is where the old river 
once ran, maybe a thousand years ago. 
Then something happened to change the 
stream’s course, and a new bed was 
formed. Every once in a while a flood 
like‘that one we saw yesterday comes tear
ing down and washes the gold from the 
old river bed and carries it on down
stream, just as if the water was determined 
to always keep the gold with it.”

“And it looks to me,” Mile-High an
swered, “as if the stream had kept all the 
gold with it. You know the legend, ‘No 
one has ever come out alive'—and don’t 
forget the rusted gold pan or the bones we 
found at that slide.”

They worked their way slowly through 
the Canyon, sometimes having to crawl 
along narrow edges, and just when their 
progress seemed completely blocked the 
valley opened up once more and they 
found themselves crawling through debris 
and muck of various kinds.

Again came the mighty groan. The earth

shook beneath their feet. And then from 
an opening in the rocks just ahead steam 
leaped upward. The steam was so hot it 
did not become visible to the eye until it 
was forty or fifty feet in the air. With 
the steam came the wailing scream, which 
at this point was almost deafening.

The canyon grew strangely quiet. A 
rattle high above them caused the boys to 
look up. On the opposite side of the can
yon was a veritable mountain of shale. The 
explosion had started several pieces down
wards. They doubled in number, then 
tripled, and the volume increased, until 
there was a slide of considerable area. 
Half of the slide spilled over the canyon 
wall, fell into the stream, and partly 
damned it.

It was not an unusual situation in the 
North. There are a number of hot springs, 
and some of them are so numerous that 
entire valleys are tropical. In this instance 
the steam was) stopped up perhaps by flow
ing mud, deep in the earth. The pressure 
increased until it became tremendous. 
Then the stopper was blown out and the 
vapor escaped through the natural vent. 
This process was accompanied by minia
ture earthquakes, and it was but natural 
that the shale would start sliding. When 
the force was great enough, the entire 
stream dammed, and so it remained until 
the water had piled up sufficiently to over
come the obstacles. And this accounted 
for the river vanishing for several days at 
a time—accounted for the screaming and 
roaring that filled the natives with fear. 
Perhaps forty or fifty years before some 
miner had entered the valley with a gun, 
and in firing, the vibration had been suffi
cient to start a slide.

Mile-High set up a motion picture 
camera and, waiting until the steam again 
burst forth, he shot several hundred feet. 
Then he straightened up. “Well, Contact, 
what next?” he said. “We’ve got our 
stake, and the season has just started.”

“The next thing,” Contact answered, “is 
to get this gold by those cussed Indians. 
After that, old son, we head South for the 
best plane money can buy.”

“O. K.—let’s go!” Mile-High answered.



He had a spear ivound in his shoulder, and he thought a rib was broken.

Maehoe
By Murray Leinster

A brutal white, a faithful black, and Fear act out their part* in this drama of the
Solomon Islands.

The wicked flee when no man pursueth.— P ro v erb s  28 :1 .

the surf supported by his four surviving 
paddlers. He had a spear-wound in his 
shoulder, and he thought a rib was broken 
—it hurt excruciatingly as one of his boat- 
boys helped him up the beach—and he was 
a mass of minor wounds and bruises.

The four boat-boys were in at least as 
bad a case. A particularly filthy rag about 
the arm of one of them was stained un
pleasantly by the wound made by an 
irregularly shaped slug fired at close range. 
A trade gas-pipe gun had fired the slug 
as part of its charge of half a handful of 
assorted hardware. Another of the boys 
—they were To Ba’ita boys, from the 
north of Malaita—was limping with a 
gaping hole in his leg. The other two were 
merely slashed, cut, pounded, scratched, 
and generally battered, as the survivors 
of the defeated side in the nastiest kind 
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HIS is the story of Gleason 
and Maehoe and of Fear, who 
makes a bad third in any com
pany. Henderson doesn't real
ly count, because he died of 

black-water fever some three weeks after 
Gleason met him. And old Sunaku—he 
was killed, later, when a British warship 
shelled his village for trying to cut off a 
trading schooner—is a very minor char
acter. All you really have to remember 
is that Maehoe desired, passionately, to 
become a member of the Native Constabu
lary Force of the Solomon Islands Protec
torate, and that Henderson was entirely 
too fond of one Biblical quotation.

Gleason had no idea of the triangular re
lationship he was entering when he landed 
his whaleboat on the shingle beach below 
Henderson’s house and staggered through
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of jungle fighting are so very apt to be.
Those injuries had come about when 

Gleason was trying to rob a devil-devil 
house of its trophies for strictly commer
cial reasons. The whole tale would be 
unpleasant. But he had gotten caught in a 
jungle path and he and his boat-boys had 
to fight nearly two miles to get back to 
the water. The boys, being from north 
Malaita, rated as potential long pig in 
south Malaita, and fought like demons to 
get away. Gleason got away with them 
by a miracle, but he lost his schooner, and 
after Henderson patched him up he was 
very unphilosophic about the affair.

He gave Henderson an entirely fictitious 
account of his misfortune, redounding 
much to thp discredit of the Sunaku men
tioned a little while back. And for days 
he lived in terror lest Sunaku send a raid
ing party after him.

HENDERSON laughed at that idea.
He had a houseboy, one Maehoe, who 

had told him truthfully that Sunaku had 
a tabu laid upon his ever passing Cape 
Kini on a war-party. A tabu, you know, 
is a sort of ceremonial prohibition, a jinx, 
a talismanic warning against ever having 
anything to do with the thing tabued. It 
differs for every man; it is laid upon him 
by the devil-devil doctor; and it may range 
from a totemic prohibition against eating 
the flesh of his name-animal—this sort of 
tabu is given a new-born infant on those 
mornings when the devil-devil doctor is 
feeling low and devoid of originality—to 
warnings of dire disaster if he ever hap
pens to speak to one of his maternal sec
ond cousins when the moon is new. Not 
very reasonable things, those tabus, but 
absolutely binding and frequently con
venient—as in this case.

Elenderson had picked out his island as 
a site for a copra plantation after learn
ing about Sunaku’s tabu. It made him 
safe, because nobody else wanted to poach 
on Sunaku’s territory and Sunaku wouldn’t 
raid himself. Henderson was as safe as. 
he felt, so seeing Gleason full of terror he 
tried to laugh him out of it.

“The wicked flee when no man pur-

sueth,” he would quote maliciously, "Your 
boys sweated blood for a good ten miles 
after Sunaku gave up the chase. One of 
them is likely to run up his toes, by the 
way, Gleason. I give him rum and he gets 
better. I stop it, and he gets worse. 
Dammit, I wish he’d maJke up his mind be
fore he drinks all the trade-rum in stock.” 

To which Gleason replied unpleasantly 
that he did not give a hoot in hell whether 
the boy died or not. Gleason was still 
weak, though growing stronger, and Hen
derson didn’t see that he was crazy with 
envy of a man who was safe and prosper
ous and ought to turn out rich when his 
newly planted coconut trees came into 
bearing.

“Your nerves are bad, Gleason,” Hen
derson would tell him tolerantly, and add, 
grinning, “The wicked flee when no man 
pursueth. But there’s no use staying in 
a blue funk. Cheer up!”

He would march on his way, whistling, 
while Gleason ground his teeth. Hender
son had a kid back in school in England, 
and he had it figured out that lie would be 
a rich man just about the time a lot of 
money would mean a great deal to a girl. 
He had it all planned out how he’d spend 
his money and have a wonderful time buy
ing frocks for her and so on, and taking 
her about the Continent.

But that hasn’t anything to do with 
Gleason and Maehoe and Fear.

MAEHOE was the head houseboy at 
Henderson’s—the boy who’d Sound 

out about Sunaku’s personal and private 
tabu. He rather attached himself to Glea
son while Gleason was getting well. His 
costume consisted of an immaculate, rather 
short whitg jacket and a gee-string, and he 
had at some time past discarded a nose- 
plug and several ear-ornaments in token 
of his ambition to become a member of 
the Native Constabulary of the Solomon 
Islands Protectorate. If Gleason had been 
otherwise he might have been amused by 
Maehoe,

A round and frizzy head of hair would 
appear above the flooring of the veranda. 
It would be followed by a not particularly
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high forehead, the dark-brown and in
vincibly sad eyes of the Malaita bushboy, 
and then a wide, flat, very black nose with 
a dangling strip of cartridge where the 
nose-plug had been removed on Maehoe’s 
adoption of civilization. There would fol
low, then, in quick succession a wide and 
beaming grin, a thick and corded neck, an 
absolutely immaculate white drill jacket, 
and lean and gnarly brown legs—astound- 
itigly long and very naked-looking—with 
many scars from the scratches of thorns 
and underbrush. Last of all, wide, splay 
feet, with each and every toe prehensile, 
would step up on the veranda, and Maehoe 
would beam more widely still and say in a 
hushed voice:

“I fetch’m one-fella peg, Sar?”
Gleason generally took the peg. But he 

did not humor Maehoe by listening to a 
description of the glories of the Native 
Constabulary Force of the Solomon Is
lands Protectorate, delivered with a vast 
gusto in an amazing beche-de-mer agglom
eration of supposedly English syllables. 
Maehoe had been refused for the con
stabulary for some reason he could never 
fathom, but hopefully anticipated a re
versal of the refusal at some future time. 
Henderson had promised to speak in his 
favor, and Henderson listened to him now7 
and again, wherefore he worshipped Hen
derson and served him with an honesty 
that in a Malaita bushboy was super
human.

But Gleason hated him cordially7, espe
cially after a certain morning when he felt 
a little stronger and tried to walk about a 
hit. Heiiderson was inland, swearing at 
r. labor gang that w7as clearing more land 
for the planting of yet more coconut trees. 
Gleason walked dow7n to the beach, looked 
nervously at Cape Kini—he was always a 
little nervous about Sunaku—and went 
aimlessly over toward the barrack sheds, 
and there he suddenly heard a voice talk
ing in English behind a bush.

Gleason moved suspiciously to where he 
could look. He saw Maehoe going 
through apparently aimless evolutions— 
now here, saying something, and now 
there, replying. It was seconds before

he realized that Maehoe was practising. 
He was imitating his master and Gleason 
with great solemnity and for his own per
sonal pleasure.

“The wicked flee when no man pur- 
sueth,” announced Maehoe solemnly, mal
treating the words in a fashion no pos
sible print could reproduce. “Your boys 
sweated blood for good ten miles after 
Sunaku gave up chase. One them likely 
turn up toes, Gleason-—”

He w'ent on with a vast solemnity du
plicating Henderson’s speech and even his 
intonation with a surprising fidelity. 
Gleason watched suspiciously. Maehoe 
finished with Henderson's lines, his face 
shining with pleasure, and went over to a 
spot from where he solemnly7 swore in 
Gleason’s own terms that he did not give 
a hoot in hell whether the boy died or not. 
And then he returned and solemnly re
peated, “Your nerves bad, Gleason. The 
wicked flee when no man pursueth. But 
no use staying in blue funk. Cherrup.” 

He beamed at his own exactitude and 
wiped the sweat off his face, happy. He 
considered, and set about going soberly 
over the whole business again.

GLEASON walked away, shaking with 
the fretful sort of rage that a white 

man sometimes feels in the Solomons. It 
comes of too much fever, too many pegs, 
and too much brooding. Gleason should 
have laughed, instead of thinking savagely 
of innumerable forms of insult Maehoe’s 
private diversion seemed to him to con
stitute. Or he could have done as Hen
derson did when he told him about it. 
Henderson chuckled for half an hour and 
devised a speech full of incredible words 
and involved phrases, which he repeated 
after that whenever he could be sure 
Maehoe was listening. And Hendersan 
tried to eavesdrop and discover Maehoe 
struggling with the new and to him un
pronounceable words.

He did not succeed. Henderson came 
down with black-water fever about three 
days later, and in a week he was dead.

While he wras ill, though, Gleason saw 
one other side of Maehoe that eventually
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led to the triangular drama of Gleason 
and Maehoe and Fear.

It was the plantation boys, of course. 
Gleason should have taken them in hand 
when Henderson went flat on his back, 
and kept the vice sweated out of them. 
Idleness is not good for anybody, and es
pecially for recruited laborers on a Solo
mon Island plantation. These boys were 
bushboys, from salt water villages, and 
two days of idleness gave them time to re
member much devilment and speculate 
hopefully on more.

Two days after Henderson developed 
black-water fever, Gleason’s four pad- 
dlers came shivering to the house and 
begged to be allowed to stay there. They 
were To Ba’ita boys, and the labor gangs, 
were south Malaita men.

“ 'M fella boy talk too damn much Pau 
talk,” their leader explained fearfully to 
Gleason. “I think’m kai-kai’m To Ba’ita 
boy plenty damn quick.”

Gleason chewed at his nails. The thing 
to do, of course, was strap on an extra 
revolver and go over to the barrack sheds 
and fill each several and separate man 
with an unholyr fear. It could be done 
especially with the four paddlers to guard 
his back. Three of them were strong 
enough to fight, anyhow.

Gleason did not. He assigned sleeping 
quarters to his men underneath the house, 
and went and took a peg. During the 
next hour or so he took several more. 
And he fretfully stopped Maehoe, who 
was about to give Henderson quinine. 
Quinine is almost a specific for ordinary 
fevers., but it is rank poison in black- 
water.

Next day—three days after Henderson 
went down—-there was a tumult down at 
the store-shed. A houseboy fired off a 
■rifle and fled. A knot of scared figures 
plunged for the bush and vanished. 
They’d tried to loot the store.

And when recruited laborers on a Solo
mon Island plantation try to loot the store
house, it is then time for any white man 
who wants to keep his head on his shoul
ders to take some action. The proper and 
approved action—though it is strictly un

lawful—is to flog every man who may 
conceivably be suspected of the attempt. 
And it is a very good idea to knock the 
others about a bit and generally act as if 
you are fairly itching for them to try to 
rush you. And of course, thereafter you 
must work them until they drop in their 
tracks — bullying them the while — and 
make their lives a burden to them for 
some time to come. Loving kindness is 
not understood or appreciated by salt 
water boys who contemplate the owner
ship of a white man’s head with a yearn
ing wistfulness.

But Gleason had a chill, which may or 
may not have been the sort of chill that 
comes from a blue funk on top of a fever- 
racked system. Gleason did nothing what
ever except go in half a dozen times to 
see if Henderson was getting over his 
delirium with prospects of being able to 
get up. And he stopped Maehoe from giv
ing him quinine. He was just in time.

The thing was that Sunaku had scared 
Gleason down to the marrow of his soul. 
A timid man either gets out of the Solo
mons or he doesn’t last long. Gleason had 
become timid. He had lost his nerve be
cause of the exceeding narrowness of bis 
escape from Sunaku.

IN consequence, when on the fourth day 
of Henderson’s illness the inhabitants 

of the barrack sheds were observed to be 
talking excitedly, Gleason went and took 
a peg. When, later, they vanished sud
denly, he went and took a couple more. 
In justice to him, it should also be re
marked that during the next hour he 
stopped Maehoe for the fiftieth time from 
giving Henderson quinine.

But at two o’clock in the afternoon 
Gleason’s fear of Maehoe began. The 
plantation boys had actually tried to rush 
the house.

A howl from Gleason's four paddlers 
underneath the house was warning. Dark 
figures with improvised clubs were racing 
across the house-clearing, yelling. A few 
knives were in evidence, and many tools, 
and at least one flint-lock pistol smuggled 
painstakingly through the entire recruit-
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mg process and hidden in somebody’s bar- 
rack-box.

Gleason started shooting in a panic. He 
dropped one—two—three of them. His 
four paddlers swarmed up, gray with fear 
and frenziedly ready to fight. The wave 
of frizzy-haired, nose-plugged caricatures 
of humanity came on, screeching. Gleason 
shot crazily.

And Maehoe came out on the veranda 
with a box of dynamite in his hands and 
one of Henderson’s cheroots between his 
teeth. He hadn’t told Gleason about 
fusing the dynamite. Gleason would 
have stopped him, not trusting natives 
with civilized weapons.

Maehoe grinned savagely, touched 
the cheroot to a fuse-end, and Hung 
it. Before the stick went off he had 
flung another. With a handful of 
sticks in his hand, he ran around the 
veranda lighting fuses as he ran and 
Hinging the dynamite 
down among the at
tackers.

The sticks made an 
awful racket w'hen they 
went off. The house 
rocked from the detona
tions. Then the veranda 
floor lifted and shook.
The dynamite box jolted 
from the floor a full 
six inches, coming down 
with a terrific crash.
Gleason’s four paddlers 
howled and dived over 
the railing. But the 
dynamite did not go off 
and Gleason’s courage 
came back suddenly. He 
began to shoot with 
steadier hands, putting bullets in black 
backs that were running away again. And 
it may be that the howls that followed 
the explosions helped to steady his hands.

There was a final detonation and a last 
chorus of screams. Maehoe came back. 
He saw Gleason, full of courage now, 
firing vengefully at fleeing figures. Maehoe 
went inside the house. A moment later 
Gleason heard him blubbering.

Henderson had heard the shooting and 
the screams. The sound had penetrated 
even his delirium. He had gotten up and 
tried to come out with a revolver in his 
hand. He hadn’t quite made it. Maehoe 
w'as lifting him back to his bunk.

Fifteen minutes later Maehoe came out

5 b t

Maehoe grinned savagely, 
touched the cheroot to a 

fuse-end, and flung it.

again, wearing his immaculate white drill 
jacket and his gee-string and nothing else 
except a cheroot between his teeth. He 
was sobbing softly to himself and his 
eyes were fixed. He took a double hand
ful of dynamite sticks from the box and 
went on down into the bush, his gnarly, 
lean brown legs astonishingly prominent 
below the white jacket.

Five minutes later Gleason heard a
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dynamite stick go off. Screams followed 
it. Ten minutes more, and another went 
off. And then, for an hour, at odd and 
irregular intervals there came the crisp, 
crackling detonations of dynamite, curi
ously echoed among the tree trunks. 
Usually, after an explosion, there were 
howls and outcries.

Then Maehoe came back. His white 
drill jacket was stained with blood. He 
limped a little, and there was a monstrous 
bruise on one temple where a flung club 
had nearly downed him.

He looked at Gleason with dumb agony 
in his eyes, in the sort of dull apathy 
which comes over a bushboy after he has 
gone into a frenzy akin to hysteria, has 
done a lot of damage, and has accom
plished nothing.

“Fella marster go die plenty damn 
quick,” he said dully. “No got one-fella 
mane ni ha’a mauria. No fetch 'em stuff 
p-aru pwu. Fella marster go die plenty 
damn quick.”

He went into the house with dragging 
steps, leaving Gleason biting at his finger- 
ends. Maehoe thought Henderson was 
dying because there was no doctor and he 
hadn’t been given the stuff from the bottle 
—quinine. The dynamite and his hys
terical hunting of his fellow bushboys had 
been for the purpose of working off the 
rage and despair that filled him.

And Gleason, with the hair raising on 
his head, began to wonder what Maehoe 
would do when Henderson died. He 
would blame it all on Gleason for pre
venting his giving Htnderson quinine. 
And Gleason began to feel a rather hor
rible fear.

WHEN Maehoe desperately got out 
the medicine bottle that afternoon 

and stared dumbly at Gleason, begging for 
permission to administer the medicine that 
had made Henderson well of other fevers, 
Gleason shivered and went out of the 
room. He was afraid to stop Maehoe 
again.

And that night, because he knew Hen
derson was going to die, Gleason ran 
away in his whaleboat. He took his own

four paddlers and four of the houseboys, 
whom he impressed into service by flour
ishing a revolver. Maehoe knew nothing 
of his departure. He was hovering over 
Henderson's bunk, dumbly miserable, 
waiting for signs of improvement in Hen
derson’s condition from the quinine. And 
quinine is, of course, rank poison in 
black-water fever.

And that was that. Gleason should 
have gotten away nicely. He should have 
made Uras Cove in about four days. 
There is a missionary there, and unre
generate persons have convinced the 
neighboring tribesmen that the particular
ly potent devils of the white men will con
sume the vitals, bit by bit, of any man 
who harms a hair of his head—of which 
conviction, however, the missionary is 
wholly ignorant. Gleason would have 
been safe with him until a trading 
schooner came along.

But news travels fast in the bush. All 
that had gone on on Henderson’s island 
since Gleason’s landing and before, was 
known for an astonishing distance along 
the mainland. And with astonishing speed 
that news was kept up to date. No white 
man knows how news does travel in the 
bush, but it goes, and when it is news of 
a white man unarmed or unnerved or ill 
there are innumerable bepainted, befrizzed 
and tattooed young warriors who inspect 
their weapons and dream high dreams.

So when Gleason’s whaleboat blundered 
into a belated fishing-canoe some ten 
miles to the northwest of Henderson’s 
place, there was an instant reaction. The 
fishing-canoe challenged. A To Ba'ita 
boy answered. There was excited chatter 
in the fishing-canoe, caused by his foreign 
manner of speech. Gleason warned it off 
in a white man's curt voice. And the 
fishing-canoe fled.

That opened the second act of the 
drama of Gleason and Maehoe and Fear.

F IVE minutes after the fishing-canoe 
had vanished into utter darkness, a 

few puffs of wind came from nowhere. 
Gleason had a sail hoisted and prepared 
to beat his way up to the northwest. The
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boat was intended for surf work and was 
a clumsy sailer, but would make better 
time under sail than with unskilled oars
men. The puffs of wind continued, enough 
to tease him with the hope of a steady 
breeze at any minute, but not enough to 
make much headway. It was utterly dark, 
A long, oily swell came from offshore and 
pounded dully on the beach—where there 
was a beach—and gurgled among man
grove roots where there was none. There 
was a thin film of cloud overhead, just 
enough to obscure most of the stars and 
make the world abysmally dark and to 
make the boat seem hideously and hor
ribly alone.

Then, from a little distance behind, 
there arose a dull and monotonous throb
bing thunder. Devil-devil drums, send
ing out a general call for any devils that 
might be in the neighborhood to call at 
the devil-devil house and receive instruc
tion. 'Lights appeared, racing about the 
village that housed the drums. Great 
flaring flamebeaux sent pin points of re
flected light dancing upon the distant 
smooth swells. There were yells and 
howls, and there was much activity 
ashore. Two long war-boats — la’os — 
were being slid down into the dark water.

They went swiftly into the outer dark
ness, beyond the shore. A white man had 
been sighted in a whaleboat. A To Ba’ita 
boy had answered a challenge. The white 
man had warned the fishing-canoe off in
stead of cursing it or desiring to trade 
with it. Therefore it was the mane maala, 
the wounded man from Henderson’s.

The news went swiftly through the 
bush. The puffs of wind died down. The 
whaleboat fell off from her course and 
rocked and rolled soggily in the long 
smooth swells. Gleason began to feel 
little prickles at the base of his skull. He 
was being hunted.

His paddlers were at work again, try
ing to use their unaccustomed oars silent
ly, when there came through the night a 
second dull and distant booming. Far 
ahead this was, and it meant that another 
village was awake and preparing to scour 
the surface of the sea in its greater war-

canoes. Treasure was afloat. A white 
man’s head, and the white man proven not 
invulnerable nor over-dangerous. And it 
seemed to Gleason, sweating suddenly 
from terror, that he heard yet other 
drums, more distant still.

All the dark coast began to boom with 
drums, both before and behind the whale
boat. The drums, of course, were sum
moning the local devils to be sent to raise 
hell with Gleason until the war-boats 
found him. This sound tactical use of 
devils is universal in the Solomons. And 
every village launched its boats, and every 
boat hunted for Gleason with a panting 
enthusiasm, and Gleason went into the 
bluest of blue funks.

He drove his boatmen, whimpering with 
terror, straight for the shore and ap
parently for the very stronghold of his 
enemies. The sensible thing would have 
been to stand out for the open sea. But 
one of Henderson’s boat-boys kept 
Gleason’s panic from being altogether sui
cide.

ALL night long the devil-devil drums 
beat on, and all night long the smoky 

fires flared in devil-devil houses, and all 
night long the war-boats hunted tirelessly. 
The news spread farther and yet farther 
as the night wore on, until all the coast 
was awake and aware of what was going 
on, and all the coast was joining in the 
hunt. But Gleason was not caught.

When the gray dawn spread across the 
open sea, there was no dancing speck 
afloat that could not be identified as an 
authentic Malaita craft upon its unlaw
ful occasion. Gleason had vanished.

But that same gray dawn filtered down 
through mangrove leaves upon him. One 
of the houseboys had panted directions 
for a little streamlet he knew of. It oozed 
its way sluggishly out between unbroken 
banks of mangroves, and there was no 
village beside it. More, when the whale
boat pulled into it the mangroves were 
found to stretch their branches thirty or 
forty feet beyond the edge of the mud and 
to dip their farther ends unpleasantly into 
the stagnant, stinking stream. The whale
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boat had been drawn far in beneath those 
branches, and its sides bedecked with 
green. It was thoroughly hidden.

But Gleason still shook with fear, 
though the filtering pale light seemed to 
take away some of the menace of the 
drums. Birds, too, awaking in the 
branches overhead, seemed to drown out a 
little of their rumbling threat. And as 
the mistiness of dawn faded into the color
ful light of early morning, one by one the 
devil-devil drums ceased their booming.

But the mangrove mud stank noi- 
somely, and little, many-times-deflected 
ripples from the outer surf sucked and 
gurgled among the tangled roots. The 
smell of mangrove mud filled his nostrils, 
and he waited to be discovered.

Crouched in the whaleboat, the pad- 
dlers and Gleason alike stared fearfully 
about them. The sun rose higher in the 
heavens. Mosquitos swarmed about them. 
The soft and indefinite humming noise of 
a sunlit jungle arose to the high heavens. 
And all the coast was busy, looking to 
see where the white man might have hid.

Toward noon, Gleason saw one warrior. 
He came down to the water’s edge nearly 
half a mile upstream, where perhaps the 
mangroves gave place to a more whole
some growth. He saw him plainly. White 
circles of moistened lime had been daubed 
about his eyes. His hair was whitened 
with the same stuff. His ear-lobes had 
been stretched incredibly to hold a pleas
ing assortment of variegated knick-knacks, 
from a brass curtain ring to slender pig 
bones which projected at varied angles 
from his head.

He stood in plain sight for a long time, 
peering up and down the stream. Even 
his reflection was mirrorlike on the upper 
water. But he did not move from the spot 
where he had first appeared. Mangrove 
swamps remain untrod, even on such oc
casions as this. Leaving aside the in
credible toil traveling in them would en
tail, and the veiy real danger of being 
swallowed up entire, there are such things 
as mangrove ulcers which came from 
mangrove mud upon a man’s bare leg.

The warrior peered here and there and

everywhere in silence, while Gleason eyed 
him in stark panic. Suddenly he went 
depressedly back into the jungle without 
any sign of interest or triumph, and 
Gleason nearly whimpered in relief. 
The drooping branches outside the boat 
had hidden it effectively.

BUT all that long, hot, malodorous 
afternoon he abode in fear. A canoe 

might slip into the stream at any instant. 
And the report of a single firearm, or 
the yell of a single man, would bring 
swarming hordes of warriors. . . .

At dusk, Gleason’s heart stopped. A 
canoe did come in. It came in very softly 
and very quietly. There were four pad- 
dlers and one man sitting in the stern. 
This was in the short, abruptly ending 
twilight of the tropics. Gleason saw the 
canoe pass by not more than twenty yards 
away. Beneath the dropping mangrove 
roots the whaleboat was not seen, but 
there was enough light left for Gleason 
to recognize the man in the stern despite 
new and barbaric ornamentation. It was 
Maehoe.

He gazed behind him and seemed satis
fied. And suddenly he brought up some
thing from the bottom of the canoe and 
slipped it on. It was an immaculate white 
drill jacket. And he removed certain or
naments from about his ears and nose, and 
wiped the lime-streaks from about his 
eyes, and spoke to his paddlers.

Gleason could piece out the words from 
his knowledge of the Pau dialect. But 
before this he had swung his revolver on 
the four houseboys he had impressed into 
service. With his eyes wild and staring, 
he warned them voicelessly that at their 
first word he would kill them. The words 
he pieced together of Maehoe’s talk in
creased his terror.

Maehoe had his own paddlers under a 
bond of fear. Henderson’s revolver was 
in his hand. And Maehoe was demanding 
if this was surely the waterway that one 
of the houseboys with Gleason knew of. 
A man answered, trembling, that it was. 
Maehoe ordered the paddlers to go on up
stream.
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Iiis white drill jacket dwindled to a 
speck which—so rapidly did the twilight 
deepen—was already no more than a gray 
blur when he vanished past the spot where 
the warrior had been seen that forenoon. 
Gleason did not wait for the further deep
ening of the night. In a racked whisper 
he ordered his paddlers to clear the whale
boat of the brandies that had decked it 
and to make for the open sea once more.

Sheer horror was almost paralyzing 
Gleason now. The whaleboat lifted to the 
first of the ocean swells and made for far 
offshore. Night rolled 
across the face of the 
sea and swallowed up 
all the world. The 
whaleboat headed due 
north, for the , open 
water beyond the coast.
But a dull booming 
set up behind it. Al
most instantly the boom
ing was duplicated to 
the right and to the left.
The whaleboat had been 
seen before night hid it.

Th e r e  followed a
nightmare of ter

ror. Three times in the 
next - two hours the 
war canoes went swiftly 
on past the whaleboat, 
with paddles splashing 
in the haste of the pad
dlers. Once Gleason 
saw the dim outline of a horrible carved 
prow with the wide, white-ringed eyes of 
the god that was its figurehead. Once 
a four-man canoe blundered slap into the 
whaleboat and Gleason sobbed as the 
spurting flames of his revolver split the 
darkness, and sobbed again as a swimming 
man from the overturned canoe screeched 
horribly when the paddlers beat him away 
from the gunwhale with their oar-blades.

The whaleboat turned back for the 
shore, then. It headed at a panic-stricken 
rate in the direction of Henderson’s 
island plantation. That was the last course 
it would be expected to take, because

safety for Gleason lay no nearer than 
Uras Cove to the northwest. And Gleason, 
sick with terror in the stem, heard the 
rushing war-boats streaking for the site 
of the combat and heard them yelling to 
one another before they scattered to hunt 
again.

Of Maehoe he heard nothing. He knew, 
however, that that questing person had 
doffed his white jacket and had replaced 
a nose-plug in the cartilage between his 
nostrils, and had redecorated his dis
tended ear-lobes with divers gruesome or

Gleason raised his weapon to shoot again.

naments and was in the thick of the hunt. 
Maehoe was a native of this part of the 
world. He was not safe, of course, among 
the man-hunters of another village than
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his own, but, armed as he was, and with 
a white man afloat being hunted by war- 
boats from half a dozen villages, he would 
be ignored until the greater game was 
captured.

Dodging, drifting shadows, sweating 
alike with exertion and with fear, those 
in the whaleboat made but little progress. 
They reached the shingle beach of the 
plantation island two hours before dawn. 
By daybreak the whaleboat was hidden. 
During the day Gleason saw the still 
smoking ruins of the house and the store. 
He did not see where Henderson was 
buried, of course. Maehoe would have at
tended to the hiding of that burial place. 
A white man’s head is a white man’s head, 
however it be come by, and Maehoe on 
deserting the plantation would take pre
cautions lest his late master provide a 
trophy for some devil-devil house ashore.

Maehoe came back. A canoe became 
visible not later than five o’clock in the 
afternoon, paddling steadily and openly 
along the sea. Its occupants were plainly 
savage; befrizzed, bepainted, and going 
about the business of paddling with the 
calm practicality of the salt-water boy.

The canoe drove up to the shingle beach 
and landed. The man in the stem shep
herded the others before him—Gleason 
saw a glint of metal in his hand—up 
among the trees. Out of sight of the 
water, that man donned a white drill 
jacket and moved on, still driving the 
others before him. Gleason saw gnarly 
and lean and astoundingly naked-looking 
legs beneath the white jacket. Three 
times before sunset and darkness he 
caught a glimpse of white among the 
trees, moving about as if looking for signs 
that Gleason had returned to the ruins.

Gleason cursed himself in a whisper 
for having had the courage ta go and look. 
A white man’s boot-tracks in fresh ashes 
would show clearly. When darkness fell 
and he saw a flambeau lighted, and saw it 
moving steadily as if Maehoe had at last 
found his trail and was following it by 
torchlight, Gleason cursed hysterically.

He drove his paddlers to their work 
once more, He dared not attempt to make

Uras Cove again. All the coast was up 
and hunting him. The best—the only 
chance for him was to head southwest, 
heading past Sunaku’s territory for Ma- 
ramasike Pass, across it, and to the mis
sion at Saa.

He struck out on the course as darkness 
settled down upon the ocean and all the 
world. And half an hour later, with the 
dull reverberations of many drums dying 
away below the horizon, one of the pad
dlers panted.

“Marster! One-fella irora!”
Gleason strained his ears and heard it. 

It was following!

UTTER blackness lay over all the 
world. To the right there was the 

long, low pestilential coast where Sunaku 
held sway, where any white man was fair 
game and Gleason would be prized more 
than most. To the left was open sea, 
from winch only swells came rolling in 
unendingly. Ahead was emptiness. Be
hind was the dull rumble of devil-devil 
drums in half a dozen villages whose war
riors were hunting Gleason—and, nearer, 
the splashing paddles of a canoe. By the 
splashings and the tempo, the paddlers 
were weary to exhaustion. But the canoe 
drew steadily nearer.

Gleason swung off his course and 
cursed his men in a whisper. He let the 
boat rock and roll in the darkness without 
a paddle lifted, and the following canoe 
went on past. And then the whaleboat 
sped on toward the shore to resume its 
course.

But presently the dreary' splashing of 
paddles in the hands of exhausted men 
sounded once more in the darkness. A 
voice called, startlingly close. Maehoe’s 
voice. In a frenzy, Gleason shot at it.

And that shot was heard on shore.
In half an hour the heavens were echo

ing the dull, monotonous booming of a 
devil-devil drum ahead, and word was 
passing through the bush in the mysteri
ous fashion of bush-wireless, of Gleason’s 
presence and his new course. And, of 
course, the sea was swarming with hunt
ing war-boats.
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ONCE, lx; Hire dawn, Gleason had to 
light. He got away by a miracle, 

but with only four paddlers left, and he 
had a fresh wound in his side and was 
literally rnad with fear. A land breeze 
was blowing now and the whaleboat crept 
along under sail because lour men could 
not handle it. It was so close to the shore 
that the splashing of waves among the 
mangrove roots was plainly audible. Also 
audible were certain hunting-cries upon 
the water. And—and this was the thing 
that crazed Gleason—in the whaleboat’s 
wake and growing nearer with desperate 
slowness there was the sound of paddles 
being dipped by exhausted, driven men.

When in tine irony the whaleboat 
grounded on the sandspit beyond Cape 
Kini and the sail cracked thunderously, 
Gleason sobbed. His remaining paddlers 
waited in apathetic despair. He saw the- 
shore looming up darker and more for
bidding than even the sea, and the whale
boat lifted giddily and crashed again on 
the sandbank, and a voice sounded behind 
him, nearer than the cries of the hunt
ing war-boats. . . ,

Gleason splashed over the side, shaking 
in terror. He ran blindly, fighting the 
swells that tried to trip him, gasping 
hoarsely in sheer panic, fighting his way 
to the beach. There was little or no surf. 
The swells oozed up on the steeply slant
ing beach and retreated almost sound
lessly. Gleason fought his way clear of 
ffiem and plunged into the dark trees, sob
bing as he ran. He tripped and fell and 
picked himself up, and ran and tripped 
and fell again.

The sound of the distant devil-devil 
drum idled him with horror. He ran on 
hysterically. He was still running at 
dawn, when the dram slowed up and 
stopped. And when the sun rolled up 
overhead Gleason was three miles inland, 
shaking, with his revolvers naked in his 
hands, staring wildly all about him.

He was up among the foothills of the 
inner mountains, by the bank of a swiftly 
flowing little stream. He was many days’ 
journey from the nearest white man, in 
the territory of the one native chief who
A. T.

would pay most lavishly for his head. 
Jungle surrounded him on every side. In 
that jungle, as scon as the deserted whale
boat was found, there would be eager 
hunting-parties searching. . . .

Gleason wept hysterically. He raved. 
He very probably prayed. And very sud
denly he 3lept, for the first time in two 
nights and two days.

HE slept, it may be, for two hours.
No more. There was a crackling of 

underbrush and a rustling of leases. 
Gleason woke in a cold panic and stared 
with glassy eyes. He saw long, gnaiiy 
legs, astoundingly naked-looking, moving 
beneath a trailing cloud of foliage. Glea
son’s revolver came up, held stiffly in a 
hand of ice.

He saw a frizzy, rounded head. A not 
particularly high forehead. The invin
cibly sad, dark-brown eyes of the Malaita 
bushboy. A wide, flat, and very black 
nose with a strip of dangling cartilage 
where Maehoe had discarded a nose-plug 
on his adoption of civilization.

Maehoe stepped forward, looking at 
footprints in the mud at the stream’s edge. 
He had a revolver in his hand, and there 
was a package strapped about his waist 
from which projected the ends of half a 
dozen dynamite sticks, all fused and 
ready. He stepped into the stream, to 
cross.

In pure hysterical rage, Gleason shot 
him, knowing that the shot would be 
heard and would bring Sunaku’s war
riors eagerly to the spot.

Maehoe collapsed in the stream. He 
wallowed feebly in the water, then sum
moned superhuman strength and crawled 
ashore. Dead-white and rigid, Gleason 
raised his weapon to shoot again.

“One-fella marster,” gasped Maehoe, 
“he say fetch ’m one-fella Gleason ’m 
guns, 'm dynamite. Tell ’m shoot hell out 
of bushboy an’ give plantation money ’m 
one-fella white Mary pore.”

He struggled to hand over his bundle. 
Gleason gagged. Henderson had told 
Maehoe to give Gleason the guns and the 
dynamite and to ask him to quell the boys
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and sell his plantation and send the money 
to his daughter. This was what Maehoe 
had chased him for! This was what—

“ 'M go away plenty damn quick,” 
gasped Maehoe, shoving the bundle to
ward Gleason. “ ’M bad fella bushboy 
come. I shoot, all same one-fella Native 
Constabulary. . . .”

Gleason took the bundle in stiff fingers. 
Gleason’s eyes were glassy. Maehoe 
grinned at him, a pain-racked, desperate 
grin.

“Your nerves bad, Gleason,” he pro
nounced in a swagger, in Henderson’s 
own identical tones. “The wicked flee 
when no man pursueth. But no use stay
ing in blue funk. Cherrup.”

And then he raised his revolver feebly 
as Gleason heard a crackling in the un
derbrush some little distance away. He 
thought he heard the pattering of feet.

He was right. He did.

GLEASON fled. He fumbled with 
the dynamite-sticks. They were 

wet. The dynamite was useless. He 
flung it aside. He plucked at the revolver 
shells. Wrong! For Maehoe had the re
volver, and was essaying to hold off 
the pursuing bushboys as a desirous mem
ber of the Native Constabulary Force of

the Solomon Island Protectorate should 
do. But Maehoe was dead before the 
first bushboy appeared.

An arrow slithered across the way be
fore Gleason. It missed him by inches 
only. He snapped a shot from his own 
weapon and panted on. He saw a hideous 
face, tattooed out of all semblance of hu
manity, with gogglelike circles painted in 
white about its eyes. It vanished before 
he could fire. He saw another, and 
another. , . .

Gleason began to scream. He emptied 
his revolvers and had no more shells. He 
flung the useless things aside and began 
to run. And suddenly he was laughing. 
Henderson had said, “The wicked flee 
when no man pursueth.” He’d repeated 
it and re-repeated it until it became a tire
some saw. Henderson was wrong.

Gleason howled with hysterical laugh
ter as he fled like a deer from the men 
who hunted him earnestly. Even Mae
hoe had quoted the thing at him. “The 
wicked flee when no man pursueth.” But 
they were wrong, now. He was fleeing, 
all right, but men were pursuing him. 
The jungle was full of the noise of the 
chase. Men were pursuing him, all 
right. . . .

And they caught him.

Continued Next Month
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Passengers
By Bertrand W. Williams

A <ksorted derelict come* to life and kidnaps Carnegrie— and hi* passenger*.

■ OLD on there a minute,

Witlian Carnegie, third of- 
. ticer of the -S'. S. Cawnpore, 
frowned in annoyance. It 

was late in the afternoon, and the derelict 
w hich  he had been ordered to examine 
looked much farther away from the level 
of the ship's boat than it had from the 
bridge. Still, it was the Old Man who 
was calling; so he signed to the crew 
to leave the falls unhooked.

•'Carnegie,” went on the captain crisply, 
"Miss Du ball and Dr. Staepoole want to— 
er—break the monotony of the trip by 
visiting that hulk. Room for them in the 
boat, eh?”

Carnegie nodded. "Aye, aye, sir.” If 
it had been the second, or even the chief 
officer, he would have said bluntly that 
there wasn't—not for joy-riding passen
gers on a business errand like this, He 
tried to hide his disgust as the girl and

her companion settled themselves ® the 
stem-sheets.

‘‘Give way,” he grunted, almost before 
Staepoole had found a seat. If he delayed 
the skipper would be foisting mere sight
seers on to him.

“What queer expressions you sailors 
use!” remarked Miss Duball.

Carnegie hardly knew what to say tr 
this. The nearness of this gorgeous crea
ture took his speech away. So far he had 
only seen her from the bridge or across 
the dining saloon. She had been pointed 
out to him by Fogg, the second mate, as 
“real class.” Fogg had added. ”Though I 
think she and the old girl, her aum, are 
putting up a lot of front without much 
dough at the back of it. That’s v~hv she 
lets this Staepoole hang round.

“Who’s he?” Carnegie had asked with
out much interest.

“That fattish fellow. Rich stock broker 
in Chicago. Got to have monev these
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days to catch the lookers, Bill, me boy.” 
“How far do you calculate that wreck 

is—er—officer?” asked Stacpoole.
Officer! He used the word as if he 

was addressing a policeman.
“ 'Bout a mile,” Carnegie grunted, won

dering if the fellow expected him to tack 
on an obsequious “sir” to the answer.

THE Caumpore, carrying passengers 
and freight from Port Said to Ran

goon, had that day sighted a small steamer 
rolling beam-on to the long swells and ap
parently deserted. No signal flew from 
her rigging, nor was there any sign of life 
aboard. A derelict not worth salvaging 
and a menace to navigation. Captain Ranee 
had decided. Therefore Carnegie’s in
structions to blow her up after an ex
amination of the cargo. He had the dyna
mite with him. She looked like a large 
tug, he thought, as they came closer. Leav
ing the crew in the boat he helped his 
two passengers aboard.

“I’m afraid you won’t find much on 
this vessel to interest you,” lie said to 
Miss Duball. “Still, you can look round 
while 1 search the chart room for papers.” 

He grinned as he saw them go down 
the open companionway. “Serve ’em 
right if they come across a ‘stiff or two. 
An abandoned ship is no place for 
tourists.”

He had been puzzled by his first glance 
round the deck. None of the vessel’s 
boats seemed to be missing, nor did he 
find in the chart room any evidences of 
a hasty departure. Indeed, everything 
was in order; compass and chronometer 
in their usual places and other nautical 
instruments hanging on the walls. Amar
anth, Bangkok, was the name and port of 
registry painted on her stern. It was odd 
to find a vessel of her type so far from 
her home waters.

He flung outside at sound of a hoarse 
jabbering among the boat’s crew to find 
the four lascar sailors pulling frantically 
away.

“What the hell—” spluttered Carnegie. 
His eye fell on the painter dangling from 
where he had made it fast, cut in half.

“Sahib matey,” wailed one of the 
lascars. “Dat sheep no damn good. No 
can come—” He ceased abruptly to dig 
his oar into the water, his eyes glazing 
with terror.

That some monster fish, a shark or even 
a whale, was circling round the Amaranth 
was Carnegie’s first thought. He leaned 
over the low bulwark. A hand was pro
jecting from an open port-hole—a large 
brown hand holding an exceedingly busi
nesslike revolver. No wonder the crew 
had shoved off!

Suddenly he remembered the two pass
engers; they were below. Perhaps that 
fat Mr. Stacpoole had gone mad or was 
planning to abduct his fair companion or 
—or something. A ship’s officer does not 
keep his job very long unless he can act 
promptly in almost any kind of an emer
gency. Carnegie slipped a winch lever 
from its socket and stepped to the com
panionway.

“ n  ELOW there!” he hailed. There 
' was no answer, lie descended the 
stairway and peered into the saloon. A 
glance showed it to be empty, but several 
small staterooms opened out on the star
board side, and it was from the port-hole 
of one of these that the threatening hand 
had appeared. As he stood debating 
whether to boldly search each one in turn 
or to wait outside for the hidden ag
gressor he felt the whole vessel quiver. 
There was a rumble of machinery below, 
a clank of piston rods, and a few muffled 
shouts.

With a bound he was on deck again to 
see the boat a mere speck bobbing up and 
down in the swells a quarter of the way 
back to the Caumpore. In the gathering 
dusk neither his nor his two passengers’ 
absence would be noticed till it reached 
the liner, and already the Amaranth was 
moving. He could see her yeasty wake 
foaming behind in great eddies. Smoke 
poured out of the squat funnel and 
streamed into the gloom of approaching 
night.

Someone was in the chart room where 
he had been less than three minutes ago—•
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a halt-naked brown seaman. He was grip
ping the small wheel and did not look up 
at Carnegie’s approach. Then the lid of 
what he had taken to be a flag locker 
lifted and a thin, wizened man crawled 
out.

“Blimey, but it was stuffy in there! Me 
and Vasco was T ilf smothered while you 
was fooling in the wheel ’ouse.”

He eyed the mate warily and fingered 
a large carving knife he was carrying. 
“No funny business, mister. I’m pretty 
slick chucking these 'ere things. Never 
misses, I don't. Better put down that 
lump o' iron. It rnykes me nervous.”

"What’s the big idea?” asked Carnegie
“Big liidear! So you’re a Yank, eh? 

Second myte, I suppose, by the brass- 
bound looks of yer?”

“Third officer of the Ccmmporc, and let 
me tell you—”

“A bloomin’ third! An’ yer ain't tell it)* 
me nuthin’. We didn’t arsk yer to come 
aboard.”

■‘That’ll be enough front you,’’ growled 
Carnegie, lifting his bar and advancing.

The other retreated, balancing his knife 
for a throw.

“Drop that bar and stick up your hands, 
Mister Officer!” ordered a voice from the 
rear.

Carnegie wheeled to face a revolver 
held by a thick-set, middle-aged man who 
had just come out of the engine room 
hatch. Reluctantly he obeyed.

“ ’E’s only a third myte, Quigg,” ex
plained the first man to the newcomer.

Ouigg grunted. “All the better. They’ll 
make less fuss over him if we have to 
bump him off. Know navigation, mister?”

Carnegie nodded.
“Good for you. Come below and we'll 

talk this thing over.” He turned to the 
other. “Keep her east-by-south, Ike, and 
don’t go lighting no cigarettes or we'll be 
having that liner after us.”

THE Amaranth was now steaming full 
speed at right angles to the Caum- 

porAs original course, two great phos
phorescent feathers curling up beneath 
her bows. The saloon was lit by a single

oil lamp, and Carnegie noticed all the 
ports were carefully shuttered. At close 
quarters Quigg proved to be a truculent- 
looking individual with a seamed face and 
a rat trap of a mouth—the sort of man, 
Carnegie thought, who could be an ugly 
customer if be chose. He came to the 
point without waste of words.

‘It’s like this, mister. By midnight 
we ll be clear of that fancy ship of yours. 
Mel,be they’ll fool round a bit in the dark 
or mebbe they’ll be satisfied burning up 
the air with their wireless. Anyhow, we’ll 
shift our course by then and be out of the 
track of shipping. To-morrow at noon 
you’ll shoot the sun and lay a course for 
where I'll tell you.”

“Where’s that ?’’
“Never mind. You'll be told when you 

show our position on the chart. I ain’t 
no navigator, but I can check up on dead 
reckoning. And God help you if your 
figures don’t come near mine! Play 
square with us and you won’t find me nor 
my mates hard to get along with.”

“What about those two who came 
aboard with me?” asked Carnegie.

"They’re in that cabin there. Had to 
muffle up the female to keep her from 
squawking. The big feller got a tap on 
the bean for his share.”

“What are you going to do with them ?” 
“How the hell do I know yet?” growled 

Quigg. "That’s for us—er—owners to 
decide. Anyhow, mister, the fewer ques
tions you ask the longer you'll live. Bunk 
down in one of them rooms for to-night. 
And leave what matches you got here.” 

“Listen, Air. Quigg, or whatever your 
name is, I’m responsible for those pas
sengers and they’re still under my care. 
Unlock that door. I’ve got to see them.” 

Quigg glared, but the young man’s de
termined manner evidently impressed him. 
"Well, I dunno’s how it makes much dif
ference,” he conceded. “Neither you nor 
them can do us any damage while I’m a- 
watching of you. What’s up, Ike?” he 
asked the cockney, who had entered the 
saloon.

“There ain’t nuthin’ up. Reckon the 
deck ’and can ’old that wheel straight for
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a few minutes while I co m e  down for 
a cup of cawfee.”

“There ain’t no coffee here, Ike Chudy. 
No, nor time to make it. I told you to 
keep on deck till eight bells, midnight,” 

“So yer did, mytey, but everythin’s 
goin’ grand, sea calm, no moon, an’ no 
lights a-chasin’ us.” He slapped his thigh. 
“Sye, ’ow abart puttin’ that female woman 
to work in the galley? We’re too short- 
’anded to spare any of the niggers.” 

Quigg scowled. “Thought you was the 
cook: ain’t that what you signed on as?” 

“Yus, I did. But this ’ere tug’s under 
new management now. lli'm one of the 
orficers.”

CARNEGIE paid no attention to their 
wrangling. He had entered the cabin 

and was helping to free Miss Duball from 
the muslin curtain which had been bound 
round her face. She only nodded when 
he hastily explained the situation. Stac- 
poole was lying in the lower bunk with 
his eyes open, gingerly feeling a bruise at 
the back of his head.

“What does this outrage mean?” he 
mumbled feebly when Carnegie offered to 
help him up. He waved the preferred 
hand aside. “Get me some hot water and 
a bandage.” He caught sight of the girl. 
“You all right, Helen? Bit of an adven
ture, eh, what? If the scoundrels have 
hurt you, I’ll make it hot for ’em. I’ve 
some influence with—’’

He became aware of Chudy and Quigg 
watching from the doorway.

“Who’re these men?” he snapped, sit
ting up without assistance.

“These m en m o ck ed  Chudy. “Why, 
mister, we’re the bloomin’ orficers of this 
packet.” He turned to Quigg. “ ’Usky 
bloke, ain’t 'e? I ’ll bet Vasco’ll be able 
to use ’im down below. Know anythin’ 
abart steam hengines, mister?”

Stacpoole stared, not comprehending the 
drift of the ex-cook’s remarks. “See here, 
my man—”

“Ho, I ’m * ’is man’ now !”
He paused, and sensing the venom in 

his tone, Carnegie shut the door in his 
face.

“Mr. Stacpoole,” he said, "you and I’ll 
bunk together in the next cabin. Miss Du
ball, I think you’ll be safe here for to
night. If anyone disturbs you, rap on the 
wall.”

Stacpoole stared coldly at him. “You’re 
one of the Cawnpore’s minor officers, 
aren't you ? D’you know anything of this 
kidnaping business ?”

“Yes, I know that we’re in a far more 
serious predicament than you seem to 
realize. Good night, Miss Duball.”

BREAKFAST was served in the saloon 
next morning by a silent-footed 

Hindu. Quigg was on deck, but Chudy 
and another man sat at the table with Car
negie. The stranger was a swart Portu
guese whom the other addressed as Vasco. 
He was a youngish man, handsome in a 
cheap, animal kind of way, and as he 
smelt strongly of perfume the mate 
judged he had expected company. He 
nodded carelessly to Carnegie and looked 
at Chudy inquiringly.

“Hour navigator,” introduced the cook. 
“ ’E’s goin’ to blaze a path for us across 
the trackless hocean. Nvme of Carnegie, 
There w'as two others with ’im. They’re 
a-waitin’ for me to tyke their breakfusts 
to ’em in bed.”

Vasco showed a row of gleaming teeth. 
“I taka da lady’s to her.”

“Better ’urry up an’ get back to yer 
hengine afore Quigg comes down.”

Vasco’s smile faded into a scowl. 
“Looka here, Ike, we alia be equal in dis 
business an’ we alia share da same, too. 
Sim, an’ if one swing, da others—”

“Shut yer trap!” snarled Chudy. He 
turned to Carnegie. “Say, mister, better 
roust them two passengers o’ yours out. 
This ain’t the blinkin’ Mauretania."

Carnegie went on eating in silence. He 
was at that age when young men take 
themselves, or at least their professions, 
very seriously. He had been at sea long 
enough to know that few excuses are ac
cepted in maritime mishaps and that an 
incident like this might be quite enough 
to blast his future career. The best he 
could do now was to deliver the two
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passengers safe and unharmed at the first 
port they touched. That was one con
solation : all vessels came to port sooner 
or later unless. . . .

He rapped sharply at Miss Duball’s 
door and entered his own cabin.

“Get up, Stacpoole. This is no time to 
play the invalid. Snap out of it.” With
out giving the other time to reply, he 
marched out, leaving the door open.

The girl was the first to appear. Car
negie was surprised to observe that she 
did not look in the least disturbed or 
frightened by her recent experience. She 
nodded brightly to the mate.

“The plot thickens, Mr.—-es1—”
“William Carnegie.”
“Carnegie. Quite an aristocratic name 

for—I mean—”
“For one in my lowly position,” he 

grinned. What a pity, he reflected, that 
these good-looking dames always cloak 
themselves with that superior air which is 
far less becoming than they guessed. He 
wondered if this girl with her mop of 
curly hair and big blue eyes had ever 
smiled genuinely. She seemed so artifi
cial.

When Stacpoole joined them, she 
chaffed him on his haggard appearance, 
then relented suddenly.

“Still, I’m glad it was you,
Miles, that came with me.
Suppose it had been some 
of the other passengers.
We may be on this 
nasty little steam
er several days.”

They ignored Carnegie and fell to dis
cussing their experience of the evening 
before and the probable cause of their ab
duction.

“Undoubtedly ransom,” declared Stac
poole. “You know we’re both—er—fairlv 
well off.”

"Don’t be silly, Miles. We visited this 
boat of our own free wills, thinking it was 
a derelict. Captain Ranee said he was 
sending a man to blow it up. He promised 
me I could light the—the fuse I think they 
call it.”

Stackpoole glared at Carnegie. “And do 
you mean to tell me that there were ac
tually explosives in the little boat we
crossed in ?”

“Sure. A whole case of dynamite. You

The suddenness of 
this unexpected 
attack was too 
much for Vasco.

had vour feet on 
it.”
Ouigg came down 

the companionway. 
“You folks have to get your 

grub over quicker’n this. It 
ain’t no pleasure trip we’re on.”

“What is it then?” demanded Stack
poole. “See here, fellow—”

“Dry up,” growled Quigg. “Get them 
cups and saucers out of the way.”
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To avoid argument, Carnegie gathered 
up the breakfast things.

Quigg nodded approvingly.
“One of you sees which side his bread’s 

buttered on.’’ He produced a cake of to
bacco and bit off a chew. “You two’s a 
problem, ’specially the lady,” he con
tinued, eyeing the girl sourly. “This fat 
blighter yer husband?”

Neither of the two answered. “Answer 
me!” he shouted, banging his fist on the 
table. “None of that la-di-da stuff on this 
hooker. You’ll be tame enough before 
I ’ve done with you, my wench.”

MISS DUBALL turned pale and her 
lips trembled slightly.

The broker shifted uneasily. “Better be 
careful,” he warned in an unsteady voice. 
“The jury won’t—”

Quigg laughed harshly. “Jury, eh? So 
you’re figuring on being at my trial? Man, 
you’ll be lucky if you're alive this time to
morrow. As for her—”

Carnegie, who had been a passive spec
tator of this little scene, wheeled round. 
He was not nearly so powerful a man as 
Quigg, nor was he armed, but there was 
something about his square, ordinary face 
and the angle at which his jaw stuck out 
that made most people listen when he 
spoke.

“You’ll treat the lady civilly, Quigg, or 
else navigate this vessel yourself.”

“Oh, will I ?” grumbled the other. “And 
I suppose I’ve got to truckle to this fat 
swab also?”

Carnegie shrugged. True, Stacpoole 
was a passenger and theoretically under 
his care; but he was also a man and 
should be able to take care of himself. 
Further argument was interrupted by the 
entrance of Chudy and Vasco. The latter 
pulled off his cap and made an elaborate 
bow at sight of the girl. Chudy looked 
truculently at all three.

“Well, Quigg, made up yer mind abart 
these ’ere two?” He jerked his thumb at 
the Cattmpore passengers. “ ’Cos if yer 
’aven’t, me an’ Joe ’as. A boat, a keg o' 
water, an’ a box of ’ardtack—’ow’s that 
strike yer?”

“Nona now,” objected Vasco with a 
smirk. “I not see da lady before. She 
verra nice lady. I t’ink she an’ me goin’ 
be verra good frien’s.”

“Lay off, Vasco,” growled Quigg. “This 
here’s business. When the shares have 
been whacked out you can do as you like 
—wine, wimmen, or cards.”

“A bloomin’ female always spells 
trouble,” objected the cockney. “Still, 
we’re short’anded, as I said, an’ if so be 
as the lydy an’ ’er sweetie’s willin' to 
work, ’twill be orl right with me.”

“It will help a whole lot better,” re
marked Carnegie dryly, “if you tell me 
where you want to go and something of 
your plans.”

Quigg looked at him reflectively. “Never 
mind our plans. But I’ll tell you where 
we’re going—first.”

HE left the saloon, to return a minute 
later with a large chart of the Ben

gal Sea. A tiny island, one of the Anda
man group, was marked with a red cross. 
Carnegie made a brief calculation.

“We should make it in three days.” He 
stared at the men. “What happens then ?” 

“Well,” replied Quigg without remov
ing his chew, “we has a bit o’ business on 
that island. Won’t take long, though. 
After that, we sails away to a port in—in 
Oriental waters.” He stopped and looked 
at his mates. “We ain’t figured our plans 
out ’zactly that far ahead, mister; but if 
everything goes good, why, you and these 
here two can have the Amaranth and go 
a-yachting in her if you like.”

“Why shouldn't things go good!” 
growled Chudy, “They’d better, anyhow. 
First ’int of a double-cross, mister, an'—” 

“Notta so fast, you fellas,” interrupted 
Vasco. “Disa tug never goes to no port 
after we land da—after da beezness ees 
finish. We seenk her close to dat place we 
speak of. Da ees plentv time to teex all 
dat.”

Despite Carnegie’s protests and his own 
loud threats of future hangings for all the 
Amaranth’s personnel, Miles Stacpoole 
was herded into the engine room to work 
at the bunkers or whatever Vasco deemed
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him fitted for. Miss Duball surprised all 
by telling them she could steer and was 
willing to take an occasional trick at the 
wheel.

"If 1 must do something, I ’ll do that,” 
she declared. ‘‘My cousin had a steam 
yacht larger than this vessel, and her 
skipper taught me how to keep a straight 
course even in bad weather.”

Quigg was doubtful of trusting her 
with the helm, but was overruled by his 
mates.

“If the lydy wants to do 'er bit, let ’er,” 
said Chudy. “Joe can use another ’and in 
the stokehold. Me or you’ll be on watch 
to see she don’t go a-runnin’ us up the 
’Oogli or bumpin' into Port Blair.”

At noon Carnegie took an observation 
and laid a course for the place marked on 
the chart: Pincos Island, it was called. If 
the mate had any idea of navigating the 
tug into the steamer lanes or to a known 
port, he gave it up when he saw the close 
attention with which Quigg watched the 
compass card and his laborious calcula
tions of time and distance. The man had 
formerly been bos’n on the Amaranth and 
had a rough knowledge of rule-of-thumb 
navigation. Carnegie asked him bluntly 
what had happened to the tug’s captain 
and officers.

“They was lost at sea," Quigg replied, 
looking hard at the young man.

SATISFIED that he had made an im
pression, Quigg left his new navigator 

pretty much to himself. The sea was 
calm, its glassy smoothness broken only 
by occasional schools of Hying fish, yet 
day and night a lookout was stationed on 
the chart house roof with orders to report 
the first smudge of smoke or twinkling 
light on the horizon, Except now and 
then at meals, Carnegie saw very little of 
either Stacpoole or the girl. They both 
seemed to avoid him. Whenever Miss 
Duball had the wheel, Quigg or Chudy 
were generally in the vicinity keeping a 
watchful eye on their captives. Once, as 
he passed the open window when she was 
steering, he caught her contemplative gaze 
fix cd on him, lie nodded and smiled.

“It’ll all come out right, Miss Duball,” 
he whispered hastily. “Thing is to lull 
their suspicions.”

“And you’re doing that very well, aren't 
you? Have they promised you a share 
of the treasure?”

“What do you mean?” he said angrily.
“Well, you seemed to knuckle down to 

those men very quickly. Poor Miles—Mr. 
Stacpoole’s down in that dreadful engine 
room shoveling coal.”

“I’m sorry; but I really can’t help it. 
It’ll take some of the fat off him,” he 
added brutally.

The ghost of a smile came to her lips. 
Then she froze.

“He, at least, proved himself a man, 
while you—”

“Hey, mister, you ain’t supposed to talk 
to the man at the wheel even if she ain't a 
man but a nice-lookin' young female.” in
terposed Chudy, who had come up unseen.

Carnegie turned on him. “Get off this 
bridge, you rat 1” He advanced towards 
the cook, who backed hastily away.

“Ho, yus, indeed. We'll see. Better 
watch yer step, mister, or you’ll be goin’ 
the svme way as Tnttn—” He stopped 
suddenly, and continued his retreat.

Miss Duball made a mute gesture for 
Carnegie to approach.

I apologize for what I said, Mr. Car
negie. Do be careful not to anger those 
men.”

She studied him with a new interest as 
he paced back and forth on the little 
bridge. Carnegie was neither big nor 
handsome, yet there was about him some 
indefinable quality that was certainly lack
ing in Miles Stacpoole. She was honest 
enough to admit to herself that his ready 
acquiescence to their captors' proposal was 
the most sensible and tactful thing he 
could have done. He was very young, 
too; hardly more than her own age. She 
decided she liked him.

“Where is this spot we’re making for?” 
she questioned as he stopped near her.

“It’s one of the Andaman group, Miss 
Duball. They belong to India and all I 
know about them is that there’s a penal 
settlement at Port Blair.”
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“Trum,” she repeated thoughtfully. 
"You heard what that man said?”

He nodded. ' I heard half of it. Looks 
as if these three hombres had mutinied 
and killed their officers.” He .frowned in 
sudden annoyance. “I shouldn’t have said 
that,”

“Why not ?”
“Because you’re a—-a passenger."
She met his embarrassed gaze and 

smiled.
“Not now. I’m only a fellow prisoner. 

And please treat me as such. You know, 
even a woman can be helpful at times.” 

“Can they?” he asked doubtfully.
This time she laughed outright. “ ‘Can 

you ?’ you meant. I suppose you think I 
am the doll type of female, utterly useless 
in the least emergency ? Do please tell me 
what you really think of me.”

To her surprise he did not blush or 
stammer. “That remains to be seen, Miss 
Duball,” he answered gravely. “You acted 
splendidly when you volunteered to help 
with the steering. But you mustn’t try 
and vamp me—now.”

It was her turn to look embarrassed at 
this unexpected rejoinder.

“But I may later on, eh ? Well, perhaps 
I shall.” She was suddenly serious. “That 
dark man, the one they call Vasco—”

He wheeled abruptly. “Has he been 
annoying you?”

“No, it’s the way he looks at me, 
though.”

PINCOS proved to be a thickly wooded 
island of much larger dimensions than 

Carnegie had expected. It stood lone and 
solitary, out of sight of all other land. A 
tangled mass of jungle came almost to the 
water’s edge, and, beyond, the land sloped 
abruptly backwards to culminate in a 
ridge of mist-wreathed hills, somehow 
sinister and gloomy even in the tropical 
daylight. There was no sign of life on the 
island as the Amaranth steamed at half 
speed along the shores. Quigg and his 
mates were on deck scanning each tiny 
patch of beach they passed. At one spot 
where a muddy stream joined the sea, he 
ordered the anchor to be dropped.

“Get below, mister, you and yer passen
gers,” he told Carnegie. He ushered all 
three to separate cabins, saw that the port 
shutters were bolted, and locked them in.

This was no more than Carnegie had 
expected. He had managed to conceal a 
small wrench the previous day, and with 
this he unscrewed his port. It was not till 
after dark, however, that anything hap
pened. Then a light flickered feebly 
among the bushes on the shore to disap
pear in a few seconds. Three times it 
showed as if making a prearranged signal. 
Ten minutes later there was the splash of' 
a paddle outside, a scraping on deck, then 
the murmur of voices in the saloon.

Carnegie put his ear to the keyhole and 
caught a few sentences. Evidently only 
one person had come aboard, for a single 
strange voice was all he could hear.

“But Captain Trumble—you are not 
him. You are onlee sailorman.”

A growl from Quigg, and again the 
stranger spoke.

“It is veree funnee and most irregular— 
not according to the Hoyle.”

“Well, we’re ’ere, ain’t we?” broke in 
Chudy. “ ’And over the money an’ shove 
yer bloomin’ prisoner aboard.”

“Do not step on her so hard, my good 
mister. The emolument will be paid in 
due time. Give me information first—” 

“Gwan! Wotcher talkin’ abart? E-molu- 
ment! It’s a fat roll of rupees we wants.” 

“Not so bellicose, my friend. You are 
not the party of the first part. I like to 
converse onlee with principal executives.” 

There was a rumble of angry protests 
from the others. By his queer phrasing 
and precise pronunciation of every syllable 
Carnegie judged the newcomer to be a 
Hindu of the babu class.

After that the voices faded away. For 
two hours Carnegie listened intently for 
voices or noises that might give him a clue 
to what was going on, but he heard noth
ing. Finally he grew tired and lay down, 
and soon he was asleep.

HE woke at dawn. There was some
thing going on in the next cabin. An 

oily voice was murmuring words Carnegie
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could not catch. Then came a short si
lence, followed by a little scream, instantly 
muffled.

Carnegie glanced swiftly round his tiny 
room like a trapped animal seeking escape. 
The hinges of the door swung on detach
able pins which he had not noticed before, 
and to knock these out with the wrench 
was the work of a few seconds. To his 
surprise he found the next cabin was un
locked, and as he entered someone turned 
with a snarl. It was Vasco.

So close were the two men that Car
negie had no space to strike a blow. He 
just launched himself at the Portuguese, 
grappling for his throat. The suddenness 
of this unexpected attack was too much 
for the latter. Carnegie gave him no time 
to put up even the feeblest defense. He 
throttled him into semiconsciousness in 
less than a minute, banging his head on 
the floor for good measure.

“The towel, please!” he gasped. “Tear 
it into strips.”

When he had finished binding his pris
oner he turned and found the girl calmly 
watching him.

“Thank you very much for doing this, 
Mr. Carnegie—Mr. William Carnegie, 
isn’t it ?”

He nodded, annoyed at the flush he felt 
coming to his cheeks.

“Got to look carefully after all of my 
passengers,” he said awkwardly.

She smiled.
“Is that all I am to you, Mr. Carnegie? 

I wish Miles Stacpoole would regard me 
in that light. He doesn’t— She broke 
off. “Do you think anything can have 
happened to him?”

They found a key on Vasco which fitted 
all three cabins. Stacpoole was lying 
asleep in his berth, snoring gently and 
with amazing regularity. Helen Duball 
regarded him steadily in silence.

Carnegie 
threw another 
of his crude 
grenades.
This time the 
whole mob 
broke and 
fled.

“Dog tired,” commented 
Carnegie. “I guess they've 
been working him pretty 
hard at the fires.” Some
thing in the girl’s expres
sion made him add. “He 
couldn’t have come to help 

you without finding the trick of 
these doors—which was pure luck- 
on my part.”

“He’s big and heavy enough to 
have pushed that flimsy partition down by 
brute force, I should think.”

“Oh, come now, Miss Duball. Even if 
he were awake—”
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'‘Yes, 'if he were awake,' " she inter
rupted coldly and distinctly.

Carnegie went on deck, and, seeing no 
one there but a couple of sleepy lascars, 
returned to the cabin. He found Stacpoole 
sitting up and rubbing his eyes.

"What’s happened?” he asked.
Carnegie explained the situation.
'“Hooray!” said Stacpoole. "Now the 

ship’s ours. Let's slip the cable, or what
ever vou do when you're in a hurry, and 
beat it.”

"There's no steam up: we'd only drift 
ashore,” Carnegie grunted. He led the 
way on deck.

"Look!” cried Helen, pointing land
wards. Quigg and the cook had just left 
the island and were rowing back to the 
Amaranth.

Carnegie flew into action. "Quick!” he 
veiled to Stacpoole. ‘‘Help with that other 
beat. It’s our only chance to get away.” 
He swung the davits outward, and cut the 
falls. "Get in,” he ordered. " I’ll be with 
you in a second.” He raced forward to 
where a big hawser was kept coiled on 
deck. Into this he plunged his hand and 
dragged forth the small box he had 
brought from the Ccrump ore.

Stacpoole grunted in disgust. "What's 
that? Thought you'd gone to get some 
grub. We're worse off than before—we'll 
starve to death in that wilderness."

"Should be enough fruit to keep us go
ing for a day or two,” Carnegie replied 
absently. "Pull for all you’re worth be
fore they see us!”

It was impossible to escape unobserved, 
but beyond firing a few revolver shots, the 
mutineers of the Amaranth made no at
tempt at pursuit.

“They’ve got us corralled, anyhow,” 
grumbled Stacpoole. "What was the sense 
of leaving a place where we had enough to 
eat and a reasonable chance of reaching 
civilization some time?”

The girl looked at Carnegie with the 
least hint of a smile about her mouth.

“We’ll hide the boat and then our
selves,” he explained. “When the tug 
pulls out, eve’ll load up with what we can

find in the way of provisions and try and 
reach Port Blair.”

THEY made an uncomfortable camp in 
the bush that night, and in the morn

ing Carnegie started on a cautious survey 
of the island, keeping close to the shore. 
When he was about opposite the Ama
ranth. lie peered through the foliage and 
saw the tug’s boat approaching with 
Chudy- and the bos’n in it. A very fat 
black man in a turban and khaki suit was 
sitting on the beach awaiting them. He 
must be the visitor of the night before, 
thought Carnegie, though why he should 
have elected to stay alone on the island 
was a mystery. He watched them greet 
one another without cordiality7; then all 
three moved into the shade close to where 
he lay hidden.

“What peoples row in that little boat 
yesterday, Mr. Quigg? Yeree much dis
turbance you make with vour shootings.” 

“Some of our crew,” growled the bos’n. 
“See anything of ’em?”

The babu shook his head and grinned. 
“I observe two white mens and white lady 
in boat: veree preltee lady, she look. She 
belong crew, too?”

"Stewardess,” snapped Chudy. “She 
an’ the fat bloke can stop ’ere for all we 
care. But we’ve got to find the other one.” 

Quigg scowled. “Mate.” he said 
shortly.

“But he was not the offic-eer Captain 
Tramble—”

“Aw, shut up, Gammajee,” snarled 
Chudv. “You gives me a py-ne in the neck 
with yer questions. You perdooce that 
Ram of yours wot we've come for. an’ the 
money, an’ we'll syle away.”

“Too much haste makes a paucity of 
speed,” countered the babu. "Shootings 
and stewardesses all look veree much the 
fish to me. I tell myr principal last night 
that story you narrate to me in the 
steamer.”

“And what did he say ?” growled Quigg. 
“He is veree wise man. He say it is the 

sailor’s bedroom.”
“The what?”
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“The sleeping apartment of a seaman, 
the blink. Captain Trtimble in Bangkok 
said—’’

“Ain’t I told yer we’re hactin’ for ’im. 
Listen ; you bring your friend down ’ere to 
the waterfront and let me talk to 'im. We 
got to round up that mate of ours first, 
though.”

Leaving the two lascar sailors to guard 
the boat, he and Quigg struck out along 
the beach. Carnegie dodged -corn bush to 
bush in an attempt to keep parallel. It 
was hardly likely that they would dis
cover the boat or his companions, yet he 
wished to keep the two in sight. There 
was the possibility they might stray into 
the jungle and get lost, in which case he 
could summon the others and endeavor to 
recapture the Amaranth.

HIS reflections were interrupted by a 
shout from Quigg and the cockney. 

They had run fairly into Stacpoole. who 
had foolishly left the camp to go scouting 
on his own. Instead of fleeing in an op
posite direction, the broker went bounding 
back the way he had come, with the others 
in hot pursuit. Five minutes later Car
negie had the mortification of seeing both 
his “passengers” surrender to the revolver 
of Quigg. From his hiding place he could 
not hear what was going on, but guessed 
the prisoners were being questioned as to 
his own whereabouts.

When all four had disappeared in the 
direction of the larger beach, he continued 
on his way to their overnight camping 
place. Fie retrieved the parcel he had 
brought ashore and retraced his steps. He 
was just in time to hear an excited shout
ing followed by a succession of pistol 
shots.

“The bloomin’ black blighter!” he heard 
Chudy yell. “Joe’ll fix ’im when he gets 
aboard.”

Gammajee and the two lascar sailors 
were in the boat and already halfway to 
the Amaranth. A fourth figure was hud
dled in the stern-sheets,

Carnegie was somewhat puzzled as to 
the babu’s intention. Whatever enterprise 
the tug was engaged in. it was plain that

the man was only an agent of some sort 
and entirely suspicious of Quigg and his 
associates. Possibly he expected to over
come Vasco with the aid of the crew, or 
perhaps bribe him to leave the island at 
once.

The same thought must have struck the 
boson. “Where’s your boat, the one you 
stole yesterday?” he demanded fiercely of 
Stacpoole.

Carnegie wasted no time listening to 
what answer the other might give. He 
forgot his weariness and went bounding 
back to the clump of mangroves where he 
had moored the second boat. Possession 
of it suddenly became of enormous im
portance.

Just as he reached the shore and 
plunged across the slimy black ooze be
tween it and the jungle there was a rus
tling behind him and what seemed like the 
quick padding of many feet. Without 
looking round, he tugged the slip-knot of 
the painter loose, pushed out strongly with 
his leg, and tumbled panting on the floor 
boards.

As the strong ebb-tide carried him clear 
of the shore he heard two or three little 
taps on the outside of the boat and a con
tinual swishing in the water close by. 
Every moment he expected a bullet to 
come tearing through the planking, and 
not till he judged himself to be out of 
range did he venture to peep warily over 
the gunwale.

Half a dozen small brown figures were 
pointing excitedly at him. They carried 
bows and were completely nude. Seeing 
their quarry was beyond pursuit, they van
ished into the mangroves.

Savages! Carnegie had never thought 
of Pincos Island as being inhabited. Like 
most sailors, his knowledge of the places 
he visited was hazy. Port Blair had, he 
knew, a large convict prison for native 
criminals. The adjoining islands, he had 
supposed, would be peopled by Flindus, 
mild and inoffensive like those he had met 
in Bombay or Calcutta. Suddenly he 
thrust the oars into the row-locks and 
pulled furiously abreast of the shore line. 
His passengers!
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A SINGLE shot in the bush, followed 
by a shrill jabbering, told him that 

the presence of other strangers had al
ready been discovered by the pygmies. 
The silence that ensued was confirmatory 
of his fears; for by the lime he was oppo
site the beach where Gammajee had met 
the boat that morning, Quigg’s party was 
cornered. Evidently they had been sur
prised by the bushmen and, after firing 
one shot, had taken to their heels. The 
creek had cut off their retreat, though 
doubtless their ultimate capture would 
only have been a matter of minutes. Car
negie noticed that Chudy was not with the 
others.

The savages were clustered in a little 
knot, gesticulating with drawn bows. At 
the extreme edge of the sand spit Quigg 
and Miss Duball were standing at bay, the 
former with his revolver outstretched. 
That the fierce little i: landers knew the 
potency of firearms was evident; they hes
itated to make any advance. Stacpoole, 
who had been the first to arrive at the 
beach, plunged into the water at sight of 
Carnegie’s boat. Rut almost before he 
was out of his depth, an arrow struck him 
in the arm and others splashed ahead of 
him.

“Better come back. Miles," the girl 
called. “1 saw a shark in the water yes
terday.”

Carnegie waved to her, but as she did 
not respond, he supposed she had not seen 
him. The impending tragedy of the situa
tion was relieved for a moment by Stac- 
poole’s return. He came dripping out of 
the water to sink on the sand several 
yards away from his companions. A few 
of the bolder spirits among the pygmies 
immediately surrounded him,

Carnegie had a closer view of them. 
Thev were short wiry fellows, the tallest 
under five feet high, he judged, with fuzzy 
hair which stuck out at all angles, giving 
them a savage appearance. Immediate ac
tion was necessary if these fierce little 
brutes were to be checked. He congratu
lated himself on having made some prep
arations for such an emergency the night 
before. Lighting a cigarette, he sculled

slowly shorewards, keeping his face to the 
enemy.

A shower of arrows greeted him, many 
coming unpleasantly close. He chanced 
a few more strokes, then picked up one 
of the objects he had laid on the fore- 
thwart—a half stick of dynamite with a 
short length of fuse attached. He lit the 
latter from his cigarette tip, held it splut
tering above his head, and tossed it for
ward.

The boat rocked from the concussion, 
and a small geyser flew up out of the 
water. The nearest savages jumped back 
with a yell. Carnegie rowed through the 
low breakers and threw another of his 
crude grenades. This time the whole mob 
broke and fled. He assisted the others 
into the boat and hastily shoved off.

"They got Ike,” panted Quigg. "Put a 
dozen arrers into him before you could 
say 'knife.’ ”

‘‘They’ll do the same to us in a minute. 
Their bows shoot farther than I can 
thrown”

When the boat was safely out of range, 
he looked at the boson.

“Ship your oar, Quigg, and put your 
hands behind you.”

“Hey, hey, what—”
"Do as I tell you. Bind his wrists with 

the painter, Stacpoole. And make a good 
job of it, too.”

Quigg got to his feet, “Ell upset the 
blasted boat first, you—”

Carnegie snatched up an oaken stretcher 
and struck the boson across the head. He 
caught him as he toppled forward and 
eased him to the bottom. “Go on, Stac
poole, do as I told you,” he ordered.

“Cave man stuff, th ?” murmured the 
broker. “But moderate your tone when 
you—”

“I'm speaking to a first-class passenger. 
Here, take my oar. I’ll do the trussing.”

“Miles, you really—” began the girl.
But Carnegie’s nerves were on edge 

with the happenings of the last hour. 
“Don’t call him Miles,” he blurted out 
angrily, and a second later would have 
given worlds to recall the childish remark.

Stacpoole gave an amused chuckle,
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which ceased abruptly when the girl spoke, 
“Why not—Bill? He’s quite harmless. 

Surely he's proved that since we left the 
Caivnpore."

CONTRARY to their expectation they 
were allowed to board the Amaranth 

without opposition. The crew watched 
silently from the rail and Gammajee 
clapped fat hands together in approval at 
the sight of Quigg lying bound.

“More rough-houses. But this time, my 
good mister, the Amalekites gets the smit
ing. The little man without the h's, he 
is conspicuous with absence?”

“Niggers got him,” replied Carnegie 
curtly. He was not at all sure of this 
complacent Hindu. “Who are you, any
how ?” he snapped as he climbed over the 
rail.

“That is large question and not put in 
good grammar. I am Mr. Amadab Gam
majee of Calcutta, and this veree quick 
steamer was charter by me in Bangkok, 
which is city in foolish kingdom of Siam.” 

“What for?”
“That I inform you more subsequently. 

It lie veree good plan to make water boil 
in boilers and go away quickly.”

“I think so too. Where’s Vasco?”
“Ah, the Portuguese gentlemans? He 

act veree foolish when I come shipboard 
and some of my low-caste countrymans 
lock in machinery room. With little 
chastisement, perhaps he find sense."

This proved to lx? the case. There was 
no opposition left in Vasco once he learnt 
the fate of his two companions. Within 
an hour Pincos Island was a dot astern.

Carnegie was poring over the chart on 
the bridge when the babu approached.

“Captain sahib, you veree nice young 
mans and not bucko like late Trumble, but 
I have honor to be boss. I like to make 
business talk downstairs.”

Besides Miss Duball and Stacpoole 
Vasco and another man ŵ ere in the saloon. 
The latter was a withered old Hindu, clad 
only in a few rags, and incredibly dirty. 
He quatted in one corner with his eyes 
fixed on vacancy, and di not look up 
when Gammajee spoke his name.

“Lady and gentlemans and Mr. Engi
neer, this is Ram Gundular, religious 
countrymans of mine. Veree nice old gen
tlemans, but make sedition talk against 
British lion who not like tail twisted.” 

Vasco grunted. “Da fella we come all 
dis way to get ? He not look-a like he have 
verra mooch mon’,”

“Ram Gundular not use money; he have 
bowl.”

“Bowl ?”
“Yas, for beg with. Everybody pass 

place wdiere he sit in Delhi put rice, millet , 
sometimes anna or two. All peoples like 
holy man.”

“He gotta reech frien’s, perhaps?” in
sinuated the Portuguese.

Gammajee smiled unctuously. “Wealthy 
countrymans not all bend knee to King 
George. Ram Gundular make consider
able troubles for said royalty.”

“I see,” said Carnegie. “So the Indian 
Government sent him to Port Blair and 
you chartered this steamer to help him 
escape?”

“Captain sahib, you have much per
spicuity for sailormans. Original skipper 
of Amaranth now deceased, you collect 
stipulated sum of fifty thousand rupees. 
C. O. D, at—at place I tell you more pri
vate.”

FIFTY thousand rupees! Over ten 
thousand dollars ! It w'as a large sum. 

Carnegie glanced curiously at the shriveled 
fakir, finding it difficult to realize the im
portance he had played in an enterprise 
that had already cost the lives of three 
wffiite men. The old man must have 
proved a very pricklv thorn to the Indian 
Government if his friends were willing to 
pay that much for his return. He did not 
doubt that Gammajee would be as good as 
his word. The very fact that he had char
tered a vessel like the Amaranth showed 
there was money behind the affair. If the 
babu had arranged the preliminaries o( 
the escape himself, he wras not the fat fool 
his speech inclined one to believe. Plain!v 
he or his protege had the native crew un
der their influence also.

Gammajee was watching him, and it
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seemed to Carnegie that there was a dif
ferent light in the fellow’s little black eyes 
—a hard look, calculating, utterly un
scrupulous.

“Good enough,” he acquiesced. “What 
alxnit these two?” He pointed to Stac- 
poole and the girl sitting together on the 
settee.

“You like to give share of money to 
sour friends, that your business.”

“They’re not my friends,” grunted Car
negie. “Only been a nuisance so far.”

The babu’s eyes gleamed with approba
tion. “We talk about them more later, 
\ as."

Carnegie avoided the girl’s eyes as he 
left the saloon. Vasco was watching, and 
would only be too ready to inform Gam- 
majec of the mate's previous interest in 
his passengers. Everything depended on 
the way he acted during the next twenty - 
four hours. A few eager questions re
garding the reward and its manner of pay
ment seemed to lull whatever suspicions 
the babu may have had. He named the 
spot on the Bunnan coast where the Ama
ranth was to be taken and left Carnegie 
in charge of the bridge.

“Veree important we make quick speed 
from these islands. Better you sleep little 
bit now and look after ships tonight. 
Low-caste lascar not steer good in dark 
unless white mans stand by,”

Carnegie nodded.
That suited his plans very well. Be

sides being dog tired, he wished to avoid 
Miss Duball. He had heard Stacpoole

mutter something about “double-crosser” 
as he passed the two leaning over the rail.

AT eight bells, midnight, he entered the 
chart house and relieved the sailor 

at the wheel. During the five minutes de
lay changing watches, the Amaranth’s bow 
described an arc, so gradual that the curl 
in her wake was almost imperceptible.

Helen Duball woke with a curious sense 
of something missing. She groped in her 
mind a few moments before she found it 
was the throbbing of the engines. Stac
poole rapped at her door.

“Get up, Helen. We’re in port, a Brit
ish port. That nautical hero of yours 
must have made a mistake in the night.” 

She left the sneer unanswered and 
hastened on deck. The Amaranth lay mo
tionless in the calm waters of a landlocked 
harbor. A shore nestled a picturesque set
tlement with rows and rows of white 
buildings in the background. On the 
bridge Gammajee and Vasco were watch
ing the approach of a launch speeding to
wards them. Carnegie stood to one side, 
and it seemed to the girl that his glance 
was a little defiant as he met hers.

She brushed Stacpoole’s detaining hand 
aside and went up to him.

“Don’t think I didn't trust you—er— 
Bill, I knew you would bring your pas
sengers safely into port some time.”

He smiled. “They were becoming quite 
a nuisance: I wanted to get rid of them.” 

She crept closer. “Both of them, Bill?” 
she whispered.

N E X T  M O N TH
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OR real adventure
mining in Australia.

try opal 
The re

wards are often great. But, 
like most of fortune’s favors, 
they are fitful. Not all opal 

is precious. Much of it is just a valueless 
vitreous mass, locally known as “potch.” 

Hunting opals is a glorious gamble, and 
there are few thrills in the world that can 
compare with the sudden discovery of a 
piece of gem opal—say a flashing orange 
pin-fire—as it lies twinkling like a living 
eye uitombed in the dead and worthless 
‘‘potch,” The single find of gem stone 
may be worth many hundreds of dollars.

In an opal camp such a find means 
dropping pick and shovel, clambering hur
riedly out of the pit and exultantly show
ing the precious stone to the rest of the 
miners. One man’s luck encourages the 
others. Everybody is glad. The old field 
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is fertile yet. Still a good producer. The 
lucky opal miner is soon surrounded by an 
excited group of fellow “opalers.” Con
gratulations are hurled at him. He is 
bombarded with questions.

“Attaboy, Jack. She’s a beauty, too, 
ain’t she!”

“What level did you find it on, 
brother?”

“Any open ground near you?”
“How’s to peg a claim beside you?” 
“The pit I been workin’ is a dud. 

Nothin' in two months but 'potch’ and a 
few ‘red flames’ that ain’t hardly worth 
the trouble o’ gradin’. Still, after seem’ 
that I guess I’ll give her another twirl. 
How deep down did you say you was ?” 

“Boy, take a tip from an old-time 
opaler. Don’t sell that stuff to the local 
sharps up here. They won't none of them 
give you but half of what it’s worth. Go
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on down into town and get a decent 
price.”

As a rule, “town” means either Bris
bane or Sydney. And it is generally to 
town that the miner takes his exceptional 
stones. The jewelers and reputable mer
chants there usually give him a better 
price than he could obtain from the resi
dent buyers in camp, or from the itinerant 
dealers who travel about from one field to 
the other seeking bargains in raw opal— 
and getting them, too.

There is another reason for going to 
town after a big discovery. Nobody wants 
to stay in an opal camp when his pockets 
are bulging with money. There’s no place 
to spend it in camp. Town is the place to 
get rid of money. And after it is spent 
one can always go back to the diggings 
and look for more opals.

Throughout southwestern Queensland 
literally hundreds of small opal mining- 
camps exist in the mulga scrub far beyond 
the railway’s furthest steel, but the cosmo
politan town of White Cliffs in New 
South Wales is perhaps the center of opal 
mining in Australia.

The camp itself is not particularly easy 
of access. It lies about 150 miles from 
Broken Hill on the west, and about fifty 
miles more than that from the railhead at 
Cobar on the east.

White Cliffs is a strange place. Its popu
lation a jumbled hodge-podge of every 
creed and color. Afghan and Chinaman 
may have neighboring shops—and next to 
them, perhaps, the squalid dive of some 
Assyrian trader. There is also the ever 
present group of resident opal buyers— 
sons of Palestine, mostly. Saloons and 
rickety frame hotels are everywhere.

Yet the bulk of the population does not 
live in the town itself. The opal hunters 
camp out at the diggings in the hillside.

Between the town of White Cliffs and 
the opal pits two streams of shifting 
miners flow steadily. One is composed of 
those who have made their “pot” and are 
hustling into town and thence back to 
civilization. The other stream is headed 
campward. It includes the new arrivals 
coming out to try their luck.

Hope runs high among the men in this 
second stream, for it has often been said 
in Australia that any man can find opal in 
White Cliffs by the simple system of tak
ing up an abandoned claim and continuing 
to work where the last man left off. In 
time he too will make his “pot” and pass 
on, leaving the pit to await its next new 
tenant.

Opal mining is unique. There is noth
ing else quite like it. In the Australian 
fields surface indications of opal are rare. 
There is no vein to follow as in mining 
most of the metallic ores. No pay streak 
to he traced along some stream bed as 
there is in hunting placer gold.

A shaft must be sunk. But there is no 
natural marker to detenmine where. This 
is one reason why the timid often prefer 
to carry on in the deserted pit of some 
former “opaler.” Sometimes a stone is 
thrown, or a coin is tossed. Others dig 
where first they put their tools down. It 
doesn’t seem to matter much which system 
one uses. Opaling is a gamble anyhow.

Even as the shaft goes down and the 
depth of the pit increases there is little to 
tell one whether he is close to a fortune 
or not. Suddenly the opal hunter’s pick 
may strike something hard and brittle in 
the tough clay or “mullock.” A seam of 
opal!

So far everything is hunky dory. The 
next step is to sink through the opal layer 
carefully and, when a few feet under
neath it, tunnel out the “mullock” until 
there is room for two men to crawl be
neath the opal roof. The “mullock” is 
hauled to the surface by windlass.

The miners now get down into the pit 
and pry down the clay-incrusted opal 
seam. Excitement is at fever pitch. Hun
dreds of dollars may be within their grasp.

Much of the opal will be only worthless 
“potch”—perhaps all of it. If it is dead 
opal and nowhere shows the ever-chang
ing fires that give beauty to the gem the 
whole mass is valueless.

The first fragments are examined with 
care. Somewhere within the dead “potch” 
may be the flashing rays that mark the 
precious opal. More of the opalescent
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roof is broken down tor minute inspec
tion. The drift beneath the opal seam is 
lengthened. The brittle stuff may peter 
out altogether. That's one of the chances 
the opal hunter takes. Or nestled some
where in the heart of the mass may lie the 
valuable “orange pin-tires,” first grade 
gem stones.

When a bit of live opal has been struck 
the pieces are collected and graded care
fully. “Orange pin-fires” and “greens” 
with a changing wave color are generally 
set aside as firsts. Pieces of “red flame” 
as a rule are piled with seconds, and the 
“blues.” well they are looked upon con
temptuously and re-graded later.

Black opals usually bring a better price 
than “orange pin-fires,” though the latter 
are thought by many to be the more beau
tiful of the two gems.

Next to White Cliffs, the town of 
Lightning Ridge in New South Wales 
near the Queensland border is the most 
famous of the Australian opal camps. It 
is at Lightning Ridge that black opals are 
found. They will fetch considerable 
money, even from the itinerant buyers 
who drive, or ride out to the township 
from time to time. The place is compara
tively easy to reach. It is less than a hun
dred miles from the railway' terminal at 
Walgctt, and from Walgett a road runs to 
the camp.

Three is the ideal number to engage in 
an “opaling" trip. That affords one man 
to dig in the shaft, one to work the wind
lass, and leaves the third to keep the table 
supplied with game and do the cooking. 
The jobs may be rotated, or, if one man is 
a particularly good cook and hunter, he 
may take on the commissary duties perma
nently.

No special technical knowledge is re
quired to be an “opaler.” That’s one of 
the big attractions in the game. Nobody 
can miss a batch of “potch” once his pick 
strikes it. And the difference between a 
dead mass of worthless stuff and the 
“live” gem opal is so striking that it is 
almost impossible to make a mistake. The 
grading, of course, requires a little skill. 
But that soon comes with practice.

There is no rule as to where to start 
the pits in the clay formations, and noth
ing to tell at what depth opal may be 
struck, unless the new shaft is being sunk 
to cut the extension of an already discov
ered seam.

Sometimes the opal is struck just below 
the surface—less than five feet. But the 
next fifty feet may be barren. Or again 
opal may not be reached until the pit has 
hit the forty-foot level. The shafts are 
not large. A three-foot square often suf
fices. No expensive machinery is required. 
Just a little elbow grease on the part of 
the man working the hand windlass and 
ditto from the man below with the pick 
and shovel. No heavy investment is re
quired. The staples procured from the 
nearest settlement are not exorbitantly 
priced as ? rule. Game is generally plen
tiful. So are mosquitoes. But then, even 
an opal hunter can’t expect all modern 
conveniences.
Questions and Answers

Q u e s t i o n  : A r e  t h e r e  a n y  a l u m i n u m  o r e s  i n
J u g o s l a v i a ? — Bernard D enis, Port W ashing
ton, Long I sland, N ew York.

Answer: In a report recently made pub
lic by Leslie A. Davis, American Consul 
at Zagreb, it was stated that a survey has 
shown the existence of extensive, and in 
many places commercially exploitable, de
posits of bauxite, the ore of aluminum, 
throughout Jugoslavia. Most of the de
posits were said to occur in the vicinity 
of the Adriatic and on the adjacent 
islands. Among the localities favorably 
mentioned were Dalmatia, Croatia, Herze
govina and Montenegro.

Q u e s t i o n s :  ( a )  W h a t  d o  y o u  t h i n k  o f  D u t c h
G u i a n a  a s  a  p l a c e  t o  t r y ’ p m - p e c t i n g ?  A n d  
w h a t  a r c  i n  g e n e r a l  i t s  ( b )  m i n i n g  l a w s ,  ( c )  
c l i m a t e ,  ( d )  t h e  r i v e r s ,  a s  f a r  a s  n a v i g a b i l i t y  
i s  c o n c e r n e d ?  ( e t  A b o ,  m u s t  o n e  k n o w  t h e  
D u t c h  l a n g u a g e  t o  g e t  a l o n g  t h e r e ? — Alfred 
Mapf.s, S tamford, Connecticut.

Answers: (af Terrible. (b) In the 
first place—unless the mining laws have 
been changed—only citizens of the Neth
erlands or of the colony of Surinam 
(Dutch GuianaL or companies legally or
ganized under the laws of either one of 
the two countries, may acquire and hold
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mining righls in Dutch Guiana. There is 
a lot more red tape, too. Prospecting is 
not free. A written permit from the gov
ernor must be obtained before one can 
prospect on Crow n land.

(c) The climate is distinctly tropical— 
and moist. Temperature ranges from 70° 
F. on real cold days up to about 95° F., 
and sometimes beyond. There is consid
erable rainfall along the coast, and more 
in the jungles of the interior. The dry 
seasons run from about February to 
April, and August to November. From 
April to August and from November to 
February the wet seasons do their stuff. 
And how ! (d) All inland trade and travel 
depends largely on the waterways. Luckily 
many of the rivers are deep, some being 
navigable for seagoing vessels, others 
navigable for long distances in launches 
and other light craft that draw ten feet of 
water or less. Steamers drawing from 
fifteen to twenty feet of water can get up 
the Surinam River as far as Paramaribo. 
Light-draught vessels can go one hundred 
miles inland. The Maroni is good for 
forty miles into the country. The Nickerie 
can handle light-draught vessels for sixty 
miles up from its mouth, and for the same 
trpe of boat the Corentyne is navigable 
about ten miles further inland. Privately 
owned schooners and launches as well as 
a government service of motor boats are 
constantly plying up and down these 
waterways, (e) Though the official lan
guage of the colony is Dutch, one can get 
along pretty well with English, as the 
latter is spoken fairly generally through
out Surinam.

Here N ext Month
Not all the head hunters in the world 

can keep gold hunters out of the little 
known mountains of New Guinea. Nei
ther can the jungle and the fever keep the 
prospectors away from this region where 
almost any creek offers a good lead, and 
colors can be found most anywhere.

Those who have been there lately say 
that New Guinea is the new Prospectors’ 
Paradise. The gold fields of this country 
will be discussed here next month.
“With Pick and Pan”

This department is devoted to prospect
ing, mining, and the proper field identifi
cation of ores and minerals, and is in
tended to be of real and practical help to 
readers of Adventure Trails.

Every month we will have here an orig
inal article based on the experience I 
gleaned in years of actual prospecting in 
a good many countries. Also, I will an
swer any questions you send in relating to 
prospecting, mining, mining equipment, 
field conditions, mining laws in the vari
ous countries and kindred subjects.

Send in as many questions as you 
please; all will be gladly answered. Ad
dress your communications to John A. 
Thompson, Mining Expert, Care of An- 
venture Trails, 80 Lafayette St., New 
York, N. Y.. LT. S. A. If a personal reply 
is wanted, kindly enclose a stamped, self- 
addressed return envelope.

l



“Passengers”
Bertram W. Williams in the- interesting 

letter which follows tells us how he came 
to write his story “Passengers,” appearing 
in this issue.

I n  m o s t  l a r g e  d e p a r t m e n t  s t o r e s  i t  i s  i m 
p r e s s e d  u p o n  t h e  e m p l o y e e s  t h a t  “ t h e  c u s t o m e r  
i s  a l w a y s  r i g h t . "  T o  a  c e r t a i n  e x t e n t  t h e  s a m e  
a x i o m  a p p l i e s  t o  s t e a m s h i p  l i n e s  c a r r y i n g  p a s 
s e n g e r s — t h e  l a t t e r  m u s t  b e  d e f e r r e d  t o  a t  a l l  
t i m e s .  1 o n c e  h e a r d  a  W e l s h  s k i p p e r  s a y  t o  h i s  
c h i e f  o f f i c e r  a p r o p o s  o f  a  c r o w d  o f  u n w a s h e d  
A r m e n i a n s ,  “ T h e m ' s  p a s s e n g e r s ,  m i s t e r ; p a s s e n 
g e r s  h a s  t o  b e  t r e a t e d  d i f f e r e n t  f r o m  s e a m e n . ”

N a t u r a l l y  s u c h  a  r u l e  o f t e n  g o e s  a g a i n s t  t h e  
g r a i n  o f  h a r d - b o i l e d  m a t e s  a n d  t o u g h - g r a i n e d  
s a l t s  w h o  f i n d  e n o u g h  t o  d o  b a t t l i n g  t h e  e l e 
m e n t s  o f  n a t u r e  w i t h o u t  a n s w e r i n g  t h e  s i l l y  
q u e s t i o n s  p u t  t o  t h e m  i n  t h e  m i d s t  o f  d u t i e s .

I  h a v e  o f t e n  w o n d e r e d  h o w  s o m e  o f  t h e s e  
y o u n g  o f f i c e r s  w h o  a r e  a l l  c o u r t e s y  a n d  s m i l e s  
o n  t h e i r  o w n  d  - k s  w o u l d  a c t  w e r e  t h e y  p l a c e d  
in  a  s i t u a t i o n  w h e r e  t h e y  d i d n ’t  have to be 
p o l i t e  t o  t h o s e  u n d e r  t h e i r  c h a r g e .  H e n c e  t h e  
i d e a  o f  “ P a s s e n g e r s . ”

A l t h o u g h  s o m e  o f  t h e  i n c i d e n t s  i n  t h e  y a r n

m a y  a p p e a r  f a r - f e t c h e d ,  t h e y  a r e  q u i t e  p o s s i b l e ,  
i f  n o t  p r o b a b l e .

T h a t  o u t - o f - t h e - w a y  g r o u p  o f  i s l a n d s ,  t h e  
A n d a m a n s ,  a r e  v e r y  l i t t l e  k n o w n ,  e v e n  b y  t h e i r  
o w n e r ,  J .  B u l l .  E s q u i r e .  W i t h  t h e  e x c e p t i o n  o f  
t h e  g o v e r n o r  a n d  a  f e w  o f f i c i a l s  a t  t h e  p e n a l  
s e t t l e m e n t ^  o f  P o r t  B l a i r  t h e r e  a r c  n o  w h i t e  m e n  
o n  a n y  o f  t h e  a d j o i n i n g  i s l a n d s .  T r a d e r s  a n d  
t o u r i s t s  a r e  n o t  e v e n  a l l o w e d ,  m u c h  l e s s  e n c o u r 
a g e d  t o  v i s i t  t h e m .  A n d  p r o b a b l y  n o  a b o r i g i n a l  
r a c e  o f  s a v a g e s  h a s  m a n a g e d  t o  r e t a i n  i t s  
c u s t o m s  a n d  w a r l i k e  h a b i t s  w i t h o u t  i n t e r f e r e n c e  
f r o m  E u r o p e a n s  a s  h a v e  t h e s e  d w a r f  A n d a m a 
n e s e ,  B e c a u s e  n o n e  o f  t h e  g r o u p  o f  i s l a n d s  a r e  
s u i t a b l e  f o r  c u l t i v a t i o n  o r  v e r y  r i c h  in  r a w  
p r o d u c e ,  t h e  I n d i a n  g o v e r n m e n t  h a s  n e v e r  g o n e  
t o  t h e  t r o u b l e  o f  s u b d u i n g  t h e  f i e r c e  l i t t l e  
i s l a n d e r s .  I n d e e d ,  i t  h a s  b e e n  w i s e  e n o u g h  t o  
m a k e  c a p i t a l  o u t  o f  t h e i r  v e r y  f e r o c i t y ,  w h i c h  
a c t s  a s  a  d e t e r r e n t  o n  a n y  c o n v i c t  w i t h  a m b i 
t i o n s  t o  e s c a p e . — Bertram W. W illiams.

“The Sub and the Merchant Prince”
F .  V. W, Mason, author of “The Sub 

and the Merchant Prince," appearing in 
this issue, acknowledges the source of the 
key idea for his chief situation.
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T h e  p r i n c i p a l  i d e a  f o r  t h i s  s t o r y  w a s  i n s p i r e d  
b y  a  r e - r e a d i n g  o f  V i c t o r  H u g o ' s  m a s t e r p i e c e  
w h i c h  d e s c r i b e s  t h e  h a v o c  w r o u g h t  b y  a  g u n  
b r o k e n  l o o s e  o n  a  m a n - o ’- w a r ,  I n  “ T h e  S u b  
a n d  t h e  M e r c h a n t  P r i n c e ” 1 h a v e  t r i e d  t o  r e c o n 
s t r u c t  t h e  s a m e  p r i n c i p l e  o n  m o d e r n  l i n e s — w i t h  
w h a t  s u c c e s s  it  is  f o r  y o u  t o  j u d g e .

I t  i s  a n  i n t e r e s t i n g  f a c t  t h a t  t h e  o r i g i n a l  o f  
V i c t o r  H u g o ’s s t o r y  w a s  a  r e a l  m a n — a  s a i l o r  i n  
t h e  F r e n c h  N a v y .  H e  h a d ,  a n d  I  b e l i e v e  s t i l l  
h a s .  t h e  d i s t i n c t i o n  o f  b e i n g  t h e  o n l y  m a n  w h o  
h a s  b e e n  a w a r d e d  t h e  C r o s s  o f  t h e  L e g i o n  o f  
H o n o r  i n  t h e  m o r n i n g ,  a n d  b e e n  e x e c u t e d  b y  a  
f i r i n g  s q u a d  i n  t h e  a f t e r n o o n .  T h i s  i s  q u i t e  
t r u e .

T h e  s a m e  m a n  c a s t  l o o s e  t h e  j u g g e r n a u t - l i k e  
g u n ,  a n d  t h e n ,  h i s  c o n s c i e n c e  a w a k e n e d ,  f i n a l l y  
r e c a p t u r e d  i t  j u s t  a s  i t  w a s  a b o u t  t o  s m a s h  
t h r o u g h  t h e  s i d e  o f  t h e  f r i g a t e  w h i c h  w a s  s t r u g 
g l i n g  in  a  v i o l e n t  s t o r m .

F o r  t h e  f i r s t  a c t  h e  w a s  t r i e d  b y  c o u r t - m a r t i a l  
a n d  b e i n g  f o u n d  g u i l t y  o f  a n  a c t i o n  w h i c h  
c a u s e d  g r e a t  d a m a g e  a n d  t h e  d e a t h  o f  s e v e r a l  o f  
t h e  c r e w ,  h e  w a s  c o n d e m n e d  t o  d i e .

F o r  t h e  s e c o n d  a c t  o f  r i s k i n g  h i s  l i f e  t o  s e c u r e  
t h e  p l u n g i n g  c a n n o n  h e  w a s  a w a r d e d  t h e  C r o s s  
o f  t h e  L e g i o n  o f  H o n o r  a n d  m e n t i o n e d  i n  o r d e r s  
f o r  h e r o i s m .

W i t h  a l l  s o l e m n i t y  t h e  t r a g i c  f a r c e  w a s  c a r 
r i e d  o u t .  T h e  c o v e t e d  d e c o r a t i o n  w a s  p i n n e d  to  
t h e  c o n d e m n e d  m a n  j u s t  a  f e w  h o u r s  b e f o r e  h e  
w a s  m a r c h e d  o u t  t o  f a c e  t h e  w a i t i n g  f i r i n g  
s q u a d .

H a p p i l y ,  t h i s  c a s e  i s  u n i q u e ,  b u t  I  b e l i e v e  i t  t o  
b e  o n e  o f  t h e  m o s t  i n t e r e s t i n g  o n  r e c o r d . — F .  V .  
W .  Mason.

Zulu Discipline
Captain Harvey Payne, in the following 

letter, writes in to tell us something of the 
iron discipline which contributed to mak
ing the Zulus of Africa one of the most 
outstanding of all the negro tribes.

T h e  s o l d i e r s  o f  C h a k a .  k i n g  o f  t h e  Z u l u s ,  
l i t e r a l l y  f o u g h t  w i t h  r o p e s  r o u n d  t h e i r  n e c k s ,  
f o r  t h e y  k n e w  t h a t  t o  b e  d e f e a t e d  i n  b a t t l e  
m e a n t  a n  i n e v i t a b l e  d e a t h  s e n t e n c e .

O n c e  w h e n  a n  impi— a  r e g i m e n t  o f  t h r e e  
t h o u s a n d  m e n — h a r' t u r n e d  i t s  b a c k  o n  a n  
e n e m y ,  t h e  w h o l e  a r m y ,  n u m b e r i n g  s i x t y  t h o u 
s a n d  w a r r i o r s ,  w a s  d r a w n  u p  in  t h e  f o r m  o f  a  
h o l l o w  s q u a r e  n e a r  a  p l a c e  n o w  k n o w n  a s  
C h a k a ’s R o c k ,  a t  t h e  m o u t h  o f  t h e  U m z i m k u l u  
R i v e r ,  N a t a l .  T h e  d o o m e d  r e g i m e n t  w a s  i m m e 
d i a t e l y  i n  f r o n t  o f  a  r u d e  t h r o n e  o n  w h i c h  s a t  
t h e  t y r a n t .

A f t e r  t h e  r o y a l  s a l u t e  o f  “ B a y e t e ”  h a d  b e e n  
g i v e n ,  t h e  k i n g  d e m a n d e d  o f  t h e  Indttna— c h i e f 
t a i n — w h o  c o m m a n d e d  t h e  r e g i m e n t ,  “ H a v e  y o u  
w o u n d s  i n  y o u r  b a c k s ? ”  T h e  c h i e f  r e p l i e d ,  
" , i-mva-Nkose”— “ Y e s ,  O h  K i n g ! ”

W i t h  a  w a v e  o f  t h e  h a n d  C h a k a  s a i d ,  “ Y o u  
a r e  d i s m i s s e d . ”

T h e n ,  l e d  b y  t h e i r  c o m m a n d e r ,  e a c h  m a n  
k e e p i n g  h i s  p l a c e  i n  t h e  r a n k s ,  t h e  w h o l e  impi 
b r o k e  o u t  i n t o  a  s o n g ;  a n d ,  d a n c i n g  a  w a r  
d a n c e ,  a n d  b r a n d i s h i n g  t h e i r  s h i e l d s  a n d  a s s e 

g a i s ,  t h e y  d a n c e d  o v e r  t h e  e d g e  o f  a  n e a r b y  
p r e c i p i c e  a n d  s t r a i g h t  t o  t h e i r  d e a t h s .

O t h e r  v i c t i m s ,  “ s m e l l e d  o u t ” b y  t h e  Izanusi—  
w i t c h - d o c t o r s  —  w e r e  c l u b b e d  o r  s t a b b e d  t o  
c leat  It. a n d  o n  t h e  o c c a s i o n  o f  o n e  b i g  “ s m e l l i n g  
o u t ”  o v e r  s i x  t h o u s a n d  p e r s o n s — m e n ,  w o m e n  
a n d  c h i l d r e n — w e r e  s a c r i f i c e d .

S t r i c t e s t  e u g e n i c s  w e r e  e n f o r c e d ,  a n y  c h i l d  
h a v i n g  t h e  s l i g h t e s t  d e f o r m i t y  o r  s h o w i n g  a n y  
s i g n s  o f  w e a k n e s s  b e i n g  r u t h l e s s l y  a b a n d o n e d  t o  
t h e  l i o n s  a n d  o t h e r  c a r n i v o r o u s  b e a s t s  w h i c h  
a b o u n d e d .  T h e  r e s u l t s  o f  t h i s  c u s t o m  s h o w  
t h e m s e l v e s  e v e n  y e t ,  f o r  t h e  Z u l u s  a r e  o n e  o f  
t h e  f i n e s t  r a c e s ,  p h y s i c a l l y ,  i n  t h e  w o r l d .

I n  s u c h  a  w a r r i o r  r a c e  o n e  w o u l d  e x p e c t  t o  
f i n d  a  h o r d e  o f  f i e r c e ,  u n t a m e a h l e  b a r b a r i a n s  
w h o s e  e v e r y  t h o u g h t  i s  o f  w a r ,  w h o  k n o w  n o t h 
i n g  o f  t h e  o r d i n a r y  v i r t u e s ,  a n d  w h o  h a v e  a s  
t h e i r  k i n g  a  t y r r a n i c a l  a n d  c r u e l  d e s p o t .  I n 
s t e a d ,  t h e y  a r e  a  q u i e t ,  k i n d l y ,  l i g h t - h e a r t e d  
r a c e .  T h e y  a r c  c l e a n l y ,  s o b e r  a n d  h o n e s t — a n d  
l o y a l l y  a t t a c h e d ,  t o o ,  t o  t h e  m e m o r y  o f  t h e i r  
k i n g  w h o  w a s  s u p p o s e d  t o  b e  s u c h  a  d e t e s t a b l e  
t y r a n t .

C h a l . a  w a s  l a t e r  m u r d e r e d  b y  U m b o p a ,  a  s e r 
v a n t  i n  t h e  p a y '  o f  D i n g a a n  a n d  U m h l a n g a n e ,  
C h a k a ’s t w o  b r o t h e r s .  T h e y  a f t e r w a r d s  f o u g h t  
a  d u e l  t o  d e t e r m i n e  t h e  s u c c e s s i o n ,  a n d  D i n g a a n  
k i l l e d  h i s  b r o t h e r .

T h o u g h  C h a k a ’s r e i g n  w a s  s u c h  a  s h o r t  o n e —  
o n l y  t w e n t y - e i g h t  y e a r s — h e  r a i s e d  t h e  Z u l u  
p e o p l e  f r o m  a n  o b s c u r e  l - i b e  t o  b e  t h e  m o s t  i m 
p o r t a n t  s a v a g e  r a c e  i n  S o u t h  A f r i c a ,  a n d  i n t r o 
d u c e d  a  m i l i t a r y  d i s c i p l i n e  w h i c h  w a s  a f t e r 
w a r d s  t o  g i v e  t h e  B r i t i s h  g o v e r n m e n t  s e r i o u s  
t r o u b l e  f o r  n e a r l y  a  c e n t u r y .

Hates His “Accursed Wanderlust”
D e a r  F . d i t o r :

U p o n  r e a d i n g  “ A d v e n t u r e r s  A l l ”  i n  a  r e c e n t  
i s s u e  of A dventure T rails ( f o r m e r l y  D a n g e r  
T r a i l )  I  f i n d  t h a t  t w o  b o y s ,  e i g h t e e n  a n d  f o u r 
t e e n  y e a r s  r e s p e c t i v e l y ,  a r e  i t c h i n g  f o r  t h e  
t w a n g  o f  a d v e n t u r e  a n d  r o m a n c e .  T h e y  a r e  
y o u n g ,  y e s ,  "try  y o u n g  t o  s t a r t  t h i n k i n g  o f  s u c h  
t h i n g s ,  m o r e  s o  w h e n  t h e r e  a r e  s o  m a n y  m o r e  
a n d  b e t t e r  t h i n g s  t o  b e  d o n e  w h i c h  w o u l d  b e  
m o r e  t o  t h e i r  a d v a n t a g e .  O n c e  o n e  i s  t a k e n  
w i t h  t h e  a c c u r s e d  w a n d e r l u s t  h e  n e v e r  r e c o v e r s ,  
b u t  g o e s  t h r o u g h  l i f e  g a i n i n g  n o t h i n g  a n d  l o s i n g  
m u c h .  I  k n o w ,  a s  I  a m  a  w a n d e r e r ,  h e a r t  a n d  
s o u l ,  a n d  c a n n o t  b r e a k  a w a y  f r o m  i t— b u t  l e t  
m e  t e l l  m y  s t o r y .

I  a m  t h i r t y  y e a r s  o f  a g e  a n d  h a v e  s e e n  m a n y  
d i f f e r e n t  c o u n t r i e s  a s  h o b o ,  s o l d i e r ,  s a i l o r  a n d  
a d v e n t u r e r  i n  q u e s t  o f  t h a t  y e l l o w  m e t a l  w h i c h  
m a k e s  b r u t e s  o u t  o f  m e n — g o l d .  I h a v e  s h o t  
a n d  k i l l e d  m e n  in  w a r .  I n  S o u t h  A m e r i c a  w h e r e  
i t  w a s  k i l l  o r  g e t  k i l l e d ,  I h a v e  b e e n  n e a r  d e a t h  
u p o n  f o u r  d i f f e r e n t  o c c a s i o n s : o n c e  f r o m  a  s h o t  
f r o m  a  M e x i c a n  b a n d i t  g u n ; t w i c e  i n  B r a z i l  
f r o m  b e i n g  t o o  f r e e  w i t h  m y  o w n  g u n ;  a n d  
o n c e  f r o m  a  k n i f e  t h r o w n  b y  a n  A r g e n t i n a  
c o w b o y .  I h a v e  h e a r d  t h e  r u m b l e  o f  l o n g  
d r u m s  i n  t h e  S o u t h  S e a  I s l a n d s  ; I  h a v e  b e e n  in  
f r o n t  o f  w i t c h - d o c t o r s  a n d  j u s t  e s c a p e d  b y  a 
h a i r b r e a d t h .  I  h a v e  b e e n  h u n t e d  a s  a  b a n d i t  i n  
A r g e n t i n a  a n d  a  g u n m a n  i n  C h i l i .  I  a m  w e l l  
k n o w n  in  M e x i c o  a s  a  k i l l e r  a n d  g e n e r a l  b a d
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a c t o r ,  a n d  a m  l o o k e d  u p o n  a s  a  m a s t e r  w i t h  
s i x - g u n  a n d  r i f l e — a l l  o f  w h i c h  h a s  g a i n e d  m e  
n o t h i n g  b u t  a  f e w  s o u v e n i r s  a n d  a  b u l l e t -  
s c a r r e d  b o d y .

I s t a r t e d  w h e n  I  w a s  s e v e n  y e a r s  o l d ,  w h e n  I 
r a r ,  a w a y  f r o m  h o m e  w i t h  t h e  y e n  t o  s e e  t h e  
w o r l d .  B u t  n o ,  b o y s ,  i t  i s  b e t t e r  t o  f i n i s h  s c h o o l  
a r i d  b e  s o m e  g o o d  t o  t h i s  g r e a t  A m e r i c a n  c i v i l i 
z a t i o n ,  t h a t  y o u  m a y  f e e l  y o u r  l i f e  w a s n ' t  
t h r o w n  a w a y  t o  s a t i s f y  a  f e w  w h i m s  o f  y o u r  
i n w a r d  f e e l i n g s .

I  a m  m a r r i e d  n o w  a n d  h a v e  a  s o n  o f  m y  
o w n — a n d  m a y  G o d  k e e p  t h i s  w a n d e r i n g  f e v e r  
a w a y  f r o m  h i m .  I t  h a s  i t s  h o l d  o n  m e  y e t ,  a n d  
I  a m  p l a n n i n g  a  t r i p  i n t o  t h e  w i l d s  o f  S o u t h  
A m e r i c a .  M y  f a m i l y  w i l l  b e  w e l l  t a k e n  c a r e  
o i — I h a v e  t e n d e d  t o  t h a t — a n d  I  f e e l  t h a t  I w i l l  
r e t u r n  s a f e l y  a s  I  h a v e  a l w a y s  d o n e .

I  f e e l  t h a t  i t  i s  b e t t e r  t h a t  m y  n a m e  n o t  a c 
c o m p a n y  t h i s  l e t t e r  f o r  r e a s o n s  w h i c h  I  r a r e  
n o t  t o  m a k e  p u b l i c .  Y o u  m a y  p r i n t  w h a t e v e r  
y o u  t h i n k  a d v i s a b l e ,  o r  n o n e  i f  y o u  w i s h .  B u t  
I  h a v e  b e e n  t h r o u g h  a  p e r f e c t  h e l l  o f  a  l i f e  a n d  
r e a l i z e  m y  m i s t a k e  a l l  t o o  l a t e .

I H o p e  y o u  g i v e  t h e  b o y s  s o m e  r e a l  a d v i c e . —  
A  Restless A dventurer.

Noble Slaves
Apropos of the discussion of the Zulus 

ami their civilization we are printing the 
following letter from Captain Paul Brown 
regarding the negro civilization in Hayti.

M o r e  t h a n  a  c e n t u r y  a g o  T o u s s a i n t  L ’O u v e r -  
t u r c ,  a  n e g r o  s l a v e  w h o  h a d  g a i n e d  h i s  l i b e r t y  
i n  H a y t i  f r o m  t h e  F r e n c h ,  g r a d u a l l y  e s t a b l i s h e d  
h i m s e l f  a s  t h e  m o s t  p o w e r f u l  m a n  o n  t h e  e n t i r e  
i s l a n d  a n d  w a s  a p p o i n t e d  G o v e r n o r  G e n e r a l  b y  
t h e  F r e n c h  g o v e r n m e n t .

L a t e r ,  N’ a p o l e o n ,  t h e n  F i r s t  C o n s u l  a n d  d e 
s i r o u s  o f  b e c o m i n g  e m p e r o r ,  s e n t  t h e  s t r o n g l y  
r e p u b l i c a n  a r m y  o f  t h e  R h i n e  t o  H a y t i  i n  c o m 
m a n d  o f  h i s  b r o t h e r - i n - l a w ,  G e n e r a l  L e c l e r c .  
w i t h  i n s t r u c t i o n s  t o  s u p p r e s s  t h e  r i s i n g  a u t h o r 
i t y  o f  t h e  e r s t w h i l e  s l a v e s ,  a n d  t o  s e n d  L ' O u -  
v e r t u r e  a n d  h i s  i m m e d i a t e  a s s o c i a t e s  t o  F r a n c e  
a s  p r i s o n e r s .

T h e  r e c e n t l y  f r e e d  b l a c k s ,  a p p r i s e d  o f  t h i s  i n 
t e n t i o n ,  n e v e r  p e r m i t t e d  t h e  F r e n c h  a r m y  t o  
l e a v e  t h e  p o r t  o f  C a p  H a y t i e n ,  a f t e r  i t  h a d  d i s 
e m b a r k e d .  L e c l e r c ,  o s t e n s i b l y  t o  g a i n  t h e  b e n e 
f i t s  o f  a  c o n f e r e n c e  w i t h  L ’O u v e r t u r e ,  a s k e d  
t h a t  h e  k e e p  a  r e n d e z v o u s  w i t h  h i m  i n  C a p  
H a y t i e n .  L ’O u v e r t u r e  w e n t ,  b u t  w a s  s e i z e d  a n d  
s e n t  t o  F r a n c e  i n  c h a i n s ,  w h e r e  h e  w a s  c o n f i n e d  
a m i  s o o n  d i e d  i n  t h e  C a s t l e  J o u x .

J e a n  J a c q u e s  D e s s a l i n e s ,  a n o t h e r  e x - s l a v e ,  a s 
s u m e d  c o m m a n d  o f  t h e  b l a c k s  a n d  d e c l a r e d  t h e  
c o u n t r y  f r e e  f r o m  F r e n c h  r u l e .  I n  1 8 0 4  h e  w a s  
m a d e  g o v e r n o r  f o r  l i f e  w i t h  t h e  r i g h t  t o  n a m e  
b i s  s u c c e s s o r .  S o o n  a f t e r  h i s  e l e v a t i o n  t o  t h i s  
p o s t ,  h o w e v e r ,  h e  b e c a m e  d i s s a t i s f i e d ,  a n d  d e 
c l a r e d  h i m s e l f  e m p e r o r ,  a s  J a c q u e s  I .  H i s  f i r s t  
o f f i c i a l  a c t  a s  e m p e r o r  w a s  t o  i n c i t e  h i s  b l a c k  
s u b j e c t s  t o  a  m a s s a c r e  o f  e v e r y  w h i t e  m a n ,  
w o m a n  a n d  c h i l d  in  t h e  i s l a n d ,  a n d  a p p a r e n t l y  
t h i s  w a s  d o n e .  H a y t i  b e c a m e  a  b l a c k  n a t i o n .  
O f  D e s s a l i n e s  i t  is  s a i d  t h a t  h e  p e r s o n a l l y  e x e 
c u t e d  a  t h o u s a n d  w h i t e s  o n  t h e  g r a v e  o f  h i s

d e a d  w i f e  t o  s a t i s f y  h i s  p e r s o n a l  v e n g e a n c e ,  a s  
s h e  h a d  b e e n  k i l l e d  a c c i d e n t a l l y  w h e n  t h e  
F r e n c h  w e r e  p u r s u i n g  h i m .

H i s  r e i g n  w a s  s o  b r u t a l  a n d  b l o o d y ,  h o w e v e r ,  
t h a t  i t  w a s  s o o n  t e r m i n a t e d .  H i s  o w n  o f f i c e r s  
a s s a s s i n a t e d  h i m .  H e  h a d  c r e a t e d  n o  n o b l e s ,  a s  
h e  h a d  c o n t e n d e d  t h a t  h e  a l o n e  w a s  n o b l e .

L l p o n  h i s  d e a t h ,  i n  1806, a f t e r  r u l i n g  f o r  t w o  
u n s p e a k a b l y  h o r r i b l e  y e a r s ,  h e  w a s  s u c c e e d e d  
b y  H e n r y  C h r i s t o p h e ,  w h o  w i t h  D e s s a l i n e s  h a d  
c o n s t i t u t e d  t h e  p o w e r  b e h i n d  L ’O u v e r t u r e  
C h r i s t o p h e  r u l e d  f a i r l y  w e l l ,  w i t h  t h e  t i t l e  o f  
G r a n d  P r o t e c t o r ,  f r o m  1 8 0 7  t o  181 1 ,  w h e n  h e  
d e c l a r e d  h i m s e l f  K i n g  a n d  r u l e d  f o r  n i n e  m o r e  
y e a r s .

H o w e v e r ,  h e  w a s  n o t  a b l e  t o  e x t e n d  h i s  r u l e  
o v e r  t h e  e n t i r e  c o u n t r y ,  a n d  A l e x a n d e r  I J e t i o n  
w a s  e l e c t e d  P r e s i d e n t  i n  t h e  s o u t h  o f  t h e  i s l a n d ,  
w i t h  h i s  c a p i t a l  a t  P o r t  a u  P r i n c e .  P o s s i b l y  
f e a r i n g  t h e  l o s s  o f  t h e  r e s t  o f  h i s  k i n g d o m ,  p a r 
t i c u l a r l y  a t  t h e  h a n d s  o f  t h e  F r e n c h ,  C h r i s t o p h e  
b u i l t  t h e  m o s t  r e m a r k a b l e  e d i f i c e  o f  i t s  k i n d  
w h e n  h e  c a u s e d  t h e  e r e c t i o n  o f  t h e  g r e a t  f o r t 
r e s s  o f  t h e  C i t a d e l  j u s t  o u t s i d e  o f  C a p  H a y t i e n

I t  is  s p r a w l e d  o v e r  t h e  t o p  o f  o n e  o f  t h e  
h i g h e s t  p e a k s  i n  t h e  v i c i n i t y ,  a n d  t h r u s t s  a  g r e a t  
p r o w  d o w n  t h e  m o u n t a i n  f r o m  t h e  s i d e  f r o m  
w h i c h  a t t a c k  w a s  m o s t  l i k e l y .  A l l  t h e  a v a i l a b l e  
c a n n o n  i n  t h e  c o u n t r y  w e r e  d r a g g e d  t o  t h e  C i t a 
d e l  a n d  a r e  s t i l l  m o u n t e d  t h e r e  i n  l o n g  g a l l e r i e s  
c o m m a n d i n g  e v e r y  p o s s i b l e  a p p r o a c h .  T h e y  
h a v e  b e e n  m u t e  s i n c e  t h e y  w e r e  m o u n t e d .  E n o r 
m o u s  m a g a z i n e s  w e r e  m a d e  d e e p  i n  t h e  r o c k y  
h i l l s i d e s  i n s i d e  t h e  f o r t ,  a n d  g r e a t  c i s t e r n s  w e r e  
m a d e  f o r  s t o r e s  o f  w a t e r .

T h e  C i t a d e l  w a s  n e v e r  q u i t e  c o m p l e t e d ,  f o r  
C h r i s t o p h e  r u l e d  s o  c r u e l l y  t o w a r d  t h e  e n d  o f  
h i s  r e i g n  t h a t  h i s  s u b j e c t s  r e v o l t e d ,  a n d ,  r a t h e r  
t h a n  b e  c a p t u r e d ,  h e  c o m m i t t e d  s u i c i d e  w i t h  a  
s i l v e r  b u l l e t  i n  t h e  r o c k y  g a l l e r i e s  o f  w h a t  w a s  
to  b e  h i s  m o n u m e n t .  H i s  t o m b  is  s t i l l  i n  t h e  
i n n e r  c o u r t  o f  t h e  C i t a d e l .

I t  i s  s t i l l  t o l d  o f  C h r i s t o p h e  i n  t h e  v i c i n i t y  o f  
h i s  f o r t r e s s  t h a t  h e  o n e  t i m e  m a r c h e d  a n  e n t i r e  
c o m p a n y  o f  h i s  g a u d i l y  u n i f o r m e d  s o l d i e r s  o v e r  
t h e  e d g e  o f  a n  e n o r m o u s l y  h i g h  w a l l  o f  t h e  
C i t a d e l  m e r e l y  t o  i m p r e s s  a  v i s i t o r  w i t h  t h e  i r o n  
d i s c i p l i n e  h e  m a i n t a i n e d ; a n d  t h a t  o n  a n o t h e r  
o c c a s i o n ,  w h e n  h e  c a m e  u p o n  o n e  h u n d r e d  m e n  
s t r u g g l i n g  f u t i l e l y  t o  d r a g  a  h u g e  c a n n o n  u p  t h e  
s t e e p  s l o p e s  o f  t h e  m o u n t a i n ,  h e  o r d e r e d  t h e  
e x e c u t i o n  o f  e v e r y  t e n t h  m a n  u n d e r  t h e  b e l i e f  
t h a t  n i n e t y '  m e n  c o u l d  d o  w h a t  o n e  h u n d r e d  
c o u l d  n o t .  T h e  g u n  w e n t  u p .

W h i l e  h e  w a s  K i n g  h e  c r e a t e d  a c o p i o u s  b l a c k  
a r i s t o c r a c y ,  a n d  a l l  o v e r  H a y t i  t h e r e  a r e  s t i l l  
t o m b s ,  u s u a l l y  i n  t h e  c e n t r a !  s q u a r e  o f  l i t t l e  
v i l l a g e s  i n  t h e  i n t e r i o r ,  w h e r e  l i e  t h e  r e m a i n s  o f  
h i s  n o b l e s . — Captain- P a  Brown.

Rather Read Than Eat
D e a r  E d i t o r :

I ’v e  b e e n  a  c o n s t a n t  r e a d e r  o f  y o u r  f i n e  m a g a 
z i n e  A dventure T rails ( f o r m e r l y  D a n g e r  
T r a i l )  f o r  a t  l e a s t  t w o  y e a r s ,  a n d  I  m u s t  s a y  
t h i s ,  t h a t  y ' o u r  m a g a z i n e  i s  a  b e t t e r  o n e  t h a n  a l l  
t h e  o t h e r  o n e s  p u t  t o g e t h e r .  I  w o u l d  r a t h e r  
r e a d  A dventure T rails t h a n  e a t .  T h e  s t o r y  i n  
t h e  O c t o b e r  i s s u e ,  “ E a g l e  S t u f f , "  b y  R .  A .  M a r -  
t i n s e n ,  s e t  m y  a d v e n t u r o u s  b l o o d  o n  t h e  j u m p .
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I  lik e  a ll r e d -b lo o d e d  s to r ie s  o f  a d v e n tu r e ,  a n d  
s o m e  d a y  I h o p e  to  h a v e  th e  o p p o r tu n i ty  to  
t r a v e l  to  f o r e ig n  c o u n tr ie s .  I w ish  y o u r  m a g a 
z in e  a ll  th e  s u c c e ss  in  th e  w o r ld .—  I-1 • ,i i H e f 
lin , B o x  1477, 1‘a m p a ,  T e x a s .

Here Next Month
The novel next month will be by Albert 

Richard Wetjen and will take its name, 
“Shark Gotcli," from the chief character 
in it. Shark (hitch was a character in real 
life. He lived contemporaneously with 
.such famous adventurers as “Bully'’ 
Hayes and “ Bobby’’ Towns, “German’’ 
Harry and Nicholas the Greek—and he 
was greater than them all, though Gotch 
was not the name he went by. We believe 
that Dick Wetjen in Shark Gotch has 
brought to life the greatest adventurer 
since the immortal Captain Kettle, and are 
sure that most of you will agree.

Also there wall be a story “Soldier of 
the Legion,” by Theodore Roscoe, who 
needs no introduction to you. You will be 
interested to know that “Sun-touched,” a 
story of Mr. Roscoe’s which appeared in 
Dancer Trail a number of months ago, 
was included in the splendid anthology 
"Modern Short Stories” (Macmillan), 
which has just been published.

The contributors to this anthology in
clude most of the great short story 
writers of modern times, and the list of 
names in the preface reads like the Who’s 
Who of the literary aristocracy—where

fore you will understand our pleasure at 
the indirect acknowledgment of the worth 
of the stories and authors that are appear
ing in A d v e n t u r e  T r a i l s .

The third article of our “Through the 
War on a Submarine” series will also be 
here next month. In it you will read of a 
thrilling fight with an enemy seaplane, 
and of a strange premonition of death—• 
and its dramatic sequel. Enough said.
“A dventurers A ll”

This department is a meeting place for 
all adventurers—not only those who them
selves venture on strange trails, or those 
who spin our yarns so vividly, but for 
that greater number who relish corking 
good stories of adventure laid on the 
frontiers of the world.

Have you had an experience worth tell
ing, or do you know something of com
mon interest? Share it with us.

Would you like to go pen-adventuring? 
Write in: maybe someone on a distant 
frontier will be glad to correspond with 
you.

Is there a question you would like to 
ask? Send it along, and we will get the 
answer for you. If the subject is of 
general interest we will answer you here.

Remember, you have a standing, cordial 
invitation to use “Adventurers All.” It is 
your department.

— T h e  E d it o r .



I Turned To Ice  w h en  
I Tried To T alk

-B u t N ow  I C an  Sw ay A n  
Audience o f Thousands/

I HAD always been painfully bashful. When trying to carry on 
even the most commonplace conversation my voice would sound 
unnatural and my hands and knees would tremble. Often I 

would listen to an argument among a group and become so keenly 
interested (hat I would want, to voice my own opinion—yet. timidity 
would keep me silent. I never had the courage to stand up for 
what I knew to be my rights—I was always afraid of “ what people 
would say,”  of ridicule. Since my childhood I had had a  secret 
<11-sire to appear in public—to be active in politics—but, my shyness 
was so great that I turned to ice when I tried to talk—in even 
the smallest gathering l

My inability to talk was also affecting my business success. I 
dreaded going in and asking for a  raise—I was afraid of any 
situation that meant, using my voice—having to express myself. 1 
didn’t know how to present the ideas which I was sure the firm 
could use. 1 was just a plodder—a truck horse, capable of doing 
a lot. of heavy work but of no use where brilliant performance was 
required. Often I would see men who were not, half so thorough 
nor so hard working as 1. promoted to positions where they made 
a brilliant showing—not. through hard work, but through their 
ability to talk cleverly and convincingly—to give the appearance of

b e i n g  efficient and 
skillful.

I n  T w e n t y  
M i n u t e s  a  D a y

And then suddenly I 
discovered a new easy 
method which made me 
a forceful speaker a l
most. o v e r n i g h t .  I 
learned how to domi
nate one man or an 
audience of thousands 
— how to say just the 
right words a t the right 
fit lie, how to win and 
hold the attention of 
those around me, how 
to express my thoughts 
simply and clearly, yet. 
in a pleasing. Interest
ing and amusing way. 
in just a few months f 
was able to make cam
paign speeches for a

W h a t  2d M in u te s  a  D a y  
W i l l  S h o w  Y o u

How to  talk  before your club or lodge 
How to  propose and respond to  to asts  
How to address hoard m eetings 
How to tell en te rta in in g  stories 
How to make a political speech 
How to  make a fte r-d in n er speeches 
How to  converse interestingly 
How to write le tters  
How to  sell more goods 
How to tra in  your memory 
How to enlarge your vocabulary 
How to develop self-confidence 
How to acquire a w inning personality  
How to  strengthen  your w ill-power 

and ambition
How to  become a c le a r , accu ra te

thinker
How to  develop your power of con

centration
How to  become m aste r ©f any situ a tio n

local candidate—I who a short time before bad tamed to ice 
when I tried to carry on an ordinary conversation!

Soon I had won salary increases, promotion, popularity, power. 
Today I always have a ready flow of speech at my command. I 
am able to rise to any occasion, to meet any emergency with just 
the right words, to approach all types of people with ease and 
fearlessness. And I accomplished all this by developing the nat
ural power of speech possessed by everyone, but. cultivated by so 
few—by simply spending 20 minutes a day in my own home on 
this most fascinating subject.

S en d  t e r  T h i«  A m azin g  B onk  
This new method of training is fully described in a very interest

ing and informative booklet which is now being sent to everyone 
mailing the coupon below. This book is called How to Work 
Wonders with Words- In it. you are shown how to conquer stage 
fright, self-consciousness, timidity, bashfulnes.s and fear—those 
things that keep you silent while, men of lesser ability get what 
they want by the sheer power of convincing speech. Not only men 
who have made millions, hut thousands have sent for this book-- 
and are unstinting in their praise of it. Yon are told how to 
bring out and develop your priceless "hidden knack”—the natural 

gift within you—which will win 
for you advaneement in posit ion 
and salary, popularity, social 
standing, power and real suc
cess. You can obtain your 
copy absolutely free by sending 
the coupon,

N O R T H  A M E R I C A N  
I N S T I T U T E

Michigan Ave. D ep t. 1(82
Chicago, Illino is

How Sent /**
FREÊ is

r North Am erican Institu te ,
3601 Michigan Ave., Dept. 1182,
Chicago, Illino is.

Please send me PUKE and without obligation my copy 
of your inspiring booklet. How tn  Work Wonders with 
Words, and full information regarding your Course in 
Effective Speaking.
Name ...................
Address ... ..... .............
City ..... ................

Please mention N ewsstand Group—Men’s L ist, when answering advertisements



Whirl
Away on a
'4 5 " T w i n

Z O O M  o v e r  t h e  hills— s o a r  d o w n  t h e  
s t r a i g h t a w a y s — o n  t h i s  w o n d e r f u l  

m o t o r c y c l e ,  t h e  H a r l e y - D a v i d s o n  “ 4 5 " .  
S p r i n g  t r i p s  o f f e r  n e w  t h r i l l s  w h e n  y o u  
" s m i l e  f o r  m i l e s ”  i n  t h e  c o m f o r t a b l e  
s a d d l e  o f  t h i s  s w i f t  T w i n .  T h e  “ 4 5 "  
h a s  a m a z i n g  g e t a w a y  a n d  s p e e d  e n o u g h  
t o  p a s s  a n y  m i l e - a - m i n u t e  c a r .  I t ’s q u i e t  
a n d  c l e a n ,  t o o — a n d  se ll s  f o r  o n l y  $ 2 9 0  
f. o. b . f a c t o r y .
T h e  p e r f e c t  b a l a n c e ,  e a s y  h a n d l i n g ,  a n d  
p o s i t i v e  b r a k i n g  o f  t h e  “ 4 5 ”  m u s t  b e  
t r i e d  t o  b e  a p p r e c i a t e d .  Y o u r  n e a r e s t  
H a r l e y - D a v i d s o n  d e a l e r  w i l l  g l a d l y  
d e m o n s t r a t e .

Mail (he coupon for illustrated literature.

H a r l e y -D a v id so n
M o t o r c y c l e s

HARLEY'DAVIDSON M OTOR CO.
Dept. N. S. G ., Milwaukee, Wis.

Interested in your motorcycles. Send literature.
Na me........................... -  - ................... ....................— .....
Address........................... ........................................... .......... .......

T one Saxophone
G iv e s  Y o u  A l l  T h e s e ;

P a ten ted  S n ap -on -P ad s. —  the
grea test im provem ent for beau ty  o f 
tone— easy  to  replace— no m ore ce
m enting. F o u n d  only  o n  the Buescher.
P a ten ted  A u to m a tic  O ctave  K ey—  
a lw ays positive. P er fec t sca le  a c cu 
racy—every  tone a lw a y s  full, d e a r ,  true .

T V i / i l  on an y  B uescher S ax o - ’i  
L S U 'y S  A T l u I  phone. C o rn e t. Trom* \  

bone. T ru m p et, o r  o th e r  in s tru m e n t.  You can  g e t  ^  
an y  B uescher in s tru m e n t o n  s ix  d a y s ' t r ia l ,  an d  
p ay  fo r It on  easy  te rm s  t o  s u i t  y o u r convenience.
W rite  fo r  d e ta ils  and free  lite ra tu re .

Buescher Band Instrument Company
2664 Butcher Block C504) ELKHART. INDIANA

W 1̂  u . s .
— Government 
ml Job is 
|  a Good. Job,

8  $1260 to $3400 
a year

STEADY WORK
Vacation 

with lu ll pay

MEN—WOMEN 
18 to 57

V A LU A B L E  C O U P O N  
Mail il lad ay 

S U RE

nstitu te , Dept. _  _ ...........

I Hush to me FREE OF CHARGE, list Of U, >S. Govern
ment BIG PAY JOBS now obtainable. Send FREE 
pase book telling salaries duties, hours, etc., with sample 

| coaching. Tell me how I can get a i>o>ltion.

| A ddress ......... .......... ..... ............... ...............................................................

Please mention Newsstand Group—Men’s L ist, when answering advertisements



H o w  t o  a v o i d  S O R E  T H R O A T

Tests show amazing power 
against bacteria

K il l s  ty p h o id  g erm s  in  1 5  seco n d s
M o r e  t h a n  f i f ty  d i s e a s e s ,  s o m e  s l i g h t ,  s o m e  d a n g e r 

o u s ,  h a v e  t h e i r  b e g i n n i n g  i n  t h e  n o s e  o r  t h r o a t .
T h e r e f o r e ,  a n  i r r i t a t e d  t h r o a t  d e m a n d s  i m m e d i a t e  

a t t e n t i o n .  I t  m a y  b e  t h e  s y m p t o m  o f  a  c o l d — o r  
w o r s e .  T h e  g e r m s  c a u s i n g  t h e  i r r i t a t i o n  m u s t  b e  
k i l l e d  b e f o r e  t h e y  g e t  t h e  u p p e r  h a n d .

I . i s t e r i n e ,  u s e d  f u l l  s t r e n g t h  a s  a 
g a r g l e ,  i s  a  p o w e r f u l  a i d  in  k i l l i n g  
g e r m s .  R e p e a t e d  t e s t s  b y  l a b o r a 
t o r i e s  o f  n a t i o n a l  r e p u t e  p r o v e  it .
F o r  e x a m p l e ,  L i s t e r i n e ,  f u l l  s t r e n g t h ,  
i n  15  s e c o n d s  d e s t r o y e d  e v e n  th e  
v i r u l e n t  M .  A u r e u s  ( p u s ) ]  a n d  B.
T y p h o s u s  ( t y p h o i d ) ]  g e r m .
Y e t  L i s t e r i n e  i s  s o  g e n t l e  a n d  s a f e

i t  m a y  b e  u s e d  u n d i l u t e d  i n  a n y  c a v i t y  o f  t h e  b o d y .
N o w  y o u  c a n  u n d e r s t a n d  w h y  m i l l i o n s  r e l y  o n  

L i s t e r i n e  t o  a v o id  o r d i n a r y  s o r e  t h r o a t  a n d  c o l d s  
e n t i r e l y ,  a n d  t o  c h e c k  t h e m  s h o u l d  t h e y  g a i n  a 
t h r o a t  h o l d .  Y o u ’ll h e  a m a z e d  t o  f in d  h o w  q u i c k l y  
L i s t e r i n e  b r i n g s  r e l i e f .

I f ,  h o w e v e r ,  a  f e e l i n g  o f  s o r e n e s s  p e r s i s t s ,  c a l l  
y o u r  p h y s i c i a n .  I t  i s  n o  l o n g e r  a  m a t t e r  w i t h  w h i c h  

a n  a n t i s e p t i c  c a n  d e a l .
K e e p  a  b o t t l e  o l  L i s t e r i n e  h a n d y  

a t  h o m e  a n d  in  t h e  off ice,  a n d  a t  t h e  
f i r s t  s i g n  o f  t h r o a t  i r r i t a t i o n  g a r g l e  
r e p e a t e d l y  w i t h  i t  f u l l  s t r e n g t h .  
L a m b e r t  P h a r m a c a l  C o m p a n y ,  
S t .  L o u i s ,  M o . ,  U .  S .  A ,

P r e v e n t  a  c o ld  t h i s  w a y ?
C o u n t le s s  c o ld e  s ta r t  w h e n  g e rm s  a re  t a r r i e d  
to  th e  m o u th  o n  f o o d .  By u s in g  L is te r in e  o n  
th e  h a n d s  b e f o r e  e v e ry  m e a l ,  y o u  a t t a c k  su c h  
g e rm s  a n d  le s s e n  th e  r is k  o f  c o ld .  R e m e m b e r  
th is ,  m o th e r s ,  w h e n  h a n d l in g  b a b y 's  f o o d .

Certainly!  
LISTERINE
Th e  Safe Antiseptic

Please mention N ewsstand Group—Men’s L ist, when answering advertisements



Here's news for puzzle fans: C, W. Francis, Matilda Hlkens, A, F. Holt, Miss Leola 
Markus, Alvin Smith won from $1,400.00 to $3,500.00 each in some of our last puzzles. Over 
800 m il prizes awarded nithln a year. In Oct, 1028 alone we paid over $11,000.00 in 
prizes and in the nest few' months will award between 300 and 400 cash prizes la our 
puzzles. Here's a new puzzle for you.
F i l l e t  t l x e  “ :O ifT Q X *© :i:i.t”  I » i© tx x r ©

H er*  ar® tw e lv e  p ic tu re s  o f  C h a rlia  C h ap tin , th e  w o rld  fam o u s  U n ite d  A r t is te  s ta r .  N o , t h e y ’re  n o t all a lik e , 
ev e n  th o u g h  th e y  look e-like. E le v e n  o f  th em  a re  e x a c tly  a lik e ,  b u t o n e  and  only one is  d if fe re n t fro m  a ll tho  
o th e re . T h a t a th e  re a l  C h a rlie  -Chaplin . C an  y ou  find  h im  f  : T h e  d iffe ren ce  m ay b« in  th e  h a t ,  t ..................
1 A A  800 p r iz e s  to ta ll in g  o v e r  $7JKH).00. *3,600 .00  t o  th e  w in n e r  o f  f i r s t  p r ize  a n d
J ”  « ■ dupl i ca t e  p r i te a  in  c a s a  o f  Uea, I f  you  can  fiad i th e  “ d iffe re n t fiaurt>»you
m ay  be th e  o n e  t o  c o t  th is  C ro a t p r is e .

CERTIFICATE FOR $1,000.00 TO APPLY ON GRAND PRIZE SENT AT ONCE AS 
BELOW IF YOU FIND “ DIFFERENT” FIGURE

I f  ro d  find th e  rea l C h a rlie  C hap lin  w e  w ill e en d , a s  soon  a a  c o r re c t a n a w e r i s  r ece iv ed , c e r tif ic a te  f o r  $1,000.00 
to  add  to  th e  f ir s t  p rize  o f $2 ,500 .00 , i f  .‘you w in . a n d  d irec tion*  f o r  g e t t i n g  la rg e s t p n w .  W e  apend  ov er 
$160,000.00 t h i s  w ay  each  y e a r  to  a d v e r t is e  o u r  p ro d u c ts  loeally . N o  c o s t  o r o b liK « tio s . N o th ing : to .b a y  now . 
la te r  o r  e v e r . E v e ry o n e  re w a rd e d  i f  a c tiv e ly  in te r e a te d .  Just se n d  t h e  n u m b e r o f th o  d iffe re n t C haplin  m  
a  le t te r  o r on a  p o s tc a rd . T h a t ’s  a il. S en d  no  m oney . _
F. A. HARRE, ADVERTISING MGR.. DEPT. 275, 510 N. DEARBORN ST.. CHICAGO. ILL.

M a k e  Y o u r  
V e s t  P o c k e t

B r in g  Y o u

‘ 9 5 w , e k J
C ARRY th is  a m a z in g  new- 

a d d in g  m ach in e  in  y o u r  v e s t  
packe t. M ake  $3 ,0 0  an  hour* 

sh o w in g  i t  to  s to re k e e p e r# , b o o k k e e p e rs  profOBeional 
o th e re . A g e n ts .c lo a o fn g  u p  w ith  th is  f a s t  s e l la r .  E v e  
d o es  any  k in d  o f  f ig u rin g  n e e d s  i t  end  w ilt b u y  on s ig h t ,  ’

C o m p le t e  A d d i n s  M a c h in e  O n ly  $2*9$
* te8  ^ ork a d d in g  m a c h in e s . 5tel!e fo r  only

$2.95 , A dda , (sub trac ts  m u l t i p l i e s - - ^  a 
fA lw aya  a c c a r a te - .n e v e r  g v ta  o u t o f  

o rd e r .  O v e r  200 ,000  in  uae. You m ak e  
lOO per cent p r o f i t  on  ev e ry  s a te .  M an! I f  
you  e v e r  h ad  a c h a n c e  to  C L E A N  U P  BIG 
M O N E Y -h a re  i t  is!

S a m p l e  V e - F o - A d  F R E E
Y on d o n 't  Bead ex p e rie n c e . S h ap iro  mad* 

$175 h is f irs t w eek . O th e rs  m ak*  S60 to  $190 
a  w e e k  r e g u la r ly .  Y ou can  sell aa  m an y  a s  8 
V e -F o -A d e a n  h o u r—o v e r  $4 .00  c le a r  profit 
f o r  you . G ra sp  th i s  q u ick ly 1 W r i te  a t  once  
f o r  full d e ta ils  o f  F R E E  V a-P o -A d  o ffe r and 
m y M O N E Y -M A K IN G  P L A N . Do it  NOW  .

id - * '
V E -P O -A U  d u p lic a te s

IT S  W .  M a r t i ,o n  S t.
C. M. CLEARY

, D e p t .  612 ,C h i s a g o ,  111.

H O W  T O  O B T A IN

A PERFECT LOOKING NOSE
My latest Improved Model 25 corrects now ill* 
shaped noses quickly, painlessly, permanently 
and comfortably at home. It is the only nose- 
shaping appliance of precise adjustment a n d  
a safe and guaranteed patent device that will 
actually give you a perfect looking nose 
Write for free booklet which tells you how 
to obtain a perfect looking nose.
M, TRILETY. Pioneer Noseshaping Specialist 
Dept, 3093 Binghamton, N. Y„

H o w ’ s  Y o u r
S t o m a c h ?

M ine's fine, th an k  you. I t  w asn’t  always so. You can 
easily get rid of you r Dyspepsia, Indigestion , C atarrh  
of Stom ach, Belching, H eart F lu ttering , Sour Stom ach, 
N ervousness, C onstipation, H eadache, etc., same a3 I 
did, and in the same way, D on’t send one cent, for I 
am so sure  this trea tm en t will produce like results for 
you  that I  will send it, all charges prepaid, by mail.

A fter i t  has proven itself the m eans of g e tting  rid 
of your s tom ach  troubles, you m ay send m e one dollar. 
H ow  is th a t for confidence and fa irness?  W rite  now. 
Address, Theodore H . Jackson, 84E S tratfo rd  Bldg,, 

Syracuse, N. Y.

I ' l l  f b y  Y o u r  B i l l s
and give you a steady income for 
the rest of your life, if you'll take 
are of my business in ymir lo«al- 

No experience needed. Full 
fqure time. You don't 
est on# cent. Just be 

my local partner. Make 
$15.00 * day easy. Hide 
in a Chrysler Sedan I 
furnish and distribute teas.

No investmeni‘-.“ff™. s p i c e s .  » r w . ,  
i t t M t o t — I ( « r .  " I 1? 8*  « » t - ,  > P *nish all capi- n^h  everything Including 
tal and go 50- worl(J's finest super sales

G E T
C H R Y S L E R

C O A C H
T h is  is  p a r t  o f  m y 
F R E E  o u t f i t  t o  
p r o d u c e r s .  I t  is 
y o u r s  t o  K e e p —n o  
c o n t e s t .

outfit. Lowest, prices. Btg permanent repeat bu: 
Quality guaranteed by $25,000.00 bond.

G E T  P O O D  P R O D U C T S
T'U send big case of highest quality product'.  ̂

:»i2e package' of homo nece-^m#'.
W r i t e  A t  O n c e  wyxffi 

Write quick for fuji informa- p jfc .i 
non. With pet son 1 
y |w t s-i my psfiner. I 
go 50-50. G e t  m y

, world's finest

pai'tners. h my C. W . VAN D £ MARK D""

amazing offer for your 
locality. W r i t e  or 
Wire.

813-BB, Health-0 
Cincinnati, Ohio

Bldg.
$ 1 5 .0 0

C h e s t  o f  F o o d  P r o d u c t s  
t o  m y  R e  p r e s e n t  a t !  r e s

Please meution N ewsstand Group—Men 's L ist, when answering advertisements



M E N  &  W O M E NTobacco Habit
Let Us Help You

1
B
I

I

No craving for tobacco in any 
form after you begin taking Tobacco 
Redeemer. Don’t  try  to quit the tobacco
h ab it unaided. I t ’s o ften  a  losing- figh t ag a in st heavy 
odds and may m ean a serious shock to  th e  nervous 
system. Let us help the tobacco hab it to Quit YOU. 
I t  will q u it you. if  you will ju s t  take  Tobacco Re
deem er according to d irections. I t  is  marvelously 
quick and thoroughly reliable.

Not a Substitute
Tobacco R edeem er con tains no habit-form ing 

d rugs  of any kind. I t  is in no sense a  substitu te  
for tobacco. A fte r  finishing th e  tre a tm e n t you 
have absolutely no desire to  use tobacco again  or 
to continue th e  use of th e  rem edy. I t  makes not 
a  particie of difference how  long you have been 
using  tobacco, how m uch you use o r in w h a t form  
you use i t—w h eth er you smoke cigars, c igarettes , 
pipe, chew plug  o r fine c u t  or use enuff. Tobacco  
Redeem er will positively rem ove all c rav ing  for 
tobacco in any form  in a  few  days. Thia we abso
lu te ly  g u a ran tee  in every case or money re f unded.

W rite today fo r ou r free  booklet show ing the  
deadly effect o f tobacco upon th e  hum an system  
and  positive proof th a t  Tobacco R ed eem er will 
quickly free  you o f th e  habit.

N e w e l l  P h a r m a c a l  C o m p a n y *
Dept. 793 C layton S tation , S t. L ouis, Mo.

$ Q ffO O  "4 Months
^  «  REAL ESTATE, 

S P E C IA LIS T/
That's what Anthony 0. Maurell made after 

getting my free book. Knew nothing about real 
estate until lie learned my successful system.
Men and women—young and old are making 
big money my way. So can you.

F R E E  B O O K  T e l l s  H o w  
Start at home in. spare time. Build im

mensely profitable business of your own. No 
capital or experience needed. Send now for 
full details and positive proof of amazing 
money-making success. Address President 
American Biwmw  Batldbrt, Inc,, Dtpt, B-57_____18 East 18 St, New York

|2 if c 4 . I te ttC to & p a s iif
Here's an oppor- etiLV 
tunity for every- 
o n o to develop 
big muscles and 
obtain great, strength by 
using this heavy-tensioned 
PROGRESSIVE E X E R- 

ClSEli, adjustable from 2t> 
to 200 lbs. resistance. Complete 

instructions with, each exerciser.
Get rid of those aches and pains, indigestion, 

constipation, headaches, etc. Btiild up your body 
and look like a real He-man.

S E N D  N O  M O N E T !Simply pay the postman $2.00, plus a few cents postage, for pvt; • cabled exerciser or $4.00plus a few cents postage, for ten- cat,led exerciser. Moncv back in five days if dic*ali*ficd,
P r » g r e t i i T «  E x e rc is e r C o .
Dept. 5002, Lang don Building 
Duane Street and Broadway 

New York City

M o r e  M o n e y y & rY o u

W E E K L Y
fo r YOU

- j r i _
FU L L T IM E !

k

U W EEKLY

(farlton Mills
o f f e r s  

You^,

Steady Employm
a t  Big  Pay..

A ND IN ADDITION supplies 
you with the means by which 

you will achieve immediate and 
continuous returns in cash!

This offer Is t im e - te e t e d —it  
can without exaggeration goon 
record as a G u a r a n te e . Back of 
It stands.a thoroughly respons
ible company — a recognized 
manufacturer in the d ir e e t - to -  
tc e a r e r  field — a financially 
dominant leader. You can re
pose full confidence in this or-
^0^ 28^00  and the proposition 

makes you.

Fall Time Justified 
Spue Tine Welcened

Carlton Mills g u a r a n fees you 
a proposition b ig  e n o u g h  to Jus
tify your fall time bat g e n e ro u s  
en o u g h  to welcome your spare 
hours. Every minute means 
money. You work with A m b i 
t i o n  as your boss and your suc
cess depends only upon your 
willingness to forge ahead—  
nothing more. What you make 
is yours. What you build will 
always be yours./'

IN C R EA SED  
IN C O M E

NO SWCK SEASON
y ea k g o u n d
B U S IN E S S

EASY HOURS 
PLEASANT WCRK

NO EXPERIENCE 
NECESSARY-NO 

CAPITAL REQUIRED .

Yo«r Profit M tiring Re«aJt» 
from E»ejr.Order Writing

Thru- you Carlton Mills 
goes direct to the consumer 

with an incomparable compe
tition proof line of Men Shirts, 

Neckwear. Underwear—10(1%com
plete!—When you see your elaborate 

sample book with actual fabrics and 
full details you'll recognize your, 
opportunity— a n d  caeh  i t f

B R IN G S  FREE SA M PLE  O U TFIT

CA RLTO N  M IL L S , In c .  D e p t.  1 0 0 -G
1 1 4  FHtt* A v en u e*  New York

C. E. MANDEL, Pres Supply me with the  Carlton 
Line — the means by which I can secure immediate 
and continued returns in cash.

Name_______________________ ________.
A d d r e s s -  

City_—_ . . S t a t e

Please mention Newsstand Group—Men’s List, when answering advertisements



riPA YH fl n  per j]
L MEN W U  W E E K ^ l

I  pay  men $100.00 a  week and  up  by 
m y plan  w hich I w an t to  Rend you 
a i once. Be your own boss, work 
where and  when you like. You can 
d o  (ire even w ithou t previous experi- 
i nc»'. B i g g e s t  v a l u e s  —  p o s i 
t i v e l y  s e l l  o n  s i g h t

P r o f its  in  A d v a n c e
M y plan pays biggest profits and 
commissions in th is  line, all paid 
in advance, we a tte n d  to  deliver 
ing  orders and  collections.

Sell ̂ Tailoring
Astonishing values get o rd e rs  easy  when you show 
sam ples of our tailored  to  o rder, all wool, su its  and 

o*coats a t$23.50,$31.50. 
O ur advertising  helps 
you take  orders  quick.

FREE
This big,fine sample o u t
fit furnished hr—  con
ta in s  100 all wool big 
sam ples a t  $23.50 and 
$31.50, fine colored 
f  ash ions,s t  ationer y , 
supplies, tape, e tc . 
All in classy, fine 

carry ing  case. Al
so com plete 
sales m anu
al, we place 

you  in 
M o n e y  
C l  a  M .

W .Z.Gibson
W » Z , C I M O N ,  I n c . ,  C h ic a g o ,  HI*

GOO T h fo o p  S t „  D ep t, 8 -5 0 4  
Please tend roe roar plan for $100 a week aod oo, alto 

F R E E  outfit and  Bale# m anual.

VctTM

Address

C ity ___________ ____________fltofa

A  $ 1 . 0 0  P a i r

FREE 7°
IF YOU HAVE

Rheumatism
A l s o  a f r e e  t r i a l  oS 
R h e u m .  -  A l t e r a t i v e ,  
, D r a f t s  a r e  w o r n  o n  
t h e  f e e t  b u t  a r e  u s e d  

f o r  t h e  p a i n  o f  r h e u m a t i s m  I n  m u s c le s  a n d  
J o in ts  b y  th e i r  c o u n te r  i r r i t a n t  in f lu e n c e  
th r o u g h  th e  g r e a t  f o o t  p o re s . T h o u s a n d s  
h a v e  w r i t t e n  u s  a b o u t  t h e i r  re c o v e ry . S en d  
n a m e  to d a y  a n d  g iv e  t h e  D r a f t s  a  t r i a l .  I f  
s a t i s f ie d  w i th  th e  b e n e f it  s e n d  m e  o n e  dol
l a r .  I f  n o t,  k e e p  y o u r  m o n e y . Y ou  d e c id e . A 
s p le n d id  n e w  b o o k le t on  K h e u m a t is m , illu s 
t r a t e d  w ith  p la te s ,  c o m e s  w ith  t h e  D ra f ts .  
W r i te  to d a y . S e n d  n o  m o n e y . F R E D E R IC K  
P Y E R  C O M P A N Y , S u i t a  1082 D y e r B u ild in g , 
fc>*5k&cn, M ich ,

Now You Can Have 
A N ew Skin-3  Days 
Blemishes Vanish!

GET THIS FREE
— and, learn th a t w hat was considered impossible before 
— the banishing of pim ples, blackheads, freckles, large 
pores, tan , oily skin, wrinkles and other defects—can 
now be done by any person a t home in, 3  days’ time, 
harm lessly and economically.

I t  is all explained in a new treatise  called “ B E A U T I
F U L  N E W  S K IN  IN  3 D A Y S ," w hich ,is being mailed 
absolutely free to readers of this publication. So. w orry 
no more over your hum ilia ting  skin and complexion or 
signs of aging. Simply send your name and address to 
M 'ARVO B E A U T Y  LA  B O R A T O R IE S , D ept. 149 J. 
No. 1700 Broadw ay, N ew  Y ork, N. Y ., and you will 
receive it by re tu rn  mail, w ithout charge o r  obligation. 
I f  pleased, te ll your friends abou t it.

xvy.y.
’50° Get Info

pThe Shoe Business
rn tfm t investm en tf

X

/ W e s t a r t y o u .  Inexperi- 
^ fe n c ed w o rk e rse a rn $5,000 ^  

- /y e a r ly w ith o u rd ire c t  to  w ear 
y e  t  p lan . E asy  to  ta k e  o rders . 

■ /Just show  th e  fam ous T a n n e rs  
y  lin eo fsh o esan d  hosiery fo r Men, 

/W o m e n  andC h iid ren .W e te ll how  
^ n d w h e r e to s e lL  Pa ten ted  raeas- 

/u r e m e n t  sy stem  in su res  p e rfec tfit. ^  
/ B i g  fac ilities  G u aran tee  p ro m p t d eliveries. 

/ Y o u  collect v o a r p ay  d a ily . W e fanrfah.$40.(rv 
f  on t  fit co n ta in in g  ac tu a l shoe* and  ac tu a l hosiery  

r  —a  la rg e r  v a rie ty  o f  s ty le s  an d  sizes th an  any  
f  Btoro. Send f o r  fre e  b o o k  * ‘G ettinff A head - 

en d  fo il p a rticu la rs . N o o b ligation . W rite  now !

T a n n e r s  S h o e  M a n u f a c tu r i n g  C o . 
6 3 2  T Sou th  C  S tr e e t  B osto n , M aas.

The rare, va lu ab le  secret hook
w hich has  astounded th e  world. 
Reveals the  secret9 .of hypnotism , 
telepathy, personal m agnetism , 

mesm erism, clairvoyance, m i ad-rest ding, etc. ThU 
book—called th e  w o r je r  o f  the  20th C entury — 
worth $3, b u t sen t Free to  you if  you order our 
rem arkable course in  P ra c tica l H ypnotism — 
teaches you how to control o thers— m ake every
body obey your every wish nut! desire—coiuiuer 

________ __  had h a b its , enemies, w in success in  life  and
Love, o b ta in  p o w er, w e a lth , acdial p o s itio n . E x p la in s  th e  g r e a te s t  fo rc e  in th e  

feU tory  o f m an . T h e  m oat p e r f e c t ,  co m p le te  and ea s ily  le a rn e d  s y s te m . P ay  only  
#2.45 on a r r iv a l,  tneladino- th e  " H y p n o tic  E v e ’’ r r r a t M t  a id  to  be*nnn*rs. 
EDUCATOR PRESS, 19 Park Row, New York City. Dept. M-41

m e n  n e e d e d  f o r  r a i l r o a d s
Nearest their homes— everywhere— to train for F irem en. Brake men,
beginners $150 to  $250 m onthly. Prom oted to  C onductor o r E ngineer— 
$3.000to$4,000 yearly. Highest wagesen railroads, A lsoclerkbeginners. 
RAILWAY EDUCATIONAL A SSN ., Dept. P -30 , Brooklyn, N, Y.

P A T E N T S
T im e counts in  applying fo r  paten ts. D on’t  r isk  delay  in 
pro tecting  your ideas. S end sketch  o r m odel for in s tru c 
tions or w rite for F R E E  book, "H ow  to  O bta in  a  P a te n t"  
and "R ecord  of in v en tio n "  form . No charge for in fo rm a
tion on how to  proceed. Com m unications s tric tly  confiden
tia l. P ro m p t, care fu l, efficient service. Clarence A.
O’Brien. R egistered  P a ten t A ttorney , 1871, Security  S av 
in us a n d  Coimn’l Bank B uild ing (d irectly  avro-?> street 
from  P a te n t  Office) W ashington , D. 0 .

Please mention Newsstand Group—M e.v’s L ist, when answering advertisements



F R E E  To Men P a st 4 0

A  W E L L - K N O W N  s c i e n t i s t ' s  n e w  b o o k  a b o u t  
o l d  a g e  r e v e a l s  f a c t s ,  w h i c h ,  t o  m a n y  m e n ,  

w i l l  b e  a m a z i n g .  D i d  y o u  k n o w  t h a t  t w o - t h i r d s  
o f  a l l  m e n  p a s t  m i d d l e  a g e  a r e  s a i d  t o  h a v e  a  
c e r t a i n  s e l d o m  m e n t i o n e d  d i s o r d e r ?  D o  y o u  
k n o w  t h e  f r e q u e n t  c a u s e  o f  t h i s  d e c l i n e  i n  v i t a l i t y  ?

Common Old-Age Symptoms
M e d i c a l  m e n  k n o w  t h i s  c o n d i t i o n  a s  h y p e r t r o p h y  
o f  t h e  p r o s t a t e  g l a n d .  S c i e n c e  n o w  r e v e a l s  t h a t  
t h i s  s w o l l e n  g l a n d — p a i n l e s s  i n  i t s e l f — n o t  o n l y  
o f t e n  c h e a t s  m e n  o f  v i t a l i t y ,  b u t  a l s o  b e a r s  o n  t h e  
b l a d d e r  a n d  i s  o f t e n  d i r e c t l y  r e s p o n s i b l e  f o r  s c i 
a t i c a ,  b a c k a c h e ,  p a i n s  i n  t h e  l e g s  a n d  f e e t ,  f r e 
q u e n t  n i g h t l y  r i s i n g s ,  a n d  d i z z i n e s s  d e n o t i n g  h i g h  
b l o o d  p r e s s u r e .  W h e n  a l l o w e d  t o  r u n  o n  i t  i s  
f r e q u e n t l y  t h e  c a u s e  o f  t h e  d r e a d e d  d i s e a s e  c y s 
t i t i s ,  a  v e r y  s e v e r e  b l a d d e r  i n f l a m m a t i o n .

65%  Have This Gland Disorder
P r o s t a t e  t r o u b l e  i s  n o w  r e a c h e d  i m m e d i a t e l y  b y  a  
n e w  k i n d  o f  h o m e  t r e a t m e n t — a  n e w ,  s a f e  h y g i e n e  
t h a t  g o e s  d i r e c t l y  t o  t h e  g l a n d  i t s e l f ,  w i t h o u t  d r u g s ,  
m e d i c i n e ,  m a s s a g e ,  l e s s o n s ,  d i e t  o r  t h e  a p p l i c a t i o n  
o f  e l e c t r i c i t y .  I t  i s  a b s o l u t e l y  s a f e .  5 0 , 0 0 0  m e n  h a v e  
u s e d  i t  t o  r e s t o r e  t h e  p r o s t a t e  g l a n d  t o  n o r m a l  
f u n c t i o n i n g .  T h e  p r i n c i p l e  i n v o l v e d  i n  t h i s  t r e a t -  

m ent is recom m ended by p ractically  all the physicians in 
Am erica. Am azing recoveries a re  often m ade in six days. 
A nother grateful effect is usually the im m ediate disap

pearance of chronic constipation. U sually  the entire 
body is toned up  as m uch of your youthful vigor is 
restored . These results are guaranteed . E ither you feel 
ten years  younger in six days o r the  treatm ent costs 
nothing.

Send for FREE Book
I f  you have th is gland tro u b le  or if you have any of the 
sym ptom s m entioned above, you should not lose a day in 
w riting fo r the scientists free Book, “ W hy M any M en 
A re O ld A t 40 .” I t  will enable you to  ask yourself 
certa in  frank  questions th a t reveal your tru e  condition. 
Every m an past 40 should make this test, as insidious 
prosta te  d iso rder often leads to surgery . This book is 
absolutely free, but mail coupon imm ediately, as the 
edition is lim ited. A ddress

T he E L E C T R O  T H E R M A L  C O M PA N Y  
4811 M orris Ave., Steubenville, Ohio 

I f  you live W est of th e  Rockies, address '-rt 
The E lectro  Therm al Co., dtKt Van Nuys 11 
Building, Dept. 48-1J, Los Angeles, Calif. I p  
I n C anada, address T he E lectro  Therm al II 
Co., D esk  4 S -I\ 44 Y ongc S t., T oronto , Can.

m̂iiimi;gUp.Iiihiiri]Uur[fj;;,i;;«iii!]aTijiLiiuuiiiurti:i{!i]i]iniui:uinM[j,.:i:;,'rn;!i;i.'i’ . iri" n " !r,i!U
|  T H E  E L E C T R O  T H E R M A L  C O M PA N Y  |
1  4814 M orris Ave., Steubenville, Ohio. if,
% Please send me Free, and w ithout obligation, a ^ 
f  copy of your booklet, "W hy  M any M en Are Old m 
§l A t 40 .” M ail in plain wrapper.

§  Name ............................................................................................  .1

i  A ddress .................    -I

|  City . . . ____ . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .S ta te  ............   ^

{-ALWAYS HAVE LUCK!—$
U n l u c k y  in  M o n e y ,  
G a m e s ,  L o v e  o r  
B u s i n e s s ?  Y o u  
s h o u ld  c a r r y  a  p a i r  
o f  g e n u in e  M Y S T IC ! 
B R A H M A  R E D  
H I G H L Y  M A G 
N E T I C  L O D E -  
S T O N E S .  R a r e ,  

A m a z in g ,  C o m p e l l in g ',  
A t t r a c t i v e .  t h e s e  
L I V E  L O D E S T O N E S  
a r e  c a r r i e d  b y  O c 

c u l t  O r i e n t a l  p e o p le  a s  a  P O W E R F U L  
L U C K Y  C H A R M , o n e  t o  p r e v e n t  B a d  L u c k ,  
E v i l  a n d  M is f o r t u n e ,  a n d  t h e  o t h e r  t o  a t 
t r a c t  m u c h  G o o d  L u c k ,  L o v e ,  H a p p i n e s s  a n d  
P r o s p e r i t y .  S p e c ia l ,  o n l y  $ 1 .9 7  f o r  t h e  tw o .  
W i t h  fre©  f u l l  i n s t r u c t i o n s .  P a y  p o s t m a n  
$1.97 a n d  15c . p o s t a g e  o n  d e l i v e r y .  S a t i s 
f a c t i o n  o r  m o n e y  r e f u n d e d .  Y o u  c a n  b e  
L U C K Y ! O r d e r  y o u r s  T O D A Y !
D e p t .  4 fl8 , P .  S . B U R E A U ,  G e n e r a l  P .  O .

B o x  72. BRO O K LY N , N. Y.
NOTICE! We absolutely GUARANTEE these genuine 
Mystic Brahma Lodestones are ALIVEJ Just what you 
want, for they are the Real Thing—POWERFUL, 
HIGHLY MAGNETIC!

Please mention N ewsstand Group—Men’s List, when answering advertisements

like the H&waiians/ ^
O n ly  4  M o tio n *  u:
m en t. O u r n a tiv e

?ed in  p lay in g  th is  fa sc in a tin g  instruw  i f f *  
H aw aiian  in s tru c to rs  te a c h 'y o u  to  .Vj

thing explained clearly 
P lay  in H a lf H o u r

A f te r  you s e t  th e  fo u r  
«ta»y m o tio n s  you  p lay  
h a rm o n io u s  c h o rd a  w ith  
v e ry  t i t t le  p r a c t ic e .  No 
p rev io u s  m u s ic a l k n o w l
e d g e  n e e d e d .

g x r f ? V T  when you enroll
- a  s w e e t  t o n e d

E a s y  L e s s o n s
E v e n  i f  y o u  d o n ’t  k now  
o n e  n o te  f ro m  a n o th e r ,  
th e  f>2 p r in te d  le s so n s  
a n d  c le a r  p ic tu r e s  m ake  
i t  eatty  t o  le a rn  q u ic k ly . 
P ay  a s  you  p lay , 

when you enroll

H A W A I I A N  G U I T A R ,  C a r r y i n g  C a s e  a n d
P l a y i n g  O u t f i t —  
V a l u e  * 1 8  t o  * t«

N o  e r tr a a -e v e r y th in g  in c lu d e d

W RITE AT ONCE fo r  a t t r a c t iv e  o ffe r  
and  ea sy  te r m s .  Y ou have  e v e ry  ik in g  
to  g a in . A PQ.tteai-ij w ill d o .  A CT!

-----------  1 1 -  . . .
C O U R S E S  I B an io  u k u le le  U n d e r  w e ll k n o w n  in s tru c to r s .  

F I R S T  H A W A IIA N  C O N S E R V A T O R Y  o f  M U S IC , In c ,
9 th  Floor, Woolworth Bldg. Dept. 269
A d Droved a s  o C o rr ta p o n d u n c e  S r  hoot U nrirt 

Nvu> Y o r k  -  M em b er N a tio n a l  H ot

N ew  Y o r k ,  N . V.
th e  L a v e  o f  th e  S ta te  o f  
e. S tu d y  ( fo u n t it



ACCOUNTING
THOUSANDS of Ambitions men 
are earning more money today 
becaoae they know Accounting. 
Send for our 80-page book, "How 
to Learn Accounting,” end the 
firat lesson. Both trill he sent fr e e .

I n t e r n a t io n a l  A c c o u n ta n ts  S o c ie ty ,  I n c .  
A  D ivision  o f  th e  

AiKtarmea H amilton I nsthtto 
Dept* 983411 So. Michigan Ave-, Chicago, IIL

NEW AN D  S IM P L E  D ISC O V E R Y

CLEARS-THE-SKIN
W e prove it to  you  F R E E . S E N D  N O  M O N E Y .
W rite  to d ay  fo r P R O O F  and  full d e ta ils  o f o u r liberal 
p rep a id  FU L L  S IZ E  T R IA L  PA C K A G E. 
G U A R A N T E E D  F O R  A L L  S K I N  T R O U B L E S  
O u ick iy  ends  P im p les . B lack h ead s. W h iteh ead s . C o arse  
P o res , W rink les, O ily  S h iny  Sk in . F rec k le s , C hron ic  
E czem a, S tu b b o rn  P so ria s is . S c a le s , C ru s ts , P u stu les  
B arb ers  Itch , Itch ing  Skin, S cab b le s . so ften s  and  w h itens 
the  skin.. J u s t  • e n d  «x» y o u r  n a m e  a n d  a d d r e s * .
A N D R E  &  C O l .  751 E .  42n d  S i . .  S o i l *  65 .  C b i c i t g o

 ̂W ho does not w ish  w ealth , 
.success, lo re  a n d  h ap p i- 

InessY W ear th is  M ystic 
T alism an  and follow the 

secret ru les of luck and 
fortune, t a rred  on each 
side of tills gorgeous ring 
is a figure of the god- 

| dess of luck. H er emblem 
is sa id  to bring  success 

| to  th e  w earer in  love, 
w ealth , business, accord
ing to th e  belief of the 
anc ien ts. Genuine 14KL 
a n tiq u e  gold S and  is 
m ounted w ith  an  actual 

a — e g , - » ,  82 facet, one C arat rê - 
S ^ i y ^ P P l  n ^ n  producuon of a genuine
I T l  r*  1 |i% IllllIS lMMf $.'n").in) dUi:ioi:.l, I t s

® I gA  I’lazing play of colors and
IFIfP|FB*MjiPP &it. IfM B Hffiy fire defies detec. ion from 
f f y - F T *  the genuine. Guaranteed

years. F R E E  GIFT 
/ O F F E R :  F o r  a lim ited
r tim e, to  those  who send fur

___  M ystic Luck Ring. vr«
w ill send as  a  g if t  along w ith  th e  rin g  a  b eau tifu l 
piece of jew elry w hich  everyone w ants, W hen you get 
It you w ill agree th a t  th e  g ift  is w ra th  tw ice to you 
the  sm all p r ic e  you pay for th is  M ystic Good Luck 
Ring. SEN D  NO MONEY, ."hut send a  s tr ip  of paper 
to  show your finger size. W hen the  package arrives.
pay postman only $£.56 pin* po&tage. You will find beautiful gift in the package. Woar the Mystic Ring 7 days and '7 oients mid follow the v rule* we send you. If not satisfied return ring within 6 days and moctsy willibe refunded. For your luck’s sake, send today. 
THE MIZBAH CO., 18 E. Kinzie St., Dept. 66, Chicago

Start Without lnv«at-
m * n t in s  profitable 
Bhirt baaineea o f  your 

ow n. T ak e  o rders in your 
d is tr ic t fo r  nationally-know n 

B ostonian  S h irts . $ 1 .5 0  c o m - 
„ d i la t io n  fo r  you on sa le  o f 8 «hlrts

fo r  $ 6 .95 --P o s te re  p a id .  ?9 value, so K ran teo d  f a s t  co lo rs . 
N e  e ip e r ie n c o  n e e d e d . C o m p le te  Beilin® e q u ip m e n t PR EEI

GOOD P A T  PGR H O N EST W O R K ER S
B iz e a rn tn g s  fo r  am b itio u s  w o rk e r* . G e n u in e  b ro a d c lo th  In fo u r 
f a s t  co lor* . W rite  fo r  m o n ey -m ak in g  p la n , f r e e  o u tfit, w ith  
ac tu a l c lo th  s a m p le s  a n d  e v e ry th in g  n eed ed  to  s t a r t .  Nun* 
and  a d d re s s  on  p o s ta l wUl d o .  Write TODAY! SURE!
BOSTONIAN MFG. CO.. B-5ft 172 R A M  Sr. Bnstcti.Mssi-

P R E P A R E  F O R  A N

CAREJ

• t h r u  th e  o n ly  a r t  s c h o o l o p e r a te d  
a s  a d e p a r tm e n t  o f  a  large  a r t  o r -

§a n iz a t io n , w h o  h a v e  a c tu a lly  p ro -  
u c e d  over a q u a r te r  m il l io n  d ra w 

in g s  for  le a d in g  a d v ertise rs . W h ere  
e ls e  c a n  y o u  g e t  so  w id e a n  ex p er i
e n ce ?  H o m e  s tu d y  in s tr u c t io n .  
W rite  for  i l lu s t r a te d  b o o k  t e l l in g  o f  
o u r  s u c c e s s fu l s tu d e n t s .

MEYER BOTH COMPANY
Michigan Ave. at 20th St. Dept,60, Chicago, UL 

N E W  S C I E N T I F I C  W O N D E R

PRICE

10c _
3 -2 5 c  oo stamps B I G  F U f
P A W  C  You apparently see thru Clothes. Wood, 

¥  ^ 9  Stone, any object. See Bonus in Flash. 
FREE Pkg. radio picture films, takes pictures without 
cam era. You'll like 'em. (1 pkg, with each 25o order.)
MARVEL MFO. CO., D*pt. 6 0 ,  NEW HAVEN, CONN.

Please mention N ewsstand Group—Men’s L ist, when answering advertisements



QUICK CASH!
I'll show you how to make

# 1 5 4 2 0  a day
A T  O N C E !

Go out afu-r sutnH'r and come hack with $10 
—$15—$20 or mo.ro eadi—in yotir pocket.
I f  you want to m ake $75 to Siurt a  week— 
steady —I've «ot th e  proposition y o u 're  look* 
iit*; to t. 1 say you r a n  clean up  w ith  th is  
Mew lino of t;otl O lhifts a n d  B u tterfly  JlotU  
Bags a u d  E li prove it!

8 4 1 -M  l a  3 A f t e r n o o a a
Ccd-O* Bags liave alw ays been fast sellers..
Now they're being m ade in color. B eau ti

ful green, blue, ro^e. Arid : key come vsidipped 
with a  new patem ed slide  fastener! W ill 
they  S ill? Why, my I l.c i > resell ta il  v e* h a  ve 
been m aking S10 a n d  $15 a (lay. tak ing  
orders for r e d  O -B ags, w ithout the  help  of 
color. 11. A. Sm ith . M o.. m ade .>ii in two 
hours. ,U»e B chha«vr m ade $10 in  h a lf  an hour. \V. A. N eal, 
tv  in :l.rf*.* aft.*rnoon- m ade $-11 .$0. Now th in k  w liat you 
can  d o  w ith ihe>e new. ad d itio n a l soiling features.

G e t  Y o u r  P r o H t  I n  C a s h —A t  O n c e ?
And I haven'i tu!d > oil the whole story yet. I ’ve added Butter fly 
Min h Bag-. : o my Line. They're m ade of be-auUi'al Egyptian f i t -  
tcrime in cliohv of seven color combination-.. 'Women are rraxy 
about them. With a line like thi-, all you have to do is show 
your mi in pies end hi) our order blanks. You gc-r your pn-.;k on 
the spot. 1 deliver and cullee*.
G e t  S t a r t e d  W O W . D e la y  W i l l  C o # t Y o u  M o n ty
Thousands o f  d o lla rs  a rc  just w aiting  for you, righr in yi«ur

New patented slide 
fastener lock* Ced* 
0-Bags se c u re ly  
a n d  permanently 

against moths.

neighborhood. JKi 
atari now. Uut 
w :rh me a; one 
a u d  su re  -wri'e

a rs  a rc  
you m u x  act qu irk , 

e only way you can  Immt 
I f you really  w an t $15 

r d«*ta)N. TODAY.

Coiner M anufacturing Company
D e p t .  » l - W  D a y t o n ,  O t . lo

N ^ » « 4 5 d W ^ t « a 4 n p
C a t h  P r a H t a  P a i d  D a l l r

No uuastion about it-, any man can easily 
yam $45 a  week and up, Just showing 
our wonderful outfit and taking orders 
for our hiKh-grade tailoring. Never be
fore such low prices and beautiful styles..

CJ©£/|£>*FREE
To In tro d u c e  o u r  u n b e a ta b la  t a l o a ,  c!***y a ty lo s  and 
p a r t e d  tailo ring-, w s  m ak *  th is  In tro d u c to ry  f re e  s u it  
o t te r—som « th i hit d i l te f e n t .  b e t te r ,  b f r g a r ,  m ore  lib e ra l 
Chan any  off**? o v e r  m ad e .
New  Style  Outfit v f  la rtfa  rea l c lo th  a&mpiea—e v e ry 
th in *  fu rn ish e d  f R f  E . tfVf/H to d a y  f o r  f r e e  s it i t  o jfe r  
a n d  big m o n e y -m a k in g  p la n a .
P R O C R E S S  T A IL O R IN G  C O .. Bin. B-204 Chicago

FRENCH
LOVE DROPS
An enchanting exotic perfume of Irre
sistible charm, clihgliig for hour? like 
lover? loath to pan. Jo.; a tiny 
drop Is enough. Full si/,e bode ?I . •_'*) 
prepaid or $1.3$ C. (). !>, plus *>os- 
t»ge. Secret.-; and ever! acting Or let dal 
Passltui-Fkover> free. i

D 'O R O  C O .
Bax 90, Vtrick Station. New York !

Dept. NSC 2 j

GET RID 
OF YOUR 
Free Trial Treatment

on refusal. Ask for my "pay-wiicn- roduccd’' offer, 
1 have succiwsfiiilv reduced thousands &f person?, with
out starvation diet or burden some ererc-Lse, often at 
a rapid rate. Let me tend you proof at my expense.
D R .  R .  N E W M A N ,  L i c e n s e d  P h y s ic ia n
S ta te  o f N . V ,  2 8 6  F ifth  A ve ., N .Y .. D e sk  M

1’U-a-v mention Newsstand Group—Men

W L a ta M C K !

BOYS, that’s a SAMPSON back, some
thing new in the physical culture field— 

something new in muscular development. 
Until you read SA M PSO N ’S story you 
haven't even started to learn the possibilities of 
your ou'ii back. Yes, and your arms and legs 
and insides.

Sampson has learned the secret of jungle 
.strength. He has mixed it with amazing new 
scientific discoveries and the newer knowledge 
of man’s private life all for your benefit.

Send For Big FREE Booklet!
Clip, fill out and mail that coupon right 

now for the most amazing muscle building 
revelations of modem tiaras. FIND OUT 
WHAT IS WRONG WITH YOU! Find 
out about the amazing Sampson apparatus 
which includes a ROW ING MACHINE 
that onlv Sampson gives you. Send for your 
copy of ’-FOR MEN ONLY”—today! ' 

Rush the coupon while it’s hot to the stock 
room wher« they keep backs like the one in 
the picture above.

JA CQ U ES SAMPSON, i n c .

T i m e s  B u i l d i n g ,  D e p t .  3 2

T i m e s  S q u a r e  N e w  Y o r k ,  N .  \ .

J a c q u e s  S a m p s o n . I n c .,
T i m e s  B u i l d i n g ,  D e p t .  32 ,
T i m e s  S q u a r e ,
N e w  Y o r k .  X .  Y .

S e n d  m e  a  c o p y  o! “FOR M E N  Oh I Y ! 
w o n ' t  s p e n d  a  p e n n y  u n le . - s  I w a n t  to .

Name .............................................................................

.Address ............................................................

C i t y  ................................................... S t a t e .............................................

s List, when answering advertisements



H e  L e f t  H i s  

C a l l i n g  C a r d
—Telltale Finger Printsl

T hree  bloody finger 
p rin ts  on the cash  register! 

_  # H e m igh t as  well have left h is  call
ing  card —his doom w as already w ritte n ! G et th is  g rip 
p ing  story FR EE , w ith 12 o thers  ju s t as  e x c itin g !

13 True Detective Stories
G ripping  M ysteries! G ruesom e 
Tragedies! H air-Raising Climaxes! 
Every story  a th rill! T hink  o f it! 

Real Secret Service O pera to rs  give you “ inside dope" 
on real crim e cases. Mail coupon quick!—and get these 
stories FREE1

F R E E !

F inger P rin t E xperts  solved every  one of these  weird, 
blood-curdling crim es—and got the  big rew ards! Every 
day m ore and m ore tra ined  m en a re  needed. O pportu
nities are unlim ited!
T he knock of opportunity  is th e  knock o f the postm an 
a s  he brings you this book, “ F in g er P r in ts /’ It brings 
you fascinating  tru e  detective  sto ries—it te lls you how 
YOU can becom e a F inger P rin t E xpert quickly and 
easily in your spare  tim e a t hom e 1 YOU can  m ake $2500 
to  $10,000 a year in th is th rilling  profession!

University of Applied Science
1820 Sunnysicle A ve., D ep t. 15*62 Chicago, 111.

Mail ThisN O W forFree Book
U n iv ers ity  o f A pplied  S c ien ce , D ep t. 15*62 \

1820 Snm nyside A ve ., C h icag o , 111. ■
W ith o u t a n y  obligation  w hatever, send me your new fu lly  nine- « 
t ra te d , FR EE book of a u th en tic  d e tec tiv e  tales, “ F in g e r P r in ts '';  ?  
also your F ree o ffer and full p a rticu la rs  about y o u r Low P rices ■ 
and  E asy  Term s.

1 also )

N am e__

A d d rt se ..

City and S ta te ------------------------------- ----------------------Age.

eve Y o u  B e r n #
under a L ucky Star i

Are you Happy in Y our Love A ffairs?
Are you successful in your business?
Are you surrounded by beautifu l f r ie n d 
ships o r troubled  by enem ies?

M adam e C harm  a , known to  th o u san d s 
th rough  her rad io  ta lk s  on  Astrology, will 
g ladly a id  and  adv ise  you in  your troubles.
Let h e r point o u t th e  Secrets of H appiness, 
your S ta r  of D estiny, your Lucky Days, 
an d  m any o ther v ita l m atters a s  ind ica ted  
by Astrology, by w hich  you m ay he  guided 
along an  easier p a th  to  a  life o f  H appiness 
and  P rosperity . A Special $1 B ead in g  w ill 
be sen t you, sealed  in  a  p la in  envelope, 
on receip t of a  2 -cent stam p a n d  only 25 
cents, which w ill he retu rned  if  you a re  
n o t pleased. Y our request w ill be trea ted  
in  s tr ic te s t confidence. Be su re  to  give 
your nam e In full and your exact b irth  
d a te . Address m e a s  follotvs:

MADAME CHARMA 
G raduate  Astrologer 

122 Fifth Avenue, Suite 88. New York

A Brand New High Grade Fine Tone^
VIOLIN, TENOR BANJO, HAWAIIAN GUITAR/--- 
BANJO, CORNET. UKULELE, BANJO UKULEtt, 
_  GUITAR OR MANDOLIN ’

--------------- — _ — —ay  b y  o _______________________  ___ ______ _
•  few  c e n ts  a  d ay  fo r  le sso n s . N o o th e r  c h a rg * . Y ou p*y w hile  you 
le a rn . In s tru m e n t  and  f ir s t  leaaons sent on F R E E  t r ia l .  W rite  to d ay . 

CHICAGO CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL OF MUSIC, INC. 
1 6 3 2  No. Hoisted S t., Dept. 741 Chicago, 111.

E x ecu tiv e  A cco u n tan t*  a n d 'C .T T A .’■ e a rn  *5.000 to *10,000 a y e a r . 
T housand*  o f  firm s p e e d  th em . O nly 9.000 C e rtif ie d  P u b lic  A c c o u n t
a n ts  in  th e  u n i te d  S ta te s .  W e tra in  you tb o ro ly  a t  hom e in sp a re  tim e  
lo r  u . r . A . ex am ina tion*  o r  e x e c u tiv e  ac c o u n tin g  p osition* . P re v io u s  
ru7?rMenr,e T ra in in g  u n d e r  th e  p e rso n a l eu perv ia ion  o f
V ill ia m  B. C a a te n h o h . A M .. C . P .  A ., and  a la rg e  s ta f f  o f  C . P. 
A. b In c lu d in g  m em b ers  o f  th e  A m erican  I n s t i tu te  o f A cco u n tan t* . 
W rite  fo r  f r e e  book . A cco u n tan cy , th e  P ro fea s io n  t h a t  P a y * . '*  v
L a S a lle  E x te n s io n  U n iv e rs ity , D e p t. 2 7 5 -H  C h l c « n  

The World’s Largest Business Training institution

foreign World
Like to  T rave l—Does Romantic, W ealthy 
South America call you? Unusual oppor
tunities for young m en. American em
ployers. Fare and  expenses furnished. 

BIG  PA Y . W rite for Free List.
SOUTH AMERICAN SERVICE BUREAU
14600 Alma Avenue Detroit. Michigan

w o rk .
EA R N  $ 3 0  T O  $ 2 0 0  W E E K LY

O tto  W leg an d , M d.. h o m e-s tu d y  g ra d u a te ,  road*  
*12,000 fro m  h is  b u s in e ss  in  ona y e a r . J o h n  
VftaeoB, N . Y ., ge t*  $2* fo r  a  *how  c a rd .  C ra w 
fo rd ,  B. (L , writ©*: “ E a rn e d  *200 w hile ta k ic  
c o u r s e .1 * W rit*  f o r  c o m p le te  in fo rm a tio n ,

DETRO IT SCHOO L O F  LETTERING180 S tlm sun Ave. E a t .  189S

Please mention Newsstand Group—Men 's L ist, when answering advertisements

DETROIT, MICH.



Make Yourself Fit 
For Marriage

You dare no t m a rry  and r isk  w reck
ing  some loving g irl's  life if you are 
a  w eak , nervous, sickly, undeveloped 
fellow. D o n ’t plunge in to  wedlock 
un til you are a hundred  per cent 
m an— strong , energetic, vigorous* 
v ita l man who com m ands respect 
and  adm iration—a m an who can 
b ring  happiness in to  a wife’s life.

Through STR0NGF0RT1SM 
I can make a man of you

G et rid of the effects of w rong liv
ing, excesses, stim ulants. Banish 
catarrh , colds, constipation , bad 
blood, nervousness, rheum atism , dys
pepsia, etc. Com e clean. T ell me 
y o u r Trouble.

S E N D  F O R  M Y  F R E E  B O O K

“Life’s Energy Through Strongfortism” 

STRONCFORT INSTITUTE
LIONEL 55TKONGFORT, Director 

Physical an d  H ealth  Specialist fo r  O ver  27 Tears  
DEPT. 667. NEWARK, NEW JERSEY, U. S. A,

Send me y ou r free book.

Name  ____,— ---------------------——„  
Occupation —*— ,—   —,— ,..— —-Age ...

Address ------------ ----------- .—      

FOUNDS N atu re ’s N earest R ival! Iv I M -  
B E R L Y  T R U -F L A S H  G E M S. All 

< the blazing blue-white flame and flash 
of a  genuine $o<)U.OO diamond. Only 
experts can teli it from real gem. 
M ounted in latest design,_ solid s te r l
ing  silver, platinum -like finish. F o r 
ladies or gents. G uaranteed 2~> years. 
S E N D  N O  M O N E V  1 Pay postm an 
$2.75 and postage on arrival.

LA M A E  J E W E L E R S  
431 W abasha St,, St. Paul, M inn,

BOYS! BOYS! BOYS!
TH R O W  YO U R VOICE

Into a t r u n k ,  u n d e r  the 
b e d  o r  a n y w h e r e .  L o t s  o f  
f u n  f o o l i n g  t h e  t e a c h e r ,  
p o l i c e m a n  or f r i e n d s .

The Ventrilo
a  little  instrum ent, fits in the m outh  
o u t of sight, used with above fo r 
B ird Calls, etc. A nyone can use it.
NEVER FAILS. A Ifi-page Course ©n 

Ventriloauism. the Ventrilo. and our 450-page catalog of novelties, 
tricks, puzzles, eto. ALL FOR 10 CENTS.
JOHNSON SMITH & CO., Dept. 317 RACINE, WISCONSIN

THRILLING LOVE LETTERS SENT FREE 
WITH NEW PERFUME CREATION Of MOVIELAND

—  T R IP L E  E X T R A C T

L O V E  D R O P S
A New C reation, »n  E a c h a o tin * . 

pow erful arom a. Rich and  p o o r ,o ld  
_ and  young eurrendtfr to  it*  cha ins* .
Jy  $2..60.-sue lo r S.1.00 postpaid , ce  $1.27 

C. O. D ., w ith in struc tions to? u s e .
Includes F it E li BOuK of ?Opa*"* w u !t
THRILLING LOVE LETTERS

th e  burning lo v e  epistle* Of m any of h is to ry ’s fam ous c h a p te r s #  
ftlao Secrete of Love's Psychology a n d  A r t o f W inning th e  O ne 
Y ou Lovo, w ith  th-'i o rig inal 7 psychological and Successful p!a:i# 
for w inning a nd  holding th e  love  of th e  one y r ,u lovn ,
ROMS CO., DEffi es . BOS 1J50. HOLI.VWOOD, CaLIPi

m
k-V AsA t FREES

This Nerve 
Chart

If you will mail the coupon below, 
this nerve center and vertebra^ 
chart, showing how the nerves ra
diate from your spinal column to 
all organs of the body, will fcxj 
mailed to you without one cent 
of expense. It is a chart which 
should be in every home.

Where is that 
PAIN?

It may be in the neck, back, hips, 
stomach, liver, legs or arms—wherever 
it is the chart will help to show you the 
location and cause of your ailment.

Stop th a t Pain
By Relieving the Cause with

Violet Ray — Vibration 
Ozone — Medical Electricity

The Four G rea test C urative Pow ers G enerated  b y  Thie

Great New Invention!
Elco Health Generators a t last 
are ready for you! If you want 
more health—greater power to en
joy the pleasures and delights 
about you. or if more beauty Is your 
desire— trrilef Ask for the book
on these inventions which has Just 
been prepared. I t  will be seat to 
you without cost. I t  tells you 
bow Elco Health Generators aid 
you in leaving the lethargy and 
hopelessness of bad health end
Wenknowi behind  fo rever, R o-r itsli** your* 
•elf- Bring back energy. Be wholly alive. 
Write today!
Here’s W h a t  E lco  User* Say—

E I « o .
“ H a# done 
Ore more 
eood in  2
w eeks t  baa 
doctor*  d id  
in three

t —.... “ C u red  to y  R heum atism ."  " M y  Eczem a c o n a ."  “ C ured 
troub le ."  “ C ured  ra y  w eakness."  "N ow  I  g W p  a o u o d lr  ftll_ r>'
— ‘ . . . .  . .  (.V*1 m ute tw in.”  ‘‘I

coy etorokch 
II n ig h t."  T hank* t» 
Cold* a sv e r  b o th e r me

years.
tro u b le .”  “ C ured  ray w e a k _ .„ .  __  _ _, ___ _
E lco  m y  s tre n g th  a n d  v igor a re  back . . “ N o  m ore pa in .1 
now .”  "Ohroivio C onstipa tion  b.anuliad.
T h ese  gri-at now in v en tio n s generat* V iolet R ay , V ibration , E1*0« C - . a  T r J - 1  
t r ic i ty  rwwi Ozone— com bined  o r separa te . '1 hey  operate  on th e  1  * c “  * n r . i  
e lsc tria  ligh t in  y ou r hom o a t  on  th e ir  ow n m otive power a t  let# th a n  60 o#nti pe t yea r, 
E loo H ealth  G enerator# a re  positively th e  only in strum en ts 
w hich earn giv® you  in  o ne  o u tfit E lec tric ity , v io le t R ay—
V ibration a n d  Ozone— th e  fou r g rea test cu ra tiv e  agent#, 
fiend th e  coupon below. G et th e  F ree  Hook NOW !

M A I L  C O U P O N  
for F R E E  B O O K
I>o not nut t-hla paper down without sending
the coupon. Don t  >o on us you are with pains 
and with almost ao life and energy. You owe
I t  to  yo’.raelf fn b«j » b a tte r  main or w om an. Y ou Were p u t  
fcoro to  -enjoy !-/•’—  • just. f> drag  th ro u g h  it,. So do nos 
r s s t  ano ther d«y  u n til  y.i*! hwW p u t  your nam e on  th e  
coupon here. T h : t  v-ti], b ring th e  whole et.ory of these great 
now inventions. I>o i t  today—now.

L in d e t r o m  &  C o .  .... ..
S 2322 Indiana Avcnu* Dept. 1 5*02 Chicago
2 Please send me j-nur free book, “Health—Power—BeautyM and 
S tail Kioriaagtwii ot your 10-day Free Trial Otter.
■

5 Xante, e 
dire;n

Please mention N ewsstand Gkoup—Men’s L ist, when answering advertisements



^ S e n d  K 0 V M a n #
cW a tp h S Q n to n 3 0  
D a t f  F r e e  ‘F H a l

Santa Fe Special 
Watches are today be 
in& shipped to every 
civilized country 
the world, and art 
prctbablv the be-st and
most favorably J^noum watches in both Armv and Kavy.
In addition to our NEW LOW PRICE, I will send for 
your approval one of these Standard Watches, guaranteed 
for a lifetime of satisfactory service, not only by the Santa 
Fe Watch Company, but by the Great Illinois Watch Fac
tory. S» accurate. Government officials carry them; so 
perfect and beautiful. Jewelers say they are worth t-3 to 
1-2 more than we ask for them, I will send you one to 
see WITHOUT ONE PENNY DOWN—allow you to wear 
it 30 days FREE—then sell it to you on easy payments.

WHY NOT OWN A 21 JEWEL SANTA FE SPECIAL WATCH?
You will never m iss the  few cents a day th a t  w ill make 
you own one of these watches— SEND FOR WATCH 
BOOK— illu stra tin g  fn beautiful colors hundreds of de
signs and com binations in cases in the  POCKET WATCH,
MEN S STRAP WATCH and L A D IES ' W RIST WATCH.
You can have yeur name or monogram and any emblem 
you may desire engraved In the Case to suit your own 
ideas. Write today for Free Watch Book, and make your 
selection at once, while this offer lasts.
C D E C  A limited offer! With every Santa Fe Special a 
■ beautiful gold chain or strand of exquisite pearls.

W r i te  tadau . M a il  co u p o n  f o r  bo th  W a tch  a n d  D ia m o n d  C a ta log

SANTA FE WATCH COMPANY 
D e p t. 2 -5 5  T h o m a s  B u i ld in g  To p e k a . Kaos.

(Home of the Great Santa Fe Railway.)
Mail / ------------------------------- —

/  SA N TA  F E  W A T C H  C O M P A N Y
C d s f J / O f f  /  Dept. 2-55, Thomas Building, Topeka, Kans,

t o -  /  Please send prepaid and without obligation
/  your Watch Book Free, explaining your "No

day

Is Y our C ar «»«T)
A  G a s  E a t e r
New Invention Increases 

Mileage on Anto Gas 
Eater from 1334 to 34.8 

Miles en a Gallon
An astonishing1 new device has been 

perfected th at is amazing- car owners 
everywhere. Goerzcn reports Increase 
from HH to  34.6 miles on his Dodge,
Thousands have been installed and ' 
users report 30-40-50 and m ore miles 
on a gallon of jras. In  addition power 
is increased, instan t starting  and flashy 
pick-up Is noticed and carbon formation 
disappears. E very  car owner in  the  country needs this new In
vention. I ts  cost is so  trivial it pays for itself la  a  few days time, 
yet it will save hundreds o f dollars for Its owners in  gasoline.

$ 1 0 0  a Week Territory Open
$5.00 an h o u r for spare time. M en are needed in every locality to  

take care of the  trem endous local demand. Sales ability is not re
quited, Every car owner will buy  on sight. Ideal lor jparo flnw»wk«j. 
P P P P  T o  h e lp  our workers we furnish them  with this m sr- 

xc lous Whirlwind gas saver free for their own cars. 
Quick action is necessary. Be the  one la  your locality to cash 
in on tills device which every anto owner will buy. Send today 
lo r  full particulars and free sam ple offer.
W h i r l w i n d  M fc r C o  ass-c Third street,t v i i i n w m y  m r g ,  w o * ,  Milwaukee, wise.

GOTT POSITIONS
3 5  TO * 7 5  W E E K L Y

( ) By. Mall Clerk ( ) Steno-Typlst 
( ) P. O. Laborer ( ) Immigrant Inspoctot
< ) R. F. I). Carrier ( ) Seamstress
( ) Special Agent ( ) Auditor

(Investigator) ( ) Steno-Secretary
< ) City Mail Carrier ( ) U. S. Border Patrol
( ) Meat Inspector ( ) Chauffeur*Carrier
( ) P. O. Clerk ( ) Watchman
( ) File Clerk ( ) Skilled Laborer
( ) General Clerk ( } Postmaster
( ) Matron ( ) Typist
IN ST R U C T IO N  B U R E A U . 1I2-B , S t .  L ou is . Mo. 
S end  m e  FR E E  p a r t ic u la r s  H ow  To Q u a lify  fo r  p o s i
tion*  m a rk e d  X ,"  S a la r ie s , loca tio n a , o p p o r tu 
n i t ie s .  e tc .  A L L  S E N T  F R E E .

Name . .  
Address

DEAFNESS IS MISERY
Multitudes of persons with defective hearing and Head 

Noises enjoy conversation, go to Thea* 
trcandCfaurch becausethev useLeonard 
Invisible Antiseptic Ear Drums. Tiny 

I rfjs  Megaphones fitting in the Ear entirely 
| ^ P \ v i  out of sight. No wires, battcriesor 

headpiece. They are Unseen Com
fort* and inexpensive, Write for 
bookletandswomstatement ofthe 
inventor who was himself deaf.

A. 0. LEONARD, loe., Suite 783, 70 5th Ave., New York

C  A^Sdtic
WITH You need do license or 

I q q  p e rm it  to  ow n tid e  -  
1 „ sh o t A u to m a tic . U

NaPsrjnit
Requiredfo r

. . . . . . ------ c e . l . . . ,______ _ ____ .___
•?1 D C E S  F r ;5 " t e n s  t h i e v e s ,  s c a r e s  a w a y  d o s s i l  
mz /% /% $ *  h o m e  p r o t e c t o r .  Fool y o u r  f  fieri a s .  I  
■ n  ( r f  oan.:e m <u)  e x p e n s iv e  a u to m a tic  in  c o n s tru e -  1 
n v w * tiu n ,  fin ish . a p p e a ra n c e ,d u ra b i l i ty :  a u to m a tic  1 
S9  m atrazioe load in g  a n d  e je c tio n  o f  c a rtrid g e ;* . '
lo s ta n ttv  a n d  pow«:r f» l  r e p o r t .  G u a ra n te e d  a b s o lu t e ly
BCfe. S e n d  net m o n e y .  P ay  e x p re s tu n a n  S4.&9 fo r  a u 'n m a tir  ............. _
c a r t r id g e s .  d E N K IN S , 621 Broadway, New York. D e p t . 2 i . 7 - j - 2

AGENTS WANTED
to  r e p r e s e n t  o ld  e s ta b lis h e d  firm , end  tak e  
o r d e r s . M ake $10 ,00  to  o a ily . Riff
C om ple te  line  d i r e c t  to  v e r r e r .  D rees 
S h ir ts .  W ork  S h ir ts ,F la n n e l  i ih irts^H o sw ry  • 
U n d e rw e a r .  P a ja m a s . O v e ra lls .  C overa lls , 
ParilB , S w e a te rs .  Ridihir B re e c h e s , l  e a th e r  
C o a ts . L u m b e r ja c k s , a n d  PI ay  su ite . E v e ry 
th in g  g u a ra n te e d .  E x p e rie n c e  u iir.eces- 

, e a ry ! BIG O U TFIT FR E E ! W ill#  qu ick!
N IM R O D  S H IR T C O .,  D ept. 75 

I 4 9 2 2 -2 8  Linco ln  A v e ., C hic ag o

Please mention N ewsstand Gkoup—Men’s L ist, when answering advertisements



W | N 60 sh/
This Car 

Goes for 
fromptness

Winner Gets
Ca s h -

And

______ A M D

^ H U D S O N  Coach

Get 
Auto  

Out of 
the Field 
HERE

It MaV Soon 
Be YOURS

HuDsofr BOTH-/ 15 other Cash Prizes
SemeomwhohaiAcl_
In a d d i t lo n a B ra m S N e w H u d io n C o a c h fa r  p ro m p tn e s s ,! !  o n  t lm e - o r
Think of basts*  a  NEW  HUDSON COACH given you lor 
FOOT very own and *1,000 001 n CASH to d a s t to  as FOU 
Blah—or i t  you prefer, *2,400.00 to all.
T H IS  IS  NOT A MAGAZINE CONTEST 

A nyone W ho C an  Solve Puzzles M ay W in
To Q u ic k ly  a d v e r t i s e  t h e  n a m e  and products o f  the Faria-Amart-
e a a  F h & r r a s c a l  C o , ,  e n d  m a k e  t h e m  b e t t e r  k n o w n ,  woo r o d iv id in g  
o u r  p r o f i t s  a n d  a b s o l u t e l y  s i r i n g  a w a .y  1 6  BXCJ C A S H  F R I Z E S ,  
r a n g i n g  f r o m  $ 1.0 0 0 .0 0 d o w n  a n d  a  K E W  H U D S O N  C O A C H  f o r  
p r o m p tn e s s — if  t h e  f i r s t  p r i z e  w in n e r  39 o n  t i m e .  W h a t 'a a t i l l m o r o  
— w o w ill  r e w a r d  h u n d r e d s  o f  o t h e r s  w i t h  S i . 2 5  w o r th  o f  o u r  p r o d 
u c t s  a n d  d u p l i c a t e  p r i z e s  w i l t  b o  g iv e n  o n  o i l  a w a r d s  i n  c a s e  o f 
f i n a l  t i e s .  I t  c o s ta  y o u  n o t h i n g  t o  s o lv e  t h i s  p u z z le —- y o u  d o  n o t  
h a v e  t o  s u b s c r ib e  t o  a n y  m a g a z in e  o r  s e c u r e  a n y  s u b s c r ip t i o n s  t o  
w in  a n y  o f  t h e  16  B I G  C A S H  P R I Z E S ,  r a n g in g  f ro m  * 1 ,0 0 0 .0 0  
d o w n  o r  t h e  H u d s o n  C o a c h  f o r  p r o m p tn e s s  w i th  t h e  * 1 .0 0 0 .0 0

S o lv e  t h i s  p u z z l e  a n d  solve i t  a a ie fc .  T h e r e 's  to o  
E a c h  a t  s t a k e  for you  to  delay  a  m in u te .  T a k e  a  
p e n c i l  a n d  d r a w  a  l i n e  s h o w in g  how the  a u t o  c a n  be 
d r i v e n  o u t  o f  t h e  f ie ld  p i c t u r e d  a b o v e .  T h e r e 's  alt 
k in d s  o f  f e n c e s  i n  y o u r  w a y  a n d  t h e r e ’s  o n l y  on®  
g a t e  o u t  o f  t h e  f ie ld ,  b u t  i f  y o u r  e y e s  a r e  s h a r p  y o t l  
M AY find a w a y  t h r u  t h e  v a r io u s  g a t e s  i a  the  
fe n c e s ,  a n d  g e t  y o u r  a u t o  o u t ;
I f  y o u  f in d  t h e  w a y  o u t ,  c u t  o u t  t h e  p u z z le  

a n d  S E N D  Y O U R  A N S W E R  Q U IC K  
S o m e  s h a r p - e y e d  p e r s o n  b  g o in g  t o  w in  t h e  * 1 ,0 0 0  
C A S H  a n d  t h e  a u t o ,  t o o .  i f  ©u t i m e .  W h y  n o t  y o u ?  
T h e  H u d s o n  i s  a  p r iz e  f o r  P R O M P T N E S S .  I f  y o u  
w iu  t h e  $ 1 ,0 0 0  y o u  w a n t  t o  g e t  t h e  H u d s o n ,  t o o .  
S e n d  y o u r  a n s w e r ,  T O D A Y .  W e  w i l l  l e t  y o u  k n o w  
a t  o n c e ,  h o w  c lo s e  y o u  a r e  t o  w in n in g ,  h o w  t o  g e t  
t h e  $ 1 ,0 0 0  f i r s t  p H  10 , a n d  m a k e  t h e  H u d s o n  y o u r s .  
T h e r e  w il l  be n o  d e l a y  i n  g iv in g  y o u  y o u r  a w a r d  fo e  
s o lv in g  th i s  puzzle, bo m a i l  y o u r  a n s w e r  A T  O N C E ie s s h  f i r s t  p r iz e .  N e i th e r  is  i t  n e c e s s a r y  t o  s e l l  a n y th in g .

PA R IS-A M E R fC A N  P H A R M A C A L  C O ., Dept* 228 Fifth  and Court A re .. Des Moines* Iowa

O ne device m akes window w ashing 
75% easier. W ashes, dries, polishes 
w in d o w s  In  a  jiffy . W o m e n  w i ld  a b o u t  

I t  I  N o  m o r e  la d d e r s  t o  c l im b ,  n o  
m u s s y  r a g *  n o r  s p o n g e s  t o  w r in g .  

H a n d s  n e v e r  to u c h  w a te r .
„  M AK E $ 9 0  A W E E K  EASY
E v e r y  h o u s e w ife  w a n ts  f t.  F a s c in a t in g  d e m o n 
s t r a t o r ,  S e l l s  f a s t .  M a k e  10 0 %  p ro f i t .  N o  
-.p e ri* p c*  o**d*d. W « ehow  yria how . S end  t o t  

_ C a ta lo g  o f  th is  a n d  47 o th e r  fa v t-s e lt iu g  Q uality  
fe n h b e r P ro d u c t* . D ire c t f ro m  A k ro n , th e  R ubber --------“  h n a tU m  H/R ITT? l ifC i ty .  F R E E  O u tf it to  h o s t le r s .  W R IT E  Q U IC K .

KRISTIE MFC. CO., I0S2 BAR ST., AKRON, OHIO.

P L A Y  P IA N O  B Y  E A R
S I M P L E  — E A S Y  — D E L I G H T F U L
A stonishing new way teaches you to play song hits perfectly.
I f  you can hum a  tune, the N iagara method tea ch es  you to  
play by ear. No teacher—no previous instruction  necessary.
N o tedious do-re-m i daily  p rac tice—io s t  20 b r ie f  e n te rta in in g  lee3onB| 
easy to m as te r ,

L e a r n  a t  fe o m e  I n  y o u r  s p a r e  t im e !
B e  a  m a s t e r  o f  j a z z  a n d  m e lo d y .  L e a r n  t h e  n e w e s t  b a a s  a n d  s y n c o 
p a t i o n  s t y l e s —t r i c k  e n d i n g s .  M a k e  y o u r s e l f  p o p u l a r  i n  a n y  c r o w d .
S e n d  f o r  t h e  F r e e  B o o k - ‘T h e  N i a g a r a  S e c r e t " - tailing h o w .  If 
10c ( c o in  o r  s t a m p s )  i s  e n c l o s e d  y o u  w il l  a l s o  r e c e iv e  f a s c i n a t i n g  
b o o k l e t  o n  " H o w  t o  E n t e r t a i n  a t  P i a n o " .  S e n d  n o w  I 
N iagara  School of Music, 313 Cleveland Ave„ N iagara F alls, N.Y.

Please mention Newsstand Group—Men’s L ist, when answering advertisements



& C100 CLEARED
tJ 9 1 win  one day
So writes W. H. Adama of Ohio. Letter from Cali
fornia man reports $11275 sales in three months; 
New Jersey $4800 profits in two months; Pa. $3000 

profits in four months. Ira Shook $365 
j sales in one day. Bram bought one outfit 
' April 5 and 7 more by August. Iwata

f y  ve . bought one outfit and  10 m o r e  w ithin a  year.
JMIaIBL B* B ert says “only thing X ever bought• S IP th a t  equaled advertisem ent.”  J ohn Culp

eays:'‘E verything go- 
1 i=stH S ^  ing lovely, C rispette 

v v rf f ’i over

to w n .  I t ’ s a 
/ goofl old world a fte r 

a l l ”  K e l lo g ,  $ 7 0 0  
Ehead end of 2cl week. 
Wholesale or retail. 
Big profits e ither way. 
N o town too email. 

^Business ia pleasant, 
fascinating and dig- 

1 nified. You manu
f a c t u r e  a  fo o d  
] product.

WE START YOU IN BUSINESS
Furnish secret formulas, raw m aterial and equipm ent. L ittle 
capital required; no experience needed.

BUILD A BUSINESS OF YOUR OWN
N o lim it to  th e  sale of C rispettes, Everybody likes them . I t ’s 
a  delicious food confection. W rite for facta abou t a  business 
th a t will make you independent. S ta r t now, in your own town,
PROFITS $1000 M ONTH EASILY POSSIBLE
Send coupon a t  once for illustrated book of facts. I t  ^  - -  ** 
contains m any enthusiastic le tte rs  from others 
— shows their places of business, tells ^  *"* LONG* 
how and when to s ta r t, and all ^  EAKSNS COs
information needed. Free. 2 9 3  H ig h  S tr e e t
Clip coupon S p r in g fie ld , O h io
now"_̂  Please send Book of Facts a t onca.

N am e......................................................................................................

A ddress......................................................... ..................... ............ ..

“ DON’T SHOUT”
“I  can hear you with the M O R - 

^L E Y  P H O N E . I t  is invisible, 
k w eightless, com fortable, inex- 
) pensive. N o m etal, w ires nor ru b 

ber. Can be used by anyone, young' 
o r o ld.’' The M orley Phone for the

D E A F
is to  the ears what g lasses 

are to tire eyes. W rite  for 
F ree  Booklet containing 

.testimonials of users all over the I 
country- It, describes causes o fj 

deafness; tells how and why the 
MOKLEY l* HON lb affords relief.
Over one hundred thousand sold.

THE MORLEY C0-. Dept. 758, 10 S. 18th St., Phila.

B I G  V A L U E  f o r  l O  C t s .
<5 Songs, words and m u sic ; 25 P ictures 
P retty  G ir ls ; 40 W ays to  M ake M o ney ; 1 
Joke B ook; 1 Book on L ove; 1 Magic 
B ook; 1 Book L e tte r W ritin g ; 1 Dream 
Book and F o rtune  T eller; 1 Cook B ook; 
1 Base Ball Book gives rules for gam es; 1 
Toy M aker B ook ; •Language of F low ers; 1 
M orse Telegraph A lp h ab et; 12 Chemical 
Experiments; Magic Age Table; Great North Pole 
(lame; 1(H) Conundrums; ft Puzzles; 12 (lames; 30 

► Verses for Autograph Albums. All the above by 
mail for 10 cts. and 2 cts. postage.

R O Y A L  S A L E S  C O ., D e s k  3 0 4  N o r w a l k ,  C o n n .

B O I L E R
Most Practical Boiler end Cooker
Made with large 6-inch Improved 
Cap and Spout, Safe, practical 
and simple. Nothing to get out 
of order, most substantial and 
durable on the market. Will 
last a life time, gives real 
eervice uad satis
faction.

Catalog 
Fro*

. -Solid ctst *
-  .. . B B S  screw TOE1Easily Cleaned
Can removed In a sec
ond ; no burning of 
hands. An ideal low 
pressure boiler and 
pasteurizer for home 
and farm.

Sam20%
By o rd e rin g  d irec t 
from factory. No arti
cle of such high quality 
and utility ever sold a t 
eueh amazingly low 
prices. Prices quoted 
are cash with order or 
one-fourth cash, bal
ance C.Q-D. Send check or 
money order; prompt shipmt .
m ade in plain s tro n g  box. T he  only bo iler w o rth  hav in g .

S..GaUon„ . .$ 6 .5 0
7 8.85

>0. _ 11.90
IS 14.20
2 0 . .18.50
s s 22.50
30 27.50

3̂ 3^
Large Catalog Free. 
18 E. Klnzio SI-

H O M E  M A N U F A C T U R IN G  < 
D «p t. 4 0 3 0  C h ica g o , tllinoi*

B IG  NOVELTY B A R G A IN ! 10 Cts.;

TiTH RO W
m  YOUR

VOICEInto a  trunk , under the bed or 
anywhere. Lots of Fun fooling 
the Tb*ciier, Policeman or 
Friends, Barrels of Fuo.

THEVENTRIL0,
—’ SBPO a little instrument, fits In the mouth out ** w 

of sight, used 'with above for Bird 0.1 la, etc. Sent with full In
ti tnaHioua ; anyonecea oae 11, NEVER FAILS. Also a 8" 

ON VENTRILOQUISM. Formula ft .
I Money M aking Secrets and th e  mnrreloua

PAUE BOOK ON VEN’TISIK IQUISM. Formula fu
Storet W riting, 12 Money M aking Secrets and th e  m arvel

NOVELTY X -R A Y  W O N D E R
WRh It von OM1 apparently e«e the bone* in your fingers, 

lead in pencil, etc? lots of tun with this 
ôutfit, Also 10 Big Magic Tricks Free 

with every order. 
All the above, 
N o v e ltie s  . j .

VENTBILO COMPANY ; 
D ep t.601 N orw alk,C onn.

LARGEST and OLD EST Mail Order House In  Counectkoi.

Developed Q uickly
THIS BEAUTIFUL WOMAN SAYS:

” /  have p ro v e n  that a n y  w o m a n  c a n  have «  beaut’/  ' 
bust i f  she w ill  a n tp  u se  y o u r  m e th o d . F r ie n d *  . »< » 
m u  p e r fe c t  f i y i t r c . ’ ‘

For eighteen years this method has been 
used successfully—endorsed b.v physicians nt 
national reputation—praised literally by thou 
sands who have beautified their forms.

Send your name and address for 1 in
valuable information with actual photograph -■ 
proof—all sent FREE.
THE OLIVE CO., Dept. 10, Clarinda, Iowa

o r
COUGHS

A N D

THROAT
IRRITA TIO N S

Used forover 
75 y e a r s  by 
Public Speak
ers and ling
ers.

Please mention N ewsstand Group—Men's L ist, when answering advertisements



One Full Ampoule of my amazing hai? 
fluid which I discovered myself end 
which grew hair on my head. This era* 
pool© is absolutely free. Don't send any 
money. There Is No C. O. D. No charge 
whatsoever. AHIwantissnopportunity 
to  show you how easily I grew hair on my 
own and hundreds of other men's heads.

H ere is  
H o w l  

lo o k e d  
W hen  

1 w a s  B ald
I  was Just as bald as this photo shows 
—But I grew my own hair with my won
derful fluid. 1 can grow your hair,, too.

BaldMenGd^ ici^ 7
What I  acco m p lish ed  on  m y  o w n  head a n d  o th e r  h e a d s  1 can  do f o r  yon . 
p ro v id e d  y ou  a r e  B ad e r 46 y e a r*  o f  a tre  a n d  loee o f  b a ir  w a s  n o t cau sed  
b y  b a rn s  o r  s c a r s .  A n y h o w , I  m u s t  s u c c e e d  o r  yon  p a y  n o th in g .  N o  
a p p a ra tu s -  M y hom e tr e a tm e n t  la  s im p le , q u ic k , in e x p e n s iv e .

W R IT S  FO R  F R E E  AM PO U LE
W r i ts  to d a y . I  w ill s e n d  you  im m e d ia te ly , o n e  fu ll am p o u le  o f  m y  m a r
v e lo u s  flu id  w h ic h  I  d is c o v e re d , o f  w h lc i i l  bo ld  th e  S e c re t a n d  w h ich  
c re w  m y ow n  h a i r  o n  m y  ow n b a ld  b e a d .  B e s id e s  th e  F r e e  A m poule of 
F lu id ,  I  w ill a r o d  p h o to g ra p h s ,  n a m e s  a n d  a d d re s s e s  o f  m e n  a n d  w om en 
w ho  »uoce»«ru lly  u s e d  m y  W o n d e rF lu ld  f o r  D an d ru ff, F e llin g  H e ir  e n d  
p a r tic u la r ly  f o r  B a ld n e s s . W rite  f o r  f r e e  A m poule-v n e r t  A w n c_1862 eucLiB-wiNoeoaV  J * * ~ B | .O 0 . .  CLEVELAND. O H IO ,

B L A N K  C A R T R I D G E
JT h le  w e l l  

m a d *  a n d  
e f f e c t i v e  pistol Is
m o d elled  on  
th e  p a t te rn  
o f  th e  la te s ttyp* P*v o lv s f ,  t b s  
a p p e a r a n o *  
o f  w h i c h  
a l o n e  I s
en o u g h  to  e e a re  * b u rg la r  .w h ils t, 
lo ad ed , i t  w ill p ro b ab ly  p ro v e  ju » t 
e ffeo tiv *  ns  a  rev o lv e r w ith  re a l b 
le t s  w ith o u t th e  d a n g e r  to  life . . .  
ta k e s  th e  s ta n d a rd  .22 C a lib re  B lank

P I S T O L
Specia l Offer JJUM,*.
L — P is to l,  100 B lankP is to l,  100 i--------

CartrlcUfef.. 1 66(1- 
p a ite  N ovelty  C at- 
. Io n  ONLY T h e

( l .S O  Lot
pod by

1*7 B lank  C a » tr i_  
n e w  S S O -y a ro  De, 
$ 1 .5 0 . *

C artrid g es , th a t  a r e  o b ta in a b le  m ost 
e v s ry w b e r* . S p e c i a l  c a s h  w i th  o r d e r  C 
t ty  B lank  C a r tr id g e  P is to l.  1 O 0  B lank
n e w  5 5 0 - m c t  D eL ux*  C a ta lo g  o f la te s t  1 . . . . . . . .  —  — ------ - .
S i . S O .  ShTpjped by e x p re s s  on ly . C a n n o t go  bv p a rce l p o s t .  I 
E x t r a  B lank  C a r tr id g e s  5 0 c  p e r  1 0 0 .  R em em b er K is q u ite  \

ax* C a ta lo g  o f la te s t  n o v e ltie s  all fo r

h a rm le s s ,  a s  it w ill n o t a cco m m o d a te  lo a d e d .c a r tr id g e s ... S pec ia l

5Sillf»̂ OŴ ‘,icOtl«'flS!.?,0e- N dSp?. WNc,..

MEN ARE WANTED
In Railway Traffic Inspection

and they get a» high «» $ 2 5 0  per month salary
W e 'll  t ra in  y o u --sn d  u pon  co m p le tio n  o f  y o u r  tr a in in g — 
a a s ie t  you to  a  p o sitio n  p ay in g  a t  le a s t  $120 p e r  m on th  
s a la ry  p lus  e x p e n se s , o r  re fu n d  y e a r  tu it io n .
I t  on ly  tak es  ab o u t 3 m o n th s o f  s p a re  tim e  hom e s tu d y  
a n d  y o u ’re  re a d y  to  S tep  in to  a  p ro fitab le  p o sitio n  w ith  
ra p id  s a la ry  a d v a n c e s  to  $176 and  u p . I t 's  h e a lth fu l 
o u td o o r  w ork  w ith  re g u la r  b o a rs - -a w a y  fro m  d in g y  
s h o p s  and  m o no tonous d e sk s .

w a f t e r  g ra d u a tio n  o r re fu n d  y o u r  tu it io n ,STANDARD BUSINESS TRAINING INSTITUTE. Dlv. 13 , buffalo, New York

EARN UPT0  ?2 5 0 mponthSALARY
FIRST—STRENGTHEN YOUR ABDOMEN
through World Famous scientific ■course. "AB
DOMINAL CONTROL” Complete on diet, weight 
reducing. Const t pa tioir chapter alone a  revela
tion. Wm. Rasche, famous dancing star, one 
of many living proofs of my wonderful method, 
ears: ' ’Your advance exercise known as THREE
IN ONE keeps me in perfect physical condition." 
Original price $3: now special offer for limited 
time only si. Order today, U will add years ©I 
happiness to your life.

JOHN M. HERN1C, Dept. N. S. G.
12 East 37th Street, New York

Only 28 years old and 
earning $15 ,000  a  year

V/. T . Cabsgn left school a t  an early age to  take m 
“ job” in a shoe factory in Huntington, W. Va.* a t 
$12 a week.

He worked hard and long and he had greater handi
caps than you will ever nave. B ut he refused to 
quit. He made up his mind that he was going to
Jet ahead in a big way and nothing could swerve nim 

rom that resolve.
Today W. T . Carson is owner and manager of one 

of the largest battery service stations in West Vir
ginia with an income of $15,000 a  year.

He gives full credit for his success to  the In te r
national Correspondence Schools and says he still re
fers to the I .  C. S. text-books. Just a few months 
ago the faculty of a  large college in West Virginia 
called him in to demonstrate the principles of battery 
construction to  a  class in electricity. That shows 
bow thoroughly he understands his work.

If  the I. C. S. can smooth the way to success for 
men like W. T , Carson, it can help you. I t  it can 
help other men to  win promotion and larger salaries, 
it can help you.

At least find out by marking and mailing the cou
pon printed M ow. I t  won't cost you a penny or 
obligate you in any way to ask for full particulars, 
but that one simple little act may be the means of 
changing your entire life.

Surely, W, T . Carson wouldn’t be earning $15,000 
a year today If he hadn 't found out about the I, C. S. 
when he did.

Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

"‘T h e  1 'n w ersa l U n iv e r s ity ”
Box 21G8-E, Scranton, Penn a.

W ithout cost or obligation, please send me a copy ©f your b o o k 
let, "Who Wins and Why,’'  and fu ll p articu la rs about the subject 
before which I  have m arked X  in the  Hat below:

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES
□  B usiness M anagement
□ In d u stria l M anagement
□ Personnel Management
□ Traffic M anagement
□ Accounting and C. F. A,

Coaching

Boost Accounting 
Bookkeeping 
□  Secretarial Work 

Q  Spanish Q  French
TECHNICAL AND

B Salesm anship 
Advertising

□  Business Correspondence 
□  Show Card and Sign L ette rin g

H Stenography and Typing 
English □  Civil Service 

□  Kailway M ail Clerk 
□  Common School SubjectJ 
□  H igh School Subjects 
□  I llu s tra tin g  □  Cartooning: 

INDUSTRIAL COURSES
□  E lectrical Engineering
□  E lectric L igh ting
□  M echanical Engineer 
D  M echanical Draftsman
□  M achine Shop Practice
□  R ailroad Positions
□  Gas Engine Operating
D  Civil Engineer Q  Mining
□  Surveying and Mapping
□  P lum bing and H eating  
Q  Steam Engineering

□  Architect
□  A rchitects' B lueprints
□  Contractor and Builder
□  Architectural Draftsman
□  Concrete Builder
□  Structural Engineer
□  Chemistry Q  Pharmacy
□  A u to m o b ile  W o rk
□  Airplane Engines
□  Agriculture Q  Navigation 
Q Mathematics □  Radio

Name............................. ................. .................... ..................................

Street Address................. ......................... .................... ....... ...................................... ......................
City.......................................................Slate..............................................

Occupation............................... ..................................... .............................
Persons residing >* CemiJo shield send this coupon to ike Interne- 
tie not Correspondence Scheek Caneniiem, Limited, Montreal, Cawtm

Please mention N ewsstand Group—Men’s L ist, when answering advertisements



A Sensational Utter!
O n l y  $ 1 . 0 0  a n d  y o u  g e t
thefamous21-Jewel Studebakef 
W atch direct from factory. Bal
ance in easy monthly payments!

Lowest prices ever named 
on similar quality. You save 
30# to 50%. 3) O W N

21 JEWEL-Bctm Thin
S t u d e b a k e r

The Insured Wa tch
Ladles* B race le t W atch es , M en’s S tra p  W atches. 
D iam onds and Je w e lry  also sold on easy  paym ents. 
T his com pany is d irec ted  by th e  S to d e b a ie r  Fam ily  
o f  South  B end, know n th ro u g h o u t th e  world fo r  
th re e -c u a r te rs  o f  a  c e n tu ry  o f  f a i r  d ea ling . 100,000 
satisfied cu sto m ers . Send coupon a t  once fo r  fu ll

Pa rticu la rs  o f o u r  am azin g  o ffe r, S tu d eb ak e r 21- 
awel W atches h av e  8 a d ju s tm e n ts — h e a t, cold, 
isochroniam  and 5 positions. An in su ran ce  policy ia 

g iven  free—in su rin g  th e  w atch  fo r your life tim e!
W R I T E  rOR IB IS  c a t a l o g  i* ™ “  A rnn» of nnr boom If ill m*wA co p y  of o u r  b e a u t i fu l ,  n e w , e ix - 
c o lo r  c a ta lo g  wit) b e  s e n t  F re e  to  a n y o n e  B ending  th e  eou« 
pon below . S h o w s 8Gn>*MtnHlc*nt, new  A r t  B eau ty  cnaefl and

w a tc h m a k e r 's  c r a f t .

S p e c i a l  O f f e r :  Wateti Chain FREE
To th o se  w h o  w r i te  a t  o n c e  to r  f r e e  C a ta lo g  w e w ill In - d 
e lu d e  p a r tic u la rs  o f  o u r  B trerlal o ffe r  o f  a n  ex q u is ite  /  
W a tch  C hain  f r e e .  T h is  o ffer Is  fo r  a  lim ited  tim e 
o n ly . S end  co u p o n  a t  o n c e —b e fo re  It e x p ir e s .

Studebaker Watch Co.
'Mrefiled b y  th e  S tu d e b a k e r  F a m ily —th r e  
q u a r te r*  o f  a  c e n tu r y  o f  f a i r  d e a lin g  

W A T C H E S - D1A M O N D S -  JE W E L R Y
DtptC-87 S o u t h  B e n d ,  I n d .
C a n a d ia n  A d d re s s :  W in d so r , Q n t ,

SPECIAL OFFER COUPON
ST U D E B A K E R  W A T C H  C O M PA N Y

D e p t.  C -87 Sou th  B end . In d ian s

□  P teaae  aen d  m o y e a r  f r e e  C a ta lo g  o f ----- --------
W a tc h  S ty le s  a n d  p a r t ic u la r s  o f  y o u r  f  1 dow □ off e r  

|— | P leaaa  s e n d  m e J e w e lry  C a ta lo g  f re e .

Name....................

S tr e e t  o r  R .  F . D . 

C ity  o r  P oe t O j£««-.

S ta to . ..............................

S H O O  F L Y  P L A N T
K eeps F lies Out 

o f  t h e  H o u s e
Flics will not slay in a room where it la 
grown. Very mysterious, but test? show such 
to be the case. Klooms uni days from plant
ing). Flowers Summer and Winter.
t reduce mir cut a In. 
with an order iur

wo will give llu ubuvo

© £ S s  Japanese Rose Bushes 
Five for 1 0 c

The W onder of tho W orld Roses on them In 
8 weeks from planting seed. We g u aran tee this. 
BLOOM EVERY TEN W EEK S Wimcr and 
Summer. lhish when 3 years old will have 
5 '»r K hundred U<>ses. Grows in the huuse in 
W inter or in the ground in Sum m er. Roses 
the  Y ear Round. Both pkges of Seed by m ail 
for lOo (coin) and 2v postage.
NOVELTY SEED CO., Dept. 201. Ngrwalk, Cons.

D O N ’ T W E A R  
A  T R U S S

B E  C O M F O R T A B L E — W e a r  t h e
B rooks A ppliance, the m odern scientific 
invention which gives rup tu re  sufferers 
im m ediate relief. I t  has no obnoxious 
sp ring  or pads. A utom atic A ir Cushions 
bind and d raw  together the broken parts.
N o salves o r plasters. D urable. Cheap.
S en t on tria l to  prove its w orth. Beware 
of imitaLiens. Never sold in stores nor by agents. Every appliance 
made to special order ami sent direct from Marshall. Full in
formation and booklet sent free in plain, sealed envelope.
BROOKS A PPLIA N C E COMPANY. 173-C S ta te  S t.. M arshall, Mich,

E. BROOKS

G overnm ent P o s i t io n s
C lerk  C arriers, R u ra l C arriers, Railw ay M ail Clerks, P o s t
m asters, D epartm ent C lerks, and many others. Splendid 
salaries, easy w ork, vacation with pay. Only common school 
education required. E xam inations often. Thousands ap
pointed each year. Send fo r ou r Civil Service Catalog No. 7.

COLUMBIAN CORRESPONDENCE COLLEGE
W a s h i n g t o n ,  D . C .

MATCH YOUR COAT AND VEST
WITH NEW TROUSERS. FREE SAMPLE
DON’T DISCARD YOUR OLD SU IT . Wear th« 
emu and vest another year by getting new trousers to 
match. Tailored to your measure. With SO.uui) pat
terns to select from we can match almost, any pat
tern. Send vest or sample of cloth today, and w® 
will submit FREE best match obtainable.

A M E R IC A N  M A T C H  P A N T S  C O ., 
Dtpt.D.ft., s  W .  R a n d o l p h  S t „  C h ic a g o ,  111.

S e n d  fo r  n y  B o o k

STRONG ARMS an d  
BROAD SHOULDERS

t o r  t i c  c o i n  o r  s a c  i t t m p i
I l l u s t r a te d  w ith  20 f u lb p a g e  hal f - to n e  c u ts ,  s h o w in g  e x e rc is e s  
th a t  w ill q u ick ly  d e v e lo p , b e a u t i fy  am i e a in  g r e a t  s t r e n g th  in 
y o u r  sh o a ld e rfi. a rm s  a n d  h a n d s , w ith o u t an y  a p p a ra tu s .

E q u a l  t o  a  $10.00  C o u r s e
PROF* AN TH O N Y B A R K E R

86$ 4 t h  A v e M S t u d i o  £?» N e w  Y o r k  C i ty

Please mention N ewsstand Group—Men 's List, when answering advertisements



I f  y o u  l i k e  t o  d r a w ,  t e s t  y o u r  
n a t u r a l  s e n s e  o f  d e s i g n ,  p r o 
p o r t i o n ,  c o l o r ,  p e r s p e c t i v e ,  
e t c . ,  w i t h  o u r  A r t  A b i l i t y  
Q u e s t i o n n a i r e .  L e a r n  i f  y o u r  
t a l e n t  is w o r t h  d e v e l o p i n g .  Y o u  
w i l l  b e  f r a n k l y  t o l d  w h a t  y o u r  
s c o r e  is.

M a n y  F e d e r a l  S t u d e n t s  a r e  
m a k i n g  $ 2 ,0 0 0 ,  $ 4 ,0 0 0 ,  $ 5 , 0 0 0  a n d  
$ 6 , 0 0 0  y e a r l y .  T h e  F e d e r a l  C o u r s e  
i s  r e c o g n i z e d  e v e r y w h e r e  b y  a r t  e m 
p l o y e r s  a n d  b u y e r s  o f  c o m m e r c i a l  
a r t .  L e a r n  a t  b o r n e  i n  s p a r e  t i m e ,  
w i t h o u t  p r e v i o u s  t r a i n i n g .  Personal, 
individual criticism s on your work.
G e t  t h i s  f r e e  t e s t  —  s e n d  ; n o w  f o r  y o u r  Q u e s 
t i o n n a i r e .  }

FEDERAL SCHOOL OF COMMERCIAL DESIGNING
I 1714 Federal Schools Bidg. Hiflseajwl!.. frpmr

Do You W ant a Copy FREE?

I

jm svM  i f

LOG CABINS 
AND COTTAGES

How to Build and 
Furnish Them

By WILLIAM S. WICKS
This wonder book w ill save you m uch money for a rch itec t’s fees.

The most popular book on the subject ever written. Full ex
planations how to build cabins of all sizes with directions and 
numerous illustrations. Everything from a shack to the most 
pretentious Adirondack structure is included. 1'ietures amt plans 
of fireplaces; how to build chimneys; rustic stairways, etc. 1M4
I ip, (13 full1 page illustrations and f>7 figures.) Bound in cloth.
II in. x fi in. This book is yours FI IKK if you will send $2.50 
lor one year’s subscription to FOREST AND STREAM. Remit to

FOREST AND STREAM, Inc.
so  L a f a y e t t e  S t r e e t  M e w  Y o r k ,  N . Y .

L i n e .  
J u s t  O u t

S m a r t  N e w  

C r e a tio n s  i n  

W o r ld s  S t a r
m  M  X #  M(>n an,} WomenJ  L lt/W w  U£ W * n e A Tr C T  w  F W onch  in open 
* 1 t e r r i t o r i e s  to

help rue introduce these fascinating, new lingerie 
creations. Irresistible—most women call them! 
All popular, up-to-the-minute, fast-selling mer
chandise. Always something new—t here's the 
secret that will put money into your pocket l 
Leaders — attention getters — order getters — ami 
backed l»y the famous World’s Star Line of Tint 
distinctive numbers in hosiery, underwear and 

lingerie for every member of the family.

U V e w s % T e i
Ready NOW and packed full of brand new money* 
making op [tort mil ties. Picture the tremendous sell* 
ing advantages of this great line l Have you dis* 

tvered yourone big chance for Success? WELL.

M A K E  $90 
A  W E E K !

Write me today and by this 
time next week I can place you 
in a position to make $2 to $5 
an hour in your spare time, up 
to $15 a day full time. There's 
an opening right in your town. 
Take charge of territory and 
help me liii the enormous de
mand for \V01 Id's Star prod
ucts. Sold direct from Mill 
to home. Best values. Fan not.
L)** hi night in stores. S.OOO.fiuO
sat idled oust tuners.
I  S T A R T  T O O  W I T H 

O U T  IN V E S T M E N T  
NO EXPERIENCE N ECESSARY

My amazing new Plans 
start you right out with
out. investing a penny of 
your capital. And no 
matter what your ex
perience li a k b e e n ,  
what kind of work you 
art* doing now. how 
much you are making, 

to make good if you are 
Plan, it's  a proposition 
-cm that you are sure to

Jl/ST LET ME SHOW YOU l

AGENTS

J i / m '
W W W  MN&
I* r a r t i c a I, comfortable, 
adorable! T a i l o r  e d of 
World’s Star Rayon—hue, 
-'beer, lustrous, and fully 
iciuforced at all points of 
weft 1 ■ to give long service. 
Just one typical example of 
1 he many new innovations 
and v a l u e s  in World’s 
Siar lingerie. All f a s t  

sellers! .

how, old you arc, you arc bound 
ambitious and follow my si nude 
so .simple, easy, so mi re and dean 
make a tremendous success.

FREE E V E R Y T H IN G  
TO  S T A R T

A post card will bring you all details of this 
great opportunity and how you can start imme
diately without capital, how complete selling 
equipment--everything needed, is furnished Free, 
I will tell you a hour my Extra Service Awards 
and ('ash Bonus Plan. Address a post card or 
letter to mo at once.

D. L. GALBRAITH, Pres.
W ORLD’S STAR KN ITTING CO.

5372 Lake St. (E st. 33 Y rs.) Bay City, Mich.

Please mention N ewsstand Group—Men's List, when answering advertisements



H i g h  S c h o o l  
C o u r s e  i n  

T w o  Y e a r s !
Y o u  W a n t  to  E a r n  B ig  M o n ey !
A nd you will n o t b e  eatisf ied unless y ou  earn  s tead y  pro
motion* But a re  you prepared  for the  job  ahead of you? 
Do you m easure  up  to  the  s tan d ard  th a t  insures success? 
F o ra  m ore responsib le position a  fairly  good education is 
necessary. T o  w rite  a sensible business le tte r , to  prepare 
estim ates, to  figure cost and  to  com pute in terest, you 
m ust have a  certa in  am ount o f p repara tion . All th is  you 
m ust be able to do before you w ill e arn  prom otion.
M any business houses h ire  no  m en whose general know 
ledge is not equal to a  h igh  school course. W hy? Because 
big  business refuses to  burden  itse lf w ith m en who are  
barred  from prom otion  by the  lack  o f e lem en tary  education.

Can You Qualify for a Better Position
W e have a plan w hereby you can. W e can  give you a com
p le te  but simplified h igh school course.in tw o  years, giving 
you all the essen tia ls  th a t fo rm  th e  foundation of p ractical 
business. I t  will p rep a re  you to  hold your ow n w here 
com petition is keen  and exacting . Do not doub t your abili
ty , bu t m ake up your mind to  it and you will soon have 
th e  requirem ents th a t will b rin g  you success and  big 
m oney. YOU CAN D O IT .
Let u s show  you how  to  g e t on  the  road  to  success. 
I t  will not cost you a  single w orking  hour. W rite  today. 
I t  costs you no th ing  but a  stam p .

American School
D ept. H -268 D rexel A ve. a n d  58 th  S t., Chicago

. American School
D ept. H-2GS D rexel A ve. an d  58 th  S t., Chicago 

Lend m e full inform ation on the  subject checked and how 
you  will help m e w in success.

How 1 Lost
ty J P o u ir|

I weighed 279 lbs.,!
A fte r  I  h a d  tried  m any way* o  
reduce, a  medical advisor o f  one o f 
A m erica’s leading insurance cornet • 
nies to ld  m e o f  a new w:iy . . . »  
n a tu ra l w ay , pleasant and 
h ea lth fu l. N o  dangerous 
drugs, no tiresom e courses
in diet ing o r exercise: no
tlvy redd or glan dular ex-
tra c ts . no sweat baths, lo-
tions, snips or c ream 5. I t
was CISy, n at ura! a:ui abso-
lu u •! y ■safe.s.:iul you r name and a J-
fire;• s and I[ will send you
all part icul,irs at ab.solu tefv
no cos:: o:r ob 'i gat Ion to

Hart Bldg
M .  E .  H A R T

Dept. 25 New Orleans,

B R O W N IE  NAME CARDS
^  50 Perfect Namf Cards with Qenuine

Bluet Leather Case SOc

SUE <»r4 t ' t  x Zh , N am e  in  O ld  
English type, Price  com plete 50c 

Send iram pt, co in  o r  m oney order 
S a tisfac tion  g u a ra n te e d  n r m oney 
refunded W unicJ

M ID G ET C A R D  S H O P , IN C  
*28 Bridge St., N ew  C um berland . IS-

m m m
Send Song Poem s for F R E E  exam ination. 
BO X  A F ID E  P R O P O S IT IO N '.

SONGS OF TODAY MAGAZINE
IMS Brtadwty, Ocpt. B-22, New York Cit,

T O B A C C O
O r S n u ff H abit Cured Or No Pay-

S u p e rb *  T obacco  Remedy d es tro y *  *11 c rav in g  fo r O ig rara tte* , C if a r*  
P ip e ,  C h ew in g  o r Snoff. O rig in*! and only  re m e d y  o f  i t s  k in d , Ua~<i 
by o v e r  600,000 M en and W om an . P e r fe c t ly  h a rru le sn . Full t r e a t 
m e n t s * n t  on t r ia l .  C osta  1 1 .60  i f  i t  cu re* . C o s ta  n o th in g  if  i t  fa il* . 
W r i te  to d a y  fo r  co m p le te  t r e a tm e n t .

SUPERBA CO. Dept. N-57 BALTIMORE, MD.
. , . .  A rchitect
__ Building C ontrac to r
. . . .  Autom obile Engineer
___Automobile R epairm an
___Civil E ng ineer
___S tructu ra l Engineer
..  .Business M anager
___C ert. Public A ccountant
—  A ccountant and A uditor
__ Bookkeeper
. . .  .D raftsm an  and D esigner
___Electrical E ngineer
___Electric L ight & Pow er
. . General Education
___V ocational G uidance

___Business Law
. . . .  La wyer
___M achine Shop P ractice
. . . .  M echanical Engineer 
. . .  .Shop Superin tendent
___Em ploym ent M anager
. . . .  Steam  E ngineer
___F orem anship
. . . .  Sanitary  E ngineer 
. .. .S u rv e y o r  (&  M apping)
. . .  .T elephone Engineer 
— T elegraph  E ngineer 
. . . .H ig h  School G raduate
___W ireless Radio
....U n d ec id ed

Name. ..*<

Address»..

ALWAYS Atk For D E N IS O N ’$ - 5 3  Years of Hit* 
Comedy - D ram as, | k |  S I V A  V au d ev ille  A cts. 
F a rc e s ,  M u sica l Wr 1  f l  ■ ^  Monologs.Dialogs. 
Comedies,Revues, ™ * " •  ® ^  E n te r  ta in roen ta . 
Chalk-Talk, A m ateu r C ircus and Magic Book^ 
B lack-face Skits, M l  H O T  M ? l O S nappy  Posters*
Opening Choro3e3.” *®™^® H fcfclr W in d o w C ard a . 
C o m p le te  F i r s t - P a r t s ,  w ith  S o n g  P ro g ra m s , 
N ew  C le v e r C O M E D Y  S O N G S  for your show. 
M ake-up Goods, W igs. C A T A L O G U E  F R E E .  
T. S. CEH1S0H & CO*. 62} So. Wabash. Deat 130. Chicks

"Mount Birds *
W« I w b  yoo At Home by Mail to mount Birda. AmC- 
m ala . H ead* , T a n  Furg and Rug*. Bo a  ta x id e r 
my a r t is t .  E a s ily . qu ick ly  lea rn ed  by m en , w om an and  
buy* .T rem eu d o aa iy  la ta reP tm ff and  fa&e m atting. D " ~ —• 
bona* a n d  d e n  w ith  b e a u tifu l a r t .  M ak*  B in  P ro j

fiwlhwelwnStWtflaiitSefraj ‘w tuu& ul?*'*

**am

£ JSnr
z j y j f
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BUICK A4»5S
<$> m

m
Fuzrie fans attention; J, C. Long, ^

Charles Vogtmann, Mrs. J. K. Fields, Viola Javins?, Alvin 
Smith, Mrs. John Gillies, Jacob Braueher, each won stsdans 

in our last auto puzzles. Over 800 prizes awarded in one year. Over 
$11,000.00 in prizes paid by ns in October, 1028. In next few months will 

award between 300 and 400 prizes through our puzzles. Here’s the new one for you.
FIND THE “ DIFFERENT” AUTO

The cars in the oval all look exactly alike at first glance. They are not al! alike. Qne is different1, 
from all the others. There is a  real difference. Something is purposely left off all the other cars 

but this one. The difference maybe in the fenders, bumper, nameplate, radiator or top. The one 1 
that is '■different’'  is the real Buick Sedan l am giving away in addition to three other cars in my 
gTeat friendship advertising campaign. You may be the one. who will find it ‘

AND W IN BUICK SEDAN OR $1800.00 CASH
4 sedans and 28 other prizes totaling over $5,000.00. 32 prizes and duplicate prizes paid In 

case of ties. Immediate quick action—no delay—wo send certificate for $480.00 to add 
to the first prize a t once if you win and directions for getting Buick Sedan. We 

spend over $150,000.00 this way each year to advertise our products locally. ^
N O  M O D E  P U Z Z L E S  T O  S O L V E . N o l i s t a o f  w or< is to  m a k « o t  w r i ts  o r  a n y  o th e r  ̂  

puzz le s . T h is  is  a ll .  E v e ry o n e  re w a rd e d  i f  a c tiv e ly  in te r e a te d .  N o c o s to r  ob
lig a tio n . N o th in g  to  buy  n o w ,l a te r ,  o r  e v e r .  J u s t  s e n d  th e  n u m b e r o f  t b e ^

^  " d i f f e r e n t1'a u t o  in  a le t t e r  o f  o n  a  p o s t  c a rd .  T h a t ’s a il. send  no 
m o n ey . B . H . F ra n c e , D e p t .2 4 7 ,

5 0 0  N . D e a rb o rn  S t . ,

Send 
NoMoney 
Reply to-do

C h ic a g o . Ill,

r®

W onderful, new device, guides you r h an d ; corrects you r 
w riting  in a few days. Big im provem ent in th ree  
hours. N o failures. Complete outline F R E E . W rite  
Perfect Penm anship In s titu te , D ept. 87, S t. Louis, Mo.

S T U D Y  AT HOM E
B ecom e a la w y e r . L ega lly  tra in e d  

m e n  w in  hiarb p o s itio n s  a n d  bb r suc
c e s s  in  b u s in e ss  a n d  p u b lic  B e

In d e p e n d e n t. G r e a te r  o p p o rtu n itie s  
t o w  th a n  e v e r  b e fo re .  B ig  co rp o ra -  

r t io o s  a r e  h e a d e d  by  m en  w ith  leg a l 
" tra in in g .  E a rn

_  $ 5 ,0 0 0  to  $ 1 0 ,0 0 0  A n n u a lly
W e  g u i d e  you s t e p  b y  s te p .  Y on c a n  t r a in  a t  hom e 

W KMBpw  d e f in e  s p a re  t im e .  D«*rre« c f  L L .B . c o n fe r re d .
I L aS alle  s tu d e n ts  fo u n d  a m o n e  p ra c t ic in g  a t to rn e y s  o f  e v e ry

Cvte. W e fu rn is h  a il  t e x t  m a te r ia l .  In c lu d in g  fo u rte e n -v o lu m e  
w L ib ra ry . I^ow cost, e a sy  t e r r a s .  G e t o u r  v a lu ab le  64-p a g e ' 'L aw  

■ G u id e ”  a n d  " E v id e n c e ”  booka F R E E . S en d  1r"r th e m  N O W . 
f  L a S a ll*  E x te n s io n  U n iv e rs ity , D e p t. 2 7 5 -t . C h ic a g o  

The World’s Largest Business Training institution

Rend us your name and address for full information regarding the 
Aviation anti Airplane business. Find out about the many great 
opportunities now open and how we prepare you at home, during 
spare time, to qualify. Our new book O p p o r tu n i t i e s  In  t h e  
A ir p la n e  I n d u s t r y  also sent free if you answer at once.

AMERICAN SCHOOL OF AVIATION 
Dottf. 1182 3601 Michigan Ave. CHICAGO

TRAVEL
•«r “Uncle 

Sam”

Now 
Bandit Proof

.  _ __  ___ ____ ______ Railway Mail C a r

U. S. GOVERNMENT JOBS
*1160 TO * 3 4 0 0  YEAR 

Men—Boys, 18 Up
Steady Work

Paid Vacations

✓  F R A N K L IN  IN S T IT U T E  
/  D e p t. L 2 8 5 , R o c h e s te r, N . Y .

_ G e n tle m e n : R ush  to  m e  w ith o u t  c h a rg e  
_  _  _  O  S2-p»jt*  book w ith  l i s t  o f  L). S. G overn -

Caramon Educat™ '  V
Usually Sufficient c a tio n  a n d  fu ll p a r t ic u la r s .

Mail Coupon >/v _
- T o  in  y  JN4
SURE S  Address

Same

HYPNOTISM W ould you possess that strange  I 
my a t e ri on s po wer whic h charm s a 
and fascinates men and women, 

influences the ir thoughts, controls their desires ami makes you supreme 
m aster of every s itua tion?  Life is full of alluring  possibilities for those who 
m aster the  secrets of hypnotic influence ; for those who develop their m ag
netic powers. You can learn at home, cure diseases and bad habits w ith 
out drugs, win the friendship and love of others, increase your income, 
g ra tify  your am bitions, drive w orry and troub le  from your m ind, im prove 
your m emory, overcome domestic difficulties, give the  m ost thrilling  en
te rta inm ent ever w itnessed and develop a w onderfully m agnetic will 
pow er tliat will enable you to  overcom e all obstacles to  your success.

You can hypnotize people Instantaneously—quick as a flash;—put yourself or anyone else to sleep at any hour of the day or 
night or banish pain and suffering. Our free book tells you the secrets of this wonderful science. I t explains exactly now you 
ran use this power to better your condition in life. It is enthusiastically endorsed by ministers of the gospel, lawyers, doctors, 
business men and society women. It benefits everybody. It costs nothing. We give it away to advertise our institution. Write 
for it today. <Vse a letter with a 5-eent stamp.) Sage Institute, Dept, 6I7D, Rue de I’ Isly, 9, Paris VIM,  France.

Please mention N ewsstand Group—M en’s L ist, when answering advertisements



Become th e  s ir  on post m an  in your town in a 
few weeks. Verf.nnu fears or Ntre&iftU th a t will 
am aze your friends, lien d  h '-r-eu iocs. te a r  decks 
of i ‘laying cards in two, cliin vnur-elf w ith one 
hand . M imply use lh i>  marvel "us new exerciser 
f'»r a few in inures, each  day w ith our Complete 
i-'ILEK Course of Instructions. arid th e  s tren g th  
an d  v irility  of a  T le t  eu 1̂ .4 art* yours,
M IN D  NO MONEY"— Merely m ail u s  the  coupon 
below, th en  pay postm an iM.SrS. plus a  few cents 
postage, on delivery. Money back in  five days if 
not satisfied.

I Mail Coupon Today—— — —iS GIBRALTAR EX ERC ISER CO., I
a Dept. G-5002, 225 W. 34th S t., New York City. ||  (Jentletneii: m
J 1’lease send me your complete Gibraltar Exerciser with |  

Freo course of insmiefions, fur which 1 agree to pay post- « 
« man $1.5‘is pirns postage, when delivered, I

•  A d i

L . --Slate___ J

Skin Troubles
Cleared C p — Often In  24 Hours
Pimples, Blackheads, Acne Eruptions on the Face 
or Body, Barbers Itch, Eczema, Enlarged Pores, 
Oily or Shiny Skin. “ Clear-Tone” has been tried 
and tested in over 300,000 cases. Used Like 
Toilet Water. I t  is simply magical in prompt 
results. A t All Druggists, with proven directions, 
ASH YOUR DRUGGIST-You Can Rely On

d e a r - l o n e
F O R  TH E S K IN  AN D C O M P LE X IO N

L U C K M o n e y ,  H appi
ness, S u ccess !—• 
a!! sym bolised in 

th is  rich, new “ L U C K Y  S E R P E N T "  
i Gold Acid T est Ring. A ttract-,, com

pels., mystifies 1 Get Secrets of How 
to  Get Rich ! W in at game?, busi
ness. Jove. Pay postm an $2.To and 

postage on delivery. Guaranteed.
M A O N U S  W O R K S  

B om t l ,  V aries*  S t a ., D e p t .  N S© •*, N e w  Y o r k

or *DRUG HABIT
} Cured Forever or No Pay

F u l l  t r e a t m e n t  s e n t  o n  t r i a l .  
C a n  b e  g i v e n  s e c r e t l y  i n  p r i v a c y  

o f  h o m e .  G u a r a n t e e d  t o  b a n i s h  f o r e v e r  
a l l  d e s i r e  f o r  w h i s k e y ,  g i n ,  w i n e ,  h o m e  b r e w ,  

m o o n s h i n e ,  o p i u m ,  m o r p h i n e ,  h e r o i n ,  p a r e g o r i c ,  a n d  
laudanum . Costs $?.bb i f  c u re s ,  n o t h i n g  i f  f a i i s ^  Save him  
from poison . STfiftOARD IflSOtfATQRlES, Sta. frJ-200. Baltimore. Md.

True Narratives
B y  V. E. LYNCH

W orld-Knoum  T rapper and Guide

This fascinating book given

FREE
with a year’s subscription to Forest and 
Stream, if you will send us 50c extra to  pay 
the cost of packing and postage.
Send $3,00 in all and you get a year’s subscrip
tion to Forest and Stream and a copy of 
Thrilling Adventures.
So certain are we that your purchase will 
prove satisfactory that we agree to refund 
money if not satisfied.

CONTENTS
1 M y E a rly  Days in the 

O zark M ountains
2 The Y oung T rapper 

Accidentally R uns O n
to  a M oonshiner Still

3 H itting  the T rap  Line
4 E ntered  a  Cave After 

an Old K iller
6 T rapping  Jac k 's  Forks 

and C urren t River
6 In  the Big Bend Coun

try  on the R io  Grande
7 The A u tho r B attling 

with a  Coyote
8 Raided by  M exican 

Bandits

9 H unting  in the Main©
W ilderness

10 A fter the Black B ear 
in  N orthern  M aine

11 A Charging Bear
12 T ha t Big B lack Thing 

—A n Exciting Talo ot 
the B ear H u n t

13 C apturing a Cub
14 Bruin Raids a Cam p
15 A N arrow  Escape from  

D eath w itk  a Bear
16 T rapp ing  B obcats and 

B ringing  Them in 
Alive

17 Deer H unting  in  
A roostooek

R E M IT  T O

FOREST AND STREAM, Inc.
8 0  L A F A Y E T T E  S T .  N E W  Y O R K ,  N ,  Y .
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(JfeEams
7W  H?5aDay,

SELLING CAPS /
“ Yes— I  can  rem em ber th e  tim e  h e  clerked a t  th e  bank 
fo r $25.00 a week. B ut now  he makes big m oney, now 
he is his own boss, keeps his own hours, and has a fine 
business. And lie does all th a t by tak ing  orders for 
am azing  new cap— the Taylor R ainp roo f M ade-to- M easure 
Cap. L ast Saturday lie took 5B orders in a  box factory.”

A m a z in g  R a in p r o o f  T e s t  
C o n v in c e s  A l l

vVe'ro talking about It. M. Lander of Michi
gan ! But he’s only one of hundreds who arc 
making the biggest, easiest, money of their lives 1 
with this fastest, selling line of Taylor Caps.
Every man orders. All you do is pour water 
on the cap. Men. gasp with amazement when 
they see the water roll ofl.' the surface, with
out wetting it. Absolutely rainproof. Wear the Taylor Cap in 
rainstorms—it keeps perfectly dry, and retains its smart new 
appearance. Positively the sensation of America.

Selling OutSIt Now Free
Taylor Caps are sold direct from maker to wearer at low factory 
price. Agent wanted in your community. You collect big com
mission in advance on every order. Made-to-measure. Perfect- 
tit. guaranteed. 2b beautiful fabrics. Many new styles. ■ Big new 
outfit Just ready. Best ever. We will send it to you ABSO
LUTELY Fit Eli. if you rush your name aud address to

TAYLOR CAP MANUFACTURERS
Dept. SO-O Cincinnati, Ohio

Stop Using a Truss
STUART’S ADHESIF PLAPAO-PADS
are entirely different from the truss—be

ll Ing medianico-ehemieo applicators—made 3 self-adhesive purposely to cling closely to 
f the body and keep the muscle-tonio 
i “FLAPAO" applied continuously to the 
I affected parts, also to minimize painful 

friction and dangerous slipping. For al- J 
most a quarter of a century satisfied thou-*
Bands report success. Awarded Gold Medal .  -  ,  . 
and Grand Prix. No straps, buckles or Awardea 
spring attached. Fabric soft as velvet— GraadPriS 

easy to apply—inexpensive. No delay from work. Process of f<3§ 
t-nvery natural, so no subsequent use for a truss. T r i a I of 
"P  L A 1* A 0 "  will bo sent to you absolutely 1® I f  Ip Is  
Write your name on coupon and send TODAY. I  l l k b  

P L  A P AO C O ., 800 S tu a r t B ldg., S t. Louis, Mo.
Name — 
Address ,

Be turn mail will bring Freo Trial Plapao.

AGENTS $6 A DAY
taking orders for Non-Alcoholic Food Flavors,
E.-ery variety. Put up in collapsible tubes.
Always fresh. Three times the strength of 
lint tied flavors. Not sold in stores. Fast 
repeaters. Big income every day.

M E N  A N D  W O M E N
devoting full time can make $G to $9 a  day.
Big money for spare time. Largest con
cern of its kind in the world. Over two 
million dollars' worth of orders taken 
last year by our Representatives for 
/.am>I Pure Food Produets, Toilet 
Preparations. Soaps, Laundry and 
< leaning Specialties and Household 
Supplies. Every article guaran- 
i»'ed. Write for Sample Outfit and 
Money Making Proposition.

American Products Co.
1036 Monmouth A re . C i n c in n a t i ,  O h io

a Magician!
W rite for FreeMagic Book
NOW!—i f  you act quick!— you 
c a n  learn  m a g ic ,  rea l p ro fes
s io n a l  m a g ic ,  r i g h t  d i r e c t  from 
t h e  w o r ld  f a m o u s  m a g ic  v / iz a r d , 
D r .  H a r la n  T a r b e l l .  M o re  t h a n  

th a t  you g e t  new—and turner before disclosed—s e c r e t s  o f  m a g i c ,  
parlor trick s, big n e w  s ta g e  tr ic k s  and m assive I l l u s io n s ,  All 
made sim ple and easy by his g re a t  n e w  m ethod. Y o u  l e a r n  e a s i l y ,  
quickly—a t hom e, by m ail—d u rin g  your s p a r e  tim e . B e  a  m ag i
cian. A s t o n i s h  your friends. E a rn  $250 to  $1000 a  m onth . S e n d  
today f o r  d e ta ils , lo w  prices, easy  te rm s  and b ig  f re e  m agic b o o s t ,

T arb e ll System , Inc., stn«Uoi§-frx ,
19X0 Suanyside Avenue, Chicago, ill. J

J Gentlem en: W ithou t any obligation s e n d  m e y o u r free literature % 
I and Inform ation  ail ab o u t your w onderfu l “ T arb ell Course In ■ 
I M agic ." A ls o  te ll m e ab o u t your Low P rice  O ffer and E asy  .  
|  P aym ent P lan. .
• p
|  Name.— _______________           j

I A d d r e s s . . . . . . . . . . . ------------------- . . . . . . .  |

■ ..................................-........... ............— &

Please mention N ewsstand C roup—Wen’ s L ist, when answering advertisements



[ERE'S your 
. chance to own 

“"that genuine Model T 
Corona you’ve wanted — 

i the easiest terms ever 
offered— at ONE-THIRD 
OFF regular price! Com
plete in every detail; back 
spacer, etc., NEW MA

CHINE G U A RA N TEE. Recognized th e  w orld 
over as  the  finest, s trongest, s tu rd iest, portable 
built. Only a  lim ited n um ber o f these  splendid 
m achines available. T o  g e t one, you  m ust 
act now  1

Yours lor 10 Days FREE— 
Send No Money

Experience the  joy this personal w riting  portable 
typew riter can  give you! Use it 10days free! See 
how easy it is to  ru n  and  th e  splendidly typed le t
te rs  it tu rn s  o u t. Ideal for the  office desk, home, 
traveling. Small, com pact, ligh t, convenient. 
D on't send o u t le tters, reports, bills in poor 
handw riting  w hen you can  have this C orona at 
such a low price o r on such  easy term s.

C a r r y i n g  C a s e  In c lu d e d  
— If Y o u  A c t  N o w

Lea (.hero kl c a rry in g  case, o ile r , Instru ctio n s  f re e  on 
th is  offer. S e n d  no money—ju s t  th e  coupon. W ith o u t 
delay or red  tap e  we will send von the  Corona. T ry  it 
10 daya. I f  you decide to  keep  i t ,  s e n d  Cfl only $3— then 
|8  a m onth u n til o u r special price  o f $33.90 te paid (cash 
price $36.40). Now ia  the tim e  to  buy. This o ffer m ay 
never be rep ea ted . M ail eoupou now._________________

$15*10 Saved
By Using This Coupon

■
a
9a3aS 
N 
9 Q B ■
g A d d r a * ..................... .......................................... ..

a
3 E m p loyed  by- — ..............................................................

S m i th  T y p e w r i te r  S a l e ,  C orp .
[ C o m a  B i T l d m )

M>0 E. G ra n d  A re .,  C hicago , D e p t, 135
Ship  w o  th a  C o ro n a . F .O  B. C h icag o . O n  a r r iv a l  I ’ll d e p o s it  |9  
w ith  e-;pra*s a g e n t. I f  I  k e e p  m aco loo , I 'l l  pond yon $8 a  m onth

........e 537.V0 b a lan ce  o f  SSfl-SOjaries id u a ld : th -  tU lo to re m o in
■i u r t l l  th e n . I m  
i  n o t to  k e e p  it .  1 

w ho  w id r e tu r n  m y $2.

Nairn

HowTo Secure A
6overnmeiitft»ition

Why worry aSxnit strikes, layoffs, hard times f Get 
a Government job I Increased salaries, steady 
work, travel, good pay. I'll help you ho- 
comu a Custom Hou.^c Clerk, Railway
P o s ta l C lerk, P ost Office C lyric, C ity  ".
Mail Carrier. Rural Carrier, Forest 1 
J1 ansor —or get any oilier C»ovcrunieat " 
job you want. J vtjo a s  w ret ary- Kya mi
ner of Civil Service Commission for 8 
years, I have helped thou*auiK

N o w  F R E E
My 32-page book tells about the job- open 

—and how I can help you got one. Write 
TODAY ARTHUR R. T*ATTRTISOX, Civil 
Service Export. 1'ATT Fit SON SCHOOL, 44:
Winner Building. Rochester. N. Y.

S iz e  1 6 * 2 0  in c h e s
Sam ©  p r ic e  fo r  fa il  le n g th  o r  b a s t  | 
f o rm  g ro u p s ,  lan d * cap 82. o r  p e t  a n i-  I 
m a le , e t c . , en  la rg o  m erit*  o f  any  p a r t  ' 
o f  gTuup p ic tu re .  S a fe  r e tu rn  o f  i 
y o u r  o w n  o rig in a l p h o to  g u a ra n te e d .

SEND NO KONEV
a  w eek  y o u  w ill  re c e iv e  y o u r  b e a u t i fu l  l i fe - l ik e  
e n la rg e m e n t ei;se 1 6 x 2 0 In . g u a ra n te e d  f a d e le s s .  
P ay  p o stm an  98s p lu s  p o s t* * *  o r  s e n d  S I .00 
w ith  o rd e r  a n d  w e  p a y  p o s ta g e .  C p C C ]  A ]  
W ith  each  e n la rg e m e n t w e  will r D c r n r r r a  
s e n d  P rek  a  h a n d - t in te d  m in ia tu re  r P l t t U r r t n  
re p ro d u c tio n  o f  p h o to  s e n t .  T ak a  adv*nt*$re v m  
o f  th is  am ax ing  o f fe r  --  a e n d  y our p h o to  to d a y ,
UNITED P O R T R A IT  C O M P A N Y
1 6 S 2  O g d s n A v e ,  P e p t .  5 9 2  C h ic a g o ,  1U,

30
Bay
FREE

T ria l

ORRECT 
ur NOSE

to  perfect shape while you sleep. 
A nita  Nose A d juster guarantees 
S A F E , rapid , perm anent re 
suits. Age doesn 't m atter. Pain  
less. 00,Q00 doctors, users praise 
it Gold m edal winner. Book 
le t Free. W rite  for it today 

A N IT A  IN S T IT U T E ,
B-42 Anita Building, Newark, N. J

HOW TO MAKE LOVE
(N E W  B O O K ) Tells how  to  G et A c
qua in ted ; H ow  to  Begin Courtship ; How  
to  C ourt a Bashful G irl; to  W oo a 
W id o w ; to  win an H e ire ss ; how  to  catch  
a Rich B achelor; how to  m anage your 
beau  to  m ake him  propose ; how to  m ake 
your fellow' o r g irl love you. Tells o th e r 
th ings necessary for Lovers to  know, 

_  Sam ple copy by mail 10 cento.
R O Y A L  B O O K  C O h  D e i k  70S* N o r w a l k #  C o n n ,

Let Us Help You 
QUIT TOBACCO

W e  g ive  fre e  in fo rm a t io n  h o w  to  
c o n q u e r  th e  to b a c c o  h a b it  e a s ily . 
P e r m a n e n t  r e s u l t s  g u a ra n te e d .

A nti-T obacco L eague, omlS nv.,.

T o n e d  
V io lin — S ir .'f

Bow  Inc lu d ed . T h in k  o f th e
.................. •  I t  w itl b r in e  yon . M®

JM o n o y '- ju a t nam e and  « d a re n a  w o  J r « W  
,i l  w ith  20 P ack  e ta  G a rd en  and  P lo w e r S e  ’C a v>» 

so l! a t  10c a p a c k e t. W hen so ld , sen d  *2 co lle c te d  »«:a 
w o will poeltivo ly  oand  v iolin  a n d  in s tru c tio n  book, '  b e a 'n  to  p lay  
w ith o u t  a  t e a c h e r / ’ P arce l P o s t,  p re p a id . N o e x t r a  m oney  to  p sy . 
A N O TH ER G IFT  - -O rd e r  to d ay  a n d  w o w ill #en d  along: w ith  ooed# 
f o r  y o u  a  G lo rio u s  M y ste ry  G ir t  fro m  Ja p a n . I t 'a  F r e * .
LANCASTER COUNTY SEED CO. Station 23  PARADISE, PA,

Please mention N ewsstand Group—Men’s L ist, when answering' advertisements



B oils 50 G allons
< : ■ Itj Less Thais H our

No Other Campuses W ith  Thi*

Improved O il Burner
Use Ordinary Keroune or Coal Oil

{Born* O ndom  Harwell as Indoors)
T AB tnow renmkable Kerosene Burner ever

built. Boil* d ow n  apple cider, m aple svrup,
onolasses* etc.tia  half th e  ordinary tim e. Ideal bur* 
ner for dairies, butchers, indispensable o n the farm*
PRODUCES TERRIFIC HEAT WITS 

SOLENT HOE FLAME
( N O I S E  

S M E L L  SMOKE'
1007

So efficient i t  pro* 
d u ces  tw ic e  th e  u
amount o f heat o f  Citvgft9«t a a m h eco st. So iimpTd 
anyone can install and operate. D ouble generator 
ass u res continuous operation w ithout shut-downs. 
N othing to  wear out, starts in  a  jiffy, w ill last & 
life tim e. Every burner guaranteed fully. W rite for  
special introductory price and free catalog o f  out* 
door utility and kitchen stove o il burners.
HOME MEG. CO.. Owl. 2834.20 E. KM e S t .  CHICAGO

QUIT
TOBACCO
No m an o r  w om an can escape _ )  
the  harm fu 1 e ffects  o f  tobacco,
D o n 't  t r y  to  banish  u na ided  B Q |  
th e  hold tobacco  h as  u jmn you. flpjfr I 
Jo in  the  th o u san d s o f  in v e te r-  
a te  tobacco u se rs  th a t  have
found it easy to q u itw ith  th e a ld o f  th eK eeley T reatm en t.

TREATMENT
S T O P S

Tobacco Habit
Quickly b an ishes all crav in g  f o r  tobacco. W rite  to d ay  
fo r  Free Book ta ilin g  how to  quickly  F ree  yourse lf fro m  
th e  tobacco h a b it an d  our Money B ack G uaran tee .

KEELEY
2&2L

T H E  K EELEY  IN S T IT U T E
E-200 Dwight. Illinois

MONEY FOR YOU
Men or women can earn $15 to $25 weekly 
in spare time a t home making display cards. 
Light, pleasant work. Nocanvassing. We 
instruct you and supply you with wqiL  
Write to-day fo r full particulars. &■
T h e  M E N H E N IT T  C O M P A N Y  L im i te d  

245 D o m in io n  B ld g ..T o ro n to . C a n .
nBnsrErH-w-ajErECEr

y e a rs
w r i t t e n  
fp& rentw * 

g iv e n  w ith
_ ___ fu ll  jew els*)
e le g s n tS w is s  w a tc h . 
Y  o ijreb o i ce in  sg  u a re . 

to n n e a u  o r  cush ion  »h«p« 
"  t l i u m  d ia l,

-  ------ --------- . ..  --------  A c cu ra te
t im e k e e p e r ,  te s te d  a n d  a d ju s te d .  R ush  your 

_  o rd e r .  Q u a n tity  lim ite d . S en d  n o  m ouey , p a*
Kj*toM ¥3.65. JENKINS, 621Broadway, Newport, Pctf. 217-F-2

p)RESlR\NCE
Men, get Forest Ranger job; $125- 
$200 month and home furnished; hunt, 
fish, trap. etc. For further details, write

NORTON I N S T K e& SSS

200 Years Ago%2»3fRS£3?\
lived H an s Adam  W u rlitz e r, M aste r Violin 
M aker. H ia shop w ae a  g a th e r in g  place 
fo r  m usicians o r  th e  t im e , f o r  b e  w aa a  
t ru e  c ra f tsm a n .
W hen h e  d ied  h is  shop passed  In to  1 
bands o f  hie e ld es t son, and fo r seven 
generations, down to  th e  p re se n t 

day , th e  descendan ts o f  H a n s  
A dam  W u rlitzer h ave  ca rried  on 

h is w ork.
Today In e v e ry  W u rlltze r  
In stru m en t you w ill find a  

qu a lity , a c h a ra c te r , t h a t  
eoold not come fro m  mere M eet-**- 

m of manufacture. I t  is tk 
heritage of these ueven generetiona o f  m ueio  

CJnafteinwiatiiD.

Q T r y

anyWirlitzer Instrument
in your 

Own Home
YOU may now have any 

Wurlitzer instrument for an 
ample free trial in your 

own home. Examine the instru
ment, show it to your friends, 
play it as much as you wish. No 
obligation to buy—no expense 
for the trial. We make this 
liberal offer because we want 
you to try for yourself these 
wonderful instruments, the re
sult of 200 years’ experience in 
musical instrum ent building. 
Easy payments ate a rranged  to  suit 
your convenience. This is your oppor
tunity to  try a fam ous W u r U tz c t  
Instrument in your own home.

Send for
N ew  C atalog
The greatest musical catalog ever pub
lished! O ver 3,000 articles — every 
known Instrument described and illus
trated; many o f  them  shown in full 
colors. Gives you lowest prices and all 
details of Free Trial, Easy Payment 
plan. All sent FREE — no  obligation.

Send this Coupon

SBlU

T H E  R U D O L PH  W U R L ITZ ER  CO., D ep t. 2282 
117 E. 4 th  S t., C in c in n a ti

S en d  roe , a b so lu te ly  f r e e . 'y o u r  n ew  I llu s tra te d  c a te lo a .  w ith  p r ic e s  a nd  de
sc rip tio n  o f  e v e ry  kno w n  m usica l in e tru m e n t. A lso  te ll m e bow I m ay  t r y  
a n y  in s tru m e n t in m y ow n borne a n d  p ay  f o r  i t  io  em ail m onth ly  su m s .
No ob lig a tio n .

Name---------------------- - —  -• • -• - ■ - ............ . —

Addree* 

Citp--------- - S to t* -------------

Copyright 1921)—The Rudolph Wurlitzer Go.

Please mention N ewsstand Group—Men 's List, when answering advertisements



The Man I Pity Most
PO O R  O L D  J O N E S .  N o  o n e  h a d  a n y  u s e  

f o r  h i m .  N o  o n e  r e s p e c t e d  h i m .  A c r o s s  
h i s  f a c e  I  r e a d  o n e  h a r s h  w o r d — FAILURE,

He j u s t  l i v e d  o n .  , \  p o o r  w o n t  o u t  i m i t a t i o n  
o f  a  m a n ,  i l o i n g  h i s  s o r r y  b e s t  t o  g e t  o n  in  
t h e  w o r l d .  Ill l i e  h a d  r e a l i z e d  j u s t  o n e  t h i n g  
h e  c o u l d  h a v e  m a d e  g o o d .  H e  m i g h t  h a v e  
b e e n  a  b r i l l i a n t  s u c c e s s .

T h e r e  a r e  t h o u s a n d s  a n d  t h o u s a n d s  o f  m e n  
l i k e  J o n e s .  T h e y ,  t o o ,  c o u l d  b e  h a p p y ,  s u c 
c e s s f u l ,  r e s p e c t e d  a n d  l o v e d .  B u t  t h e y  c a n ' t  
s e e m  t o  r e a l i z e  t h e  o n e  b i g  f a c t — t h a t  p r a c 
t i c a l l y  e v e r y t h i n g  w o r t h  w h i l e  l i v i n g  f o r  d e 
p e n d s  u p o n  S T R E N G T H — u p o n  l i v e ,  r e d -  
b l o o d e d ,  h e - m a n  m u s c l e .

Everything you do depends upon strength.. No 
matter what your occupation, you need the health, 
vitality and clear thinking only big, strong, virile 
muscles can give you. When you are ill t lie 
strength in those big muscles pulls you through.
At tiie office, in the farm he Ids, or on the tennis 
courts, you’ll find your success generally depends 
upon your muscular development.

Here’s a Short Cut to  Strength  
and Success

"But,** you say, “ it takes years to build niy body 
up to the point where it will equal those of athletic 
champions.'’ It docs if you go about it without any 
.system, but there is a scientific short cut. And that’s 
where I come in.

30 Days is A ll 1 Need
In just SO days I can do things with your body 

you never thought possible. With just a few min
utes work every morning, I will add one full inch 
of real, live muscle to each of your arms, and two 
whole inches across your chest. Many of my pupils 
have gained more than that, but I tIL 'A K A N T E K  
to do at least that much for 3*oil in one short month.
Your neck will grow shapely, your shoulders begin 
to broaden. Be foie you know it., you’ ll find people 
turning around when you pass. \Yonun will warn 
to know you. Your boss will treat you with, a new 
respect. You’ll look ten years younger, and you’ll 
feel like it. too. Work will be easy. As for play, 
why, you realize then that you don’t know what 
play really means.

I Strengthen Those Inner
Organs, Too —

But I ’m not through with you. I want ninety days in 
all to do the job right, and then ail 1 ask is that you 
stand in front of your mirror and look yourself over.

What a marvelous change 1 Those great square shoul
ders! That pair of huge, lithe arms! Those firm, 
shapely legs! Yes, sir. They are yours, and they are

EARLE LIEDERMAN, The Muscle Builder
Author o f  “Muscle Building,'* “Science o f Wrestling,' 

“Secrets o f Strength,” “Here's H ea lth” 
“Endurance” Etc,

th e r e  t o  s tay .  You’ll be ju s t a s  fit inside a s  you a r e  ou t,  
too, because I work o n  your hear t ,  your liver—all of 
y o u r  in n e r  o rg a n s ,  s t r e n g th e n in g  a n d  ex erc i s in g  th em  
Y e s  indeed,  life can giv e  you a  g r e a t e r  th r i ll  t h a n  you 
e v e r  d re a m e d .  But, r e m e m b e r ,  t h e  only sure road to  
heal th ,  s t r e n g th  an d  h a p p in ess  a lw ay s  d e m a n d  act ion .

■'mu6cidU,£eee&fment>-
64 pages and « •« «

IT IS FREE
Tt contains forty-etpln full-page photographs of mysHf aim 

some of the many prize-winning pupils 1 have trained, some »>' 
these came to me a> pH;Ail weaklings, imploring ire to tie.;,, 
them. Look them over now and you will mafivl ut tin- 
pro-vnt phy.-d-iues, Thi-. will nut obligate you at all. but f.j 
the sake of your future health and happiness do uot put u o '  
Send today—right now before you turn this page.

EARLE LIEDERMAN
DECT. 17<K»

305 B road w ay, N ew  Y ork City
Please  mention N ew sstand  Groi :•—M1kn;'s L ist, when answering advertisements

1 E A R L E  L IE D E R M A N ,
| D ept, 1702, 305 Broadway, 
j N ew  Y ork City.
I Dear Sir: Please send me. absolutely F R E E  and 
I without any obligation on my part whatever, a copy' 
| ot your latest book, “ Muscular Development.**

| Name ....................................................... . .A G E  ........

j Street .......... .............................................................................

I City , ............................................. State ................................
I P lease  w r i te  o r  p r in t  p la in ly .
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