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areYour Familu

THIS

ONE CERTIFICATE COVERS THE ENTIRE FAMILY...

FAIE

PAYS BENEFITS

TOTALING $1000 ON ENTIRE FAMILY IN EVENT OF DEATH OR ACCIDENT!

This is nn appeal to the head of Wery family who wants to GUARANTEE the
happiness and security of his loved ones ... to spare them from an unkind fate In
‘event that ever-present death or mdiming accident should strike unexpectedly, as it
so often does. Every man owes it to himself and to his wife and children or mother,
father, sisters and brothers to MAKE CERTAIN of the future by protecting them
NOW! You don't have to gamble/with fate another single day! For a cost of about
4c daily you can provide life protection under ONE TRA Family Croup Certificate
for EVERY member of your family, divided as you wish and totaling $1,000. and in
the event that any one of them, including yourself, meets with accident or death, a
large benefit is provided for.

THIS ASSOCIATION HAS PAID OVER $1,500,000.00 IN CLAIMS

You obtain the amazing protection contained in the TBA Family Group Policy at
so small a cost because this Association is a non-profit organization, operated solely
for the benefit of its members. The TBA is one of the oldest anti largest organizations
of its kind in the entire world. In less than 12 years we have paid over $1,500,000.00
in claims. We have, now, thousands of members throughout the United States.

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION

You can provide TBA protection for your entire family without going through "red
tape” of any kind. No medical examination. The TBA Family Group Certificate
is being received with open arms by thousands of persons who. like yourself, have
been seeking the greatest possible protection at the lowest cost possible. This is
your opportunity to secure for your family the full life and accident protection pro-
vided for by the TBA plan at only a fraction of the cost of ordinary insurance!

APPLICATION FOR GROUP CERTIFICATE

T.R.A. Honevolent Assn., Dept. 200, Lafayette, Louisiana, U. 8. A.
_ 1 enclose one Hollar ($1.00) to pay the first month's premium on a Group Certificate oflVrin
| life and accident protection on the “following members of my family us well as on myself.
| understand that after the first month myJ)remiums will bo one.dollar and twenty-five cents ($1.25
| per month for the entire family. | understand that the amount of protection I want on eacl
per*ou will not exceed a total of $1,000.00 for the entire group.

NAME AGE AMT. OF PROTECTION
MAKE THE INSURANCE ON EACH PAYAHLE TO ME
My Name la. Mj Addreaa.

My Ago .Rolatlonahlp to Above |'trsoaa

MONEY HACK GUARANTEE
NO AGENT WILL CALL

You act as your own agent and thus
pocket big savings. Fill in the cou-
pon below. Give us the name anti
age of each member of your family.
Send the coupon with only $1.00 to
pay part of your first month’'s pre-
mium. after which the dues will la-
only $1.25 per month. Thousands
have protected their loved ones and
themselves with this wonderful TBA
certificate and now you, too. can
look the future squarely in the face.
You get your money back if your
application is not accepted or if
after receiving your TBA Group
Certificate, you are not completely
satisfied with it. You take no risk.
I)o not hesitate—do not wait- -one
day lost may be disastrous. PLAY
SAFE! Speed the coupon now.

FREE

COMPLETE
INFORMATION

Take advantage of this opportu-
nity to obtain TBA Group Pro-
tection for your family without
paying the wusual Registration
Fee of $4.75. Or. if you wish
protection for only one person,
write for full facts on TBA Cer-
tificates paying benefits of from
$1,000.00 up to $5,000.00. Act
today |

T.B.A. BENEVOLENT ASSN.
Dept. 200
Lafayette, Louisiana, U. S. A-



THIS BOOK $onsYOU hoatoget
MIGHTY ARM anda: s InchBICEP/

Send for . . .
"MOULDING A MIGHTY ARM"
A Complete Course for Only 25c

W HY NOT GET AN ARM OF MIGHT with the
power and grip to obey your physical desires?
I have taken weaklings whose arms were scrawny
pieces of skin and bone and in a very short time de-
veloped them into men of powerful proportions with
bulging biceps and brawny forearms. He-men with
strong, solid arms of power that are respected by
men and admired by women!

THIS COURSE IS SPECIALLY PLANNED TO
BUILD EVERY MUSCLE IN YOUR ARM!

It has been scientifically worked out for that purpose. Many
of my pupils have developed a pair of triceps shaped like a
horseshoe, and just as strong, and a pair of biceps that show
their double head formation. The sinewy cables between the
biceps and elbow are deep and thick with wire cable-like liga-
ments. The forearm bellies with bulk, the great supinator
lifting muscles become a column of power, and their wrists
are allhe and writhe with cordy sinew. Why not start now
to build a he-man's arm? Send 25c for this course today.

Yon can't make a mistake. The assurance of the strongest armed man in
the world stands behind this course. I give you my secret methods of

strength development illustrated and explained as you like them. Mail
your order now while you can still get this course for only 25c.

I will not limit you to the arm. T17 any one of my courses listed In the
coupon at 25c. Or, try all six of them for only $1.00.

MAIL YOUR ORDER NOW

«nd you will recaiwa Free Copy of

"NERVES OF STEEL, MUSCLES UKE IRON"

It describes Geo. F. Jowett's rise from a
puny boy to be one of the world's strongest
athleteswith a chestmeasurementof49inches
and an 18-inch bicep i It explains way he is
called "Champion of Champions” . « < and
there is a"thrill” in every page.

A priceless book to the strength fan and
muscle builder. Full of pictures of marvelous
bodied men who tell you decisively bow to
build symmetry and strength the Jowett
W ay! Reach out. Grasp This Special Offer|

DQN,T delay MAIL TODAY!

JOWETT INSTITUTE of PHYSICAL CVLTUItS
Dapt. 86-Do, 422 Poplar St., Scrantoo. Pa.
George "F. Jowett: Yoar proposition look* good

to me. Send, by return mail, prepaid, the ooursea
checked below for which I am enclosing

1 Moulding a Mighty Arm. 250

J Moulding a Mighty Back, 250

J Moulding a Mighty Grip, 200

J Moulding a Mighty Chest. 200

j Moulding Mighty Legs. 200

J Strong Man Stnnta Made Easy, 25a

O All 6 Books for $1.00.

N:bb’c

Addria

City.
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COMPLETE BOOK-LENGTH NOVEL

MORO ARMS- -Anson Hard 12

An Exciting, Action-Packed Novel of Savage Perils and
Pulse-Stirring Conflict in the Philippines

THREE COMPLETE NOVELETTES

SEVEN FATHOMS UNDER Lieut. Seymour G. Pond 50
A Thrill-Giving, Mighty Drama of Death-Defying
Heroism in Raider-Infested Waters
DRUMS OF DANGER Arthur J. Burks 75
Follow Fox and Shimel, Those Hell-Busting Marines,
On the Perilous Jungle Trail of a Rebel Chief
MEN OF STEEL Major George Fielding Eliot 10G

A Gripping, Tense Story Proving that Railroaders Stick
Together—at No Matter What Cost

THRILLING SHORT STORIES

THE WHIRLWIND'S RED TRAIL Johnston McCulley %
El Torbellino Matches IPits and Swords With an Impostor
WATCHMATES ——— Jacland Marmur 120
Mutiny and Combat Aboard a Coal-Burning Tramp
HE'S MY BOY Oscar Schisgall 129
Old Matt Russell Sets Out to Prove His Son’s Innocence
ANOTHER STEP L. R. Sherman 135

Life os It Was Lived Before the Dawn of Civilization

THRILLING FEATURES

FAMOUS SOLDIERS OF FORTUNE---------------nommo- -lllustration 48
Marquis de Lafayette, “Wild Bill” Hickok and Others
THE GLOBE TROTTER A department 148

Where Readers, Writers and the Editor Mee

Published monthly by Metropolitan Magazines, Inc.. E70 Seventh Arfnue, New York. N. Y.
M. A. Goldsmith, President; N. L. Pines, Treasurer. Copyright, 19S«, by Metropolitan Magazines,
Inc. Yearly. $1.80: single copies. $.16: Foreign and Canadian, postage extra. Entered as second
class matter at the Post Office at New York, N. Y., on Oct. 16, 1981, under Act of March 8, 1879.
Uansucripts must be accompanied by srif addressed, stamped envelopes, end are submitted at tXe author’, risk. — 11%

Read our companion magazines: Thrilling Detective, Thrilling Love, The Phantom Detective,
Thrilling Western, Thrilling Ranch Stories, The Lone Eagle, and Sky Fighters



9obft In Broadcasting Stations in
fMflnsting. interesting, tad
VoJ WAU.

0 *1.000 a year |
Bare time. Full-time men make as
mvflh as $40. $60. $76 a week.

Television. the coming fieldegf
great epPortunItlee. i€ cover
n my Course.

Broadcast Engineer.

Operator In Broadcast Station.

Aircraft Badlo Operator.

Operator of Airway Beacons.

Government Badlo Operator.

Ship. Operator.

Serviceman on Loud Speaker Sys-
tems.

Installation ~ Engineer Loud
Spoaker Systems. .

Bales Manager for Retail Stores.

Berries Manager for Retell Stores.

Auto Badlo Installation and Ser-
ricemao.

Television Broadcast Operator.

Television Engineer.

Bet Servicing Expert.

on

JJc m

a |k fflc te

| 1l ftrainYou Quickly for

Radio's GOOD spara
and full time Jobs

W hy slaveycmr life away
In ano-future job 7 Why
skimp, why scrape, try-
ing to pay your bills?
I'll train you quickly
for the live-wire field—
the field with a future
—RADIO. $40. $60. $75
a week — That's what
many Radio Experts make. $5, $10, $15 a week
extra money—that's what many of my students
make in their spare time shortly after enrolling.
My free book tells you about Radio’s spare-time
and full-time opportunities—about my tested train-
ing about my students and graduates—what they
are doing and making. Get this book. Be a Radio
Expert. The Radio field is big enough to absorb
many more properly trained men.

m train yon for fobs llka these

Spare-time and full-time Radio Servicing, Operat-
ing Broadcast, Aircraft Radio, Commercial Land.
Ship and Television stations. A Radio service
business of your own. [I'll train you for these and
other good jobs in the manufacture, sale and
service of Radio and Television apparatus. My
FREE book tells you about the many money-
making opportunities in Radio.

re-karn mt1l

You don't bare to leave home end spend 9600 to $1,060
to study Badlo. I'll train you auiokiy and Inexpensively
right in gour own home and’In your spare time for a good
Badlo Job. You don’t need a high school or college educa-
tion. Many of my successful graduates didn't even finish
grade school. MK amazingl¥] practical 50-50 method of
training—half with lessons,” half with Badlo equipment—
%ives you broad practical experience—makes learning at
ome easy, fascinating, practical and rapid.
Many Make **, 111, til a Weak Kxtra
la Spare Time Almost at Onee

My book shows bow my special training, instruction raa-
terlal, plans. ldeas and ‘my nineteen years experience train-
ing men for Radio careers have helped many students make

in
$280 to $1,000 a year quickly In their spare time. Mjr
Course is famous as "the one that pays for Itself."

Tear money back If not aatlaflad

I'm bo suro you will be satisfied with my training that
| agree in writing to refund every penny of your money
If you are not ontlrely satisfied with my Lessons and In
structlon Service when you finish.

Final oat what Radio offers jroa

Act today. Mall the ooupon. Me/ 64-page book will
be sent free to any ambitious fellow over 15 yean
of Iage. hIt _tarl1ls about Radio's of pOrtLénltleS—_ ’;
explains the eighteen s atures of my €our
—shows MterS"Uf'wha?oEer_s are doing amFJJ?r
making. Thero la no obligation. Mail the

coupon. NN

Mail Coupon
for FREE
Information

J. E. SMITH, President
National Radio Institute
Department 4D 117
W ashington, D. O.

H2res Proof

“Mad* *6,000 in 8 Y on *

“8oon »ftw the &«

1wss well protected wi

Mg A 6t
Radio 1

servicing and
hare made over $$,000 In
< little over t-—---—-——--

M*800aY«arIlnSiwrnTIM 6"

-_-Although doing spare-
time Radio work-only. 1
hare averaged about "$500 1t
a year extra in addition f
to” my regular income. 7’
Full-time =~ Radio work
would net me many times
that _amount.” —EDW.

H. FAWCETT. Slough
Bd.. Ladner. B.

“Oo*d Potato* flood Pay

sS4 i+



Kill Kidney Acid New Way
Win Back Your Pep

French Doctor Tells About Successful Prescription That Is Helping
Millions of Men and Women Win New Vitality and Energy

It is no longer necessary for men and women to suffer from poorly functioning Kidneys
and Bladder without the benefits of a remarkably successful prescription prepared specially for
these troubles, and which is available at every drug store.

B‘(()oauae F?f mrt])dem*foods end dr(ijnks,h nervous straﬁin, Worry,_l?_ver-
work. weather change*, exposure and other oausee. there ere millions h
of men and women suffering from poorly functioning Kidneys, and Fre_nC DOCtor

this is often the real cause of feeling old. tired out. run-down, nervous.
Getting Up Nights, Rheumatic Paings and other trouble. Pralses CySteX

If poor Kidney and Bladder functions cause you to suffer from any

symptom such as Loss of Vitality, Getting up Nights, Backache, Leg Doctors and druggists everywhere
Pains. Nervousness. Lumbago, 8tiffnsee. Neura gia or Bheumatlo approve of the preecrir®
Pains, Dizziness, Dark Circlet under Eyes. Headaches. Frequent Colds. because of Its splendid _
Burning. Smarting or Itching Acidity, you can't afford to waste s and quick action. For TF—
minute. You should start festing the “Doctor's Prescriptlog called Dr. L. C. Charland, Graduate of the
Cystex (pronounced 8lsa-tex) at once. . . Laval University of Montreal, re-
Cystex la not an experiment—It la quick and sure in action—It has cently wrote the following letter:
been tested and proved In millions of cases and doctors and druggists "In the treatment of patlente.
approve of Its pure Ingredients which do not contain any dope, narcotics, both men and women showing sgmp-
or habit-forming druca. Dr C. J. Roberta, Graduate of the Universit toms of insufficient kidney and blad-
of Pennsylvania, and formerly of the Philadelphia General Hospital, der excretion, | have bad excellent
recently wrote: "In my years of practice | have employed many medi- results by prescribing hexamethylen-
cines and prescriptions to Improve the functional action of the Kidneys, Dr. L. C. Chartand amino. extract nux vomica, atropine
hut in my_opinion_there is no preparation that excels the prescription sulphate, benzoic acid. extr. buebu,
known as Cystex.”" The formula la In every package. extr. com allk, extr. trltlcum, potassium bicarbonate”®
It starts work In 10 minutes and Is_a gentle aid sod borate and caffeine which] find Is the same formula
to the Kldneya In their work of cleaning out Adds used for Cystex and which Is available at any drug sto
and Poisonous waste matter. It soothes, tones and One of the principal advantage* of thla One comblnati
cleans raw, sore, Irritated Bladder and Urinary lies in Its add-neutralizing qualities, —preventing the
membranes. . putrefaction of urine, bence “bringing relief to many pa-
Because of its amazing and almost world- tients indicating a rheumatic pain tendency in joints,
wide success, the Doctor’s_ Prescription known muscles or limbs. The action of this formula’in haav—*«ng
as Cystex (pronounced 8lss-tex) Is offered the flow of waits products unquestionably relieves a fre-
to sufferers of ﬂoor Kidney and Bladder func- quent cause of night rising, frequent urination, painful
tions under the fair-play guarantee to fix Bassages, headaches. Indigestion, backache and even high
gou up to your complete satisfaction or money lood " pressure. Women especially are benefltted through
ack on return of empty package. It's only rails' of itching, burning and painful conditions. As a
Sc a dote. Ask your druggist for Cystex today h?/gienic aid to the treatment of many kidney and bladder
and see for vyourself bow much vyounger, aliments. | consider Cystex s rational prescription of
stronger and better you can feel by simply merit, and 1| freely rive you my permission to use any
cleaning out your Kidneys. Cystex must do or ail of the shore analysis/' Signed. L. C. Charland. M.D.

the work or cost you nothing.

HOW MUCH DO YOU KNOW?

Knowledge Is power! The men and women who achieve most In this world ... the leaders In business . =«
the folks who arelooked up to and most respected in every community . . . are those who have armed them-
selves with KNOWLEDGE!

\ i* a known fact that a good Encyclopedia . . . books which answer every question of fact ... is an
absolute necessity in the home of all thinking people. And it's even more important if there are children.
Give your youngsters the priceless advantage of
KNOWLEDGE! Remember, a grammar school educa-

0OAN YOU tion is not enough/
A N8 WER Probably every home would have an Encyclopedia if
T H E 8 ,)E the cost were not s6 high. Up to now a good set cost
QUESTIONS? from $75 to $150. But TODAY, an amazing oppor-
What la an Aero- tunity faces you. The famous Popular Encyclopedia
h|t9° . e. . complete in every way . . . has a limited number
Wc%tnccea:_g)se of special editions
W hat are the w_hlch are being
rights of a U. distributed for
8. citizen? the “give-away"”
What U the right price of $2,001 To
wag tov’)entllate get your get. SEND
a borne? :
What la Contra- NO MONEY . .,
band of War? just use the coupon.
WE]yag_(;ﬂWO Money refunded if
Whhere_ Le Man- not satisfied.
churia?
Issciéns(t;ngmgy a These two great
What are the volumes contain
symptoma of 8,828 pages. Also
sreeping sick- many official
ness? maps. A college
Wmo\;ig\ée7nted education con-
! densed | Easy to
ngr?]t |0A23 fﬂ_—fe understand. You
C(ﬁ n¥en? : will be fascinated
by the thousands
The Snsteersge  of facts It brings
Other quettione you. Never again

er: veale n will you have an
opportunity like
this. Mall the
coupon today.
Supply limited!

ENCYCLOPEDIA
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HOW | CAN TELL YOU THE TRUE FACTS ABOUT

S e X r

YYTOULD YOU Uketoknow the
V'V whole truth aboutsex? All
of the startling facts thateven the
frankestbookshave heretoforenotdoted
to print are explained in dear* scientific
manner, vividly illustrated, la the revo*
ludonary book — "The New Eosenkf*,
Here atlast, the naked truth stands forth,
stripped of all prudery and narrow pro*
judice. Old fashioned taboos are discard*
ed and the subjectofsex is broughtout
into the bright light of medical science
by Dr. C. S. Whitehead M .D. and Dew
Charles A. Hoff, M. D ., die authors!

SEX ATTRACTION I

Sex appeal and sex satisfaction are die
most powerful forcesin your life. To re*
main in ignorance isto remain in danger
of lifelong suffering. It is the purpose
of this greatbook to show sex-ignorant
men and women how toenjoy safely the
thrilling experiences that are their birth-
right. It not only tells you how to attract
the opposite sex, but also how to hold the
love of your mats throughout a blissful
married life.

DANGEROUSI
. . Unless you
know the true

~Baniafi~ear and Se Z/cjrtoeaitce*oreder/ factsabouttex

Ignorance leads
5tx Pact* for Mm and Women to shame, des»

H air, worryand

_ _ mentioned only In the  qyiight Sloop— Easy Childbirth P y

conversational gutters—It U the  Som Excesses :

moat powerful force in the world mf)octgrim?e%fnﬁbsogf\?\?oaknoss Do you know how to add variety to
our love-making! e most Innocen

a.nd can be made the moat beau* Secrets of tha Honeymoon iiss may lead t(g: tragedy if you are

tifuL Thank* to this bravely  Teaching Children Sox ignorant of sex relations.

written book, it Is no longer  TheDangers of Potting

H What Every Mon Should Know i
necessary to pay the awful price The Troth about Masturbation Will FEAR
for one momentof bliss. Science Venereal Diseases

i The Sexual Embrace
now lights the path to knowledge o to b ViriRty

grip youonyour
wedding nightt
.or will it be

i i - R the tender, thrib
and lifelong sex happiness. How to Gain Greater Delight ling experience
What to Allow a Lover To Do that is vour

LOVI MAKING IS AN AATI Birth Control Chart far Married Women v

birthright!
Are yon to eu&ard novice in the «rt
of love-making or a matter of Itadifficult SEND NO MONEYI
technique? The artof love-making takes

skilland knotUedse. The sexualembrace You send no money — just fill out the

coupon below and then when Itarrives.

as practiced by those isnorantof its true 1B plairi wtatfjeai, pay tHe postman $1.98.
scientific importance is crude, awkward Keep the book five days, then if you are
and often terrifying to more sensitive not satisfied send it back and we will
natures. Normal sez-suited people are refund your money Immediately and
torn apart because they lack the knowl. z‘;'t:](zﬁgriu%“o”' This book NOT sold

edge that makes for a happy sex lifei

640 DARING PAgTT 08 VIVID PICTUREtI

F R E E I PIONEER PUBLISHING COMPANY

PHILOSOPHY OF LIFE Dspt.TQ4 1E70Sixth Ave."NewYork,N.Y.
— This astonishing book, telling Send me tlhe_i'lThe New Eu f"gécf"| In plain
5 di wrapper. 1will pay postman $1.98.(plus post-
S mconStruction and funt- age) on delivery” 11  am not compictely Satis.
tion of man and woman, is fied, I can return the book within five daysand
sent without cost to ail who the entire price will be refunded immedi-
order"The New Eugenics” at ately. Also_send me, FREE of CHARGK,
$1.96. All about the thrilling your book "Tbs Philosophy of Life".
mystery of Sext FREE |
PIONEER PUBLISHING CO. Name
Rod* CRy

. Address. . Ag§_
1270 Sixth Avenue, NswYork Foreign Orders 15,53 in advance



Coastfo -CoastSuccess]

OPPORTUNITY TO MAKE

AT HOME

NO HOUSE-TO-HOUSE CANVASSING

experience Unnecessary—No Costly Machine to Bay

Hie new coast-to-coast food hit; You work at home,
chips come to you already made. Simply drop into hoc
grease and they're ready to eat! No complicated work,
no experience, no failures! Opportunity to make up
to $30 first day, and high as $60 to $300 aweek dear!
Not S machine: No need to buy special equipment.
Stores do your selling for you. A phenomenal success!
Sells faster than potato chips, do-nuts. Magic Cheese
Chips are big, fluffy, giant-size chips, bigger than potato
chips. Irresistible taste makes them act like an appe-
tizer. The more you eat, the more you want to eat, and
you never get filled up! It's arevelation! Crowds, Maine
to California, devouring thousands of pounds weekly!

Pays Distributors Tremendous Profits

An enormous profit on a small investment! Everyone
likes this tasty tidbit any time o f the day. 5 and 10 cent
bags of Magic Cheese Chips sell like wildfires

MEN, WOMEN EVERYWHERE,
Start at Scratch, Bnild Up
Co1,000 Pound a Month Businesses

succeed alike—no super-salesmanship—no skill—
with 10 pounds, usee
ads, thenplaces stand-
s DAYSIALL PAID FOR
___ofthe largest bakery chain systems in the
ire rights in 100 dues, but we hid all
except in 9 dries, which
' Buy 150 pounds ata dip for etas stordl. F. ~
lasmallNew Yorkdiy,vrmi. "RUSH Or
POUNDS. OUR TRAM WILL RJEOULKJ
oF HUNDRED POUNDS MONTHLY.
iPacific Coast concern wires. IN CREASE STANDING
SBR TO ONBJfUNDRHD TIFTY_POYNDA"WHHKLY.
SHIP TODAY T TYPOUNDS ADDITIONAL
EXPRESS." Long calls, telegrams flooding in from
. our plant world: overtime to meet
times for MAGIC

YOU DON'T INVESTA RED CENT
HOtfl ton km gold romntU oa the possibilities. You nut *di rovsclf first
fctfan we permit you to iflrest, sod oar oorel pUa rubles yoa to decide
witboat cost! Theo rom can wartwith fiA.30 investment. pat beck the cnanaoas
BtofiUe building up without toother peony lorestmeot U rom wish!

EVERYTHING FURNISHED
famish everythin*—advertizing, display stands, etc. Don't wait MtO fa's
too bte to get the FIRST BIG PROFITS in ymr locality. Mail the ocoopoa at
POPS fee complete details and abate the enormous profits immediately!

tuorr-o co, Peps, 2023-N 8t Louis, M *

det for m
PF PROF

NEW NOW!

The Smash Hitof the day! The
big fad at parties, outdoor
games. People everywhere
munching 'em on the streets!
Takes ihstantly. Biggest food
novelty boom in years!

VIRGIN TERRITORY
EVERYWHERE

Hundreds of successful businesses
now operating. Thousandsofopen
territories. Hundredsofcitiesopen
—thousandsofimailtowns. Imme-
diate success possible anywhere.
Write today.

SEND (or ACTUAL

PHOTO-COPIES
of ORDERS from

MAGIC CHIP DEALERS

BonaficU Proof of Profit*t

lorim with wkicfc <

MAIL FOR COMPLETE

FLUFF-O MFG. CO.
Dept.
Sc Louis, Mo.

2023-N

DETAILS

Without obligation to me. rush full information at

Address

LL

Once about Magic Cheese Chips and your proposition.



DON'T BE CUT

Until You Try Thla
'Wonderful Treatment

for pile Buffering. If yon have piles In
any form -write for a FREE sample of
Page's Pile Tablets and you will bless
that vou read this. Write today. E. R.
0., esis-B, Page Bldg* Marsha I, Mich.

the da
Page

MenW anted at Once

Ishe Money CoHinffon Store*
PftIW bl< rgniAy it

without taveatraent. Intro-

duce sensational new line So

ISo nsceasUfea to

»Triw.  Saif aelteK

Permanent repeat

[business easy. Ex-

0 Write today for FREE
SAV E 50/0 m.ii Order trice list of

Bt 4 Sanitary Necessities of
all Mats for znen and wamtsi. Goods sent In plain
sealed envelope, postage paid by us.

P. 0.BOX 91. Dept. D-tL Hamilton, Ontario.

FROM OUR SANCTUM

The April Issues of our companion
zines contain the best norels,
features to be found anywhere.
C Just pick up THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE
and read MURDER CITX—another exciting
full book-length novel from the case-book
of Richard Curtis Van Loan, world’'s great-
est sleuth. A thrill on every action-packed
page. Other crime stories. 10c at nil Btsnds.
« The alr-miInded will enjoy DEATH OVER
VERDUN. In the current Issue of THE
LONE EAGLE. In this rooming full hook-
length war-air novel, John Masters, Secret
Service Ace, carries on a one-man war
against sky treachery that -win thrill you
to the marrow. Many features and stories.

maga-
stories and

10c.

C THRILLING WESTERN opens with a bang
— wtth a complete book-length novel, BLAZ-
ING GUNS, by Porties Parkhill. replete
with real Western thrills. TWISTED
TRAILS, by Wilton West, a novelette, and
many short stories of exceptional strength.
10c at all stands. s _ s

CAnd don't miss SKY FIGHTERS. Read
THE FALCON FLIES HIGH, a novel by
Arthur J. Burks—VON SATAN'S LAIR, a
novelette by Harold F. Crulckshank—sto-
ries by Frcesland, Poindexter and others—
gripping features. 10c.

« THRII,LING DETECTIVE features

MURDER MASTER, by C. K. M. Scanlon,

a complete book-length novel exciting Trom

start to finish. Novelettes and stories by

Oscar Schisgall and others. TOc-

For sis and mom : Bring home THRILLING

LOVE—They’ll love It. This month's com-

plete book-length novel is DIRECTED BY
LOVE, by Walter Marqulss. 10c at all
stands.
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Stomach Disorders
Threatened His Life

Says N.Y. Patrolman

Officer David R

910 Jennings St,
New York City. “I suffered
from gas in the stomach
and heartburn so bad that 1
could hardly stand it My
case was diagnosed by one
doctor as ulcers. | suffered
much agony and lost weight
until one day | saw an ad-
vertisement in the New
York Daily News, by the
Udga Co., St Paul, Minn.
I wrote for their treatment
and thanks be to God | did,
for today | am a different
man. | have no iain, can
eat anything and
ting back to my normal weight”

Add Stomach Afflicts Millions

Hyperacidity (acid stomach), la, as every physician
can tell you, the corse of millions. It is the most com -
mon cause of stomach or gastric ulcers as well as
many other distressing conditions, and there are com-
paratively few adults who can truly say It has never
troubled them. In addition to stomnch ulcers, acid
stomach is often the direct canse of gas pains, dys-
pepsia, poor digestion, pains after eating, bloating,
belching, gnawing pains, heartburn, sour stomach,
constipation, etc.

Double Acting Treatment Needed

To combat these conditions you need a treatment
that will first counteract or neutralize the excess acid
secretions and then protect, soothe and tone the mem-
branes or stomach lining in order that the process of
healing may take plnoe. This is the function of the
Udga Treatment and the excellent resnlts It has pro-
duced in so many thousands of cases are dne to this
double acting feature. For stomach ulcer victims, the
Udga treatment includes a diet list prepared by a
world-famous clinical hospital.

“1 tried ev

David B. Caldwell.

Offered On

(5 DAYS TRIAL

And now that the merit* of thiB splendid treatment
have been so conclusively Indicated, the distributors
invite all sufferers to try it at their risk and are wip-
ing to send a full 15-DAY TREATMENT ON TRIAL.
So If you can believe what your own stomach tells
you—If yon agree that freedom from stomach pains,
distress and misery are the surest proof of results,
accept this liberal trial ofTer and see for yourself what
the Udga Treatment can do.

--------------------------- MAIL COUPON TODAY eeeeeeceeces
UDGA, Inc,. 2400 Foot-Schulze Bldg.,
8t. Paul, Minnesota.

Please send me your 15-DAY TRIAL OFFER on the Udff* Treat-
ment. Also free oopy of your book on ttomach troubles, testimonials
affidavit of genuineness end $1,000.00 Reward Offer to beak ft up.
Thla does not obllfsts me tn any way.

Kama

No. and Street
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Kansas, starts out with $880.88 net for 80 days workl These men
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earn such remarkable sums in these desperate times? Read the
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does away with the need for high pressure selling. A rich fleld that
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Those who enter now will pioneer—to them will Bo the choicest
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CHAPTER |
”"Juramentado !"
HE cry of

Juramenta’o!”’
market place

“Jutamentao!
rose from the
in Zamboanga

With the suddenness of the attack,
There was a loud clang of steel aS

MORO

A Complete Book-

By ANSON
Author of "Cut High, Girl,"

like a wail of fear, gathering in vol-

ume and terror as it spread from
mouth to mouth. The cry was caught
and carried through the space in
front of the sheds, past the Ayun-
tamiento to the Chinese shops that
jammed its east side, and on to the
Calle Guardia Nacional.

A chill grip of fright for a mo-
ment paralyzed the people;- then
there was a running for every avail-

able shelter. The shopkeepers tug-
ged at specially constructed doors,
drew heavy shutters of plank and
iron across the fronts of the stores,
closing them against the hacks of
slashing steel. No sound stirred the
town like the cry of the Moro run-
ning amuck.

Lieutenant Phil Gorman, Philip-
pine Constabulary, stood in the little

An Action-Packed Novel of Savage Perils ana



the brown man was made helpless,
he found a grip on a cord-like wrist
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“The Killer of Pelitosetc.

court between the market and the
custom house when the cry started
that terrorized the town.

He had been gazing out into the
strait at a motor sloop that lay
anchored between the long T wharf
and the crab-fishing grounds off
Cawa-cawa. There was something
sinister and repellent about that
sloop like a gray ghost of the sea,

Pulse -Stirring Conflict

its flecking paint and unvarnished
spars giving the impression of dirt
and slovenly seamanship.

The gray craft was the little copra
trader of Jan Towry. Phil had sus-
picions of that whiskered, fly-by-
night skipper, Jan. Crooked as a
swimming eel and as slick, Gorman
thought, but the Constabulary had
never yet pinned anything on him.

But the young lieutenant’s reflec-
tions were cut short by the shouts
that split the air to the right of him.

A hubbub arose among the crowded
stands and tables in the market place.
The aisles were filled with people
intent on their evening buying. Fish-
ing vintas of the Moros were at the

in the Philippines
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seaside being
unloaded of the

day’'s catch.
Over all had
been the hum of
high-voiced bar-
gaining, the
haggling and
dickering that
constituted
every sale in the Orient; shouts,
laughter, quarrels about prices. Then
all that had changed, stopped, going
out in a single wheeze of sound like
a punctured bellows, followed by a
wild and terrible scramble for safety.

N the gathering twilight a strange
vinta had slipped to a mooring

place beside the wooden wharf. The
brown-skinned, almost naked fisher-
men, busy with the sorting and un-
loading of fish, paid little attention
to it

From its hold a man suddenly
arose, clad in a draping garment of
white, his head covered by a twisted
turban, and leaped with agility upon
the damp planks. From beneath his
trailing garments he drew a lonu and
glittering baiong, its evil, polished
length glinting in the rays from the
kerosene lamps that had just been
lighted. With a single wave of it
about his head he had begun to
slash right and left, charging into
the crowd.

The coming of the juramentado
had been almost simultaneous with
the arrival of Lieutenant Gorman in
the little court.

Phil made a
quick grab for
his service au-
tomatic, then re-
membered he
had left the
weapon in his
guarters. He al-
most never car-

Otmsby ried the gun in

Zamboanga City except when in di-
rect charge of troops; and he found
himself in this sudden crisis with no
means of offense but his hands.

People were pouring from the
broad market shed, tumbling and
sprawling, many of them in an effort
to get away. The fishermen, at the
first glint of steel, had dropped their
flat baskets and leaped for the water.
The stall keepers dropped to the ce-
ment floor and crawled beneath the
tables.

Gorman charged in against the out-
flowing crowd. He knew the terri-
ble frenzy of a Moro running amuck.
The juramentado, vowed in his re-
ligion to slay until he dropped,
would take a bloody toll. Color, sex,
creed would make no difference.
Everyone he could reach would be a
victim to the swishing steel. Often
a score fell before these maniacs
could be stopped.

PHIL shoved to right and left,
stiff-arming his way through the
terrified people. Already the aisles
were jammed near the exits. He
leaped upon a counter piled with
fruit and green vegetables and made
his way toward the rear.

Gorman had no time to weigh the
elements of danger. The whole af-
fair had started in a twinkling, and
the period elapsed from the first
wailing cry until he was charging
back over the stands was but sec-
onds. He saw an old Filipino tao,
too slow to push outward with the
crowd, go down before the swishing
blade.

With the fall of the old man the
aisle leading to the east exit was
clear. The mass of the shoppers
were at the north and west sides of
the building. Yet the white-clad
killer was running up this east side
directly at Lieutenant Gorman. Phil
at the time did not notice the un-
natural direction of the Moro’s move.
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Gorman’s eyes shot right and left
in search of some weapon. Bare-
handed he could scarcely hope to
grapple with the armed maniac. Arms
and fingers could be clipped off by
that razor-edged blade like weeds
before a scythe. His eyes lighted
upon a bamboo pole swung from the
ceiling on slender bejuco strings and
used as a rack for displaying bananas.
He gave a leap for this, his weight
ripping loose the bejuco, and he
dropped into the aisle with this ten-
foot pole in his hands.

A"DRING more poles, you men!”

-D yelled Gorman, his voice rising
above the scuffling. “Bring more of
them. Get around him.”

He had no time to see if his words
were comprehended. The white-robed
killer was upon him!

The pole had but one value—to
hold the juramentado away so that
he could not reach Gorman with the
barong.

The insane fury of these killers had
made history in the Southern Phil-
ippines. Attacked American soldiers
had often tried to hold them away
with rifle and bayonet, but the jura-
mentados would seize the bayonet
and thrust it through their own
bodies in order to get close enough
for one last killing slash. Bamboo
poles had been found the best pro-
tection.

The barong clipped a wedge from
the end of the pole. Phil gave an-
other yell for the natives to bring
more bamboo. The pole in his hands
would in a few seconds be hacked
and split, shortened until the Kkiller
could no longer be held away. Once
within reach, the barong would
clip through neck and shoulders with
a single snick.

Phil, gripping the smooth pole
with all his strength, kept it aimed
at the other's chest. Hack, chip,
swish! The steel was eating into the
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tough bamboo.
The Dblows of
the heavy blade
knocked the
pole aside, and
Phil had all he
could do to
keep the length

of it between

himself and A Moro
grisly death. Where were the na-
tive men? Why didn't they bring

more poles?

The speed with which the brown
man was hacking right and left
gave Gorman small chance to see bis
face. The white robe was whipping
around the dancing figure like the
garments of a dervish. The loose
ends of the turban dragged across
the fellow’s chalked countenance, but
above these trailing ends Gorman
could see two eyes like wild, brown
points of fire.

“Hai-ah-hai-e-e-e!”

The screech-like yell rose and
echoed from the tin roof of the
market shed, strident and nerve-

rasping as the squawk of a hornbill.
Phil stepped back, and, as he did so,
the Moro ducked, wove under the
bamboo pole and, seizing it with his
left hand, thrust it aside. He was
back along it in a leap, raising the
barong above his head for a skull-
splitting downward sweep.

HIL at that instant felt a cold
terror grip him.

And simultaneously he got a look
at the fellow’s face. The half-opened
mouth showed
no betel stain,
no drooling of
arica and raw
opium. These
sworn men were
nearly always
self- drugged,
stimulated by
powerful con -
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coctions for their gory job. And
the skin was clayed white, flatly
ghoulish in the lamplight—but
through the set expression of the
countenance Phil got the idea that
the man was completely sane.

Even as these thoughts raced
through his mind, Phil acted. The
fellow had got at him wunder the
pole, but Gorman still had the lev-
erage for moving him to one side.
The lieutenant whirled with all his
might in a side-sweep. The Moro
was shoved from his course, inches
to the left, and the blade whistling
down missed the khaki shirt, carried
on until the tip of the barong rang
with the ting of tempered steel upon
the concrete floor.

HIL loosed the pole and leaped.

The impetus of his charge
knocked the fellow against a fruit
stand, sending a shower of green-
skinned oranges and lanzones rolling
across the floor. Crushed against
the stand the brown man could not
swing the barong, and Phil's left
hand, shooting before the other’s
face, found a grip on a lean cord-
like wrist.

The advantage of the fight was
suddenly transferred. Phil had not
been the Dbest wrestler in the
Seventh Regiment for nothing. His
right arm went twisting about the
turban for a pinching back headlock.
He dragged the squirming, kicking
man away from the stand and into
the center of the aisle. His left arm
came down, down, wvisting at the
corded wrist. He could feel the
shoulder joint give, and he made
one more heave downward on the
wrist.

The barong dropped ringing on the
floor.

The white robe had been thrust
back in this hand-to-hand struggle,
and Phil saw a long yellow-white
scar that angled lividly across the

brown elbow. He was to remember
that scar.

The killer became suddenly a wild-
cat of energy. The twisted turban
slipped over the close-cropped head,
breaking the lieutenant’'s grip. Phil
felt a jab on his lower ribs that sent
a sickening, paralyzing pain along
his spine, robbing him of strength
and will power. His head-hold was
now loosened, gone. The corded
wrist tore from his fingers. Through
a haze he saw the fellow backing
away.

Phil doubled for one more leap,
but the oranges, squashing and roll-
ing beneath his boots, sent him for-
ward unbalanced. His fingers reached
the white robe, gripped it. Then he
was flat down among the crushed
fruit with only the discarded sheet-
ing his hand.

Gorman heard the
running. He got to
knees, blinking his
away the daze. The nausea of that
nerve-jarring rib-jab was passing.
He got to his feet, holding against
the fruit stand for support, and the
haze solidified into a tangible world
again.

Two municipal policemen from the
station near the Ayuntamiento came
at a run. The foremost had a re-
volver and the second carried a riot
gun. “Injured, Lieutenant?”

“No. Where the thunder have you
fellows been? Does it take you for-
ever to get here from the station?”

“We came fast, sir, as soon as we
heard. Very quick. See, sir, all the
people have not yet got out of the
building.”

sound of men
his hands and
eyes to snap

PHIL, his gaze sweeping around,
saw that this was true. The fight
—that had seemed so long to him—
had been no more than a struggle of
seconds. And the supposed religious
fanatic, slipping from his robe, had
disappeared!



He glanced about quickly as a man materialized from a darkened wall,
and a thin glitter of steel plunged toward him

“Get after him!” snapped Phil. “He
got away.”

“Run away? A juramenta’o?"

The policeman’s doubt was genu-
ine; a real religious killer would not
have run away.

The old tao, the single victim of
the barong, was trying to get to his
feet. A great splotch of red dyed
the back of his cotton singlet. The
barong had laid open a slash deep
as the clavicle. The man was seri-
ously but not fatally wounded.

Heads were beginning to bob up
from beneath the stands. A few of
the men from the outside were again
venturing into the shed.

“Get after him anyway,” ordered
Phil.

“Where, sir?”

A shout came from the natives
near the east entrance. “There,
there!” Arms pointed toward the
southwest corner of the building
where the fish wharf ran on beside
smaller buildings. The policemen
leaped forward in pursuit. Actually
Gorman, an officer in the Insular
Constabulary, had no authority over
the municipal police, but in a jura-
mentado scare all armed men joined
forces.

The frightened natives were again
coming back into the building. The
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wounded old man was lifted care-
fully and borne away toward the
Public Health Dispensary. A chatter
of excited conversation arose.

Phil walked back again toward the
open court, his mind a medley of
conflicting thoughts. Now that he
had time to go over the affair, he
saw that the juramcntado was not
genuine. A religious Kkiller, vowed
to slay until he himself was slain,
would not have run away- He would
have been drugged, insane, tortured,;
and he would have charged into the
thickest of the crowd and not at
Phil alone.

A poignant,
swept Gorman.

sickening realization
The whole affair

looked like a framed plan to Kill
him! Why?

CHAPTER 11

Falling Death

HE lights of the Zamboanga
Club were blazing as Phil
came up the steps. He had

occupation, and he had no faith in
anything but the Regulars.

“It's a hell of a note,” growled
Tom, "when you can't be safe even
in Zamboanga. This is the second
time one of those damn natives has
cut loose in the last six months.
They're getting out of hand. By
Godfrey, we need a regiment from
Fort McKinley.”

“Yeah? | suppose none of ’'em
ever ran amuck against a Regular.”

“They didn't for years after the
army had cleaned 'em out. What
do they care for your Constabulary?
The whole center of Zamboanga
Province is lousy with magahats, and
Indang up there is gettin’ cockier
every minute. No little Constabulary
patrol is going to clean him out.”

Phil turned from the drink the
boy had set upon the bar. “How’'d
you know | was taking a patrol out
against Indang?”

“Huh, know? It's purty common
knowledge. Hell, you can't get
him.”

walked rapidly through the desergman was in a none too pleas-

section about the Custom House,
made his way by the tree-shadowed

Provincial Building, and reached
the club without encountering a
person.

He had noticed, too, that the long
T wharf was deserted, and at the far
end the tramp vessel, the Banda-
ree, lay isolated and dark, a few
lights dim on the bridge and in the
forward cabins.

There were few in the main room
of the club. Two men from the
rubber plantation on Basilan saluted
Phil as he stalked past their table.
Tom Ormsby, his red face scowling,
was at the bar.

“Did you get him, Gorman?”

“No, he got away. Fix me a
stengah, boy.”

The old-timer, Ormsby, was irri-
tatingly voluble. He had come to
Mindanao in the days of military

ant frame of mind himself. Old
Ormsby was always caustically crit-
ical, forever harking back to “the
good old days,” and right at this
moment his words were ruffling to

the Constabulary lieutenant. “If he
can be got, I'll get him. Mark that,
Ormsby.”

“Yeah, and I'll bet you whisky

and soda for a month that you can’t
lay hands on him. And you can
mark that.”

“All right, that's a bet.”

PHIL left his drink half con-
sumed and walked into the next
room where there was a telephone.
Zamboanga was proud of its newly
instituted service.

“Municipal Police Staticn.”

Phil frowned as he waited for the
number. He had hoped to keep quiet
the fact that he was starting for
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Sibuguey on the morrow, heading a
patrol after this Indang; but you
couldn't keep news down when you
had a bunch of native soldiers.

But what was Ormsby driving at
in connecting the juramentado with

Datu Indang? Or was he connect-
ing them? Hell, Indang, a mountain
robber a hundred and fifty miles

away, would have no connection with
a Moro running amuck in Zam-
boanga. Still, things were bad enough
in the center of the province.

GORMAN had never seen this
Datu Indang, the fox of the
jungle, but he had heard tales in
plenty. This datu, so it seemed, had
collected about him not only mal-
contents from his own nation, but
scores of the half savage mountain
people, Manobos, Bukidnons, Ates,
and renegade Visayans who had fled
from justice in the northern islands.
Moro and pagan, an unholy mess.

A voice clicked from the other
end of the line.

“Your men reported on that jura-
menta‘'o?” asked Phil.

“No, sir. Not yet.”

“This is Lieutenant Gorman. Have
your chief call me either at the club
or my quarters if they find any-
thing.”

“Very good, sir. 1 tell him.”

Gorman then rang up his first ser-
geant at the Constabulary barracks.
“Listen, Sergeant Malabanan. That
juramenta'o in the market place got
away. | got a hunch he's hiding in
Zamboanga. Get out three squads
and search this town. Understand?
Maybe that's butting in on the police
jurisdiction, but | take the responsi-

bility.”
“Yes, sir. We shall start immedi-
ately, sir.”

“And, Malabanan, send an orderly
to me. | may have need of him.”

“Yes, sir.”

Phil walked back to the main room
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of the club. Through the broad win-
dows that opened on the north and
west sides the noise of activity came
up from the streets below. Shop-
keepers were dragging away the
shutters; persons were again ventur-
ing on the thoroughfares,

Ormsby was still at the bar. Gor-
man took up his half-finished drink.
From the street below he heard the
clatter and squeak as a calesa drew
to a stop. Two men came up the
steps and into the main room.

Phil knew one of them: the Rev-
erend Amos Caruthers, head of a
Protestant Mission School, a well-
liked man despite the irreligious
character of some members of the
white colony in Zamboanga. The
other man, judging from the Moslem
fez he wore, was a Moro of the bet-
ter class.

Ormsby scowled deeper as Caruth-
ers and his apparent protege came
to the bar. Phil observed them with
interest. “Hello, Reverend! Have a
drink ?”

Caruthers smiled amiably. "Cer-
tainly, Lieutenant, if | may chooss
my regular brand—a limeade. Lieu-
tenant Gorman, meet Prince Alus
Tigami. He's from Brunei. He intro-
duced himself to me this afternoon,
and meeting him on the street a
while ago | brought him up.”

HIL responded to the introduc-

tion, extending his hand. Prince,
eh? One of the Sultan of Brunei’s
fair-haired boys. Phil's eyes nar-
rowed. The Moro’s features were
slightly familiar; yet there was
nothing in that. These Malays were

like the Chinese—hard to tell one
from the other.

“How’re you, Lieutenant?”

Prince Tigami spoke English,
slightly blurred. But it was the

grasp of the hand that sent for a
moment a racing suspicion through
Gorman’s mind. Had he touched that
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hand before? Surely not. He did
not recall ever having met Tigami.

Ormsby responded to the introduc-
tion with a grunted, “Howdy?” Then
the old-timer turned from the bar.
“Guess I'm movin' back to the house.
Figure it's safe enough to go out
on the streets now—if | move fast.”

Phil took this parting gibe with a
chuckle. The old die-hard would
never be satisfied with anything but
the Regulars and a corporal’s guard
in every barrio.

“Let's sit down,” said Caruthers.
“Limeade for you, too, Prince? Fine.
That's one credit I must give to you
Moslems; you don’'t guzzle liquor.”

ORMAN observed the Moro close-

ly. He was dressed in a white
suit, with the jacket cut Dutch
fashion buttoning to the neck, a
style that obviated the necessity of
wearing a shirt.

“1 hear, Lieutenant, that you are
going on a dangerous mission, to
Sibuguey, | believe.”

“Damn—excuse my Chinese—if the
whole town doesn’t seem to know.
Yes; | am.”

Caruthers shook his head sadly.
“It isn't bullets those people need,
but proper instruction. Those moun-
tain people, so | hear, are frightfully
pagan; go through all sorts of
heathen rites, believe in innumerable
devils, and—"

Gorman cut him short. “What peo-
ple in the Islands aren't riddled with
superstition? Of course, they have

devil chasers, but what of it? Devils
don't turn bullets.”
Tigami leaned forward. He had

an unctuous and, Phil thought, in-
sincere manner. “Are you nhot afraid,
sir? Those men are fighters.”
"Yeah? I'll admit that in the right
mood they’ll fight to death at the
drop of a hat; manage them right
and a child could handle them.”
“Perhaps. They may be different

from my people.” A supercilious
hauteur. Phil inwardly grunted.

Sergeant Malabanan came clicking
up the steps. Phil, seeing him, went
to the door.

“We can find nothing, sir. | have
the squads still searching. Shall we
continue ?”

“Yes; keep at it.
boanga, rout him out.
the boats and vintas."

“Very well, sir.”

Phil went back to the table, but
Caruthers and the Prince were walk-
ing toward the veranda, or rather
balcony, that overlooked the street.
Gorman hesitated. He had a hunch
to inquire more about this traveling
prince; but what of it? He had
plenty of work if he were to get
ready for that expedition tomorrow.

“If anyone comes for me, I'm at
my quarters,” he called to the bar
boy.

Gorman went rapidly down the
steps toward the street, the frame-
work of the stairs vibrating under
his rapid tread. He stepped down
onto the pavement. Something went
whizzing by him, raking his right
sleeve, to thud with a resounding
whack on the flagstones.

Phil leaped back
“What the—"

A flower pot incased in a heavy
brass jar had fallen from the rail of
the veranda. Had it hit him squarely,
it would have brained him.

If he's in Zam-
Check up on

instinctively.

“Look out up there!” he yelled.
"Trying to kill me?”
responded. Gorman

NOBODY

stepped back to observe better.
The broad balcony was vacant. Some-
body— well, now, maybe his own
shaking of the stairs had unbalanced
the pot. No wuse getting heated
about an accident. The thing hadn’t
hit him. He strode on across Rizal
Plaza and down the street toward
his own quarters.
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A Constabulary soldier rose to
salute as Gorman came into his own
sala. "I was ordered to report, sir.”

“Oh, yes. At ease.”

Gorman sat down at the table and
reached for a cigarette. He was con-
vinced that the things happening
were not altogether accident. Had
there been two attempts at his life?
One? None at all? Were these at-
tempts connected with the expedi-
tion to Sibuguey? Hardly possible—
yet everybody seemed to know his
plans.

AMN this Datu Indang, anyhow,
D cutting loose up in Sibuguey
and necessitating a patrol to round
him up. Lucky the beggar didn't
have guns, or it would—as Ormsby
declared—require the Regulars to
corral him and a long bloody war at
that. That would mean disgrace for
Gorman, an incapacity to control his
own district, a stain upon the Con-
stabulary. Phil could see his in-
evitable resignation.

Gorman reached for a piece of
paper and wrote a note. It was in-
structions to Lieutenant Alvarez, his
junior officer. Alvarez was a Fili-
pino, a Tagalog, and a good soldier.

“Proceed with the twenty man pa-
trol to Sibuguey after Datu Indang
within twenty-four hours. You will
have complete charge in case | am
not there to take command.”

“In case | am not there.” Why
did he write that? Was he expect-
ing to get “knocked off” just be-
cause some lunatic had gone wild
with a barong? Or a flower pot had
toppled off the club veranda? Rats.
He crushed out his cigarette. Might
as well send the note, though; it
wouldn't do any harm. An anchor to
windward in case of the unexpected.
He placed the note in an envelope
and sealed it.

“Here,” he commanded the orderly,
“be sure to deliver this personally to
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Lieutenant Alvarez. He should be
back from Labuan tomorrow morn-
ing. Understand?”

“Yes, sir.”

The orderly was gone. Phil paced
the sala. Couldn’'t find hide nor hair
of the juramentado, eh? Funny.
The bird couldn’'t evaporate, and a
check-up on the vinths would tell if
he had skipped to sea.

He ought to get a good night's
sleep before starting tomorrow; but
sleep was impossible pow. He was

restless. Well, he'd take a walk,
take a look around himself. He
might find something. He changed

rapidly from his khaki uniform into
a suit of civilian whites, picking a
slightly soiled suit so as not to be
too conspicuously white. He traded
his campaign hat for a cork helmet.
This time he slipped an automatic
into his pocket.

Gorman skirted the Calle Guardia
Nacional and plunged through the
adjacent unlighted streets. He came
out on McGay Street that ran be-
tween the main part of town and the
Moro settlement of Cawa-cawa. If
that barong slinger was hiding any-
where, it would be down this way.
McGay Street was walled with Chi-
nese shops, now all closed and dark.
Only here and there did a shaft of
light fall out upon the sidewalk.

Something ticked in Phil’'s mind.
He did not know what it was. He
was not psychic, but a nearness of
peril warned him. Almost as if
someone had shouted, he knew dan-
ger was near.

E certainly did not hear any-

thing; he did not see anything,
but the acute prescience of trouble
tingled him like an electric shock.
He glanced about swiftly just as a
man materialized from a darkened
wall, and as a thin glitter of steel
plunged toward his back.

There wa6é no time to turn, no
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time to reach for the heavy auto-
matic. He dropped as if clubbed,
letting himself go flat to the dust.
The downward sweeping blade
missed him. Gorman’s arm, swinging
hammer-like around, tripped the as-
sailant.

Catlike, Phil was upon his feet.
But the other moved like a wary
lizard, squirming away before Phil
could jump upon him. Almost like
a wraith he was into the shadows
again.

But just for one brief moment was
an arm extended in a rectangle of
light, and Phil saw. There was the

scar!

CHAPTER 111

Gun and Knife

C GAY STREET, stretching
away to the beach, lay in
perfect quiet, dark beneath

a moonless sky. The scar-armed as-

sailant dodged among the shadows,

then came out to race boldly away.

He was just a blur, too uncertain to

risk a bullet on, and Phil jammed

the automatic back into his pocket.

Gad, how that brown devil could

run! Gorman sprang forward in pur-

suit.

The footrace was lost from the be-
ginning. The fellow had got away
to a fifty-yard start. But why should
he race in that direction? The open
country along the beach would offer
no concealment, and Cawa-cawa was
a kilometer ahead.

Then Phil saw the object of the
move. On the sickle of 6and east of
the Moro settlement were a dozen
outriggered canoes, or vintas, pulled
above the wash of the surf. He saw
the fellow seize one by the brace
and shove it into the water.

Gorman was momentarily non-
plussed. Should he continue this
wild chase farther? The brown man
might paddle for Santa Cruz Island

or even for Basilan. He could lead
a pursuer on endlessly among the
smaller islands.

rpHEN from the black expanse of
J- water came a rippling provocative
curse. Phil knew the Moro dialect
sufficiently for ordinary conversation,
and the meaning of the words he
now heard brought a flush hotly to
his temples. Insult heaped on in-
jury!

Maybe Ormsby was right; the na-
tives were getting out of hand.

Gorman ran along the row of
vintas seeking one that contained a
paddle. The owners ordinarily re-
moved the paddles, but he found one,
a worn and splintered bit of wood,
too valueless to be removed.

The beach was damp and slant-
ing, and Gorman ran the canoe down
it as on greased rollers, wading with
it into the water for a dozen steps
until the sharp keel floated. Then
he swung into the stern and seized
the paddle. He could see the other
vinta as a smudge ahead, an irregu-
lar blot that lifted and dropped with
the swells of the current.

Phil found the handling of the
outriggered dugout ungainly. He
had never acquired that deft twist
and turn that the natives used in
shoving these vintas, a movement
that never lifted the paddle from the
water. Phil could but dig and lunge,
but the blunt-ended bamboo that
formed the outrigger blocked his ef-
forts. The vinta had a perverse ten-
dency to go around in circles.

Out in the strait, dim as the glow
of a firefly, Phil could see the an-
chor light on Jan Towry'’s sloop, and
nearer inshore the greater bulk of
the tramp freighter. The waters of
the strait were like a great black
carpet that seemed to be lifted and
shaken by mighty hands. The shift
of tide that formed the currents was
setting in strong, and even those
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larger ships tossed with the resur-
gent swells.

The little native bark under Phil
was as unsteady as a chip, tilting
now at a perilous angle, now slop-
ping with a gurgle of the outrigger
into the shallow troughs. The farther
Gorman got out into the strait, the
greater the sweep and hammer of
the waters.

YET Phil never lost sight of that
vinta ahead. The stinging epithet
that had been hurled across the
water had spurred him on to reck-
less action. Like many men, he could
never tolerate fighting words. “That
brown devil can’'t get away with
that!” he mentally growled. “I'll
meet him on the level if he wants
to fight, but he can’'t cuss me out.”

Gorman thought he was gaining.
He dug the tin paddle with renewed
force. It was hard work. He paused
to slip off his drill coat and loosen
the knot of his tie.

The pursued vinta loomed up al-
most in front of him.

“Hold there,” yelled Phil. "I want
you.”

“Sure you want me?” The fellow
could speak English! “Hola, you
pukky faced white devil!”

The two vintas had drawn half
their length alongside. Gorman
reached for the gun in his hip
pocket, hesitated, then drew it. He
was chary of pulling firearms except
in absolute necessity; besides, he
wanted to take thi9 fellow alive.
He’'d make him talk and find out
what was back of all this. There
was too much rottenness afoot.

“Climb over into this boat,” he
ordered. “And no monkey business.
I got a gun on you.”

“No need shoot me,” responded the
other. "l paddle back all right. No
lose vinta.”

“Get over here, | said!”

The brown man’s hand struck down-
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ward. Gorman thought he was
reaching for the outrigger spar in
order to ease himself aboard. Then
Phil’'s vinta gave a lurch and jerk
that hurled him sideways, almost top-
pling him into the water.

He grabbed at the brace with both
hands, though still clinging to the

gun. The sharp-keeled dugout went
half over, shipping the sea in a
mighty gulp. There was a rip and

splinter of wood, the sound dead-
ened in the splash ”~and suck of
water. The vinta went under as if
stomped by a heavy foot.

Gorman dropped the gun and
struck out, kicking away from the
submerged craft. In a flash, too late,
he understood the other’s maneuver.
The hand striking downward had
slashed with a knife the bejuco
strings that bound the outrigger to
the spar. Then the bamboo had
been ripped loose from the other
spar, either by the force of the cur-
rent or by the Moro himself. With-
out the balancing pole, the vinta
capsized instantly,

PHIL’S head came up. The world
of water changed as his point of
view lowered. Above him the other
canoe towered, magnified in size,
bearing down from the crest of a
small wave like a sea monster. Every-
thing was distorted, enlarged, and he
himself reduced to pinhead signifi-
cance. He was lost in the black
expanse.

Phil's
floating.

hand touched something
He clutched and drew it
near him. It was a piece of the
ripped outrigger. He held it before
him as a buoy, steadied by its sup-
port.

A Moro word hissed and ended
with a gurgle. Phil caught but a
vague image of the brown man ris-
ing in the stern of the vinta, his arm
waving past his head. Something
snicked into the bamboo Phil was
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holding just at the waterline, whirl-
ing the smooth cylinder around in
his grasp. Then a wave rolling
down completely submerged Gorman,
and he went under, dragging the un-
certain support with him.

HIL knew what had happened. A

hurled knife had been caught by
the bamboo; otherwise it would have
buried itself hilt-deep in his neck.
He released the bamboo and stayed
down stroking away under water.
The fellow was dead set on getting
him, for some sinister purpose not
yet revealed. Now he must think he
had succeeded. All right, let him
think so. He'd try his own trickery
against that blood-thirsty devil.

Down, down he stayed until his
lungs nearly burst, till his head be-
gan to hum and ring. He eased over
and came up slowly, exposing only
his face. He sucked in his breath
in one grateful gulp and went down
again. Twice more he did this, each
time coming up farther and farther
away. At last he raised himself far
enough to look; there was no visible
trace of the other vinta.

The salt water smarted in Gor-
man’s throat and nostrils. Like the
vinta, he had shipped sea on that
first submergence. He blew his head
passages free, grinning wryly. He
didn’t make a good porpoise.

But Phil's mind was humming. He
was now more intrigued than angry;
some devilish scheming was afoot,
something that demanded his removal
—or that fellow would never have
gone to such extremes to kill. He
must get to the bottom of this. The
problem faced him like a puzzle to
a mathematician, demanding a solu-
tion.

One factor was now strongly in the
lieutenant’'s favor; the other would
think him drowned and proceed with
whatever plot was afoot.

Gorman lifted himself higher in

the water. He could see the bulk of
the mainland almost a mile off to
the north. The current at that hour
of the tide was running at a six-
knot clip to the southeastward.

The swim was not beyond his dis-
tance, but Zamboanga lay on the
point of a peninsula. The current
would carry him beyond the last
headland before he could make the
shore, and he would be swept beyond
salvation into the Moro Gulf.

Low to the southwestward he
could see the riding lights of the
sloop. There was a chance. He'd
make Jan Towry lower a dinghy and
row him to shore.

The current was almost in the di-
rection of the little vessel, but Phil
was compelled to angle across to the
southward for three hundred yards.
He must be careful to keep himself
pointed correctly or he would be
swept by, and once by, he could
never turn back against the force of
the water. He oriented himself from
the single blinking light, ducked his
head, and began to swim with long
strokes.

The sloop loomed up before him
sooner than he expected. He must
edge farther over or he would be
swept by. The current was tough
to buck, and it was a test of his
strength to cut across it. A few
more strokes and he would be with-
in hailing distance.

ORMAN raised himself slightly
to let out a shout, but paused,

lips curved. A smaller shadow dis-
engaged itself from the larger bulk
of the vessel and floated away. The
tilt of a wave threw the end of an
outrigger and the sharp nose of a
vinta above the waterline. The shout
died before utterance. Someone had
just boarded the sloop from a vinta!
Voices sounded faintly on the trad-
ing vessel, followed by a 9hout from
the aft deck. The words were not
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distinguishable to the swimming man,
but he had a quick realization that
the man he was pursuing was now
on board the sloop. A train of con-
jectures tumbled in his mind.

Phil, too, must go aboard. If the
scar-armed devil was in league with
old Jan Towry, then the most dan-
gerous place in the world for Gor-
man was on that sloop. He was be-
tween the devil and the deep sea

for a fact. In his fatigued condi-
tion he was lost if he remained in
the water. He had to make a choice

and a quick one. The sea would
play no favorites.

Already the current was bearing
him by. Thirty yards more and
hope would be gone forever. He had
to take a chance, and he took the
chance of pitting himself against
other men rather than against the

cruel impassivity of the sea

CHAPTER 1V
Hidden Cargo

HIL buried his head ear deep
and plowed forward. He came
into the deep shadow of the
The deck was little more than
feet above the water, but it
might as well have been six hun-
dred. The sides of the wvessel of-
fered no handholds, and he could by
no possible effort climb high enough
to reach the rail.

If he called to the men above, he
would last just long enough for the
scar-armed man to recognize him.
Yet a terror of the deep water was
creeping over Phil; its awful black-
ness welled around him, weighing
his legs, dragging him down. The
strain of keeping afloat was cracking
at his heart, ripping at his lungs.

He heard the passage of someone
on the deck above, the shoes clipping
dully on the caulked planks. The
fellow paused near the forehatch and
called: “How yuh makin’ out down

hull.
Six
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Gruff American utterance.
Old Jan Towry, eh? Phil could not
hear the reply from down in the
hold; but Towry spoke again. "Keep
at it, yuh bozos. We’'ll be right
down.” A few more words too low
to hear. Phil thought he could hear
Jan and someone else move aft and
go down a companionway. Did that
mean the deck was clear? Maybe.

The anchor cable dropped near the
port bow; a few ytfirds away if he
could breast the current and grab it.
He began to stroke the water with
all the force left in his muscles. It
was a hard fight, but at last his hand
closed on the twisted strands, and
he ceased his efforts with a tremen-
dous gasp of relief.

Slowly Phil pulled himself upward.
His eyes came above the edge of the
rail. He saw no person on the stretch
of deck visible to him. He did see
the cluttered, unshipshape disorder;
provision cases; bits of rope and
hawser; wood and canvas hatch
covers; jute and sacks.

He rolled over the rail, groggy
after his swim, incapable for the
moment to stand upright. From the
hold came voices. He crawled to a
rumpled square of canvas used as a
hatch cover and slipped under it.

there?”

OMEONE passed not a pace from

where he lay concealed, con-
tinued around to the other side of
the hatch. The man apparently

seated himself at the other side of
the deck opening. After a few min-
utes another joined him.

"For a Moro, Balatgas, yuh're
smart. That little fracas you started
over in the market place sure drag-
ged 'em off the pier. You ought to
seen 'em run. The boat slipped over
from the Bandaree, an’ we had the
cases unloaded in less'n fifteen min-

utes. Purty slick I call it. Not a
bozo wiser.”
Jan Towry chuckled. Phil knew
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the voice. The crooked old codger,

tied in with the scar-armed Kkiller.
“Bozo? What kind man that?”
“Hombre, feller, guy; savvy? Just

a Yank word. Polish off that tin

soldier?”
“Polish? No, | do not polish.”
“Naw, | mean did yuh Kkill that
lieutenant ?”

There was a cruel interrogation in
those words.

“That lieutenant? Yaowa, but I
kill him. Bad fighter, bad, very bad.
One, two, three times; but 1 lead
him to the water. Zip, he swallow
the knife right in the neck. 1 watch ;
he never come up. The tiburon
sharks will eat now.”

ff'"O0D. He won't be buttin' his

V-X nose into Sibuguey and queer-
in” our little game. Eveiything's
jake now. You bet your life that
Gorman was a scrapper. The patrol
won’'t be goin’ out now. Even if it

{1

does, that Alvarez, he ain't nothin’.

“NO?H
“Naw. An’ say, that hemp trick
was slick. A corporal an’ a couple

of soldiers came out to look us over,
flashed their lights right down in the
hold.”

"Yes? Find anything?”

“Naw, they was lookin’ for a man
=—for you.”

Phil felt the sloop swing around

with the current. There was a throb
and drum of the deck planks as the
auxiliary motor caught and began
to revolve. The churn of the pro-
peller gave the little vessel vibrant
life.

The episodes of the evening clicked
into place in Gorman’s mind. That
juramentado scare had been obvious-
ly double in purpose: first, to scare
the people from the long pier and
permit boat passage between the
freighter and the sloop unobserved;
and second, to Kkill or wound Phil
himself. These men were after his

hide just to keep him out of Sib-
ugucy.

But—cases had been loaded. Cases
of what? Cases that even the Con-
stabulary searchers had not noticed.
The sloop was destined for Sibuguey.

Then it must be guns, firearms for
that devil, Indang. He'd pay, and
pay high, in native gold. All fire-

arms were contraband in Mindanao,
forbidden by law to the Moros and
pagans. Jan Towry wasn't above
smuggling—and apparently not above
murder—not if it paid good money,

Gorman lay motionless, scarcely
daring to breathe, and thought—or
tried to think—hard.

How long he remained there he
hardly knew. In his situation five
minutes could stretch into hours. A
thought came to him suddenly: sup-
pose they decided to cover the
hatch! He must seek a better hid-
ing place, and now was the time to
do it, in the darkness. He cautious-
ly raised the corner of the tarpau-
lin and peeped out.

The two that he had heard talking
had left. Near the hatch he saw no
one.

He raised the canvas higher. A
native deckhand slouched across the
bow rail, peering beyond the short
bowsprit.

THERE would be this lookout on
watch all night; furthermore,
there would always be a man at the
wheel. Small chance to move un-
observed. Where could he go?
The sailor continued to slouch at
the port rail, his back toward the
open hatch. There was a slender
chance that Phil might drop into
the hold unobserved. Already Gor-
man was getting stiff from lying
wet and cramped. One quick slide
over the foot-high lip of the hatch
and drop—into what? No matter.
Gorman eased back the canvas cov-
ering him. Even as he did so the
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lookout turned, stared back along
the deck. Phil’'s heart missed a beat.
He was half revealed, and his white
clothes were in contrast to the dirty
canvas. He gathered himself for a
quick spring upward if the man ad-
vanced.

I:OR a full half minute the man
gazed back, a half minute that

stretched into infinity. Then indo-
lently the lookout turned to stare
again over the water, idly tapping

the forerail with his knife.

Phil moved. He slid an arm over
the hatch rim, rolled with a quick
turn over the edge, and—dropped.
Everything went black as if he had

fallen into a well of ink.
Gorman had control enough to lie
still after he landed. The fall had

not been great, and he seemed to be
sprawled on some sort of irregular
objects.

The sickening smell of
spread around.

No sounds of movement came from
the deck above. Turning his head,
Phil could see the square of gray
light through which he had fallen.
He crawled slowly forward until he

copra

was no longer under the opening.
So far, so good; but he was still
trapped like a rat in the enemy
sloop.

He grunted in disgust.

Gorman's fit of despondency was
but temporary. With every moment
that went by without evidence of
discovery, his resourcefulness re-
turned. He had a prime point of ad-
vantage in the fact that his pres-
ence was not suspected; even more
than that—he was supposed dead.

At one end of the forehold was
a door that led back amidships. Gor-
man dared not venture through this.
He could hear from somewhere the
muted explosions of the motor and
now and then fragments of conver-
sation.
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A little exploring and he found a
place where he could squirm down
among the bales of hemp and stretch
himself full length. He lay there
trying to put all parts of the situa-
tion together.

Finally he dozed off into a fitful
sleep.

Gorman awoke in torment. The
little hold was suffocating and hot.
At some time dilring the night the
crew had thrown the canvas over
the hatch and weighed it with a few
planks. The dirty cloth stretched
yellow gray, crossed by opaque bars.
That yellowness meant daylight, sun-
shine. What time was it? Thirst
pinched at Phil's throat, and there
was a vacuity in the pit of his
stomach.

Besides, copra bugs were racing
over his entire body, making him
squirm with irritation and disgust.

He would have to make some kind
of a move.

If he must come to a clash with
these men, let it be while he was
still strong enough to fight.

Gorman’s arm, reaching out to
draw himself up from the opening
among the bales, slipped between the
strands of raw hemp fiber. The abaca
was not packed tightly.

E became suddenly stiff with at-

tention, forgetting for the mo-
ment the annoyance of thirst and
bugs. His exploring fingers struck
something hard, smooth, polished.
He felt along the object for a few
inches, then knew what it was—a
rifle.

The last necessary fact had clicked
into place. He knew now what the
men had been doing in the hold the
night before; carefully concealing
the guns within the bales of hemp.
No wonder the corporal’'s men had
seen nothing incriminating. The
wooden gun-cases had undoubtedly
been tossed overboard and were now
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part of the flotsam of the Moro
Gulf.

Guns for Sibuguey!

Trouble on the Margosatubig!

CHAPTER V

Sea Devils

HIL GORMAN straightened

up. He was again on the job.

He was a Constabulary officer
and under orders, one of which was
to “intercept and confiscate smug-
gled firearms.” Here were the arms
all right, and the guilty parties were
the men on board.

What was the best move? He
could hardly hope to overpower the
entire crew; and, if he did, he could
not navigate the sloop alone. Be-
sides, as far as he knew, he was on
the high seas and completely with-
out authority. If he was to have
real evidence, he must catch these
men within territorial waters and, if
possible, in the actual act of land-
ing. A tough problem.

As his mind raced, he squirmed
quickly from bale to bale, testing
each, and in each he felt the hard
core of guns. Mixed with the copra
was ammunition, and in one of the
sacks he found automatics.

All the figuring in the world could
not assuage thirst. As the sun
mounted and beat more directly on
the deck over his head, the more
insistent the demand for water be-
came. His throat, cloyed and dry, re-
sisted the very act of swallowing.
Finding a few coins in his pocket,
he thrust a five-centavo piece in his
mouth. This helped some, but the
crying demand for water went on,
relentless, persisting.

The lieutenant grew reckless in
desperation. Inaction palled. The
increasing heat of the cargo hold
added to his torment. Reason told
him to lie low. The sloop could not
make Indang'B territory in less than

twenty hours, maybe thirty, and that
meant one more night at sea. If he
could hold out until darkness fell,
he might venture in search of water.
Could he weather it?

The muted putting of the motor
grew slower, died; the vibration
from the propeller’'s churning ceased.
Quick, sharp commands were snhap-
ped out above him. He heard the
slip of ropes through pulleys. The
crew was running up canvas. Evi-
dently a breeze had freshened, mak-
ing possible the use of sails.

A quick determination obsessed
Phil. Now, if ever, the crew would
be on deck. He slipped noiselessly
over the bales of hemp and reached
the door of the hold. It opened to
his touch.

Before him was a narrow passage-
way, darker even than the hold. It
turned at right angles from the door,
rose by a couple of steps to an alley-
way that ran along the side of the
hold. Halfway back of this was a
small stair or companionway that
dropped down to the motor room.
The engine well was empty as far
as Phil could see, and the smell of
oil that came up from it was a wel-
come change from the musty, sick-
ening copra odor.

N idea struck Gorman. There

might be a can of fresh water
somewhere for use in cooling the
motor. He was thirsty enough to
take a risk on any liquid that was
fresh. Not until he was at the bottom
of the stairs and had turned to the
right into the engine room did Phil
see the man. Beyond the combus-
tion engine, down on his hands and
knees sorting at some bolts and fix-
tures of the motor, was the mechanic

or capataz!
Surprise and frustration froze
Gorman stiff. He could see the

other was a native mechanic, Filipino
probably, and one turn of the brown-
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skinned man, one glance of the eyes
upward, and the world would end
for Lieutenant Gorman. At his first
quick glance also, Phil had seen two
frascos of clear liquid that looked
like water on the shelf not two feet
above the mechanic’'s head.

ORMAN did the quickest think-
ing that he had ever done. Dis-
covery was fatal. Retreat up the
companionway and on the passage
would arouse suspicion. Almost
any move would bring about a knowl-

edge of his presence and, conse-
guently, a quick finish fight.
On the top of the tool cabinet

near Phil's hand was a piece of jute
sacking and some bits of waste.
Gorman knew the instinctive super-
stition of the Filipino, his firm be-
lief in spirits, a belief that run into
a variety of kinds—auswangs, wak-
waks, balbals, anitos, supernatural
beings ever present in varied malig-
nancy and form. He’d be a spirit.

Phil's seizure of the sacking and
his leap forward was a single move-
ment. He whipped the jute down
over the brown man's head, uttering
at the same time a stream of ejacu-
lations and syllables that had neither
sense nor connection.

A choking wail of terror went up
from the capataz!

Gorman had one of the frascos in
his hand and was speeding back to-
ward the forehold before the amazed
and terrified mechanic could tear the
sacking from his face.

Phil paused, now back again among
the hemp bales. He did not hear
the bare feet of the Filipino go up
the stair to the deck, but he did hear
the sudden shouting that rang out
near the poop. He had already tried
the contents of the glass jug. It
was water, tepid and slightly cloudy,
but water. He took two deep and
grateful swallows.

“What the devil's goin’ on?” He
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bunch of bozos gone crazy?”

“The capataz have been hit by a
spirit,” returned a native sailor earn-
estly. “One never knows when devils
are about. It was big, with wings like
the murcielago, the bat. Now he fear,
fear to go down to the engint room.”

“Hell's bells, he's full of tuba! I
try to keep you coconuts from bring-
ing that rotten egg tuba aboard, but
he must have got some in Zambo.
I'll go down and see what's the mat-
ter.” Phil, below the hatch covering,
was chuckling. This was more like
it. He had scored a bull’'s-eye in that
quick impersonation. There opened
up to him now a course of action
that might solve everything.

A few minutes later he heard
voices from the direction of the en-
gine room; then there were steps
sounding along the narrow passage-
way. Phil made one dive for his
hiding place among the bales, carry-
ing the precious frasco of water with
him. The hold door opened. Gorman
could feel the presence of men, al-
though he could not see them. The
slight hiss of their breath carried
in the small inclosed place.

“You damn fools are crazy?
growled Towry. “There ain’t noth-
in” down here. If we turned this
tub inside out, there wouldn't be
nothin’ but rats.”

<T)UT the wakwaks, sir, you do

-D not see them except when they
want you to see them. Very bad,
sir, very bad. | have heard things
before. Last night one of the crew
he see something white on the deck
and then very quick, sir, it was gone.
Ah, sir, you must not say there are

no spirits. It make the wakwalc
very angry.”
“Yeah? What we got in these

bales, hombre, is the best medicine
against spirits ever known.”
Phil heard Jan step forward, ap-
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parently thrusting his hand deep into
a bale.

"Ha, ha, good old Mausers! Enough
there to arm a battalion.

Towry was not two yards from
Gorman. The lieutenant held him-
self motionless, an automatic he had
taken from a copra sack ready in his
hand. The scoundrelly sloop master
never dreamed how close he was to
red-spitting death.

"1f that nosey consejal at Olutangi,”

continued Jan, "comes aboard, he
can look in the hold all right.
He won’t see any more’'n them sol-
diers did. By the time I've put a

couple shots of Whyte and McKay
whisky under his belt, he’ll never
believe us anything but honest trad-
ers. And listen, capataz, if you want
that double pay, you get that motor
tuned up so we can use it when we
need it. Savvy?”

They were gone, the hold door
closing behind them. Phil relaxed
with an audible sigh of relief.

His thirst assuaged, he could do
some constructive thinking. A plan
was formulating, growing more defi-
nite and plausible as he turned ideas
in his mind, a plan that might catch
these rascals right where he wanted
them, and, at the same time, keep
the guns from Datu Indang. What
a plan he might work out, he grunted
inwardly, if he just had a cigarette.

CHAPTER VI
Dark Waters

HE small vessel was slipping
along, barely two kilometers
from the jagged south shore-
line of Zamboanga Province.
now night. Overhead was a cobalt
sky dusted with stars. The great
hulk of Western Mindanao lay black
on the northern skyline, darkly for-
midable in its tangled and unsur-
veyed depths. Even the government
maps, of which Phil had a easeful in

long in-
“unex-

his quarters, marked the
terior of the province as
plored.”

The man at the bow was sharply
alert. There were dangers of the
sea as well as the land. The waters
east from Zamboanga City were but
partially charted.

A government cutter was plumbing
the depths about Jolo and Basilan,
but it would be years before the sea
bottom about all the seven thousand
odd islands of the Philippine Archi-
pelago had been accurately charted
for reefs and banks and currents.
Only recently a passenger steamer
of the Hermanis Fernandos line had
gone on an unmarked reef west of

Santa Cruz Island, with all souls
aboard lost.
The lookout peered closely for

white water, so intent that the terri-
fying, misshapen form that slipped
from the unbattened hatch was upon
him before he was aware. Headless,
great wings like an enormous bat,
thin white legs like a heron, terrible
verification of all the demonology of
the Orient.

roHE brown sailor's blood turned

J- to ice. his bones melted to water,
his lungs tightened so that no breath
could come. He went down limp
with just enough energy left to bury
his face against the deck. And the
malignant spirit—so the lookout
averred afterward—sailed right out
over the water like a great, brown
albatross.

Gorman hit the water in a clean
dive and went under. The three
copra sacks that had constituted his
ldiggasise he shook off. He had mere-
ly thrown a sack over his head and
tucked it in around his shirt collar;
then with each arm thrust into an
empty sack he had made himself
wings. On the starlit foredeck he
must have looked, to the surprised
brown sailor, awe-inspiring enough.
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Phil came up just long enough to
get a lungful of air and go down
again. He was using the same trick
he had used successfully with Balat-
gas after the vinta fight. His whole
ruse had been merely to prevent pur-
suit and to keep Towry and the scar-
armed devil from knowing he had
ever been on board the sloop. All
the white man logic in the world
would never convince the sailor that
it was a man who had gone over the
rail, and Towry would discount the
tale as native imagination.

ORMAN had figured time and lo-
G cation as well as he could. Sibu-
guey should be near. By piling the
bales only a little differently, he had
been able to reach the lip of the
hatch and pull himself up. Peeping
from beneath the loose hatch cover,
he had seen the land. If he could
get overboard undetected he could
make a swim for it. Once ashore he
could operate to trap the smugglers
with the guilt on them.

The little play on Malay super-
stition had done the trick. The
crew would believe unswervingly in
the existence of the spirit and would
thank their anting-antings that it
had left for the dark waters. The
slight rearrangement of the bales
would hardly prove to the more sen-
sible ones that a stranger had been
in the hold.

The sloop continued to slip along
with the main and triangular jib
bellying. Gorman lay back, only his
face exposed, easily buoyed up by
the salt water. The vessel did not
swing around; no boat was lowered
from the stern davits. Then they had
not suspected. He watched the sloop
grow slowly smaller. He was safe
from the men on board at least.

Gorman felt an exhilaration as he
began to stroke slowly, powerfully
through the water. The past twenty-
four hours had unfolded the queerest
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turn of incidents that had ever con-
fronted him. He had been in tight
places since he had been in the Con-
stabulary, but none quite as aggra-
vating as that hiding in the hold.
The next time he met up with those
fellows—and he’d see to it there was
a next time—he wouldn’'t have to
hold back and hide. There'd be a hot
time. Still, that little trick of imper-
sonating a spirit had been good. He
wouldn't have missed that for any-
thing. He chuckled as he thought
of that adventure.

Phil had been along these waters
before. He had crossed them in the
Constabulary launch various times.
He knew, before he plunged into the
sea, that he would encounter no ap-
preciable current. It would be a
long, but a direct swim to land.

To land? Had he misjudged the
distance across these inky waters?
He swam steadily, strongly, but the
mental strain of swimming in the
dark began to tell. Had he become
over-confident because he had swum
to the sloop the night before?

roHERE was nothing to mark either

time or progress. Minutes be-
came hours and still he was, appar-
ently, in the same place where he
had started. The long black cloud of
the mainland continued to be—a long
black cloud, no nearer. “Like run-
ning on a treadmill,” Phil thought,
but he got no consolation from the
comparison.

Now and then he lay over on his
back and rested, staring up at the
silver stars. The vast infinity of
the sky, coupled with the seemingly
endless stretches of water, was dis-
heartening. He remembered from his
reading somewhere a remark of Ad-
miral Nelson, “It's dogged as does
it!” and he would roll over again
and continue forcing himself through
the water.

He remembered the words he had
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overheard on the sloop. They ad-
mitted he was a scrapper, eh? Then
he wouldn’t be licked by a stretch
of salt water.

But this was not like fighting an-
other man. It was the loneliness of
the struggle plus the realization that
he was tiring, and the shore was far
away. Kick, stroke, kick; he gritted
his teeth and determined to keep go-
ing.

Damn this Datu Indang who wanted
smuggled guns!

HIL knew the deceptiveness of
Pgazing across water. He had pad-
died vintas in toward land in the day-
time, and would paddle for an hour
without noticing a change in the
shoreline; then suddenly discover
that he was near land. He was up
against the same thing except in an
exaggerated degree. All he had to
do was to keep going and eventually
his foot would touch bottom.

Touch bottom? Alive? Don't lose
your head; keep going.

Phil discovered with a start that
he was heading into a deep inlet or
bay. That was why the shore had
kept drawing away before him, why
he had misjudged the length of the
swim. He could see the land com-
ing abreast of him to the right—but
how far away?

Ahead of him the slowly heaving
waters stretched interminably. The
inlet might be miles deep; it might
be only a few hundred yards. What
to do? Keep straight ahead or turn
toward the headland on the right?

With his legs leaden and his hands
heavy, this unexpected problem
struck him as tremendous to solve.
The fatigue of his muscles had ex-
tended to his brain. His energy
seemed to drain away, leaving him
cold and helpless. He had come
through this adventure so far by
luck and quick thinking. Neither
would help him now. He felt with

a sudden fatalism that he couldn’t
make it either way. Was this the
end?

In that moment Phil Gorman knew
despair. The whole twenty odd years
of his life ran vividly through
his mind, a comprehensive picture.
Had it been lived merely for this?
Just that he might become fishfood
within gunshot of land?

With no realization of profanity
Phil spoke aloud, “I'm damned if it
is!”

He turned toward the headland at
the right and began to swim with
all his remaining strength.

His hand struck something that
jabbed and raked along the side of
his little finger like a stab of fire.
Instinctively he jerked away; but
he had struck something. Then he
knew what it was: coral!

Phil let down an exploring foot.
It hit a solid umbrella hump not
three feet below the surface. He
drew himself up to rest, relief filling
and strengthening him. That last
determined swim toward the head-
land had brought him to the edge of
a submerged reef. He'd make it now.

ORNING on Mindanao was like

the lifting of a silver curtain.
The thin fog that had settled on the
inlet and the low-lying coastland rose
in a tangible piece to melt out in a
sky of pure cerulean.

The sea crinkled pearly gray,
changing to sapphire and pale green
as the light grew stronger, like a
jade setting to the island. And to
the very edge of the sand the jungle

came, a mighty back curtain, dark
and green and cool, guarding what
lay behind it in majestic silence,

keeping its secret with all the merci-
less serenity of tropical nature.

Phil Gorman, from his bed upon
the sand, looked at that tangle of
trees and vine with unmixed feelings.
There was no thrill to its barbaric
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beauty in his breast. He knew too
well its inimical nature, its cruel, re-
lentless hostility to human life, its
eternal reeking with the poison of
fang and fever. Yet he did not hate
it; like the dark waters it was only
another obstacle to be fought.

ORMAN got to his feet. After
his rest upon the coral reef, he
had made the last kilometer to land
with ease. The few hours sleep on
the warm sand strengthened him.
Now, on to the next move. He was
on a lone man adventure. His mind
took up the problem at hand.
Unkempt, with clothing wrinkled,
a day’'s beard darkening his face,
his hair awry and matted from the
salt water, he still remained an of-
ficer in the government's forces—
and under orders.

Gorman had one outstanding qual-
ity—and that was a sense of duty.

The sloop had disappeared. No
sail, no smoke, nor tiny craft broke
the skyline of the Moro Gulf. Here
was infinite isolation. All along the
three hundred miles of the south
shore of the province, from Zam-
boanga City to Malabang, were but
a few native fishing villages, a few
jungle campongs of minor status. Of
white men practically none. And
behind this uninhabited coastland,
behind this tangled jungle, rose a
spine of verdure-clad mountains—
the home of Datu Indang.

Phil could guess well where the
sloop would land. The Margosatu-
big River, tumultuous child of the
mountains, came down to twist as a
brazen snake through the jungles of
Sibuguey. It was an open portal to
the Indang region. In its broad
mouth the sloop could hide until the
arms had been delivered to the Datu’s
men.

Gorman took a quick inventory of
his personal possessions; the auto-
matic he had taken from the sack of
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copra, one box of ammunition, a
pocket knife, money in coins and a
few sodden peso bills, a single hand-
kerchief.

His first job was to clean the salt
water from the automatic, wiping it
as best he could with the handker-
chief. The cartridges were suppos-
edly waterproof. He tried one to
make sure, and the cracking detona-
tion caused a callao, like a great red
and black buzzard, to flap away from
a marang tree. Good enough, yet
he would have traded the gun at that
moment for the indispensable jungle
tool, the bolo.

Pocket knife in hand, Gorman
started along the beach. After a few
minutes he turned into the tangle
of the jungle. He soon found a
trailer of rattan and hacked off a
section ten feet long.

Taking it back to the strip of sand,
he cut off a foot length of the
trailer and tilted it over his mouth.
A thin stream of water ran out. It
had a slightly milky taste, but it was
safe and pure to drink, a beneficient
source in a land where every stream
was contaminated. His thirst was
satisfied, as the trailer contained a
full pint of water.

Now for his one-man expedition.

HE had had time to go over the
situation. He knew the success
of the smugglers’ cruise rested on a
matter of time. The guns had to be
delivered to Indang before a Con-
stabulary expedition arrived in Sibu-
guey. Without guns the wily maga-
hat was powerless before a small
party of riflemen; but with guns he
could defy a regiment of American
Regulars—the regulars that Ormsby
had so passionately desired.

The Constabulary couldn’t handle
the situation, eh? Let Ormsby think
so; but here was one officer in the
field, and he could do something.

The Margosatubig River was to
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the east. Phil knew his geography
from previous scoutings. Farther
around in the inlet was the smaller
stream, the Cabanay. And on the
Cabany was the campong of a Sub-
ano chieftain, Mohammed Ali Pinon.

Gorman had thought about Pinon

as he lay contriving a plan in the
sloop's hold. Compared to Indang,
Pinon was a peaceful Subano. His

half a hundred fighting men could
not contest three hundred or more
fierce fighters from the mountains.

Yet Pinon was peaceful only
through fear. Had the man-power
been reversed, he would have been
as ugly and trouble-making as In-
dang. Phil did not trust him; yet
through him might lay the help Gor-
man needed. At least he could get
from him food, and Phil was now
feeling the weakness of hunger.

Looking more like a drunken
beach-comber than an officer in the
Constabulary, Phil started walking
rapidly westward, keeping to the
beach, and headed for the mouth of
the Cabanay.

CHAPTER VII
The Secret of the Scar

ANAN  hour later found Gorman
/- % at the shallows where the
A JL muddy Cabanay emptied over
sandbars and silt banks. A trail led
inward along the river bank, a path
beaten deep by the patterings of
bare feet. Phil turned into it, the
shadows of the jungle closing around
him. Above, high in a molave tree,
a pair of monkeys squealed and chat-
tered at his intrusion.

Phil strode doggedly ahead. He
might run into anything at Pinon’s
campong. The old Subano would be
alive only to his own interests, but
Gorman had managed men like him
before. A little craft and an under-
standing of the situation were often
more powerful than a regiment.

The throbs came to him at first
no louder than the churn of water
over distant rapids. But there were
no rapids in the Cabanay. The little
jungle stream slipped between banks
of mud, slimy with rotten leaves and
forest refuse. Phil paused in won-
derment, then recognized the sound.
He had heard it before, but never
without uneasy twitches of alarm.
Drums, huge calingtons arranged in
a series of nine, tuned to savage
throbs.

What was up? Calingtons were
presages of trouble, instruments to
arouse the spirits of the gods, call-
ing down the warlike busaos to aid
the earth men in combat. Such
sounds from the compound of Pinon
were ominous.

Phil came within sight of the
campong from a hundred yards down
the river bank. In this forest capitol
of Mohammed Ali Pinon, excitement
prevailed. Women and children were
screaming and chanting. Smoke from
cocoanut fires spiraled upward. Men
in red and blue tribal uniforms
danced with their wooden shields in
front of them, shaking long war
spears, ducking, bobbing, contorting
behind the crude bucklers, mimicking
actual combat.

The whetted spear blades glistened
in the sunlight, sending spots of re-
flection to dance among the luan
trees. Everyone seemed to be yelling
his loudest.

HIS might be some native festival,
but the scene to Gorman spelled
trouble.

“That bunch of* Allah praisers is
stirred the wrong way,” he grunted,
“but if you wanted a little necessry
fighting you could hardly pull them
out of the campong. This may be a
poor time to brace that tricky old
betel-spitter.”

There was no time for more cogi-
tation. Phil was seen by sharp eyes,
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and a yell, shrill and aJarming, rose
above the chants of the women.

The capering stopped. The fight-
ing men surged out from the center
of the bare space in front of the
compound, glaring in surprise at the
strange white man.

PHIL stalked forward. Retreat
would never do. Success with
these half-savage islanders was fifty
percent Yankee bluff. Nothing im-
pressed them like audacity. He halted
a dozen paces from the knot of fight-
ing men.
"Hayah-ho!”
Moro dialect.

he snapped out in
“What is the mean-
ing of this? Is this the way to
greet an American officer, with
spears in your hands and shields
hiding in your hearts? By the beard
of the Prophet, your datu Pinon
shall be taught a lesson. Lead me
to him.”

For a moment the men stared, their
crimson-stained mouths gaping. Then
one let out a derisive shout. *Yah
ani, Americano, yes. Dog of a beg-
ging beach-comber dragged from the
waves. The women will beat him
with sticks."”

Phil had forgotten his unkempt
appearance, forgotten he did not
wear the red-piped Kkhaki of the
Constabulary. A beach-comber, eh?
He knew the contempt of the natives
for the outcast white man.

The automatic snapped into his
hand. “You witless mob of dog-
eaters, who recognize nothing but
brass buttons, here is something you
will recognize. In this piece of
steel lie dead men. Which ones
shall it be?”

It was a colossal bluff, but he knew
the men. They stepped back, parted,
a lane opening Dbetween them.
Through this he could see the gate
of the stockade, and beyond this a
street leading to the house of Pinon.
One of the men sped through the
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gate, running to inform the datu.

Gorman walked between the ser-
ried spears, glancing neither to right
nor leftt He had an inkling why
this war mood was up. If he played
his hand right, all might be worked
to his advantage. He must see Pi-
non. He had no great personal fear,
no time to think of danger. It was
true the heads of Constabulary men
had decorated the gates of stock-
ades, but the memory of too many
battles against 'riflemen had disci-
plined these river Moros.

Yet they did not believe him to be
an officer, and the life of a lone
white man a hundred miles from the
nearest military post was precarious.

Gorman walked up to the broad
porch where Pinon sat with three of
his head men. The Subano chief did
not rise from the grass mat. At the
sides of the porch, guards stood with
barongs ready. Phil had diplomat-
ically slipped the automatic back
into his pocket.

“B'ism ’'llia, greetings,” said Phil,
"and the blessings of the Prophet to
the Datu Pinon.”

INON sat motionless, no flicker

of emotion on his seamed brown
face. In his lap lay a sheathed ba-
rong. He turned after a moment to
spit a comet of red betel juice
through the cracks of the split-bam-
boo floor.

“What insolence is this? What
wandering beggar of the beaches
dares to walk into my compound?
Speak quickly, you infidel dog!”

“If the datu had no better eyes
than a pig-tail monkey,” returned
Gorman dryly, “he would recognize
me, Lieutenant Gorman of the Phil-
ippine Constabulary.”

Pinon knew him and Gorman knew
that he knew him. The datu’s speech
had been but customary arrogance to
make a show of power.

“Perhaps,” went on Phil sarcastic-
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ally, “the Datu Mohammed Ali Pi-
non would like a visit from a hun-
dred riflemen who would resent dis-
courtesy to their officer in command.
By thf Prophet, I believe you have
been hiding so long from fear of
Datu Indang that you can no longer
see in the daylight. Think quickly,
you chief of hiding dog-eaters, and
tell me why the men dance with the
shields of war.”

HE speech was gallingly insolent,

but it brought the result Phil ex-
pected. Pinon rose to his feet, his
fingers resting on the carved handle
of his weapon.

“The Subanun have been deceived.
The Lieutenant with bold words
promised us protection when last he
visited the humble compound of Pi-
non.

“But, is the Lieutenant a magi-
cian that he comes single-handed to
save us from the magahats?”

Phil's guess had clicked correct.
He had guessed Indang’s men would
be at the Margosatubig waiting for
the sloop, and Pinon had interpreted
this detachment of mountaineers as
a raid against himself. The wily old
trimmer was probably correct: a raid
—but not until the rifles had been
landed.

Should he explain to the crafty
Subano? Hardly. If he mentioned
the guns, he might get Pinon’s aid
to disperse the detachment of inaga-
bats; but what would then keep
Pinon from seizing the rifles him-
self?

He could not be trusted if a
chance to become lord of Sibuguey
presented itself. He would supplant
Indang and the situation would be
no better than before. It would mean
the Regulars and disgrace for Phil.
More than disgrace: his head would
part company with his shoulders if
Pinon got those rifles.

“Yes, single-handed, Mohammed

Ali Pinon, since you and your men
fear to leave the shelter of your
compound. Faugh upon the Subanos
who dance the dance of war to guard
their fighting cocks and their camote
patches.

“Trail behind me like dogs, and
from the tree tops you may see me
disperse the men of Indang.”

Phil's gibing thrusts had gone
home, but the clever river chief was
not convinced. “But, Sidi Americano,
the magahats are many in number. |
have but fifty fighting men. We shall
defend our homes and our honor, but
we cannot go against them.”

“Men who dance to please their
women should hide behind the stock-
ades with them. 1| have done. If the
great chief will give me food, | shall
eat, and then go alone to clear the
jungle. 1 shall make it safe for the
proud Subanos to venture from their
stockade."”

Gorman knew just when to cease.
He had them hovering between anger
and humiliation. He turned and
walked calmly to the far end of the
broad veranda. Pinon clicked orders.
In a few minutes a servant brought
rice, fish, native coffee and bananas.
As he ate, Phil watched the old chief
conferring in whispers with his head
men.

ORMAN was playing with a

situation delicate as the time
works of a bomb and, likewise, load-
ed with high explosive. Actually he
did not want to lead the men of Pi-
non against the mountain marauders:
such action might start a jungle
war that would dye the Margosatu-
big red. What he did want was a
show of numbers. He would trust to
his own ingenuity to frustrate In-
dang.

In twenty-four hours or less Al-
varez should arrive with twenty
crack riflemen; then the situation
would be in hand—if too much did
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not happen within those twenty-four
hours.

Phil got up and, without a look
toward the conferring men, started
toward the gate of the stockade. Pi-
non came down from the porch.

“The Subanun are not cowards; we
but follow the counsel of the officiales
Americanos to refrain from war.”
An expression of pride and hauteur
stamped his bold, brown features.
“l1 myself have met Indang in the
forest. He will carry forever the
mark of my spear on his left el-
bow.”

The mask dropped from Gorman’s
face; for a moment incredulity
sagged his lips into weak lines. He
felt like a schoolboy surprised in a
gross stupidity.

“Indang has a scar here?” he ran
a finger along his own elbow in in-
terrogation.

“Most assuredly, Sidi Americano."”

“Great governors’ God!” exploded
Phil in English.

The colossal insolence and clever-
ness of the mountain magahat! Then
it was Indang who had wielded the
barong in the market place; Indang
who had struck with the knife in the
darkness of McGay Street; Indang
who had wrecked the vinta; Indang,
the tricky fox of the jungle, who
was managing his own importation
of arms.

HIL'S mind was racing. The tide

would delay the sloop in entering
the Margosatubig, but the tide was
coming in. There might yet be time
—one chance.

“Give me a boy to show me the
jungle trail to the Margosatubig.”

“Ay-ee, Lieutenant.”

Gorman started toward the stock-
ade entrance at a run. He heard but
did not interpret the snapping or-
ders of the datu behind him. A
young Subano, armed only with a
sheathed bolo, sped past him, pushed
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through the gaping crowd and turn-
ed into the jungle. Phil was but a
few steps behind him.

At the gate of the campong old
Pinon was barking orders like a
major-general.

CHAPTER VIII
Baleete Magic

HE run through the jungle
was a trial of Gorman's
speed. The sun, now half-

way to the zenith, was beating dow

upon the coastlands with equatorial
fury. A visible, steamy heat rose in
the forest. Phil was soon drenched
in his own perspiration; but the
slender youth slipped along with
ease, his skin dry as dusted bronze.

They came to the broad, muddy
expanse of the Margosatubig, its
silted, dark-brown surface flecked
with patches of amber where the
sun’s rays shot through the trees.
No sign of human life was visible.

“Down stream,” commanded Phil,
and the boy slipped ahead, picking
a none-too-well defined trail to the
sea. The smell of salt air mixed with
the steam of the jungle. They drew
near to the broad mouth of the river.
The boy held up a warning hand and
dropped behind a clump of wild
hibiscus.

The sloop lay at anchor off the
sandbars, in the distance showing
gray as an armed destroyer.

" Hist, look.” The boy pointed. A
vinta was nosing its way over the
shallows, pointing toward the sloop.
Phil could no more than see the two
occupants.

But the boy crouched rigid as
stone, like a dog at point. "Indang,
in vinta!"

“What? You must have eyes like
a buzzard. Are you sure?”

The boy made no effort at proof.
“Indang,” he averred again.

The discovery confounded Gor-
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man. "Do the magahats have vin-

tasr
"Only a few. They come on foot,
from there.” The boy made a mo-
tion back toward the mountains.
"Where are Indang’s men?” asked

Phil. "There?” He indicated the
stretch of bank between them and
the sea.

"No, no, tuan.” The boy pointed

back up stream. "Yonder, | heard, at
the baleete tree.”

"Baleete tree?”

"Ah, vyes, Sidi Americano. One
must please the spirits or not go to

war.

HIL nodded. Superstitions about

the baleete, the cannibal tree of
the tropics, was rife in all the
Islands. From Luzon to Suragani,
all believed it the abode of malig-
nant spirits, evil powers that must
be placated.

Gorman quickly pieced the affair
together. With plenty of vintas. the
magahats might easily have paddled
to the sloop and taken off the arms;
but with few canoes it was better
for the vessel to enter the Margo-
satubig. Indang had been ashore to
visit his men who were now, accord-
ing to the boy, performing certain
rites before the baleete tree.

Good, the raiders were without
their leader and would be easier to
disperse. Indang, back upon the
sloop, would be smugly ignorant of
any interference.

A daring plan clicked in Gorman’s
mind. If it worked—well, certain
busybodies would not be howling for
the Regulars.

“Come,” he ordered the boy, “take
me to that baleete tree.”

From behind an immense cotta, or
cluster of living bamboo, Phil looked
down upon the men collected about
the baleete tree. He and hiB guide
had crept to this position unobserved
by the magahats.

The "spirit” tree stood a hundred
yards from the river bank. A
cleared space had been made at its
base. Fires of green wood burned on

either side, sending up spirals of
smoke like incense before a giant
altar.

In front of these fires the men sat,
gaudily resplendent in their red and
blue and yellow garments. Phil
could set them off by the style of
dress, by the twist of the head rag.
Not Moros alone, but Manobos, Bu-
kidnons, Ates, made up the array of
Indang’s band.

"Find out how many vintas are
tied at the bank,” Gorman ordered
the boy.

Phil was struck by the silence of
the whole affair. No beat of drum
nor chant of many voices; such
things were potent to call down the
mighty busaos, but the baleete au-
swangs must be soothed by softer

sounds. A single baliane, or medi-
cine man, capered before the fires,
chanting in a voice so low Phil

could not hear.

HE picture was barbaric, unreal.

There in the mighty hush of the
jungle was this weirdly capering
form dodging between the smoke
columns; there, the silent men in
their reds and blues and yellows like
a cluster of enormous butterflies;
and there, behind it all, the twisted
mockery of the baleete tree.

Phil could see the divided trunk
of this forest cannibal. Parasites
starting in the top of some massive
luan or marang had sent their creep-
ers earthward, wrapping and folding
about the parent trunk. Once to the
ground these creepers had taken
root, had grown and tightened until
they had killed the parent tree.

The dead trunk had then rotted
away, leaving the baleete a mass of
twisted and interlaced trunks, snarl-
ed and contorted like fighting snakes.
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No wonder the natives thought the
tree the abode of evil spirits.

The boy was back at Gorman’s
side.

“Four vintas only, tuan.”

“Good. Did any of Pino'n’'s men
come ?”

HE boy’s face expressed surprise.

“They are here. There.” He
pointed back along the river trail.
Phil saw nothing. “They wait to see
what you do.”

Clever, the way they could conceal
themselves in the brush.

“Waiting to see what | do, eh?”
mused Phil. “Fine lot of help they
are.”

But that was Pinon exactly: wait-
ing to see which way the cat jumped
before he took sides.

Gorman knew these Manobos and
Bukidnons to be the most supersti-
tious of all the island tribes. All
right, he'd fight fire with fire. He'd
feed their superstition. A few
tricks, worked right, would send
them chattering in fear; worked
wrong—there was no use thinking
about that.

Phil pulled from his pocket the
spare ammunition that he had
brought from the contraband supply
on the sloop.

Fifty cartridges.
half of them.

“Listen, boy, can you
sound like a wood dove?”

“Yes, tuan, like this.”

Gorman clapped a hand over the
other’s mouth in time. “No, not
now. | shall tell you carefully. |
am going to creep around to the
back of the balecte tree, understand?
You arc to go back to your own
friends. Give three notes of the
wood dove very loud; then wait a
little and give two more. If Datu
Pinon wishes to see me disperse the
Manobos, let him come at a run.
Now, go.”

He could spare

make a
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Phil circled to the back of the
baleete tree easily. The multiple
trunk offered perfect protection. The
natives, so intent on the pagan rit-
ual, saw nothing but the gyrations of
the priest. The fires to the right and
left of the tree were but a few feet
from Phil.

Each had burned long enough that
there was a base of glowing em-
bers.

The rigamarole of the baliane con-
tinued. He was working himself into
a foaming frenzy. His fantastic
head-dress of feathers and colored
yarn was askew; his body, half naked
and greased with oil, shone as if
burnished; his deep-set black eyes
glinted with fervor. Apparently the

auswangs gave no hint of being
pleased.

The baliane leaped into the air and
came down, half squatted, his

greasy breech-clouts not a yard from
the right-hand fire. The men watch-
ing him were enthralled, their
mouths open and drooling. What
may have been the next gyration,
Phil never knew, for the thin, waver-
ing note of the wood dove sounded
on the morning air!

NECROMANCER'S wand could
not have frozen the men more
completely. Then all heads swung
in the direction of the note. Again
and yet again the piercing bird call
wailed through the silent jungle.
Three times! An omen of evil!

Phil, behind the twisted trunk,
smiled grimly. His hands made
quick, accurate tosses to the right
and left.

A composite sigh of disappoint-
ment and fear wafted upward from
the half circle of men.

Then clear, cool, vibrant came the
call twice more. The auswangs were
enraged!

Crack, crack! The fire behind the
baliane sprayed like a rocket. Sparks
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and coals fell upon the priest’s back,
lodged within his sash and breech-
clouts. Crack, pop, crack! The left
hand fire shivered into explosive life.

The priest emitted a startled yell
and clawed frantically at the searing
coals. But the fire was sprinkling
him from another direction. He
clawed, jumped, tore in contortions
more violent than he used in reli-
gious rites. But to no avail. With
a wailing scream he plunged into the
forest.

The terrified natives, so rudely
awakened from their emotional
orgy, saw no safety but in flight.

Each man for himself, they leaped
for the shelter of the forest. Pinon’s

men, plunging through the brush,
came in upon a vacant space.

Phil chuckled. Those cartridges
tossed into the fire had done the
work.

Had Indang been with the men,

he would not have been fooled by
the trick; but these mountaineers
were of weaker stuff.

Pincn’'s men, brave enough now,
started to pursue. Phil called them
back.

‘By the Prophet’s beard, did |

not do as | said I would? |1, single-
handed, dispersed them.” His voice
was bitingly sarcastic. “And Mo-

hammed Ali Pinon crouched with
his men in the thicket.

"Go back to your women
stockade.”

in the

INON’S hauteur was gone. He
had lost face. He offered his ba-

rong, handle out, to Phil.
"Command, Elder Brother, and we

shall obey. |If | falter, strike off my
head.”
Phil reached out and shoved the

weapon back into its sheath. The
old Subano might be worth some-
thing now.

And there were still
the rifles!

Indang and

CHAPTER 1IX
Battle

ORMAN remembered  his
G words to Caruthers: "In the

right mood they’ll fight to
death at the drop of the hat; man-
age them right and a child could
handle them.” By quick seizing of
opportunity he had managed them
right—so far.

Now came the real task, one that
would not bend to tricks or super-
stition. Indang would not be pan-
icked by popping shells nor the calls
of the wood dove. To put his hands
on the jungle fox was another matter.

The sloop should be chugging up
the river. The Margosatubig was too
broad to constitute a trap. At the
first 3ign of trouble Indang or
Towry could put the ship about and
head for open sea

Only one plan was feasible; sur-
prise.

"Quick, O Datu Mohammed Ali
Pinon, if you would help me. Seize
the four vintas and hide them in the

back water. Man them with your
stoutest fighters. Your enemy, the
dog-eating Indang, comes up the

river on a white man’'s sloop.”

"A prau with devil engines?”

"With engines, yes, and with sails
for the wind. You could never catch
him with your fleetest paddlers. Are
your men brave enough to board?”

"Command, Elder Brother.”

The sound of the motor exhaust
was now audible, smacking across
the flat water like a skipping stone.
The vessel was yet hidden beyond a
curve in the bank.

"Indang V/ill be watching here to
meet his men. He will stop the devil
engine. Then we attack. Under-
stand? Command your men not to
kill unless necessary.”

Phil crouched in the center of a
long dugout. In the stern and bow
were husky paddlers. A quick shove
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from the bank and they could be be-
side the gunwales of the sloop.

Slowly the little wvessel chugged
upstream against the sluggish cur-
rent. It came around the bend like
a great gray Dbeetle, the water
spreading chocolate-colored in the
wake. Incongruous, out of place it
looked, against the vast background
of the jungle.

“Careful,” Phil
“No move until |
Quiet!”

cautioned Pinon.
give the word.

HIL felt a peculiar exhilaration.

He had had his hands on that
scar-armed Indang once. He'd have
them on him again, and this time the
fox would not get away.

“Be ready. When it comes abreast
of that molave tree, we go.”

From somewhere upstream came a
ringing vyell, splitting the air over
the river and rising above the chug
of the laboring motor. “Hay-a-a-ah-
ah-e-e!  Turn back, turn back, O
master! The Subanun and a pig-
eater of an Americano set a trap.
Turn back, turn back!”

One of the Manobos had recovered
from his fright at the baleete tree
and come back to warn Indang.

“Let’'s go!” yelled Phil.

The paddles dug, and the four
vintas shot out wupon the brown
water.

A guttural yell of surprise went
up from the sloop. The gray vessel
which was being nosed in toward
shore was swung hard to starboard,
pivoting broad abeam in the current.
The warning yell from the Manobo
had come just in time.

Phil cursed audibly. Thirty sec-
onds more and the sloop would have
been abreast, not forty yards from
the hidden vintas. Now, swung
around, with the aid of current and
propeller, it could pull away from
the paddlers.

“Bend into

it, you fellows! Cut
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across there, there. Catch it on the
down swing.”

There was still a chance. The flat,
triangular paddles drove the water
like whipping fins. Another vinta
pulled ahead of Phil's. It contained
Pinon, and the leathery old Moro
had seized a spare paddle and was
aiding in the task.

“Atta boy, Pinon!”

Three men were at the rail of the
sloop as it came around. Phil was
now so close under the stern and
the swinging dinghy that he could
not even see the helmsman. He saw
the Subano chief drop the paddle
and seize his weapon. The six-pound
barong swung back over Pinon’s
shoulder, then whizzed through the
air simultaneous with the crack of a
revolver.

Now, it was a fight!

Phil stood up, judged the distance
across to the rail, and leaped. He
felt the dugout bob and shove away,
killing the power of his leap. He
had one shattering moment of des-
pair; but his right hand reached the
rail and held. He swung himself
sideways and rolled to the deck.

Gorman got to his feet just as a
brown sailor, clad only in a head rag
and cotton shorts, sprang at him, a
knife drawn back for an upward

plunge. He felt also the throbs of
the motor increase, and the sloop
gain in speed.

HIL had no time to draw a gun.

He had left the automatic in his
pocket that he might have both
hands free for boarding. Now he saw
the whetted steel starting upward on
a slice that would rip him open.

Quick as a flash he stepped aside,
remembering a trick he had learned
from a Marine captain. He grasped
the up-plunging wrist, swung his left
arm under the sailor’s knife arm, fist
back against the brown chest, his
own arm rigid, and brought the
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knife arm sharply down across his
own. The man writhed, but did not
yell; the knife dropped to the deck.
Phil gave it a kick that sent it skit-
tering overboard.

The Malay tore free. Phil neatly
tripped him. Then, seizing him by
the belt and arm, he bore him squirm-
ing to the port rail and tossed him
over. One less.

HE little sloop was now churning

down the river at ten knots. The
helmsman still crouched behind the
wheel. As Phil turned from the rail
he saw the vintas dragging behind,
the men paddling furiously, but los-
ing ground every minute. One canoe
was empty. Pinon and his paddlers
had made the deck.

One sailor lay huddled, coughing,
in the scuppers. Gorman saw the
wily Pinon retrieve the barong he
had thrown. More men rushed at the
brown invaders. Steel clicked there
beyond the aft cabins.

Then on the port deck was Jan
Towry coming toward Phil with a
revolver in his hand. Gormanmade
a grab for his automatic.

Phil had an army rating of a pistol
expert, and he fired with a quick,
deft movement that was pure habit.
He did not want to kill Towry,
crook and scoundrel though he was.
It was more to the point to bring him
back alive.

Gorman had selected a point un-
der Jan’s right shoulder as he pulled
the trigger. The whining burr of a
deflected bullet accompanied the
crack of the automatic. The gun that
Towry had lifted to sight flipped
from his hand as if it had been
jerked by a rubber band. Jan had
lifted his own gun squarely in the
way.

A look of stupefaction showed on
Towry’'s dirty, whiskered face. A
curse exploded from his thick lips.
He turned to pick up the revolver,

but fear fumbled his movements.
Phil sent another bullet snicking un-
der his collar bone. Jan doubled
back with a wheezing grunt, fell to
his knees on the deck; then, crawl-
ing, he slipped beyond the low cabins
and plunged into the fore hatch.

Where was Indang? Phil hadn’t
seen him. Why was he not in the
fight? The old fox was no coward,

Gorman ducked as a black object
whizzed over him. The capataz had
slipped up the aft companionway
and had hurled a steel spanner at his
head. Phil had caught the movement
of the man just in time. The auto-
matic barked again—and this time
with a clean miss!

A twist of the rudder had lurched
the vessel. Phil went backward onto
the deck just as he fired. The capa-
taz was upon him.

Phil doubled his feet. He had sent
more than one plunging wrestler off
the mat by footwork. His boots
caught the Malay just at the top of
his cotton shorts. Gorman rolled
back and straightened his legs with
a powerful thrust. The little brown
man was turned end for end, struck
with his back and shoulders on the

port rail, and went over clawing
frantically at the air.
HERE was still the helmsman

who had stood through the fight-
ing staunchly at the wheel. Phil,
half doubled on the deck, raised his
gun. But this Malay had seen
enough; he ducked and slipped over
the taffrail into the water.

From the foredeck came an unmis-
takable crack—a rifle. Something
zipped with an air-splitting wheeze.
A shout went up from the starboard
deck. Pinon and one of his men
went over the rail in straight dives.

Phil had the cracking realization
that he was alone against the men on
the sloop, and that someone—Indartg
or Towry, or both—had unbaled
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rifles and opened fire from the fore
hatch!

Gorman had one major advantage:
he held the poop deck and the wheel.
The motor continued to chug. What
to do? Run the sloop into the mud
bank and trust to Pinon’s men to
come? Would they come? The way
the old trimmer had gone over the
rail at the first crack of a rifle didn't
indicate his returning to face more
bullets. Better to head for the sea.

Gorman crawled across the narrow
deck and got behind the wheel. He
dared not rise to his feet as his
head and shoulders would be exposed
above the cabins. If he kept down, he
had some chance against those rifles.

THERE was little view for steer-
ing; but at least he could keep
the sloop away from the bank. The
silence on the foredeck was discon-
certing. What were the rogues up
to?

Chug, chug, chug. The echo of the
exhaust came volleying back from
the jungle walls. No other sounds;
not even the chatter of a monkey or
the squawk of a hornbill. Chug,
chug. Minute after minute. The
towering luan trees with their trail-
ers of liana and rattan slipped by
like a moving panorama.

Phil felt the acuteness of reaction,
the tenseness of waiting, of expec-

tancy. Live or die, let's have this
over with.

The sloop dipped with the first
swell of the sea. The land drew
away on either side. Phil jerked at
the helm. The craft, obeying the
rudder, swung to starboard. Better
keep in near land.

Gorman flinched as a bullet whip-
ped over him, accompanied by the

crack of a high-powered rifle. It
had sped high, higher than the
wheel. As long as the superstruc-

ture of the cabins remained between
him and the others, let them waste
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ammunition, He still had control of
the sloop.

Wham! Another one. Still high.
If they wanted to get him, they'd
have to raise themselves high enough
to be seen. This was an even game.
He kept down, silent, ready.

He saw the end of a rifle come up
and waited for the head to show.
Crack! He knew he had missed.
Again the rifle came up from near
the mainmast. He’'d be more careful.
It was Indian fighting; the mast was
like the trunk of a tree. The fellow
couldn’t keep entirely hidden. He
recognized him now: Jan Towry.
The bullet in the shoulder wasn't
keeping the old scoundrel from oper-
ating a rifle. Phil's bullet ripped
splinters from the mast. Towry sent
a third slug singing between the
spokes of the wheel.

As the rascally sloop master
jerked back the bolt of his rifle, he
exposed an elbow. Phil fired. He
must have burned him. Towry
jerked forward with a curse, expos-
ing head and shoulders for one brief
moment. Gorman fired twice rapidly.
Then his gun snapped empty. Had
he got him?

“And is it not unfortunate,” said
a cool, insolent voice, “that firearms
must be reloaded?”

Rising from the aft companion-
way. holding a rifle that bored stead-
ily upon Phil, was the man he had
met in Zamboanga as Prince Alus
Tigami!

CHAPTER X
The Fox

IME stopped in that appall-

ing second. The menacing

rifle was but two yards away,

and in

disaster. One twitch of the brown

trigger finger and all would go out
in a blast of ripping lead.

It was like a tableau, so still th«

its black muzzle Phil

Sa
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two men remained. The Constabu-

lary lieutenant, unkempt, dirty,
crouching behind the wheel, an
empty pistol in his hands. The

smooth, insolent Moro, again dressed
in white, his Moslem fez slightly
tilted, his Dutch jacket buttoned to
the chin, an arrogant disdain for the
white man burning on his face.
Every fact now clicked into place
in Gorman’s mind, each event fitting
in like parts of a scrambled puzzle.
The scar-armed man, Indang, Prince
Alus Tigami—all the same person.

O wonder the juramentado had
eluded the searchers. He had gone
to the one place that would not be
searched, the Zamboanga Club. Right
under Phil’'s nose.
Indang, the fox 1
It was all so amazingly simple.
With clothes hidden in a dark place,
it would take but a minute to jerk
on shoes and trousers, wipe off the
face chalk, slap on a fez, and button
up a jacket. The fake Kkiller was
then Prince Alus Tigami, self-intro-
duced acquaintance of Amos Caru-

thers. Everything set, planned, fool-
proof. Indang had cunning.
And in this last fight he had

shown his character. Let the crew do
the battling. Let the wounded Jan
Towry contest Phil with a rifle. He,
Indang the fox, merely waited in the
companionway until Gorman’s gun
was empty. He played safe, sure, a
winning hand. Now, with a cargo of
rifles, he was in truth lord of Sibu-
guey. Brave when need be, crafty,
cruel, unscrupulous. Too much for
the Constabulary?

“And now,” said Indang at last in
his carefully spoken but blurred
English, “you may get hold of the
wheel and steer the sloop back up
the river. The motor runs well, is it
not?”

Anger rose to cover Phil’s despair.
“And suppose | don't?”

“A high-powered rifle makes quite
a hole at close range. You ought to
know, Lieutenant. They say one can
feel the bones crunch as it goes
through. Of course, it is your choice,
Senor."

Though his words were calm, the
blank cold cruelty of the Orient, its
manifest indifference to human life,
lay over Indang's stolid face. He
would not hesitate to pull the trig-
ger.

“You have the nine lives of a cat,
Lieutenant. | congratulate you. This
time | get you. You would not ex-
pect me to miss at six feet.”

Hope dropped to zero for Phil
Gorman. Indang had him. After all
this wild chase, to end with a gaping
hole in the chest. Had he been a
crazy fool to think he could take
Indang? Maybe it was a job for the
Regulars.

The sloop had chugged by the
headland and out into the mouth of
the inlet where Phil had come
ashore. He remembered. The reefl
One last ace in the hole. Play the
break, play it.

“All right, Indang.”

PHIL grasped the wheel and
swung hard to nose the sloop
landward; then reversed to bring the
vessel circling in a broad curve. How
big was the hidden reef? He didn't
know. His orientation might be
faulty. It ought to be due north
from the headland, four hundred,
five hundred vyards.

Gorman continued to bring the
sloop around. The motor, unattended,
continued to throb below deck. In-
dang came up the remaining steps
of the companionway and now leaned
indolently against the cabin struc-
ture. But never did the black eye of
the rifle waver from Phil's chest.

Around farther, farther. The blue
waters of the inlet slipped below the
keel. Farther. In a few moments



MORO
they would be into the open sea
again. Missed? Where was that
reef?

Something picked the sloop up by
the bow as if it had hit a greased
incline. There was a crunch and
shock and grind. The propeller con-
tinued to churn. The full momentum
of the craft carried it ripping on-
ward, tightly upon the reef.

T the first shock Phil dropped

to the poop deck. Indang’s fin-

ger had convulsively tightened on

the trigger. The bullet tore through

a spoke of the wheel and went on-

ward, to be lost in the blue expanse.

Gorman was on the insolent, brown

devil before he could jerk back the
bolt.

With cold steel Indang might be
a master, but man to man he could
not meet the fury of Phil Gorman.
The lieutenant tore the rifle from
his grasp, hurled it down. Phil had
the fox where he wanted him. Jammed
against the low cabins, Indang could

not retreat. Gorman's hard fists
crashed into him, again and vyet
again.

“You stopped me with your jiu-
jitsu once, you brown devil, but you
don’t do it again. Fox, eh? But no
wolf

But Indang, the magahat, was not
to go down at once before the bat-
tery of rights and lefts. He could
not match and return the blows of
the fighting American, but he was an
eel at getting away. He squirmed
from his cornered position against
the cabins. Phil's last driving blow
glanced from the close-cropped skull.

Indang leaped for the rail.

Gorman was in no position to
strike, but he moved quicker than a
flash in a wrestler’'s trick. His legs
slipped across the deck, and his
body went flat down. But the out-
thrust feet shot past the other’s calf,
caught and twisted. Indarig, tripped
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unexpectedly, was thrown face down-
ward on the deck, his hands just
missing the rail.

Gorman’s hold doubled the Moro’s
leg up and backward, exerting a tor-
turing pressure on the foot and
ankle. It was Gorman’s trick drop-
toe-hold—and a finisher. Few wres-
tlers had ever got away from it be-
fore the galling pain compelled them
to pat the mat.

“Try to get away, eh? You don't
get away. Not this time. You're go-
ing back to Zamboanga if | have to
break your legs and carry you!”

Indang’'s face was contorted with
pain. Here was a type of fighting he
did not understand. Face down on
the deck, he could not reach with
his hands the taunting American.

“l1 give up. | am lost. Allah
poonia krajah, it is the will of God.”

Let him up? Not yet. Phil hzd
faced too much to get his hands on
him; he would not let him go.

Gorman squirmed across the deck,
dragging the brown man with him,
never for a moment releasing his leg
hold. He reached what he wanted—e
a bit of rope. In a minute’'s time he
had the Moro bound.

HIL, now on his feet, stared down

at his captive. Nobody could get
him but the Regulars, eh?

The motor had choked, gone dead.
The sloop settled slightly to one
side. Gorman grabbed up the rifle
and ran forward. Towry lay against
the mast, alive but unconscious, his
wounds making a small pool of blood
on the deck. Phil carefully eased
the old man over. In the repose of
unconsciousness, the rascally sloop
owner appeared a different person,
the acquired viciousness of his face
fading into the bloodless gray of an
old man, ill and in pain.

Gorman straightened the bent
limbs that had crumpled under Towry
as he fell and made him a rough pil
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low out of some pieces of jute and
cordage.

The sloop master opened his eyes,
blinking uncertainly. “Jim,” he mur-
mured.

Who was the one he called? Gor-
man did not know. Son, brother,
friend that in his half delirious state
he remembered and wanted? Phil
could not help feeling compassion
for him. rascal though he was, old
and wounded, and now a prisoner who
must answer for his crime.

"Take it easy, old-timer.
that feel better?”

There,

THE faded blue eyes opened again,
clearer. Blood flushed back to
the face to dye the ashen lips.
Anger and chagrin drew the mouth
lines down. “Oh, it's you, huh?
Where's that Balatgas Indang?”

"So his name was Balatgas, too,
eh? He's taken care of, Towry.
That fellow had more names than a
Mexican bigamist. But he’ll have one
more. It'll be written in numbers
and he'll wear it on the back of his
shirt—in Bilibid Prison.”

Towry grew stronger, his irras-
cible nature asserting itself. 'How
the hell you got here’s more than I
can say! That damn Indang musta
croaked somebody else. If he did, |
had nothin’ to do with it. You can’t
hold that against me, Gorman.”

“No? | figure there’ll be charges
enough. Gun-running is a pretty
serious offense.”

“Yeh, | took that risk an’ lost. I'll
give yuh credit for bein’ a scrapper,
Gorman. No other hombre in Min-
danao could’'a stopped us, an’, damn
my luck, | had to run against you.
Yeh, you win. 1 ain’t got nothin'
more to say.”

Phil peered down into the hold.
No one was there. Two brown
sailors and one of Pinon's men lay
in the starboard scuppers, motionless,

The lieutenant dropped into the

hold and ran back along the passage-
way to the engine room. If there
were any of the crew left, he must
get them now. The reeking little
motor room was empty. Phil came
up the aft companionway, knowing
that he had full possession of the
stranded sloop.

Indang was not where he had left
him. Squirming and rolling he had
traversed a quarter of the deck, try-
ing to get to a knife that had fallen
from the hand of the dead sailor.

“Oh, ho, still up to your tricks,
eh, fox? I'll tie you to the main-
mast with a rope around your neck.
That's the way we tie up foxes.”

Indang’s lips curled in anger. Un-
like Jan Towry, he gave no credit to
his captor. The same stinging, con-
demning imprecation that he had
hurled at Phil across the water at
Zamboanga hissed from his mouth.
Phil's leg twitched to kick the curs-

ing lips; but his anger faded into
disgust, almost pity.
‘“You were born too late, Indang.

As a Sulu pirate you’d have been a
whiz, but those days are over. Get
that through your head.”

ITHOUT malice Gorman picked
Wup the cursing and beaten chief-
tain, tethered him securely in the
shade of the cabins, and went to
work. There was much to be done.
One brown sailor was dead, but the
other sailor and Pinon’s man were
still breathing. With material he
found in the cabins, Phil went about
giving them and Jan Towry first aid.

An hour before sundown, the sharp
putt of the Constabulary launch
sounded across Sibuguey Bay. Phil
watched the little boat grow from a
smudge on the horizon to its full
proportions. But it was the sight of
a figure standing in the bow, a figure
not dressed in the red-piped khaki
of the Constabulary, that drew his
attention.
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Tom Ormsby!

The florid old-timer, his face red-
der still from his trip across the
glinting sea water, wore the scowl
that characterized him. ‘So here yuh
are, Gorman? We been huntin’ all
over hell and Zamboanga for you.”

“Yeah? Well, you ought to have
known where to come. 1 told you |1
was coming to Sibuguey.”

Lieutenant Alvarez, his smooth, in-
telligent face shining at sight of his
chief, drew sharply to attention and
saluted. Phil gave some quick or-
ders. Sergeant Malabana and half a
dozen riflemen clambered aboard.
Tom Ormsby, puffing, swung himself
over the rail.

"l never expected to see you here."
said Phil.

"Thunder and mud, when you ab-
solutely disappear, what you expect
a fella to do? Twiddle his thumbs?
I camped on your sergeant’s trail un-
til he had the whole company out
huntin’ for you. But that Alvarez,
he said your orders were for him to
come to Sibuguey, and, by thunder,
he come to Sibuguey. 1 made him
fetch me. Say, this is old Jan
Towry's sloop. What's it doin’ here?
What's it all about?”
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Phil felt a glow of satisfaction.
Rough, tough old Tom Ormsby, who
never did anything but quarrel with
Gorman, had tried to turn the prov-

ince inside out when Phil had dis-
appeared. It was good to have
friends.

"Come here, you old leather-liver,
I want to show you something.”

RMSBY'S mouth dropped open
at the sight of Indang. "That's
that there Prince Tigami!”

Also better known as Datu In-
dang. The hold is full of rifles that
he and Towry were smuggling in.
He was the same fellow that played
juramzntado and tried to croak me.
I got on the trail; there he is and
down below are the rifles. That's
the story in a nutshell, Tom.”

Ormsby was beyond words; he
could only stare in disbelief. Phil
had a strong impulse to say, "Better
send for the Regulars,” but he re-
strained himself. Instead he said,
"Figure I'll be pretty thirsty when
we get back to Zamboanga, Tom.”

The old-timer turned and, for the

first time in his acquaintance with
Gorman, he grinned in generous
agreement.
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UNDER
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on a blazing August day,
the Stormy Petrel dipped
her rusty bows deep into the heavy
ground swells rolling in past the
ancient Spanish fort of Point Loma.

The vessel's clearance papers
~amed her first port of call as So-
corro. This unfrequented and wave-
lashed island lay a thousand miles
south of San Diego, off the barren
west coast of Old Mexico.

It was 1918. The whole world
was plunged in war. An hour pre-
vious to their sailing, the little Mex-
ican steamer Benito Juarez had put
into port, with mysterious tales of
finding ships’ wreckage along the
waters outlying the Gulf of Cali-
fornia, on the route charted by the
outgoing Petrel.

It was strange, this blockade to

the south of San Diego. Weeks
would pass while ships would slip

UTWARD bound at sunset

With gleaming, fiery eyes Norton

through unmolested. Then sudden-
ly an wunseen death would strike
from out those heaving, untenanted
waters.

A sinister silence enveloped the
ship. The air seemed charged with
uncanny, stark horror. Every man
aboard was asking himself one ques-

tion. Would the Stormy Petrel be
able to run the blockade? Or would
she, too, be doomed to an oozy

grave, along with the others disap-
pearing under those azure tropical
waves?

To Lieutenant Norton there struck
an additional peril, baffling his every
reasoning. This was the presence
aboard, as cargo, of five hundred
steel drums of high explosive gun-
powder. Each drum was labeled:

“To Socorro Island Silver Mining
Concession, Socorro Island, Mexico.”

The gunpowder was not the usual
blasting type of powder, heavy and
black.

In peace time this might not have
been cause for attention. But Nor-
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ton was a Navy man; he thought in
terms of war and intrigue. Further,
this amount of gunpowder was
enough to blow the island out of the
sea. What significance lay in their
strange cargo?

Did "Wolf” Jackson, the Petrel's
owner and captain, have any hand
in this mysterious cargo? Norton
stared at their one bow gun, jutting
like a gaunt, lone finger of prophecy
out toward the southern horizon.

He shrugged his shoulders un-
comfortably as he paced the bridge.
He couldn’'t say why, yet he felt
a creepy premonition of impending
disaster. It was awaiting them, he
felt, off there somewhere in the
hazy distance.

Although Norton was serving on
the Petrel as navigating officer, or
second mate, he was attached to the
ship through the Navy Department.
His official duty was in a naval ca-
pacity, in charge of their navy crew
and bow gun.

For a moment his thoughts drifted
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back to his recent days in the sub-
marine service, from which he had
just been relieved. As much as he
had disliked underseas service, he
believed that here he had found an-
other branch of sea duty boding even
greater danger.

On the opposite end of the bridge,
Wolf Jackson paced the wing. He
flung a bronzed hand toward star-
board, saying:

"We’'ll take our ‘departure’ from
that sea buoy, Norton. Git a bearin’
of it.”

"Right.”

ORTON uncovered the pclorus

which he had brought aboard as
part of his own navigating equip-
ment. As the buoy came abeam he
noted the time with his watch. He
saw the skipper watching scornful-
ly while he maneuvered his efficient
instrument. Then he walked into
the chart room to record his find-
ings in the ship’s log book.

“Will you ‘stream’ the log here,
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Captain?” asked Norton from the

chart room windows.
The skipper flung his navigating
officer a scaring stare.

"Huh? Log? Me use a log? Lis-
sen, | got no time fer them Navy
jee-jaws. | kin tell right t' th’ knot
—without any jee-jaws—what ole

Petrel's a-doin’l One squirt o' to-
baccer juice oversides an’ watchin’
it drift aft is all Wolf Jackson
needs. Log, huh!” he grunted spite-
fully. “Navy styles, thet’s all 'tis.”

Norton ground his teeth.

“Well, what do you allow her,
then, for speed?”

“Nine knots, a little more or less,
grantin’ 'er th’ set o’ th' sea, cur-
rents, an’ a little leeway.”

Norton made out his position data.
Being shipmates with this erratic
old walrus, he could see, was to be
no picnic. Still, one had to make
allowances for these veteran sea
dogs. It was the likes of this griz-
zled skipper that had placed the
Stars and Stripes over the seven
seas.

HE was the last of the old, old
school of grizzled tramp skip-
pers owning his vagabond ship. His
attitude, though, to Navy men and
Navy efficiency, Norton recognized,
was most unfavorable. This would
not lend itself for co-operation.

Walking out on deck, Norton
tossed the strap of his high-powered
Navy binoculars over his neck. Then
he swept the distant horizons for
any signs of unusual vessels. Wolf
Jackson eyed him evilly, glaring at
the trim glasses. As if in silent
contempt he spat viciously into the
scuppers with splashing brown to-
bacco mist.

Beside the skipper, Norton quiet-

ly asked:
“Captain, what sort of a place is
this Socorro Island? I suppose

you've been there. And what about

this silver mine where our cargo
is consigned?”

Wolf gave his navigating officer
a sardonic glare.

“Huh! Sure | bin there. Socorro,
w-aal, she’'s jes' a little good-fer-
nothin’ sandpit belongin’ t' Ole Mex-
ico. A little cactus, a little pearl
shell, a few buckets o' brackish
water, an’ a lot o' rattle-brained
yarns spun about ’er havin’ buried
treasure. No good fer nothin’. Kin
lie-to behind 'er in a sou’easter, an’
that’s ’'bout all.

“As fer thet silver mine, huh!” he
grunted derisively. “I1 ain't never
seen ner heard o' no silver ever bein’

brought out o’ Socorro. Maybe thar
ain't no mine.”
“TJAVEN'T you thought it

I strange,” asked Norton, “to be
carrying five hundred drums of high
explosives to a small island like
Socorro—in times of war?”

The old skipper ran his thorny
hands over his chin bristles oddly.

“Lissen, Mister Navy Man, when
Wolf Jackson gits cargo, he never
has ‘thoughts.” Cargo means money.
I gotta have cargo; it means coal,
an’ thet means more knots down th’
ole lanes fer my Petrel.”

“1 see,” acknowledged Norton pas-
sively. “But after all, Captain, you
wouldn’'t want to be carrying gun-
powder to the Germans, helping the
enemy to win the war against your
own kin, would you?”

Wolf Jackson spat into the white

seas churning beneath his bridge
wing. He chewed his wad with hard,
irate rollings.

“W-aal, no. Damn-me, | wouldn’t
thet. Not t' help thim Huns. But
we got th' cargo now, ain't we?
What kin we do about it now?
Huh?”

“We'll see,” parried the Navy
man.

"Humph! Ha-ha!” laughed Wolf
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raucously. “You Navy fellas sure
do have high’'n mighty ideas!”

Apparently disgusted with the
companionship his bridge afforded,
the skipper shuffled down the com-
panion-ladder to his rooms. Over-
head the purpling skies became shat-
tered with a wild disarray of silver,
as tropical night settled down.

Norton was left alone with his
thoughts. Wolf's statement that
there might not even be a silver
mine on Socorro burned into his
baffled mind.

From below, in the engine room,
there came the maudlin wheczings
and wailings of the Petrel's pistons
and bearings. The ship screeched
complainingly toward the "little
sandpit” a thousand miles down the
lonely Mexican coast. As he paced
the bridge through the quiet night,
Norton foresaw strange perils ahead.

IGHT bells struck on the mid-

night watch four nights later,

arousing Norton from his

slumbers.
The night was hot! He rubbed his
eyes, sticky and smarting, and wiped
the sweat from his forehead. The
dull thrum of the sea boomed a
monotonous rhythm against the side
of the ship—a beam wind and sea, he
reflected.

Rising to a sitting posture, he
closed his single port and made sure
that the black cardboard which con-
cealed every chink of light from with-
in was tightly in place. Then he
dropped his legs over the edge of
his bunk and, with a sigh, kicked
the alleyway door closed.

Cupping his hands over a match,
he lighted a tiny ship’s “baby lamp”
using oil.

He had given orders that no lights
be shown from any part of the ship.
He didn’t want Hun raiders, or subs,

tracking them down in these lonely
waters.

The faint glow from the baby
lamp cast a sickly pallor over his
room. The cabin Norton had come
to term his “rat hole,” because of its
cramped interior. Even in subma-
rine service, he recalled, he had seen
better.

Climbing over two Lewis machine-
guns, ammunition drums and a pile
of .45 pistols and clips which he had
brought with him, he hurried into
his clothes. He blew out the lamp
and stepped out on deck. A warm
but fresh southerly breeze fanned
his cheeks.

Walking up the boat deck toward
the bridge, he passed the captain’s
guarters. He was amazed to find the
door wide open, and the skipper’s
full-power electric light burning in
complete abandon.

A surge of anger leaped into Nor-
ton’s blood. He stared into the spa-
cious cabin. Wolf was lying com-
fortably on his back, reading a mag-
azine.

“You know it isn't safe—burning

It was his bridge watbiat light, Captain!” Norton blazed.

“You read the orders suggested by
the Navy Department. Up here,
high on the boat deck, your light is
like a beacon to the wide seas!”
“Humph!” snorted Wolf angrily.
But he snapped off the light.
Norton hurried on up the bridge
ladder. The incident worried him.
It meant that one could never de-
pend on having the ship in complete

blackness. And showing lights was
seeking trouble in raider-infested
waters.

ALMOST behind him the radio
operator followed as Norton
was relieving the third mate. The
lieutenant stared at the man appre-
hensively.

"l just picked up loud radio sig-
nals ahead,” stated the operator. His
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“It's government
Resembles German.

face was white.
code—foreign.
Sounds straight ahead.

“You haven't used your set, have
you? You didn't answer him?” de-
manded Norton breathlessly.

“No, sir!”

“Very welll! Don't Keep abso-
lute silence. Try to take down any-
thing you can make sense of.”

“Yes, sir.”

HE operator dropped down the
ladder and was swallowed in the

darkness. The blood thumped at
Norton's temples. A dull anxiety
burned through his being. He drew

a small metal whistle from his pocket
and blew a sharp blast on it. Short-
ly, in answer, one of his gunners

came clattering up the Dbridge
ladder.
"Bates!” ordered Norton. “Get

Walker and Perry up. Get ammuni-
tion on deck. Uncover the gun.
Have everything clear for action for-
ward !”

“Yes, sir!”

For the next hour Norton searched
the starry horizons with his night
binoculars, searched them until his
eyes were blurred, and aching. A
low, blue haze, particularly com-
mon to those Baja California waters,
made visibility poor, although over-
head the stars shone out like pol-
ished crystals.

He was about to forsake his vigi-
lant watchfulness when he sudden-
ly caught sight of a darker patch
of haze in the distances beyond the
starboard bow. He screwed down
his binoculars viciously and stared
again.

Was he dreaming? One’s eyes saw
strange things after a while through

strain, when actually there was
nothing.
Yes— He continued to gaze at

that mysterious patch of lumping
haze. There was no mistaking it!

A ship was looming through the
night. Not a light showed from her
decks!

It was a sinister sight. Norton
could feel the blood booming against
his head. A raider? She was almost
dead ahead on their course. To the
guartermaster he called:

“Port the helm! Two points!”

He would try to run a bit wide
of her. He wondered whether she
had sighted them through the use of
hydrophones and was, perhaps, bear-
ing down on them at that moment.
Or perhaps she had not sighted
them at all.

She was coming up rapidly. There
came a shower of sparks from her
funnels; he could see them now,
two of them. She was cleaning her
fires, possibly getting everything set

for a chase if it should become
necessary. He must call the cap-
tain.

S he turned from the bridge and

stared below, his heart missed a
beat. Again a regular flood of light
poured from the captain’'s cabin!
His light must have been a complete
revelation of their presence in those
waters!

Fury welled within Norton’s being.
With his all-absorbing interest in
the shrouded ship ahead, he had ut-
terly forgotten the danger of the
captain’s room.

"Captain!” he bellowed wildly,
“for cripe’s sake, turn off that light!
I think we've got a German raider
ahead! And come up here on the
bridge!”

A clatter of chairs and low curs-
ings came from the skipper’s cabin.
The light snapped out. Once more the
ship was obscured in blackness. Nor-
ton grabbed his glasses and shoved
them to his eyes again. Yes! There
she was! He could make her out
clearly now with the glasses. Two
masts! Twin funnels! She would
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pass them at
mile.

less than a quarter

O use trying to run! She was
Ncutting across their course. To
Norton’s naval experience that scene
boded trouble—perhaps death to all.

The stranger was lying-to, there
on the ocean crossroads, for no
good; not at anchor, but not under
power. Like a tiger at a jungle
crosstrails she waited, ready to
spring upon her prey.

He recalled the German raiders
that had been cruising in those
waters in the past: the Leipzig, and
her black mates, the Nurnberg, Dres-
den and Bremen. Naturally Ger-
many, by now, must have other
raiders in those waters to replace
the ones destroyed.

Heavy footfalls sounded behind
him; it was the skipper.

“Where’'s that ship,
don't see no ship!”

“Over there to starboard.
almost abeam now I"

Norton? |

She's

“Huh?"

Wolf stared. His body stiffened.
He leaned forward tensely. His
neck muscles stood out.

"Sufferin’ swordfish! There is
somethin’ thar! | Kkin see it now!”

Flash! Blinding light! A search-

light beam stabbed the night.

The Petrel's bridge, and the decks
below them were flooded with white,
blazoning light. Norton, his leg
muscles tense with the strain, scarce-
ly breathing, stared through his bin-
oculars toward the mysterious ship.

He could see her forward deck
under the flare of her searchlight.
Two cannons jutted over her white
decks.  Other smaller cannon, on
either side of the fore deck, were
reflected through the lights and
shadows. The muzzles of the two
were swinging toward the Petrel. A
small group of men stood behind
each one!

Norton groaned. Cold sweat stood
out over his body. They were in for
it! There was practically no use to
man the one small gun they pos-
sessed, although his crew was stand-
ing by. They would be Iliterally
blown from the sea by a man-of-war
of that size and power.

9econds dragged by like hours.
The searchlight raked them from
stem to stern. Then, as mysteri-
ously, it flicked off.

Darkness, even blacker than be-
fore !

“It looks badt" breathed Norton
hoarsely. "Bad!"

ROM the slanting cant of her

masts and the general silhou-
ette of her hull, he recognized that
the stranger was no American man-
of-war. Vaguely, Norton felt Wolf
take his glasses from him and stare
off into the black-and-purple haze of
the night.

"Looks like a gunboat—a small
one!” commented Wolf.

“They’ll probably sink us,” an-
swered Norton Dbitterly. “They
could, easily enough. Why in hell
did you have that light burning?”

“Dunno! Never bin used t' readin’
in th’ dark!” the captain replied tes-
tily.

The seconds dragged into minutes.
Norton continued to search the
waters. Again he clamped his glasses
to his eyes, riveted them there. A
smaller shadow at the stern of the
strange ship? It appeared so!

He remembered how the giant U-
boats frequently lay in hiding astern
of the raiders, waiting to dart out
with their deadly torpedoes. He
knew, because he had been at the
periscopes of submarines himself,
and used their selfsame tactics. Was
a U-boat perhaps at that very mo-
ment directing a torpedo straight
for their slow-moving hull?

The harrowing shadows of the
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night slowly dropped astern. In
those few minutes Norton felt that
ten years had been added to his life.

But what had happened? Had the
U-boat fired a torpedo at them, and
missed? Why had they escaped?
It was uncanny. It was a mystery.
That submarine-appearing shadow,
had it been a submarine? That was
mystery crowded onto mystery.

Norton drew out his pocket whis-
tle and sounded two sharp blasts
through the night. To the skipper
he commented:

“Perhaps now, Captain, you can
see better what | meant by a mys-
terious blockade!”

"W-aal,” admitted Wolf grudging-
ly, “it was plumb queer about that
ship, all right!”

The bared head of the radio op-
erator pushed up the starboard bridge
ladder.

"Yes, sirl”

“Did you get any messages,
Sparks?” asked Norton anxiously.

“No, sir! Not a thing. All for-
eign code, sir.”

“Very well.
Code book C-2.”

“Yes, sir.”

Take this message!

“Naval Headquarters,

San Diego.

Position thirty-two miles north-north-
east Socorro Island. Passed mysterious

ship hove-to, without lights. Appeared
to be German raider, but no shots
fired.
Norton,
Petrel."

Tapping his fingers on the bridge

rail for a moment he hesitated
thoughtfully.
“That’'s all. Send it right off!”
“Yes, sir.”
11
AWN showed a purple
blotch jutting through a
blood-red horizon — the
blunt form of Socorro Island.

Gaunt and rocky, the surf-fringed
island rose several hundred feet
from out the glassy tropical seas.

After two hours' sleep Norton had
resumed his vigilance on the bridge,
allowing the first mate to attend his
deck duties. Constantly scanning
the seas with his glasses, the lieu-
tenant’'s gaze was arrested now by a
new and gripping sight. This time
it was a small, white speck rising
and falling on the long Pacific swell.
He fixed his glasses on it excitedly.

An open lifeboat!

He scanned the seas around it
Wreckage was strewn everywhere.

HE captain had been taking a

cat-nap on the settee in the chart
room. He leaped up at Norton's
yell.

“Hey! Huh?"

“There's an open
in the east'ard, Skipper. Want to
run over and pick it up? There
may be some one in it, you know.”

Wolf ambled out on deck in his
slippers, rubbing his eyes, and grum-
bling.

lifeboat floating

“Let me see them glasses, Nor-
ton.”

“You mean mine—these ‘navy
style’ ones?”

“Yeah! They'll do, this time!”

Norton passed them over, a dour
grimace wreathing his face.

“Thar's a boat,'dll right!” grunted
the skipper. “Uh-huh, we’ll run
over. Wolf Jackson ain’'t never yit
denied aid to sufferin’ sailorfolk!”

Turning to his helmsman, Nor-
ton called out the compass course:

“East, a quarter south!”

In a few moments the Petrel was
riding down on the large open
lifeboat. Everywhere in the water
was wreckage; stateroom  doors,
spars, bits of chairs, tables and
crates. Half a dozen dead bodies
floated gruesomely on the surface.

“There’'s been a torpedoing here,”
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aaid
both!”

They came alongside the lifeboat.
On its bow was the name:

“EATON CASTLE”

Norton, or a shelling—or

To his mate the skipper bawled:

“Mr. Henderson, git our stern
boat overside! We want t' have a
look at that lifeboat!”

“Yes, sir!”

Dropping down on deck, Norton
hurried aft and into their stern boat.
In a few moments they had pulled

alongside the floating wreckage.
Norton stared into the open boat.
Six men lay huddled in various

poses of death on its floor gratings.
Seats were splintered. A large
chunk of the bow had been torn
away. Parts of mangled bodies lay
strewn across the ends of the boat.
One pitiful figure, his back and
shoulders ridged with sun blisters,
appeared still to have life within
him.

Norton leaped into the boat. Step-
ping down beside the half-prostrate
figure, he lifted the head. The eyes
rolled around piteously. Blood
spurted from the mouth. The man
made a weak effort to clutch his
side.

NORTON looked; a puffed, green-
and-black cavity gored his left
He steadied
The

side under the armpit.
the half-dead sailor a moment.
figure coughed blood.

“What happened?” demanded Nor-

ton anxiously. “Tell me! What
happened?”

“U-ugh! G-g-er-m-an. Ug-hh. En-
g-l-ish—"

“Yes, yes!” encourged Norton.
“Tell me! Hurry!”

He eased the head falling low onto
the chest.

“Eng-l-ish-h! G-ger-man r-er-aid-
er. S-s-s-sub-mmar-i-ne. Sh-sh-ell------
th' p-pp-ain—Oh-h—" With a dull

gasp the stark figure crumpled over
the lifeboat’s thwart, fell forward to-
ward the floor gratings.

Norton caught the body, let it
down gently. A pool of blood gushed
out into the bright sun from the
stricken sailor’'s lips. Norton bent
over him and listened to his heart.
He straightened slowly.

“He’s done!” he said to the mate.
“The last to go!”
“English  sailors,” affirmed the

mate. “Their ship must have been
torpedoed, eh?”

“Yes,” answered Norton. “And
then the savages shelled the open
boat!”

“Looks that way.”

HERE was nothing to be gained

by taking the dead bodies along.
With heavy hearts the men rowed
back to their ship.

The Stormy Petrel turned toward
the harbor of Socorro Island. In a
few minutes the anchor was rattling
through the hawse-pipe, down into
the blue waters of “Blackbeard's
Cove.” Inshore, a group of snow-
white tents, obviously new, revealed
a temporary camp.

A motor launch towing a lighter
put off from the rocky ledge of the
bay and started for the Petrel. The
exhaust of the little launch echoed
noisily against the barren walls of
the landlocked cove. It resounded
like the explosions of a one-pounder,
so quiet and secluded was that lone-
ly island.

A tall, half-breed Mexican swung

up the gangway from the Ilaunch,
his workmen following him.
“Halo, Capitan Jackson! You

have thee gun-powdair, no?” he in-

quired. His tones were hoarse. His
lips twitched nervously.

Norton studied the fellow's face.
There was marked anxiety in his
eyes.

“Yes,” answered Wolf. “It’'s all
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for'd in one and two hatches. Will
yore winchmen handle it?”

"Si, Capitan!”

In a few minutes the hatch tar-
paulins had been rolled back. The
Petrel’s winches swung the barreled
gunpowder over the rusty sides and
onto the big steel barge alongside.
It was hazardous work, with the
barge rolling and banging against
the side of the ship from the heavy
swell rolling in from seaward.

The best part of the morning was
consumed in discharging the powder.
They were on their last few drums,
handling the work impatiently and
roughly, when one of the winch-
men dropped a drum exceedingly
hard onto the barge.

“Hey!” bawled Norton viciously.
"Go easy with that! If you don't
know it—that's gunpowder! We
don’'t want to go to kingdom come
—even if you do!”

"Don’t you wor-r-ee!” grinned the
Mexican winchman, with an insult-
ing leer. "Verr-ee soon thee Ameri-
canos worr-ee no morel!”

"Eh? What do you mean, you
beach rat!” barked Norton angrily.

“You see—soon! Plent-ee soon!
Ave Maria!" The half-breed crossed
himself mockingly.

"Yes?” flared Norton.
to know a lot about it!”

"Qiiien sabe!" muttered the breed.
His eyes were fiery, vengeful.

“You seem

"Fox two centavos Mex,” spat
Norton, “I'd break your scrawny
neck!”

HE Mexican shrugged his shoul-

ders, but a paleness crept into his
cheeks. There was something in the
Americano’s voice that warned him
to hold his tongue.

As the last load of gunpowder
pushed off from the Petrel's side,
Norton studied the beach. There
weren’'t more than a dozen men in
all, at the desolate camp. The

thought of that meager band of cut-
throats operating a silver mine was
ludicrous, preposterous.

For whom was that cargo finally
destined ?

Her engines once more groaning
and wheezing, the Petrel cut a white
circling wake through Blackbeard’s
Cove and put out to sea. A fresh
breeze blew from out the west. It
was a gorgeous noonday. The water
was a deep blue, and as Norton
took several deep draughts of the
invigorating air, he was glad to be

clear of that darksome island cove.
It was queer, though, about that
gunpowder.
LAYING his glasses over the
hills of the island, his vision

was suddenly held by one narrow
and secluded valley. Two thin poles
poked their lean lengths skyward.

A white object moved before a pair
of small shacks.

He stared. A radio station! He
could see the white-shirted individual
watching him with his glasses now;
then he disappeared into the realms
of hi6é signal shack. Norton’s blood
was thumping through his heart. A
strange apprehension gripped him.
To Wolf Jackson he snapped:

“Has that radio shack on the hill
always been there?”

“Huh? Radio? What  radio
shack ?”

Norton pointed out the signal base.
Wolf followed the direction through
the binoculars, his legs spread far
apart on the bridge to meet the sway-
ing of his ship. For several mo-
ments he studied the wirelesB houses.

“l ain’t never seen that before!”
he exclaimed. “ 'Course, | never paid
Socorro none too much attention.
Jest the same I'm tolerable sure that
them buildin’s wasn't thar last viy-
age.”

Norton clenched h»6 teeth.

“That™ a dark discovery, Shipper.”
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His eyes drew down to narrowed
thoughtfulness. "Did you hear what
that breed said back there about
'soon you worry no more?'”

A YE. | heard. But these damned

half-breeds is always makin’

signs, tellin’ portents, an’ givin’
threats.”

"I'd like to put a shell ashore
there,” murmured Norton, “and rid-
dle that damned radio station.
There's not a doubt in my mind but
that it’s being worked hand in hand
with the German raiders operating
in these waters.”

Wolf's face paled.

“Yuh couldn't do thatl Socorro
belongs t' Mexico. That would be
a-makin’ war on a neutral country!”

"True!” answered Norton. “But
either the Mexican government
doesn't know what's happening on
these desolate islands of hers, or
else she isn't so ‘neutral’ as we give
her credit for being!”

"Aye!l Maybe, Mister Navy Man,
but it ain’'t up t' us t° worry ‘bout
governmints. As fer me, | got plenty
worries a'runnin’ th’ old Petrel!”

Norton, however, scarcely heard.
He was thinking of the black shad-
ows which had loomed through the
murky haze the previous night—and
that radio station.

Was that white-shirted operator
on the hill, even at that moment,
notifying the raider of their posi-
tion and course? Could that gun-
powder be for the raider?

A sheet of spray swept across the
bridge and showered off behind him
in irridescent crystals. A6 if to find
the answer to his churning thoughts,
Norton stared ahead across the lift-
ing seas.

The blood 6eemed to freeze in hi6
veins.

"Skipper I’ There was icy brittle-
ness in his tone.

"Huh?”

"Lookr

Norton pointed over the port wing
of the bridge. On the same instant
he drew out his pocket whistle and
brew a shrill blast.

Wolf Jackson took a sharp intake
of breath.

"Sufferin’ swordfish!
Norton ?”

“A German sub!”

The long projection of a subma-
rine’s periscope was rushing to the

What is it,

surface, a ribbon-like white wake
trailing off behind it. Then came
the gray-black conning tower with

the letters, ” 11-40” She was not more
than a thousand yards distant.

In answer to Norton’s whistle his
three gunners sprang to life on the
fore deck, from out their quarters.

"Man that gun! Ammunition up!

Quick!” barked Norton. He flung
to Wolf Jackson: "Keep her swing-
ing on a zigzag course. Skipper!

Try to hold your stem or bow to-
ward the sub, to protect your broad-
side. I'm going forward to man the
gun!”

v

ROM the Petrel’s bow, a high

explosive shell slapped home

in the breech of her long-range

gun.
gave the order to fire. The Petrel’s
naval gun spurted lurid flame.

Simultaneously, the dark form of
the sub’s back, a gun jutting from
her forward deck, raised from out
the depths of the sea. Her conning
tower cover was hurled back. Sailors
poured from her interior like wasps
from a disturbed nest.

Norton followed the Petrel's shot
with his eyes. A wild cataract of
water leaped skyward just ahead of
the sub’s gray nose. Black smoke
poured from out the Petrel’s rusty
funnel. The old packet fairly
jumped under her strain of forced

Norton shouted out his range,
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speed commanded by Wolf Jackson.
Her decks throbbed. She was zig-
zagging in lively style.

Norton judged his shortness of
range.

“Shorten fire, three yards!
Five degrees! Firel

Another blast from the Petrel's
gun. Vaguely, in his mind, Norton
saw it all now! The raider had let
them slip through the blockade with
that gunpowder in order to get it
landed on Socorro! It was for their
own use!

That radio base, then, had sig-
naled their course to the sub! It
had all been a ruse! They had been
marked with the death sign since
the raider had sighted them—prob-
ably from the moment they had
sailed from San Diego.

The injustice of it all, a man-
of-war attacking a practically de-
fenseless merchant ship, sent the
fires of hatred leaping through Nor-
ton’s blood.

Bel-ast! Lurid flame seared over-
head. Clatter!

Left!

SHELL from the U-boat had ex-

ploded just above their smoke-
stack. The Petrel’s topmast and radio
aerial came crashing to the deck.

Norton cursed. With his fingers
as tense as steel calipers he whirled
the bronze sighting reel. A little
more elevation—she was dipping
into a hollow. Over a bit on the
tangent sight. The breech block
slammed home.

“Firel”

The gun spat her death flame with
a recoiling rumble. The Petrel
lurched forward on a heavy swell.
Norton’s eyes darted up and off to-
ward the sub anxiously. The dark
shadow of the shell seemed to fairly
graze the turtle-backed deck of the
U-boat. A human form hurtled off
into space. With a terrific torrent
of water the shell exploded not a

dozen feet away, on the opposite
side of the hull.

Wher-am! Crash/

BLAST of flame leaped blind-

ingly before their startled eyes.
Explosive white heat smote Norton's
cheeks. Something clipped into his
right knee, hot and slicing. He
groaned with the pain. One of his
men was thrown to his face on the
sun deck; he staggered a moment,
then swayed to his feet. Norton
stared. A chunk of the Petrel's
stem had been blown away!

"Close!” shouted Norton. “They’re
getting our range. Hurry, for cripe’s
sake!  Another!”

In a circle of tumbling foam, the
U-boat was swinging her nose to-
ward the Petrel. Norton gasped.
She was getting ready to let go a
torpedo at them! The Petrel was
zig-zagging desperately. Another de-

tonating crash! A ton of water
ripped skyward up the side of
the Petrel. In falling spray and

solid water, the forecastle-head was
drenched. The men were nearly
swept from its slippery surface.

“That was a hit—at our water-
line!” croaked Bates.

“Never mind!” barked Norton sav-
agely. “Another shell!”

Fighting for his foothold he
struggled with his sighting appa-
ratus. He could feel warm blood
trickling down his knee. Walker
passed up the shell. Perry slapped
it home. Bates swung the breech
to, and with his hand on the firing
pin lanyard, waited the signal. Nor-
ton spun his sighting reel.

“Fire!”

Cer-ash!  The gun barked, re-
coiled. Simultaneously a heavy
shell struck the muzzle of their
gun, ripped it to a splintered thing
with twisted lips. Water sloshed
over Norton’s feet.

Not half a dozen feet away he
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could see the frothing white wake
of a torpedo racing toward them.
The Petrel was swinging! Would
she clear it? Was the dread tor-
pedo timed to explode at their
bow? If so, they were already as
good as in kingdom come!

Like a racing arrow the giant
torpedo passed to view under their
bow. Cold sweat stood out on Nor-
ton’s body; the blood seemed to
ooze from his forehead. He heard
the rush of the sea somewhere un-
der their bows, as it poured into
their forward hold.

They were up to their knees in
water. The Petrel was sinking fast.
Norton flung frenzied eyes to star-
board.

Grace be! The white wake of the
torpedo was speeding off into the
south! Another moment of life
breath! He flung a desperate glance
at their gun. It was utterly use-
less. His heart seemed to turn to
stone within him as he realized all
hope was gone.

“Come on, men!” he ordered bit-
terly. “We’'ll have to abandon her!”

S he and his three gunners drop-
ped down to the well-deck,
which was half-filled with water, Nor-
ton saw that Walker had a dirty gash
across his forehead. Blood was
streaming from it. The man hesitated
a moment, running his finger over
the wound. His touch met something
hard. He drew out a piece of steel.
"Dirty cut!” he exclaimed. “It'll
feel better now.”

The four navy men raced for the
boat deck and the lifeboats. There
came five hoarse blasts from the
Petrel’s whistle, her order to aban-
don ship. The crew came tumbling
on deck from engine room, galley
and various other parts of the vessel.

Lifeboats were being swung out.
Norton thought of the broken and
shattered bodies of the English

sailors, shelled in their open boats.
He and his men had killed at least
one of the U-boat's crew. They
could expect no quarter from the

sub captain. The Germans would be
out for blood.
“Perry! Bates!” he called sharply.

“Come with me!”

Dashing up to his cabin on the
boat deck, he plunged into his room.
He stared over his machine-guns and
fighting equipment.

<(T)ATES! Take that Lewis gun

AJ down to the skipper's boat!
You man it. Perry! Grab up those
extra .45's! Distribute them among
the officers, with ammunition; keep
one for yourself and Walker. Get
all the Lewis drums you can tote!
Quick!"

“Yes, sir!”

In a few moments they were along-
side their lifeboats. Norton looked
for the captain; he was nowhere
to be seen. He stared up at the
bridge. Wolf Jackson peered down
at him from his kingly domain. Nor-
ton dashed back up to the bridge,
and confronted the captain.

“Hurry, Skipper! The Petrel may
go down any minute!”

Wolf Jackson’s face was hard and
unremitting as he replied:

“1 stay with my ship!”

“She’s sinking, Captain! Don’t be
a damned fool! Save yourself!”

“The Petrel is all there is in life
for me,” answered Wolf doggedly.
“l stay with my ship!” There was
steely threat in his words.

Norton realized that seconds
counted. He had to think fast. He
whipped his .45 from his pocket.

“You'll come with me!” he com-
manded. “I'm in charge of this sit-
uation now!”

“Go ahead and shoot, Mister Navy
Man!” growled Wolf Jackson fierce-
ly. “I'll still stay with my ship!”

Reaching out he drew down on



62 THRILLING ADVENTURES

the long white whistle cord. A
throaty blast came from the whistle.
It was the signal to lower away the
lifeboats. From the white, drawn face
of Wolf Jackson, Norton realized
that the old sea dog would stand
his ground. He jabbed his .45 into
his holster, thrust out his palm.
Wolf gripped it

“You're brave, Skipper, but fool-
ish!” said Norton. “Good-by!”

Seas were washing completely over
the Petrel's forward well deck now.
Norton raced down the bridge lad-
der and off to his boats.

“Lower away, all!” he shouted.
“The skipper is staying with his
ship!”

With the creaking of blocks and a
hoarse medley of sea commands, the
lifeboats raced down for the open
sea. With splashing oars, four
lifeboats pushed off from the ship’s
side.

NORTON and his men manned
number one lifeboat, the star-
board side forward. His boat lifted
over the rolling seas that were bat-
tering the submerging bows of the
Petrel. Suddenly there came a loud

report just to his left. Something
shrieked over his head, ominously
close.

Crashing explosions!  Splintering
wood!

The horrible screams of wounded
and dying behind him. One of their
lifeboats had been blown to bits. It
was incredible, it was inhuman—
but it was true!

The gray and black form of the
U-boat came slinking out from under
the salt-caked bows of the Stormy
Petrel. It was not a dozen feet from
Norton’s boat. He could see them
whirling their sighting reels, could
hear the voices in thick, guttural
German. Oily smoke from their
Diesels drifted down the seas.

Venom leaped into Norton’s heart.

He plunged through his men from
the stern and crashed to the bow
where his Lewis gun was lodged.

He grabbed it up and jabbed its
stock to his shoulder.
“Row! Row!" he yelled hoarsely

to his men. “We’ll give 'em all we've
got T

ARS bent to the breaking point.
Oarlocks creaked.
The Hun gunners tried to bring
their gun to bear in range on the
up-rushing boat. It was too close to

the side of their own vessel! They
stared wildly. Gruff German com-
mands cut the air. The lifeboat

had shot out unexpectedly from the
bow of the Petrel.

Norton released the trigger on his
Lewis gun. Rata-tac-atac-tac-taca.
With gleaming, fiery eyes he swept
that deadly fire down the sea-slosh-
ing surfaces of the U-40. Like a
stream of water from a garden hose

did that livid line of lead streak
across the bodies of the Hun gun-
ners. Blue-clad sailors staggered

forward, clutching their stomachs.

"Schrechlich!”

"Herr Gott!”

“Yeah!” cursed Norton viciously.
“This is different, eh? You swine!”

Screams of terror rose skyward
from the U-boat.

Number one lifeboat ran its sharp
prow up onto the curved side of the

sub. Norton leaped to its deck. Two
sailors behind him, .45s in their
hands, followed.

From the stern of the U-40 the
Lewis gun again shrieked its death
jibber. The sub's decks were leveled
of men. Several bodies floated off
onto the surface of the sea.

From the conning tower, the bar-
rel of a rifle glinted suddenly,
A gold-braided cap was behind its
sights.  Rata-taca-taca-taca. @ Some-
thing bored piercingly through Nor-
ton’s ear. He jerked his head up
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with the pain, but he had swept his

outpour of lead toward the ledge
of the tower.
His sight was veteran. The gold-

braided, cap rolled off onto the steel
deck of the U-boat. A white hand
clutched for the tower rail, missed,
and slid lifelessly down into the
control room.

Another hand shot up and across
for the lid of the tower, to close it.
Norton raced forward to the tower
plunged the heavy muzzle of his
machine-gun over its ledge.

“Not yet—you don't close that!"
he flamed savagely. “Not yet!"

The heavy steel cover dropped
down onto the barrel of his Lewis
gun with a crash. From below there

came an increased thcrum-therump
of the U-boat’'s Diesels. The giant
sub was forging ahead. Her nose

lowered. Her decks vibrated and
throbbed. She was submerging!

They would try to wash him off
and into the sea, en? To down him!

The sea water rose. He could
hear the heavy thump of the Diesels
stop, and the light whir-whir of the
electric motors cutting in. She was
preparing to dive! But her con-
ning tower was partly open. To
his two men behind him he shouted:

“Jump up onto that gun! They
can't get far below the surface.
Their tower is open!”

HE sub was plunging full speed

ahead now. At fourteen or fifteen
knots, the water whipped around
Norton’s body and threatened to tear
him from his position. He grappled
with the Lewis gun in his right
hand and struggled to hold on with
his left, while his legs were braced
like iron rods against the conning
tower bridge rail-work.

The seas beat the breath from his
chest, almost the life from his body.
Water rose over the top of the
tower. With white, frothy bubbling6

it poured down into the open tube—
but for seconds only!

Norton knew they couldn’'t keep
that up! Below, they would be
drowned like rats.

His shirt was carried away, then
his breeches. Only a few tatters of
underwear whipped from his beaten
body. He was a numbed frame of
battered flesh. His right knee had
certainly been sterilized with sea
water, he thought vaguely, but it
throbbed with a searing pain. Water
drove down his throat, half choked
him. He felt his senses reel.

HROUGH it all he apprehensive-
ly remembered his men back
there on the slippery sub's gun, and
the others in the open boats. They
would be murdered like defenseless

kittens in the U-boat’'s revengeful
rifle fire! They could be sure of
that!

For seconds he turned his head
away; he felt his skull would he
whipped from his shoulders. He was
becoming giddy. He cursed like a
madman. He must fight, he told
himself, must force himself to hang
on a little longer! Then he stared
forward. Was it? Yes! The nose
of the U-40 was lifting. The light
whirring of the electrics was dimin-
ishing in rapidity.

Confusedly his ears caught the
heavy therump-beroomp of the Dies-
els—and the sound of voices under
the conning tower lid! He must
shake himself from his dizzy state!
He flexed his body muscles with bat-
tling senses, and backed a bit. He
was washed hard against the bridge
tower rail.

With the desperation of a cor-
nered wildcat, Norton gripped his
Lewis gun with trembling hands. He
flung a fast look behind and a sharp

chill raced through his veins. His
two sailors had vanished.
A hand wa6 slipping over th*
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tower ledge. The lid flipped back
with an abrupt suddenness. Surely
they figured him dead, or at least
drowned, by now1l Two automatic
pistols, however, warily rose over
the tower’'s coaming. They were
right under Norton’s nose! Dark
hair and gray eyes came next.

Puffing and gasping for breath,
Norton drove his Lewis gun down
into the tower. On the second he
let go with his trigger. Had the
sea water clogged his gun? He
waited for the worst. Rata-taca-taca-
taca. More hideous screams hurtled
skyward.

The U-boat rose to the surface.
Something hurled shadowingly up-
ward. Wher-oof! Wham! Bang! It
was the dark and deathly shadow of

a hand grenade! Another! One to
the right, another to the left.
Norton stuck to his post like a

mongoose at the hole of a cobra
nest. The Huns cursed vituperously.
Couldn’t they shake this maniac from
their tower? This Ilone American
maniac who threatened to massacre
the whole crew with his death-posi-
tive machine-gun fire? Like rats in
an underseas lobster trap, they fled
to the safety of their steel bulk-

heads below.

HERE came infuriated shouts and

wild commands from under Nor-
ton. He listened with grinding teeth.
A white, close-cropped Hun head ap-
peared at the top of the conning
tower. Viciously Norton bore down
on his trigger.

Dull, metallic click. Silence!
His magazine was empty! He
felt his blood turn to ice. It was
the end! He fought for his wits.

“Come up!” he bawled in a com-
manding voice. “Come up! Or 111
drill you all!”

Had the Hun heard his hammer
fall on the empty chamber? Would
the ruse ever work?

That white head, and below, a
whiter face, continued up and over
the top of the tower tube. Norton,
with narrowed, beady eyes, jerked
a thumb over his left shoulder.

“Out here! On deck! All of
youl”
Exclamations followed. The tow-

headed German was apparently or-
dering his mates to follow him out
onto the deck. One after another,
with wild, scowling faces, the Hun
crew filed out onto the deck. Norton
counted them. Nine, there were, in

all. Only one officer. He wondered.
A STRANGE figure he made
there, standing in tatters on the
narrow bridge of the German U-
boat. His Lewis gun before him,
blood streaming from his knee, he
was for the moment victorious. The
Huns stared at him, awe-struck, and
then toward his Lewis gun. It gaped
at them ominously—with a record
of appalling death behind it
Silence now, just the lap of the

sea and the hard breathing of the
men before him.

“All right! Wait there I" ordered
Norton tersely. “Just take it nice
and easy! My lifeboats will be up

in a minute!”
With low, apprehensive mutterings

the men glared. What was this mad-
cap American saying? Standing to
one side of the conning tower, Nor-
ton kept a wary eye on its opening.
Were all the men on deck? Were
there only nine left? He couldn't be
sure, couldn’'t afford to take any
chances.

The lifeboats were pulling valiant-
ly alongside now. With excited
clatterings of oars the boats bumped
the hull of the U-40. They had wit-
nessed the miracle and were rushing
to the aid of their leader. Norton
shouted:

“Toss me one of those round am-
munition drums! Step on it!”
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One of the sailors curled a fresh

drum over to Norton. It rolled
across the deck to his feet. He
stopped it, grabbed it up. With a

flip and a deft turn, he had taken
off the empty drum and lodged the
full one into place. A low, aston-
ished murmur rippled down the line
of Hun sailors. The gun had been

empty!
“Here, you, Perry!”
“Yes, sirl!”

Perry scrambled up onto the deck
of his lifeboat to his chief, .45 dan-
gling from his right hand.

“Take this machine-gun!” ordered
Norton. “Stand forward of the con-
ning tower. Watch the opening of
that tube! Don’t let a single Hun
get near it, and stand by for trouble
from any that may come out of it!
I'm going below and have a look-see.
Give me that gat of yours!”

Perry passed his gun over, and
manned the Lewis, backing off to-
ward the U-boat’s bow. For a dra-
matic second Norton stood on the
small conning tower bridge and
stared over his strange command.

“Now, on your toes! All of youl!”
he warned sharply. “When | go be-
low, watch everything!”

IS two gunners nodded grimly.
Norton swung his bloody right
leg over the conning tower tube and
slipped a few rungs down the iron

ladder. Jabbing his .45 under the
ledge of the sea deck he let fly a
single shot.

In fiery answer there came acrash-
ing report. A piece of lead thudded
sharply at his feet. He could feel
the wind of the bullet as it narrow-
ly missed his right foot.

Quickly he swung his feet up the
tower again. Dropping his head, he
ranged his eyes over the decks be-
low. Then he saw them. Two big
feet, standing stolidly unmoving to
the port side.

There was but one course open.
Norton lowered his gun under the
ledge again. Another shot crashed
past his hand. He fired once, twice,
the shots blasting the air in rapid
succession. A body lurched forward
under the conning tbwer, in full
view, writhing in death struggles.
An officer!

Was it safe yet? Or, was death
still lurking for him down there on
those glinting steel decks?

ELL, he must take a chance!

Like a lithe panther Norton
dropped onto the steel floor.
Crouched, .45 in hand, he swept his
automatic around him desperately,
fully expecting to stare into the
gaping bore of a machine-gun or
pistol.

No signs of life. Just a pyramided
pile of human bodies at both side
of the conning tower, where his
own machine-gun had wrought its
devastating havoc. Fully a dozen

dead, he estimated, cluttered the
floor.
Cautiously, apprehensively, he

darted forward to the alleyway lad-
der that led deeper to the quarters
below. A narrow corridor opened
before him when he had slid down
the ladder. He turned the knob on
the door before him, kicked it open

with his foot. The radio room,
empty.
He hurried on and through into

the next compartment, the officers’
guarters. Ducking into corners, look-
ing under berths and through them,
he raced on into the torpedo firing
chambers, and lastly into the engine
room. She was clear!

He roved his eyes over the big
Diesel engines and the shining, pow-
erful electric motors. She was a
powerful thing. He turned to hurry
back on deck. Crash! Something
ripped through the bulkhead at his
face, not an inch from his right
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temple! Norton dropped to his
knees as though he had been struck.

From somewhere low behind that
starboard engine had come the shot.
He saw a heavy fire extinguisher
near at hand. Lifting it, he hurled
it across the tops of the engines.
With a clattering bang it sank over
the end of the great motor.

There came a vicious snarl. A
gold-braided cap jutted angrily over
the engine’s rocker arms, behind it
the blue bore of a pistol. Norton
fired, point blank. He couldn't have
missed at five yards. The Hun fired.
Twin pistol crashes!

NE shot went ceilingward, and
O rattled along the metal plates in
sharp staccato. A scream of pain
tore from the Hun. Norton saw ablue
dot perforate the German's forehead.
Gray eyes rolled. The sub officer
shot forward over the bright-metaled
engine.

Norton leaped to his feet and
raced on through the bowels of the
great U-boat. He searched out every
nook and cranny that might hold
hidden death for himself, and later
his men. Everywhere he looked, un-
til he was positive that the untersee
craft was cleared of all danger. Then
he hurried back, up the conning
tower tubes to the outer deck.

Nine staring German faces strained
forward with bulging neck muscles
as Norton dropped onto the con-
ning tower bridge. Could it be?
Yes! It was the wild American who
stood before them, his black eyes
shining with the desperate gleam of
defeated death in them!

The nine fairly wilted
tracks. It was not the
that they had expected!
ruse had been outwitted! Their
greatest hope, their last hope, had
faded! The roulette of fate had
stopped on a new number!

Norton stared out over his band

in their
outcome
Their last

for a moment. There was a signifi-
cant silence among them all. He
laughed sardonically. To a life-
boat near at hand he called:

“Four or five of you sailors! Go
below and bring up the dead bodies.
Get them all out. Heave them over-
board !”

The Petrel’'s sailors jumped like
men awakened from a dream. They
had heard the shooting below, but
they, too, had figured a different end
for Norton. They leaped onto the
sub, and hustled down into the con-
ning tower tube.

In a few seconds the dead were
being brought up and were dumped
with noisy splashes into the sea. As
they came up Norton watched his
German prisoners with co-id, analyti-
cal eyes. They were vociferating
excitedly among themselves. Then
he called td Bates and Perry, still
holding the decks with their ma-
chine-guns:

“Back onto the stern here! One
of you at each end of this line of
prisoners—in front of them!”

“Yes, sirl!”

The two navy gunners moved
down on the sailormen. Norton
commanded the Germans into stiff

line. Their faces paled to a milky
whiteness. Was the American going
to mow them down like wheat with
his machine-gun?

So it looked! To his gunners Nor-
ton snapped:

“Clear your Lewises a couple of
bursts!”

HE machine-guns at each end of

the line barked out their raucous
death chant, five to six shots of a
burst, to warm them. Norton step-
ped down from the bridge, in front
of his prisoners, glared at them with
merciless, blazing eyes. He asked
curtly:

“Any one here speak English?”

A significant pause.
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“Ja, mein Herr! | speak a leetle,”
croaked the tall, lone officer finally.

“So0?” smiled Norton dourly. “At
last, eh? Well, 'Lifeboat Sheller,
tell your men this! I'll take you all
prisoners of war—if you will obey
my orders and assist me to run this
lousy U-boat of yours into port. Or,”
he jerked his thumb over his shoul-
der toward the two gunners, wait-
ing with poised machine-guns, “you
can go to Kaiser Heaven—right now!
Your answer?” he barked at him
coldly.

The German officer bellowed out a
fast flow of German to his men. A
few hoarse chatterings raced back

and forth.
“Sehr gut!” answered the Ger-
man with angry eyes. “We will go,

as prisoners of war.”

Norton stared from one to the
other of the Germans.

Ugly glances leered from their des-
perate faces. It was hardly a scene
to evoke trust or confidence in Nor-

ton’s mind.
The U-boat had drifted down on

the noonday breeze. Suddenly Nor-

ton stared, stared like one in a
dream out on the seas ahead. Were
his eyes deceiving him? No! It was

the Stormy Petrel! She was still

afloat!

ER propellers were completely
H out of the water, and her fore-
castle-head was still half-sea under,
but she was afloat. After that space
of time Norton knew that her water-
tight bulkheads would continue to
hold.

A new note of happiness surged
through his tired and battered
body.

To the German officer he called:

“March your men up here—to the
tower!”

“Forwarts!” ordered the Hun.

The Germans marched up and
straight for the tube, all of them.

“Halt!” barked Norton. He grin-
ned dourly. “You—torpedo-director,”
speaking to the officer, “into the
magazine room! Take three of your
enginemcn with you. The others of
your men, overside, into the life-
boats I”

There was a rumble of dissent
from the German’s throats. The face
of the Hun officer shriveled to an
angry snarl.

“You heard me!” snapped Norton,
and whipped out his .45, “Make it

snappy!”

HE Hun paled, but his lips pro-

truded in an infuriated grumble.
He ordered his five remaining sailors
into the we-aiting lifeboat. It was
evident to Norton that some foul
plan had been frustrated, that those
mutinous leers were not without im-
port.

“Bates!” called Norton. “Into the
engine room! Take your machine-
gun, and keep a life-and-death watch
over these men!”

“Right, sir!”

The engine room five went below.
Norton looked out onto the seas
around him and examined his boats.
Number four lifeboat was missing—
the third mate’s.

It had contained the galley force
and several oilers.

He called for the chief engineer,
the third assistant engineer, half a
dozen sailors, and a few of the en-
gine room force to aid him in man-
ning the U-40.

Distributing the remaining auto-
matic pistols among them, he ad-
dressed the mate.

“Mr. Henderson, will
to your ship, using
sailors where you can.

“See if you can’t get up steam on
the Petrel! I'll be along with the
sub soon.”

“Right, sir!”

The lifeboats moved off.

return
German

you
the

The new
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commander of the U-40 gathered his
resources for his next move.

\Y

THIN smile flitted across the
A face of Lieutenant Norton

. as he stood on the trim
bridge of the U-40 and headed for
the grotesque form of the wounded
Petrel. The U-boat puffed smoothly
along the surface.

Norton had always rebelled against
submarine service when it had been
billeted him, but now he was thank-
ful that he knew their secret work-
ings. Perry, too, with his one serv-
ice stripe on undersea craft, had
developed into a valuable man.

To Norton it was good, this be-
ing on a naval vessel again. He
drew the telegraph back to ‘‘slow
speed” on the dials, and then to
“stop.” The U-40 coasted along the
gaunt sides of the Petrel, sides that
appeared like the weather-beaten
walls of some ancient fortress.

“Ahoy, Skipper!” bawled Norton.

Wolf Jackson, eyes wide, stared
out over the railing of the boat deck.

“Propellers are clean out!” he
shouted. "Can you tow me?”

“Tow, hell!” snapped Norton.
“Why not flood your after hold?
That would bring your stern down!
Can't you open the sea cocks aft?"

“W-aal, all right! And then
what?”

“Proceed back to San Diego— half
speed, on the same course, reversed,
that we came down on. I'm running
this tin-pot over to Socorro right
now. I'll see you shortly.”

“All right! All right!”

“Starboard, to steer eighty,” Nor-
ton called down. “We’'ve a job to do
at Socorro!”

Perry acknowledged. The hazy
heights of the island showed through
the purple distances over the U-boat's
bow. “Hold her there! We’'ll try to

dive. Tell the chief to shut off the
Diesels, and start up the electrics.”

Norton drew the conning tower
cover down over him and dropped
into the control room under the peri-
scope. There was a flash of doubt
and concern in his heart as he heard
the dull theroomp of the Diesels
fade, and the smooth hum of the
electric motors commence. Would
she do it? Or was she prepared,
by evil hands, to hurl them all to
some horrible death beneath those
blue Pacific waters?

Darkness enveloped them below,
save for the flickering lights along
the alleyways. A pale ghoulish-
gray light slanted down the peri-
scope from the world above.

ORTON slipped his periscope

higher. The U-boat straightened
to level keel. That was better. Nor-
ton was breathing hard. His knee
was throbbing painfully, his body
becoming a thing aflame with wear-
iness and soaking perspiration.

The musical thrum of the electrics
with their rhythmic vibrations rip-
pled down the air pipe lines. She
seemed okay. Norton breathed easier.

“Pump the tanks! We’'ll take sur-
face.” The dull ber-oomp of the
pumping lines. Slowly the U-40's per-
iscope cut the blue sky. Norton swept
his 'scope all around the horizon with
a practiced hand. Clear!

"Port to steer seventy! There!

That's well!  Hold her there!”
Socorro lIsland showed clearly in
the 'scope. Norton grinned. What

a surprise he would hand that black

crew of Hun accomplices on the
island!

“Surface, Perry! Tell the chief
to cut in the Diesels!”

“Yes, sir!"

The U-40 poked her long silvery
periscope out of the depths of the
sea, ribbons of spume spreading off
fanwise behind it. The therumpity-
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thrump of the Diesels recommenced.
Norton threw back the conning
tower lid, and drew the telegraph
to “stop.” The U-boat drifted along
on the surface and came to a full stop.

Norton picked up a pair of bin-
oculars from the control room shelf.
Carefully he scanned the shores of
the island cove and the gulleys.

He was less than a quarter mile
off the beach and still in deep water.
As he stared up at the German radio
base he realized that the operator
must have witnessed the capture
of the U-boat. He would immedi-
ately advise the raider to their north-
ward.

"Perry! Get four of your men
up on deck. Man the gun!”

“Yes, sir!” eagerly.

The four clambered up and out
the tower. Norton unlocked the am-
munition door on deck and whipped
the gun around. It was an efficient
looking, long-range Krupp, of appar-
ently a six-inch bore. He drew
back the breech.

“In with a shell!”

IS men slapped home abig bronze

shell. Norton swept the breech
block closed, and took aim. The
waters were calm there under the
lee of the island.

“Firel”

Crashing report! The gun re-
coiled. White smoke licked off from
the cannon’s lips. Tense, Norton

followed the shot with his binocu-
lars. From the distances, in the
gulley, there shattered skyward a
black cloud of wooden boards and
brown dust. Two radio poles tot-
tered and flung hurtlingly off into
the blue.

Another shell followed on the first.
Another! Norton stared again. A
black, gaunt hole, like a cave of
doom, cupped where before there
had been life. Norton clicked his
teeth together.

“That’s well,” he said. *“Another
shell. Get going!”

Slap! Click. Cer-ash! Lurid
flame. The recoil!

The white outline of tents rose
in clear silhouette behind Norton’s
sighting vanes, the base of the Hun's
gunpowder in Blackbeard’'s Cove.
Straight in between the two prom-
ontories that jutted out from Socor-
ro’'s lone cove swung a deathly,
hurtling shell!

CARLET flame burst from the
low lying cove of Socorro. A
horrible explosion blasted into unbe-
lievable brilliance. The island itself
seemed to fairly lift from the sea
Trees, tents, makeshift buildings,
iron drums—a million fragments of
everything literally blackened the
skies before their staring eyes.
The U-40 trembled in a deathly
shuddering. Norton let his hands
fall to his sides. It had been a di-
rect hit—a bull’s eye!
“That,” he said dryly, “is one in-

vasion into neutral territory that
Germany will have a hard time ex-
plaining !

“Cover up!”

The gun was once more secured
for sea service and diving.

“All below,” said Norton. “Perry,
tell the chief we’ll run on the Diesels
until further notice.”

“Yes, sir.”

The men dropped down the tubes.
Norton slid over onto the bridge
of the conning tower on deck.

“Steer north,” he called below to
his helmsman.

Sunset saw the U-40 trailing
northward, directly behind the
Stormy Petrel’s swaying stern. The
white wake of the half-submerged
tramp disguised the U-boat's pres-
ence.

Norton, hair disheveled, a gray
German greatcoat wrapped around
him, leaned back onto the railing
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of the sub and drew on German
cigarettes with harsh, pondering

puffs.

His nerves were tense, and many
strange forebodings clutched at his
heart. He knew that his grim pas-
sage was by no means past danger.

Vi

TARLIT night glittered over-

head, clear and bright. The

haze of previous evenings had
vanished in a new spell of cooler,
dryer weather. Norton stared for-
ward toward the gleaming stern-
light of the Petrel. The old ship
lolled along on her lazy course,

lighted up like an ocean-going pas-
senger steamer in peace times.
Norton was using the Petrel for
bait, yet he wondered with harrow-
ing doubts whether they would be
able to bag their “fish” with the bait

after they “got their bite!” It was
no child's play, he knew, toying
with a German raider! It might

mean a watery grave, with death for
all before they finished!

Not far on the starry horizon that
reeled up ahead of them, the dull
outline of two ships’ masts swayed
madly toward them. Black smoke
poured from the twin funnels. Their
crucial moment, the crucial moment
for all, was approaching. The black
hull of the German raider was
crashing down toward them with
flying speed.

The salt spray from the U-boat's
dipping bows flipped up into Nor-
ton’s face and stung his cheeks. He
drew his weary body to a ready at-
tention and stood nearer the control
telegraphs where his voice could be
better heard.

While his crew was far inadequate,
and he might expect failure in an
emergency, still Norton felt he had
a workable submarine in his power.
If only the goddess of good luck

would ride those lonely seas with
him for a short time—

“Tell the chief to be ready to
shut off the Diesels in five minutes!”
he commanded. The order was
given.

Norton could hear excited voices
up on the deck of the Petrel. He
grinned dourly. OIld Wolf Jackson
might not have seen much of war
for four years, was his passing
thought, but he was certainly get-
ting an eye-full this voyage.

The black raider was not more
than a half mile away now and com-
ing like the wind. There came a
lurid flash from out the darkness.

Crash! A shell screamed overhead.
“Wowie!” barked Norton. “Long
range! He's nervous!"

WITH a veteran eye he noted the
angle and direction of the
raider’s course. Then he leaped for
the conning tower.

“Shut off the Diesels!
ing!” he vyelled.

At the same moment the long
finger of a searchlight swept the
darkened sea.

“Dive her!

We're div-

Quick!" shouted Nor-
ton tensely. “Flood all the tanks!”

With a vicious leap, he was un-
der the conning tower and sweep-
ing down the lid with him. A sec-
ond before the lid w ,s closed, how-
ever, he caught a gleam of the
searchlight across the top of their
tube.

His heart missed a beat. Were
they discovered? Dropping deftly
down the tower into the control

room, he slid onto the little seat at
the control board.

“Steer three-twenty,”
calmly.

“Three-twenty, sir.”

The heavy throb of the Diesels
stopped, and the light whir of the
electrics vibrated again as the U-40
slipped beneath the darkened waters

he ordered
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of the night. With tense, cold
fingers Norton moved the ’'scope
around before him. Dim lights

blinked down the shadowy alley-

ways.

“Are the men standing by the fir-
ing tubes?”

“Yes, sir. All ready. Bates is
on the job himself; he left one of
the sailors in his place in the en-
gine room, and is at the starboard
tubes.”

For a second Norton’s heart
chilled. Perhaps it was all right,
but he didn't like the idea of the

Hun officer in the engine room with-
out Bates. The merchant seaman
might be all right with the aid of
the chief, but the chief was too busy
with strange machinery to be able
to watch his Hun workers every
minute. They couldn't afford—

There was no time to think of
that now! They were running for
itt The raider was bearing down on
them; their radio operator had re-
ported that from the hydrophones.
Norton stared at the U-boat’s clock,
counting the seconds.

“Hold her at twenty-five feet!”
he ordered as his eyes roved over
the glinting dials before him.

"Tubes are flooded, sir!
tanks in readiness!”

Firing

ORTON was staring at the clock

with tense eyes. He seemed not
to hear, but every word registered
with indelible strength. Now! He
reached down and pulled the switch,
starboard tubes.

A massive torpedo was lifting to-
ward the sea’s surfacel The U-boat
shook slightly with its final release.

“Starboard bow! Fire!” com-
manded Norton again. He was glad
that Bates was forward; perhaps,
after all, that was best. "Sixty
feet!” he commanded sharply.

“Sixty feet, sir!”

Another death-dealing torpedo had

been sent on its way. They were
diving, and running to get clear of
the awful explosion.

“Hard a'port!” there was a tensity
to the words.

With straining eyes Norton stared
at his instruments. His ears felt
as if they would break under the
strain of listening for that explo-
sion. Then his eyeballs seemed to
freeze in their sockets.

HE was forging ahead—straight

ahead! Straight for that blast-
ing explosion which would bring a
horrible, swirling death to all of
them! He leaped at Perry.

"l said hard a'port!” he screamed.

“She is hard a'port, sir! Won't
take her helm! Something’s wrong!”
Perry’'s face was pallid. He held his
steering wheel rigidly.

Norton stared toward their dials.
The needles remained on a steady,
unfluctuating tremble!

It was their end! What had hap-
pened? She was diving, though! He
shot another frantic glance over his
instruments. Sixty feet—sixty-five—

"Hold her at sixty-five!” barked
Norton savagely, the cold sweat
pouring out over his body. “What's
the matter? Can't you hold her?”

“No-o, sir! She won't h—"

Below, from the bowels of the en-
gine room, there came a series of
pistol shots. Norton groaned help-
lessly. There was mutiny in the
engine room—that he knew!

Wher-amm! Cer-ash!

Norton was flung to his feet.
Lights blinked out. His head reeled.
His eardrums felt as though they
were bursting. Warm blood oozed
from them.

The boat was diving now, like
a barbed steel arrow—Iiving to the
ocean’s floor and their final resting

place! Darkness! Complete and
opaque.
Hell's fire! Something had hap-
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pened? The acrid odors of chlorine
gas smote Norton’s nostrils. Some-
where he could hear water trickling.
She was leaking! Water was pouring
in over her batteriesl They would
have to do something—fast.

He staggered to his feet.
head crashed against a steel
and he felt throbbing pain.

“Perry!”

“Yes—"

“Try to blow the auxiliaries!
going to the engine room!”

Feeling his way along the jet-
black alleyways, Norton rushed for
the engine room. It was there that
black treachery lay—the intercepted
controls.

He could feel the giant U-boat
diving recklessly down, down, down.
His being throbbed with the awful
pressure. Was it yet possible to
avert disaster?

Lunging and careening along the
alleyways, he reeled into the engine
room. A small emergency lamp
burned over the port motor. Near
at hand came the sound of trickling
water. The sea pouring in!

His
girder

I'm

HOARSE shouts, and desperate
screams. Death was shouting in
his cars. Tools and heavy metal
equipment went crashing through the
U-boat. Lurid flame! Crash! A pistol

barked, as Norton dove into the
engine room.
Norton ripped up his own .45

In the dim light he saw the Hun of-
ficer, desperation written on his
face, leap toward him across the
great smoking motors. Something
heavy hurled toward his head,
crashed with clattering impact
against the bulwark behind him.
Norton fired. Red flash! A horri-
ble scream. Another Hun leaped
before him. Again Norton, sure of
his aim, fired.

The remaining Hun, who had
rushed up behind his officer, hurled

himself at Norton's feet, dropping
a heavy wrench to one side. Stag-
gering upward, grabbing a pipe-line
over his head, Norton swept his .45
ahead of him.

He connected.

He had quelled the mutiny—but
for what? To go on and on, hur-
tling to a watery doom in that giant
steel trap?

Footsteps crashed behind him. He
flung around. Bates!

“Cut off the diving tubes, Bates!”
Norton yelled desperately.

E leaped for the engine room
H control board, Bates with him.
He stumbled over the body of the
chief engineer, an ugly gash staring
from the dead man's head.

With a heaving, breathless strug-
gle, Norton flung over the motor
switches, jammed up the elevating
controls. Safety fuses crackled over-
head.

Through what seemed an eternity
he waited. His knees bent with the
changing pressures. Another emer-
gency lighting control blinked in.
He knew, then, that Bates was hard
at work. The electric motors com-
menced to hum again—but for how
long? That escaping water sloshing
throughout the U-boat! Could they
make surface?

There came a hesitant throbbing
along the keel of the big U-40. Her
death dive was slowing. With bulg-
ing, aching eyes, with veins stand-
ing blue on his face, Norton stared
at the glassy-faced instruments be-
fore him.

The black needles danced back
and forth like fingers of death, point-
ing to the =zero line. He stared
at their diving dial—two hundred
feet! She was leveling now! The
light came on a bit brighter. The
air was foul. He tasted the blood
that had streamed from his ears.

“Bates!” he called hoarsely.
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“Empty the tubes, now—
completely!”

Slowly, the black needles crept to-
ward normal as the air pounded
through the pipe lines and drove the
water from the diving tanks. Norton
stared along the port alleyway to-
ward the conning tower control.
With rigid, cold eyes he watched
the water climbing at his feet. Water
was sloshing over the motor bases
now. Seconds only until it reached
the batteries—and they would again
be sinking! He hoped no air was
escaping. That was all he could do

there.

diving

HE raced into the conning tower
room. Perry was battling with
the controls there, valiantly doing all
he could to bring things to rights.
The U-40 was rising now, but slug-
gishly. They were running a death
race with the sea below, to reach
the sea above! With desperate eyes
he stared at the divinp dial. Thirty
feet, twenty-five, twenty, ten— He
whirled his ’scope hard around, and
stared with pounding blood.
"Surface!” H e fairly shrieked
the words, hurling them along those
death-ridden alleywayt to his men.
With an upward leap he flung the
control tower-lid back, drove up-
ward, and stared out. Fresh, life-
giving air poured down the tube.
Men drank in the precious stuff.
Outside the skies were aflame with
a blinding glare. The Hun raider,
her thin nose high out of the water,
her rakish masts on a parallel with

seas ablaze, was rushing with a
deafening sizzle and a hideous
crackling of broiling steel plates,

down into the dark depths of the
Pacific.

There came an ear-crushing, hur-
tling explosion! Huge tanks of steel
and a single smokestack blasted off
into the night! Then the scarlet

scene was swallowed within those

beyond the coasts of
Baja California. A Btrange, tomb-
like silence ensued. Norton stared
behind them. The Petrel, he could
see, was lowering a lifeboat for
them. A part of her bridge was
hanging over the side of her hull,
both masts were shot off at their
step. But she was still riding those
blood-scarlet seas.
“Steer due eastl” commanded Nor-
ton. “We’'ll try to make the Petrel!”
The U-40 slowly swung her nose
toward the coast and the Petrel.
With the momentum of her speed
she was forging ahead.
“Up on deck—all of you!” shouted
Norton at the top of his lungs.
All those living raced for the tiny
exit of the U-40's conning tower.
Raced knee-deep through those death-
lurking alleyways within the giant
U-boat. On the shallow turtle-back
of the U-40, Norton and his men
leaped off into the waiting lifeboat.
Water was up to their knees on
the deck of the U-boat before all
were able to leap clear. Barely had
the Petrel’s boat pulled away when
there came a wild rushing r water.
In a white, churning whirlpool of
phosphorescence, the tail of the gaunt
U-40 reeled upward, pointing like a
finger of doom toward Heaven. Then
it dove with a slicing splash; down,
down into the black seas below.
Petrel—or what was left of
her bridge — sat Lieutenant
Fred Norton propped up in a deck
chair. His right leg was wrapped
in white bandages. To him, his body
seemed but a frame for weary, ach-
ing flesh. A fighting smile wreathed
his face, however, as he watched
Wolf Jackson sighting behind his
pelorus in the wing of the bridge.
“W-aal,” said Wolf reflectively to

lonely seas,

\AR

N the bridge of the Stormy
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his second mate, “we knows, now,
the mystery o' th blockade! Them
gets through what has cargo fer the
blasted enemy—but when them same
fellas starts fer home—the grateful
enemy sinks 'em. Eh, Norton?
“Yes,” answered Norton grimly.
“But | say—what are you doing
with that pelorus of mine, Skipper?”

«1JUH? Me? Uh, w-aal, I'm a-takin’

-L"l a bearin’ o’ th' 'Tres Padres
light over thar on old San Lucas.

“What? With my ‘navy style jee-
jaw’?”

“Yep!”

“But | thought you didn't
‘them navy jee-jaws’!”

“Humph!” snorted the skipper de-
fiantly. “A smart sea-dog ain’'t never
too old to larn new tricks! An’ after
what | seen o' navy style this viyage
—we-aal, maybe they ain't quite so
bad's 1 first figured 'em, Norton!
That is—American navy styles!”

like

The land breeze, sweeping down
off the dry Baja California foothills,
carried with it a new fragrance of
strange foreign odors and swept it
across the bridge of the old, plod-
ding Petrel. It was an age-old flavor
of adventure off foreign coasts and
of the glamour of the sea. As the old
sea dog stared off into the night
ahead, he said in tones more kindly
than his wont:

“If yuh kin stand t' make another
viyage with a hard-shelled ole lob-
ster like Wolf Jackson, 1I'd like
t' tear out that partition a-leadin’
int’ th’ pilot’s room, next yor'es, an’
make yuh a double room. Yuh'd
have more space fer yer machine-
guns, an’ a mite more comfort,
Norton.”

Norton grinned.
fanned his cheeks.

“Sure, Skipper. This old Petrel is
getting more and more like a home
every watch!”

The night wind
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Drums Of Danger

Shimel struck with all his power

Follow Fox and ShimelThose Hell- Busting Marines,
on their Perilous Jungle Trail of a Rebel Chief

A Complete Novelette
By ARTHUR J. BURKS

Author of “[lore Fists,” "Honor Bound,” etc.

CHAPTER | dow, opposite the desk of the major
in command of Intelligence—at the
other end of the building—rolled
HE Camp Cole parade ground over with a sigh. Sweat poured from

had baked all day under a his taut body. His eyes were wide open.
burning tropic sun. Its heat He stared through the window,

had run into the roofs, so that itaceomatically unaware of the inevit-

tinued on in the night. The In- able surrounding net which was sup-
telligence office was stifling. posed to keep away mosquitoes—and
Gunnery Sergeant Daniel Shimel, didn't—but seemed instead to make
whose bunk was under an end win- the cot over which it was draped

1)

Shimel and Fox Again
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more oven-like than if there were no

net at all.

He sat up in bed.

Instantly a pair of bare feet across
the aisle “hit the deck” with a soft
thud, and Shimel caught the glint of
steel in the dappling of moonlight
and shadow in the barracks.

"Steady, Fox!” said Shimel softly.
“It's only me, Shimel! Put up the
gat!” Fox laughed uncertainly.

"Nerves, | guess,” he said. “Dream-
ed | was being attacked. | ought to
be used to them by now. Those
drums, | mean.”

“Yeah, | know,” said Shimel. “I
wonder how Morgan is making out.”

~ArilHAT’S what worries me, Dan,”
said Fox, padding over to stand
beside the gunnery sergeant. “Mor-
gan had a bad case of nerves. | don't
think the Old Man should have sent
him into the Cordillera Centrales.”

“Morgan was a marine, wasn't he?
Marines can do anything!”

Fox shivered.

“Morgan is a marine,” he said, “not
was! | wonder why you said was?
I don't like it.”

As though to emphasize the words
of slender, white-skinned Private
Fox, the far note of the tom-toms in
the Cordilleras, away above Mano-
guayabo, rose to a high pitch.

Shimel stared at Fox in the dark-
ness. He twisted his eyes to squint at
the white face, even as he turned his
head toward the open window in def-
erence to the necessity of expelling
a natural accumulation in the mouth
attendant upon the chewing of an-
duga.

Strange chap, this Fox. He was
slight, thin, slender and not very tall.
He always looked pasty.

Shimel, on the other hand, was
brown as a nut, with deep sun wrin-
kles around his eyes, and skin as
tough as a shark’s underside. He had
hair on the backs of his knuckles,

gray eyes that could be hard and
dancing at the same time. In one
thing only was he like Fox; neither
knew the meaning of fear.

“1 wonder—” began Shimel, after
a brief recourse to the window again.
“If Morgan—"

As though in answer to his very

words there came a strange sound
from one of the far doors, always
open, which gave onto the office end
of the barracks. It sounded like the
stumbling feet of a man who was
trying to enter the barracks and had
misjudged his steps. Heavy shoes
fumbled with the five steps leading
up to the door. A gasping intake
of breath with a shudder in it—then
Shimel and Fox were racing for the
door in their bare feet, forgetting the
splinters in the wooden floor. Shimel
pressed the electric light switch be-
side the door.

Even before they reached the door
they somehow knew it was Morgan.

He had managed to negotiate three
of the steps. Then he had fallen for-

ward, face downward, across the
doorsill. His breath rasped through
his lips. His body rose and fell with

his shuddery breathing. Moans came
through his lips.

“Grab a canteen, Fox!” snapped
Shimel. Fox darted to obey. Shimel
heard him shake several canteens, one
after the other, which hung at the
feet of iron cots in the sleeping
quarters. Shimel stooped and turned
Morgan over.

HEN he stared into Morgan’s

face his eyes became gimlet
sharp, hard and cold as arctic ice.
Morgan’s face was not nice to gaze
upon. It looked as though it had been
clawed viciously by the talons of
some great bird of prey.

But in Santo Domingo there were
no such birds. A condor or an eagle
might have done it. Shimel examined
the wounds, while Morgan tried to
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look up at him through eyes that
were filled with misery. But the eyes
were all but swollen shut.

Morgan was black with perspira-
tion, dust of jungle trails, and dried
blood—blood which thorns of the
“bundocks” had torn from his skin.
He must have smashed through the
jungle like a madman, Shimel
thought.

Morgan's white teeth were visible
as though he snarled. But he didn't

snarl. The talons had done things
to his lips.

“A man,” whispered Morgan, "a
man—with claws!”

“What sort of a man?” demanded
Shimel fiercely, shaking Morgan in
his eagerness to know more. “A
white man? Black? Brown? Or

piebald?"

ORGAN'’S answer was a mumble
which contained no intelligible
words. That he had traveled fast,
far, and a little madly, was plain
from his appearance and his behavior.
Shimel shook him again.
A heavy tread sounded on the
steps. “What's going on here?” de-
manded a voice heavy with author-

ity. “Don’t you birds know that
taps went two hours ago?”
“A man is dying, sir!” snapped

Shimel, who never forgot the defer-
ence due his superiors. “1 felt he
should have a light to die by, taps
or no taps.”

The Officer of the Day stared at
the face of Morgan and his own went
white as a sheet. It was his first
tour of duty since his arrival from
the States, where he had just been
graduated from Annapolis.

“What shall I do?” he said miser-
ably, appealing, as wise young offi-
cers usually did—if they really were
wise—to a high ranking non-com of
real experience.

“Telephone the commanding gen-
eral and tell him that Gunnery Ser-

77

geant Shimel and Private Fox are on
the way to his house, so that he can
be on his porch to receive us!”

“What? A second lieutenant get
the commanding general out of bed
at midnight, to tell him two enlisted
men are coming to see him?”

“Exactly! The OIld Man under-
stands such matters. A man is dy-
ing—no, look! He's dead! Fox, you
were close beside him while | talked
with the lieutenant. Did he say any-
thing you could understand?

“Yeah, Sergeant—several words.
They sounded like 'look out for the
drums; they're drums of jeopardy'?

Shimel snorted, spat out his anduga
and filled his jaw again.

“He wanted to be an author!” he
said. “He talked like some of the
characters I've met in stories when |
had time to read. Into your march-
ing duds, Whitey—we’re on our way
to see the OIld Man. And after
that—"

“Whitey” Fox grinned.

At the commanding general’s gate
a sentry faced them with rifle at
port.

“Let them pass!” came a testy
voice from the shadows of the Old
Man’s veranda. The sentry stepped
aside quickly, shouldered his Spring-
field and continued his rounds.
Shimel straightened and, with Fox at
his heels, marched straight to the
porch, where he could see the white
of an undershirt to indicate where
the Old Man stood to await his com-

ing.
CHAPTER 11
"Find Out What He Means!”

O enlisted man of the Intelli-
gence office, or any other
office, ever saw the com-
manding general officially,
requesting permission from his own
immediate superior in command,
after which he had to go through the

withot
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brigade adjutant, the brigade ex-
ecutive officer, or chief of staff, and
maybe an aide-de-camp or two.

So Shimel cut the gordian knot of
red tape with a single stroke—and
he didn't even take the cud of an-
duga out of his mouth. But he spat
before he reached the veranda.

“It’s Shimel, sir,” he said formally,
“and Private Fox.”

GAIN the far drumbeats came
A across the jungle tops beyond
Guibia, the Caves of Santana, Mano-
guayabo—down from the Cordillera
Centrales, seeming now a bit closer
than before.

“Say, Dan,” whispered Fox, “Mor-
gan spoke a Spanish word just be-

fore he croaked. | wonder—"
“What was it?”
“MacoT
Shimel gasped, a harsh intake of

breath. "I thought so!” he said. "Maco
means ‘frog’.”

Letting Fox make whatever he
might of that, Shimel stepped upon
the veranda, while Fox stood at the
foot of the three steps leading up.
The general snapped on a porch
light. Fox grinned to himself. The
Old Man's jaw protruded belliger-
ently, too.

His wife had never been able to
cure him of chewing tobacco; but
he’d never have been able to manage
anduga. He was a little thick about
the middle, his hair was gray; he
wore white trousers and shoeB, and
above them a white issue undershirt.
His single stars of rank were not in
evidence.

“Well, Shimel?” he said. “You're
behind this getting me out of bed at
this hour?”

“Yes, sir. Morgan'’s back, sir. Badly
cut up. He died a few minutes ago
from wounds. They were queer
wounds, as though a great cat had
mauled him about the face.”

“The wounds Kkilled him?”

“Yes, sir, but they wouldn’t have
if_”

“1f what, if what? Don't be dra-
matic! Let me know the whole
thing.”

“No ordinary weapon was used on
Morgan, sir,” said Shimel. “The cut-
ting edges that made those deep
wounds in his cheeks were poisoned.
If he got them in the woods where
those drums are beating, it's a mir-
acle he lived to get back to camp.”

“What kind of poison?”

Shimel shrugged.

“Don’t know, sir. Might be the
venom of black scorpions. OIld Her-
man, the old herb doctor of Bara-
hona, once told me it might be fatal
—especially to a fellow in as bad
physical condition as Morgan was.”

“He wasn't in such bad condition
that he couldn’t get back with a re-
port!”

“No, sir; he's a marine. He was
supposed to get back—so he did.”

HIMEL was all sincerity, implic-
itly believing in his own words.
He felt that marines could do any-
thing. He himself had proved it. So
had this general, when he had been
a young man—and had been one of
the dauntless company which had
made the historic march across Sa-
mar.

“What's next, Shimel?” demanded
the general.

Neither thought it strange, appar-
ently, that a general should ask such
a question of a gunnery sergeant.
Shimel hadn’t the Old Man's educa-
tion, but both were men who did
things, talking little—and between
them was a bond of sympathy.

“Morgan spoke the word maco be-
fore he died,” said Shimel. “Does the
general know what that means?”

“Somewhere I've seen the word. In

one of your intelligence reports,
wasn't it?”
“Yes, sir. It's a man’s name, or a
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name he has taken for himself, Julio
Maco. My report said that a myster-
ious individual had appeared some-
where in the Constanza, with a pro-
gram whereby Haiti and Santo Do-
mingo would unite under his leader-
ship to drive the American marines
into the sea to the sharks.

‘Tve never seen the man, didn't
know for sure that he existed, until
tonight. Morgan had some informa-
tion, but he died before we could get
it. If Maco has started—~

“He has to be stopped!” snapped
the general. “If | were twenty years
younger—"

“You have men who are young
enough and ready enough, sir,” said
Shimel. “Leave it to Fox and me!
We’'ll be going. We’'ll bring back
this Maco to face a guardia firing
squad, and when we do—well, sir, I'd
like to make a request.”

“Nes—yes, but don't you think
you’d better produce him first?”

“We’'ll do that sir. And I'd like
to have charge of the firing squad
that pays him out for murdering
Elam Morgan!”

eneral hines stared at

Shimel—then at Fox, who shifted
uneasily, not knowing what to do
when a general looked at him. The
general’s lips parted in what might
have been a grin, but wasn't. His eyes
narrowed.

“I'd like to go—" he began. “How
soon will you be ready to start?”

“We’'re on our way now, sir,” said
Shimel, “just as v/e stand.”

“You'll be back when?”

“When we get the man, or men,
who killed Morgan. Better look for
us when you see us coming. If we
don't come back—well, listen to the
drums and get your Haitian cook to
tell you what they're saying.”

“My Haitian cook,” said the gen-
eral slowly, “vanished from the house
day before yesterday.”

Shimel started as though someone
had slapped his face.

“That means,” he said, his voice
suddenly hoarse, “that the drums are
calling the natives together — and
even here the blood of the Congo is
plentful among the malcontents.
Good-by, sir.”

The general answered the snappy
salute with a wave of his hand. His
eyes were a little misty as Shimel
marched smartly into the gloomy
road, followed by Fox, who walked
with a strange shuffle. Fox’s pants
had been washed almost white, and
General Hines thought what a good
target the white stuff would make in
the dark.

But his face was wistful as he
turned off the light. A general
couldn't go rampaging off into the

woods, even when one of his men had
been killed. He was responsible
for the thousands who were left.

Shimel strode along at a great rate,
into the northwest, with Fox at his
heels. Already the drumbeats were
louder. Fox studied the broad back
of his superior, and grinned.

Shimel was thinking as he walked.
You could always tell when he was
thinking, for he shoved his broad-
brimmed campaign hat so far forward
that it rested on the bridge of his
nose—and under that brim the keen
eyes of Shimel missed nothing at all.

Fox doffed his own hat, lengthened
the string which held it on his head,
then fastened it around his neck, so
that the hat hung against his back,
between his shoulder blades.

HIMEL’S march ate up the yards
and rods and kilometers along
the trail, which was snaky and in
many places so topped by trees—
ceiba and guayacan and bayohunda
—that the moon was blotted out and
the trail was an ink-black tunnel.
They came to a great hole in the
ground. “Caves of Santana,” said
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Shimcl. "Natives say his ghost haunts
it.”

“Wouldn't be surprised,” said Fox.
“Step out, will you? We've got a
long way to go. How many extra
cartridge clips you got?”

"Plenty.”

“Same here. Know where we're go-
ing?”

“Yeah—on and on, until
=to the drums.”

“Golly, I wish I knew what they're
saying!”

“Good thing you don't or you'd
probably turn and run. Make ants
run up and down your spine, -don't
they?”

“Uh huhn! They pull you; make
you feel that almost anything might
happen. Know any more about this
Julio Maco than you told the Old
Man? Good egg, ain’'t he?”

“Who? Maco?”

"No, the Old Man.”

"Yeah, regular leatherneck. And
Maco's a killer, a spellbinder with
the eloquence of Satan, so I've heard.
His face is as white as yours and
covered with freckles like a turkey
egg, yet he's a Haitian. Know what
that means?”

“No.”

we come

AXTATIVES believe that once in
' a hundred years a man with

fair skin is born of Haitian parents
—and that such a one, when he
comes, will lead his people out of
bondage. This Maco must be that
man—and he’s been guarded all his
life, until the time is ripe for him
to declare himself. | think he’s done
S0.”

“What're we going to do?”

“Get him and take him in.”

“And wade through hundreds cf
his followers to do it? Simple,

isn't it? Are you sure you need any
help, Mr. Shimel? | could be busy
at more important matters, if you

could do it alone—"

“Can the sneercasm!
to do itl”

“How?”

"Just do it, that's all.”

Shimel shoved his hat a little fur-
ther forward, pulled his belt around
until his holster swung above his
right leg. It snapped briskly with
each step he took, leather against
khaki. His right hand, moving back
and forth as he walked, was never
more than a few inches from the
black ugly butt of that Colts .45—
with which Shimel could split the
stem of a twig at twenty-five yards.

We're going

THE drums were still going, louder
and louder. Fox’s eyes roved the
jungle on either hand. Now there
was no trail, but Shimel found a way
as easily and surely as though there

had been. Fox almost stepped on
his heels. 0
Now and again fireflies darted

through the ebon green of the jungle.
They looked like the headlights of
darting automobiles. Once the men
passed a stagnant pool—and just as
they passed a frog began a raucous
croaking—as though jeering at them.

Fox shivered. Maybe it was an
evil omen. He wasn't sure whether
he believed in omens; but he couldn’t
forget the face of Elam Morgan.

He wondered again what the drums
were saying. If he had known
he would have shivered again—but he
wouldn't have thought of turning
back or of slacking his stride. His
hand, too, swung close to his holster,
that jerked as he walked. The leather-
necks headed straight for the sounds.

“Hadn’'t we better try to sneak up
on 'em?” asked Fox.

"Why? They knew we were com-
ing the minute we quitted the gen-
eral’'s gate! Yes, and who we are!
To sneak would be to waste time.”

"Oke,” said Fox. “Step out a little,
Sergeant!" Suddenly Shimel paused,
almost stopped.
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“Hear that?” he demanded.

“Yeah. Another drum,” said Fox.

The sound was muffled, indistinct,
yet filled with menace.

“Right,” said Shimel. *“and that

drum comes from the Caves of San-
tana, which we just passed.”

“Maybe wc oughta go back and
collar the tom-tom artist?”

“We could turn out all the marines
in Santo Domingo and search every
inch of Santana,” said Shimel grim-
ly, “and we wouldn’'t find even a
footprint! Come on! Can you guess
what the new drum is saying?”

“Yeah. It says: ‘get the pot ready
for company, all nicely filled with
boiling oil’!”

Shimel chuckled, strode on.
“Can’'t say that it makes me feel
hungry,” was his sole comment.

CHAPTER 111

Maco

T was a strange gathering, there
in the jungle clearing on the
side of the Cordillera Centrales.

have given much to know—and would
have been surprised and startled to
learn—all about his background.

For he had not always lived in
Constanza. He had been sent away
as a child, where careful tutors had
prepared him for his great mission in
life. That mission was now the breath
of his nostrils. He loved it, lived for
it—and for the confounding of his
enemies.

From the jungle on all sides came
natives of many colors, like ghosts
out of the shadows. Fearfully, each
as he came, they bent the knee to
Maco as though he had been a king.

Down below, at the edge of the
jungle, a man kneaded the head of a
tom-tom with knuckles and finger-
tips—a rolling of sound that throbbed
across the jungle, in all directions,
and seemed to cause even the leaves
of the trees to sway in time to the
sound.

The people all about Maco, kneel-
ing, sitting, or standing—swayed back
and forth from right to left, keep-
ing time to the thrumming of the

The clearing slanted so steeply thatom-tom.

those who came in answer to the
si .amons of the tom-toms had to
lean, and one leg of each seemed
shorter than the other.

Maco himself sat on a huge boul-
der, his long legs dangling. His feet
were huge and splayed. His head
was bare. His wide nostrils flared,
and quivered as though he tested the
air, like a hunting animal. His brow
was high and white—and the big
freckles on his leathery cheeks seem-
ed to move as though they were alive,
with the crinkling of his nose.

All about was the jungle—and the
leaping fire behind the big man cast
his shadow against the jungle below,
a monstrous thing. His great hands
opened and closed as though he grip-
ped in his harsh palms the bodies
of his enemies. His eyes were filled
with intelligence. His enemies would

/TACO smiled—and his smile was
grim, masterful, menacing. He
held these people in the hollow of
his hands. He Could mold them, shape
them to his ends, inspire them, sway
them—work his will with them. They
were his pawns.

Suddenly the tom-tom ceased. The
swaying ceased. Maco lifted his great
black-thatched head to listen. From
far away to the southeast came a
throbbing of sound.

“It is the tom-tom in Santana,” said
someone, close under Maco. “It
brings a fearful message.”

“What is this message?” asked
Maco. His voice seemed to have no
expression in it, nor compassion, nor
feeling. The man did not answer.

“1 asked, what is this message?”

Maco’s tone did not change. Yet the
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man to whom he spoke lifted his head
fearfully, as though expecting a
blow, and Maco smiled to himself.
Yes, he certainly could mold these
people.

“It says,” said the man in a low
voice, “that The Chewer is coming.”

“The Chewer? What do you
mean ?”
“The Sergeant Chewer. He is a

marine, master, a brawny fighting
man. No ten Dominicanos can stand
against him, even though they be
armed with machetes and he have
only his bare hands. And the tom-
toms say that the pale skinned one
comes with him.

“This pale skinned one is called
'blancito’, ‘the little white one’, and
he seems to be weak and sick. But he
can march and fight for days without
end, wdthout food, drink, rest or
sleep.”

A"TIJFAUGH! Are we children to be

afraid of but two? One would
think, when you speak of fearful tid-
ings, that an army came to attack us,

though even an army would fail
against us.”
“An army, yes, master, but The

Chewer, and Blancito—they are wily,
and do their labors with guile.”

“Are you afraid?”

Still Maco’s voice did not change,
but the man who had spoken became
terribly white of face, and looked
about him with fear as the eyes of
Julio Maco stared balefully down
upon him.

Maco was a great cat, setting him-
self to spring. He was capable of
rending and destroying; everyone
knew that. But this man who had
spoken remembered Elam Morgan,
the man who had been allowed to es-
cape and make his way heme, so that
his people should see, and be afraid.

The man gulped, and hid his face.
For he had followed Morgan to see
which way he went, and he'd never

forget how the marine had dashed
through the jungle, banging his body
against tree trunks he should have
seen, fighting out at invisible enemies
with flailing, bloody fists—fists which
were bloody because often he smash-
ed them against the trunks of trees.

CO stood on his boulder, and

none saw how he had risen, so
graceful and easy and lithe was his
movement. All eyes were lifted fear-
fully to him. He raised his head and
stared at the yellow orb of the high
riding moon. His huge hands went to
his blue denim tunic, pulling it
away from his chest, hairy and
scarred—scarred with a tattoo mark,
a coiled green serpent, emblem of his
faith.

Presently he looked down at his
people. Others were coming in from
all directions still. There were
hundreds in the clearing, and again
the drum was thrumming. Even
as Maco raised his voice to speak, the
tom-tom kneader continued on, send-
ing messages through the hills and
the jungles, bidding men gather to
Maco's clearing.

Maco began ti» speak, his voice still
unchanged, yet somehow charged
with menace and terror.

“We do not fear any two who
come,” he said, “nor any two thou-
sand, for we have weapons greater
than they can bring. We have ter-
ror. Have you, my people, never
heard of the great Le Clerc, own
brother-in-law to Napoleon? He sent
thirty thousand troops to Haiti, to
regain for France the land which the
French had lost to our forefathers.

“Only five thousand of them re-
turned to France. The rest left their
bones in the soil of Haiti. They died,
because of terror, because of fever,
and fear and sleeplessness. Have our
people forgotten how, without ever
coming to grips, without ever firing
a shot or using a knife or machete,
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our people defeated the great Le
Clerc?”

The natives were swaying back and
forth, not looking at this man who
commanded such strange eloquence.
Maco’s nostrils quivered. His eyes
were filled with triumph.

“How did our people destroy the
army of Le Clerc? That army pur-
sued them through the jungles of
Haiti, seeking to come to handgrips
with them. But our peoples’ leaders
were wily, and refused open combat.

“But the Frenchmen were beaten.
They were never allowed to sleep,
because the tom-toms roared and thun-
dered around their encampments al-
ways. When they charged upon the
sound, the sound ceased in one place
and began in another. Always the
French were in fear of an open at-
tack which never came, never would
have come.

“rnHE tom-toms beat upon their

eardrums, their courage, upon
their very souls—and in the end
many of the Frenchmen went mad.
For lack of sleep their nerves were
raw and torn—and they fell easy
prey to malaria and yellow fever—
and died like flies, or like rats in a
trap!

“And so, my people, again we mass
our armies, without weapons in their
hands, to drive out the invaders. We
shall place over Haiti and Santo Do-
mingo such a reign of terror that it
will never be forgotten. Wives will
urge their soldier husbands to send
them home. They will be fearful of
danger, of destruction, and once in a
while we will send someone to them
—as we sent the man from intelligen-
cia, with his face all scarred and ter-
rible—so that they can see of what
we are capable.

“And always we shall elude the
soldiers, tire them out, harass them,
keep them from sleeping. In ten days,
all this island will be a-throb with

tom-toms, until our enemies will go
mad to the point of self-destruction!”

And as though to emphasize the
oratory of Julio Maco, the single tom-
tom at the edge of the clearing in-
creased its tempo to a savage thren-
ody of sound. Then the drummer
stopped it by placing his palms flat
on the drumhead—and everybody in
the clearing listened.

From Manoguayabo came an an-
swer, from Sabana de los Muertos
came yet another, while from still
further away, mere hints of sounds
from Cotui and Bayaguana came still
others, answering the drums of Maco.

"You hear?” cried Julio Maco. "Al-
ready our people are heeding the
summons, now that the drummer has
sent out the message concerning the
fate of the man who went back
to his encampment to die! In less
than ten days the island shall be a
bedlam of tom-toms!

“Listen, you, drummer! Send out
this message; that the man known as
Sergeant Chewer, and the one called
the Little White One, are coming to
take Julio Maco. Tell my people that
these two shall be destroyed as evi-
dence that | have the power. Prom-
ise them in my name that this shall
be so! If | fail, then 1 shall not ask
them again to follow me, for | am
not worthy to lead them!”

His voice rang now with confi-
dence, for Julio Maco was not afraid.

THE drummer hammered out the
message frantically—and the
sound went rolling across the jungle,
to be picked up by other drums and
hurled on and on.

Miles away to the southeast, Fox
spoke softly to Shimel.

“I've got a feeling, Sarge,” he

drawled, “that a reception is being
prepared for us.”

“And 1,” said Shimel grimly,
“wouldn't be surprised.”

Maco, of course, could not hear
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these words—but now a terrified man
was suddenly dragged into the clear-
ing.

“Who is he?” demanded Maco.

“Merely a dog of a paisano (farm-
er),” said Maco’s sentry. “Il caught
him spying!”

“Send him along the trail to meet
The Chewer and Blancito,"” said Maco
instantly. “To them he will be mere-
ly a paisano, too. He shall discover
whether the two men come in anger
or conciliation. lie will know by the
way they treat, or mistreat him—and
he will return to tell us.

“Whether they come to attack or to
beg they shall be treated exactly the
same. Think you not, my friends,
that our enemies will grovel in fear
when we send the savage Chewer
back to them as v/ie sent back the
man from intelligencia? Fools, these
Americans—to think themselves all
powerful. They shall grovel before
us!”

The paisano, roughly handled when
he tried to protest, started into the
jungle to meet the two marines who
were coming.

“And if you warn them of any-
thing,” said Maco to the paisano,
“you shali die within five minutes—
and your lips shall be sent to your
family as tokens of your betrayall!”

CHAPTER IV
Badge of Courage

trudging behind Shimel,

OX,
studied the broad back of his
superior. He knew that no bet-

ter man could be found to follyveuldn't throw off the

Shimel looked like a bull preparing
to charge. Shimel had seen the face
of Morgan, must know that he him-
self might have the same treatment,
but it didn't worry him. He took
things as they came.

Julio Maco or his minions had
slain Morgan, therefore it was up to
Shimel, Morgan’s immediate superior,

to take Maco or his minions in for
punishment.

It was as simple as that.

Fox could see, in his mind’'s eye,
the play of muscles under the back
of Shimel's shirt. That shirt was
supposed to be olive drab, but it was
really pea-green, old issue. It was
no longer “regulation” but Shimel
liked it and wore it.

Oddly enough he wouldn’t have al-
lowed one of his men so to disregard
regulations.

Shimel himself had repeatedly been
to!ld to wear regulation shirts—but
somehow he always *“forgot.” His
superiors kept on reminding him—
conveniently forgetting that they
had reminded him before — and
Shimel kept forgetting. Shimel was
too good a man, too good a soldier,
too perfect an intelligence agent, for
his superiors to be too insistent.

rj1HE menace of the drums hung
-L over all the jungle. It was like
some great intangible, invisible mon-
ster, everywhere crouching to spring.
But Shimel only shoved his hat a bit
further forward, kept his automatic
under his hand, and trudged on. Fox
grinned, lengthened the string on his
own hat, brushed his dry blond hair
out of his white face and kept on
Shimel's heels.

In their belts each carried an extra
automatic, hurriedly snatched up on
leaving the barracks. Each knew how
to use two automatics at once, hold-
ing the left-hand gun high so that its
recoil, upward and to the right,
right-hand
gun.

Only, there was a joker in their
use of guns—if they happened to
shoot anyone, even in self-defense,
they would be court-martialed I Con-
tradictory orders from Washington
often caused such absurdities.

“You know,” said Fox, ‘T've got a
feeling that a million eyes are star-
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ing at us from all sides.
the screaming meemees.”

Shimel grunted and spat under his
uplifted right arm, thus drawn mo-
mentarily away from his automatic.

“There are plenty of eyes. 1 can
feel 'em on the back of my neck. Or
have you been staring at me?”

"Why should I stare at you? | see
enough of your ugly face when |
have to stare at you. Think there’ll
be a fight?”

“Yeah, the usual. Two good ma-
rines against a mob of Spick6. Either
of us can whip ten with his campaign
hat!”

“But suppose there are more than
twenty ?”

“There will bel
to surround ’‘em.”

Gives me

Then we’'ll have

X chuckled. His heart was

pounding with excitement. What-
ever the thing was that had clawed
Morgan, it would have a swell time
trying to claw Shimel. or even Fox.
Fox took pride in his handsome face
and—

“Claws won't hurt your face,
Shimel,” he said. *“It's too tough;
the claws would break off.”

“Yeah? Maybe I'm no beauty, but
we're not going to any haile, old
son T’

“Wonder what made those marks
on Morgan?”

“l don’'t. | got an idea. Claws—
dipped in black scorpion venom.
Ever hear of the African Leopard
Society ?”

“Uh huhn. Think it's sent an ex-

pedition to the Cordilleras for re-
search work?”

“Something of the kind.”

“1 always marvel at the way na-
tives pass news along. You say that
they knew we were coming, up there
in the hills, when we started?”

“Yeah. They knew it, by guess,
when they sent Morgan back, at least
a day before we knew it ourselves.

They read minds.
time.”

“Why?”

“Them ice cream pants of yours!™
said Shimel petulantly. “They're as
white against the jungle as a table-
cloth. You might as well have a flag
wrapped around you equipped with,
electric lights. 1 only ask you one
thing: when the going gets tough,
don’'t come close to me with them
pants. They’'re swell targets and if
I'm close | don't want to get hit
with bullets or machetes meant for
you 1’

“Don’t worry about my pants. Say,
how about a chew of that anduga?”

Without a word, and only a chuc-
kle in answer, Shimel passed back
the smelly plug without pausing in

But it's easy this

his stride. Fox held his nose and
bit off a big chew.
“Now,” he said, “I can whip twelve

Spicks, without any hat!”

Shimel didn’t answer.

A minute later Fox, his face whiter
than ever, opened his mouth and
dropped the anduga as quietly as he
could. Shimel laughed aloud.

“1 heard it!” he said. “l can hear
mosquitoes walk, didn't you know
that?”

Fox didn't answer. He had gone
suddenly taut. They were following
a snaky trail, steadily climbing up-
ward toward the drums. Ahead of
them, where the moonlight came
through the overlapping branches, a
native in washed-out denim was com-
ing to meet them.

OX sensed, rather than saw, that
Shimel had tilted his hat back a
bit from his eyes, and his whole body
seemed tensed for a spring—as
though he sensed some deep danger
in the simple oncoming native.
“Just a paisano,” said Fox hoarse-
ly. “They don’'t take sides in jobs
like this.”
“No?” gritted Shimel. “Think they
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Well,
maybe

love us, eh?
is innocent,

maybe this chap
he's a victim of

circumstances, but I'll bet a plugged

clavajo that he's just come from
Maco. He's to look wus over and
circle around back to give Maco a
report. Follow my lead, buddy! W e'll

give those tom-tomming gooks some-
thing to think about.”

The native was now quite close.
They could almost see his pop-eyes
in the darkness. Simple enough, he
seemed, yet Fox knew that Shimel
was right, that this man, willingly or
against his will, represented the

enemy— the enemy that had murdered

Morgan. Here was the first contact.
Much depended on how Shimel car-
ried it off.

HE native was plainly trembling,
Tbut he didn't give an inch of the
trail. He had his orders. People
gave the trail to The Chewer. Shimel

spat. Fox brought out a piece of
chewing gum and doubled it up,
shoved it between his lips. It would

take away some of the scalding taste
of the anduga.

“Que hay, amigo?” called the na-
tive, using the conventional mode of
greeting.

If either of the

no sign, nor did the

leathernecks heard
him they gave
native give ground as Shimel barged
toward him. If Shimel gave the

road, circled the paisano, it would be

a sign of weakness, of fear. Shimel
had nothing against the native,
wouldn't hurt him for the world.

But he walked
as though he hadn’'t been there! He
took one short side step when he
would have collided with the piasano,
hip to the left, and the
native went spinning off the trail, to
length in the underbrush,

right through him

jerked his

measure his

his feet flailing out for a place to

grip-
"Pay no attention!” said Shimel
grimly, striding on.

Fox followed, not even looking
back. He heard a gasp of fear
surprise from the lips of the paisano.
He fancied he heard a

and

Then silence.

crashing among the underbrush as
the native scrambled off the trail, but
whether he did or not did not matter.
Shimel knew, that
left, the paisano

them in the

He knew, and
off to the right or
was circling around
jungle, to beat them to Julio Maco—
with word that The
Blancito were in a fighting mood.

Shimel chuckled.

“He'll make it though

we'd bitten the muzzles off our auto-

Chewer and

sound as

matics and spat them in his face!” he

said. “If that ain’'t good p-sychology,
I don't know what is. W e've landed
the first punch, Whitey, in spite of
your ice cream pants!”

“Lay off my ice cream pants! |I've
got something all figured out about
that.”

“1'll do the figuring for this job.
All 1 ask is that you don't get in

my way when the fighting starts. 1'll
have enough to do helping myself
without being hindered by you.”
Fox snorted.
“1 asked you
you
still go back, you
He was grinning as he spoke.

if you really thought

needed me!” he said. “1 could

know.”

“TTTOULDN'T dare let you,” said
WV shimel. “You'd get lost in the
dark and the Kukura would get you.”
The
half as ugly as a ser-
geant | If you could make
believe you were Kukura—"
need

“Humph! Dominican bogey-

man can't be
know.
Maco
“Aw,
your
run!”

shut your face; you'll

wind when you get ready to

Fox didn’'t answer. Shimel fell si-

lent. The whole world had become
more tense with expectancy. Now
and again Shimel moved slightly

aside as they passed the white trunk

of a ceiba tree. Fox knew why; na-
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tives with machetes sometimes lurked
behind
Lieutenant Shively had been found

such trees.

near one, with his head missing.
Shimel was remembering, for now
and again he flung his left arm up as
though to guard his throat, when he

passed a big tree. Fox kept on his
heels.
The air
sound of the
jeopardy, Morgan
Would they
Shimel and Fox,
“We're being

said Shimel

trembled with the
tom-toms.
had
prove to be

now
Drums of
called them.
that for
too?
watched,
“W e
think we're

plenty,”
tersely.
they'll

which we

can’'t stop
hesi-
aren’'t— are

to talk or
tating, afraid,
we ?”

“Not I,”
you're weakening— "

replied Fox. “But if

“Can you tell where those drum-

beats come from?”

dead

Muertos,
Santana,

<<CJOME, From ahead.

O From
from Manoguayabo
from the little towns
Real. This

in the

yes.
Sabana de los
and
along the
Camino Maco will have
every drum
if—"”
“That ‘if' is wus, Whitey,"
Shimel grimly. “Just keep
bering something— "~

“Yeah. 1 Morgan!

ing to do

country booming

said
remem -
know: I'm go-

some smearing of faces
tonight to make up for him.”

“You mean you will if the Spicks
off at the pockets of

W e're

don't cut you
those ice cream pants first!
getting closer.”

"Aren’'t we going to reconnoiter?”
“Why? The tom-toms tell us where
and

they are, they know where we

are. W e'll just go right in, get Maco
and come out again.”

“Simple, eh? Gimme another chew
of anduga— i

bite somebody!”

* * * *

may get a chance to

Meanwhile the paiSan0 had flung

himself into the encampment of Julio

Maco, gasping and afraid.

“They're coming,” he said. “The
Chewer is made of solid iron. N o
machete could cut through him. He
almost walked through me. Didn't

even see me. Blancito is his shadow,

and his white face is like a ghost.
No Iliving men can prevail against
them.”

“Kick the dog of a paisSano out of
camp,” said Julio Maco. “Have your
machetes handy, but be careful how

you use them. These two Americano

dogs must be taken alive— with
slashed legs and arms if you will, but
alive.”

Maco's followers watched him fear-
had been
miraculously endowed

as though he
grotesque idol
with life. Slow ly
his hands the
devised by the

fully, some

he drew onto

most cruel pair of

gloves ever twisted
brain of a savage man.

The
skin-tight on the
The
departure— for
tion of the
which
to the
cocks.

W hen the

hands of Julio Maco were as terrible

gloves were of cowhide, and

hands of Julio

Maco. fingers were a strange

each was an adapta-
razor-sharp steel

fastened as

spur
natives weapons

natural spurs of their game

gloves were on, the
as the claws of a tiger.

into a tin
The
can gave off a strange odor— the odor

He dipped the weapons

can on the rock by his side.

of crushed black scorpions.
COLUMN

A the place

tered the clearing of Maco from the

of white appeared at

where the trail en-

southeast. Beside the white column
was a darker one, hands held stiff
from the hips, spread like ugly tal-

ons. Words came from the black col-
like bullets,
guage.

umn in Maco's own lan-

“l am the Sergeant Chewer! |

come for the slayer of Elam Mor-
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gan! 1 shall not return without
him!”

Instantly Maco made answer, his
voice unchanged, yet carrying a hor-
rible note of mockery.

"With or without him, Chcwer,”
he said, "you do not return at alll”

The two columns, the black one
and the white one, side by side,
stooped forward, moved instantly in-
to the clearing at Maco’s answer. The
black column turned its head aside

as Shimel spat contemptuously.

CHAPTER V

Claws and Drums

S Shimel and Fox moved into
A the clearing, the tom-toms
L dropped to a measured steady
beating.
“Spick
Shimel.
Fox snorted. Neither missed any-
thing. This was easy, too easy. The
dull gleam of metal in the firelight
and moonlight spoke of machetes un-
sheathed and ready for business.
The natives were awaiting orders
from Julio Maco, who crouched on
his rock, his lips spread in a satanic
grin which neither Fox nor Shimel
missed.
And nobody molested the two.
But behind them, as they crossed
the clearing to face Maco, the na-
tives shifted in from right and left
to close their way of exit. Between
them and escape in any direction
were the natives, followers of and
believers in the power of Julio Maco.
Only a terrific fight could free them
now, if the natives had courage.
“Brass does it!” said Shimel. “Even
this sort of business needs a front!”

radio announcers!” said

“Oke,” said Fox. “When vyou've
finished with the dramatics, let's do
this business we came to do.”

“Right. Watch my back.”

"Who,” said Fox, “will watch

mine?”

“Figure it out for yourself!”

Off to the right the moon shone
dully on a pool of jungle slime,
where the natives perhaps, when
things were quiet enough for their

women to be present, had their
skimpy laundry done. Shimel made
a mental note not to fall into that
mess.

He stopped under the rock on
which Maco now sat on his heels,
tensed, as Shimel well knew, for a
spring. The tom-toms drummed and
thrummed, and Shimel and Fox could
guess what message they carried out
across the jungle tops to the minions
of Julio Maco:

“The Chewer is here, facing the
master! Harken and we shall tell
you who wins the duel!”

Shimel stopped, his legs wide
apart, his hands close to his hips.
Fox stopped, too, his back to

Shimel's, his eyes playing over the
natives back the way they had come.

Fox was grinning, showing his
white teeth, enjoying himself. He
never was afraid of tight places until
he began to think about them after-
ward, and even then they troubled
him little.

He didn't worry about his own
back, for Shimel was there.

“Make it snappy, Maco!” grated
Shimel.

“You have a date with a firing
squad, back in the Capital. The

guardia riflemen on the squad will all
insist on using live cartridges.”

SORT of chuckle came from the

parted lips of Julio Maco. He
half rose from his position, like a
monster spring uncoiling. His hands
rose well above his shoulders, and
Shimel saw them, stark against the
moon. His blood ran cold for a mo-
ment. They were hands out of a
nightmare, devil's hands, condor's tal-
ons.

Maco rose, and jumped.
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He was like a leopard springing.
“Here he comes, Whiteyl” said
Shimel. “Every man for himself.
He's loaded for bear!”

Maco seemed to leave the rock
with strange, horrible slowness.

Shimel, as the man launched him-

self from his advantageous
did two things with lightning speed.
With his left forearm he flirted his
campaign hat from his head. With
the same movement, almost, his hands
darted to their appointed places. His
left snaked out, gripping the butt of
in his belt; his right
forth the automatic in his

position,

the automatic
brought
holster.

His hands were
coiling to strike.

“Look out
snarled. “I'm

“1'11 look replied
W hitey Fox. “You handle Maco and
I'll clean up the

like two serpents

below, W hitey!” he
stepping back.”
out for myself,”

rest of

HIMEL had to grin.
S little fighting cock,

with

em.”

Fox was a
afraid of
nothing, supreme confidence in
himself.

Maco landed, clawing for Shimel’'s
fact.

His struck the
his two taloned hands swooped down
and forward to
of Shimel.

solid as a

feet ground as
rake across the face

The sergeant,
rock, breathing a sigh of
relief that he hadn’'t stumbled when
he had stepped with
both guns at once.

A yell of
from the

gunnery

back— struck

pain and broke

muz-

terror
as the
automatics

lips of Maco

zles of Shimel's crashed
against his wrists with battering-ram
Shimel had

his power, short

force. struck with all

powerful blows.

Among other things he was
only now his

armed with pistols

a good

boxer, hands were
instead of padded
gloves.

“How,” grated Shimel, “do you

Maco?”

like
them potatoes,

Through gritted teeth, shut down
tight on further cries of pain, Julio
Maco made answer.

“These hands shall yet rip your
body to ribbons.”

“And these pistols will
change their minds!”

CO was
feet.

He began to

make them

lithe and swift on his
circle Shimel,
with
in short swift lunges.
Shimel smashed
gloves with his automatics.
He could the odor of black
scorpion, which he had often smelled

reach-
tal-
Each time
at the

ing for his face those
ons,

he came in

smell

before on jungle trails when his
mule’'s hoofs had crushed the ebon
horrors. The venom wouldn't kill a

healthy man— but if he got some of
it the medico would
him
Shimel feared a hypodermic
as a woman fears mice.

insist on giving

anti-tetanus injections, and

needle

Maco

Shimel
the hands.
gling
broken the
Now Shimel
with his left.

The automatic
across the

lunged in again.
side-stepped,
The claws were
Shimel hoped he

wrists of the

smashed at
dan-
had
renegade.

and

stepped in, lashing out

muzzle crashed
face of leaving a
His right weapon
M aco’'s temple, but
Maco started to fall

Maco,
red weal. banged
against even as
he was fighting
with flailing arms and twisting body
to remain

Shimel stepped in again—and out
— and another red streak appeared on
the face of Maco.

The
ment to the

fighters.

erect.

tom-toms beat an accompani-
feet of the

Far away— Shimel was con-

scuffling
scious of in a dream—
thrummed the other tom-toms,
tent, The far drums
were asking for details, the near ones

it as a sound
insis-
questioning.

were giving them.

Shimel thought he caught a note
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of doubt in the tom-toms in the

clearing.

Maco fell when Shimel crashed his
right automatic against his temple
again—and as he fell he shouted, a
choking shout:

“Charge them!
alive!”

From the crowd of natives rose
menacing shouts. Shimel heard the
clanging of steel against steel as
machetes were unsheathed. Then,
like the sound of an oncoming tidal
wave, the natives charged.

“Keep going, Sarge!” yelled Fox.
“I'll ' handle these babies!”

Shimel struck again as Maco half
rose, but the big man regained his
feet and lunged in, clawing wildly.
Shimel could see that the man’s
wrists and hands had now swollen
until they all but burst the gloves
of the cruel bestial claws.

He struck again, and Maco went
down—just as a flood of natives
poured over Fox. Shimel whirled to
help the slighter man. Fox was yell-
ing.

“Come on, you sons of grasshop-
pers! Take that and those and them
—and may all your children be acro-
bats!”

But take them

OX was wielding his two auto-

matics with all the skill that
Shimel had used in handling his. But
natives were slashing at him from all
sides, swinging their machetes for
disemboweling strokes—and the two
marines dared not shoot.

“Remember, though,” said Shimel,
panting, though Fox had said noth-
ing, "that it's better to be court-mar-
tialed for shooting a flock of Spicks
than to be dead! But stave it off as
long as you can!”

They charged fiercely into the ruck
of the fighters. The natives gave
back, gathered their forces, charged
again.

In spite of themselves the two

marines had to give ground. Then,
out of the corner of his eye,
Shimel saw that Maco had regained
his feet and was renewing the attack.
He whirled, leaving Fox to his own
devices, and resumed the fray with
the leader.

Almost at once he heard a splash,
and a gurgle—and the yells of Fox
could no longer be heard. A machete
from somewhere struck him along-
side the head. Fortunately the weap-
on turned, but the flat of it struck
him a terrific blow that made his
head ring, caused the whole clearing
to sway and heave and buck like a
subchaser in a quartering sea.

Yet he kept his feet, though he
staggered—and Maco yelled, realiz-
ing how much of prestige he had
lost.

“Get back! There is now but one
—and Maco is a match for that one,
even though he be The Chewer!”

Shimel's heart sank into his boots.
The tom-toms seemed to be stutter-
ing, keeping time to the uncertain
steps of Shimel himself as he fought
bitterly with Maco.

The machete wielder did not strike
again.

But as Shimel darted in, after
beating Maco back for a moment,
someone thrust a machete between
his legs—and Shimel sprawled for-
ward on his face. Instantly, realiz-
ing he was doomed if he did not re-
gain his feet at once, he rolled over
on his back. Poised above him, like
a swooping eagle, was Julio Maco,
feet off the ground in a great leap
as the Kkiller saw his chance and
jumped to take advantage of it.

HIMEL held up his hands. Some-
how he seemed to have dropped

his weapons. Maco landed on him,,
knees smashing into the pit of his
stomach. Past the huge man Shimel
could see the top of the rock whence
Maco had first jumped—and now a
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weird, black, grotesque figure poised
there, materializing out of nowhere.
It might have been a smaller replica
of Maco himself.

Maco’s claws reached for Shimel'’s
face, disregarding his upflung hands,
which were weak because the knees
of Maco had knocked the wind out
of Shimel. From the barrel chest of
Maco came a chuckle of derision,
of gloating.

The claws started down—and at
that exact moment the black figure
on the rock jumped, legs and arms
outspread.

The whole thing landed on Maco's

back, rolling him off Shimel—who
scrambled to his feet, gasping for
breath.

The black apparition was atop
Maco, and both its hands were
going, and those hands still held

automatics—though neither man nor
guns could have been recognized as
such — for they were covered, in
every part of them, with stinking
slime and mud. It was Fox, and
his automatic muzzles, rhythmically
smashing at the head of Maco, were
working with terrible effect. Fox
gasped.

“Don’t stand there, sailor!” he said
to Shimel. "The gooks will soon see
I've got this buzzard on the hip.”

<™. OOD grief!” said Shimel.
vIT “What happened? | thought—"
"Yeah,” said Fox, “you thought I
oughta do something about these ice
cream pants so they wouldn’'t be so

easy to see, didn't you? Well, I
did it, didn't 1? And the gooks
thought | was cut in two when |

nose dived into that mudhole!”

Now both men crouched above the
motionless Maco.

“Bind his wrists behind him,
Whitey,” snapped Shimel. “Be care-
ful of those spurs!”

While Fox got busy, using his hat
string for bonds, and not being too

careful about how tight they were,
Shimel snarled at the natives:

“We're taking this man out. If
you molest us you'll lose him, for
we’ll shoot him full of lead, and to-
morrow an army of marines will be
scouring the woods for you! Get
back!

“He's no good to you dead—and
without him you're so many sheep!
Ready, Fox?”

“Yeah—"

“Then slap that buzzard awake and
let's get going!”

CHAPTER VI
Those Funny Marines

HE sun was well up over
Camp Cole. Several com-
panies of leathernecks were

being mustered for an hour of clc

order drill.

They locked smart and neat, de-
spite flowing perspiration, in their
bleached khaki. Immaculate officers
barked commands.

Men and officers were curious, for
there had been whispers—whispers
of a dead man in the hospital. A
coffin had been sent in from the

guartermaster, and all knew what
that meant.

But nobody knew exactly the
truth.

There were whispers that there
might be other coffins, other dead
men. For all through the night

the tom-toms in the Cordillera Cen-
trales had sounded.

But around three o'clock in the
morning the drumming had strangely
changed. It had been hesitant, sob-
bing, fearful. Before it had been
menacing, boastful, sneering. Before
it had been a challenge; later it had
been—well, almost begging, beseech-
ing. Things were happening back in
the high hills.

What?

Nobody knew, there

but were



92 THRILLING ADVENTURES

whispers of two republics joining in
an uprising.
“Squads left,
HALT!”
Company commanders swung their
companies into line and halted them,

then allowed them to stand at “rest”

MARCH! Company,

so that they could speak of the
strange thing that was happening.
Out of the palm grove at the west
side of Camp Cole, toward Guibia,
came a queer trio. Everybody knew
Daniel Shimel, The Chewer — and
now his cheeks were pouched with

anduga and he spat masterfully into
the dust of the parade as he prodded

at the back of a staggering, spent
native with the muzzle of his auto-
matic.

but he

OBODY knew the native,
N was a big man, and his face was
covered with freckles. He
handled

prodded him

fair, was
big enough to
of Shimel. Yet Shimel
along.

The third man was hard to

have three

recog-
from head to
through

He was covered
with dried mud, but
the grime on his face he

teeth— and his

nize.
heels
grinned,

showing white cam-

paign
ognized him,
"Fox!”
They had
shuffling walk.
There
edge of

hat was missing. Several rec-

and called his name:
recognized him by his

at the
leather-

were always natives
camp, to watch the
necks drill, and muttered words ran
round among them:
“It's the Sergeant
Blancito! And—and—"~

There were gasps of fear

Chewer — and

as some

recognized the grim big figure with

the hands bound at his back. But
they dared not whisper the dread
name aloud, else spies might hear

and wonder how they knew the name
of Maco.

Straight across the parade ground
toward the office of the commanding

general, through the very ranks of
the marines, strode Daniel Shimel
and his prisoner, trailed by the
shuffling, grimy Fox.

There was a furor in the office
when the trio entered, dirty and
smelly. The gray eyes of Shimel
narrowed.

The aides of General Hines jumped
forward in all their immaculateness
when Shimel and Maco and Fox
entered the outer office; but he
didn't seem to see them. The ad-
jutant and chief of staff jumped to
their feet to protest. They were
scandalized. People only visited the
general in immaculate uniform.

But they stood back, wondering,
when Shimel disregarded them and
marched his prisoner right into the
general’'s office.

The general looked wup.

“What's this? W hat's this?” he
demanded testily.

“Maco, sir,” said Shimel, shifting

his chew of anduga without apology.
“He confessed on the way here that
he killed Morgan.”

A colonel sat in a chair beside the
general's desk. Shimel
him as the native officer commanding
the Guardia National Dominicana.
Without leatherneck
barked at him

“l've a prisoner for
derer !”

The Fox leaned
against the looked at
him and wrinkled his nose with dis-
but he changed the grimace to

recognized

apology the
in Spanish:
you, a mur-
nodded.
Hines

colonel
door.

taste,
a grin.

“Got evidence to convict?” snapped
the general.

The

OR answer Shimel roughly turned
Fthe sagging prisoner around.

ghastly clawed-gloves were still on
his hands because they were so badly
swollen he couldn’'t have removed
them.

“The medico can fit those spurs
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into the wounds on Morgan's face,
sir,” said Shimel.

The general considered. Uncon-
sciously he reached for his hip
pocket, bringing forth a plug of the

finest chewing tobacco. Fox grinned.
Shimel grinned— and hurriedly offer-
ed his plug of anduga to the gen-
The general's face went grim.
that,” he hoarsely, “1
grant your request of

eral.
"For
should
night to
that executes Julio

said
last
command the firing
Maco—"

squad

It was Shimel's turn to whiten.

In his mind’'s eye he could see it

all.
The
bare,

condemned
with
heart as an

man, his chest
a black patch over the

aiming point, holding
aloft a crucifix— of course he'd want
a crucifix— while the officer in com-
mand of the firing squad barked out
orders.

couldn’'t do it,

the fearful

Shimel even to

Maco the bestial.

to the door.
“The

“to be

The adjutant came
officer of the day, sir,” he

said, relieved.”

HIMEL had an inspiration. He
Sgrinned as the young lieutenant
who had yelled at him last night
about lights after taps, came in
smartly with his relief.

“1t’'s an officer’'s job, sir,” said
Shimel. “Might | suggest the lieu-
tenant there? He needs the experi-
encel!”

The general shrugged.

"It's up to the guardia after all,”
he said. “1 wouldn't wish that job
on my worst and Fox
may go.

enemy. You
Get some sleep, get cleaned
up and
have something

to do.

come back—and maybe [I'll

really hard for you

“Colonel take

your

Carvajal,
prisoner!”
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The WHIRLWIND S
RED TRAIL

El Torbellino Matches Wits with an Impostor in this
Swashbuckling, Glamorous Story of Clanging Swords

By JOHNSTON McCULLEY
Author of "The Mark of Zorro," “Alias the Whirlwind,” etc.

Jose Blanco rode his mule

slowly over the hill and down
JL A . the slope toward the little
pueblo of San Diego de Alcala, the
Bun was setting over the sea, streak-
ing the tumbling water with

shadows

scarlet
and Long were

creeping down from the distant hills,

orange.

and a big moon was peeping over the
horizon.

It was a scene of beauty.
admired the
riding for hours
the King's
with the
him,

Jose Blanco scene,
though he had been
along ElI Camino Real,
Highway, in the thick dust,
perspiration trickling over
and stinging gnats
menting both him and his mule.

He had disposed of his business
Santa Barbara, and had with him the
money he had obtained for it. And
San Diego de Alcala he would
in business anew, for he vision-

all

in swarms tor-

in

in
start
ed that it would become a great city
having such splendid

some a

harbor.

day,

it was the place where

had been

Moreover,
the great
started.

So, tired
Jose
the
all.

mission chain

and hungry,
nevertheless felt that
not a bad place at
he would be at the
de and

and dirty
Blanco
world was

Before long,

inn m San Diego Alcala,

94

could bathe and eat and drink much
the start
making new friends.

He kicked his mule
urge the
now that the
the
taken the the
The mule the
his hoofs and churned up a gigantic
cloud of dust, which the breeze

inland.

wine, listen to gossip and

in the ribs to

beast to endeavor,
slope was before them
sun had
heat of

spurned

greater

and
it.

and down

gone
day with

ground with

wafted
“Oh, sluggard!”
"Let us get on to our destination!”

Jose Blanco cried.

E would have said more, but his
words died away in a peculiar
squawk. From behind a jumble of

rocks a short distance ahead, a horse-
man had emerged.

The horse straddled the
a narrow and Jose

highway

in spot, Blanco

throw weight on

was
the

to

compelled to
reins and skid his mule to a stop
a collision.
Senor, is the meaning— ?"
began.

avoid
“What,
Jose Blanco
He stopped speaking,
this time of terror.
that the
him wore a mask

and gave an-
He
who

other squawk,

could see now rider

confronted over
his face, and held a pistol
acing position.

“Welcome to this beautiful

in a men-

South-



"A liar is generally a coward—hand me your purse!" The pistol
suddenly barked and kicked
95
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land, Senor!” the masked rider said.

“1 thank, you, Senor! But what
manner of man are you, who covers
his face in such a fashion?” Jos6
Blanco asked. "Are you one of those
unfortunates who has encountered
the dread smallpox, and has had it
leave its mark on his countenance?”

UT AM known hereabouts, Senor, as

J- El Torbellino, which is to say
‘The Whirlwind".”

"A bandit! A highwayman1 An
outlaw!” Jos6 Blanco cried. "Ah, |
have heard tales of you, Senor! Ah,
Senor El Torbellino! How happy |
am that | am but a poor man not
worth the robbing.

“Were | a man of wealth, | should
have a bad few minutes with you
now, | doubt not.”

"So you are a poor man not worth
robbing?” El Torbellino asked.

"Si, Senor!” Jose Blanco replied.
"Had 1| the necessary courage, 1'd
turn highwayman myself, and make
the rich share their wealth with me.”

"A liar is generally a coward,” the
masked rider observed. "Hand me
your purse, Senor. It is a fat one,
I happen to know. You have been
loud in your boasting of selling one
business at a big profit and carrying
the proceeds to San Diego de Alcala
to start another.”

“l swear to you, Senor El Torbel-
lino

The pistol held by the masked
rider suddenly barked and kicked. It
shot forth flame and smoke and a
missile.

Jose Blanco gave a great cry of
mingled fright and pain and reeled
in his saddle, and his mule swerved
aside in fright and almost unseated
him.

"You have slain me!” Jose Blanco
cried.

"I have only put a bullet into
your shoulder, Senor, to teach you
manners. | asked for your purse,

and you lied to me. | carry a second
pistol, Senor, and if you compel me
to bring it forth, the next shot will
find your heart.”

“My purse—take it,” Jose Blanco
groaned, and brought it out of the
wide top of his boot, where he had
hidden it.

The masked rider jumped his horse
forward and snatched the purse, then
swerved his mount aside again.

“Now ride, Senor!” he ordered.
“Ride swiftly, so that a pistol ball
cannot catch up with you.”

Bending low in his saddle, sick and
weak and dizzy because of his wound
and very badly frightened, Jose
Blanco rode.

Down the slope the mule rushed
in great bounds, somewhat fright-
ened himself at the shooting and
loud talk.

At the bottom, there was a level,
broad trail which ran straight to the
plaza in San Diego de Alcala, and
the mule tore along it.

S he neared the pueblo, Jose
Blanco began shouting and call-
ing for help. He was in a state of
semi-hysteria. He clutched at the

pommel of his saddle, and kicked
the mule in the ribs, nor tried to
guide him.

Into the pueblo they dashed, and
the mule skidded to a stop in front
of the inn, probably because other
beasts were tethered there. The wild
cries of Jose Blanco had been heard,
and a crowd had gathered.

“l have been robbed! | have been
shot and am dying! The highway-
man—!” Jose Blanco moaned.

Strength seemed to leave him and
he reeled from the saddle, to be
caught by bystanders and carried into
the inn. They propped him on a
bench in a corner, and the fat land-
lord came running with a mug of
wine.

Some man hastened to get good
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Fray Marcos, who knew how to treat
gunshot wounds.

Carlos Lazaga, of the
urged the wounded one to talk. Some-
body
sara, in charge
its detachment,

Pedro Garzo, a man Lazaga hired
to do work around the brought

owner inn,

cried that Sergeant Juan Cas-
of the presidio

was coming swiftly.

and

inn,
a basin of hot water,
began tearing

and cloths, and
away the blood-
drenched garments.

“What is this?”
Cassara cried, as he
into the inn. “There

lence. W ho are

Sergeant Juan

came hurrying
is talk of vio-
you, Senor?”

AM Jose Blanco, a merchant

from Santa Barbara. | have been
shot and robbed.

of the hill.

It was just at the top
He wore a black mask.”

“What did the fellow say?” Cas-
sara asked.
“He declared that he was EIl Tor-

bellino, The Whirlwind.”

“Ha! So that one is abroad again!”
the sergeant cried, blowing out the
ends of his enormous mustache. “I
shall pursue him immediately with
my troopers. There is a rich reward
offered by His Excellency, the Gov-
ernor.”

“He rode from behind the rocks
on his white horse—"

“But this EI Torbellino always
rides a black horse,” the innkeeper
protested.

“Perhaps he has changed mounts,”
the sergeant suggested. “No doubt,
the rogue helps himself to a horse

whenever he secs one that takes his

fancy.

“Death to the outlaw! He is a
thorn in my flesh! This time, |1
pursue until | take him!”

Sergeant Juan Cassara rushed out
of the building and started toward

the presidio, shouting in his great
voice so the guard at the door would
hear and have the troopers commence

getting ready for the trail.

“More wine! | am growing faint

again,” Jose Blanco muttered.

"Fray Marcos will be here swiftly,
Senor, to care for your wound,” La-
zaga assured him. “The
knows exactly what to do

case.”

good fray
in such a

“1t is an outrage!” Blanco howled.

“Now my money is gone. How can
| start in business? | am ruined!”

“sSoftly, Senor, else you may start
a fever in your blood,” Lazaga
warned.

“This El Torbellino — he is a
scourge! He should be caught and
hanged,” the victim declared. “Is he
to ride the highway forever, unpun-

ished?”

“You are sure that the fellow was
El Torbellino, Senor?” pedro
asked, as he bathed the wound again.

“He He boasted of
it.”

Garzo
said as much.
as far

This was rather astounding,

as Pedro Garzo was concerned. For
he, the drudge of the inn, was The
Whirlwind.

And he was quite certain that he

had not been riding, on a white horse
or any other—and just as certain that
that night, to
what man had stolen EI

he would ride learn
Torbellino’s
identity, and why.

ITH much raucous shouting
of commands and much jin-
gling of accoutrements, Ser-
geant Juan Cassara and his troopers
took to the trail. They dashed out of

the pueblo in a cloud of dust, and
to the top of the hill, where they
started searching for tracks which
would tell them in which direction
their man had gone.

It would be a difficult task, this
chase in the moonlight, and well did
Sergeant Cassara know it. He did

but he
ride and make a

not hope to accomplish much,

and his men could
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show of trying to do their duty. At
a certain hacienda, they would stop
to eat and drink, and make a sort of
holiday of the chase.

Fray Marcos attended to the wound
of Jose Blanco, and the man en-
deavored to make a hero of himself,
sitting in a corner of the big public
room at the inn and guzzling wine as
he recounted, time after time, the
harrowing narrative of his trying
experience.

N a corner men diced at a table

where the play was heavy, traveling
merchants and traders and those who
made living with dice and cards.

Came a series of screeches out in
the plaza, and the sound of men run-
ning, and into the inn dashed a na-
tive, his eyes wide with terror, pant-
ing from his exertion, the perspira-
tion streaming from him.

Lazaga made for him.

“Wretch | How dare you come in
the front door of the inn, shouting
in this manner? I'll put a lash across
your shoulders!”

'The soldiers! |1
diers!” the native cried.
lino—"

“What of him?”

“This is one of Juan Sandoval’s
men,” Pedro Garzo put in, at Laza-
ga’s elbow.

“We were coming to the pueblo in
the big carriage, Sehores,” the native
wailed. “This El Torbellino stopped
us.

“When Don Juan Sandoval made
resistance, the highwayman shot him,
Sehores. Then he took Don Juan’s
purse, and stripped jewelry from the
hands and throat of my mistress, and
shot both the horses.”

Those in the room crowded around,
listening to this tale of horror.

“l ran ahead to get help,” the na-
tive continued. “Somebody must go,
please, and bring my mistress to the
town. Only a mile out the road.”

want the sol-
“El Torbel-

“The troopers are out chasing The
Whirlwind,” Lazaga said.

Men hurried to get horses and go
to the rescue of Don Juan Sandoval’'s
wife, and to bring Don Juan’s body
into the town. And others armed
themselves, their intention being to
pursue.

“’Tis a red trail this El Torbellino
leaves,” Lazaga said. “We must make
an end of him!”

The game in the corner began
again, and more men bought wine.
The Whirlwind, they were saying,
never had killed before. He had used
the blade, but more for the pure fun
of vanquishing his opponents.

Undoubtedly, the highwayman had
turned violent. If so, he must be ex-
terminated. Men had sat back and
laughed at his robberies of the rich.
But, if he took to wounding and kill-
ing on the slightest provocation, that
was another matter.

Pedro Garzo’'s face was grim as he
went about his duties. Scion of a
noble family in Spain, he had come
to California after a quarrel with his
father. He had taken the job of inn
drudge, and played The Whirlwind
on the side, for his nature craved ex-
citement and thrills.

HE had robbed only those who de-
served to lose, and the most of
his loot had gone into the poor box
at the chapel.

But here was another man playing
The Whirlwind, and killing. It was
a thing that must be settled, else
Pedro Garzo could ride as El- Tor-
bellino no longer. He did not care
to be caught when there were mur-
ders chalked up against his name.

He went into the kitchen for hot
water, and there met Juanita, Laza-
ga’'s fair daughter, whose eyes twin-
kled at sight of him.

“So this El Torbellino
again?” she asked.

“So they say, Sehorita."

is abroad
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“And he is shooting and Killing
men. That is something he has not
done before. He rides a white horse,
too, instead of a black.”

“Wild tales of highwaymen are not
for such pretty cars as yours,” Pedro
Garzo said.

but I think The Whirlwind is
wonderful!”

“You do, Senorita? And why?”

“He is so brave to stop travelers on
El Camino Real and take wealth from
them. And he always leaves gold in
the poor box at the chapel.”

“He is a thief, due to be hanged.”

“Perhaps there is some reason be-
hind his acts,” Juanita said. “Per-
haps he is not the ordinary sort of
highwayman. If | knew his identity,
I'd not betray him.”

“Do you think you know him?”
Pedro Garzo asked.

“Perhaps,” she said. “But one
thing is puzzling me, Pedro. How
can a man be in two places at the
same time?”

“Such a thing cannot be,”
Garzo assured her.

She smiled at him, and began sing-
ing softly, and Pedro Garzo went on
to the stove for the hot water. In,
out of the night, through the kitchen
door, stepped a figure wrapped in a
long cloak and wearing a black mask.

“Attention!” he barked.

Pedro and Juanita whirled at
sound of the voice.

Pedro

“Make no noise!” he warned. “I
am El Torbellino! Into the big room
ahead of me! Make haste!”

He held a pistol, and his eyes glit-
tered through the slits in his mask.
Voicelessly, the two in the kitchen
obeyed.

They slipped through the door
with the masked man at their heels,
and darted aside.

And the intruder suddenly stood
in the doorway, his pistol held high.

“Senores!” he thundered. “Here is

The Whirlwind!
high!”

There was a chorus of cries, of
both astonishment and fear. Hands
went up. Lazaga squawked, and was
about to start a protest, when he re-
membered what had happened to Jose
Blanco and Don Juan Sandoval.

The masked man strode across the
room to the table where men had
been dicing, and those there retreated
before him to the wall, and stood
with their backs against it.

“Gold for the taking,” the intruder
said. “You would have lost it in time
anyhow. Let this teach you, Senores,
not to gamble with dice.”

He swept up the gold with his left
hand, watching them carefully mean-
while, and stowed it away. And then
he started backing toward the kitch-
en door.

“It was kind of the troopers to
chase away into the hills, and leave
the pueblo at my mercy,” the robber
said. “Give my respects to the big
fool of a sergeant.”

One of the men standing against
the wall had a pistol in his sash.
Now he brought it forth, prepared to
fire.

“Don
friend!”

Put your hands up

Juan Sandoval
he cried.

was my

UT the masked man had been
watching too closely to be caught
off guard so.

His own pistol barked, and the
friend of Don Juan dropped his wea-
pon and reeled to the nearest bench,
to sprawl across it.

The masked man brought forth an-
other pistol quickly, and held the
others in the room under the menace
of its muzzle.

“l1 regret the necessity of taking
life,” he said. “He brought it upon
himself. Senores, adios!”

Then he was gone through the
kitchen door, and an instant later
those in the inn heard the pounding
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of a horse’s hoofs, and knew that the
highwayman had ridden away.

Pedro Garzo, standing at the kitch-
en door, was trembling, but not from
fear. He had been observing things
with his keen eyes, and had noted
some things that he would remember.

Into the inn rushed townsmen.
The dead man was taken away. The
dice game stopped. Lazaga was howl-
ing that he was ruined because of
the tragedy.

“And you!” he barked at Pedro
Garzo. “Shiftless one I Did you carry
salt to my black horse in the pas-
ture?”

“But | have been busy continually,
Senor,"” Pedro Garzo protested. “Not
a moment has been my own since this
Jose Blanco came here wounded.”

“What a night!” Lazaga mourned.
“Salt the horse. Then mingle with
those in the town, and see what you
can learn. Say a word here and there
that what has happened is no fault
of mine. I'll clean up the blood, and
Juanita shall help me.”

UT others entered the inn then,

and went to a table. The fat land-

lord hurried to attend them. One was

a certain Rafael Murillo, lately come

from the north, supposed to be a gen-

tleman of means seeing the country.
He was a guest at the inn.

Pedto Garzo was compelled to aid
in serving the group. He hovered
near the table, watching them all, and
especially this Rafael Murillo. His
eyes narrowed and gleamed when
Murillo’'s glistened at sight of
Juanita.

One thing did Pedro Garzo notice
in particular — that Rafael Murillo
had a peculiar scar across the back
of his left hand. And the masked
man who had entered the inn had
also had one such.

"This Whirlwind seems to be a
tempest tonight,” Rafael Murillo was
saying. “Fortunate for me that |
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was not here when he called. But 1
doubt | would have handed him my
purse without making a fight.”

“One made a fight,” somebody re-
minded him.

“Let us hope, Senores, that The
Whirlwind is done for the time and
has ridden away,” Lazaga said. “Let
us hope that the troopers pursue and
catch the rogue.

"And, above all, let us hope that
he does not ride again tonight along
the north road.”

“And why hope that?” Rafael Mu-
rillo asked.

“The tax gatherer is due early to-
night. 1 had word of his coming, to
prepare a room for him and his es-
cort. He has been gathering taxes
between here and San Juan Capis-
trano, and will be carrying much
gold.”

“But he has an escort, has he not?”
Murillo asked.

“Two men, Senor, and neither noted

for bravery. 'Tis but a show. If EI
Torbellino encounters them, there
will be grave trouble. The tax gath-

erer undoubtedly will fight, and per-
haps his escort will try it also.”

Rafael Murillo emptied his wine
mug. "A pest on such turbulent
times!” he said, getting to his feet.
“Song and laughter are more to my
liking tonight, and mayhap a comely
wench. 'Tis in my mind to ride out
to a certain place 1 know—" He
ceased talking, and laughed a little,
and strode from the inn.

Pedro Garzo's eyes gleamed
strangely as he watched Rafael Mu-
rillo go.

11
MOMENT later, Pedro Garzo

left the inn with a sack over
. hi6  shoulder. He hurried

along the rim of a coulee and away

from the town.

Some time Lazaga had

before,
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made a trade for a huge black horse,
a splendid animal to open the eyes
of men. But he had found, after
making the trade, that the beast was
not to be managed.

Hence he had turned the animal to
pasture, waiting for a time when
somebody would come along and the
horse could be traded again.

Carrying salt for the horse, and at
times soft food, Pedro Garzo, who
had a way with horses, had tamed the
animal to riding. And on this night
he quickened his steps when he came
to where he knew the animal bedded.

HE called softly, and through the
moonlight came the big black, to
rub muzzle against Pedro Garzo’'s
shoulder.

Pedro Garzo led him to a bunch of
rocks, where riding gear had been
stowed. He put on saddle and bridle,
and left the reins hanging while he
brought forth a long black cloak,
a hat and mask, and a pistol and
blade.

Soon Pedro Garzo was gone, and
in his place was El Torbellino, The
Whirlwind. He mounted, and rode
through the night.

Skirting the town cautiously, he
went out the north trajl, paralleling
it a short distance to the right, riding
slowly and listening for sounds
which would tell of travelers along
El Camino Real.

He knew in which direction Ser-
geant Juan Cassara and his troopers
had ridden, and had no fear of them.
Over a hill he went and stopped
again to listen.

In the far distance were hoof-beats,
and faintly to the ears of The Whirl-
wind came the voices of men as they
talked to one another loudly, so as to
be heard above the sounds their
horses made.

The Whirlwind traveled forward
at a swifter rate of speed now. It
was the tax gatherer and his escort
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coming, he guessed. And he guessed
also that somewhere along the trail
the bogus EI Torbellino would in-
dulge in his work of robbery.

It was the intention of The Whirl-
wind to get behind the tax gatherer
and follow him, and make a sudden
showing when the spurious El Tor-
bellino struck. He judged that the
latter was in ambush in the rocks at
the top of the hill.

But there came to his ears a sud-
den tumult, loud cries and curses, and
the sound of a shot. Blades clashed,
and another shot sounded. The Whirl-
wind put spurs to his horse.

Down the highway he dashed,
through the thick fine dust. An in-
stant he had a glimpse of a white
horse in the moonlight, and saw the
flash of a firearm. Then the white
horse darted to one side of the high-
way and disappeared.

The Whirlwind did not give pur-
suit, but kept on. Up to the scene
of the crime he dashed. One horse
was down, and two others stood near,
waiting. Three men were stretched
on the ground.

“Help, Senor, for the love of the
B6aints—” one mouthed.

“What happened?”

“Highwayman — EIl Torbellino—at-
tacked us—got tax money.”

fTIHE tax gatherer was dead of a

pistol wound, and one of his escort
also. And this man speaking was
propped up against a rock, weak
from loss of blood, a sword thrust
having pierced him.

The Whirlwind had no time to
help, nor could he have done much.
He heard a vehicle approaching, and
knew that some traveler along El Ca-
mino Real was hurrying to get to
San Diego de Alcala for the night.
He would hear this man’s story and
take the alarm to the town.

So The Whirlwind wheeled his
horse and rode away, back along the
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highway. At the top of the hill he
stopped. He saw no white horse in
the moonlight, nor did he hear the
sound of hoof-beats.

The bogus EI Torbellino, he sup-
posed, had a hiding place for his
white horse, and there would leave
it and undoubtedly depart on an-
other. The Whirlwind rode on, leav-
ing the road and circling the town.
In time, he was in the coulee which
ran behind Lazaga's inn.

N the darkness in a depression, he

dismounted and tethered the big
black to a clump of brush. Crawling
up to the level, he surveyed the ter-
rain cautiously. Assured that he was
not being observed, he stripped off
The Whirlwind’s cloak and hat and
mask, and put aside pistol and blade,
hiding them all among the rocks.

Then Pedro Garzo shuffled toward
the rear of the inn, whistling softly
a tune of OIld Spain.

Juanita Lazaga was at the back
door, looking out at the moonlight.
From the patio came the strains of
guitar music and a soft voice, as
somebody indulged in serenade.
" “A fair night.” Juanita said.
not, Pedro?”

“A bloody night,” he replied.

"Regarding this El Torbellino, who
slew Don Juan Sandoval—~

But she stopped speaking when
there was a tumult in the big room.
Pedro Garzo sprang into the kitchen
and rushed with her to the other
door.

Men were surging excitedly into
the hostelry from the plaza.

A carriage had arrived, the horses
lathered, a badly woufided man
stretched across the driver’s lap. The
tax gatherer and one of his men had
been slain, and here was the other at
point of death. EIl Torbellino again I

Enraged men began muttering. The
tax gatherer, despite his official posi-
tion, was a jovial fellow and well

“Is it
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liked. His violent death, coming on
top of the other events of the eve-
ning, infuriated the citizens.

"A red trail he leaves!”
cried.

‘The soldiers are gone in futile
pursuit,” one said. "Some of the
men have gone riding also. It is time
for others to do the same. Mount
and ride, we must, until this murder-
ous rogue is brought down or cap-
tured for the rope.”

They shouted and ran for horses.
The inn grew quiet again. Lazaga
cared for the latest guests, Pedro
Garzo and Juanita aiding him. At
the table in the corner, men began
playing at cards once more.

Time passed, and there was no
further trouble. Then Rafael Murillo
returned.

"More violence, | hear,” he said.
"His Excellency, the Governor,
should send extra troops to run down
this rogue. He has taken unto him-
self the tax money, | understand.”

“And slain two more men, Senor,
and possibly a third,” Lazaga told
him. "There will be no rest, now,
until the fellow is captured or slain.”

Lazaga

““rpilERE is nc suspicion as to his
-L identity?" Rafael Murillo asked.
“Who can say, Senor? Nothing is

known of him except that he is an

excellent horseman and expert with

a blade. He may be some man of the

town, some renegade living in the

hills, some young man of noble blood

gone wrong and forgetting he is a

caballero.”

"Perhaps he has done enough for
one time,” Rafael Murillo suggested.

"He has taken a quantity of gold to-

night, if the reports be true.”

"And some rare gold,” Lazaga
added. “He got Don Juan San-
doval's purse, please to remember.

And in it Don Juan always carried,
for good fortune pieces, three coins
of OId Spain, coins of soft gold,
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Senor, with Don Juan’s initial letters
scratched upon them.”

“Ha! The fellow should be care-
ful where he spends those,” Rafael
Murillo said.

Pedro Garzo, pretending to be
cleaning in a corner of the room, had
been listening to this. Now he slipped
from the inn unseen, and hurried
through the shadows to where he had
left his horse.

He stripped saddle off him, and
hid it in the brush. He allowed the
bridle to remain.

Then he got into the garb of £1
Torbellino again, and buckled on his
blade and put his loaded pistol in

his sash.
Through the shadows he went
again, cautiously, toward the rear

door of the inn.

Nobody was in the kitchen. Juanita
had gone into the patio, possibly, to
listen to the music. Nobody witnessed
The Whirlwind's advance as he went
noiselessly across the kitchen and to
the door of the big room.

Lazaga was leaning against the
counter, yawning. The front door
had been closed, but one of the win-
dows was open. Rafael Murillo was
playing at cards with four others,
and winning, laughing at their wry
faces as they lost, generally making
himself unpopular.

The Whirlwind hesitated an in-
stant longer, then draped his cloak
to suit him. held pistol ready, and'
stepped through the door.

"Attention, Senores!” he cried.

v

CHORUS of cries greeted his
A appearance. Under the men-

kace of his pistol, those at the
table elevated their hands. Lazaga,
squawking his fear, trotted across
the room and joined the others when
The Whirlwind motioned for him to
do so.
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Rafael Murillo’'s eyes bulged, and
he licked at his lips as though they
suddenly had become parched.

"The Whirlwind again!” one of
the players said.

“The Whirlwind, Senores, but not
again. This is my first appearance
this evening. You have nothing to
fear, Senores, if you make no hostile
move, and listen to me.”

"S-say on,” Lazaga gulped.

"There have been robberies and
murders this night,” The Whirlwind
said, "and | have done none of them.”

"But the victims have said as
much.” Rafael Murillo put in.

"The guilty man said that he was
El Torbellino, but he was not. He
rode a white horse, and | ride a
black. He has across the back of one
hand a long scar—and | have not. |
rob, but do not Kkill. This man has
taken my name and committed foul
wrongs. And | am going to unmask
and punish him!”

"A pretty yarn!” Murillo said.

“Senor, you have a scar across
your hand, | notice,” The Whirlwind
told him. “Look at it, some of you."

URILLO reeled back against the
wall. "What of it? Many men
have scars across their hands, espe-
cially those who have used a blade.”
“You were always absent when the
crimes were committed, and | doubt
you can explain your absence. Your
means of sustenance are unknown,
yet you spend money freely and
squander it at dice and cards. | ask
you, Senores, to seize this man now,
and empty his pockets and purse, and
let us see what we may find.”

They hesitated, and The Whirl-
wind threatened them with the pistol.
So they seized Rafael Murillo against
his protests, and held him against the
wall, and went through his pockets.

They tossed gold upon the table
before them, quite a sum, but no
more than the man might have been
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carrying, since he gambled so much.

"This is an outrage!” Rafael Mu-
rillo cried.

"Look at the gold,” The Whirl-
wind instructed the others, in his
deep voice. "See if any of Don Juan
Sandoval's good-fortune coins are
there.”

They uttered exclamations at that,
and surged forward to the table,
fumbling with the coins as they were
tumbled from the money pouch.
Lazaga gave a cry of unbelief as he
held up a coin.

"Here is one! . .. Stop him!"

R Rafael Murillo was making

a dash for the front door of the
inn, knowing his guilt and fearing
the consequences. But The Whirl-
wind was before him.

“Back, Senor!" he cried. “You make
no escape! There is a penalty for
such crimes as yours, and the sol-
diers will be returning soon to seize
you.”

"Let us slay him!” one of the gam-
blers howled.

Rafael Murillo snapped his blade
out of its scabbard.

"Out of my path, Whirlwind!” he
cried.

Eut The Whirlwind did not step
aside. Nor did he use the pistol he
held. Giving a cry as though of glad-
ness for this chance of combat, he
stuck the pistol in his sash, and whip-
ped out his own blade, and so met the
wild charge of the other.

Off balance, Rafael Murillo
swerved to one side, regained his
proper footing, and strove to remove
this man who stood between him and
escape.

Blades clashed and rang. Not with-
out skill was this rogue of a Murillo,
but The Whirlwind was a master of
fence. He drove his enemy back-
ward slowly, maneuvering so the
light from the smoking torches was
to his advantage. A dozen times he
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touched his man, but did not run him
through.

Perspiration popped out on Rafael
Murillo’s face in great globules, and
that face was drained of color, for
he knew that The Whirlwind held
him helpless. One wild charge he
made, and The Whirlwind only
laughed and darted aside, and al-
lowed Rafael Murillo to crash against
the wall.

“Here | am, Senor!” The Whirl-
wind mocked. “Come to me, mur-
derer! So you would play Whirl-

wind, and get the genuine Whirl-
wind a bad reputation, eh? Have at
you, craven rogue!”

Murillo screeched his rage and
charged again. The Whirlwind did
not step aside this time, did not re-
treat, met the charge with blade on
blade. So they held an instant, then
The Whirlwind gave a quick twist to
his wrist, and the blade of Rafael
Murillo went sailing through the air
to crash against the wall.

The Whirlwind’s blade darted for-
ward, and came back red.

"'Twill not be fatal, but it will
hold you here until the troopers re-
turn,” The Whirlwind said.

AND just then the troopers re-
returned.

There was a wild tumult in the
plaza, the sound of horses galloping,
raucous commands from the throat of
Sergeant Juan Cassara.

"Help! ... Help! ... EIl Torbellino
is here!” Rafael Murillo cried.

No doubt he thought that they
would come charging in and mistake
the scene, and that he could make an
escape before the truth was learned.
Failing in that, he might have yet
the satisfaction of seeing the genuine
Whirlwind taken prisoner also, to
stretch rope for his robberies on the

highway.
The door flew open, and they
charged into the inn, troopers and
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townsmen. The Whirlwind darted
toward the kitchen door. His pistol
was out of his sash again.

“Back, Sehores!” he cried.

“Tis The Whirlwind! Take him!”
Sergeant Cassara roared. ‘“There is
a reward—"

“Attend to that man!” The Whirl-
wind cried, pointing to Rafael Muril-
lo. “He did the killings tonight. |1
have unmasked him for you.”

“Capture him!” Cassara shouted
again.

HEY surged forward, and The

Whirlwind fired his pistol. He
made no effort to slay or wound, and
the ball went into the ceiling, to
send a spray of plaster tumbling
down.

Then The Whirlwind darted back
into the kitchen, with the mob after
him, and some, he knew, outside the
building, and starting to circle it to
cut off his retreat.

Through the kitchen he dashed,

and out into the moon-drenched
night. From shadow to shadow he
darted. But some of those in pur-

suit could see him. Firearms barked,
and slugs flew near him. Past the
rocks he fled unscathed, and down
into the depression where the black
horse was waiting.

He ripped bridle off the animal,
slapped him on the rump. The black
had been trained for this. He dashed
away down the coulee, the thunder
of his hoofs reaching the ears of
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those who pursued The Whirlwind.

He would be safe in pasture, The
Whirlwind knew, before any could
take after him.

The troopers rushed back to the
inn, running to their horses. Ser-
geant Juan Cassara was cursing and
bellowing orders. The Whirlwind
stripped off the garments which
marked him, and stowed them away
in the rocks.

And, an instant later, Pedro Garzo,
the humble servant, went slowly to-
ward the inn.

He entered the kitchen door, and
passed through and into the big
room, where his absence had not been
noticed. Rafael Murillo was being
held prisoner in a corner, guarded,
though his cut had left him weak.

EDRO GARZO suddenly found

the little sehorita beside him.
“So this Rafael Murillo is the
rogue,” she whispered. “The mur-
derer and robber.”

“So it seems,” Pedro Garzo re-
plied.

“And the real Whirlwind—he got
away again.”

“So it seems.”

Pedro Garzo turned his head and
looked down at her, to find that her
eyes were twinkling, and she was
smiling and dimpling.

“The Whirlwind is a man!” she
said softly. “I could love one such.”

And Pedro Garzo looked up, and
guickly away.

THE ISLAND OF MAGIC DEATH

A Complete Novelette
By FREDERICK C. PAINTON

—In Next Month’s THRILLING ADVENTURES



MEN of STEEL

A Gripping, Tense Story Proving that Railroaders Stick
Together —At no Ma ter What Cost!

A Complete Novelette

Bv MAJOR GEORGE FIELDING ELIOT
Author of “Africa Wakes.”

IM MARTIN stood facing a 9324. Not Jim Martin; just 9324.
hard-jawed official across an of- Only another convict.

fice desk. The young man wore The pen scratched its last. The
the sack-like gray uniform of a cordeputy warden leaned back in his
vict; on the back of his jacket was creaking chair and looked at Martin.
stenciled the number which had His eyes were dark and hard, re-

taken the place of his name. That Ilieved by no flicker of humor or hu-
was what he had become: Number man understanding.
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“Ninety-three-twenty-four,” said
the deputy in his soft, slurring
voice. This apparent gentleness had
deceived more than one convict, to
confidences and their ultimate un-
doing. “I'm just calling you in here
for a general warning. You've been
sending out Kkites, haven't you?”

“No, sir!” lied Martin instantly,
though his heart went sick. He had
been sending out messages to his
friend Frank Curtis.

Martin had been framed by a gang
that had been caught dead to rights
in a jam. Someone had to be sent to
prison. They had lied on the wit-
ness stand, framed Jim Martin and
sent him to the pen for five years.
Martin had merely been taking a
short cut through the Brewster train
yard. All of the real gang of car
thieves had either been given sus-
pended sentences or never been tried
at all.

URING the six months that

Martin had been in prison, he
had been busy. He had talked to the
other prisoners and listened to them.
Gradually he had managed to get
the information he wanted against
the gang that had sent him here;
against the gang of politicians they
worked with, who sold the goods
the gang stole. He had discovered
that there were some high officials
taking thieves' money.

Martin had managed to get word
to Frank Curtis, a railroad fireman,
that he was ready to talk. Curtis
had waited until the governor was
away for a few days and then had
gone to see Lieutenant-Governor
Bradhurst.

It was no secret in the state that
the lieutenant-governor was not in
love with his job. He had been a
rail executive with a record for ef-
ficient organization, and had been
swept into politics—and into office—
on the crest of a reform wave which
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had demanded “business efficiency”
in the state government.

Unfortunately, once the torchlight
of election day had faded, the gov-
ernor and a majority of the legisla-
ture had remembered that they were
professional politicians. This left
the lieutenant-governor rather help-
less, except in the rare intervals
when the governor was absent from
the state.

After hearing the story of Jim
Martin from his friend Curtis, the
lieutenant-governor had phoned the
prison. He requested that Martin be
sent to him at once under guard for
guestioning. The deputy warden had
told him over the phone that Mar-
tin was in the prison hospital, too
ill to be moved at present.

There was nothing further that
Bradhurst could do at the moment.
He did not feel it advisable to leave
the capitol and go to see the pris-
oner himself.

Jim Martin knew nothing of this
as he stood facing the deputy war-
den. He knew only that the appeal
to the lieutenant-governor had evi-
dently miscarried.

Curtis and Martin had foreseen
this, and decided that if the appeal
failed Martin must try to escape.
And they had made plans to that end,
as far as plans could be made. Their
means of communication were piti-
fully inadequate.

Whatever happened, Martin knew,
he mustn't anger the deputy; to be

sent to the “hole” now would be
fatal.
NLY that morning the south-

bound way-freight had set in a
car of cement on the spur track in
the prison yard. Her fireman had been
—Frank Curtis. She'd be back for
the empty at about three-thirty—in
twenty minutes or so. And then—

Curtis’ appearance on the way-
freight was the Bignal. The time was
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fixed. And Martin, working on a
yard gang, unloading and stacking

the cement, must be ready!

This summons to the deputy—
what could it mean?

“Don't bother lying, | know you
have,” the soft wvoice continued.
“And you've been around asking
guestions, stirring up trouble gen-
erally. Now, | don’t want trouble-
makers in this prison. So I've de-
cided to give you something else to
think about, something to occupy
your time.

~"rTIOMORROW, you go on the

-L quarry gang. If you don't get
out your quota of stone each and
every day, you know what will hap-
pen.”

The quarry gang, reserved for in-
corrigibles—hell within hell.

“First time, the black hole for the
night on bread and water,” con-
tinued the deputy, as though taking

actual joy in recounting his inhu-
man punishments.  “Second time,
you spend the night on tiptoe,

chained to the door; third time,” the
deputy smiled faintly and licked his
lips, “third time, we’ll have to try
the paddle on you.”

The paddle. It didn't sound for-
midable, but Martin knew—the whole
prison knew—what it meant. A
thick leather strap, pickled in brine
and honey-combed with round holes.
At the first blow on the naked flesh
of the victim, there was a blister for
each hole; at the second, the blisters
broke. And thereafter—

“Now,” purred the deputy, “get
back to your gang! And be in the
guarry lineup tomorrow morning.
That's all.”

Martin turned and left the room.
Had relief flared in his eyes? He
could not know. But he knew that
the deputy’s gaze was boring into
his back as he walked across the of-
fice to the door.
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Outside that glass door, he walked
down the corridor to the barred gate
which gave access to the cell-blocks
from the administration building.
At any moment he expected a sum-
mons to return. But none came.

The guard on duty unlocked the
gate and let him through. He walked
down the central hall between two
cell-blocks, passed the guard cap-
tain’s office, and came to the big
door opening into the prison yard.
Here was another guard.

“Yard Gang B to the deep and
back,” grunted the guard as he ex-
amined his pass. “Lucky you came
back, ain't ya? Most don't. Awright,

g'wan.”
Martin walked unhurriedly into
the yard. His gang was working in

the cement shed, stacking the cement
taken from the box car, which the
way-freight was to pick up. The
car itself stood on the track near
the shed, close to the high, window-
less brick wall of the new power-
house.

Martin walked from the cell-block,
rounded the corner of the power-
house. The structure cut him off
from the sight of the guard in the
door. His own gang guard was in-
side the cement shed.

The wall guard, in the tower
overlooking the big gate where the
tracks entered the prison yard, was
leaning over the rail looking out-
ward. Outward, to where smoke
rose and the exhaust of an approach-
ing engine could be heard.

THERE was no eye to see as Mar-
tin stepped quietly between the
box car and the powerhouse wall,
clambered into the car through the
open door, and stepped to one end
of the dust-filled interior. He sat
down on the floor to wait. Above
his head, the end door was slightly
ajar. He himself had seen to that
during the unloading.
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He heard the exhausts of the com-
ing engine cease, heard a clanking
of wheels over rail-joints as the en-
gine rolled in between the double
wall. There was a loud clang; the
outer gate was closed. Standing up,
Martin peered through the crack of
the end door.

He saw the great inner gate, with
its close-set upright bars, swing
open; saw the end cf a box car
backing slowly toward him, and be-
yond, the white steam plume of the
engine. On the end ladder of the
car clung a brakeman; the same
who had been helping Curtis with
the notes, a good egg named Keeler.

EELER was flagging the engine

back. Closer and closer came
the car; with a ker-lunk the cou-
plings gently met. As they did so,
Keeler reached swiftly and pulled
open the closed end door, which
moved silently on well-oiled rollers.
Then he dropped down and began
hooking up the air.

He did not look up as Martin
opened his own end door, peered out
cautiously, then fairly flung his slim
body across the intervening space
and into the newly arrived car.

Once inside, Martin dropped to
the floor and closed the end door be-
hind him. He found himself in a
very narrow, dark and dusty space
between the end of the car and a
false partition, erected flush with
the end of the car and on the inside
arranged carefully to resemble it
This had been built in by Curtis and
a friend of his from the car shop.
The car itself had been quietly
awaiting the propitious moment.

Martin, scarcely daring to breathe,
remained very still. He peered
through a tiny crack between two
boards of the false end; he could see
the sun pouring through an open
side door.

With a slight jerk the car began

to move. He could hear the soft
chug of the engine, the rumbling of
wheels underfoot. Gray walls cut
off the sunlight. They were through
the inner gate.

Now! Now for the search!

The car squeaked to a stop. For
a moment there was no sound save
the panting of the air-pump. Then
feet grated on gravel. A guard’s
head was thrust in at the side door,
twisted this way and that. The
whole interior of the car was visi-
ble, both side doors being open; it
must have seemed to the guard that
a mouse could not have escaped his
scrutiny. Martin fought with his
dusty throat; he had a terrible fear
that he was going to cough.

The head was withdrawn. The
guard crouched to look underneath,
then crunched on to inspect the ce-
ment car.

A moment later—

“All right, Mac—Ilet 'er go!” the
guard shouted, his voice echoing
cheerfully between the walls.

Martin held a hand over his
mouth. In a minute he could cough
his head off if he liked. Then—

“Wait!” called another voice, car-
rying clearly, the tone of”~one ac-
customed to command. *“I think 1'd
better make a thorough search of
those cars. I've got a hunch [I'll
find something interesting!”

The deputy—he’'d guessed! He'd
followed Martin! Or perhaps it was
just his devil’s luck. »He’d find him,
too.

MARTIN felt about in the black-
ness, hoping for some odd bit
of two-by-four with which to make
a fight of it, force them to kill him.
Better to die fighting than by tor-
ture.

There was nothing—nothing.

Well, he had his fists. He'd fight
‘'em barehanded. To the death.

The car lurched suddenly forward.
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Steam from open cylinder cocks
roared against the concrete walls.
There was a crash, a loud metallic
report; the rattle of wheels, ever

gaining speed, mingled with the ac-
celerating exhausts of the engine.

The sun streamed again into the
open door; the walls were left be-
hind.

Down the long spur track raced
the engine with its two cars, faster
and faster. They thundered over a
culvert, swept screaming on rusty
rails round a slight curve, clat-
tered through a cattle guard and
straightened out on the quarter-mile
run to the main line switch.

Now, behind them, the prison siren

bubbled, whooped, howled its fury
to the surrounding country. But of
immediate pursuit there could be

none—no roads ran this way, there
was no chance for motor cars.

HE switch clanked under-
neath, brakes took hold. The
little train shuddered to a

stop.

The next instant Martin saw
Keeler swing through the door into
the box car. After him someone
tossed an ax and a bar—then climbed
in. Curtis! His pal, Curtis!

They were tearing at the boards
of the false car-end, tearing them
down. A moment later the hands
of the two friends met. There was
no word that seemed adequate. So
they stood for a moment; then Mar-
tin turned to Keeler with out-
stretched hand and a stammer of
thanks.

“Aw, what the hell,” said Keeler,
grinning. “We’'re all railroaders,
ain't we? C’'mon, get into these over-
alls 'n things. We gotta get rid o’
that gray junk.”

“What happened back there?
How’d you get out?” demanded Mar-
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tin, peeling his convict garb with
hasty fingers.

"Crashed the gate,” answered Cur-
tis, as he helped Keeler tear away
the last of the partition. “You'd
oughter see the gate guard scram
when the old 817 come jumpin’ at
him. Boy!”

"Yeah, you damned fool!” snarled
a voice at the door. “I'll say you
crashed th’ gate! Shoved me away
from my own throttle, yuh young
whippersnapper, and pulled it wide
open! How ’'bout my job? How
'‘bout my family, huh?”

RTIN saw a wrinkled old face

beneath the long peak of a
greasy cap; a face convulsed with
senile anger. It was old Dad Conger,
the oldest engineer in point of serv-
ice on the Brewster division. He ran
the way-freight by choice, as a nice
easy job. No high-wheeled passenger
flyer for Dad. He knew when he
was well off, or so he said.

Curtis wasted no time in argu-
ment. “Well, you're in it now, Dad,”
he said. “Back up and hook on to the
rest of the train. Let's be pullin’
out from here.”

The old man swore bitterly.

“Wait'll we get t' Brewster,” he
threatened. “I'm gonna turn yuh all
in, so I am.”

He went, nevertheless, toward his
engine. Keeler dropped out to
throw the switch, and a moment
later the two cars had been backed
to a coupling with the half dozen
more that waited with the caboose
on the passing-track.

A high-ball waved from the
crummy. Keeler, yelling: “I'll fire
her 's far as Three Pines,” ran ahead
and climbed into the cab. The train
jerked into forward motion, clat-
tered out on the main line, slowed
up while the rear man closed the
switch. Then the little mogul
panted into her highest speed.
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Martin, looking out from the door,
could no longer see the prison. A
slight ridge and some woods inter-
vened. But he could hear the wail
of that siren, like the voice of all
the lost souls within those walls.
Throbbing and shrieking, it carried
the word to all the countryside that
a prisoner had escaped.

“What now, Frank? he asked, as
he fastened the strap of his over-
alls and settled a cap on his head.
It was good to feel like a railroader
again instead of a slave. “They’ll be
telephoning all over—~

“Got it all figgered out,” inter-
rupted Curtis. “We gotta meet with
Number Four at Three Pines. She
stops there for water. You know
her fireman—Jarvis. I've talked to
him. You'll ride her engine into the
capital.

“Three Pines isn't a time-table
stop, so no cops’ll be likely to guess
that you're on her. And no more
stops for Number Four right into
the capital. You drop off in the
yard, cut across to Ma Flynn’s rail-
road boardin’ house, an’ lay low till
I get there. Got it?”

GOT it,” answered Martin. “But
I look here, Frank. You're takin’
an awful chance for me. This gate
crasnin’ act’s changed things a lot.
They'll know, now. Ain’'t they Ii-
able to pinch you at Brewster,
charged with aidin’ me to escape?”

“Not a chance,” chuckled Curtis.
“You see, I'm not the reg’'lar fire-
man on this run. I'm takin’ a three-
day lay-off, an’ | got people that'll
swear I'm home in Brewster all this
time. The reg’lar fireman is Hinky
Malone, an’ he’'s hoppin’ on at
Brewster vyard limits while I'm
hoppin’ off.

“When this train gets in, ’'course
hell 'l be poppin’, cops all over the
place 'n" what not. But we're chuck-
in’ this partition into the drink off
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There won’t be
got away on this
that any of the

Pine River trestle.
no proof that you
train, or at least
crew helped ya.”

“How 'bout Dad Conger?
rear man? An’ the con?”

“I'll. make Dad see that he's an
old fool if he admits anythin’, don’t
you worry,” Curtis answered. “The
rear man and the con know that
me 'n Keeler were plannin’ somep’n,
but they don’'t know what an’ don't
wanna know, see?

“As for Malone, he’s got a brother
a cop, an’ he’'s been sittin’ all after-
noon playin’ checkers in Brewster
police station. So, 'f they grab him,
he’'ll make fools of ’em in the end.
An’ with Dad keepin’ his old mouth
shut, how’ll they ever prove who
was the fireman on 817 this here
trip? Boy, we got 'em goin’ an’ corn-
in. A real railroad alibi. They
c’'n suspect all they want, but they
can't prove a damn thing.”

“They’ll dig it up, sooner 'r later,”
predicted Martin. “1I'd rather go
back 'n’ take my medicine now than
have you in with me for that ------ to
be tortured.”

"Sooner 'r later won't do 'em any
good,” Curtis said coolly. “Tomor-
row mornin', boy, you'll be talkin’
to Actin’ Governor Bradhurst, tellin’
him your story. | hope you got
everythin’ dead to rights?”

“Bradhurst!” gasped Martin. “But
I thought he turned ya down?”

Curtis quickly explained what had
happened at his interview with the
lieutenant-governor.

An’' the

"I knew that dep was lyin’,” he
wound up. “So, as | told the old
boy, somep'n had to be tried ‘'at

wasn't in the rule book.”

GOT the dope, all right,” e3ld
Martin soberly. “God, Frank1
If Bradhurst'll string along with us,
if he'll bring in some people | can
name an’ put 'em on the grill, I'm
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damn’ sure | can prove that | was
framed. And that some people that
are drawin’ salaries from this state
are makin’ a damn sight o’ extra
money by protectin’ the biggest gang
o' thieves you ever heard of.

“Frank, you don't know what it
means to me, what you tell me 'bout
Bradhurst. 1 thought that was all
off. 1 thought we’d both have to
scram outa the country. Now—now
—oh, boy, oh, boy! Bradhurst was
my one hope. The governor's play-
in" ball with the wrong crowd, but
Bradhurst—ole Dynamite Bill Brad-
hurst—whoopee!”

HIS face a blaze of joy, Martin
whirled his pal up and down
the floor of that rattle-trap box car
in a crazy dance.

A moment later the train started
slowing down for the stop at Three
Pines.

The way-freight clanked present-
ly into the clear and stood there, the
ancient mogul wheezing peacefully.
But her engineer was far from peace-
ful.

His cracked voice could be heard
telling Keeler just what he thought
of *“crazy, hell-whoopin’ Kkids,” as
Martin and Curtis hopped out of the
box car and walked toward the en-

gine.

“What'll happen to me?” Dad
wailed. “You young fools don't
care. You c’'n alius git another job.

But me to get fired an’ maybe jug-
ged, 't my age—"

“Be  yourself, Dad,” growled
Keeler. “You'll be all right 'f ya
just keep that mouth o' yours shut
tight.” Further argument was cut off
by a distant chime whistle. The
Limited was coming.

Martin and Curtis shook hands
again as the Limited came thunder-
ing along the main line, brakes grip-
ping her wheels as her engineer ap-
plied the air for his stop.
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Quite alone, Martin walked along
between the train, passed the caboose
of the way-freight, kept on till he
was opposite the tender of the Lim-
ited. On her tank, her fireman was
swinging down the spout to fill up.

“Hello, Jarvis!” called Martin.

“Hello, Mart!” replied the passen-
ger fireman cheerfully. “Dead-head-
in" in with us, hey?”

“Sure am.” Martin climbed up into
the gangway of the big Pacific. He
didn’'t know the engineer, but the
boghead nodded a greeting. It was
plain that he had expected, if not
Martin, at least somebody to ride his
cab in from Three Pines.

Martin climbed up on the left-
hand seat-box. Soon the roar of
water ceased. The fireman came

down over the coal, shook hands
with Martin as the engineer tugged
at the throttle.

It was almost dark when they
passed the prison, a dark blotch on
its hills. A searchlight was nervous-
ly flickering from one tower, as
though in search of the fugitive
who might be lurking near-by.

Of course, at the capital things
would be tough. By the time the
Limited got there, the way-freight
would have arrived at Brewster,
would have been searched. In-
quiries would have been made of the
dispatcher, and the pursuers would
know of the Limited’'s meet with the
freight at Three Pines. There would
be plenty of cops to meet her in the
terminal station at the capital.

But—again, they'd not find Martin.
Good old Frank Curtis had thought
of everything. They couldn’t guard
the whole yard. Ma Flynn’s was a
perfect hiding place.

ARTIN leaned back in his seat,
feeling victory almost within
his grasp. Victory won swiftly,
easily, neatly—railroad style. He
turned to speak to Jarvis, to offer to
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relieve him on the shovel for a
while.

There came a terrific grinding
crash.

Martin was hurled with savage

force into the narrow space between
the boiler and the left-hand side of
the cab. Picking himself up, dazed,
gasping, bruised, he realized that the
train was stopping.

“Emergency stop!” his brain told
him. Instinctively his gaze snapped
to the engineer. That stocky indi-
vidual was lying face down on the
cab floor. Over him Jarvis, bleeding
from a cut on the head, was just
dragging himself forward to shut
the throttle.

“Wha’' happened?” choked out
Martin.
Jarvis, shutting off the steam,

reeled toward the gangway.
"Dunno—somep'n cut the air, |

guess—"
1

HE train had stopped. Mar-
tin, still dazed and scarcely
knowing what he was doing,
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of men and women, they saw what
had happened.

The rear coach of the Limited, a
heavy observation-lounge car, had
jumped the track and lay at a crazy
angle in the drainage ditch. From
within came the shrieks of pain
Martin had heard—and a red and in-
creasing glare.

MEN with axes and bars from the
emergency kits were tearing at
one end of the wrecked car, ripping
open windows. Martin seized a bar
from an excited passenger and fell
to with the others.

“Broken axle,” panted a man at his
side, an elderly man in brass-but-
toned coat. The conductor. *“And
now the damn electric stove in the
buffet's set her afire, | reckon. Lot
o’ women and kids in there.”

At the other end of the car a
brakeman and several passengers
were 'battering at the jammed plat-
form door.

Now it yielded, splintering. From
door and windows men began help-
ing—or lifting—out the trapped un-

tried to shake the engineer badkrtionates within.

consciousness. But the man's ster-
torous breathing and limp muscles
told their own tale. He'd been knock-
ed out—hit the boiler-head with the
top of his own.

“Car’s off, back there,” Jarvis an-
nounced. And Martin became aware
that the night was clamorous with
the cries of human beings in fear
and agony.

Following Jarvis, he half clam-
bered, half fell out of the gangway,
stumbling back along the ballast to-
ward the rear of the train. From
open baggage car doors, from open,
lighted windows, heads were thrust.
Passengers were swarming out of
the vestibules, crowding toward the
scene of disaster.

As Martin and Jarvis pushed
through this excited, panicky crowd

But the extra draft helped the
flames. With a roar, these suddenly
lifted high their scarlet crest of
menace. A woman inside screamed
horribly. The wrecked car lurched,
settled.

Martin worked with the others—
worked in the firelit gloom, forget-
ful of everything but the helpless
passengers. He was aware of a voice
yelling in his ear.

“Dat’s all, boss. Yo' got the las’
one.” It was the negro porter, stick-
ing gamely to his post to the end.

Now Martin took time to look
about him.

In the light of the flames, he saw
several human forms lying on seat
cushions near the track. Over these
bent a tall, spare man.

“Hey!” exclaimed the conductor as
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Martin came up. “Who're you?”
"James, fireman,” Martin answered.
"l was dead-headin’ in with Jarvis.”
“Hot dog!" said the conductor.
"C’n you run this train into town?”
"Why—" began Martin, his brain
suddenly alive with fear.

“’Cause,” the conductor went on,
“the engineer's dead to the world,
an’ we gotta get goin’. That car’s
clear o’ the main line. We've sent
a man to phone the dispatcher from
that farm house over there, but it'll
be an hour before they can get a re-
lief train out to us. An’ an hour,
the doc says, 'l make all the dif-
ference to some o' those poor folks.

"Hurt bad inside, a couple of 'em;
one’'s a woman. An’ there's a kiddie
got burnt—~

“TTTHAT'S the matter with Jarvis
runnin’ her in? An’ I'll fire,”
Martin cut in. Then, he figured, he
could still jump off in the yard.
“Jarvis won't run nothin’ for quite
a while,” the conductor answered
grimly. "He was under the car
when she settled just now, tryin’ to
get a woman out through a hole in
the floor. Broke both his legs.
Whadda ya say, man? | got a
husky baggageman c’n keep steam in
her for you, but there’s nobody else
that ¢'n run one o' those big hogs
for forty miles.”
It was all in the game. After all,
Martin was a railroader. The burned

child wailed in torment.
"Okay, cap,” Martin agreed in a
dead voice. He turned toward the

engine. He knew well enough what
it meant. Once he opened that throt-
tle, he'd start something that could
only be finished when he had brought
the big Pacific to a stop in the
brightly lighted terminal station at
the capital, under a thousand eyes.
There would be, for him, no hope of
escape or of mercy from those who
must destroy him to save themselves.

But there was no help for it. He
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couldn't let folks die, or suffer
agony unaided, when he could take
them swiftly to succor. No rail-
roader could refuse—no matter what
the personal consequences.

As he settled himself on the right-
hand seat-box, the signal whistle was
already demanding that he test the
air. He did so. The roar of his
chimer thundered out into the night,
calling in the flag. The baggageman
climbed up, shed his coat, grabbed a
scoop in businesslike fashion. He
told Martin that the engineer had
been carried to the baggage car, still
completely out.

The wavering needle of the steam-
gauge began to move back toward
its pin as the baggageman built up
the fire under Martin’s direction.

"Eek! Eek!” squealed the signal.

"Highball!” called the baggageman
from the gangway.

Martin’s hand tugged gently at
the throttle. An exhaust thundered
in the squat stack. The great drivers
turned under the thrust of steam
unleashed. The Limited moved for-
ward into the darkness.

Forty miles—Iless than an hour of
freedom—and then a man-made hell
yawned for Jim Martin.

Yet, as he drove the great engine
roaring through the night, he thought
that the memory of that hour would
be always with him, whatever came
afterward. It had been the goal of
his ambition, as it is with most
young firemen—the right side of a
passenger cab on a fast run. Now
he had it, if only for an hour.

THE wind whipped at his 6et
young face. The hard steel of the
throttle was like velvet under his
hand. A crossing board flashed past;
again he sent the clear warning of
his whistle out across the fields.
The white sword of the electric
headlight went ever before him
down the gleaming rails, like a ges-
ture of defiance to his enemies.
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And despite the terror that lay in
wait at the end of his run, for a
little while Martin, railroader to the

soul’'s core of him, was happy.
Now the sky glowed with the
lights of the capital city. Houses

appeared, and the white ribbon of a
concrete road alongside the track.

The yard limit sign with its yel-
low lantern warned Martin to
slacken speed. The green eyes of
witch lamps became more frequent.
He passed a signal tower, slid un-
der a high road bridge, saw ahead
of him the signal bridge and lights
of the terminal station. For one
instant his eyes strayed to the dark-
ness of the coach yard. Then, as
the engine lurched into a cross-over,
heading for her assigned berth in
the station, he set his teeth hard and
eased her ahead carefully. Steam
off, now, and a gentle hand on the
air once more.

OD, what a crowd on the plat-

form! Doctors and nurses in
white—fellows with stretchers—and
cops in blue and gold! Must be a
million cops there.

The air hissed sharply through
the valves. On—and off—

The Limited rolled to a perfect
stop, her pilot five feet from the
bumper. Martin’'s work was done.
His duty.

Now the buzz of excited humanity
rose about his ears. Already the
police were clearing a space for the
stretcher bearers. Somewhere out-
side the station, ambulance gongs
were clanging. They were carrying
the poor devils out.

There went Jarvis, his white face
a mask of pain. And the burnt kid,
with an interne trotting at the side
of the stretcher, unrolling yellow,
soothing bandages. But no passengers
were emerging. There were cops at
each vestibule.

Cops were moving toward the en-
gine, too. Three cops—and a man
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in civilian clothes. From his high
seat, Jim Martin looked down into
the cruel eyes of the deputy warden;
eyes that recognized him instantly,
despite dirt and grease and smoke.

The thin lips of the deputy curled
in a smile—a terrible smile, a smile
that gloated over the torments to
come.

“Come down here,
twenty-four,” purred
gently.

Martin nodded. The deputy moved
toward the gangway. Martin step-
ped from his box—and leaped for
the opposite gangway with the swift-
ness of desperation.

The deputy shouted. Martin,
swinging clear, grabbed a chunk of
coal, flung it straight into the dep-
uty’'s face. He dropped to the ground
and ran along the narrow space be-
tween the train and a string of dark
coaches on the next track.

Behind him a pistol cracked. A
bullet whizzed overhead. Trapped
in that narrow space, he must prove
an easy target. He dived under one
of the empty coaches, scrambled up
on a deserted, unlightcd platform.
At its end a flashlight winked.

A man shouted, “I see him!” Pur-
suing footsteps clattered on the
boards as Martin fled along the plat-
form at the top of his speed. Again
a pistol cracked. Mart;n, reaching
the end of the string ot coaches,
jumped to the track and ran there,
shielded for a moment from bullets.

Ninety-three-
the deputy

E was almost at the end of the
train shed, when a man tore
open a vestibule on the inner side of
the Limited and leaped out, yelling.
A cop. Martin straight-armed him
without losing a stride, tore on, his
heart hammering against his ribs.
Ahead was the darkness of the
yard, with its myriad twinkling
switch lights; a maze to the side-
walk-pounding cop, a haven of ref-
uge to Martin. He sped along, dodg-
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ing from track to track, leaping low
switch stands, heedless of the crack-
ing of pistols behind and the shouts
of his pursuers.

He was in the coach yard now. In
an open vestibule he crouched, catch-

ing his breath, watching the flicker-

ing flashlights of the police. Mustn't
give ’'em time to throw a cordon
round the yard.

Martin dropped from the far side

of the coach, trotted ahead between
strings of crossed behind
He climbed
milk

two cars,
a silent switch shanty.
over a coupling in a row of
cars, gained the

yond and stood quite

loading platform be-
still, listening
again. No one about.

He walked around the
shed,

alley where the

end of the
cobbled
came
shad-
wall

milk dropped to the

dairy trucks
through its
behind a brick

end he reconnoitered the

in and scurried

oOWS. From
at its
Only a crawling taxi, acouple
strolling, the lights of a
No cops.

walked

street.

of girls

lunch cart.
Martin

swiftly along,

turned the next corner. Keeping

close to the wall
tice, he broke
the block deserted.

car shrieked.

and avoiding no-
into a trot as he saw
away the
Mar-

another

Far
siren of a police
tin grinned as he rounded
and hurried steps of

Let 'em

corner up the
Ma Flynn's boarding house.
look for him now.

The door opened. Ma Flynn’'s fat

Irish face beamed at him in the
light from the hall bracket.
“Come in, lad. Quick wid yezl”
And the door closed, shutting out
the wail of the siren.
1V
ANAN hour later Ma Flynn called
| =Y him. Bathed, shaved, re-cloth-
ed and fully fed, he came

slowly down the stairs. Frank Curtis

was waiting in the stuffy little parlor.
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ain't pop-
Curtis an-

“Maybe you think hell
pin’ in this man’'s town!”
nounced. “1

come up on 16, the local

passenger and | never seen so many

cops in a depot in my life as they
got down here. An’ more cops all
over town; dicks peekin’ outa door-
ways, police cars runnin’ back and
forth— boy, somebody’'s all het wup
over your getaway. Somebody big, |
reckon.”

“Everything all right at Brews-
ter?”

“Yeah. They were gonna pinch
Keeler, but he bluffed 'em cold.”

“Dad Conger kept his mouth shut?”

Curtis’ face darkened.

“That old blankety-blank!” he
snapped. “He Kkept his mouth shut,
yeah, but he’'s still scared. He Kkep’

hangin’ round, hangin’ round the

station in Brewster an’ when he
spotted me gettin’ on 16, he

Said he felt scared

insisted
on cornin’ along.
to stay home.

“l was scared to rile him, so | let
him come. He's outside in the
kitchen now ; Ma's feedin’ him.
Didn't dass go home for supper, the
damn’ fool. '"Fraid the cops'd be
layin’ for him.”

“TTUMH!” said Martin. “Well, any-

J-J- how, Frank, you got clear all
right, an’ that's somp’'n. Where do

we go from here?”
Curtis grinned.
“Right to the Capitol,

“Right

tcarin’

”

he an-
too. W hen
around | got

boy,
nounced. now,
I saw all the
wait for mornin’. So |1
Bradhurst at his
him if he was by
goin’' to be in his office to-
night. He said he'd be there in half
an hour, and he didn't ask no ques-
He's heard of your escape, 0’

W e're set, Jim! |

geezer! He'll see us

scared to
called wup home

and asked any

chance

tions.

course. know
that old
throughl”

“Frank,” said Martin, and he spoke
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from the heart; “Frank, you're the
best friend a fella ever had!”

“Aw, nuts,” answered Curtis, em-
barrassed. “1 ain’'t done nothin’ you
wouldn't do for me. [I'll call a taxi.”

“I'm goin' along,” said Dad Con-
ger, coming in from the kitchen. “I
wanta know what's gonna happen.
I'm scared, | am.”

It was not a time for argument.

He went along.

HE
I the

for a

echoing marble corridors of
deserted

janitor

Capitol save

floor-swabbing

were
and a

single state trooper Who stared curi-

ously at the hurrying men. The
door of the lieutenant-governor’s
anteroom was open. Beyond, in the
private office, a green-shaded desk
lamp threw the stern features of
William Bradhurst into prominent
relief as he rose to greet his visi-
tors.

“Shut the door, Curtis,” he or-
dered. “Who are these gentlemen?”
“This is Jim Martin, sir.” Curtis

ignored Dad Conger.

“I'm sorry you brought him here,
Curtis.” Bradhurst's tone was very
grave. “Il've just had news from the
governor. He is on his way home.”

There was a death-like silence.
Martin himself broke it.

“When do you expect him, sir?”

“About midnight. He started by
plane late this afternoon. He’'d have
been here now, save that his plane
had a forced landing at Juniper.
They flagged the fast mail on the
Allegheny Midland for him. She’s
due here at eleven-forty-five, but
she's reported a trifle late.”

“Then— then he’'s across the state
line now, sir.”

The lieutenant-governor glanced at
Iris watch.

“Not yet. But he will be within
an hour.”

Martin looked at Curtis. This was

the end of all their hopes, of all
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their planning. The gang had moved

swiftiy through their political al-
lies. They, too, knew Bradhurst—
and feared him.

Nothing remained but the slim

chances of flight.
Apparently the same idea had oc-
to old Dad Conger.

here!” he

curred

“Lemme outa squealed
“There's gonna be trouble

to get caught

suddenly.
here, an’' 1
with you idjits.”

He rushed out of the
could hear his scurrying
die away down the tiled corridor.

“l1 guess,” said Curtis in bitter
tones, “we’d better be goin’, too.”

Martin did not toward the
door. He heard footsteps in
and

don't aim

room. They
footsteps

turn
other
instinct told

the corridor, some

him what they portended.

“Governor,” he said swiftly, “I'd
like, at least, to give you the infor-
mation 1've collected. There may
come a time when you can use it.
W ill you listen?”

Bradhurst nodded.

‘Til be glad to,” he said, and
drew toward him a pad of note
paper.

The footsteps in the corridor

paused, then tramped across the floor

of the anteroom. Unceremoniously
the door of the private office was
thrown open. Across the threshold

strode— the deputy warden.

eyes were wicked above his

1S
I I bandaged face.

a prison guard in a baggy blue uni-

Behind him was

form.

“Thought 1'd catch you here,
Ninety-three-twenty-four,” the dep-
uty said to Martin. “Come along;
the prison car’'s outside.”

“Just a moment,” cut in the lieu-
tenant-governor. “Who are you, and

who asked you into this office?”

“I'm the deputy warden of the
State Prison,” was the cool answer,
“and | am here in pursuance of my
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duty. This man is an escaped con-
vict.”

"Very well. But at present, as the
acting governor of this state, 1 am
taking down certain information
which Mr. Martin is giving me. You
will kindly wait in the anteroom.”
Bradhurst was as cool as the deputy
but his voice had a sharp edge to it.

The deputy nodded.

"l can wait,” he purred.
governor will be here soon.
have long to wait.”

So he knew, too, of the governor’s
return.

“I'll be seeing you, Ninety-three-
twenty-four,” the deputy smiled.
“l've a score to settle with you.”

“The
I won't

E fondled his bandaged face,
smiled again and went out.
The door closed.
It was true, thought Martin with
an inward shudder. He'd pay that

score, in the end. Pay in blood and
agony, under the lash. But first he'd
tell his story. In the little time that

remained before the governor came

He told it. Told it to the accom-
paniment of the lieutenant-governor’s
scratching pencil, of the lieutenant-
governor’'s muttered exclamations of
astonishment. Told all he had learned,
all he suspected.

At last he had finished.

The lieutenant-governor looked up
from his notes.

“Martin,” he said, “I believe you've
told me the truth. Some of the
things you say check very closely
with facts that have come to my no-
tice from other sources. And | be-
lieve in you, Martin. You're a man.
Your bringing the Limited in proves
that.

“If 1 had the power | should be
very much inclined to issue you a
full pardon, restore your civil rights
and so permit you to testify for the
state in the criminal prosecutions
which ought to be instituted. God—
if 1 had two hours more! But I'm
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afraid that even now the governor
is back in the state. My act would
have no legal effect.”

“Then—I must go back to prison,
sir?”

“I'm afraid so, Martin. [I'll hold
you here as long as | can. But it'll

only be a matter of hours.”

Despair clutched Martin’'s heart
with icy fingers. So near to free-
dom! It was very hard—

The telephone rang.

"That’ll be the dispatcher’s office

of the Allegheny Midland,” the
lieutenant-governor said, reaching
for the instrument. *“Il asked them

to report to me when the governor’s
train entered the state.

"Hello—yes, this is Bradhurst—
what? What's that? Are you sure?
Have you checked it with your
tower at state line? All right. Call
me when you've news. Thanks,
Craven.”

He hung up, lifted his eyes to
meet Martin’'s—and grinned.

“Your lucky night, it seems, Mar-
tin,” he said. “The fast mail, with
the governor aboard, is tied up in
the next state by an engine failure.
No roads, either. Woods and
swamps all through that country.
The governor’'s stuck and you win,
Martin.”

“What—what do you mean, sir?”
Martin could scarcely speak. The
sudden reaction was too much.

“T'LL show you. | needed two

“* hours—and I've got 'em. I'll
tear this state up by the rootsl
There’ll be headlines in the morning
papers, boy!”

Pie grabbed the phone again. “Op-
erator! Get me the Headquarters of
the state police. Hello—hello—
Lieutenant, this is Bradhurst. Send
over half a dozen of your best plain-
clothes men. 1 want 'em to pick up
a few persons I'll name, and bring
'em in for questioning. And send
somebody to the home of the pardon
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clerk and have him over here on the

run. He’'s needed. Eight.”
“Attaboy!” breathed Curtis softly.
“Or Dynamite Bill in actionl
Wheel”

There was a gentle knock on the
door.

“Come in!” invited Bradhurst.

The deputy warden entered.

“Mister Governor,” 6aid he in his
soft tones, “your voice carries far.
Do | understand that the governor
is detained?”

“You do,” snapped Bradhurst.

ii A ND that it is your intention to

pardon Martin, here, and to in-
vestigate certain matters which he has
brought to your attention? Employ-
ing him as a state’s witness?”

“Correct! And I'll have that in-
vestigation so well under way by
morning that the governor won't dare
try to stop it.”

The deputy nodded.

“In that case,” he remarked, “may
I inquire whether you would be will-
ing to promise immunity to one who
was in a position to give you facts,
where Martin has only conjectures
and rumors?”

"Getting out from under, are you,
you rat?” Bradhurst shrugged. “All
right. Talk—and talk fast!”

The deputy sat down and began
to talk. -

An hour later Jim Martin—once
more a free man, with the pardon
of the acting governor folded in his
coat pocket—walked out of the Cap-
itol. Curtis was at his side.

The Capitol itself hummed like a
beehive. Gray-clad troopers scurried
in and out. State detectives, alert
reporters, people from the attorney
general’s office, lawyers hastily sum-
moned from their beds to the aid of
frightened clients! And already
furtive-eyed men were slipping into
the great building to seek a chance
to save themselves by -betraying
others.
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Fast and far had the rumors of
upheaval spread—and the governor’s
train was still not reported at state
line tower.

Bradhurst was tearing things up
by the roots, as he had said. Up-
rooting evil things. He was wash-
ing clean the escutcheon of a great
state.

“They won’'t laugh at Dynamite
Bill any more, these damned poli-
ticians!” said Jim Martin, drawing
in a deep breath of the air of free-
dom. "Or at railroaders in politics,
either. He’ll show 'em.”

A shadow detached itself from a
pillar, moved toward them.

“Things all fixed?” asked a querul-
ous voice. “Gosh, | been awaitin’ fer
hours, seems like.”

It was old Dad Conger.

Martin clapped the old fellow on
the shoulder.

"Everything okay, Dad,” he said.
“The governor's train got tied up—~

“Yeah,” interrupted Dad. “1
know.”
“You do? How?”

“Well, you fellers was alius say-
in’ that us railroaders oughta stick
together. 'S good idea, too. An’
'‘Black Johnny’ Poole, the hogger on
the fast mail tonight, used to be on
the extra board with me back on the
old Dakota Central. Reckon | saved
his life onct in a smash-up.

“l1 knew his run. 1 figgered the
time-table close, got the agent at
Smithfield on the long-distance just
in time to ketch the mail still in the
depot.

“He got Johnny
I talked to the old
and—well, there y’are.”

to the phone.
rascal—and—

“Well, I'll be a monkey’'s uncle!”
exclaimed Curtis. "Dad, you old son-
of-a-gun!”

“When us railroaders stick to-

gether,” chuckled Martin gratefully,
“we sure get things done! C’'mon,
you birds—1 betcha Ma Flynn’s got
some pie in the ice-box!”



"You blarstcd rat, youl”

The cockney pounced on Gillespie

Mutiny and Desperate Combat Aboard A Coal-Burning
Tramp in A Quick-Moving, Stirring Story of the Sea

By JACLAND MARMUR
Author of "Wind-Driven," "Double-Edged Mutiny" etc.

Halliday and his
“Cockney” Joe
out of the

OUNG Bill
watchmate,
Sheldon, swung
Wheel-and-Anchor Pub. The
headed down the East India Dock
Road toward where the coal-burning
tramp Monadna lay berthed, awaiting
her pilot and the turn of the morn-
ing tide.
A few moments the odd
friends marched side by side toward
the ship’'s gangplank; Halliday, tall

later

short and

and husky, Cockney Joe,

lean. In the feeble circle of light
thrown from the hurricane lamp at
tthe gangplank’'s head, Sheldon stop-

ped and poked one of the two bottles
of Bass Ale he carried at Halliday's

stomach.

“Y'know, Bill,” he confided earnest-
ly. “A bloke like you—you ought
to sit for your engineer’'s papers

when we get back to New York from

this trip. Firin’ a coal-burnin’ tramp

120
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alongside tlie likes o' me ain't get-

ting a strappin' young feller like you

no place.”

Bill rumpled the forelock of his
flame <colored hair with a grease-
streaked hand.

“W ho told you I wanted to get any

place in
time, Cockney!
Bah!
that way.”

particular? I'm
Work on
get tied down

having a
a license?

You too much

“/CHIEF’'S job is
boilers

better'n scalin'

‘cavin' coal at
ain’'t it? And get-
tin' through
by the like that
Gillespie.”

and
forty-five a month,
the manhole

'auled out

legs, trimmer of
ours,

“Gillespie’'s no good, Joe—yellow.”

“But, Bill—"

“Yeah, all right.” The other cut
him short. “Some day I'll go up and
get me a license. When | got noth-

ing better to do. Now hoist yourself
aboard with the First's ale. He was
decent enough to let us come ashore
for a drink, so we better
that boiler

A guttural

hurry and
We—"
growl, coming from be-

finish job.
hind them, arrested the pair abruptly.
They whirled around to face the man
who lurched toward them out of the

shadows of the dock.

“Pete Gillespie's no good, hey?”
he mouthed.
“Yellow, am 1?” he swayed slight-

ly, half drunk. “1
show you who's yellow!”
Bill shrugged his broad
“You don’'t like scaling

heard you. 111

shoulders.
rust on the
Pete?” he
bit off levelly. “When we dragged you
out by the heels an hour ago,

inside of a boiler, do you,
it was
good for you the first assistant’s back
was turned.

“l've
Pete, on a job
when it's on the

seen too many men go cold,
like that not to know
level and when a
man’'s sodgering! You were no more
unconscious than | was.

that

Better get

aboard now, before skinful of

whisky you're carrying gets you into
a heap of trouble.”

Halliday started toward the
The

beyond all

ladder,
his back to Gillespie. latter, en-

raged now restraint,
launched himself bodily through the
air. He struck Halliday’'s back, knees
digging

old man of the sea.

into the other's ribs like an
There he clung
savagely.

The of the
staggering to his knees.

flash, he straightened up. Wrenching

Bill
Swift as a

force impact sent

himself sidewise, he fairly flung the

half drunk coal passer from him.
Little Sheldon leaped to the
dock, waving his two bottles
gleefully as he danced
rim of the fight.
off, Bill!

“The first assistant's

Joe
of ale
in excitement
on the

"Finish ‘'im Finish ’'im
offl!”
gettin’ bloody thirsty an’ 'is ale’'s get-
tin” warm. Hurry it up!”

he urged.

Young Halliday waited
the other’'s next charge.

calmly for
The fight
He had no
desire to tangle with a drunken man,

was being forced on him.

but there was no other choice.
Gil-

a name for

ridin’ me all
lespie growled. “Makin’
yourself! ‘Blow - her - off - Halliday’,

“You been trip,”

they call you, an’ you're proud of it!

Ain't you? Best coal-burnin’ fireman

afloat. Ridin’ hell outa us in the
bunkers is what docs it for you.
W hat do you think | am, you—"
“A lousy coal passer!” Halliday
snapped. “That's why I've been ridin’

you. You're one expert at stalling— "

UDDENLY Gillespie let out a
S throaty growl. His right hand

dropped like a flash for his trouser
leg. He whipped the dungaree up and
tore at the sheath knife strapped
there. Steel flashed.

But from where Halliday stood he

saw only a dark crouching shape;

and then the swift upward lunge as
Gillespie started forward with bared

teeth, the blade of the knife in his
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fist hidden at the small of his back.
With a savage snarl in his throat, the
drunk upright. His
opened for a 6hriek of triumph.
it died in his chest.

“You blarsted rat,

Little Joe Sheldon
at sight of Gillespie’s
At the instant Pete had
ward, the cockney pounced on
from the side. Halliday saw the swift

mouth
But

came

you I”

leaped forward
naked blade.
started for-
him

upward and downward lunge of an

arm. Then he heard the shatter of
broken glass. Without so much as a
groan, Gillespie collapsed to the
dock. Halliday sprang forward.

“Joel” he barked angrily. “What'd
you do that for? Two against—"

“Two to one be blowed!’ the other
“Look down here!” He
knife into the light.
'e was after.”

snapped.
kicked the
“That's what

ALLIDAY looked down at it in
I I silence for

a moment. He knew

what it meant and what Sheldon had
6aved him from. Then he laughed
softly, a quiet laugh in which his
keen blue eyes played no part.
“Lend a hand, Cockney,” he mut-
tered.
He lifted the inert form to his

shoulder and climbed the gangway to
the ship’s deck Little Joe
Sheldon grumbling
to himself.

in silence.
came after him,
Halliday headed for the

forecastle with his limp burden. But
when Sheldon climbed the fiddley
ladders to the fire room floor plates,

Halliday had already peeled off his
boiler jacket and, bare to the waist,

was mopping at his face with a sweat

rag.

“Bli'me, Bill!” Sheldon exploded in
his thin voice, waving the solitary re-
maining bottle of ale he still held in
his hand. “What did you leave ’'im

'is bloody knife for? Why didn't

you ’'eave it over the side?”
Halliday grinned broadly and
reached for the bucket of oatmeal
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water that hung under the ventilator.
“What knife?”
It was the first assistant, George
Macrae, who spat out the unexpected

guestion as he came swaying toward

them, the deep grooves of his tired
face smeared with sweat and coal
dust. “You two've been a mighty long

time after a cold drink. What knife

you talking about, Joe?”

“Me— ?”

Sheldon shot Halliday a sharp
look. Neither of them thought for

an instant to betray Gillespie's mur-
derous assault.
“A new jackknife me and Cockney

were having an argument about,”
Halliday interrupted quickly as he
hung up the water pail.

“That Pete Gillespie, Bill,” the

first assistant went on, his mind in-

tent on his own responsibilities, “he’s

no good watch at all. I'm
going to swing him to day work. I'll
kid wiper for a
of—"

First!”
Removal

to your

give you the coal
passer, instead

“Don’'t do that,
stepped up quickly.
lespie from his watch was
thing he did not want. Pete would
think Bill afraid of him— that the
change had been made deliberately.
right, First,”
“Don’'t swing him

Halliday
of Gil-
the one

“Gillespie’s all Halliday

went on rapidly.

off my watch— not now. He—"
“What's up?” The engineer looked

sharply at his fireman. "You—"

<\NTOTHING. Gillespie and me—-

*i-N we're pals! We—" he hesi-
tated, then finished with a broad
grin: “we’'re going up to sit for sec-
ond assistant’'s papers together in

New York this trip.”
“You—well, I'm damned!”

first

chest and stared

The

crossed his forearms over his

intently at the red-

haired fireman. “I1'd hate like blazes
to have that Pete Gillespie for a
watch engineer! You,” he ended

gruffly, “you should have been eating
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in the engineers’ mess long ago, Bill.”
“Me?” Halliday asked innocently.
“Yes,

bottles of cold ale you were to bring

you!— Joe, where's the two
me?”

Joe Sheldon scraped his feet awk-
wardly on the floor
“Well, First,

but simply held

plates.
y'see— " He said no
out the

puckered

more, one

remaining bottle, his eyes
twinkling furiously.
“He stumbled, First,”
plained shoulder
leading into the

stumbled on the

Halliday ex-

over his from the

door
“He

and busted

iron engine

room. dock
one of ’'em.”

The first assistant plucked the bot-
tle from Joe’s hand.
W hat'd you

your

do?

arm so it

“Warm! Keep

it under wouldn’'t
catch cold?” he growled sarcastically.
“Stumbled on the dock and bought

yourself a nice new jackknife!” he

went on scornfully as he wuncapped
the bottle. “Yes, like hell you did!”
“C'mon, Joe!” Bill called from the

passageway. “Let’'s get finished scrap-

ing the insides of this boiler!”

HE eighth night from the Lizard
TLight found the Monadna riding
high out of the water, throbbing
steadily on the calm sea. The wind
slept. There was no moon; it was
very dark on the water.

Bill Halliday and Joe Sheldon
stood outside the fiddley door, smok-
ing after their coffee, waiting for
eight bells to go for the morning
watch. Suddenly, without warning,
a harsh jangling of bells sounded

from the engine room. Halliday look-
The

sistant, finishing out his watch below,

ed sharply at Joe. second as-

answered the startling telegraph. Sev-
Monadna’s
hull trembled furiously as she fought

eral moments later the

for sternway.

“Goin’' astern, Bill!” Sheldon
snapped.
Halliday nodded, tensely alert.

123

Sheldon sprang for the rail, Halliday

close beside him. Together they
strained eyes into the darkness. Ships
don't start lashing furiously astern

for nothing, in the middle of the
north Atlantic!

The
trembled violently. A
shook her
heeled
the bridge there

shouted orders.

Monadna
jarring
to stern.

next instant the
crash
She

From

from stem

far over on her side.
came the sound of
The bulky form of

the mate could be seen diving for the

forward deck ladder, sounding rod
in hand.

Then, before their startled eyes,
a ghostly mass drifted slowly past

the ship’s rail to be swallowed by the

black sea astern.
“Gawd Billl”

“It’'s a damned berg!”

bli'me, Joe gasped.

ILL grunted. There could be no
B question of that mass of frozen
ice.

The engine room telegraph jangled
The Monadna's main
stopped altogether.
on her side, a strange quiet descend-
ed upon the drifting ship, making

again. engine

Heeled far over

startlingly clear the voices of the

master and his officers far forward
on the bridge.

Then
bells
from the
The

after

in the absolute silence eight
with
bar in

brutal violence
the engine
had gathered

stood motionless

clanged

long
men who
deck
for the fraction of a moment.

room.
on the

Then Pete Gillespie, snapping his
head wildly from side to side,
shouted:

“They've flogged the clock! 1 ain't
goin’' below to drown like—"

Bill Halliday came suddenly to life
at the sound of that voice. He
stepped forward with slow delibera-
tion, until he stood directly in front
of the thoroughly frightened coal
passer.

“Our watch, Pete,” he cut in soft-
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ly. “We got our job to do. Let's

get below.”

“Who the hell are you to give or-

ders? I tell you 1 ain't—"
"Get bclo-w!”
“Go to— "’

Bill's hand shot forward with the

speed of light to the other’'s throat,
cutting short his oath.

“Below! | said.” With the words,
he thrust Pete toward the fiddley
door and turned on the rest of the
watch. “That goes for the rest of
you, too!”

eyes blazed. Halli-

ILLESPIE'S
G day advanced
the coal passer ducked for the ladder.
He had felt the force of those fists
before. “Kinky," the black, hesitated
rung, the
of his eyes in his jet
face. Behind Sheldon,
and Halliday himself brought up the
The mid-watch stood
ready half-way up the ladders, eager
for relief. They had heard that fear-
ful crash as the Monadna struck and
angle of

threateningly and

for a moment on the top
whites rolling
them came

rear. ranged al-

aensed now the dangerous
the vessel in the water. But at sight
of the new watch coming below they
took heart.
“What's up,
demanded.
Halliday shrugged his shoulders.

job's fir-

Bill?” one of them

“1 ain't the skipper. My

ing—and I'll fire till the hooker
sinks! You leave me dirty clinkered
fires again like you did yesterday,”
he growled, “and 1'll tell you soon

enough what's up!”

The relieved watch climbed hastily
for the deck. The iron door of the
engine room opened and Mr. Mac-
rae, the first assistant, stumped into
the stoke hole, eyes snapping.

“All here?” he barked.

“All here,” Halliday replied grimly.

“Well, listen, you men,” the first
went on icily. “W e've run foul of

an iceberg. Mate was just down. The
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forepeak’s taking the sea like a sieve.
But we're high out of the water. |If
it doesn’'t blpw up a gale, we're
ning for Ambrose Light. It's up to
you.” His eyes darted swiftly to each
man of his watch, gauging their
their endurance. “You un-
that, all of you?

run-

courage,
derstand Remem -
There's nothing | hate worse
streak!” He

Halliday.

ber!
than
abruptly toward young Bill
“Bill, you—"

“WcecYe all here, Mr. Hal-
interrupted meaningly through
clenched teeth.

The first looked
Then he nodded
a moment's hesitation,

a yellow turned

Macrae,”
liday
sharply at him.
in silence and, after
turned on his
The
turned

room door.
Halliday

heel for the engine

telegraph jangled.
to face his gang.

“Get moving!” he snapped to Gil-

lespie. “Into the bunker with you!”

ILLESPIE bared his teeth, his
G face an ash-gray. The ship
lurched heavily under his feet. He

knew what the first assistant's terse
The Monadna was fill-
forward.

words meant.
ing up

It was a gamble death,
running the ship for harbor, a gamble
odds of the whole
Atlantic. But whatever Gillespie
meant to say, he thought better of
it at what he saw in Halliday's eyes.
Without a word, he
through the bunker door,
by his watchmate.

Little Joe Sheldon grinned; Halli-
day peeled off his jacket and hitched

against
against the wild

disappeared
followed

at his dungarees. Kinky, the West
India negro, taking courage, showed
his teeth in a half hearted smile and

reached for a shovel.

Bill's eyes flew to the steam gauge.
The fluttered the
hundred-and-twenty mark. Halliday's

that job he

needle around

job was firing the ship;
meant to do!
“Damn that mid-watch!” he roared.



WATCHMATES

“Look at the gaugel Look at it,
Cockney I He spun about and bel-
lowed at the bunker bulkhead. “Let’s
have some coal in therel This ain’t
a school ma’am’s picnic!”

The webwork of wrinkles on little
Joe Sheldon’s face deepened at that

old familiar cry of his friend. His
eyes twinkled brightly.
“Cow-all” he echoed in a shrill

shriek. “Cowe-al, ye bloody trimmers!
Let's 'ave some bloody cow-al!”

EANWHILE, the Monadna went

hourly deeper down by the head.
As the sea seeped slowly but surely
into her forepeak, she listed farther
and farther on her side.

The pumps worked continuously.
It was like trying to bale out the
whole Atlantic Ocean. As the water
gained, the ship’s list shifted the
cargo in her half empty holds. The
crippled Monadna crawled toward
Ambrose Channel on her side.

In the engine room the watches
went about their work grim-lipped
and haggard, clinging to iron ral
expecting any moment to die without
hope of escape.

The deck gang at least were in the
open. They could see the sky and
the sea, could face their enemy. In
the bowels of the ship they had to
fight out their battle amid flashing
steel and sucking pumps. When she
took her last dive, for them there
was no escape!

Big Bill Halliday ruled the stoke
hole. The needle of the steam
gauge still held its place. The water
in the glasses danced bubbling up
and down, just showing and not too
high. The fire doors clanged open.
Livid yellow beams of light and heat
leaped out upon the bare sweated
chest of Kinky, the negro, half bent
before the boiler, a huge slice bar in
his hands. It etched his black skin
sharply, streaked with sweat and coal,
only his eyeballs showing brilliantly
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white. Little Joe Sheldon chewed the
end of his sweat rag in proper Liver-
pool fashion and fired silently, grimly.

Bill Halliday plunged his slice bar
into the water cask against the bulk-
head. It hissed loudly, a cloud of
stinking steam rising in a wave to
join the dust and fine coal that
clouded the shaded lamps. Then he
turned toward the empty bunker
chute. “Coalt” he roared. “Let’s have
some coal in there!”

SNARL and a curse answered

him. The ship lurched heavily
on her side. A shovel slid across the
slanted floor plates and fetched up
with a loud crash.

Gillespie let out a muffled shriek
oi terror. The next instant he came
diving out of the cross bunker, hair
wildly dishevelled, eyes wide with
fright. He stopped his headlong
plunge for the ladder and froze sud-
denly where he was.

Bill Halliday blocked the lower
rung. Kinky stood before the closed
fire doors, his body leaning tensely
forward from the waist. In the
bunker doorway Pete's watchmate,
Martin, stood irresolute.

“Get into the bunker, Gillespie,”
Halliday commanded with ominous
softness.

Gillespie’s head snapped from right
to leftt Hate poured oil on the
smouldering fire of fear. The ship
trembled under his feet. The vessel’s
ominous lurch set the spark to the
violent explosion.

“Who in hell are you?” Gillespie
shrieked. He flung his skinny arms
wildly about, appealing first to Kinky
and then to Martin. “Who in hell
does he think he is?” he demanded
again, his voice cracking in sheer
terror. “What right's he got to ride
us? The damned hooker’s goin’ over
on her side in a minute!

“We're men! We ain't rats to
drown in a stinkin’ bunker. Rush
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him! Bash his skull for him! Get
topside to the boats while you got
a chance! To hell with him!”

He advanced a pace. Kinky
straightened up under the impassion-
ed lashing of words. Martin stepped
swiftly into the fire room. Little
Joe Sheldon, sensing battle, edged
sidewise away from before the boiler.
Halliday alone had not stirred from
his position before the ladder, block-
ing the way to freedom for the in-
furiated men.

“Back into the bunker, Gillespie,”
he bit off levelly, “or by God, I'll
break you in two!”

ILLESPIE dropped into acrouch.
Swift as a flash, his shovel lifted
above his head. At the same moment
he leaped forward, snarling, his grue-
some weapon swinging savagely.
Halliday leaped to one side. Little
Joe Sheldon, launching himself
through the air, caught the infuriated
coal passer a clout on the side of
the head that half spun him about.
That blow alone saved Bill from the
full force of Gillespie’s attack. The
sharp edge of the weapon just grazed
the fireman’'s check, baring a livid
gash. The sight of blood broke down
the barriers of command that had
held Kinky and Martin in leash.

Gillespie spun about to face Joe
Sheldon. Kinky came at Halliday,
arms weaving at his sides, Martin
leaped at him from the other side.

The strain had told at last1 They
wanted only to be clear of the walls
of the fire room of that sinking ship,
wanted to fight their way to the deck
before the ship drowned them all like
helpless rats in the Monadna’s bowels.

Young Bill Halliday took a step
backward and found the lowermost
rung of the ladder. He had to keep
them at their work; had to give the
ship a chance for her life. He alone
stood between them and mutiny.

Bracing himself there against the
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bulkhead, he met the charge of the
two fear-enraged men. The hand rail
on one side gave him some protec-
tion. The deep slant of the Mon-
adna’s floor plates placed him slightly
above his attackers.

They came at him in a rush. Kin-
ky's powerful arms swung forward,
but a smashing fist to the point of
the jaw drove the black back with a
hollow groan. He staggered upright,
charged again.

Meanwhile, Martin, swift to seize
his opportunity and seeking only the
ladder that led to the deck, hurled
himself at the hand rail and drew
himself up by the arms. With a
heave of his body he was above Hal-
liday. Before he had time to climb
a single rung, Bill half turned, seiz-
ed him about the middle, and with
a quick levered thrust, hurled him
bodily forward. He came crashing
down on Kinky. The two tumbled in
a struggling mass to the floor plates.

ILLESPIE, his lips bloodied, the

shovel wrenched from his hand,
had leaped away from Sheldon, and
stood crouched like a cat against the
bulkhead. Halliday, realizing that
this man alone v/as at the root of
the mutinous trouble, leaped clear of
the two men before they could rise.
Sheldon jumped at once to take Hal-
liday's place at the foot of the ladder,
barring escape.

Gillespie tore his knife from its
leg sheath and advanced. Suddenly
and without warning he hurled him-
self forward, knife upraised, his lips
curled back on glittering teeth.

Two staggering blows landed with
sickening thuds just below his heart.
Even as he twisted off balance, the
glistening steel blade descended in a
swift arc. It ripped a bloody wound
on Halliday's forearm.

Before the blade could be used
again, Bill stepped in swiftly. A
savage uppercut felled the coal
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like a
sent the
last with a thud against
Halliday, the blood
spun to

log. The force of the
limp body sliding, to

passer
blow
fetch up at
the bulkhead.
dripping from his wounds,
the aid of plucky little Sheldon.

“TflIOOLS!” He Martin off.
-L* “You rotten fools I” he bellowed;
Kinky head at the
roaring voice of command. Halliday
him brutally to one side.
“Following a yellow cur like that!”
out the words
incisive commands. “Get
Kinky! You, Mar-
with youl”

tore

and turned his

shoved

he went on,
with sharp
back to your fires,
Into the

spitting

tin! bunker

They
for an

stared at him, dumbfounded
Kinky’'s head turned
mutely from side, as if he
just then realized what he had been

Slowly he turned for the fire

instant.
side to

about.
doors. Martin,
conscious Pete Gillespie,
toward the Halliday
quelled the mutiny.

glancing at the un-
slunk away

bunker. had

Mr. Macrae, hearing the
sounds of the struggle and then the

savage

booming voice of Halliday above the
came bursting
in hand.

pound of his engines,
into the fire revolver
at the

eyes,

room,
He stopped short
scene that
vanced grimly.

“What's going on

“Nothing.”

The first assistant jabbed the muz-
zle of his Colt in a pointing gesture
toward where Gillespie lay, still in-
Then his eyes

gruesome
met his then ad-

in here?”

ert and unconscious.
took in the naked knife blade lying
on the floor plates where it had clat-
tered from the coal passer's nerveless

fingers.

“Nothing, hey?” he snapped terse-
ly. “Who ripped your forearm open,
Bill?” Halliday looked up swiftly.

He knew what a of mutiny
would mean for the men of his watch.
“No one,” he breathed.

“YTee, First,” little Joe

charge

“ "

Sheldon

cut in, still panting heavily, “Bill got
to playin’ wi’ that jackknife we was
fellin’ you about in Lunnon. An’' ’e
cut 'isself— accidental.”

Macrae stepped up to Halliday.

"Bill,” he said quietly, “you’'re a
damned liar. Here,” he went on, hold-
ing out his Colt. “Take this. You

might need it before we get through

Ambrose Channel.”
looked down at the
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gleaming gun and then grinned

broadly.

“No thanks, First,” he said dryly.
“Any time | find | need a gun to
make steam with— I'll quit going to

sea and take up farming.” He turned

brusquely on his heel. “What | need

Coal!” he thundered at the

is coal.
bunker bulkhead. “Let's have some
coal in there, Martin!”

The first assistant's
In the engine

hand dropped
to his side. room, the
telegraph jangled
out a word, he turned and started for
the door in rapid strides. Before it
clanged closed behind him he heard
Joe Sheldon’s shrill triumphant

echo of his watchmate’'s bellow.

imperiously. With-

and

“Cow-al! Let's 'ave some blarsted
cow-al!” There was a grim

the first assistant’'s gaunt face as he

smile on

answered the stand-by bell.

Six hours later the Monadna, in
tow of three puffing tugs, was nosed
drydock. Young Bill Halliday
and Joe Sheldon at the
deck rail, waiting for the gangway to
go over the side. The East-end fire-
man lifted his dry wrinkled
his friend. “Third assistant's quittin’,
Bill,” he

into

stood well

face to

insinuated softly.

“Yeah? Well, what— ?”
“l was just thinkin’ what a blarsted
shame it'd be if that dog of a Gil-

lespie was to get the job.”
Halliday whirled on him.
"What do you mean, Cockney? He

hasn't any— "~

But 1

"Engineer’'s license? No.



128 THRILLING ADVENTURES

'e was sittin’
up.”

LLIDAY'S hand gripped the
little fireman’'s arm till he

'card 'im tell the chief

for it soon's we get tied

winced. ““You telling me straight
goods, Cockney?” he said harshly.

“Sure | am. ‘E's got oiler's time
an’ water tender’'s time the same as
you ‘'ave. "E can sit for 'is ticket
all right. 'E's—"

“Shut up!” Halliday snapped. Then
he straightened up and looked sav-
agely down the dock. “Damn it.
Cockney! I can’'t let that rat get

ahead of me. Imagine me firing— and

him the engineer of my watch! But
how in hell can | write, with a
slashed arm all tied up till—"

“You don't write wi’ your bloody
left arm, do you?”

“Wait here, Joe! I'm gonna hunt

up my discharges. W e're going up
to the Custom House.”

He turned and darted for the fore-
castle door. Joe Sheldon looked after
him, grinning broadly. Then, walk-
ing swiftly amidships where the en-

gineers’' quarters were, he muttered
to himself: “1 gotta talk to the First.”

He was back at the rail, however,
when Halliday returned. Together

the pair set off ashore, a sly grin on
Sheldon's face, an air of
grim determination on Halliday's.
For three days they had young Bill
Halliday on the rack behind the

wrinkled

closed doors of the Steamboat In-
spector’s office. Late on the third
afternoon, little Joe Sheldon sat on

the steps of the Custom House Build-
ing, his battered shore hat in his lap.

He recognized Bill Halliday's un-

mistakable swinging stride even be-
fore he came out of the shadowy
building into the sunlight. Sheldon
waited for his watchmate to come
down to him, a strained expression

in his little squinting eyes now,
“Bill— !” Joe Sheldon asked husk-
ily, "Did—did you make it?”

Solemnly, Halliday reached into
his pocket and drew out a neatly
rolled square of paper. Little Shel-
don took it, unrolled it carefully.

“Bli'me, Bill!” he exploded in a

hoarse whisper of exultation. "You're

a officer an’ a engineer now! Bli'me,
I knew you could do it!”

They walked down the steps in si-
lence. "Y 'know, Joe,” Bill said, his
youthful face deep in a frown of
puzzlement, “l1 never saw that rat
Gillespie in there at all. I guess

maybe they had him sweating his
brains out in another room.”

“l don't think so, Bill.”

“What d'you mean?”

“Oh, 'e signed off an’ beat it for
the sticks, an 'our after we tied up,”
Sheldon grinned expansively. “The
chief said to hurry back wi’' your
ticket as soon’s you got it. 'E wants

appointment

you to get your official
Monadna.

as third assistant of the
You see,
“You—you

”»

Te—

little runt! Y ou

mean— ?”
“Aw, listen, Bill,” Sheldon pleaded.
“l 'ad to do somethin’ to make you
sense, didn't 1? Ain't no
livin' like a crumby coal-
your bloody life— like

You're orficer stuff,

get some
sense in you

dust eater all
me. Is there?

you are.”

ALLIDAY looked down on his
H friend in silence for a long
as the truth of what little Joe
had done sank home.
white of

length.

time,
Sheldon

“That— that
Cockney,” he

was you,

breathed at

Then, staring blankly into the busy
traffic of the street, he added huskily:
“Let’'s find a drink, Cockney. I want
to stand you a toast.”

Sheldon looked up wistfully.

“1'd like to be in your watch, Bill.
Bli'me, but | would.”

“You will be, Cockney,” Halliday
said. “A man needs a good watch-

mate, plowing the North Atlantic.”



HE'S MY BOY

Old Matt Russell Sets Out to Prove His Son's Innocence
In this Unusual Western Yam

By OSCAR SCIHSGALL

Author of "Gun Justice,"

T was twilight when old Matt
Russell strode out of the Long-
horn City jail, and his bearded

face was as hard as rock. He utteredence

no word until he had swung his tall
figure into the saddle of his nervous
cayuse. Then, with dust rising
about him like smoke, he glared
down at Sheriff Ed Weaver, who had
followed him out of the ’'dobe lock-
up.
“Ed,” he said thickly, the beard
seeming to muffle his voice, “he’s my
boy, an’ I know he didn't do it!
He'a as innercent as you or me!”
Sheriff Weaver, gaunt as a cadaver,
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spat tobacco juice into the road and

shook a sympathetic head. “Sorry,
Matt,” he answered, “but the evi-
is all against the kid. You

know that. |
trial.”

“Damn the evidence I" old Russell
shot out hoarsely. “My boy wouldn’t
lie to me! That lad is as square a3
they come, and his word is plenty
good; he just couldn’t have done it,
I tell you!”

“For you,” the sheriff acquiesced.
“But he ain't gonna have twelve dads
on the jury. As for me, | got to

go by the evidence. After all, we've

got to hold him for
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got two witnesses who swear they
saw—"

“A couple of ornery, thievin', yel-
ler-bellied jailbirdsl” Matt furiously
declared. “How can yuh believe
‘'em?”

“Well—they're witnesses.”

“1I'd sooner take the word of pole-
cats!”

“l ain’t sayin’ I don’'t agree,” mut-
tered the sheriff, with a frown. "All
the same, Hoghead Marsh an’ Joe
Lacey swear that when they rode
through town last night they saw
your boy Pete robbin’ the bank.
Saw him inside, workin’ on the safe.
They claim they was just gonna hop
in an’ hamstring him when the kid
spotted ’'em an’ pulled his smoke-
poles. He blazed away through the
window, they say; but they kept him
inside till the rest of us, hearin’ the
excitement, came up the road an’
made the arrest.”

ArpHAT'S their story!” snapped

-L Matt Russell, so savagely that
his startled pony reared. “But my
Pete told me the truth just now. This
is what happened.”

The old cattleman leaned over his
saddlehorn and pointed an emphatic
finger.

“Pete was cornin’ home from Mabel
Leffert's birthday party,” he asserted.
“As he rode through town, he
spotted Hoghead an’ Joe in the bank!
Pete says he fired pronto to attract
help. Then he saw that Hoghead an’
Joe was tryin' to make a get-away
through the back door, which was
open. So he hightailed around there
to keep ’em in. But when he got
to the back he saw that Hoghead an’
Joe had changed their minds an’ was
bustin’ open a window.

“So he ran in to stop 'em, but them
critters got out just as you fellers
came thunderin’ down the road.
That's how-come you found my Pete
inside the bank, while them two
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ornery toads, Hoghead an' Joe, was
outside! They cooked up this here
story about—"

“Hold it, Matt, hold it,” the sheriff
cut in wearily. “1 know the whole
thing backwards. AIll | can say is,
there’'s two to one against your Pete.
An’ that's bad.”

Matt Russell straightened in the
creaking saddle. He sat for a mo-
ment as rigid and imposing as a gen-
eral's statue, glowering at the drab
jail that imprisoned his son. Then,
suddenly, his bearded face became
grim, and his voice fell to a deter-
mined note.

“Ed,” he said, “I'll get him free!”

The sheriff raised dubious brows
and spat again into the dusty road.

“If it's the last thing | ever do,”
old Russell vibrantly promised, "I'll
prove them two coyotes is lyin’!
I'll prove what my boy says is the
truth!”

On that final avowal he swung his
cayuse around and sent him gallop-
ing away in billows of yellow dust.
He himself continued to sit erect,
even proud. His lips were clamped
tight, and his narrowed eyes were
fixed on the jumble of the purple
Sierras that marked the horizon.

T wasn’t only his unshakable faith

in his son that convinced Matt of
young Pete’'s innocence. There was
something else: the fact that he had
excellent reason to distrust both
Hoghead Marsh and his partner, Joe
Lacey.

Those two men had drifted into
Longhorn City together, almost a
year ago, bringing jail records from
another state. They had come, as
they said, to “git camped perman-
ent.” But if the Circle T, a shady
outfit at best, had not been desper-
ately short-handed at the time, they
might never have landed jobs.

As it was, however, both found
work—and within two months had
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been accused of rustling mavericks
from Matt Russell's own Box R!
Unfortunately, the charges had never
been proved, because of insufficient
evidence; yet every waddie on Matt's
ranch still yearned to crack an out-
raged fist on the jaw of either Hog-
head or Joe.

Consequently, in this new emerg-
ency Matt might have commanded
the willing help and guns of all the
cowpokes on his payroll. Even for-
getting their hatred of Joe and Hog-
head, the boys would readily have
gone to war, he knew, to save young
Pete from jail. Yet Matt decided,
as he planned his campaign on the
way home, to handle this affair alone.

“After all,” he muttered grimly,
“he’s my boy!”

MATT RUSSELL started things

the following night—a soft
night, still and rich with stars.

At eleven o'clock Hoghead Marsh,
mounted on a lazy pinto, was wan-
dering to the south of the far-scat-
tered Circle T herd. Working at
night and alone wasn't, as a rule, to
Hoghead’s taste. But this evening
he didn't mind it. He rode slowly,
humming and musing over the array
of warts on his hands.

He was a queer, repulsive man;
short, thickset, with a huge globular
head—a head that seemed much too
large for his barrel-like torso. Just
now he was in dire need of a shave,
so that his fleshy jowls looked black
and gave him an ominous, ugly ex-
pression.

This, however, caused him no con-
cern. The state of his appearance,
like the state of his morals, seldom
troubled Hoghead.

He had been drifting about for
several hours and was just skirting
a clump of cottonwoods when the
shock came.

Directly in front of him a figure
stepped out from behind the treesl
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A tall, rugged, bearded figure—the
figure of Matt Russell—that appeared
with all the suddenness of a ghost!
And Matt was levelling a six-shooter
straight at Hoghead’s chest!

“What in blazes—!” the mounted
man blurted. He might have reached
for his gun, had not that steady

muzzle been glowering at his heart.

“Easy!” rapped out Matt. “Yuh
ain't been asked to make a speech!”

“What—"

“Get down off'n that hoss an’ grab
at the stars!”

Hoghead was about to gasp a
protest. But the abrupt leap of
Matt's gun and the dangerous flash
in Matt's eye persuaded him to slide
out of his saddle in silence. Dumb-
struck, his eyes round, he raised his
arms. “Turn around!” Matt ordered.

And when Hoghead had faced his
horse, old Russell stepped forward
and took the gun out of Hoghead’s
holster. He thrust it into his own.
“TT7TH-WHAT'S the idea?"

" * head ejaculated.

Instead of replying, Matt whistled
softly through his beard, twice. A
moment later his cayuse came out of
nowhere to rub its nose on his
shoulder.

Matt snapped, “All right, Hoghead!
Now yuh're gonna climb into yuhr
saddle an ‘'ride ahead of me. Mind
yuh stay close to me, too. ’'Cause
if yuh try to get away, I'm gonna
have lots o' fun pumpin’ lead into
yuhr spine. Savvy?”

“What the devil is all this?” cried

Hog-

Hoghead, a quiver of fear in his
tones.

“Yuh'll find out soon enough.
Meanwhile, get goin’!”

“But—"

“Yuhr ears ain't clogged, are
they?” Matt demanded sharply. “I
said get goin’!”

“Where to?"

“We're headin' for the river at
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Rocky Point Gorge. If yuh feel like
dyin’ before we get there, just try
bein’ balky—just try it!"

And so, with Hoghcad bewildered
and terrified, with Matt grim and im-
placable, the two men rode toward
Rocky Point Gorge, four miles away.
The bearded old cattleman, following
like a Nemesis, remained some two
yards behind Hoghead. And his long,

hard hand constantly gripped the
six-shooter.

"I—1 don't get this!” Hoghead
stammered, turning stunned eyes

over his shoulder.

NNLOSE yuhr trap an’ keep rid-

vJ in’!” Matt actually barked.
“I'll' talk to yuh when the time
comes!”

"If it's on account o' that—that

bank robbery—”

But Matt Russell refused to ex-
plain. They rode on, first through
crackling brush, then into a stark
country of boulders and gravel, with
only the starlight to illumine their
way.

Presently they heard the subdued
roar of the river as it crashed through
the depths of the gorge. Somehow
it seemed a horrible sound tonight—
a snarl of menace—and as it grew
louder, Hoghead Marsh became vis-
ibly more terrified. His round face
lost all its color. His thickset body
stiffened.

Again and again he tried to make
Matt explain the purpose of this ex-
pedition; but the bearded counte-
nance behind him remained as grim
and uncommunicative a9 the six-
shooter.

And as threatening.

It must have been close to mid-
night when at last they reached
Rocky Point Gorge.

There, on the very brink of the
chasm through which, a hundred feet
below, the river thundered, Matt
snapped: “All right. Get out o’ that
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leather!” So Hoghead, trembling, dis-
mounted. And Matt did, too, rigidly.
In the darkness the cattleman’'s face

looked merciless and stormy. He
said:

"Now listen to me careful, Hog-
head. | could've dry-gulched yuh

back there, without goin’ to all this
trouble. But if | did, yuhr carcass
might be found ‘'fore the buzzards
finished it. An' mebbe that would
mean trouble for me. So | aim to
kill yuh here. Yuh'll flop down into
the river, an’ that's the last anybody
"Il ever see 0’ that lump 6Jgrease yuh
call yuhr body!”

Hoghead, with his back to the
chasm, gasped. His eyes widened in
horror. He shot a swift glance over
his shoulder. Almost at his heels
the cliff dropped down a hundred
feet into appalling blackness. Far
below the river raged, throwing up
a mist that dampened his face even
here.

“Wh-what arc yuh talkin’ about?”
he blurted hoarsely. “Why—why do
yuh want to—"

ATT, his eyes afire, his gun
levelled, his bearded chin drawn
down, said slowly:

“Yuh an’ yuhr ornery partner, Joe
Lacey, tried to rob the bank t'other
night.

"When my boy Pete saw yuh, the
two of yuh tried to shift the blame
into him.”

"We didn't!" Hoghead cried wild-

ly. “We—"

"I'm talkin’ now!" Matt rasped.
"Yuh an’ Joe Lacey are the only
lyin’ witnesses against my boy!
Coyotes like yuh could never be
made to tell the truth. So I'm fig-
urin’ if 1 get rid o' yuh now, an’
then get rid o yuhr partner the

same way, there’ll be nobody to lie

against my Pete!
“Without witnesses

convicted. So—~

he can't be
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“Yuh—yuh wouldn’t do that!” Hog-

head flung out hoarsely. He was, of
a sudden, violently shaking. He
crouched as if in pain, and sweat
oozed out of his forehead. “Yuh—
yuh couldn’t—1!"

"Couldn't 1?7  Watch!” The gun
rose.

“But listen, man! For God’s sake,
listen—!”

“rTIHERE’S only one thing c'n save
yuh,” Matt Russell flatly de-
clared. “An’ that's up to yuhrself!”
Hoghead blinked rapidly. Half
hysterically he cried: “What? What
is it?”

“This,” Matt's left hand dug into
a back pocket and emerged with
paper and pencil. “Yuh’'ll write a
confession o' the truth!” he said
quietly.

“The—the truth?"

“An’ yuh’ll do it before a minute’s

up,” firmly insisted Matt. “I'm get-
tin’ doggone nervous standin’ here
like this.

“1f yuh don't want to write just
say so. It's all the same to me
which way | save my boy. Fact, 1'd
sooner plug yuh and rid the country
o' rustlers. But if yuh'll write—"

Hoghead all but screamed, "What
do yuh want me to write?”

“How yuh tried to rob the bank
with Joe Lacey! An’ how my boy
stopped yuh!”

“1 can't! | won't! |-~
“All right,” snapped Matt. “Suit
yuhrself!” As he spoke he raised

the six-shooter and aimed it straight
at Hoghead Marsh’s heart. Scarcely
ten feet separated the two men, and
a miss was impossible. His arm
stiffened.

"W ait!” shrieked Hoghead.

Matt peered narrowly at the shak-
ing man. He saw a face white with
terror; eyes that bulged crazily;
arms extended in a kind of prayer.

“Don’'t!” Hoghead sobbed. "Don't!"
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“Will yuh write it?” Matt de-
manded.

“Y-yesl! For God's sake, yes!

Gimme that paper!”
Breakfast at the Box R, the next
morning, was a feast and a celebra-

tion. For young Pete Russell—tall,
sandy-haired, keen-eyed—was home
again, and free!

He sat at the table with his

bearded father; and over the coffee
old Matt chuckled:

“Son, it would've done yuhr heart
good to see Hoghead last night1 He
was scare*d yeller, what with me in
front o’ him an’ the gorge behind.
Course, | didn't figure to murder the
coyote. That was just Dbluff. I
never yet shot a man, ’'less he had

a gun in his hand. But Hoghead,
he didn't know that!”

Pete looked across the table
earnestly. He was still pale after

his experience in the local jail, and
tired. His usual smile did not ap-
pear.

“Dad,” he said in a low, thick
voice, “I—I'll never be able to tell
you how much Il—appreciate—"

“Shucks!” Matt scoffed. “Forget
it! Yuh didn't expect me to let them
two buzzards send yuh to jail, did
ynh? Only thing I'm sorry about
is that | couldn’'t drag Hoghead in
to Sheriff Weaver, like | figured on
doin’.”

“Just what happened?” whispered
Pete.

i(~VXTHY, it was like this,” Matt ex-

VV plained. “We was half way
back to town, him ahead o' me, an’
me with a gun in my hand, when my
cayuse stepped into a hole. 1 had
to jump quick, or 1I'd 'a’ had all that
hoss-flesh on top o' me. Hoghead
saw his chance, an’ he streaked away
like lightnin'.

“If the cayuse hadn’'t gone lame,
mebbe 1'd have chased after the toad.
But as things stood, | couldn’t. So
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I just put a couple o’ slugs into the
clouds, to lend Hoghead a bit o
speed, so to speak. Then | brought
the cayuse into town. Havin' the
confession in my pocket, | didn't
much care any more. Sheriff Weav-
er's gone to get Hoghead an’ Joe
Lacey.”

"Did—"

'Shucks, Pete! Forget it a while
an’ eat! Them flapjacks is all goin’
dry!”

So they finished breakfast in si-
lence and were just sharing the last
two flapjacks when a clatter of
hoofs drummed through the morn-
ing stillness. Matt rose quickly,
eagerly; with Pete behind him he
strode out on the porch—just in time
to greet the gaunt Sheriff Weaver
and four other men.

"Hi, EdI” Matt called.
get them buzzards?”

The sheriff stopped his horse in
a billow of dust but did not dis-
mount. He spat tobacco juice over
his shoulder and shook his head.

“Nope, Matt. | didn't”

"Why?”—in surprise.

"Did yuh
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"Hoghead an’ Joe didn’t have the
guts to stand an’ face us,” Weaver
declared. "Seems like Hoghead
streaked into the Circle T Ilast
night, grabbed Joe out of his bunk,
an’ the two of 'em lit out for parts
unknown. By this time there's
prob’ly seven counties between us an’

them. Reckon now that we got
the confession they're headed for
Mexico.”

Matt looked disappointed. But
after a moment he brightened and
even laughed.

"Well,” he said, "long as they

didn't get the bank's money, I'd
sooner see them rattlers in Mexico
than in this part o’ the world! |
say good riddance!”

Young Pete didn't speak at all.
For a while he listened to the con-
versation between his father and the
sheriff; then he turned away and
peered haggardly toward the distant
Sierras.

"Gosh!” he thought bitterly. "That
sure was close! W-whatever hap-
pens, | swear to heaven I'll never try
another robbery!”
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ANOTHER STEP

He raised the point and held it steady

A Powerful Story of Life As It Was Lived Before the
Dawn of Civilization

By L. R. SHERMAN
Author of “The, Sixth Cottonwood,” do.

E paused at the edge of the
conifers and peered down the
broad, grassy slope toward
the tangle of tropical forest. A hard-
wood club with a malachite head
lashed to it swung nervously in one
hand. Giant grasses, tree ferns, cy-
cads, strange survivors of a far
earlier age, thrust themselves a hun-
dred feet in the air among trees of
a tougher, finer grain.
Huge lianas, like throttling ropes,

formed additional hosts to an endless
tangle of parasitic and epiphytic
growths, bromelias, orchids and
mosses, all preventing visual exami-
nation of the jungle to a depth of
more than a few feet.

Yet it was not upon his eyes alone,
set beneath their bony brow ridges,
that this dawn man with the brown
skin covered with a fine fuzz, de-
pended for information.

His slightly flaring nostrils below
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their flat bridge were in intermittent
motion as he tested the heavy odors
that drifted up to him with each
slight shift of the wind, and his ears
twitched ever so slightly as distant
roars and grunts, and the occasional
crashing of heavy, unseen bodies
brought warning of terrifying mon-
sters inhabiting the lowland.

There was fear of the unknown in
his eyes, and curiosity. For it was
by fear that his kind had survived,
and by curiosity that they had
evolved into the then highest type
of mammalian life. And, too, there
were slight changes of expression in
the eyes, as of the dimming and
brightening of some inner light, the
unmistakable stamp of an increasing-
ly active and primitive intelligence.

INCE early morning, when he had
Sslain the little three-toed horse,
Hipparion, by the water-hole, Gar
had been following an elusive scent.
Once during his search it had been
bo strong he had let desire becloud
caution. He had charged out of the
forest, to run directly across a plain
dotted with high rock outcrops.

The fetid odor of decaying flesh
from a near-by hole in the rocks,
and a snarling growl followed by the
big head and huge, furred body of
a cave bear lumbering toward him,
had sent him racing madly for the
nearest trees.

At that moment a sharp cry of ter-
ror had come from the other end of
the glade. A shift of his gaze and
he saw one of his own kind leap
to a low branch and disappear among
the foliage of awide-spreading maple,
while the mate of his own pursuer
reared to its full height and shot one

massive paw toward an escaping
prey.
Restlessly, at times forgetting

briefly the object of his search, Gar
had been drawn into unknown ter-
ritory. Now and then the alluring
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scent had focused an ever present
desire and he had traveled purpose-
fully.

An air current drifted along the
edge of the forest through which he
had advanced. It brought once more
the message that was a call, an invi-
tation. He turned abruptly to ex-
amine a spur of the coniferous
growth which descended almost to
the edge of the steaming jungle be-
low, and had a brief glimpse of her,
one of his own kind, gathering suc-
culent seed cones.

He hurried forward as she moved
out of sight among the trees. As he
neared the spur, every sense on
guard with the unremitting caution
of the eternally hunted, the faintest
suggestion of movement back in a
denser group of conifers captured
his attention. His advance became
slower, more cautious. In the gloom
at the edge of the clump he detected
a dark shape, vague and formless.

Gar moved closer. A protective in-
stinct, rather than any premeditated
chivalry, guided his advance so as
to bring him between the unknown
and the place where he had last seen
the female.

He had followed her away from
the vicinity of his own kind for
nearly the whole day, and she had
lured him on, never quite losing
touch. Though he had not yet caught
her, he knew she was his, and pro-
tecting his own was a part of his
nature.

URTHER movement among the
dense trees. A broad, stubby head
was thrust past the low-hanging
branches and little, malicious eyes
stared unwinkingly beyond Gar.
Then Gar saw the female, much
closer than he had thought. She had
stepped from behind a tree and was
plucking apart a cone and eating the
seeds, glancing furtively at him from
behind the long waving hair that
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partially shielded her features. The
animal came into the open, ex-
posing a grayish, furred body the
size of a bear, but with a heavy tail
and less sturdily formed legs. Gar
roared a hoarse cry of both warning
and challenge as he lunged forward.

Amphicyons, neither bear nor dog,
but exhibiting characteristics of each,
was hungry. He had been driven
from his mate by a younger, more
active male, and had been many
days nursing the wounds which had
curtailed his hunting.

E would not otherwise have at-
tacked these two-legged mam-
mals who could easily escape him in
the trees, or, if cornered, put up a
savage battle with crude but punish-
ingly effective weapons. His lips
writhed back from enlarged crushing
teeth and a grunting snarl rumbled
from his throat as he swerved to
close with the suddenly discovered
Gar. Himself bristling with quick
rage, Gar answered the snarl with a
short, throaty cry. The bear-dog’s
charge did not swerve from its
straight line when Gar leaped aside
at the last instant. As the small-
brained animal plunged past, the mal-
achite clubhead whistled downward.
The half-bear grunted, staggered
and tried to reverse its charge. The
club swung again in a vicious arc
which ended with a sharp crack. A
grunting roar was checked as he
went to his knees. A third time the
club came down, and the bear-dog
straightened out, its hind legs
twitching slightly.

Impelled by some primitive in-
stinct he could not and did not try
to understand, Gar placed a foot on
the warm body and sent a call of vic-
tory rolling along the forest aisles.
The call was immediately echoed by
a shrill cry from the clean-limbed
female as she flashed toward the edge
of the tropical forest.
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One quick glance behind him, and
Gar raced in her wake. Machaerodus,
the saber-tooth, had been attracted by
the sound of battle, and was ap-
proaching with cushion-footed speed,
his six-inch tusks gleaming in the
light of the descending sun, his
stubby tail twitching with eagerness.

The female had reached the far-

flung limbs of a huge gingko and
was rapidly ascending toward its
crown when Gar leaped upward,

caught the lowest branch, and swung
to safety. The tiger had been di-
verted by the fresh kill just long
enough to give him his chance, yet
in its last leap had nearly plucked
Gar from the branch.

Gar thrust the handle of the stone-
headed club through the hide string
of his loin covering of ocelot fur, and
climbed quickly. Beneath him the
saber-tooth snarled with disappoint-
ment, but Anally returned to the body
of the bear-dog.

The female no longer fled from
Gar. She sat in a great crotch, watch-
ing his approach. Like his own, her
eyes contained a sparkle of intelli-
gence, of intelligence and of admira-
tion for the prowess and courage of
this big male who had clung to her
trail since dawn.

HE moved farther along the

branch as he swung up and
squatted beside her. Both of them
shot startled glances along a narrow,
open lane that stretched into the
steaming jungle. They could not
make out the ground far below, but
they could see the thick foliage sway
as some gigantic beast moved pon-
derously along.

A shrill scream had broken out
some place down there, the cry of
an animal being torn to death. The
scream changed to short, intermit-
tent cries. A horrible, worrying
sound accompanied them.

The tall grasses swayed and small
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trees crashed with the impact of
heavy, threshing bodies. A humped,

slate-colored back, with twin rows of
erect, three-foot, bony plates along
the spine, appeared briefly in the line
of their vision.

Other movements and other sounds,
increasing in number as darkness set-
tled swiftly, announced the presence
of additional survivors of a long
dead age, when colossal reptiles dom-
inated the earth and nature's first
experiments with mammals were just
beginning.

E female moved closer to her

mate, shivering, her teeth chat-
tering faintly. She made soft, throaty
sounds which were answered by harsh
monosyllables from Gar.

"I am Gar, who travels alone, and
who is not afraid,” he volunteered.

Though his tone was guttural and
his words brave, he gripped with a
convulsive clutch a branch just above
him.

In a near-by tree what had looked
like a black vine, twice as big
around as his own thick neck, had
moved and wa3 slithering silently
toward the ground.

*1 am Eia, whom only you would
follow to the edge of this sweating,
black forest. Have you ever been
here before?”

Gar shook his head. He was listen-
ing to the snarling and bickering of
the hyenadons as they circled rest-
lessly, waiting for Machaerodus to
eat his fill that they might fight over
what was left of the carcass.

“We have come far from the up-
lands, where our kind used to find
safety in their tree nests at night.
But there have suddenly come
strange, spotted cats, many as the
leaves and hungry, who can climb
better than our people. Many of us
have been killed, and there is no way
of escape. Do we go back there,
Gar?”
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Gar brooded silently while he lis-
tened to the increasing sounds of
the night-prowling carnivore back on
the higher ground, and the fearsome,
reptilian noises that came from the
swamp at whose edge they had taken
shelter. Slowly, with a troubled
frown, he shook his head.

"l do not know. We stay here to-
night. When the light comes again
we may know what to do. We can-
not stay here long. It is not safe.
We must find our own kind.”

“But the spotted cats?”

Gar did not answer. Eia crept close
to him and likewise remained silent
while she regarded him curiously by
the pale light of a queerly spotted
moon.

Throughout the long hours of
darkness he seemed never to be fully
asleep. Sometimes his eyes were half
shut while his mate dozed beside
him. Then they would open wide,
quickly. Now and then his ears
would twitch slightly, or his nose
wrinkle and his muscles tense, as
some sour, reptilian smell rose to
him with the miasmic vapors.

T much of the time he stared

sightlessly into the depths below,
his brow furrowed in an effort at con-
nected thought. Now and then his
eyes would brighten with the ap-
proaching birth of an idea. His ef-
fort to cling to it, to bring it forth
where it might be more closely ex-
amined, seemed almost physical.

At length, when the night was
nearly past, and with the distant
glow of the unborn idea still burning
tantalizingly in the background of
his consciousness, he settled himself
more comfortably in the crotch and
slept fitfully beside his newly ac-
quired mate.

With the coming of the sun the
terrifying noises from swampy jungle
and wooded upland subsided. The
carnivore, having eaten their fill, had
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returned to their hiding places to re-
lapse into torpor while their digestive
processes functioned.

R, with Eia by his side, left the

gingko, cut across the spur of
coniferous forest and headed north-
ward toward country they knew.
There was an eagerness about Gar's
movements, as though sleep had de-
veloped the idea he had not been able
to grasp the night before and he was
anxious to act upon it

A rolling parkland, dotted with
groves of willow and oak, was
crossed at a half lope, for these
dawn-men were more at home on the
ground than they were in the trees.
The trees were now only their
refuge; the ground had become their
natural domain.

An occasional small group of mas-
todons at the edge of the larger
groves eyed them curiously, or trum-
peted alarm, throwing up their tusked
heads and disappearing, their huge,
neutral-colored bodies given protec-
tive coloration against the gray back-
ground of the tree trunks. Marmots
whistled shrilly and dived into their
holes. Toward noon Gar squatted by
a runway and Kkilled two hares Eia
drove to him.

They ate and rested in the crotch
of a tree. To the north Gar could
see the edge of the black forest
where the families of his kind built
their crude platforms high in the
trees, to obtain their rest secure
from the night-prowling meat-eaters.
He stared at it for some moments
and then his gaze slowly swept east-
ward where, blue in the distance,
rolling hills made an uneven horizon.

In Gar’s sixth year Megalicitis, the
mammoth weasel, had caught Gar's
mother and Gar had had to shift for
himself. = Compulsory independence
and an insatiable curiosity had made
a rover of Gar and had developed in
him a far greater ability to take care
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of himself in a hostile world than
others of his age who had remained
dependent for several years longer
than he.

As he looked thoughtfully at the
distant outlines of the hills, he re-
called one journey far among them,
and of the discovery he had made

there. That discovery had been the
fertile soil out of which his idea
had grown. He turned suddenly to

face Eia, who was watching him with
a warm glow deep in her brooding
eyes.

“l have not been in the forest for
five or six suns. It was between
here and the big trees that | picked
up your scent and followed. Tell me
more of the spotted cats,” he de-
manded.

Her eyes dilated slightly, and the
fine hair along her spine between
the shoulders rose stiffly. She did
not answer for a moment. Finally:

“There were few the first night.

We heard their voices, deep and
hoarse. One of our men saw a pair
of yellow eyes on the limb where

his platform was built. They came
closer. He threw his spear.

“There was a spitting snarl, a hot
breath in his face and white teeth;
a paw, swift as a striking snake,
raked the side of his head and he
dropped screaming to the ground.
He bounced from the branches on
the long way down and was dead
when he landed. He was my father.”

E paused. Gar made no com-
ment. At last she continued:
"Five other platforms were at-
tacked. Three of our people were
carried off. None of the cats were
seen the next day, though one of
the women found the bones of a child
one had eaten. The next night and
the next, more and more of them

came.
"There was no escape.
coming unsafe even by day.

It was be-
None
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were left but me in my tree. With
the rising sun | ran toward where
the warm winds come from. Then,

while | was resting in a high tree
not far from here, 1 saw you follow-
ing. | do not know if any of our
people are alive now.

ATTTHEN | left many of them

VV had crowded on to the big
platforms of Lig and another, which
they had joined together. The males
with clubs and spears were on the
outside; the females and young in
the center. Those who could not
get on the platforms squatted on the
branches.

“Maybe the big cats will be afraid
of that tree—until they become very
hungry. There were always more
coming. One nearly caught me in
the last tree. That is all."

“We must hurry. The cold winds
which have been coming down from
beyond the forest have driven the
cats to us. Cats do not like the
cold, I have found. But first we will
visit my platform. Follow!” and he
swung toward the ground.

Their course quartered toward the
dark line of black forest in the north.
They came to a lone, round-knobbed
hill on top of which a solitary tulip-
tree towered over two hundred feet
in the air. At its base were the re-
mains of Gar’s many feasts; whitened
bones, picked clean by vultures, the
larger ones cracked open by the
scavenging hyenadons.

The rough trunk, ascending a hun-
dred feet before branching thickly,
upheld an ideal refuge, and the up-
per branches became a perfect look-
out. Using both feet and hands on
the deeply furrowed bark Gar and
I3fa ascended almost as easily as if
by ladder.

A small, firm platform had been
erected in the thickest of the lower
branches. On it was spread the skin
of an antelope. Beside the skin lay
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a number of crude stone implements
and several spears with points of
splintered leg bones of the camelops.

Gar picked out the lightest of the
spears and a granite-headed club with
a thin, pliable handle and handed
them to Eia.

He himself took the largest spear
and hung it from one shoulder by the
aid of a looped thong.

From his home and watch-tower
Gar led the way toward the forest.
Late afternoon found them at its
edge. Eia, her glances darting swift-
ly among the trees, suddenly gripped
Gar’'s arm and pointed.

A thick-set, feline shape, with a
basic color of tan, and spotted with
black rosettes, lay stretched out on a
limb thirty feet above the ground.

E big jaguar’s lips curled back

and its spitting challenge brought
Gar’s spear to his hand. He balanced
the weapon a second, then slowly
shook his head and led the way into
the forest.

Though he saw only a few of the
cats who had been disappointed in
their night hunting and were search-
ing for some easy daylight victims,
his nose told him of their presence in
great numbers.

But there was more than the fetor
of the cats in the air; there was the
scent of death, death of many of his
own kind. He came upon their bones
soon, picked clean and cracked open
for the marrow they had contained.
Swiftly as caution would allow, and
directly as possible while avoiding
trees with low branches from which
the sharp-clawed felines might drop
on them, Gar and Eia headed for the
refuge of the surviving members of
their people.

They found them, dull-eyed after
two days and a night of constant
vigil, many of the males weak from
the loss of blood and stiffened by
deep, knifelike claw rakes, huddled
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on a double platform in the top of
a tall beech.

There were less than thirty of the
tribe’s two hundred members left.
They set up a jabbering when Gar
and Eia, unmarked and apparently
fresh, joined them.

Gar, his deep-set eyes alive with
enthusiasm over the plan which had
been stewing in his mind, shook his
malachite club above his head and
roared a demand for silence. He ob-
tained it

HAVE heard of the coming of

J- the spotted cats. | have seen
what they have done. There will be
more coming down with the cold
winds. To stay here is death for
everyone. You know | have roamed
far and seen many things.

“l have come to take you to a
place where you will be safe from
these Kkillers who are swifter and
surer in the trees than yourselves.
The sun is nearly down. The cats
will be hunting again with the dark.

You cannot survive another night.
We must start at once. Who will
come ?”

As he paused, looking them over,
a great chattering and gesticulating
arose. Everyone tried to speak at
once. It was evident that the
females with young and the younger
men wanted to go. The older, who
thought they were wiser, shook their
heads, vaguely uneasy. They were
being asked to leave the only homes
they had ever known. Fear of the
new and untried was deep rooted.
The enthusiasm of youth had long
since atrophied.

Finally, from the opposite end of
the platform, a huge dawn man with
more and coarser hair on his 1e6S
symmetrically shaped body, rose from
a squatting position and strode
through the huddle. There were many
scars, new and old, on his dark hide.
They were the badges of courage, as
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were the heavier brow ridges and the
more acute facial angle evidences of
a lower average of intelligence.

This was Lig, builder of the plat-
form, the mightiest fighter of the
tree people and, if ever they could
have been said to have had one, their
leader. He halted in front of Gar
and his heavier build contrasted with
the lighter, cleaner lines of the
younger man. His little, red-rimmed
eyes roved over the symmetrical form
of Eia, then concentrated their stare
on Gar.

“1 have killed many of the cats.
I will kill more if | stay. If any-
one leads the tree people, | do. Gar
lives apart. He is not one of us.
Why should we go where he leads?”

OT the words, but the insulting
manner of the chattered objec-

tion, caused Gar to stiffen and bare
his teeth. He naif raised his club
as little red lights began to glow in
his own eyes.

“Where will Lig lead?” he half
snarled in challenging interrogation.

For a moment longer the huge Lig
stared at the bristling Gar. Then
his lips drew back from protruding,
buck teeth.

"Where Gar shows me.”

Eia leaned close, after a fearful
glance into the sky.

“It grows dark, Gar. The cats will
be hunting soon. Let us hurry.”

Gar listened to the pleading of his
mate and some of the rage, that had
threatened to become blinding, left

him. He looked steadily at Lig for
a moment, then slowly faced the
others.

“The time grows short. Any who
want safety follow. 1 go,” and close-
ly followed by Eia, he swung from
the platform and commenced a
swift descent.

The chattering arose again, and
above the noise the heavy tones of
Lig roared orders. But some of the
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younger males, and a number of the
females with young clinging to them,
followed.

With the first reduction of their
numbers others joined the exodus,
until Lig alone was left standing on
the platform beside the body of a
male who had tried to push past him
in the wake of Gar and Eia.

Somewhere a jaguar squalled
hoarsely. There was a shifting of
forms in many of the trees and the
spotted bodies of the cats in restless
movement grew visible. With a last
quick look around, Lig slung his
huge club over one shoulder and fol-
lowed his hurrying companions.

R, with Eia a pace in the rear,

led the way swiftly into the open
country. The sun had touched the
horizon when they reached a grove
of maples. Here the tree dwellers
mounted to the branches for the
night.

Gar, from his perch in the first
large tree, glanced back over their
route in the last light of the setting
sun. He thought he could see vague,
almost imperceptible movements at
the edge of the black woods, as
though the spotted cats lacked only
one slightly bolder than the rest to
take the trail of their retreating
prey.

For the second night Gar remained
awake for long hours. Not only the
danger of a night attack by the
jaguars on the exhausted and sleep-
ing tree people, but a slowly awaken-
ing and altogether unfamiliar sense
of responsibility worried him.

As on the previous night, he
wrestled with half formed thoughts
that constant effort made clearer.
This unaccustomed mental activity
was a self-imposed torture which
brought its own reward in answers
to most of the problems.

Gar was the first of his tribe who
had ever done any extended, consecu-
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tive thinking. He realized this dim-
ly, and with the realization came a
partially understood appreciation of
the advantage it gave him over the
others.

Before daylight he had succeeded
in picking out the route he would
follow during the next day's march,
the order in which the tribe would
travel for the safety of the weaker,
and the nature and source of their
food supply.

Because certain death lay behind
for any who became separated from
the group and were lost, and because
they were traveling into an unknown
country with unguessed and there-
fore doubly fearsome dangers of
which only Gar knew, the tribe blind-
ly carried out Gar's simple direc-
tions during the next march.

Late that day one of the grass-eat-
ing Toxodons was Kkilled and the
hungry tribe feasted. Thereafter
they followed Gar gladly and obeyed
without question. Only the powerful
Lig sulked and followed, nursing a
resentment that increased with the
popularity of Gar.

AND Gar never ceased to marvel
at the sense of surging power
each battle within his increasingly
active brain brought him. He began
to feel a queer stimulation at thought
of his nightly mental exercises. They
became something to look forward to
throughout the hours of alert travel.
The fifth day found the tribe well
within the rolling hills, threading
their way over steeper slopes and
down into ever deeper and more
precipitously walled valleys. There
had been but five lost. These had
died when a wounded, single-horned
rhinoceros, Teleoceras had charged
with pain maddened blindness into
the midst of the migrating tribe.
Gar was undisputed leader now.
Lig had once challenged his author-
ity when he was about to lead the
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tribe past an inviting forest of ideal
trees for platform-nests.

For perhaps the first time in man's
generations of evolution, a dozen of
the males had voluntarily gone in-
to concerted action. They had caught
up their weapons and moved up be-
hind Gar.

IG had taken one glowering look
L at them and at Gar, who was
crouched in anticipation of the bat-
tle, and had turned away growling
to himself.

The sixth and seventh days they
traversed a barren country of solid
rock, devoid of either vegetable or
animal life. Sometimes the rock was
hot. At other times strange gaseous
odors came from the fissures at their
feet. Once one of the men had sud-
denly become ill as he knelt over to
peer down into the blackness of a
crack larger than the rest.

On his previous journey across this
stretch, Gar had been weak with hun-
ger before finally securing food. This
time the men Kkilled a supply and the
women carried it. That plan had
been a minor triumph, giving to Gar
confidence in his new conception of
advance planning against known
dangers.

That night the band toiled upward
to a bald knob of rock and followed
with their glances Gar's extended
arm.

“We stay here tonight. There, be-
yond the white line, lies our new
home,” he stated.

They saw a grayish, white ridge
extending across a near eastern hori-
zon. They noted green foliage crown-
ing this bare rock and felt that be-
fore them was a land of plenty. It
justified their confidence in their
leader. They visioned security in a
forest of taller, more comfortable
trees, undiscovered by the nightmare
of enemies which had swept down
upon them, and were content.

143

And that night, seated a little apart
from the others, staring with unsee-
ing eyes at the dim, eastern sky line,
Gar slept scarcely at all. A peril
greater than any they had faced since
leaving the black forest lay at the
end of the next day's march.

An hour before the first light Gar
moved among the sleeping people,
quietly awakening a dozen of the
younger, more reckless jnalcs and
motioning them aside. Among those
he summoned was the fighter Lig and
one of his own age called Tonax,
who had, throughout the trek, whole-
heartedly supported Gar and un-
guestioningly carried out his orders.
When the little group were gathered
some distance from the others, Gar
addressed them softly.

"l have picked you because you
are the best fighters and brave. To
win our new homes we have first to
overcome a great enemy. Except
Tonax, we will leave at once. Tonax
will guide the others along our trail
when the sun is directly overhead.
At the ridge he will wait until one
of us comes back and says it is safe
for our mates and the young ones to
come.”

HE paused and, with the exception
of Tonax, whose features be-
trayed disappointment at not being
with the advance party, all waited
eagerly for him to continue.

“It may well be that all of us will
not come back. Is there anyone who
fears to go?”

Lig spoke up. “I do not fear, and
you know it. But | do not go until
I know what the enemy is and
where.”

One or two of the others nodded
agreement. Tonax broke in eagerly:

“Let Lig take my place. | will go,
and gladly fight instead of leading
the women.”

And then, as if by inspiration, was
born perhaps the first bit of uncon-
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scious diplomacy ever spoken among
the tree-dwellers. Gar leaned toward
Tonax and his guttural voice was
tinged with pride.

“Because the old men know you
have been second to me in command,
Tonax, | have chosen you to guide
them. With no other in charge would
I feel sure of them following.”

AND as a touch of pride appeared
in the young man’s bearing, Gar
turned to Lig.

“Because you are probably the
bravest and mightiest of the men, |
have chosen you, Lig, to join us.
When the time comes, you will all
know what and how we are to battle.”

He arose as he finished, and the
others, satisfied, quietly returned to
the sleeping place to pick out their
weapons and follow their leader.

None of them noticed Eia raise
her head once and then drop it and
close her eyes. Nor did they detect
her slip quietly to one side and fol-
low at a distance after they had de-
parted.

Half the morning had passed be-
fore the little party topped the lime-
stone ridge and looked across the in-
tervening valley to the high cliff,
divided horizontally half way to its
crest by what appeared to be a broad

shelf. And in the face of the cliff,
level with the floor of the ledge,
was a series of small black dots. Gar

addressed them.

“It is five moons since | was here.
This i3 what | found, and 1 will tell
you what we must do,” and for some
time he spoke rapidly, illustrating
his words with acting which carried
home the plan of battle.

The others watched him closely
with shining eyes, some of them prac-
ticing his postures. Even Lig was
silenced by such an exhibition of
primitive strategy as he had never
before witnessed.

In single file, with Gar in the lead
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and Lig directly behind him, they
threaded their way cautiously and si-
lently up the narrow game trail that
led to the shelf. As they drew to
its level they could see that the black
spots in the cliff were the low mouths
of many caves.

Over the floor of the shelf were
strewn slabs and chunks of lime-
stone. Careful to step on none of
those which were movable and would
rattle, they approached the first of
the caves. Each man was armed with
two light, throwing spears with
knifelike heads of bone and one long,
heavy lance whose head was com-
posed of a sharp sliver of stone.

Gar reached the first cave and
thrust his head into the opening, his
glance boring the darkness, his nos-
trils twitching slightly as he tested
its air. He shook his head slightly,
motioned to those behind, and con-
tinued to the next cave. And so they
went until nearly half of the caves
had been passed.

Then they came to one from which
a little stream of water trickled, to
flow in its shallow channel across
the ledge and fall in a tinkling cas-
cade to the valley below.

ERE was no need to thrust a

head into the cave's mouth to test
the air. The fetor reached them be-
fore they were opposite the opening,
and scattered bones before it told
something of its occupants.

Gar moved back some twenty feet
from the cave and faced it, laying
down his spears. Lig and four others
crossed in front and ranged them-
selves on each side. The six men re-
maining formed a line opposite Lig
and his companions. This done, they
looked at Gar.

He had picked up a half dozen
chunks of limestone. One after an-
other, as fast as he could throw, he
hurled them far into the cave. At
first nothing happened. Then one



ANOTHER STEP

rock barely cleared the low roof in
its whistling course to the extreme
rear of the cave.

ASNARL, followed by a cavernous
roar, seemed almost to cause the
ledge they stood on to tremble. Gar
stooped and snatched up two of his
throwing spears as he stared into the
black hole. The others tensed,
crouched, and waited.

Two luminous, greenish eyes ap-
peared. Behind them another pair,
slightly less wide apart, glittered in
the blackness. Gar hurled one spear
after the other, and dropped to one
knee, to recover his heavy lance. A
spitting snarl as the eyes sank lower,
then the giant, striped body of a
sabre-tooth, the most dreaded of the
major carnivore, leaped into the open.

A dozen spears were hurled. Half
of them lodged in the body of the
mammoth cat and the golden stripes
became crimson. But he did not
pause. He saw only the kneeling
Gar ahead of him and rose to his
hind legs as he neared his enemy,
the claws in his forefeet extended
like curved scimitars.

Even as Machaerodus was upon
him. Gar’s quick survey of his men
informed him that he could expect
no help from them. The smaller, but
fiercer female had followed the
charge of her mate, and she had not
been lured past the double line of
tree-men.

On hind feet, with both forepaws
whipping in blows with lightning
speed, and long upper canines slash-
ing murderously, she sprang among
them and they, the bravest of the
tribe, had closed in, stabbing, stab-
bing, stabbing.

Then the male was directly over
his quarry. The kneeling Gar swayed
back and, both hands grasping the
lance whose butt was wedged against
a slab of stone, he raised the point
and held it steady.
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Machaerodus, dropping forward to
crush his insignificant enemy while
he ripped open his throat with one
sweep of a daggerlike tusk, felt the
point enter his breast and whipped
a forepaw at the cause of the searing
pain. But the blow was ineffective.
The full weight of his massive body
drove in the stone head on its thick
shaft.

Gar leaped aside at the last frac-
tion of a second, but he was too late.
The weight of one massive foreleg
pinned him to the rocky floor and
he could feel the claws sinking into
his shoulder as the open jaws of the
big cat swung to slash with their
six inch tusks. He instinctively
threw one arm up to protect his
throat, though he knew it would no
more divert the death stroke than
a blade of grass.

A lithe figure darted across his re-
stricted field of vision. A piercing
cry accompanied the swift stab of a
light spear.

E gaping jaws of the saber-

tooth were checked and the broad
head thrust backward as the whole,
fiercely fighting weight of Eia threw
itself into the stroke of the weapon
that had entered the throat of Ma-
chaerodus.

A moment later Gar squirmed him-
self from under the weight of the
big foreleg and, after a quick glance
at the unharmed, shaking figure of
his mate kneeling beside the dead
cat, he whirled to join his com-
panions.

Four of them, torn and motionless,
lay among the stone slabs. The
others, one with arms slashed from
shoulder to wrist, had drawn back.
The female, with one hindquarter
dragging where she had been ham-
strung by a spear thrust in the back
of the thigh, was backed against the
cliff.

As Gar started forward, Lig, whose
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own left side was a mass of blood
dripping from ribbons of torn flesh,
made a swift motion with his spear.
The female answered the feint, rising
on one hind quarter.

Lig flashed in, the spear stabbing
out with all the strength of his mus-
cular right arm. A scream of fury
and pain and a wild, swift slash of
armed paws, a gurgling noise from
the impaled throat and a few reflex
twitches of the muscles, and she col-

lapsed.
But Lig lay with agonized eyes
beside her. The cat's last, vicious

stroke had torn open his unprotected
side.

Gar looked down at him.

"The bravest and mightiest warrior
of our people.”

ACE and understanding came at
last into the eyes of Lig even as
they glazed in death.

Gar straightened and looked
around. Obeying his swift commands,
the remnant of the fighters secured
spears and continued along the shelf.
Though there was evidence of pre-
vious occupancy in other caves, they
found no inhabitants. Machaerodus
and his mate had been rulers of that
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ledge and had tolerated no others
near them.

When Tonax led up the balance of
the tribe just as darkness was set-
tling, they found abundant meat and

the skins of animals spread in sev-
eral of the caves.
ABS of limestone lay on the
ground inside each cave mouth

and when, still doubtful of this new
mode of life, they entered and were
shown how to raise the slabs and
brace them with stout logs whose
ends were wedged into the caves’
floor, they composed themselves to
uneasy sleep.

Within a week faith in their first,
true leader, who with his mate occu-
pied a comfortable cave at the head
of the platform, had developed into
an unshaken loyalty.

They were accustomed to the
prowling of the meat-eaters outside
their blocked cave mouths at night
and convinced of their safety. Noth-
ing could have induced them to re-
turn to the old, hazardous, uncom-
fortable platform-nests in the trees.
They had truly and irrevocably be-
come cave-men. Another step in the
long journey upward had been taken.
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have learned music this easy way
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quick easy ?/

Half a million—what n gigantic orchestra they
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ing the pleasure and popularity of being able to play
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ELL, here we are again,
W fellow adventurers. Winter

has passed and Spring is
here. And what a tough old winter
she was in this northern hemisphere
of ours. More snow, more cold, more
floods and blizzards than we've known
for many years.

Byrd, Ellsworth and Wilkins es-
caped the tough winter by running
off to the South Pole where it was
nice and warm. Colonel Lindbergh
and his wife got back just in time to
get caught in the tail end of it

Ye Olde Globe Trotter was snow-
bound in the mountains of New
Hampshire—and has just got back
to the home plate.

On page 160 you'll find the names
of some of the charter members of
the Globe Trotters Club—next month
I'll print more. So that now you'll
know just who and where your fel-
low members are.

Join at Once

You readers of THRILLING AD-
VENTURES who haven't sent in
your applications for membership
should do so at once. Clip the appli-
cation blank appearing on page 156
of this magazine, sign it, mail it, and
enclose with it a stamped self-ad-
dressed envelope if you want a hand-
some membership card entitling you
to all the rights and privileges of a
charter member in this unique, world-
wide organization with members scat-
tered far and wide, all over the face
of this old earth.
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There are no obligations, no dues,
no qualifications necessary for mem-
bership except a whole-hearted inter-
est in adventure and a willingness to
exchange information with fellow
members.

I have had some letters from wide-
ly scattered readers of THRILLING
ADVENTURES lately, complaining
about the dearth of present day op-
portunities for soldiers of fortune.
The plaint seems to be so widespread
that | am going to take up a few
columns of type matter in proving
that those fellows who wrote in were
all wet. Here goes!

Soldiers of Fortune

AREAL soldier of fortune doesn't
seek for opportunities to ply his
unique profession. He makes them.
What, with all the revolutions brew-
ing now in all parts of the world,
does anyone mean by implying that
opportunities for real, red-blooded he-
man adventure have passed into the
limbo of forgotten things?

Don’'t believe that nonsense, fel-
lows. Two or three generations from
now, your children and your chil-
dren’s children will be reading about
soldiers of fortune who are operating
right now, men with all the glamour
and romantic appeal that you and I
dwell on now when we read of the
bold, daring exploits of Captain Kidd,
Morgan, and the other buccaneers.

When the true story of the present
coup d'etat and revolution in Cuba

(Continued on page 150)
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finally find their way into print, 1'll
bet my last remaining shirt and all
the members in the Globe Trotters
Club that the bold, daring hands and
brains of a few wandering soldiers of
fortune were at the bottom of it all
You read much of Colonel Fulgencia
Batista, the little army sergeant who
usurped command of the Cuban
Army, deposing generals, colonels,
and all the other brass hats. Yet,
you fail to picture him as a soldier
of fortune.

He is that in all the term implies,
risking his neck and his freedom by
placing himself in the van of the un-
derdogs who succeeded under his
leadership in throwing the "ins” out.

A Native of Cuba

He is a native of Cuba, and thus
didn't have to wander far to make
his opportunity to ply his chosen
profession. However, from the inner
provinces of Cuba to the capital at
Havana, as commander of the na-
tional army, is a long journey for a
small, illiterate man, and that was
what Fulgencia was before he began
his amazing career.

But the little Cuban is not the only
soldier of fortune plying his pro-
fession with considerable success
right now. There is another one
down in the Gran Chaco, the littoral
of the Paraguay River dividing Bo-
livia and Uraguay.

The Guiding Hand Behind the
Bolivian Army

R over a year and a half the
armies of Bolivia and Uraguay
have been battling in the Gran Chaco,
a dense, almost impenetrable area of
uninhabited jungle bordering on the
Paraguay River along the frontiers
of the two countries.
Although the battle casualties have
been greater than those suffered by
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the whole American army during the
entire period of the World War, the
bloody hand-to-hand fighting going
on continuously in that remote, deso-
late spot in South America has at-
tracted little notice from the people
of the northern hemisphere.

Why, it certainly is most difficult
to understand.

All the glamour of bloody battle,
all the drama of bitter war, all the
adventure of desperate, striving, he-
roic souls is epitomized in the epic
struggle now taking place there, in
that almost unknown littoral.

Valiant Bolivians

E Uraguayan army has had all

the tactical and strategic advan-
tages of being nearer their base, their
source of supplies, of having better
transportation facilities, and of de-
fending the inner ring of a circle.
But the valiant Bolivian army has
fought the Uraguayans to a stand-
still, has managed to retain its ten-
uous, precarious hold on the ring of
forts bordering the frontier, despite
these manifest advantages.

And who is the guiding hand be-
hind this marvelous Bolivian army,
you no doubt will ask? Well, none
other, my dear fellow adventurers,
but a born-in-the-blood soldier of for-
tune—a German named Kirsch.

For two years before the hostili-
ties began, he drilled, trained, this
nondescript aggregation of Bolivian
peons until they were molded into a
formidable battle force. Then he left
to pursue the same activities else-
where. When they were routed in
the Gran Chaco in the early stages
of the conflict, he returned to piece
the remnants of his once efficient
force together again.

Ever since, the lines of the Boliv-
ians have held like a steel band under
the persistent charges of the hopeful
Uraguayans. Bending a little at

(Continued on page 152)
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THE STRANGE
EXOTIC WORLD
OF TWILIGHT

MYSTERIOUS FASCINATION

THE THIRD SEX!
MAN OR WOMAN?
CAN YOU TELL
“THEM” FROM
OTHERS?

O.G reatSocialE viltbtccven ed

Now a Doctor has dared to tear away
the veil of mystery that hides the facts
behind homosexuality. In blunt under-
standable words he describes the unbe-
lievable facts. “STRANGE LOVES. A
Study in Sexual Abnormalities,”

Dr. La Forest Potter, noted authority, Iis
a document so weird, so startling, as
to amaze the civilized world. Dr. Potter says,
"NO MAN ON EARTH HAS A CHANCE
AGAINST A WOMAN ONCE SHE HAS

SUCCUMBED TO ANOTHER WOMAN."
A startling, provocative indictment against

Dr. Potter tells about the hidden secret
passions that dominate these women's
exotic lives. He talks about the tragic
duality of the effeminate man—nhalf man
—half woman. Fearlessly, openly, the
meaning of many misunderstood sub-
jects is brought under the searchlight of
truth.  Sadism— Necrophilia — Phallic
Worship — Sodomy—Pederasty — Tri-
badism— Saphism—Uranism—the nor-

the false modesty that has been respon-
sible for the growth of these fantastio
amatory curiosities among
savage and civilized races.

For hundreds of years men and
women have talked with hushed
voices about "STRANGE PEO-
PLE"—men who are not men—
women who are not women. No
one has ever dared to talk out In
the open about THE THIRD
SEX. Is it any wonder that the
shocking, lurid facts of this great
social evil are unknown to the
great mass of men and women ?
Because this subject is considered
taboo, strange nick-names have
arisen. "Fairies. Pansies. Queers,
Lesbians, Perverts" — these are
but a few of the names used to
describe these female men and
male teamen.

strange

This document in book form contains bewildering
disclosures and discoveries of a subject that is sel-
dom if ever discussed, that nost people know little
or nothing about—yet one that desenves the nuost
painstaking and thorough investigation. A limited
edition has been Pre ed for ADULTS ONLY.
256 pages, beautifully bound in cloth, printed on fine
paper—for the book lover and collector of rare, eso-
teric literature. Reserve a copy of this book—the
most startling document of its kind—by mailing the
coupon. Order Today— Edition it limited!

ROBERT DODSLEY CO.
110 W. 42nd St., Dept. D-20, New York, N. Y.
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mal man and woman will refuse to be-
lieve that such abnormalities exist and
have been practiced through the ages.

ASTONISHING DISCLOSURES
ABOUT THE WORLD'S MOST
FAMOUS MEN!

How of the famous men of history
were considered “odd”? Socrates, Plato,
Caesar, Virgil, Oscar Wilde, Leonardo da
Vinci, Lord Byron, Tchaikowsky, the
musician; Walt Whitman, the gentle lov-
able poet; NaFOIeon—men and women of
all kinds in all stages of life.

ROBERT DODSLEY CO., Dept. D-20
110 West 42nd Street,
New York, N. Y.

Please wm! me IN PLAIN WRAPPER a ropy of tho original
edition of Dr. La Forest Potter's book "STRANGE LOVES—
A Study in Sexual Abnormalities.” 1 hereby affirm that I
am an adult person.

O 1 am enclosing remittance of $2.00.
postpaid.
O ship C O D

Send book all charges

| promise to pay postman $2.50 plus postage

on delivery

Namo...

Town. State.

(We reserve the right to return all orders after this edition
* (mhauatcvl.  Prepaid orders receive preference and will be
shipped before C. O. 1), orders.) (Canadian and Foreign orders
must be accompanied by remittance for $2.75.)
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times, it is true, but snapping back
into position again with the rebound
of true spring steel, the instant the
overwhelming pressure was removed.

The German soldier of fortune,
General Kirsch, had brought order
out of chaos. He is still down there,
leading his gallant army. If a stray
bullet doesn't get him, it is my guess
that the Uraguayans will some time
soon call it a day. and go back to
their gay capital, Montevideo, leaving
the almost worthless jungle of the
Gran Chaco to Bolivia for better or
worse—and for keeps |

Happy When Battling

How many other soldiers of for-
tune ate serving under the gallant
Kirsch, of course, is unknown. Un-
doubtedly, there are many also in the
opposing army. Soldiers of fortune
are not usually particular on which
side they battle. Just a3 long as they
are battling they are happy—and
dreaming of future battles to fight
when the one they are engaged in is
over.

But the Germans do not have any
strangle hold on top places when
present day soldiers of fortune are
mentioned.

The little town of Bowling Green,
Kentucky, in our own fair country,
boasts one of the most unique and
glamorous figures ever to bear the
appellation of soldier of fortune.

And he is still going strong.

I am referring to Bert Hall, of
course, the man who made Bowling
Green famous.

The Chinese General Chan

LL has been a soldier of fortune

since 1908. When the World War
broke out, he enlisted in the French
Foreign Legion, the only service that
would accept Americans. After a
Bhort period in the trenches, he was
transferred to aviation, and went up
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to the front in December, 1914, the
first American aviator trained in
France to see actual battle service.

In December, 1917, he was assigned
to the French Intelligence Corps, and
made his way through the enemy
lines to Russia disguised as a ma-
chinery salesman. He helped to re-
store Russian morale on the Eastern
Front, then went to Roumania to bol-
ster up the falling morale of France’s
Roumanian allies.

While there he made a long dis-
tance bombing trip to Sofia in Bul-
garia, 542 miles, to bomb the German
Kaiser who was being entertained at
the Palace of the Bulgarian King.
His bombs missed the Kaiser, but did
considerable damage to the Palace.
While his attempt was ineffective, it
gave Bert Hall the unique record of
being the only aviator engaged in
the World War who actually made
an attempt to bomb the Kaiser in per-
son from the air.

Busy—and How!

HEN the war ended, Hall cross-
Wed Siberia, found his way to
China, where he began training Chi-
nese to fly. During the course of the
many revolutions that followed in
that immense and populous country,
Bert Hall was unusually busy.

As General Chan, he commanded
the aviation Corps of one of the
many Chinese governments. And al-
though 53 years old then, he took his
hours in the air with all the rest in
the many aerial battles taking place.

In the course of his varied, check-
ered career, fighting as a soldier of
fortune under twenty different flags,
he shot down over a hundred enemy
planes during aerial combat.

Bowling Green, Kentucky, bows to
no town or city in the world when
it comes to turning out soldiers of
fortune.

Opportunities for soldiers of for-

(Continued on page 154)



S T0 P your RUDLUIE
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Show*rupture
before old-style
truss was ap-
plied.

tniM In place.

r PROOF! ~

Reports on Reducible
Rupture Cases
“LIFTS 400 LBS.I”

"Have no farther aa« for your Appli-
ance aa I'm 0. K. Wore it a year. |
now can lift 400 Ibs., without any
fear.” —John L llelgea, 636 W. Locust
St.. York. Pa.

“CAN RUN UP HILL"

“1 had a rupture about 14 years, then
wore your Appliance for 3" It Is about
a year alnee | threw It away | feel
fine, gaining weight nicely. Ican run
up and down hill"which 1 never coold
before.” — Mr. J. Soederstrom.
Trowbridge Avo., Cleveland,0.

Show* old-style
The
walls of wound can-
not come together.
A cureislmprobable.

Shows perfected In-
ventlon In place,
Note how edges are
drawn together in
normal position.

Shows rupture
before Auto-
mafic Air Cush-
lon is in place,

Sen* On Trial!

My invention isnever sold in stores
nor by agents. Bewareofimitations|
You can get it only from u.s
factories or from my 33 foreign
officesl And Rlsend it to you on trial.
If you don't like it—if it doesn’t
“work”—it costs you NOTHING.
But don’t buy now. Get the facts
about it FIRST! Write metoday. I'll
answer in plain, 6ealed envelope
with amazing information free. Stop
Your RuptureWorries; lendcoupont

BROOKSAPPLIANCE CO.
610-A SUi« St Marshall, Mich.
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Learn About My Perfected

Unique Rupture Invention!

Why worry and suffer with that rup-
ture any longer » Learn NOSVabout my
erfected rupture invention. It has
Brought ease, comfort, and happiness
to thousands by assisting Nature in re-
I|ev!nF1 and curing many cases of re-
ducible hernia! Yon can imagine how
happy these thousands of rupture suf-
ferers were when they wrote me to
report relief, comfort and cures! How
would YOU like to be able to feel
that same happiness—to sit down and
write me such a message—a few months
from today? Hurry—send coupon
quick for Free Rupture Book. PROOF
of results and invention revelation 1

Mysterious-Acting Device
Binds and Draws the Broken
Parts Together as You Would

a Broken Limb!
Surprisingly — continually—my  per-
fected Automatic Air Cushions draw
the broken parts together allowing
Nature, the Great Healer, to swing into
actionl All the while you should ex-
perience the most heavenly comfort
and security. Look! No obnoxious
springs or Pads or metal girdles! No
salves or plastersl My comnplete
pliance is fcather-litc, durable, invisible,
sani and CHEAP IN PRICE/
Wouldn't YOU like to sgy ood-bye”
to_rupture worries and “hello” to
NEW freedom . . . NEW glory in

living . .. NEW happiness—with" the

help of Mother Nature and my
Ar c,mQ,

n n rCOPTflI

tiliptlirC tiOOK V KHitL.
CONFIDENTIAL COUPON
lor RUPTURE EUFFENEW

. Brooks,
A State St. .Marshall,Mich.

Rash me yoar new Free Book,
amaxlag rupture method re-
velation, proof of resolts, ell
without obligation, and In
plain, eealed envelope.

Name.
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woman 0O
or child Q
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(Continued from page 152)
Jeff,
(apologies to Milt Gross). The world

tune? Don’'t make me fellows

is full of them!

Not Things of the Past

The adventurous hearts
beat in the chests -of Chinese Gordon
and William Walker are not things of
beat
counterparts. Fulgencia
Kirsch, Bert Hall,
Sam Dreben, Tex O'Reilly, and hosts
of others, just as courageous, just as
but

to the world at

that once

the past. The same hearts still
in living

Batista, General

resourceful, little or completely
unknown
So much for that, 1

to other matters.

large.
must hurry on

Here's an author with a yarn to

spin—on paper, and a note of thanks

to the readers of THRILLING AD-
VENTURES.

The Big Bad Wolf and the
Last Roundup

Dear Globe Trotter:

I have been out of the States so long
that 1 am sort of on the outside. This
scurrying across the globe in search of
material for stories would be all right if
I didn't have to write the stories. That's
work, fellows. If you don't believe me,
come to my hotel some night when | am
writing to meet a deadline. And hotels in
foreign countries aren't what they are in
the States. You can't ring up any hour of
the night and get a pitcher of ice water
or a hamburger sandwich.

But 1I'm getting off my point. | started
to tell you | was all out of touch with
things at home. Every letter | get men-
tions something or a whole lot about “the
big bad wolf” or the “last roundup.” And
here last month | get the advance copy of
THRILLING ADVENTURES and your
Globe Trotters Department is all about
wolves, too.

What's the idea? Has the old U. S. A
gone to the wolves, and have they called
in the cow waddics to ride out on the last
roundup? | take it there's quite a depres-
sion. But fellows in the old U. S. A., you
don't know what a depression is. | have
just been to Labrador and Newfoundland.
If you think things are tough at home,
you had better come up here just over the
week end.

THRILLING ADVENTURES

The whole colony has gone broke and
has asked Mother England to take them
over. There isn’'t a stray dime in a whole
shipload—and the wolves, packs of ‘em,
old Globe Trotter, race down the village
streets looking for stray bones and crusts
of bread—vainly. The natives grind up the
bones and make soup out of them. And
if anybody should toss away a crust of
bread he would be hanged at sunrise, or
quartered in the public square by lantern
light, which is plentiful because the people
have lots of seal oil, and nobody to buy it.

As far as adventure is concerned, |
don't have to stray out of town to get it
It's a perilous, hazardous adventure, just
attempting to get a square meal.

I meant to go out with the sealing fleet
when it left this Spring, but thirtgs are so
bad that it is doubtful if the fleet will
even leave the ports when the ice breaks.

So, you guys stop crying about the big
bad wolf and singing "The Last Round-
up"; you ain't seen nor heard anything yet.

But one last word. You tell those fel-
lows that have written in saying they
liked my stories that | surely appreciate
their letters. Tell them to keep it up.
Those not in the writing game don’t know
how much these letters cheer us up, so
keep them coming. And again thanks to
all the readers for all the nice things they
have said. Thanks for the criticisms, too.
They also help, if they don’t come in too
copious doses.

See you all soon.

Lieutenant Scott Morgan.

Port-aux-Basque, Newfoundland.

Lieutenant is
ought to see

I guess the
Maybe we had
countries

right.
some
other before squalling so
Sorry though
he couldn’'t make that trip with the
fleet.

made

loud about our own.

Newfoundland sealing It's a

great adventure. | it once my-
self, and won't forget
live. In case you

Bob Bartlett,
Peary's ship on his success-
North Pole,

in the Newfoundland

it as long as |
have forgotten,
Captain who piloted
Admiral
ful quest for the was
once a skipper
sealing fleet. It's a great school for
sailors.
But here’'s a fellow adventurer with
a question

he wants answered. He

must be thinking of joining the navy

(Continued on page 156) —



‘Ore\Week from Tonight

WIll See PROOF that*
| can makeJbuaNewMan!"

NOTE— No other man
In the world has ever
DARED make such an
offer!

GIVE MORE than ‘'promises.” 1 give
PROOF! If you're sick and tired of half-
baked ideas—if you really want a build
like mine— then on© week. Just 7 DAYS, la
all I need to prove I can give it to youl
You've got a body, man. Why n &
make it a real handsome man's body 1
There's NO good reason why you
mhouldn't have rippling cords of
mlahty muscle across your neck
ana shoulders. No reason at all
why vour chest shouldn't be
Strapping, big and husky like
mine—your arms and legs pow-
erful—your wind lasting—your
[rigor and pep 100%.
I used to te a slcklv, half-pint
runt weighing only o7 Ibs. — a
“laughing-stock” wherever I went.
INo fun. No friends. Right there |
almost “fell” for some of these
freak spring or weight contrap-
tions to make me “strong.” But
THEN—by a lucky break of my
life—1 discovered Dynamic Ten-
sion.

Apparatus is OUT!

Look at me now. You don't
any skinny, flabby,
bag of bones here, do you
Is what my remarkable secret
done for my body,
all comers—1 have won
“World's Most Perfectly
Man.” No wonder I've got no uae
tricky weights, pulleys or machines
that may strain your heart or other
vital organs. I've found the natural
way to build the husky, solid,
lighting muscles that Nature means
for you to have! And I've shown
thousands of other fellows, many of
them probably much worse off than
you, how to develop themselves Into
champions MY way!

I'll give- rou clean cut health Imlda. too—show
you exactli/) how to tret rid of constipation. poor diges-
tion. bad breath, pimple’, and other weakneeee* that are
bine you of tho good times and things In life that can

ours.

yNow make me PROVE | can do
FREE Book that opens the door t
roe where to send It There's no
~cough to send the coupon NOW1

FREE BOOK

My big hook, "Everlasting Health and Strength"—packed
arlth’ actual photographs and vital facta every fellow must
know to fan- life — tells the whole remarkable story, of
DYNAMIC TENSION. Privately printed for me. It's FREE
If you act AT ONCE Are you ready to learn mg secret?—
ready to learn how | can give YOU the kind of body that will make you a
gnaaterful leader. Then tell me where to aend your copy of my book. FUI In
the coupon and mall TODAY to me personally.” Address

CHABUSB ATLAS, Dept. 77-D, 133 £. *3rd St.,, New York City
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My amazing discovery# Dynamic
Tension, changed me from a 07-lb.
weakling into the champion you
see here—twice winner of the title,
“The World'a Most Perfectly De-
veloped Man.”

MAIL
COUPON
FOR FREE

BOOK

[l 7 A50%s?

183 E. 23rd 8t.,
New York City.

r I want the proof that
your system of Dy-
j nnmic Tension will make
y a New Man of me—give

me healthy, husky body and

PR AR

ing Health and Strength.”
AdAress ..o

City

© 1934. C. A Ltd
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(Continued from page 154)
to get ready for the next war. Well,
we’ll hop to it

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS

Dear Globe Trotter:

I am just a high school scholar, first
year, but I am very much interested in
torpedoes. | want to know what speed
they make in the water, how they are
propelled, and how they are guided to-
wards the target.

U. 8. GOVERNMENT JOBS

r Start $1260 to $2100 year

MEN - WOMEN 18 to 50. Common Education
usually sufficient. Many early examinations
expected  Write Immediately tor free 32-page
book, with list of position* and full particulars
tellln  how to let them.

FRANKLIN INSTITUTE
Dept. A-317___ Bochowter,

LONESOI\/IE’?

Let mo arrange a romantie correspondanoc for

you. Find yourself a sweetheart thin America's

foremost select social correspondence club. A friesd-

lip letter society for lonely ladles and gentlemen.

Members exsy where; CONFIDENTIAL Introductions by letter;
efficient, dignified and continuous sendee. I have made thousands of

lonely people trappy—why notyou? Write for FREE sealed particulars.
BANVEGRE™ P 6 B adi - JAOSONILLE "ALCRIDA

Get the Low-Down on Modem YouthJ
Read

SNAPPY — BREEZY — PEPPY

COLLEGE LIFE

100 Pages of America’s Best Wit and Humor
— Realistic, Fast-Moving Short Stories —
COLLEGE LIFE is the last word in sophis-
tication and the best quarter’s worth on
the stands today 1

Don't Mist the Gala Number!

NEW STUFF!
Winnie W inkle

For men only. TtllU & Mae. Toot* A Casper. Bow A Bubble*.
Fannie mil. Only a Boy Ilarold Teen * Llllums, Boob McNutt A
Pearl The Vampire, The End of Helen, What Tommy Haw Under
ths Parlor Door. Twelre Gay 1iO% letter* Bead Two Ways. Gay
Lifa in Paris; also 50 Bare and Daring French type picture*.
(Kind men like.) Alao 50 Montmartr* type pictures of beautiful
girls in tlirlHIng snappv srtlatlr posea with their fellows. We fill
ordsn the same day we recelre them. All for only $1.00. Send
cash, stamps or money order.

IMPERIAL NOVELTY CO.

in FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK CITY

And are aerial torpedoes practically the
same thing? | understand they are, but I
don’'t see how the same propelling mech-
anism would work in the air.

If you could give me information on
these questions | will be very much
obliged.

I like THRILLING ADVENTURES
very much, and have been a steady reader
ever since it was increased to 160 pages.
I think it is the best magazine on the
stands. The readers get more for their
money.

Later on I will join the Globe Trotters
Department. Right now | am behind in
school work and could not take the time
to answer other members’ letters.

One of your best boosters,
Harry M. Martin.
Colville, Washington.

A nswer:

The navy torpedo used on battle-
ships and destroyers cuts through the
water just beneath the surface at a
speed of approximately 40 miles an
hour. It is launched on its course
from a tube under pressure. After
it hits the water, its own propelling
mechanism starts, a fast turning
screw powered by compressed air
from tanks on the inside of the tor-
pedo.

The interior mechanical apparatus
is very complicated, being a maze of

Application for Membership

The Globe Trotter,
THRILLING ADVENTURES,
570 Seventh Ave.,

New York City.

I wish to be enrolled as a member
of the Globe Trotters Club. 1 am in-
terested in adventure and will en-
deavor to answer all questions asked
me by other members regarding the
places with which |1 am familiar.

(Print name plainly)

....................................................... Age.

To obtain a membership card, endow
4-34 a self-addressed stamped envelope.
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gadgets that enables the speeding tor-
pedo to function almost human-like.
The depth at which it travels can be
regulated before it is fired. It is
aimed by sighting before leaving the
tube, having a fixed rudder to keep
it on its course.

The explosive is in the fore com-
partment and the detonator is on the
nose. The rear compartment is filled
with the machinery of the torpedo.
Aerial torpedoes are similar to water
torpedoes, with a few extra devices
to enable them to be launched from
the air. They too, however, are
launched into the water and function
just the same as the ordinary torpedo
after that.

Hope this answers your questions,
Harry. And we certainly will be
glad to have you join the Globe Trot-
ters Club when you get caught up
with your school work.

Sea Monsters

Dear Globe Trotter:

There have been lots of reports in the
newspapers lately about strange sea mon-
sters appearing in different parts of the
world. Not so long ago | read of one
having been seen off the northern coast of
Scotland. Then within a week 1 heard
that a huge one had been seen off Van-
couver lIsland in British Colombia. Many
witnesses claimed to have seen it

Is there any authentic record where
such monsters have actually been captured,
or hooked, dead or alive? If so, where
can | gain access to photos and the rec-
ords of same?

Thanking you very kindly,

Yours truly,
John K. Hardesty.
Massachusetts.

I am

Maple Grove,

A nswer:

You are not the only reader to
write in and ask me about those!
strange sea monsters, Hardesty. But
I am printing your letter and answer-!
ing so that I can kill a whole flock
of birds with one stone.

Frankly, 1 have been unable to find
a really authentic record of any such

(Continued on page 158)
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‘Wives, mothers,
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sea monster ever having been cap-
tured and brought up on shore. Al-
though old histories are full of such
accounts of these legendary monsters,
modem naturalists have found no
trace of their remains anywhere, and
thus contend that they do not exist.
I believe them.

The story is a good story, however,
and always creates plenty of com-
ment. | believe tired newspapermen
are more responsible for them than
Mother Nature herself, however. Be-
ing too tired or too indisposed to go
out and get a real story, the tired
newspaper man concocts another sea
monster yarn, cloaks it with sem-
blance of verity, and publishes it as
an actual happening.

The readers seem to like it. As
long as they do, we will have the
stories. But until somebody actu-
ally hooks one and shoves it under
my nose for inspection, I won't be-
lieve it. Even then I may not, for
the late P. T. Barnum had one made
up to carry around with his " Great-
est Show on Earth,” dead, of course,
but it looked real enough to fool lots
of people, even Ye Olde Globe Trot-
ter, who was twelve years old at the
time.

But that's enough of that.
something much more factual.

Here's

Red Snow

Dear Globe Trotter:

Some time ago | read a story in your
magazine wherein the author based the
plot of his story on the unprecedented
and unheard fact of a blanket of red snow
mantling the ground for an area of miles.

He not only wrote that the snow on the
ground was red, but he said that the
flakes as they came down were of a bril-
liant scarlet hue. That seems like stretch-
ing the truth a little too far even for a
fiction story. 1 like good fiction stories,
but | like them based on fact, not fantasy.
That's why | read THRILLING ADVEN-
TURES instead of the weird, pseudo-
scientific magazines which give me a pain
in the neck.

(Continued on page 160)
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| always ready .or_ tnaiant "e! PRICE
BOYS! THROW YOUR VOICE i eer™ s 5l ard.

B Into* trunk, under thebed or
anywhere Lots of fun footing

— toachet. policeman or friends.

THE VENTRILO

s little instrument. 6ls tn
the mouth out of eight. used
with above for Bird Calls, etc,
Anvone can use it Navar
fall*. A IS-paga court* an
Ventriloquism togathar with tha
Vantrtla. AU far 10c postpaid.
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BIG ENTERTAINER

180 Jokes*en<rniddlci 34 Magic Tricke
54 Parlor Came* 73 Toa«l* 15 Trick*
erith Carda Ml Money-rrakin* >
Funny Heading* J'lonolog-ee ?i Puttie®
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PLAY PIANO IN ONE HOUR . ISt ticin oo
with this new VAMPING BOARD ~ Rifson Pile Fare of Anagrams etc.

No teacher nee.ir# Surprising) simple
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REAL LIVE PET turtles Fortune Telling By Cards

Bbok about bow to (ell fortunaa
wilt, card* dir* dominoe* rrytttl,
eir ' Tells Ih* mnning and ala’
nifiration of e*rf» i»rd S*»enldIf
frrent mrihodi etnlit-'rf and fully
Ulustrktrd Crtmmed full ff.m rns-
ar lo coeer with ranpilfie infartnt-
tlon on fortune telling PRICf IS*

M*tDa<d. Siamn acceded
3/, Good Luck
RING
If you W«nf m fascinating and mtereating little pet jun
25C and we will tend you areal live PET TURTLE by ma.
postpaid Thousands told at ChicdgoWorld* Fair No troub
*e at all to keep. Juat give > a little lettuce or mbbage cu let
It aeek its own food Emremely gentle easily kept and live
for year* and vea-a Need le»» attention than any other pet
Get one or more Study then bah.ti You will find them e*
tiemely interesting Price 28< SPICIAl YURTLI fQODIOcpkg POTPAIO i

ADDRESS ORDERS FOR GOODS ON THIS PAGE TO
JOHNSON SMITH & CO.

DEPT. 741. RACINE, WIS.
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IN APPLYING for
patents. Send sketch or model for
Instructions or write for free book.
“How to Obtain a Patent” and "Record of invention”
form. No charge for information on bow to proceed.

CLARENCE A. O'BRIEN, Her* Patent Attorney

TIME COUNTS

5348 Asiains Building W ashington, 1). C,
A BABY FOR YOU?~
If you ore denied the Meaning of a baby all your

own and_yearn for a baby’s arms and a baby's smile,
do not give up hope. Just write In confidence to Mrs.
Mildred Owens, I Coates House, Kansas City, Mo.
and she will tell tyou about a simple home method
that helped her after being denied 15 years. Many
others Bay thla has helped bless their lives. Write
now and try for this wonderful happiness.

Vim— Vigor— Vitality

Men—Women—Regain that 10>t pen that endear* yon to the
opposite sex. Our newest FULLER PEP TONIQUE TARS will
help you to reiuvwnate your neruai weakness, tired, worn-out nerTw,

result* from using theoe tabs will

strength etc. The wonderful
auritriftc you 8ent sealed, plain wrapper, prepaid 12 00 rash or
$2 IS C O D. Special Birrngth containing a gland product for use

1S.00. Harlafactlon guaranteed or money refunded.

PRINCESS ANNE MPO. CO.
T. O. Box 093 Dept. TA-20 Baltimore, Md.

In serene cases.

Don’'t Miss

THE DEVIL'S SQUAD

A Complete Book-Length Novel

By CHARLES GREEN

Next Month

LADIES ONLY!

iV rn 2?2 u*faive rux monthly relief com-
U LLHI ww vz POIND when nature fail! STARTS WORKING IH-
STANTL.V1 Bring* aowthin*. aaiUfvwt* rWief in wn* of the lonrent, moat stubborn,
unnatural d«dny* vary qu>eWv — in only a law hours in m m caaaaf Vary powerful, yrt
absolutely aafrl GUARANTEED— Ptifct—MARIHLXSS. No pun. Inooovanworn, or
inUrferrore with dultra’ Cooatituenla «tmngiy racominmdad by fanvnja doctor*’ Card and
nrawad by thounatxla of grateful woman' Double Strength. 12 00. AMAZINGLY PKOMPT
bitP M D rT I Kuabatl lit rUaa mail. pUin aralod wrapper within ] hn«r of recap* of order

B-X LABORATORIES. 1515 E. 60th Bt.. N-4. Chicago
I'ILnI\N 1O Greatest Social Ex-

L NEL tension Bureau. Happiness?&waits

you, correspondents everywhere, seeking congenial mates.
Quick results. Confidential service. Particulars FREE.
STANDARD CLUB. Box 607-J, GRAYSLAKC, ILUNOIS

“Brand New Stuff”

TILLIE & MAC

Andy Gump and Min. Rom and Rubbles. Peaches and Drowning.
Dumb Dora, Maggie and Jlggs. FRENCH s TENo GRAPHER, A
Bachelor* Dream. Atiam and Eve. Kip and Alice, A Model's Life,
etc. Original—Night In I*arla. A Coachman’'s Daughter. Toole and
Caspar, and over 100 more. Also 72 snappy French type plcturrs
AND In addition 30 Pholos Thrilling and Daring Montmartre type
including 1 set men and women In various lore poaea. Also Women
alone In different position*, clear and bright glossy finish. As a
special free with order "Advice How to Win at Cards." also 'Night
Life in Paris" and some short stnrii-s. etc. You will recelvo *11 the
above. Immediate shipment. Bund cash, money order or stamps.

SPECIAL—AII for $1.00
FRENCH IMPORT CO.

Paris Ave. Dept. THA New York City

HFART” JoinourClub. World'*
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THRILLING ADVENTURES

(Continued from page 158)

Why don't you tell your authors to
stick to fact material? Most of them do,
but frequently | find they stray from the
proper path, that's why I'm writing this
letter.

Scranton, Penn.
Answer:

Well, well, Ed, you surely have put
the blast on Ye Olde Globe Trotter.
You don’'t mention the name of the
story or the author, and right now
that particular story escapes me. But
even so, fellow, you shouldn’'t have
blasted so hard. The author was right
and you are mistaken. Still, that's
what we are here for, to set you read-
ers right on fact stuff, so your letter
is far from unwelcome.

Snow is ordinarily white, but not
always so.

Conditions in the upper atmosphere
control the color of snow. Only a
month ago they had a red snowfall in
Montreal, Canada. And the same
thing has happened frequently in

Ed. Borleske.

several areas of Alaska near the ac-
tive volcanoes.
The upper atmosphere becomes

laden with a chemical dust at certain

PARTIAL LIST OF CHARTER
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The Globe Trotters Club
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—for Larger Success in BUSINESS

itho man who would rise

to acum mantling position

in business, a sound

and practical knowl-

edge of Law is exceed-

ingly valuable. Among tho larger business enter-
prises, the law-trained man is often preferred for
the higher executive positions. Many great corpora-
tions—tho C. & N. W. Ry., for example, tho In-
ternational Paper Co., the Packard Motor Co., the
Mutual Life Insurance Co., the Standard Qil Co. of
N. J. the Anaconda Copper Mining Co., the Con-
solid .ted Gas Co. of N. Y.—are headed by men of
legal training. In the smaller corporations or in one's
own business, a knowledge of law spells larger success.

For the whole Intricate
structure of business is
based on LAW.

“In looking over tho
field,” writes n prominent
Eastern manufacturer, “1 find that nearly all tho
positions commanding a salary of $10,000 or more
are filled bv men who have studied law.” Fit yourself
at home, in your spare time, for larger success la
business. Full law course leading to degree of LL.B.,
or shorter Business Law course. LaSalle will guide
you step by Btep. We furnish all text material,
Including 14-volume Law Library. Low cost, easv
terms. Get our valuable 64-page “Law Guide *
and “Evidenoe” books freo. Send for them now.

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY, Dept. 4332-L, Chicago

The World's Largest Business Training Institution

times. If rain or snow forms at the
same time, the product will be af-
fected. The rain drops or snowflakes
will become colored by the chemical
action of the dust in combination
with the water.

This is no ordinary phenomena, of
course, but it has happened and prob-
ably will happen many times again.
So, | believe the author had a perfect
license to use the fact in his story.

This Is Your Magazine

We're glad to have letters like Ed
Borleske’s. They keep us up on our
toes. THRILLING ADVENTURES
is the readers’ magazine. If you don’t
write in and tell us what you like or
don’t like we'll never know and will
have to shoot in the dark.

So keep up the good work, Fellows.
Keep your letters coming—and sign
up for membership in the Globe
Trotters Club.

You won’'t find anything to kick
about in the next issue, we'll guaran-
tee that. It's a knockout from th«
first page to the last.

You just can’t miss Charles Green's
great book-length novel in the next
issue—THE DEVIL'S SQUAD. A
real story of the foreign legion—one
that'll keep you on edge from the first
page to the last with breath-taking
thrills.

Then there’ll be that ace of writers,
Frederick C. Painton, with his com-
plete novelette, THE ISLAND OF
MAGIC DEATH. Also short stories
that take you to every part of the
globe, by William E. Poindexter,
John Scott Douglas, Syl MacDowell
and other famous writers of adventure
yarns. 160 pages of fast-moving fic-
tion! Better get that next issue—or
you won't know what you’'re missing 1

—THE GLOBE TROTTER.

This Safe, Quick and Easy Way!

For HY Buffer from loss of Pop? Whj bo depressed by this annoying problem when you can
Wso easily revitalize ebbing energy. DORAL VIGOR TABS are safe and quick In their action.
Pep A Glandular Stimulant for failing Physical Powers. Worry, overwork, nerveatrain. Build up nerve,
Vitalit force and vigor. Pep up your entire system A normally health" body Is naturally full of pep,
itality vigor ami energy Thouran<I* of men have found the answer In OORAL VIGOR TABS. Why not
Phyiical yon? Rend for a box today Regular Large sz® Box (90.time treatment) only $1.05. THREE
BOXES. $5.00. 8UPER-STRENGTH, on'v $2.95. TWO BOXES. $5.00. Send Caah or Money

Powen Order. C. O D . 1sc extra ORDER NOW |

DORAL DISTRIBUTORS, Ine., Dept. D-14, 303 West 42nd St., New York City



~he%ihiddm o ccieU<NSEX(ine])(miu(\(n tfeveaCect!

ffW AY with MU modesty! At last a tarn-
=* ous docnr has told all the secrets of
*ex in frank, daring language. No prudish
treating about the butn, no veiled hints,
<but TRUTH, blazing through 576 pages
of straightforward facts.

Love is the most magntfuent testacy in
+he world ... know how to hold vour
loved one... don't glean half-truths from
unreliable sources ... let Dr. H. H. Rubio
fell you Ubat to do and how to da//.

A*ORE THAN 100 VIVID PICTURES

The 106 illustrations leave nothing to
fhe imagination ... know bow to over-
come physical mismating ... know what
co do on your wedding night to avoid the
torturing results of ignorance.

Everything pertaining to sex is discussed
In daring language. Ail the things you
ihave wanted to know about your sex life,
information about which other books only
vaguely hint, is yours at last.

Some will be offended by the amazing
frankness of this book and its vivid illus-
trations, but the world has no longer any
use for prudery and false modest)".

A FAMOUS JUDGE
SAYS THAT MOST
DIVORCES APE CAUSED
BY SEX IGNORANCEI

Normal, in-iuiird
youn* peoplo arc lorn
apart because tbey lack
lex knowledge.

SEND NC .MONEy - m- MAIL

PIONEER PUBLISHING
Dept. 424. 1270 Sixth A m .

WHAT EVERY MAN SHOULD KNOW
Tho Sexual Embrace Mow to Raeotn Virility
Secroti of tho Nonayeioao Sexual Starvation
Mlitolin ol EOA Marriott _Gland* and See Instinct
Homosexuality To Gain Greater Dellfht
Venereal DUeaaoS Tbc Troth About Abusa

WHAT EVERY'WOMAN SHOULD KNOW
Joft of Perfect Marine How to Attract and Hold

What to Allow m Lover en
to do Sexual_Slavery of Wonan

Intimate Feminine HyflcM  Essentials of Happy
Prostitution Morriaya
Birth Control Chart The So* Orran*
Knowledge is the basil '6f the perfect,
satisfying love-life. Step out of the dark-
ness into the sunlight , end ignorance
fear and danger today) Money back atonce
if you arc nor completely satisfied!

576 DARING PAGES
106 VIVID
PICTURES

CO.

Nsw York. N. Y.

Flpaje send me. "Sr** Harmony and tutreniiV' in plain

wrapper.

1 vrill pay the postman t2.>* (j
cellvery. If

* (plus postov;*-) on
I ntp not completely eatiaried, I ctn return

the book and the entire purchase price will be lefundod

Immediately. Also aend me. t'KLL
book on "W hy Birth ControlV

NOmr

Address
Orderojrom Foretfit Covnin«« U.u> mi

UK CHARGE. your
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Don't be a slave to Ignorance ifld fetf.
Enjoy the rmrous delights of the per-
feet physica e!

Lost love ...scandal.. .divorce ... caft
often be prevented by knowledge. Only
the ignorant pay the awful Penalties of
wrong sex practices. Read the facts, clearly,
startlingly told . srudy these illustra-
tions and grope in darkness no longer.

You want to know ...and you should
know everythingabout sex. Sex is no longer
a sin ... a mystery ... it is~your greatest
power for happiness.You owe it toyourself
...ro the one you love, to tear aside the cur-
tain of hypocrisy and learn the naked truth!

ATTRACT THE OPPOSITE SEXI

Know how to enjoy the thrilling experi-
ences that are your birthright, . - know
how to attract the opposite sex .,, bow
to hold love.

There is no longer any need to pay the
awful f>rice lor one moment of bliss. Read
the scientific pathological facts told so
bravely by Dr. Rubin. The chapters oth
venereal disease are alone worth the prico
of the book.

IS SEX IGNORANCE
DRIVING THE ONE YOU
LOVE INTO THE ARMS

OF ANOTHER 7

L«i "Sex Harmony '*
teach you how easy it is
to win and bold your
loved onel

BOOK NOT. SOLD TQ. MINORcl

| new BOOK
"WHY BIRTH COHTRO017"

'Thu startling book discusses
* birth concrol in an entirely
new way — Tells you many
things about a much discussed
subject "W hy Birth Control”
—will he arevelation to you —
Sent fre* to all those whoordef
Jex Harmony and Eugenics**
at the rcJuced price 92 98.
PIONEER PUBLISHING COk
Radio City
*»,iwymo H,*.

enceE




AMERICA TURNS TO MIDWEST!

AMAZING NEW SUPER-DELUXE

IfI-TU BE ALAVE Radio

m( 9TO 2000 METERS-5WAVE BANDS)
IsFirst Choice ofThousands ofRadio Fans!

WORLD'S GREATEST

Big FREE Catalog f
Sensational Radio r RADIO VALUE

-A-* for this big new FREE Midwest

catalog . . . printed in four colors.
t has helped thousands of satisfied custo-
®TSTave from *j to \j on their radios...by
uyingJirce/froni the Midwest Laboratories.
:Luu. too, can make a positive saving of 30%
oD'r by buying a Midwest 10-tube dc luxe

ALL-WAVE radio at sensationally low di- R
Bcct-from laboratory prices.You'llbcamazed w |th
and delighted with its super performance!

Broadcasts from stations 10,000 miles N ew
and more away are - -

brought in. .. "clear as DeluXeAud ItOI’Iu m que
wave Ierb%th coverage,of U | »'V < ¢cxtidti rc'"d»nin JiA S H A K E K

0 to meters (33 STARTLES RADIO WORLDI

fry the Midwestradioyou select from the
frco catalog.*.in your own home...for 30
days before you decide. When you
see and hear this bigger, better, more
powerful, clearer toned, super selective
radio you will want to own it—as thou-

This Midwest ALL-WAVE Radio has FIVE8a“ds otother mcu ond WOIUCQhave done,
distinct wave bands: ultra-short, short, me-*= * 40 NEW 1934 FEATURES ee--
diinn. broadcast and long.. .put ting thewhole Sec for yourself the 40 new 1934 features .
world of radio at your fingertips. Now lis- that insure amazing performance. Auto-
ten in on all U.S. programs.. .Canadian, no-matic Select-O-Band, Amplified Aufoma*
lico. amateur, commercial, alrplane and shlp tic Volume Control, 10 New Typo Tubes,
broadcasts,, ,amyd programs® from the four Bafanced--UnitSupérheterodyne Eircuit,
corners of the earth. 1 Drill to tho chimes of Super Power Class"A" Amplifier, 29
ijg ben fram Q&VUi, nt Daventry, England Tuned Circuits, Centralized Tuning, 7
Forel n — tune in on KC Selectivity, Automatic Tone Com-
g the "Marseill- pensation, Auditorium Type Speaker, ¢
Stations  gjse** from
Come In FY A, Pon-
4 ~Like Locals  toise. Franco

jncgoeyclecs to 100 KC.)

7V criirfords-  —enjoy opera
tlehlnd. from 121(0,
A/ Rome-listcn LRecently, the Official Radio New Ob-
! ea.r to the call I1SuT i 0 Pennsylvania reported that
HVJ, Vatican City, of the Koo-
| Af W7W P'ﬂr, Uc Ll{ Jp-tubo
" rndio maintained con-

Italy; DJB, Zccscn, kaburra bird

Germany;and YVI- from VK2- tact with WO\/j (Stratosphere Ual-
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