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Adventurers All!

This is an age of adventure.

The adventures of today are no less interesting
than those of the days of lusty armor-clad warriors,
bold pirates and hardy pioneers.

The airplane, the submarine, all the marvelous
inventions of the twentieth century, are a spur to
adventure.

No Ponce de Leon, no Balboa, no Magellan,
could even conceive in the wildest stretch of imagin-
ation such thrilling adventures as men encounter in
our busy life of today.

We have plumbed the mysteries that lie below
the surface of the sea; we have charted the trackless
wastes of the Arctic, and made non-stop flights from
Continent to Continent.

We are all adventurers at heart, and like to lose
ourselves in the adventures of others.

And THRILLING ADVENTURES, each
month, will transport you to foreign lands, amid
strange customs and fascinating enterprises.

We know you will thrill to the pulse-stirring,
breath-taking stories in this magazine, and will be
pleased at its moderate price.

When you finish reading this number, drop the
editor a line and tell him how you like THRILLING
ADVENTURES.
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DANGEROUS

A SwifeMuingg, Esciiting Story of Cemmed] America
and the Buvizul Wealth of the Gmrmalez
for Which Mamy Mew Lustied

CHAPTER 1
Thse THmeat

T had been a bleak November day.
Now, at five o’clock, leaden gray
clouds, promising snow were it

not so ‘cold, hung low over the vast
¢ity of Chicago. Bitter puffs of wmd
blowing in from the lakfe p

buildings, festooned with golden
necklaces in the form ef lighted win-
dows, the army of office workers was
emerging. From one 8f the buildings,
a lone girl, a straggler behind the
pushing mob that had come out a
few minutes before, stepped into the
street. A biting blast nipped her

even the depths of the unyon: of the
Loop.

From the gaunt, massive office

firmn, olive-b: cheeks, and

her shapely neck with icy fifipgas.
Wiith slim hands, she drew up the
raceoon collar of her coat until the

A Cempgete Book-lbagth Novel
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lower part of her face was shielded,
leaving her large brown eyes, so in-
tensely alive and sphridiing, peeping
over a rampart of fur.
She h d before the

of her building. At the same in-
stant the door of a taxicab, which
had been walting beside the curb,
openeld a’mﬂ let “Bt:& a hgavyae\: dark

He hurried to the gifl, and teushed
his pearl gray hat.
“Lwo, Celia!” he greeted. "“How
'bout a nice little ride home, huh?"
Involuntarilly, the girl shrank from
him.

“No. No, no, thanks,” she shook

her turbaned head, and smiled. “I
really would like to walk. I need
the fresh air and the exercise.”

The man grinned tolerantly, mas-
terfully. He took her arm and began
urging her toward the cab. He was
not to be denied. Nobody in Chicago
dreamed of¥fdenying Him.

With the powerful, well regulated
purr of a special motor, the emgine
of his cab leapt into life. Then,
off it glided, bearing him and the
gitl. And behind, , fol-
lowed another softly pumng cab,
upon whose rear seat rested two lean,
sharp-eyed, hard-visaged individuals
whose business It was te follow the
heavyset gentleman abeut in his varis

By LIEUTENANT JOHN HOPPER
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ous ramblings in and around the ity
of Chicago.

T the time of this incident, the
cop on the corner was greeting
his relief. He indicated, by a slight
fod of his head, the two cabs, and the
fan and the girl beside them, Then.

Cecilia Gonzalez, her smooth, firm
chin cupped in a gloved hand, stared
out of the window of the cab at the
tossing, darkening waters of Lake
Michigan. She detested—and feared
—the fat, gready creature who sat
beside her.

“I wlll come for you tonight, huh?”
he w:

eovertly, the two p
Wihen, finally, the two cars were be-
ing driven off, the old cop said to
his young relief:

“That's Tony Mallow. The boys in
the second cab are his guard, They
follow him like shadows.™

The youth’s eyes widened.

“Tony Mallow—the bon of the

hside mob!” he ej

“Yep. The same—and in the fitaln
confirmed the older man w:tchmg,
with the other’s youtt
excitement. “The bird who's respon-
sible for more killings, more rob-
beries, more graft than any other guy
in the country. That's him.

“Gee!” breathed the relief, while
his eyes became rounder still, - “But
say, who’s the dame?"

“Aw, I dunno. Some skirt or other.
That’s his only weakness, they say.
Has a new one 'Hout every week or
so. He's the guy who can get ‘em,
too. They don’t dare turn him down,
Not -if they wish their friends an'
relatives to go on keepin’ healthy
an’ happy. Some racket, eh?"

They laughed, and parted.

Tony was talking in his smocth,
oily voice. Years ago, Tony had an
accent. His English then was quite
broken. In those early days, too, he
had a nickname: “Tomy, the Wop.”
But the passing years had done
things for Tony, He was “big busi-
ness” now. Forgotten was the dirty,
one room speakeasy. Personally vain,
he had hired tutors to break him of
his accent, and had paid them well
to forget that he had ever needed
teaching.

“Nol" “she said ahlrply “I don’t
care to go, I tell you. .I have never
been there, and I don't want to get
started.”

ITH a mean, half smile on his

face, Tony began talking. And,
as he talked, the girl's eyes widened
with horror,

Wihen he fiimished], she clutched his
arm with her tiny, gloved hands.

“No, no!” she cried. “You wouldn't
do that! Oh, you couldn'tI”

“No?” asked Tony blandly. “What's
to stop me?”

Both of them were unaware that
the cabs had stopped. They were
now in the apartment section of the
city. The apartment before whose
entrance they were was a “walk-up.”
Clean, neat, but cheap. It belonged
to the same family as its neighbors
that closely crowded about it.

Also, neither the man nor the girl
noticed the young man in the apart-
ment lobby gazing, disimterestedly,
apparently, out at them.

Tony seized her hands, and with his
prodigious strength, despite her
struggling, drew her to him. He
spoke rapidly and a little brokenly,
as he always did when he was excited.
His bad breath, coming hot upon her
face, nauseated her.

“Come, listen to me, baby! I'm
crazy for you! No. Not lika da
rest. They were only women. You,
ah, Dio miw! You are not lika those.
I must have you! I gotta! Listen,
baby. I got plenty da money. I geeve
you everyt'ing. Fur coats. Automo-
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biles. Diamonds. Everting. You
say yes, eh?”

“Oh, let me go!
girl cried.

With a sudden jerk, Cecilia pulled
one of her hands free. There was a
sharp crack. A dark red area, where
her hand had struck, slowly began to
appear on his smooth shaven jowl.

Still k her in his 1
grasp, he gazed, for the space of sev-
eral seconds, into her white face and
blazing eyes. In his own black _eyes,

Let me go!” the

rage. Spike’s blue ones, however, re-
mained smiling and 'guileless. One
might think, and have a perfect right
for so doing, that Spike was a fool to
stick his turned up nose into such &
situation, especially when Tony, the
boss of the underworld, was protected
by his guards, proven killers. Bit,
then, that one didn't knew Spike
Muldoon. Those who kiew him, kiew
that behind those smiling eyes was
steel, cold, hard, relentless.

“Wlh:mh want?” demanded Tony,

“

a steady, intense fire
Down through the girl went a cold,
paralyzing fear.

“Damn you!” he suddenly cried,
and raised a heavy fist over her head.
She shrank from the anticipated blew,

THE door of the cab opened. Net
with a jerk as if the mewcomer
was in haste to interfere, but natural:
ly, as if he were merely entering the
cab to join the party.

Why,' d Spike millingly, “1
only come after my girl. Thanks for
bringin® her heme, Tony.”

In spite of his diploatic nature,
Tony could net help spitting ewt:

“Your girll”

“Sure. My girl.”

Outraged vanity became intense
hatred in Tony Mallow's huge ehest.
For a second, he glanced baek iinte
the cab behind. His gunmen were

A dry voice spoks, not exeitedly
but almost drawling, in a matter of
fact way.

“I wouldn’t do that, Tony."

The Italian released the girl, and
whirled to face the im{eIFUPteEF:
Tony’s face was suffused with apg-
plectic blood. Wi dared to step in
betwsen him and what he was dowmgs
Wiy had his henchmen permitied
such a thing? . )

“Spike!” cried Cecilia. Relief, vast
and instant, ficoded her veiee:

The young man, who steed with
one foot on the ground and the other
on the running board, whe had ene
hand on the kneb of the cab doer and
the other in his everceat pecket, did
net sease his gentle, sicady gum
ehewing as he answered with 2 grim:

“Me, honey:"

OR a full second, Tony Mallew
and Spike Muldoon eyed each
other. Tony’s eyes were filled with

regarding him intently. Theit ex-
P i told him nothing.

A ND, in that Becond, Spike Mul-

doon’s biue eyes Rarrewed {he
slightest fractlon of an iAch. But,
his grin remained the same.

Tony hadn't climbed to whete He
was without some reason. His wily
trickery had been his mainstay. IA:
stinctively, he felt that in this sitia:
tion, trickery would finally aeco:
plish more than open gun play. Ne
wmﬂ% what Spike weuld de. And;
what he eeuldn’t de with a guR sif:
ply was't werth dsing:

Tony pushed over and allowed the
girl to step in front of him. In un-
dertone, he muttered to her:

“Remember, girlie, the works if you
don’t. An’ I'm the guy who can de-
liver the goods.”

At Spike, he smiled amiably.

“See you tonight, Spike?”

“Okay, chief,"

Spike Muldoon, his generous, well-
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formed underjaw complacently werk-
ing, rested his tall form against the
lobby wall of the apartment, and
gazed good-humoredly down at the
heart he was worshipping the way her
thick black curls escaped the elose
fitimg, green felt hat.

“Tell me, Celia,” asked Spike,
“What did he say? I heard him
warnin’ you about ‘the works.’ Tell
your old friend, Spike Muldoon him-
self, all about it. It helps sometimes,
you know.”

She wept silently against his broad
shoulder.

“It's . .. it's my father

Over her head, the face of Spike
Muldoon lost its pleasant look. His
eyes stared bleakly at the wall oppo-
site. It was as he had guessed. Tony's
usual game. The dirty rat!

IS voice still remained smooth,
gentle and unhurried. “Tell me
about it, Cele,” he coaxed,

From where'she had her face buried
in his overcoat, her voice came muf-
fled, dedpairing,

“He said he would put father ‘on
the spot” He said that the gang
wanted to kill him for squealing on
Dick Flucea. But he, Tony, had been
holding them off on account of me.
Now he says that unless I go with
him, he’'ll have to step aside,” the
girl's voice broke, “and let what hap-
pens . . . happen.”

Spike’s sinewy fiingers tightened on
the girl’s shoulder. Then he gently
pushed her away from him. He tilted
up her chin and looked down smil-
ingly into her wet, long-lashed eyes.

“Listen, kid. You're worryin’ for
nothin”. I can fix it okay®* Now you
run along upstairs an' forget it. An’
don't get your old man worryin’,
neither, "cause there ain’t nothin’ to
this. Y'understand 7

She regarded him soberly.

“An’,” he continued, “if that fat
pig of a Tony comes around botherin’

you, just tell him to beat it. He won’t
do nothin’ to you ‘cause you're my
girl. Ain't you, homey?”

For reply, she clung to him.

“It's you that I'm afraid for,
Spike,” she whispered. “Why don’t
you give it up? Wihat does it get
you? And sofhe day, youdl . . .
you'll—*

“. .. get put in jail, or get taken for
a ride,” he fiinished for her. “I know,
honey. 1 know the speech all by
heart, darlin’.” He Jaughed.

Spike was youthful. He was confi-
dent of his ability to beat the game.
He felt that he was a competent judge
of what was right and what was
wtong. Even Tony Mallow was care-
ful of the jobs he assigned to Spike,

Spike was no criminal. He did
more good than evil in the vast under-
world of Chicago. His, always, was
the helping hand to those down and
out, or in trouble. Crooks respected
him. Ladies of leisure mothered him.

It was to his early environment and
to the stern necessity of making a
living for a crippled father, an old
mother, and a whole houseful of
brothers and sisters that Spike owed'
his present position in life.

Cecelia Gonzalez knew all this.
And, in her pretty head, there were
visions of coaxing Spike into a new
life, a life which all the world con-
sidered honorable and decent. She
knew also, that a hard struggle lay
before her. At the outset, there was
Spike’s love for adventure to be over-
come. She knew, however, that some
day she would win. And what a man
he would bel

She patted the lapel of his coat. “1
wish you would give it up.”

“Maybe I will—some day. Wihen I
have a yacht, a house in the city, an’
a house in the country—for you,
darlin®.

“Now, you run along upstairs, an"
remember, not a bit of a thought for
that old scallywag, Mallow. Hear?"
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She turned on the stairs and blew
him a kiss.

Contentedly chewing, he passed out
into the street.

AS Spike nrode through the brac-

spirit rose above the ignominy of the
menial jobs he was forced to take, and
be glad that he had the taking of
them.

His head never bowed before the
insults of those who imagined that his
his gentle aloof-

his
thoughtt became more sober. So that
was the game, was it! Either Cecilia
Gonzalez became Tony Mallow’s moll,
or her father would go on the spot.
Spike’s eyes narrowed. He spat vi-
ciously into the gutter.

Cecilia had told Spike the little she
knew of the story of the Gonzalez.
And, it was but very little, for the
proud, dignified Gonzalez kept the
secrets of his past history locked
cloge in his gentle heart.

Cecilia’s father, Dr. Felipe Gonza-
lez, was the last male member of a
very old, very wealthy, and very
prominent Spanish family of Cemtral
America. An unfortunate turn of po-
litical affairs in the little republic of
Costa Bella, in which the Gonzalez
family resided, and which they had
he;p&a to found several eenturies age,

foreed the doctor to flee to the
United States with his metherless
daughter.

Cecilia had been five years old at
the time. She recalled hardly any-
thing at all of the pleasant, Juxurious
days 1o old Costa Bella, but her mem-
ory was very vivid regarding the
later hardships when her father,
friendless, pennilless, unskilled at any
task exeept the one of law-malking,
struggled for foed and sheltet, in an
alien land, for his small daughter and
himself.

The d blood of the coengu
tadlwess of ancient Spain, which
flowed in the veins of Gotfealez bore
him through where a weaker man,
with his background, and in his eifs
eumstanees, would have falled, and
taken a suleide’s way eut. His proud

nen, sprang merely from a conscious-
ness that he believed himself too
good for the common association of
the world.

The years, after all, had been kind
to Gonzalez. His daughter had grown
to be a lovely, intelligent woman,
Some little comfort in material things
of the world had been vouchsafed
them. But the passing years had also
powdered whitely his shock of un-
combable hair. And further, his
bright, black eye® stared more and
more unseeingly upon the world
about him. Perhaps now that his days
of age were upon him, he saw all the
more vividly the days of his youth,
of his power, and of his wealth,

T times, of a quiet evening, when
the library lamp theew a golden
bath ever Ceeilla’s dark head as ihe
bent over some sewing, he would turn
to her from staring at the wall in
front of him. He would make as if to
speak. He would struggle with him-
self. Then, at last, he would sigh, and
gently shake his white head. Per-
haps it were better that she did not
know.

Spike had heard whispers about the
Flucca pinch, and the consequent rap.
It was rumored that old Gonzalez had
done the tipping off on Dick Flucca.
There were reasons, too, for believing
that. Hadn't the pock-marked, shifty,
eyed Flucca been trying to pay atten-
tion to Gonzalez’ pretty daughter?
Hadn’t the old man warned him to
keep away, or he would see that
Flucca was put where he wouldn't
bother anybody any more?

Bad, Very bad, Spike hadn’t paid
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much attention to the silly talk.
There were always all kinds of ru-
mors‘floating around after a pinch.
He just hadn't been able to put
the white-haired, gentle, courteous
Gonzalez into the role of squealer,
The old man wouldn’t hurt a fijy!
Besides, where would he have gotten
the information about Flucca? True,
the old gentleman was a waiter in TThe
Miirosss, Tony Mallow's night club.
There it was, in the private rooms to
the rear, that Tony had his head-
quarters. There It was that the bon
held his "board i

lamp, whose shade carried out the
scheme of the curtaims. Overstuffed
chairs, with black and white cover-
ings, were placed about.

In one of them sat Tony Mallow.
His pudgy fingers toyed with the
stern of the half-filled cocktail glass
that stood on the end table beside
the chaie. Before him were grouped
three taciturn looking individuals.

The door leading to the hall which
connected with the night club proper
opened and admitted the head waiter,
a huge fellow in evening dress.

this and that, entertained and eele-
brated.

But Gonzalez worked out front,
with the playboys and the suekers.
Wihy, he wasn't even in 6n the knew.
Of course, he might have heard a
word of two now and then, drepped
by sofe of the other waitdrs, 8r oAe
of the beys.

Spike shook his head. He didn‘t
believe it. The old man was sifiply a
waiter, igterested only iR earniRg a
living. It was unfertunate that he
had found his way te Thre MMIGYS,
that he had been inRecently iﬂ&ifu-
mental to introducing i3 levely
daughter to the meb.

The insidious rumors were Teny's
work all right. And the dumb egeR
believed thern. Nobody weuld kiek if
Gonzalez were put en the spet.

Spike came to a conelusion. To:
night he would have to have a Jittle
talk with Teny.

CHAPTEIR 1

%IE Eacﬁ room ff: rgll r s
was ritfian
wai al
iy ﬁsessm@ %m& el
% k and White edriaim asss-
me with glittering, silver, crescent
moons. In the eenter of the reem
was a mahogany table supporting a

lez ain't been around to-
night, chief,” he reported. Tony nod-
ded his head, and the man retreated
through the door.

“That won't save himl” he sneered
at the men before him. He drained
his glass, replaced it on the table,
and wiped his thick lips on the back
of his fat hand.

“You guys got it straight now?"
he demanded. “You, Slim, stay here
with me. That won't make him sus-
picious. [Jack, you get behind the
curtain. You know the plase. Be
sure you got the silencer on your
rod, an’ when I give the word, step
out an’ give him the works. An'
Shorty, you go outside an’ watch
things through the peep in the wall.
Just in case anythin’ goes wrong.
You birds get me?*

E tallest of the trio, the man to
whoi Tony applied the name
Slim, shook his head.

“I don't like it at all, chief. We
ain't got nothin’ ‘gainst Spike.
What's the lowdown, anyway?"

Tanty’s black ey fHalied. His
voice, however, still remained smooth,
Diplomacy, always.

“It ain't so much what T got
against him, boys, But I don't quite
trust him. You know, yourselves.
Has he ever been in with us on any
of the big jobs—jobs that take a
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little guts? Have we got amything
on him? No, not a thing. He's too
wise, that guy. I wanta see what
he’s made of. You gotta, You know
how it is in this racket. If he takes
otders—if he comes through—I'll be
just as tickled as you guys. An’ no-
body’ll be hurt. Okay?"
The three still looked dubious.

“Suppose he don't take them
orders, Mr. Mallow?" blurted Slim
bluntly.

“Wihat the hell!” cried Tony, ris-
ing from his chair. The gunmen in-
voluntarily drew back from him.
“You want that he should squeal
sometime, maybe? You want to take
a ride to the hot spot, eh? Are you
goin’ to do what I say or . ..

“All right, Mr. Mallow,” muttered
Slim hastily. “Sure; it's okay by us.*

“Then get-in your places.” ordered
Tony. “He’ll be here any minute.”

_Spike Muldoon stepped jauntily

the d g, he sur:
veyed Tony in his shair' and the
mndin; Slim.
"Le, Epike, said the taetiturn
Slim, wnhsut wniling.

The air was charged. Spike sensed
it, He glanced casually around the
room.

“Have a little drink? Yes?” Tony
reached toward the buzzer on the
wall.

“Not tonight, Tony. Thanks. Mllght

ing. Spike's jaws kept up a calm
movement, but his eyes narrowed
just a trifle. He waited.

Tony was drawing patterns with
the wet bottom of the glass on the
end table.

“The bunch kinda thought you
were the man for the job, Spike.
The cops ain't got nothin’ on you.
An’ it might be kinda embarrassin’
for us if the coppers figured us for
another kilHm"right now. Ain't it so,
Slim?”

The gentleman appealed to silemtly
nodded his head.

Spike’s tone was indifferent, al-
though his blood was pounding
through his veins.

“Wiho's. thild guy, Tony?”

“Gonzalez. That dirty rat of a
waiter. He squealed. He knows too
much. He's gotta go.”

[OR several seconds, there was si-

lence in the room. From far
away came the thwaibtohobb of the or-
chestra. Outside, people were drink-
ing Tony’s bootleg liquor. Outside,
good citizens were casting their
cares and troubles away in a little
innocent fun. Outside, there was
laughter and merry, gay life.

Inside the room, a curtain moved a
fraction of an inch. Jack was getting
nervous.

Now, Spike; grin was thoughtful,

be bad for my health,” He sel
a fresh stick of gum from his pocket,
disrobed it, and placed it in his
mouth. All the while, he studied the
gang leader's face,

“What's on your mind, Tony?"

[ONY shrugged his thick shoulders.

t little job, that's all,
gglkegﬁ?{e ;alul ngu ﬂ"i\xsly‘ ati ?Goi&
'gsne. gi‘“ aRiHIGUELY tak SRR
88 ChentafifR - akiubll)
doh'e ygge pikey” remember Flucca,

dogifry Hov%ﬂ'“ﬁ’eamly It was com-
Slim moved uneasily. It was com-

but it app as ing as ever.,
Slim breathed more freely. Sure;
Spike was a regular guy! He had
known it all the time.

“Where did you get the dope,
Tony, my lad?" Spike’s voice was

o Ags‘n. Tony shrugged his shoul-
ers;

“From a stoolie down at head-
uarters."

8pike’s grin faded: His jaws be-
came grim as they elamped on the
um.
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“You're § Nar!*

The place seemed as silent as a
tomb. Tenseness gripped all occu-
pants of it, and blotted out even the
music and laughing voices of the
feveling night club.

Tony merely spread his fat, white
palms in a deprecatory gesture,

“You snitched on Flusca yourself!l*
continued Spike, “He was playin'
around Gonzalez’' daughter too much
to suit you. Now you're out to get
rid of me!"

Spike laughed grimly.

“You got me framed nice, ain't
you? If I bump off Gonzalez, you'll
make certain that his girl hears I
done it. An’ how wonderful that
would make it for me! .If I don't
bump him off, I'm renegin’ on the
mob. Sweet! Very, very sweet! An'
just like yourself, Tony, thé*Wop!"

Tony’s black eyebrows beetled, His
lips parted in a snarl, exposing his
large, white teeth,

“Trot out your killers, guy,” taunt-
ed Spike.

Not*a person in the room moved.

“No? All right, then. But before
I'll be leavin’, allow me to tell you
a few things. The girl an' her pa
are to be left alone. Your dirty,
black head “"the price of it. As for
me, I ain't enjoyin’ the pleasure of
vour company any more. I'll be
himgin' around with Skeets Murphy
an’ his mob in case you want to see
me. I should have stuck with my
own race long ago. That’s what I get
for tryin’ to be of use to a blitherin’,
ignorant dago like you!

“Now Slim, kindly step out of the
way, for I would be on me way, an
the air in here is that foul that it
fair makes me sick."

“Not so fast, you squealin’, yellow
Irish dog of a dog!” screamed the
infuriated Tomy. “Come on out,
boys!”

ACK stepped from behind the

eurtain, and Spike leoked inte
that little muzale attachment that
would smothet all seund of his pass-
ing from this werld inte the next.
Through .another -deer, in- walked
Sherty, helding in his fist a mate {8
Elagkwsapen feveled By his comrade

Knowing that he was in a “hot
spot” for certain, yet the grin on
Spike Muldoon's lean features broad-
ened. He looked from one face to
another. In each, he read the same
message. He was going over to a
rival gang. He would give away
secrets. No. He would ‘die=fight
here, fow, in this reem.

“Now, my frien’,” breathed Tony,
his beady eyes glittering. "What you
say now, eh? You go on a long, long
ride out Woedstock way, an' you
never come back.” He spat. “You
big damn fool! Your gitl? Huh!
Tony's gitl. How you like it?”

Spike counted seconds. Tiny beads
of per i were begi; to
gather at his sandy temples. He kept
stealing glances out of the corners
of his eyes at the door on the other
side of the room. He dared not look
too frequently. If they should sus-
pect.

His heart gave a tremendous bound.
Softly, slowly, the shiny door was
commencing to yield. Little by little.
Now, a fiiery red crop of hair was in.
Now, a brick red face, fat and round,
like a scarlet moon. Inm it stood out
two, startling blue eyes, which twin-
kled like Spike’s own. Those blue
eyes cautiously surveyed the room,
and thcn returmed to rest on Splkn

less face. I gibly, one
eyelld dropped down to cover a blue
eye. In spite of his precarious cir-
cumstance, Spike’s grin broadened a
sa‘adls more. A wink—at a time like
this

I Lo goodby to you now, my
frien'," smiled Tony oilily. ‘*!“gwe
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Celia your love, eh? An’ tell her
you'll not be-back for a long time.”

Tony started to make the motion
with his head that would signal Jack,
the killer, to fimish the business.
Spike’s heart was thumping heavily.
Curse that red-faced imp at the door!
What was he waiting for? Did he
want them to turn around, to get the
drop on him, and shoot it out? If
he didn’t speed up, the act would be
crabbed for sure.

“Drop thim popgums, or I'll be
lavin’ yez taste a man-sized chunk
o’ lead!” shrilled a squeaky voice,
quite out of proportion to the bulky
body from which it came. In compari-
son with the broad brogue, Spike
Muldoon spoke perfect English.

N THROUGH the door, before

the astonished gaze of Tony and
his disciples, bounced a regulae rub-
ber ball of an Irishman. The cannon
he held in his right fist might easily
have enlisted in any battery of Field
Artilllery. Up went four pales of arms,

“Spike, darlint,” continued the red-
faced, perspiring grinning imtruder,
“do go an’ collect those dreadful in-
struments of human destruction.
They’ll come in handy fer souvemirs
fer the kids.”

Spike Muldoon laughed outright at
the dazed, frustrated expressions on
the faces of his late captors. When
he had collected the four gums, he
said, in a mocking tone which wrung
the very soul of Tony Mallow:

“Gentlemen, it gives me a very
great pleasure, I assure you, to intro-
duce my brother Tim. He belongs to
the greatest mob in the world, the
Muldoon gang. Ever hear of it be-
fore? Tomy, if you don't watch your
step, an’ be a good boy from now on,
Pm thinkin’ you'll after be hearin'
more o' the Muldoons.

“I'm surprised at you, Tony! How
could you be thinkin’ that Spike
Muldoon would walk into your little

spider’s nest with nary a thought for
the gettin’ out agaim?™

Tony cursed vehemently in Italian,
but precipitatedly stretched for the
ceiling as Tim Muldoon waved his
cannon toward him.

“Stop it, be jabbers!” demanded
the insolent Tim. “I can’t understand
the lingo, an’ how do I know that
you be not swearin’ at me?"

A minute later, when the brothers
stepped out.into the biting winds of
the now deserted streets, Spike yell-
ed down to his short, tubby brothen:

“Tim, my lad, I'm proud of you!
You were a smashin’ hit!”

CHAPTER 111
Unexgpetrted Visitors
‘ECILIA opened the door of the
apartment, and hurled herself
into the arms of the delighted, but
somewhat taken back Spike.

“Darling,” she breathed. “Darling,
I've been so afraid.”

Spike knew that she had been
afraid for him. A lump came into
his throat. Gee, it was great and
wonderful, to have a girl like Cecilia
feel that way about you! He would
fightt a dozen Tony Mallows, if need
be, for her.

“Come on,” she whispered, leading
the way to the -small, neat, enamel
and tile kitchen. “My father has
visitors in the living room tonight.”

"Visitor$2?” Tony raised his sandy
eyebrows,

“Oh, yes,” she explained. “Two
men from his own countryt They
walked in on him unexpectedly. You
should have seen his face when he
saw them! He tvas so excited. He
shooed me out to the kitchen to do
the supper dishes, and won’t let me
come near the living room. That’s
why he didn't go to work tonight.
Poor father! I don’t blame him. It's
so long since he has seen anybody
from his own coumtry.”
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For a minute, the mention of vis-
itors had Spike worried. But Ce-
cilia’s explanation relieved his mind,

“Now, what happened tomight?"
demanded Celia, resting her elbows
on the top of the kitchen table, and
gazing across at Spike,

“Aw, nothin’ much,” he smiled.
“Only Tony won't be botherin’ you
any more, I guess.”

Her heart leaped.

“Spike, you didn‘t—you didn't—"

“Naw. I didn't. Why shkould I
waste my time killin’ a guy like him?
We just had an understamdiim’, that’s
all.”

ELIA smiled her relief.

“I'm gl ou didn't Spike. I
hate E&'%;ﬁlgif b e '§Elgt§1i_né
{fathink of you doing anythin

i t.1, s »

;@sﬂ oD, ST
. DRSS ORI GALY qoct watatety

HER AT R

08oPesIHERle thAlile, Celia was silent.
Friofh #hlURANB!IPodnt| iEaiies 51LH.
SEAHY Hite BY108idQ0NS el 80hE:
)t WP L ofeLee SO RUABYAI 130 Wil
B 81€es wiaitasiqgalligaee
PharNEiBereMOIOT U Ifbuides Vothal

éfe Hifey' Bécorhige Und' WS
PHeludheY ahgr)? NG RO eheyp durpiig
{brbanh g2 W re WAES WéhaddiHBY
100 B00Rar Ve Ge N Whe AXRENISRAS
Wet@dFAARbIN tebhpihen Mgrevaiss
Yi5ée, 0§ piREN R P N4 fabloROWRRE
ohEe 1Pk FUREd adlishdacaauioneard
Uharp IVRG, £80MateAs he caught a
SheURridrd tideMving room were
risfhy B ghldn 10 8oliNRA 5RO aWerf
HRAY ReReT spdakitpdest dhif aldnie
RS SiSilee'sSRAAHAGwsAbebhfed. SaFI8
1gBRed SHKES11£Y ERIGW!S shegtted, was
Ipkedngt RétredNRps PhPtelPAs WHE
bl " it athel ioriated as she
strove to catch the words.

Perplexedly, she turned to Spika,

“I can't imagine what on eartih—-"

Her statement was cut short by a
string of sharp, short, clearly enun-
ciated, Sp nish words. Her face
whitened. Her hand flew to her
heart. Watching her, Spike rose half
out of his chair, his hands gripping
the table.

“What’s  the
Wihat’s wromg?”

She had no time to reply. From
the living room came a cry of appeal,
followed immediately by a grunt, as
if some one had been suddenly struck
forcibly in the pit of the stomach.
Then, from the now silent living
room came a groaning, most terrible
to hear.

“Father!” screamed Celia, rushing
out into the hall.

But Spike overtook her, and with
one sweeping motion of his arm,
thrust her behind him. An ugly,
short-nosed automatic gleamed in his
hand.

troublle, honey?

OM the living room, a small,
brown-skinned fman step| caid=
tiously into the hall. -1n his hand
was 4 pointed, nariow-bladed knife.
Glaneing up, and finding the nar:
fowed, steel blue eyes of Spike upeA
him, he steed as it peiriHied. From
the eensternation writien large 6n
his small, peinted face, it was easy
te see that he Rad expeeied t8 deal
with e ene But the girl. Fer aA
instant, the twe men sfared at eaeh
other. - Al the while, Spikes' jaw
Eﬁlm slowly and ateadily with his

As Spike advanced, his gun direct-
ed squarely at the breast of the man,
that individual slowly began to back
himself through the doorway of the
living room. Suddely, Spike lunged
forward, but he was just a fraction
of a second too late in his estimate.
He took the slammming door on the
point of his shoulder. Exerting all
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his strength, Spike shoved. The man,
whose weight was against the door
on the other side, gave way a few
inches. But before Spike could

shoulders, “that cannot be helped—
now."”
He turned to his companion,
“Pedro, the semuitza, She must be

his body through the open-

brought in here.”

mt. the door was held.

“Open the door!” Spike’s voice
was a grim, menacing command. The
sobbing girl, down on her knees in
the hall, was driving him on. “Open
that door, or I'll blow my way
through it!”

At that instant, the door, with a
jerk, swung wide. Caught unexpect-
edly, Spike stumbled through. He
had a filasting glimpse of anmother
brown-skinned man at the far side of
the room. He saw the upraised arm.
He teied to lift his gun to fire. But
he had fiet yet regained his balance
after his unexpected plunge.

There was a slight, swishing sound
in the air..At the same instant it
ceased, Spike felt a burning sensa-
tion in his right shoulder. The sud-
denly nerveless fiingers of his hand
were powerless to prevent his pistol
from thudding upon the carpet. The
firsit brown-skinned man darted fof-
ward and retrieved it.

Bewildered, Spike glanced down
at his shoulder where a small, pearl-
handled knife lay imbedded. For a

While Pedro went to secure Ce-
cilia, his comrade, who seemed to be
the leader of the two, motioned
Spike to a chalr. “It is better that
you sit down, perhaps?” he asked
courteously. "Ne doubt you are feel-
ing a little bit sick at the stomach.”

Spike took a step, and nearly fell.
nght, filled with millions of glitter-
ing dots, tried to envelope his brain.
He knew that he had lost much
blood.

Somehow, he dragged himself to a
chair, and sat down heavily upon it.
He felt better. With the keen eyes
of the other upon him, Spike took
hold of the knife handle, and gave it
a quick jerk. It was out, but that
searing, now throbbing paln increas-
ed a hundredfold.

“Breawd?” murmured the man re-
garding him. “Now, if you please,
semurr, that knife you will toss out to
the middle of the floor, so. Gaciss.”

ITTING in the chair, Spike began
to feel better. By holding his
dl iieff over the mouth of the

second, he did not seem to compre-
hend. This was the first time that
anything like this had happened to
him. No one had ever gotten the
better of Spike Muldoon before. A
wave of dizziness swept him.

When his head cleared, he found
himself staring into the mouth of his
own gun.

CHAPTER 1V
Murdder-WHoleotda ale

E semur would interfere,
yes?” sald the small, slender
tan before him, "But it is

too bad! We have fie interest in yeu.
However,” he shrugged his thia

wound, he had managed to stay the
steady flow of bloed. He comimnenced
to take cognizance of the situation.

Not five feet away from him, on
the floor, dying the carpet red with
his ‘life’s bloed, lay the white-haired
Gonzalez. His hands were clenching
a pearl knife in his
He was fiet dead. He was still
groaning; but his groand resembled
labored breathing frem the little
sound they made.

What was it k1l about? Spike
racked his brain for an answer. Tony
Mallow's work. No. These mefi
didn't belong to Tony's mob. This
seemed like something more simister;
yes, mote deadly than mob jealousies




20

THRILLING ADVENTURES

and figits. What was it all about!

Pedro entered, half-leading, half-
dragging Cecilia. Wihen the girl saw
her father, she uttered a dreadful
cty, and flew to her knees beside
i,

“My fatheri My father!” she beg-
ged, lifting his thin, torture drawn
face, and white hair, to her lap.
“Speak to me! Speak to me! Oh—
oh—oh——"

Her voice was pitiful to hear.
Spike clenched his teeth, his eyelids,
his fiits. In sympathy with that girl,
he was going through tortures of the
damned.

He opened his eyes again. What
devils were these who had so calmly,
80 cold-bloodedly done thid frightful
thing?

EY resembled each wtther
geeatly, this Pedro and his com-
panien, They were beth eof emall
stature and slender build, Their dark
suits were of expensive make, and
similar in fashien. The light browa
skins of both were inneeent of beard,
Their leng, jet-black, silky hair was
drawn Baek over their fereheads in
?Bmp_ﬁ@%& The truth dlshed neme
0 Spike. They were brothers—twins!
“We must hasten, Framcisco ™
Pedro cautioned his brother. “The
girl will make the old one tell.”
Francisco stood begide Spike's
chair. Spike’s gun, which he held in
his hand, never wavered from the
direction of Spike's head.
The slim, brown hand of Pedro
tugged at Celia’s should he, how-

prehend. In front of her eyes he
passed his knife, the very, blood-
stained knife which Spike had tessed
to the center of the room a few
minutes before.

“Ask!” he demanded. "The jewels,
the gold of the Gonzalez. Wheke has
the old one hidden them?”

PIKE half rose from his chair,

2 murdetous lights glinting frem
his blue eyes. Franciseo pressed the
eold, reund eirele of the meuth of
the gun against his faee. Spike
droppRd baek inte his chaif.

“I don't know!” The girl was
hysteriicall. “I don’t know!”

Pedro’s black eyes fliashed. He bent
his face close to the girl's. “He
knows!” he cried, pointing with his
knife to her fathet's prostrate body.
“He will tell you. It is better so.
If net—" Pedro’s gestute with the
knife conveyed the meaning of his
incompleted sentence.

Gonzalez stirtred. Wiith effort, he
turmed his head se that his pain-
filled eyes could look up inte his
daughters face.

“No,” he breathed. “No—I will
not—tell. It is—it is—your heritage
—my daughter.”

Pedro cursed. With one arm, he
seized Celia, and bore her backwards.
He placed the point of the knife
against her smooth, slender, white

throat.

“You like, old man,” he hissed,
“to see the lovely throat of your
daughter slit, like the neck of a
i

ever, seemed beyond giving heed.

finally, Pedro managed to
draw her attentiom, she stared at him
with wide, dazed eyes.

“You must,” he insisted smoaothly,
“ask your father where is the hiding
place of the Gonzalez jewels and
gold that he hid fourteen years ago,
during the revolution.”

Pedro saw that she did not com-

here before your eyes? Tell,
ot por Diass, it will be donel”

Spike's fists were clenching and un-

hii He hered his 1
for a spring. He knew, however, that
he could not succeed in preventing
the final outcome. They were trapped
—trapped by two unknowm, under-
sized forelgners, with hairless faces
as smooth as boys’.

The predicament was doubly bitter
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for Spike Muldoon. He had prided
himself upon his ability to take care
of himself in the gangland of Chi-
cago. Chicago’s gangland, the tough-
est, most merciless area in the world.
And here he was, like a hick, trapped
by a simple trick, by two spiggoties
whose patent leather black hair would
turn white in a little, innocent Chi-
cago stickuap!

Well, he was facing the fade-out at
last. He hadn't expected that it
would come like this. Spike was fully
aware that the instant he moved, a
fingmr would press the trigger of that
gun beside his head—then he would
know no more.

ONZALEZ, in hoarse syllables,

was speaking again. His gaze,
bright from the burning palh 1A his
velns, stayed glued to the face of his
daughtet.

“The ancient heirlooms, the family
plate, the gold . ... of the Gonzalez ., .
are buried. . . .” His words became
faint. Wiith intense comecemtration,
Pedro bent over him. “. .. on the
Gonzalez ranch . . . twenty miles from
. . . the capitol . . . Las Vegas.”

He stopped. His breath came and
went in short, hard gasps.

Except for the old man's loud,
ghastly breathing, the room was tense
in its silence. Far down, upon the
cold street, the occasional honk of a
late roving taxi could be heard very
plainly.

“Go onl” demanded Pedro, licking
his dry lips. “Where, on the ranch?"

Once more, Celia's father summon-
ed strength from his weakening body
to speak. His life was rapidly ebbing
away.

“In the bottom drawer of the
dresser . ... in my room . . . there is
... an envelope. Itis ... addressed
to my daughter. In it ... you will
find. . . "

His .v.olce faded into nothing. On

his daughter’s lap, his frail body
twisted convulsively. Suddenly, he
raised himself bolt upright.
“Cecilial” he called. His voice wa
strong and clear. His eyes, however,
looked far away, over her head. “My
daughter . . . your uncle ... he. .. .*

A LL at once, he crumpled. The

will having left his bedy, he feil
baek heavily. Spike knew that Dee:
tor Felipe Genzalez was dead:

“Father!” cried Cella, in mortal ter-
ror. “My father! Speak to me!” She
cupped his thin, careworn faee in her
hands. “Oh, speak to mef”

“Pedro,” ordered Framcisco.
letter. Go and find it.”

Wiille Pedro went to ransack the
dresser in the bedroom, the only
sound in the llving room was the hec=
tic sobbing of Cecllia. Franeisce
stood carefully on guard, his black
eyes somberly going from the girl and
her father to his prisenet, and back
again.

Spike stared morosely at the flloor,
An insane rage was seething in his
breast. But, what ceuld he de? The
drop was 6n him, and on hif #ight.
He was helpless to de anything him:
self. He eeuld expeet RS help freMm
outside.

Curse these apartment dwellers!
Doubtless, in some of the apartiients
around, some one heard peeuliar nois-
es issulng from the hote of the Gen:
zalez. But, If any heard, they weuld
keep on playing the radio, playing
thele bridge; ge on with theit laugh:
i _ane_ealkw;?, That is the way of
a big eity. No ene knews, A8 one
em: what happens in the Rext apar:
eRt.

“The

Pedro re-entered the room. His eyes
were sparkling with triumph.

“It is here, my brother!” he called,
waving a long, time-stained envelope.
“Under the palm trees, north of the
garden. Now there is nothing left for
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us to do but return and collect our
reward. A very great one, too, it shall
be.”

Francisco’s eyes, too, sparkled as
he caught sight of the envelope. But
his thoughts returmed quickly to the
work at hand.

“We must,” he said to Pedro, “leave
no clues. It is unfortumate, but it is
necessary. Pedro, the semwitaa. You
know what to do.” He laughed a lit-
tle. “No one, my little brother, knows
how to do it so well. A quick stroke;
a painless one. BBssiartie.

"As for you, semur,” he returmed to
Spike, “as I have said before, it is
most unfortunate that you are here.
You understand,” he said deprecating-
1y, “that we have no quarrel with you.
But, however, you must also under-
stand that at times certain measures
are most necessary. I am sorry. But
it is not so bad. You love her, yes?
You will be together for always."

Now!

PIKE tensed himself to spring up-

o6n Pedio, whiF was already
stealthily advancing, knife in hand,
upen Celia, whe shrank frem him in
hereer.

The door of the room flew open.

Crash! The shot reverberated deaf-
eningly through the small ap:
Framciseo theew back his head. The
fiuseles in his brown neck writhed
and knetted. The pistol he had late-
1y held at Spike’s head dropped from
Bis hand to the filaar. A second Jater,
he thudded down beside it.

With a snarl of fear and rage,
Pedro whirled from the girl to face
the newcomers at the door. A sec-
ond automatic barked, and Pedro
pitched forward across the body of
the Seiwr Gonzalez.

All this while, Spike Muldoon did
not remain inactive. He took one look
at the two fiigures by the door, and
knew what was coming. He slid out
of the chair to his knees. Hastily his

fingerss groped for the gum, his gun,
which lay beside Framcisco. He found
it! His left hand closed lovingly over
the butt.

Like a fiash, he raised and ffived.
The second shot, that which fifuiidhed
Pedro, had hardly rung out, when
there were two more, in rapid suc-
cession.

Jack, the Killer, pitched crazily in-
to the room, and fell on his face.

HORTY NICCOLA fired once

feke. His bullet sfhashed inte the
table beside Spike's head. Twic mere,
sglke‘s automatic spat  viciously.
Sherty sereamed in pain, and grabbed
at his sheulder. Them, tUFRIRG Reel;
he preeipitatedly fled.

Now the apartment house was in an
uproar. Wimdows banged open. Out
popped heads. And, just as quickly,
they popped in again. Loud veices
were calling to one anether. Wemen
shrieked.

Down in the street, police whistles
were shrilling excitedly.

In spite of his weund and his
weakness, Spike got to his feet, his
pistol still gripped in his hand. He
knelt beside Celia's still form.

“Listen, honey!” he pleaded. “Wake
up. I haven't got time to lose. Dat-
lin’, please snap inte it!”

Her eyelids fifiutiered. Then, her
liquid brown eyes wete staring up at
hirm.

"Spike!” she whispered.

“It’s all right, honey,” he soothed,
stroking her bidir. “You ain't hurt,
mavourmeem. But listen,” he spoke
rapidly. "I gotta go. If the coppers
catch me here, it'll be a Chinaman's
chance I'll be havin'.

“You're okay, Cele. Everythin® will
come out all right. See my brother
Tim. He'll tell you what to do. I'm
goin’ to beat it now. Tim'll tell you
where you can get hold of me.

“An’ listen, Cele. Hold on to that
paper. There's somethin’ to it, or
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them guys wouldm’t a come way up
here after it.

“Remember — everythin’ will be
ol:ay. Don’t worry. So lomg—sweet-
heart I

She scrambled to her feet, “Spike I*
she called. “Speke!” But he was al-
ready struggling down the fire escape.

A minute later, the police burst in-
to the room.

CHAPTER V
Tian Pulls a Fast Qne

EW YORK.
In a small, shabby, down-
town hotel Sp\ke Muldoon,
hi

dr ing lhisa fx ammd-
less thetsill, Syait< by Mk
dowm ofi thjs magfmgynﬁurmshednrmn
Smowatwas fallihg ol thetvoet,tgbisten-
igy bifdkispaveagenits. f(Passeesbyr dam-
siedw over fahlény othetre ceat gdodlans
tngnedacitpp abee ntheiP asses:s b yEvieny
riew andrth¢mma noairwondd fililidre
mumd aspanbmltvalted train, Whesy
Irdg] tdevahed whildding
thundend qvaselewktdrealryl nlonesome
scexies lay right outside the window,
thiWdthed gigit. of Ashisernryorddonspihe
guotneup and wandered about the
robmth Hesigtopfedhéar froradwf, His
1 anddeyed rid edist: . tAe
tmnhe Heachmdvmnnoﬁmﬂd ttt ahid
frorpedt ia distespa el yclipt
fristg whiehchey owveheopgped it, and
exRartte fhowsandahndmepheere-ebigd
pingItwbbrke thy datéhef tapmonth ago.
For the thousandth time he re-read
FOURPMURBERED 1N month ago
CHICAGO APARTMENT

Jack, the Killer, Noted Chicago Gun-
man Slain
Demgetet Owt fur Spiike Mafddoon,
Citiéef Licetetanant of Tunpy MMaltow

Gangster’s Gll'l Tclls Fammm; Story
of Hiiddem Tropical Treasure

Chicago, 1, Nov. 12—Early this
morning the dwellers in Laura Cuourt,
northside apartment houBe, were aroused
by a fusillade of shots. In the apart-
ment of Felipe Gonzalez, a mative of
Central America, four men were found
murdered, among them Gonzalez himself.
His pretty dnugnuf was the only living
person in lac

This wholesale mnrd:r is believed to
be the outcome of gang jealousy and
rivalry, in which the girl, Cecilia Gan-
zalez, had a prominent part.

Two of the murdered men are un-
known to these parts. They were . . .

He relived the fateful night over
again. What had brought those two
spiggotiies to the United States at this
time, fourteen years after Gonzalez
had been driven from his coumtry?
Who were they? Wihere had they
gotten wind of the buried treaswre?
Were they acting on their own, or
were there others in this coumtry,
waiting for the present situation to
blow over, before they tried again to
secure the Jetter?

These questions tormented Spike.
Down in his heart, he had a convic-
tion that Pedro and Framcisco had
bean tools, albeit clever tools, for
some one else. A mind, a will power,
a trickery superior to theirs was be-
hind it all. Wihen would the toils, of
her father's unwitting weaving, reach
out for her again?

Such thoughts were too much for
him. Spike sprang to his feet, and
began his restless striding up and
down his little cage.

ERE was Tony Mallow, besides.
That Tony had intentionally and
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Spike, would have been the next on
Tony’s list. That would have left the
boss gangster a clear field with the
girl. And, there would have been
ways and means of getting around
her.

It had been lucky that Tony Mal-
low did think so little of Spike's
threats. If Jack and Shorty hadn't
arrived on the scene that night, and,
seeing the gun in Framcisco's hand,
hadn’t opened up on him, it would
have been curtains for Spike Muldoon
and very pessibly for Celia Gonzalez,
too.

The room was not especially warm,
but, nevertheless, sweat began to
break out on Spike's temples. This
wortying, this hearlng nothing, this
inability to de anything abeut the sit-
uation, had been bearing dewn on his
nerves for days. When the pelice ifi-
vestigations were over, when the pub-
Heity had dwindled te nething, Celia
weuld be in a het spet fer €ertain,
Then wetld Tony start the machiner:
going to take that whieh he desired.

It would be a race, a race in which
the competitors were unknown to
each other, a race in which each
thought he ran alone. Who would
win; the leering, greasy Tony Mal-
low, or the sinister, unknown power
from Central America?

PIKE stood in front of his win-
dow, his hands behind his back,
clasping and unelasping nervously.

There came a knock on his door.

His heart quickened its beating.
Whirling about, his hand on the gun
in his hip pocket, he called guard-
edly:

“Who is it?"

Coming indistinct, muffled, through
the door, a voice was speaking his
name. Did he know that voice? Re-
lief, happimess, like rays of sunshine,
dispelled the gloom on his face. With
one, joyous bound, he was at the door
and filinging it open.

“Celia . . . darlin’l Oh, but I've
been worryin® about you, sweetheart #”

His pent-up emotions owerwhelmed
him. He seized her in his arms, made
her breathless with his kisses. Then,
he held her off from him to see how
she looked. Undoubtedly, she had
changed a little. Who wouldn't=af=
tee what she had been threugh! She
had thrown open her ‘eeen skin €eat,
Spike eould see that she was elad
teimly, charmingly in a dark {raveling
sult with white silk waist. A piping
of white edged her ehie, black tifbaf.

TPDUUTE it was an oldet, a more serious
Celia whe tearfully returned his

aze. And, theught §lpi¥<%, 3 SWeeter,

ovelier werman foF all of {hat:

“Spike! Your showlder?”

“Ah, good as new!" he grinned,
slapping it to shew her.

By now, the third persen in the
room felt that he should anneunce
himself.

“Spikie, darlint! Have ye no word
fer your brother after what he's
brought ye?” Tim's red face beamed
archly.

“Tim, you old devill” shouted
Spike. “I knew you'd do somethin®
like this! You ain’t a Muldoon for
nothin’, big bey!”

After Celia had been seated in the
one chair of the room, and Spike and
Tim were perched upon the bed,
which sagged perilously, Spike de-
manded :

“Wihat's the news from Chij?”

“Plintyt” grinned Tim. “An’ right
about now, I'm bettin’ there’s the divil
himself to pay! Ain't it so, now,
Celia, darlint?”

She smilingly nodded her head.

“He's wonderful, Spike!” she said.
“I don't know what I'd have done
without him.”

“Sure,” agreed Spike, grinning, and
placing his arm around Tim's massive
shoulders. "He's a Muldoon, Celig”™

“Well,” continued Tim, “with wan
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thing an’ another, we had a helluva
time. Poor Celial It was disgraceful
the way thim billygoats of pelicemin
and reporters kept after her. But
after a while, it all died down kind
av gradual like.

“Thin we missed the letter.”

“The letter?” repeated Spike,

“Sure. The letter that tells where
the buried traysure is, Swiped,
snitched. Psst! Just like that!®

A flow of questions were at the
tip of Spike’s tongue.

“Sure now, don't be imterruptin'
me!” protested Tim. “It was Tony
Mallow himself that pinched it, the
dirty, thievin’ black-hearted wretch!
Oh, he has a good eye, bad cess
to it, fer anythin’ that's goin' on,
whither it be girrrlls, buried traysure,
an’ sich like!"

“Has he got it now?" demanded
Spike.

M thought the question the

greatest joke In the world. He
shook with laughter. Finally, before
Spike’s disapproving gaze, he quieted
down. A cunning twinkle flamed in
his blue eyes.

“It's me that has it, Spike, darlint.”
He winked, and tapped his breast.
“Right here in me coat."

“But how——"

“Aw, ayseyl” He waved his hand
jauntily in the air, “Skeets Murphy
an’ me got it back."

“Skeets Murphy I

“Fer sartinl Who else? Me an'
Skeets are just like that.” Tim put
two fingers together. “After you left,
I joined Jp with his mob. Spike, ye
have the gr-randest reputatiom, dar-
lint! Skeets’ boys were that tickled
to have a Muldoon fer their very
own, that there wasn't a thing they
couldn’t do fer me.

“But the letter. Do be patient, an'
I will come to it in the due course
of time.”

Here, Tim felt obliged to rock
with laughter again, much to the im-
patience and growing mystification
of his brother.

“Ow—it was the gr-grandest jokel
Ye'd av died laughin’, Spikie, dear!
Get a load av this now. The letter
was in the safe, an’ we lifted the
letter, safe, an’ alll

“It's me own chance fer a resarved
seat in hivin I'd av given to uv seen
his black mug whin he looked into
the empty hole in the wall, where
there was neither hide nor hair of
his precious, old strong box.

“But it was the ayseyest trick in
the wor-rld! Me an' a few av the
boys got a truck on which was
palnted, niece as ye please, ‘JOHN
STRONG—SAFES AND VAULTS
OF ALL DESCRIPTIQWNS. With
that, fe less, we drives up, in bread
dayligh\, mind ye, in frent of Teny's
place, Tie MiHoFs:

““Is this the office of Mr. Tony
Mallow?’ we inquires swately of the
John inside. ‘Well, it might be,’ he
growls suspicious like at us. “What
would yez be after wamtin'?’

“It’s the safe in the back room,
we come after,’ I says. ‘It was Mr.
Mallow- himself who was after step-
pin' into the store this very mornin’,
an’ says as how he de be needin’ a
real safe to take the place of the tin
box he has here. Se, fe boy, bein’
always on the job, we comes up ifm-
fedjitly te femove the auld safe.
AR whin the whistie blews ene
e'elogk, we'll Be back as seen as that
with a gr-rand new eash Bex that
gmmy alentine himselt covidn't

"Tlhe John scratches his head, an’
looks kinda dubious like. 'Mr. Mal-
low didn't say nothin’ to me about
a new safe,” he says. ‘T'll have to
call him up to find out about it.’

“*Aw, that's all right, i
wan av the boys. ‘Here’s a little mes-
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sage to tell ye that everythini okay.
Wiith that, he shoves his rod against
the John's ribs.

“From thin on, Spikie, dear, we
had no trouble at all. With the safe
safely aboard, we rattled away to
Skeets’ hangout where wan av the
boys, who was kinda handy that way,
opens the door in less time tham it
takes to tell it. Am’, sure emough,
there was Celia’s letter, just as big
as life.”

RINNING broadly, Spike slapped
his younger brother on his husky
back. “Tim Muldeon, you'll be the
death of me yet, with your seally-
wag teieks!” Wiith a pleased srirk
on his moenlike faee, Timothy glane-
ed at the smiling Ceeilia.
“Now,” he stated complacently,

they call Costa Belly. I'm thinkin®
the cost av livin' must be as high
down there as it do be here, from
the name av it! Sure, Spike, darlint,
it ain't you, me own brother, that
would say no?"” demanded Tim anx-
iously. “Would ye see a fortune that
belongs to the girrel of your heart
fall into the hands of some dirrrty,
brown-skinned divils?”

CHAPTER VI
Tiedleted
ET me see the letter!” re-
quested Spike.
“Aw, ye big gossoon!” de-

rided Timothy, ytakbicg gtdws opellowisd
erdeclopenfotny, his ljogketie “Pédlcar't
eaadlopd frivis hwritteketin "$panisht
Hede, iCelidf'veadriiteno ihimSfikésha

“that we're all here together again,
nice, confortable, an’ homelike, we'd
better be makin’ our plans.”

A frown gathered the eyebrows of
Spike Muldoon. In Chicago, he
would have known what plans to
make. Celia would marry him now.
There was nothing to hold her back.
Her father was dead. She and Spike
would get a cozy apartment. A glow-
ing vision.

But Spike was forced to shut his
eyes to it. He was still a hunted
man. The police connected him with
the killings in Gonzalez’ apartment,
and it would be a long time before
they would forget him. He could
not ask her to share his life and
future until this thing had blown
over.

He turmed to her.

“Wiat have you thought about
doin’ Celia, darlin*?"

“Ow!” interrupted Timothy. “I'm
surprised at ye! Wiat would the
poor girrrl be after doin’ but goin®
to that haythin country to claim the
gowld that is rightfully hers?

“We're goin’ on a long, long trip,
Spikie—to some outlandish place
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that T was able to escape from those
terriible days with your life and mime.
“Some day, my daughter, the proud
families of the Gdmez, the Arias, the
Calvo will regain thelr own. Then you
shall return to Costa Bella, seek where
1 shall tell g'ou, and take the place in the
wefld which is yours. Like the name of
the Genzalez, the fortune of the family
has always been the nmlm in Central

America. Your imagination, limited by
euf PEeRGRL, Meager, fean Ilfe is wnable
comprahend the vastness of the Fiohes

whieh shall be yam, U&e them wisely,
Ehl lez—=whieh

1@. daSEGﬂ hfe. a life of
§59\§'ee te eﬂ@g mmly‘ 18 the peaple, and

“You are the last of the Gonzalez.
Even you, I suppose, when you shall
have come Into your heritage, wnll m':(
long bear that famous name.
sainted mother had lived, my cmld~ ar.
it the Pates had beea Kinder, yerhapa
there weuld have been a son. But,
gﬂﬁﬂ, it is but anether eress I hava w
ear.

“Here is my last wish for you, Cecilia.
When you marry, and you will, marry
well. Couple our name with one as old,
as proud, as worthy of it. Dp this, for
e, my daughter. lt is all that 1 ask.”

At this point, Timothy stole a
glance at his brother’s face. But
Spike’s jaw was slowly working his
gum. His face revealed nothing.

Celia’s soft voice flowed on. Two
tears, gleaming, in the corners of her
brown eyes, were like twin diamonds.

“Now for the directions that will
bring you to the buried wealth of the
Gonzalez. Upon your arrival at Caosita
Bella, go to anyone of the families 1
have mentioned. They all will be happy
to aid the daughter of Felipe Genzalez.
1t may be, too, that your uncle, your
mother's brother, Den Jose Preeiado,
will have retused by then, and will help
you. The last 1 heard of him, he was
still in Spain.

“I have already told you of the
haciendh;, twenty miles from the capitol.
A man will have to climb to the roof of
the house of the family. There, he will
find a weather-vaie, a gelden arrow,
whieh has been 60 fixed that it
poiAts in one direclith only. ﬁamiﬁ
aleng the line of the vame, a elump
palis, at abeut a halt mile’s dimnse

from the house, will be seen. But sight
more carefully along the vane. It monts
to a partittiléer palam in the group. Mark
that palm well. Go to it. Now,

ouf back against the tree, fiﬁi the

ouse. P forward fifay paces. Faee
to the . Moving in a itmﬁm line,
fatep sigh h aces. Faee to the

SfB
The spat aeumless wm be eovered b
jRae Bhush. No matie. DI
“God bless you, my daughter, and
keep you. u have been the divine
soothing balm of my tortured, unhappy
life. Witheut yeu, I ecouley not have
gone on.
“Your loving and grateful father,
“Doctor Felipe Ganzalez.

"Chicago, Illinois, United States

of America, May ﬁﬁh, nineteen

Hunered ane ek

Celia’s gentle voncc died away.
Dropping her head upon her arms,
she sobbed silently. For once, the
Muldoon brothers were sober. The
tragic life of the gentle, kindly,
noble man, who had been Cecilia's
father, awed them.

Moreover, it seemed that a strange
personage had come among them—an
unreal, regal persomage. In the eyes
of the brothers, the dead man’s words
clothed his daughter with a new
petsonality. She was a creature out of
an Irish fairy tale. She was a reyal
primeess, beautiful and wealthy, mas-
querading as a lovely Cinderella.
At any minute, she might change,
before their wondering eyes, into a
proud prineess clad in silks and jew-
els. Haughty, bearded gentl
would ecofme for her, take hee away
to the kingdom that was hers by
fight of birth.

Tim stole another glance at his
brother. Spike's jaw was movimg
slowly and thoughtfully. His eyes
were fiixed to one spot in the thread-
bare carpet,

Wihem he looked up, it seemed that
some of that brilliant, laughing light
which habitually sparkled in his keen
blue eyes had faded away. Like a
man in a dream, he took the wad of
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gum from his mouth, and tossed it
into a far corner of the room.

IS voice was gentle when he
spoke.

“What party is runnin’ things
down there now, Celia?"

“I think the Liberals still have
control, Spike.*

He thought for an instant. Then,
he looked up, and gazed full imto
her eyes.

“Welll, no matter. We gotta go.
Somethin’s stirrin’ about that dough
of yours, an’ if we don't get it
Bomecbody’ll get it, an’ us, too,

“Gee,” he smiled at her wistfully,
“It'll be great when you’re rich, an'
have your own people, an’ seciety,
won't it, Cele?” Abruptly, he turned
away to his brother who was mow
standing by the window. “Get busy,
Tim. You make the arrangements.
We'te hoppin’ the next boat.”

Celia was puzzled by Spike’s curi=
ous look, and his mannmer. She had
never seen him as sad as this before.
But before she could question him,
Tim excitedly reached back, and grab-
bed his brother by the arm.

“Spike! Spike! Do I see right, er
are me eyes playin’ tricks with me?
I'm a blitherin’ idjit from €ork if
thim two buckoes ain't Slim Johnsen
an’ his auld pal Shorty Niceola!”

Spike leaped to the window. Tim's
eyes had not deceived him! Despite
their upturmed coat collars, 8pike rec-
ognized the pair. Indifferently, they
leaned against a store window on the
other side of the strest. Ci

were members of Tomy’s mob who
could read Spanish.

“I shouldn’t be at all surprised,”
stated Spike to his brother Tim, “if
we had a very pleasant trip.”

Timothy Muldoon squinted down
the barrel of his cannon, which he had
dug out of the voluminous depths of
his pants pocket.

“Ye think so?” he queried imnocent-
ly. His right eyelid futterdd with a
suspicion of a wink. "All me life
I've wanted to do some travelin’,” said
the incorrigible fellow, “but what is
travelin’ without a little excitement
to kape ye busy now an’ thin?” He
patted his gun lovingly. "A traysure
humt, no less, Bridget! An’ mhaybe a
shet of twe at auld Tony thrown in
fer good miaysire.”

CHAPTER VII
Revbiiotion
NOTICE

TO ALL PASSENGERS DISEM-
BARKING AT COSTA BELLA

Wireless dispatches received on board
this morning carry information that a
revolution of severe nature has broken
otit in the Republic of Costa Bella, Cen-
teal America. 1t is ukely that the press
ent government will o 66p8
with the situation. The iﬁiu?@ﬂ! ﬂﬂﬂy,
under the commant
ﬂmﬂl{ nppm@hm@ Lag ngis. (Hi
capitol city, where federal tie@ps aFe
gathering to spﬁaie it Intense gueﬂlia
warfare is beifig earried 6n threugheut

dangled nonchalantly from  their
mouths. Anmd, every now and then,
one or the other would cast a careless
glance toward the hotel.

“Tim,” demanded Spike. “How long
did Tony Have the letter?”

“A week. May the divil fly away
with his sowl!” muttered the red

head.
“Mm-mni” Spike thought. There

the interior,

The minister at Las Vegas
reports the country exceedingly unsafe
for foreigners at this time.

Passengers are warmed that they dis-
embark at Las Vegas at their own risk.
All pmengen, who had originally in-
tended to llnﬂ at Las Vegas, may make

arramgements today to be cartied to the
Panama Canl Zone, if they s0 desire.
SOUTH AND CENTRAL AMER-
ICAN 8. 8. Co.
Souttterrn

. 8,
December 28.
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Around the ship's bulletin board,
an excited, jabbering, gesticulating
crowd gathered. Dark-skinned, black-
eyed men and women, who had been
looking forward with impatience to
being once more in their homes and
among their friends and relatives, ifi-
terrogated each other despairingly.

REE happy people were de-

seendlng the staies which led from

the promenade deck to the lobby if
which the alarming notice hung.

Arm and arm, the girl in the mid-
dle, they reached the lobby. They
had been up early, these three, for a
brisk walk around the promenade
deck. The stiff, healthy sea breeze
had had its will with them. Not a
semblance of a_part could be seen in
either Tim's flaming thatch, or in
Spikes’ sandy one. Despite the blue
band bound tightly about Cecilia's
mass of hair, black curls had escaped,
and danced bewitchingly at every step
she took:

Except for them, the lobby was now
deserted. Splitting up into groups,
the crowd had gone off elsewhere on
the ship, to discuss the situation, to
werry abeut it, to eensele each other.

“Hello! What's this?" ejaculated
Tim,

In silence, they read the notice,

“Spike!"” cried the girl. “Do you
see that name? ‘Jose Preciado.’ It's
the same as the one in my father's
letter. Can it be ... I wonder ... my
uncle?”

Spike shook his head helplessly. He
could not guess. His sandy eyebrows
came together in a straight line. His
shrewd mind was busily thinking
about this new addition to the state
of affairs. The confounded coumtry
would have to spring a revolution. At
a time like this! He searched through
the notice again. “, ... exceedingly
unsafe . ... at this time."

A few minutes later, the three held

a council of war in Celia's stateroom,

“One more day, an’ we'll be there
Spike was saying reflectively.

“An' thin the fun’ll begin,” grin-
hed ‘Tim.

“But what do you think we ought
to do?” asked Celia, her eyes soberly
upon Spike.

“I don't know, Cele," he frankly
confessed. “As far as Tim an' myself
are concerned, we don't care: It's you
that I'm thinkin' about. It's yewr
money. You have the :s?m to go get
it, if it pleases you. In fact" he add:
ed hastily, as if he feared that she
misconstrued his meaning, "we want
you to have it. 1f any giFl is werthy
of it, you're the ene, Celia: But I'm
thinkin' that Cesta Bella, right at this
Fameulsr time, is ne place for a giFl
ike you."

“I'm not afraid!"
curly head with spirit.

“I know, I know, darlin’," placated
Spike. “Sure; there ain't a more eeur:
ageous girl than yourself! But ter:
rible things happen in them revelu:
tions, I'm told. An' what's the goed
of havin' riches, if you haven't yeur
health to enjoy them? Leek at your
father, now: He had to go away an'
leave it all there on account of a reve-
lution. Den't you think we'd Beuer
wait? ¥'m thinkin' this ig u&f,a@ 1;;-
e al-

She tossed her

little while: an’ then we ean il iR
Rice an’ easy like; an' grab the gel
an' stoff that'll make yay a Fich aw

tameus girl:"

UT if we went back,” she said

slowly, hielding Spikes’ desperate
eyes, "we would be in the same pre-
dicament as 61d Mother Hubbard. The
cupboard wetild be bare. What about
the others who ate after the Gonzalez
fortune? Some one in Central Amer-
ica knows that it exists. Tony Mal-
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low knows. He even knows where to
find it.”

Distraughtly, Spike threw up his
hands.

“Oh, I know, I know, darlin’,” he
cried. “"Forgive me for the old fool,
I am. I was only thinkin’ of your
own safety.”

Now, Tim, hitherto an interested
obsenwee=, although there were times
when he threw looks of plain disgust
and irritation at his blitherin® brother,
interrupted.

“Hist!” he whispered, placing a
stubby fiinger to his mouth. With his
other hand, he pointed to the curtains,
closed across the open porthole. Mys-
tified, Celia and Spike watched bim
take a can of water from beneath the
wash basin. Then, he made motions
for Spike to draw aside the curtains,

Through the porthele, the occu-
pants of the room had a glimpse of a
face, ear turmed towards them. Speed-
ily, Tim heaved the contents of the
water can. Tim's alm had been un-
erring. The deluge of water splashed
full inte the face of the surprised
eavesdropper. For an instant, the
fellow choked, clawed at his eyes with
his hands. Then, the face disappeared.

“We'te being followed ™ cried
Celia.

“Sure,” replied Tim, matter-of-fact-
ly, “since we got aboard in Noo York.
Just a little boy friend of Tony's.
Spike an’ me spotted him the minute
we gets aboard.

"The drel is lucky,”
Tim, “"that a boat is such a small
place, or he'd av been swimmin® with

thought they were in stranger hands,

“I shall go alone. It isn't fair of
me to let you and Tim risk yeur lives
for me. You have been 56 geed, §8
wonderful to me. 1 cannot ask fof
any more.

“I will be all right. I shall ge t6
my uncle. I am sure it is he whe is
at the head of the revolutionary army.
Even now he is ffighting; for the eause
for which my father gave up every-
thing. He s winning. He is sure {8
win. The right always wins! He will
proteet me, The daughter of his sis-
ter, He will see that the fertune, ¢he
lands of the Genzalez, are returned.

ARd then . ... I will esme baek {8
you."
“No!” exclaimed Spike gruffly.

“No! Until you have your father's
treasure in your hands—until yeu are
safe—we shall go with you!”

CHAPTER V111

Tony Elvafis

INCE early morning, the two

thousand ton yacht, Sew Fower,

had been cm&slns aleng at hilf
speed th h the choppy,
blue waters. Ewﬂemﬂ};rw the Sea FRoweF
had seen better days. Onee, she had
probably ‘been the property of some
multi-millionaire, the seene of gay
yaehting parties.

Now, her former, whitely gleaming
sides had taken on a dirty, streaked,
yellowish hue. The brasswork was
dingy. The mahogany panels were
dented End scarred. On her soiled,

the fishes long ago.”

“You see?" said Celia, turning to
Spike. Impulsively she took his
hand. “Oh, Spike! I understand how
you feel. You don't want me to go
into this danger. But, dear, I've got
to go. I've got to! I feel that it is
my duty te my father to recover the
heitlooms, the jewels of the Gonzalez
family. He would never rest if he

decks, slouched a shifty-

eyed, hard appeating, ratlike crew.
When the multi-millionaire had
tired of his play-toy, or had gone
broke on the Market, Captain Abel
Masters had purchased it. Captain
Masters was a long, lanky, cadaver-
ous sert of individual, supporting &
black, scraggly beard, and a cast in
one eye. Few knew mueh of the go-
inge and comings of Captaln Masters,
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and none sought to enquire. He dis-
couraged contacts. Sufficient to say,
however, that he had a price—for
everything.

In the after cabin of the Sea Ruawer
sat two individuals: one, stout, dark-
skinned, greasy; the other, Captain
Masters.

“Yes, captain, it's a grand racket,”
Tony Mallow was saying. “Really,
you should come to Chi seme time. A
guy like you would do well there.”

NTEAH,” replied Masters noncom-
mittingly.

“Yeah,” echoed Tony. “But I'm
gettin' tired of the racket, though.
Too much competition. You make the
deugh, all right. But the thing of it
is, to retire to enjoy it. There's the
hiteh, see? Nobedy’ll let you de it;
the cops, of nobedy. Yeu know toe
aueh, see?

“So I grabbed this chance to jump.
They think, back at Chi that I'm com-
in' back, but I ain't. I got most of
my jack out of it. An’ when we put
through this little deal, I'll have plen-
ty more. And a girl ...ooooh! Cap-
tain, you should see her. Ah!" Tony
kissed the tips of his fiingers expres-
sively, and rolled his eyes at the ceil-
ing.

“Yeah?" said the captain, apparent-
1y net a whit moved.

"She is mine! Her gold and her
jewels are mine! I, Tony, will have
everything. I shall buy a boat like
yours, captain. We shall sail all over
the world. She will love me, yes, af-
ter that? Ah, Cecilial” He rolled the
syllables of her name across his thick
tongue.

“Yeah,” grunted the captain. He
wasn't any too fond of the tricky
gangster in whose hire he was, But,
Captain Masters himselff was no nit-
wit. He knew a thing or two. Per-
haps he would grind an axe of his
own in this affair.

A seaman entered.

“Message fer yuh, Cap'n.”

“Yeah?"

Captain Masters opened the soiled
piece of paper, looked at it, and then
silently handed it to Mallow.

Tony read it once to himself, and
then read it aloud to Masters.

“CAPTAIN ABEL MASTERS,
SEA ROVER, AT SEA——

“S. S. SOUTHERN CROSS, AT
SEA, DEC. 28—
“Revolution not stopping stem,
“BAYER.”

Tony chuckled slyly. He rubbed
his ;utl!‘gy lpawi tsgeigxefé

“Right into ouf hands, capiain
Full speed ahead, if you please!”

“It’s lucky fer you,” said Captain
Masters dryly, “that I'm well ae-
quainted with this spiggety Preciade.
I done all his gun fuRRIR' fer him:
He's got the upper hand dewn there
now, or leastwise he seen will have:
He's a sliek hembee, that sne, When
the spiggeties get through With this
revolution, they wen't have a shift ¢
keep their bellies warm. Breeladgi]
have it all.

“He'll see ya through, all right. 1¢'l1
cost ya a right smart amount o' jack.
But I guess ya figggers it's werth it
to ya. But here’s a little tip from me,
Don't let Preciado get the real wind
o' what your after. I'm tellin’ ya.”

Captain Masters rose from the table
and departed to give the orders for
increased speed. Tony still rubbed
his hands, a pleased grin parting his
thick lips. It was teo easy! A sure
thing! With the country tern asuf-
der by revelution, with the purchased
help of the strongest man in it, with
ToRy's 6WR 6EuRRiRg, why—it was
better than Chieage! Before Preciade
himself knew what was aetually ge-
ing en, Teny Mallew weuld Be out
of the esuntty, on Ris way, with the

ifl and {he fertune, Agaln Tony
ehuelled aloud;



THRIRUINONGADNEWAWRERE S

But Tony had overlooked one
thing. He had not associated Preci-
ado, the revolutionary leader, with
the Preciado mentioned in the letter
of Celia’s father. There had been
other names in that letter, and none
of them had meant anything to Tony.
He had been chiefly interested that
there was a fortume, and in the direc-
tions for fimding it. And, before he
had had an eppertunity for a more
detailed perusal of the letter, he had
1est it

Over the small, almost land-locked
harbor of Las Vegas, the setting trop-
ieal sun was casting its last, golden
orange rays. Two long arms of land
extended out from the city, and seerm-
ed te clasp in thei embrace the silver
surface of the bay. One of these arms
was Righ, jungle eovered, a continua-
tien of a Meuntain range, which fival-
1y seught the depths of the sea, The
SthRr aFf Was a eauseway, artificially
Built, made te shelter the harber frem
the Fages ot the sea.

Along its entire length were digni-
fied palms, like a long line of immo-
bile soldiers. At its tip was the Mor-
fo Castle, a round, grim, gray fort.
Evety harbor, which had once belong-
ed to Spain, had its Morro Castle.
These gaunt, toothless relics serve to
remind the present day tourist from
the nerth that he was entering upon
a eivillzation, a culture, ideals, differ-
ent than his own. This part of the
world was an infant in the mail-
ed arms of Spain while the north-
lands were still vast, undiscovered
wildermess.

LOWILY, the yacht Sea Rover slip-
ped through the channel between
the polnts of the arms. Already the
brief, gray advance guard of the com-
ing night was upon the ealm, hushed
bay. Before the yacht, in the distant
::‘wn, lights were beginning to

Capn‘in Abel Masters was on the

bridge of hi8 ship, peaceably smoking
his stubby, blackened pipe. The
balmy air, the star-studded sky, the
unmistakable, undefinable smell of the
tropics, which came stealing frem
the waterfront of the city, from the
tangled jungles round it, moved him
from his taciturnity.

The short, fat man beside the
captain was nervous, exclted. Tony
Mallow was within sight of the geal.
Here would be the girl. Here was
her fortune.

“Wihen do you think the Séouthern
Crosss will get here?” he demanded.

“If I ain’t mistaken,” the captain
calmly replied, "that's her over
yondet.”

TRAINING his eyes, Tony made
out a black hull studded with yel-
low, blinking light. H cursed.

“Keep ya #liiirt on!” advised Abel.
“I kinda thought she’d beat us in
anyway. But she can't deck 'till
mornin”. She rusta get in toe late
for the harber officials te ifispect her,
or she weulda't be anehered eut in
the bay. Nobedy'll ge ashete. Den't
WOFrEy.

“See that black patch over there?”
the captain pointed with his pipe.
Tony looked, but could distinguish
nothing remarkable. There seemed
to his unfamiliar gaze to be many
black patches,

“That’s the mouth of the Rio
Olaya,” continued Masters. “Ant* it's
Able Masters that knows it. Many a
cayuoea load of rifles I sent up that
there stream. Well, no matter.

“That’s where you're goin'—to-
night—mister. As soon aé we anchor,
the first mate’ll sneak ashore in one
of the small boats. He'll make the
arrangements. Preciado’s got lotsa
friends over yonder. When the mate
gets back, he’ll have some Indians,
an’ a cayurea. He'll take ya an’ your
two pals up the river, an' nobody'll
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ever be the wiser. Somewhere along
the river you’ll run into Preciado's
bunch. The mate’ll make the intro-
ductions, an’ after that it's up to
yourself, mister."

The captain turned to go below,
Tony seized his arm.

“You'll be waiting for us, Mast-
ers?”

“Sure. Right by the river. Ya
oughta be back in a coupla days or
80. When ya reach the mouth of the
river, just give a hail, an’ I'll pick
ya up. An’ nobody'll knew ya ever
been near the cowmtry.”

“That’s the ticketI* laughed Tony,
slapping Abel Masters’ bony back.

ND Abel Masters, unseen by
Tony, grinned into the darkness,
Leaning agajnst the deck rail of
the Sauibkern Cress, Spike Muldoon
gazed moodily through the wvelvet
darkness at the lights of Las Vegas.
The splendor of the tropic night,
the strange, subtle smell in his nos-
trills, the mysterious, far away noises
of the town, all were bitter to him.
This was her eoufitcy. Ashere, were
her peeple. Tomortow she would be
ameng them. In a few days more, she
would be wealthy.

Spike spat his gum distastefully
over the side. Nothing seemed good
any more. Fiercely, he tried to check
the trend of his thoughts. He should
be glad. Celia had a grand break.
Lotd knows, she deserved it. Fat
chance Tony Mallow and his mob
would have of pulling off anything
on Celia with hee uncle, bess of a
whole army, areund!

Old Gonzalez had been right. The
words of his letter were etched in
lines of fire on Spike’s brain. “When
you farcy—rarry well. Couple our
name with one as old, as proud, as
worthy——" He didn’t want his daugh-
ter marfying no nameless, good-fof~

nothing bum. She was meant, by
every right of heredity and wealth,
for better than that.

Spike gripped the rail with his
lean, strong fiingers. It was fifinsdied.
They were here. No more monkey
busineSs. He would see that she
reached her uncle in safety, that all
was going well for her. And then,
back to Chicago, to Skeets Murphy
and his gang. She would feel badly
now. She wouldn’t understand. But,
there would comg a day when she
would understand, and thank him for
it.

“Isn’t it wonderfull” a soft voice
beside him breathed. “Look over
there, Spike! Isn't it picturesque?”

PIKE. followed Celia’s gaze. An-
other ship wae in the harber; a
sgquare, bulldoggish vessel, From her
cage mast, twin lights blinked rap-
idly en and off.

“ b ip,” Celia lained
“An American warship. I was told
that it just got in a little while be-
fore we did. It was sent here on
aceount of the revelution—to protect
American lives and property. Doesi't
it theilk you? You know,” she whis-
pered, snuggling against his bread
sheulder, "I'm glad I'm an Awmerican,
aren't you?"

“You bet!” Spike tried to force a
smile, and choked. Hastily, he
changed the subject. "Well go
ashore first thing in the mornin’,
Celia, and see the American minister,
I'm sure he ean fix us up to get in
touch with your uncle. After that,
everythin® will all be skay for you.
Then Il have to be leavin' yeu,
Celia, darlin’. You see. I'm kinda
anxious te be gettin® back te
Chieage.”

“Spike!”

“Welll, you see,” he concluded
studiously, “there’s my mother.”

“Oh!”
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CHAPTER IX
Don Jesee Maliess a Hatgain

N BOTH sides of the murky,

silently flowing; waters of

the Rio Olaya, the victor-
ious rebel army lay bivouacked. In
groups, without a semblence of order,
the ragged troops slept on the
ground, their new, Awierican-made
rifles cuddled In their arms. The
slept the deep slumber of fatigued,
but contented men. Little theught
gave they of the perspiring, RuFFying
g.imgq. werking under terchlight, iA
the eity of Las Vegas, twenty miles
awady, EORStrUeting cCadr MW OFK S,
tienches. The eapital weuld fall as
yesterday fell £as Palmas, the sec:
end eity in size of the sepublic:

Everywik the revoluti had
succeeded beyond the wildest dreams.

ut the country, subordinate
commanders of Don Jose had taken
town after town. Now, there remain-
ed nothing but the eapltal city itself.
And that, Don Jese Precido would
take within a day of two.

Although it was four in the morn-
ing, the sentries, dozing over their
rifles, saw lights still shining frem
the windows of the homestead of the
Gonzalez, a onee famous, but Aew
extinet family. Now the house eon:
tained General Don Jose Preciade
and his staff, Apparently, Den jese
was still pering ever Ris plans, a§
must every general whe weuld be
sueeessful.

Inside, Don Jose paced agitatedly
up and down the long, Jow-ceilinged
living room. Beside a paper strewn
table stood a civilian, an elderly
Central American. His troubled eyes
stared at Don Jese,

The general paused. He, was indeed
a commanding fiigure in his dark blue
uniform, his black boots, his gelden
epaulettes. In spite of his evident
age, he carried his tall, well-built
body like a young man of thirty.

His hair and his earefully trimmed
beard were iron gray in esler, and
gave him a most distinguished ap:
pearance. Now his keen, blaek eyes
were flishing fire. That gentleman
quaked visibly.

‘Wou have failed!” feated Den
Jose. "You are a traiter 8 the
cause!”

“I have given my twe sons said
the man pitifully, "juan aRd Ffan:
clsco, they were the jey ef gg life

“Bah!” snarled Preciade eallowsly:
“Bunglers!”

“I cannot understand what hap-
pened,” the father of Juam and Fraf-
cisco continued sadly. "All Right 1
waited for them. I gave them yeour
instructions fmest earefully. They
were to ask Goenzalez e give his
money for the suppert of the sevely:
tion. If he refused, they were {8
foree him te give Up the secret of
its hiding place. They were 8 B8
eareful—=rost, mest eareful. §ueh g
terrible mmgx 1 read abeut it IR {he
Rewspapeis fhe Rext MOMAIRG. AW
Do migy t de RBt wAderstand.”

“Stop that whining” shouted Pre-
ciado, beside himself with rage. “Yeu
will die in the merning, bungler| 1,
Don Jose Preciado. say it!”

E wrinkled brown face of the
elvillan quivered.

In his great disappeintment, iR his
anger, Don Jose addiessed the walls
of the Gonzalez.

“Here,” he raised and sheok his
arms vehemently, “is the vast wealth
of Felipe Gonzalez! It is hidden
somewhere about! Perhaps under my
very nose, and I am unable to fiind
it. It is listening to me, mocking me!

“God's curses on Felipe Gonzalez!
He never did like me, that smirking,
lily-livered dog! And I hated him
for the wealth that he had, and I had
not! Were that it had been my hand
that twisted the knife in his bowels.
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I'd have gotten the hiding place out
of him!”

There came a discreet knock at the
door. But Don Jose, still wrapped in
his temperamental ravings, did not
hear it.

“If we do not succeed within a
week, we are ruined, do you hear?
The Federal government has money.
They will buy bullets and guns. They
will buy our generals, our soldiers,
right out from under us. Do you
think I can take Las Vegas in a
week? Do you? Do you?"

Preciado laughed. It was a grating,
mirthless laugh, unpleasant, deadly
to hear.

“You, Gémez, will die. I, person-
ally, will witness the execution.”

“Wait! Wait!” pleaded Gomez.
“You have not heard all yet!”

T last, the general composed him-

self. With a cold face, he listen-
ed to the servile, fear-filled velee of
Geriez.

“The girl is here. Gonzalez' daugh-
ter. We were passengers on the same
ship’ She is still on board; She can-
not land until the harbor officials have
inspected in the morning. Senmr, she
must know the hiding place of the
Gonzalez gold. It must be that she
has come to secure it.”

“The girl?"” demanded Preciado un-
believingly. He seized Gomez by the
throat. “Don’t lie to me!" he gritted.
“If this is a trick to save your wretch-
ed carcass—to the little round hut,
with one door and no windows, for
you! Understand, dog?"

Gasping for breath, clawing at the
sinews of steel about his windpipe,
Gomez screamed, "I swear to the Vir-
gin that it is true! T saw her! Felipe
Gonzalez' daughter. She knows the
hiding place of the gold! 1 swear iit!
Oh, oh! Let me breathe! O, madfe
de Dies!"

With a single movement of his

powerful frame, Preciado fllung the
hapless man from him. G6mez struck
the floor heavily, where he lay, moan-
ing softly, and fiingeringy his tortured
throat.

The knock at the door was louder
this time. At last, Preciado heard it.

His eyes widened in astonishment
as he watched the procession of un-
certain men, guarded by two somber
sentries, file into the room. Don Jose
recognized Smith, the bald-headed,
hard-faced, tobacco-chewing mate of
the Sea Roswerr. What was he doing
here? What devilment lurked up the
sleeve of the wily Captain Masters
now? And, who were these others—
these strangers? Don José's black
eyes flisshed from the short, fat man
to the tall, slim, sour-faced individual,
to the swarthy Shorty Niccola,

Smith indicated Tony Mallow and
his gunmen with a wave of his hand.
Them, speaking in bad Spanish, he
said, "These men are friends of Cap-
tain Masters. They wanted to see you
on a little business. They're okay.”

Don Jose bowed ceremoniously. It
was best to be diplomatic until he
learned the nature of the strangers’
business.

Tony got directly to the business at

and.

“You speak English? Yes? All
right. A little while ago, Mister Pre-
ciado, I heard yBu mention that you
were kind of short on cash.” Tony
grinned ingratiatingly. “The door,
you know, is kinda thin; and you
were speaking kinda loud, I guess to
that gentleman there.” Tony grinned
more broadly, as he indicated the still
prostrate Gomez. This fellow, thought
Mallow, was a man after his own
heart.

Silently, the general waited for him
to cemtinue.

“Well,"” boasted Tony, “I'm the fel-
low whe's got the cash.” And before
the widening eyes of the general, he
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drew from a brief case five packages
of bills, and tossed them on the table.

“It is not,” said Tony dolefully,
“that I care if she looks for the buried

“Twenty - fine dollars.

Good, A K

if there were any buried

y and
appreciated the world over. It's all
yours, Mister Preciado.”

The general's eyes opened still
wider.

“And why are they mine, ssmor?”
he politely inquired.

“Theyre yours —and seventy-five
thousand more like them.” Tony tap-
ped his brief case suggestively. “For
jJust a little favor .... a small job."

Pinpoints of light were beginning
to dance in the eyes of General Don
José Preciado. But his outward de-
meanor remained as calm as ever.

“The favor, semarr . ... or, the job, as
you call it?"

EASURING his words carefully,
Tony stated his proposition.

“There is a girl—I'm interested in,
who arrived today in this coumtry
from the United States. She is very
beautiful, this girl. Wonderful . . .
superb! Ah,” Tony grinned fatuous-
ly at the general, “you have been in
love, mister?

“But she is so foolish, this girl.
Some one, some enemy of mine, has
filled her pretty head with silly no-
tions of buried treasure.”

Tony failed to see the sudden fiiick-
er of surprise that crossed the gen-
eral’s face.

“Though she loves me very well,”
the gangster glibly continued, “she
will see nothing of me until she has
searched for this buried treasure. My
heart, it is broken. I am desolate
when I think of that pretty, little
house I have furnished with my own
hands.

“But will she listen to me? No.
She says, ‘Now Tony, you must be
patient. I will not marry you until
I find the treasure. When I do, I will
eome back. We will be rich, my
Tony!

But, ah, I know that my
poor rose fllower is suffering from a
delusion! There is no buried treas-
ure, mister. That, I know for sure.
It is just the devilish wetk of some
one who wishes to keep us apart. 1
think, I am almost sute, that he wants
her for himself. Oh, I am efazy!

“You know how I feel, Mister Pre-
ciado! My poor heart is terh and
bleeding.” The general hid a smile.
This well-fed, overstuffed pig leoked
as it his heart was breken! "I eannet
sleep nights for thinking of my litle
dove, 86 innecent, e blind te the
wieked ways of this terrible werld,
fURRiRg abeut this uRhappy cowntry.
Oh, it s terrible! With a revolution
%emg on, t8e! And," Teny shesk his

ead sadly, "she has Ae ene 8 help
her exeept these wietehed brothers
the same e men Whe Rave caused
all my treubles:

“She will listen to them, who mean
nothing bat harm to hef; and net t6
me, Tony, het promised lover, whe
loves every little hair in her & ader-
able head.”

“It is all very &ad, seawr,” condoled
Preciado. “It is true that a silly wem-
an {8 the greatest thorn in the Bide a
man may have. Yeu have my syfpa-
thies. But what, fay I ask, can I do
that will be of help in your treubles?”

“Everythimg, mister, everything.
You are powerful. You can do things
where Tony cannot. I have a wonder-
ful scheme ! Listen. If she were cap-
tured, my angel—but you must be §6
careful net to hurt her! Kidnaped
by the wicked revelutionists, and 1,
Teny, hee lover, miraeulously rescued
her, what then? De yeu net think
that she will have a geed seare? That
she will be eentent te ferget her feel-
ish dreame of buried treasute, and g6
heme to the pretty little house with
Tohy?
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“You can do it, mister " continued
Tony eagerly. “You have—friends—
in Las Vegas, have you not? A little
job. I will pay well . .. seventy-five
thousand dollars more.”

Anxiously, Tony waited for the
pondering general to speak.

“You say that there are two men
with her?" questioned Preciado.

“Yes. Two dam’ micks—Irishmen.
I would have them killed, if pos-
sible.”

“And the name of the girl?”

For a second, Tony hesitated. This
was opening the bag dangerously
wide for the cat. But, there was no
help for it.

“Celcilia Gonzalez.”

It was a good thing for Tony's
peace of mind that he, at that mo-
ment, could not see into the general's
brain.

“Yes, senor,” said Preciado in a
smooth, polite voice, “it can be done.
Tomorrow night I shall restore to
your arms your lost one. I, Don
Jose Preciade, have sald it. Now,
gentlemen, you fust be tired. It is
very fiear morning. 1 shall have the
ordetly show you to a room.”

EN their footsteps could no
longer be heard down the hall,
Preciado, his face fllming with eun-
ning and joy, turned to seek owt
Gofhez.

"G6raez—Gomez!” he c«ried.
“Witere are you, my good Gémez?
You heard, did you not? Ah, but
the good Ged has been kind to mel
One hundeed thousand dellars! The
Ageigaano pigs! The swine! 1 shall
fet the heggish one have the girl,
The fooll He thinks the buried treas-
ure of the Gonzalez is buf a myth!
Ah-ah-ah!" Preciade laughed glee-
fully, “What eare I for the girl? She
is net werth a hundied ¢hewsand
dollars t8 me. But the fertune ef
Felipe Genzalez—it shall be mine,
mine—de you hear, Gemez?"
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But G6mez failed to answer. On
Preciado’s face perplexity quickly
changed to rage as he searched about
the room. There was fi6 deibt abeut
it. The villalnous Gémez had disap-
peared!

“Cetano! Arango!” cried the gen-
eral. The alarmed sentries rushed in.

“Go,” ordered Don Jose. “Bring
el Teniente Huertmate to me at
once!”

The general was pacing the floor
like a caged wolt when Lieutenant
Huertmate, his brain still befogged
with sleep, reported.

“Teniente, el Senyr Gomez has left
this headquarters without my permis.
sion. Organize a searching party im-
mediately. He must be brought back,
do you hear?”

“Yes, general.”

“One more thing, Huettimate. To-
morrow evening, you will be in Las
Vegas. You will carry a message for
me. You know to Whorm it goes. See
that my Insteuctions are earried out
there.”

“Yes, general.”

EANWHIILE, upstaits, Teny
complacently composed himself
to sleep on the floor of the bare reem.
“Was that not clever?” he demand:
ed of Slim. "What a love-sick Re=
meo that old fool must think me. 1f
he only knew!" Tony gazed fondly
around at the diseoloted, old walls,
“Just half a mile frem here, beys, is
the stuff § Tormerrew night this tifhe,
we shall have it all=and my beautiful
Ceeilia.,”

“Ss-shl” ecautioned Shoerty Niccola.
“That bald-headed monkey of a Smith
will be in heee in a minwte!”

“But I don’ see where yuh had to
throw away them hun'nerd thousam®
berries, chief,” grumbled Slim John-
son. “We coulda nabbed the dame off
ourselves in Las—Las Vaygus. An"
plugged them two bums besides. We
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coulda got away wit it okay, wit the
boat right handy, an' all."

“Ah, shut up!” sneered Tony dis-
gustedly. “That’s why you guys ain't
never got any place. No brains. No
brains. How did you figure we were
goln' to get out here to get the swag?
You think these revolutionists were
going to let us poke around here for
nothin’, witheut an excuse? Now, we
got an exeuse—niiks te my brains.
AR' a good efie, too. This dam’ army
moves forward temeriow. AR fo:
merrew night we'll be alene. See?
We ean aﬁ_n up, lead it in the eanoe,
an' when Mister Preciade delivers the
giEh, we sheve off. Nobedy'ti be the
Wiser. WM guess that we lifted
4 Buneh of egin aut ot this place?
AR’ iR the meraing, we'll Be abeard
the yaeht*

Unknown to Tony and his compan-
ions, a furtive fiigure had tiptoed down
the hall, and was hevering in the
shadows outside the dooe, listening.

Ike Smith, chief mate of the Sea
Roser, grinned silently to himself,
Nobedy’ll miss them three when we
drop 'em overboard in the middle of
the ocean, he thought. I wonder what
the girl is like?

CHAPTER X
Thee Trap

INES of worry crossed the
forehead of the American
minister to Costa Bella. For

several days now they had been there,
sinking deeper and deeper as the cha-
otic condition of the country in-
creased. Each day, all day long, he
i d to pleas of frightened Amer-
ican and British tourists for immmedi-
ate transportatiom out of the country.
His head ached from hearing the ex-
cited eemplaints of the representa-
tives of Ameriean and British engi-
Reering and eil eeneerns. This prop-
erty had been damaged bg the revelu-
{ioRisks. That firm was Being threat-

ened by the Federals with loss of con-
cession unless an immediate donation
of gold was received. His mind was
weary with composing detailed re-
ports to Washington.

Neverthelless, he bent a kindly, at-
tentive face to Celia Gonzalez.

“I'm afraid,” he said, "that there
isn't very much I can do at this time,
However, 1 shall take the matter up
with the Costa Bellan government
immediately. It may be that they will
give you and your friends a pass
through the lines.”

He gazed seriously at Cella.

“Do you knew your unele very
well?”

“I never have seen him,” she con-
fesed.

“Mm-uh!"

ANY things wete on the point of

the minister's tongue. He did
know Don Jose Preciade. But, this
glel, with her strange request, seemed
so sure of heeself. There was Ao ques-
tion about her eagerness to get to her
unele. After all, an uncle was an uf-
cle. And these Central Asmericans
wete very clannish in their family
mattets. Yet, the minister dida't like
It. War was war, and he had to be
most careful.

He rose wearily.

“Please come in to see me tomor-
row morning,” he said. "I hope to be
able to give you some definite infor-
mation then.”

Outside, in the narrow, dirty street,
Tim spat disgustedly into the gutter.

“"Red tape!” his high voice squeak-
ed. "Itll be a month o’ Sundays that
we'll be here, I'm thinkim’. Spike,
darlin”, let's go hunt up this Press—
this Press—this domned ribil our-
selves.”

"Oh, no!" smiled Celia, placing her
hand upon his bulky arm. "I'm sure
it won't be as bad a3 that. T bet we'll
be with my uncle by tomerrow night.”



DANGEROUS

A decrepit ear slid te a step in
front of them.

“Taxi, boss,” a grinning black face
invited. "I speak good English. I
work In Chicage six months,” he
stated proudly.

“Yeah?" grinned Tim, unbelieving-

"¥es, sir, boss| Know that old
Flass mighty well. How 'bout a nice
ittle ride down to the plaza? Big
dein’s down there tonight. President
goin’ to give a speech an’ everythin'.
Right after the band concert. What
say, boss?” his voice wheedled. “Take
you all around the town. Show you
the sights.

“Let's go!” cried Celia, getting, in.

EY were passing through odet-
6us, rutted streets of a waterfrent.
The seetion was eilent, almest de-
serted. Blaek, foreboding warehauses
lined beth sides 6t the way. Oeea:
sionally the murkiness weuld be brek:
en by a ecandnds, from whese dirty
windows escaped a small measure 6t
slekly yellew light. From Behind the
bars of these places, yellew faees
stared out inserutably. fRte them,
new and then, a furtive shadew weuld
slink.

“Say, youl” called Spike angrily,
when the full consciousness of whete
he was had finally sunken Inte his
mind. “Whete you gein'?”

The driver turmed and shewed his
double row of huge, white teeth. “To
the band concert, boss.”"

“Where are we now?"
Spike.

“That’s the Rio Olaya, boss.”

Spike reached forward and grabbed
the flleshy, black neck with his ffingers,

“Stop! he commanded. “Tura
around. We're goln' back, by bucko!”

The driver jammed on his brakes.
His battered auto screeched to &
standstill.

“But, boss——" he expostulated.
His white eyeballs rolled. Dimly in

demanded
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the he d d lthy
forms surrounding the car.

Suddenly, from all sides, small, si-
lent, wiry men descended upen the
car. They leaped upon Spike and
Tim. They deagged at Cecilia.

The girl screamed once. Then a
sweaty palm smashed across her
mouth, bruising her lips. She felt
herselff being hauled bedily from the
car.

M cursed. Spike’s teeth were
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There was a tiny flash of steel in
the pale moonlight. It was descend-
ing in a swift arc direstly to Spike's
back. Tim’s gun roared once, and a
spurt of orange flame stabbed the
darkmess. The knife faltered in its arc
toward Bpike's back. The possesser
of it toppled out of the car into the
street.

“Talk to thim, Bridget, girrrl!”
squealed Tim. There were three
more explosions, and theee orange
sputts in the datk. The driver of the
car rolled his white eyeballs up te the
meon, and crumpled beneath the
steering wheel. One of the unknown
figwiess milling about screamed horri-
bly ia pain.
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PIKE was out of the car, He start-

d to sprint toward the blackness
into which Celia and her captors had
disappeared. But he was ftripped.
Many hands bore him down. He was
up again, straining madly.

Tim stood alone in the deserted
back seat of the car. He leveled his
gun at the group around Spike, He
paused, and dropped it. Then he
leveled once more.

“Spike, darlin™ he yelled. “Stand
clear, like a swateheart now, an’ let
me knock the divils offf!”

But Spike was unable to stand

clear. There were half a dozen at
him, clinging like leeches, Under-

g this, Tim led out of
the car.

Now, the section was awakening.
Whhistles were shrilling. In the dark-
ness many feet clattered.

An imperative command in Spanish
rang out.

Just as quickly as they had ma-
terialized, the attackers faded into the
night. They had barely disappeared
when a half dozen Costa Bellan sol-
diers arrived and surrounded the
brothers.

Spike charged at them.

“Get out of my wayl” he yelled.
“They've got her, you blitherin’ idi-
ots1 They're takin’ her away!"

Wisely Tim caught his almost in-
sane brother, and by sheer strength
held him back frcm the bayonets that
pointed unwaveringly at his breast.

“No, no, Spike, darlint,” he whis-
pered. “Ye can do nothin’ now. These
ignorunt foreigners here don’t under-
stand ye, and ye don't

about the brothers, and started to
move off. Perforce, Spike and Tim
had to move with them.
Despairingly, Spike cast a glance
over his shoulder at the spet he had
last seen Celia. His gaze took in alse
the patchy, silver-spotted watees of
Rio Olaya. Was that a boat he saw
on the river's bosom, or was his im-
agination playing him tricks?

CHAPTER XI
Tiemsswee MMaatiness

S THE blood-red sun cast its
firstt speautfd over the hills, and
upon the vast green jungle

lands, the country around about the

became iffl
with a vast activity. Everywhete €6l-
umns of blue smoke spiraled skyward
from camp fires. A leud hufa of veices
rose upon the fresh morning aif. The
revolutionary army was awake and at
its breakfast. It was preparing fer
another day's mareh toward Las
Vegas.

Shorty Niccola stirred, sat up and
rubbed the bruised museles that had
been in contact with the hard filosr,
He reached over and awakened Hhis
stlll sleeping eompanions.

yuh wanta do? Sleep all
day?" he surlily greeted. “Le's go an’
rustle some grub. I'm hungry.”

Tony sat up and commenced
stretching himself. No beauty nor-
mally, he was worse now. His slick,
shiny hair hung down over his greasy
face. His eyes were puffed and red-
rimmed.

thiem. Careful is the worrd, or it's a
few inches o’ Steel ye’ll be gettin'
thin. AR’ thin who's to help Celia?”

A pompous noncommissioned offi-
cer discharged a flow of Spanish at
them. Finding that they could not
understand him, or that he could not
understand them, he gave a mouth-
fillingg order. The soldiers closed in

he d, "I'm going
downstairs and take a look.”

They knew what he meant.
golden weather vane!

Slim and Shorty rose with alacrity.
Ike Smith was missing, but sailors
were used to early rising, and he had
probably gone out long ago in search
of food.

Together the three clumped down

The
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the stairs, and out of the house. In
accord they shaded their eyes from
the morning sun and gazed up to the
roof. Sure enough, on a spindle was
the arrow weather vanel The gold
paint had long ago been removed from
it by the beating tropical rains and
the scorching sun. But if it had been
made of solid gold it could not have
looked better to Tony Mallow and his
two companions.

THEY turned to see wher: it poim-
&

The sun had climbed to its merid-
ian. From directly overhead it poured
its fierce rays down upon the suffo-
cating earth. In the vicinity of the
Gonzalez hacianiida there was not a liv-
ing creature in sight. Where all had
been life and bustle that morning,
now was silent and deserted. For-
lornly, in the vivid glare of the white
sunlight, the aged owner's house, with
its crumbling steps and ecornets, with
its cracked, weatherbeaten walli.
stood among its untidy, %.

bby

d, and saw, ln the
small group of palms. Their bfesth
eamhe fast. Their jaded eyes glistened.

“Ah!” breathed Tony, licking his
thick lips.

“Good morning, semaness!” A smoaoth
voice from behind addressed them.
Each of the three could not repress
a slight start.

“Are you observing something in-
teresting?” Don Jose Preciado smil-
ingly asked.

“No,” replied Tony hurriedly. “We
were just observing the wonderful
sun over the roof of your house,
weren't we, boys?"

“I see,” said the Don courteously.
“Welll, semmress, this is a most uncom-
fortable hour to be rising, I know.
But the army moves forward today.
I and my staff must go ahead to recon-
noiter. War, especially in behalf of
one’s beloved country, is serious busi-
ness, you know.

“I am most sorry to inform you that
you will be left here practically alone.
Of course, there will be some soldiers
at my headquarters. They will serve
you food, and take care of you.

“I, you shall not see until late this
evening, at which time I hope I shall
be able to deliver into your rescuing
hands, semurr, your loved one.” He
smiled and bowed slightly to Tony.

Mallow beamed.

“Okay, mister! Don't worry about
us. We'll be all right. In fact, we don't
mind being alone at all, do we, boys?"

d and ts p
outhonm and stables.

A group of four men cautiously
emerged from the dark mouth of ¢he
main door of the house, One carried
a pick; another a shovel. Both iin-
plements were thickly coated with
rust from their leng rest in the
mouldy tool shed near the house.

“You sure you got the right tree
picked out?” whispered Tony Mallow
to Slim.

“If T ain't,” grumbled the latter,
“somebody else is goin’ on the roef
the next time. It nearly burned me
up.”

“Ss-shl” cautioned Ike Smith. “We
ain't got no time t' lose. Everybody
is takin® their sieatea now. Even the
two sentries on duty are dozint' in
the back of the house. But they'll
be wakin® up after a while. An’ we
wont get another chance.”

EEPING close together, stepping
warily, the four moved across the
wide veranda, with its erumbling
flook of blue tiles, and dewn the steps.
Then they headed for the small greup
of palms which shimmered theough a
halt mile of daneing heat waves.
When they fimally reached their
destination, perspiration ran freely
from their faces. Their soaked shirts
and trousers clung to thele tortured
bodies. Tony’s bristle mustache Guiv-
ered. He mopped his round, fflished
face with a solled handkerchief,
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“Phew!” he muttered. “This is
worth a million dollars! Wihat heat!"

“Sall right, boss,” grinmed Slim,
who suffered the least from the ter-
rific heat. “It's good fer yuh. Take
a little fat off yuh."

RRIVING in front of the palm,

which Slim emphatically stated
was the one, all four forgot the heat,
forgot their bodily discomfort. They
were all but trembling with excite-
ment,

Although there was no longer any
need for such strict silence, Tony
began to whisper orders, his beady
eyes glittering for the sight of the
fortune that would soon be his.

“Smith, you hide in the bushes at
the edge of this woods, and watch the
house. We don't want anyboedy tak-
ing a walk in this direction."

Smith hesitated. He, too, wanted
to be in on the fiindl F , his

Off he stepped again, Sli and Sherty
keeping pace with him,

“. .. twenty-six , . , twetnity=seven
... twenty-eight! Face to the left,”
he mumbled to himself, and suited the
action to the werd.

FPHIE silence of the place, the
L stealght, tall, pray trunks of the
palms, theie tufted heads ferming a
bright green canepy ever all, made
these actions take on the form of
some weitd, fantastical religious de-
votions. The tense expressions 6A
the faces of the deveiees, Slim and
Shorty, heightened that appearanee.

It seemed uncanhy the way those
paths avoided colliding with the trees
everywhere about. They were ifvis-
ible aisles, cunningly selected by the
mind that buried the Genzalez wealth
there fourteen years befere. Due te
the shade of the palwms, junghe vege:
tation had net grown Up 8 obstruet

hesitation lasted but a few seconds.
He could see that they were nervous,
these men; anxious to get at the dig-
ging. Their tempers had been short-
ened, both by the heat, and by the
nearness of what they sought. A
false step now would ruin things. If
he showed too much interest in their
affairs, they Would not hesitate an in-
stant in bumping him off.

So, Ike Smith spat a stream of to-
bacco juice against the foot of the
lucky tree, and then turmed, and in-
differently made his way to the edge
of the palm grove.

It was Tony himself, in the cooling
shade of the grove, who counted off
the paces. His two companions looked
on and foll d with intense concer
tration. He had placed his broad bac!
squarely against the tree, and had
looked toward the house, which could
clearly be seen through the surround-
ing palms of the grove,

“, . . forty-nine . ., fifity . .."” he
counted. "So.” He faced to the right.

the passageway

But the path new was leading te
the edge of the grove, on a side out
of view from the house. On his tenth
step, Tony stopped. An impenetrable
wall of tough, tangled pgrasses, the
height of a man's head, was befere
higa. He stared at it hestilely.

“Get busy, you guys,” he snarled at
Slim and Shorty. "Hack a way into
this stuff.”

In spite of the blazing sun whieh
now beat down upon their bodies, in
spite of the sweat which poured down
from their faces and arms, the twe
went to work with a furious vigof,
attacking the matted, tropical vegeta-
tion with the piek and shovel. With
every few inches they gained, Tony
was at their heels. eounting the pace.

... sevemeerti/” The number came
hoarsely from his parched throat.
"Dig."

The fllying dirt became mud on their
faces and arms. Down ... down. At
last, Shorty’s pick struck something
that gave forth a dull, metallic sound.
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Working feverishly, they unsevered a
small, stegl box no larger than twelye
inches by eighteen inches, and pes-
sessing a convex cover. This they
lifted to the top of the pit, beside
Tony’s feet,

TH renewed energy, they at:

tacked the earth again. A long,
rectangular wooden box next eame
ifite view. Into this, Shorty drove his
piek. The wood was rottem, and ity
spongy fibers kept a tenacious held
upon the point of the pick. Giving a
tetriific wrench, Shorty tere the piek
free. With it came a section of the
box. .

Before their wide, glistening eyes
a cascade of gold coins, tarmished and
green, poured out. And through the
breach, their prying eyes saw bundles
of faded bank notes.

“God!" breathed Blim JohAEsA:
“God?"”

“Hurry upt”  commanded ’faﬂg
thickly. “What's that? A burlap bag
Wihat's in that?"

The rotted burlap tere away af the
touch of the pick: Articles of silver,
blackened from their leng eemtact
with moist, tropical earth, lay mute
and sad before their cevetous gase:
Mixed indiscriminately together were
silver plate, silver goblets, silver €fu:
cifixes, and a score of other objgeis;
the names and uses of whish the de-
spoilers of Felipe Gonzalez's eathe
did not know.

A dozen stout blows from the pick
were necessary before the cover of the
steel box sagged open. At the sight
of its contents, involuntary gasps of
sheer amazement escaped from all
three.

Down upon his knees sank Tony.
He plunged his pudgy, trembling
hands into the box. They came out
with a necklace of fire and blood.

“Diamonds! Rubies!” he whispered.

Into the box he sank his hands
again. When he brought them up,

they were filled with rings, brooches,
pins, and more necklaces. Like drip-
ping tears, a necklace of pearls es-
caped from his fiiggers.

With bulging eyes and wide open
mouths, Slim and Shorty stared at the
scintillating jewels In the hands of
their chief. Then they looked at each
other. Undetstanding, as complete as
it was sudden, passed between them.
A fortune beyend theit wildest
drearns was before them. It was theirs
for the taking. They gave Re theught
to thele fealty to Tony. This was
fot Chieage, whete he had had a well:
trained, deminated fellewing of men
to back him up, 8 E_Eai_@et Bim. Fef
theit assistance in this job, Teny had
promised each of them fen grand:
win, lese, or draw, as far a3 the
teeasure Was eoneerRed. Ten grand
—and there, in that jewel bax alspe,
was 2 hundied times ten grang!

[ eyes of Teny's twe suberdi-
L nates glittered evilly, This was a
eineh. They didn'’t havd a gitl te wait
for. They had merely i ?ut TeRy
out of the way, sneak 18 the fivef,
and make their getaway IR oRe of the
€anees.

Slim drew his gun.

Shorty shook his head. The report
of a pistol would carry to the house,
where the sentries dozed.

So absorbed was Teny in his gloat-
ing over, and appraising the precious
contents of the box, that he failed to
see the pantomime behind his baek,
or notice the footsteps stealthily
drawing closer to him.

Suddenly they sptang upon hism.

In his youth Tony had been the
possessot of prodigious strength. In
the early days it had been due chiefly
to it that he had sutvived. But, in
later years, he had grown more and
fmere to depend upon his ewnning
brain. Yet, all was not fat and filkbby
museles in his stoeky bedy. The years
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act #llowly in dissipating that which
is carefully nurtured in youth,
With a snarl of rage, he hurled
himself backward. His huge arms
fluing themselves outward. For just
a split second he was free. And, in
that second, he had possessed himself
of the knife his race always carries.

E viciously drove the

into the chest of the man whose
fingwss clutehed his throat. Sherty
Niceola collapsed with a grean.

Realizing that he was fifibhiing
alone, Slim Johnson jerked free. He
reached desperately for his automatie,
and got it out only in time.

At the sight of the gun barrel glist-
ening in Slim's hand, Tony stopped.
Moments passed while the two men
narrowly eyed each other. Slim was
afraid—now. Tony knew it and Slim
would fire, if he were forced. Tony

with it. You just leave it to me,
What you say, Slim?"

Slim realized that Tony was talking
sense. Slim was not the kind whe
fared best alone. He needed Tony.
But he was still afrald. If he knew
Tony, the former mob leader weuld
never forget this treachery. Better
let him have it now, and take ehances.
There was Ike Smith sut there at the
edge of the grove. Ike and he could
make a dash for it.

The sweat poured down Tony's
face. Yet he was not particularly
warm. He knew what was passing
through Slim's mind. If he could get
Slim to drop the muzzie of the gua
for just a second . . ,

“Ah, what have we here, senores?”

Both Slim and Tony whikled about
at the sound of that deep, smooth
voice.

A few feet away stood Don José

knew that, too. C qf ly, he was
the first to break the silence.

“Don't be a fool, Slim,” he began
conciliatingly. “Put down that rod.
You and me are too old friends to
get heated up by this foolishness. I
know it's that rat Niccola’s fault. He
must of turned your head, Slim.”

All the while he was speaking,
Tony was stealing nearer and nearer
to Slim, who seemed to be hypnotized
by the sudden turn of affairs.

“Stay where you are, Tony!” he
suddenly commanded, at last realiz-
ing his danger. Tony halted.

"Aw, Slim,” he begged. “Put down
that gun.”

"Listen to me,” Tony began to rea-
son. “Let's forget this foolishness.
Wihat you say, huh? Wihat can you
do without Tony? You think you got
his brains, huh? You think you can
get away from here? How you gonmti
get by Mister Preciado’s men? Don't
you think he watch the river?

“Come on, Slim. Be a gooda fellow.
We'll be partners. You have half, and
I'll have half. Together, we get away

Preciado. Behind him, stepping from
their places of concealment behind
palms, were many ragged, bare-footed
brown soldiers. The tall, straw 66#i-
breros of more were rising out of the
tall grass round aboiit.

Don Jese advanced to the pit. He
poked into the jewel box with his
riding crop.

A sardonic smile was on his thin
Spanish lips. He bowed mockingly t6
the worried pair from Chicage.

“Many thanks, semsees! I have been
searching for these very things for 60
long a time now.”

With an indifferent toe, he kicked
the inert body of Sherty Niccola,

“Vedggamme Dind!” he grinned. “That
is one dead, I think.”

CHAPTER XII

Undlke and Niiece
NCE more the swift tropical
night blanketed the Hadenda
of the Gonzalez, and the

sluggish flowing; waters of the Rie
Olaya beside it. On this second
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night, however, the thousand troops
of General Preciado were not biv-
ouacked in the vicinity. They now
lay in the depths of the jungle,
twelve miles nearer Las Vegas.
However, in the stables of the Aaci-
endz a score of horses stamped rest-
lessly, while their masters sought
slumber in the various outhouses of
the ranch. The home of the Gonzalez

since Don Jose had discovered them
in the palm grove. Wihat was in this
spiggoty’s mind? By every rule of
the game, he should have been full of
wrath when he found them at the
treasure. He must have suspected
that It was that they had come
after, when he laid his trap to catch
them. Yet, if anything, he was more
polite than ever. In faet, he had been

waa still the general's headquarters,
and this was a troop of cavalry, the
gole one in the revolutionary army,
his personal guard.

To the three prisoners in the living
room of the house the hours of the
night were dragging by on feet of
lead. Dispiritedly, they looked at the
two expressionless. sentries at the
door. Then they turned their eyes
to the table in the center of the room.
Thete sat Don Jose. All night long
he had been doing the same thimg:

ting, checking the of
Felipe Gonzalez. He listed them in a
notebook. Then he would sit back in
his chalr and stare with speculative
eye, at the ceiling,

Finally he was through. Into new
boxes that he had ordered procured,
he, personally, deposited the plate,
the gold. Into their own box, he care-
fully placed the jewels.

He glanced at his watch, Almost
morning. What was keeping Huert-
mate?

REAKING the silence, which had
been upon the room for hours,
he spoke at last.

“I am afraid, Semwr Mallow, that
my emissaries are late! I am indeed
sorry. If they do not come soon, it
will be too late for you to make the
start down the river. It will be nec-
essary for you to wait until tomorrow
night. You would not succeed in
getting the girl past Las Vegas in
the daytime.”

Tony did not reply. He was mysti-
fled. He had been perplexed ever

full of gratitude to them for fitidig
the teeasure fof hifi.

All night long Tony's weary brain
had revolved about this astomishing
state of affairs. He had even asked
the oplnions of Slim and Ike, ln the
hope that they would have somme idea
that would be the key to the riddle.

§ if he had divined what was in
Tony's mind, the general spoke
again.

“Do not worry for your loved one,
semart! I can see that it weighs heavily
upon your mind. Never fear. What
Don Jose Preciado has premised, that
he will fulfill. By dawn, at the latest,
I swear it, she will be here, in your
arms.

“But one thing, senor. You must
take her immediately from this coun-
try. You and she must never return
again. Understand?”

Tony surlily nodded his head.

Silence again took possession of the

Don Jose's keen eyes wandered over
the faces of his prisoners, as he
hough preci trio of L
They thought to trick him, did they?
That fat one, especially. Well, they
had learned, as must everyone who
ventures to cross swords or wits with
Den José Preciado. A cunning smile
flickweed aecross his dark features.
How well Fate had played inte his
hands! The girl new, this daughter
of Felipe, she weuld be well faken
care of,

This Amesiizamo whoe desired her,
saved him the necessity of putting
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her to death. Kill Gonzalez, Don JoBe
would have cheerfully done, But the
daughter of his sister, even though
he had disliked that sister, would it
not be bad luck to kill her? A much
easier way, a way which saved his
own conscience, and perhaps his good
luck, was to let the fat one have her.

The door opened.

Lieutenant Huertmate entered. Be-
hind him followed a frightened, be-
draggled, utterly weary girl. Two
soldiers, on either side of her, assisted
her,

“General Preciado—"

At that name, life returned to Celia.
She looked toward Don Jese, and
cried out aloud:

“Uncle! My uncle! Save mel I am
Cecilia Gonzalez. My father was Fe-
lipe Gonzalez.”

She rushed to him,
stretched, sobbing.

arms out-

S always, Don Jose was the gen-

tleman most courteous. He re-
ceived his niece in his arms. He let
her rest her poor, tired head against
his chest. But over her dark, tangled
curls, he winked an eye at the in-
tently watching Tony.

“There, there, child,” he soaothed,
patting her slender shoulders. "It is
all right, Cecilia, Nobody will harm
you now. See, here is your lover,
come to save you, to take you back te
[ ptﬁtty little home he has built for

eu:

“Spike!” the girl cried unbeliev-
ingly, gladly. She turned.

The sight of her fanned the old
flame in Tony Mallow’s breast. It
blazed more fiiercely than ever before,
With that fire dancing in his small
eyes, he=was advaneing teward her.

“Tony . .. Mallow!” The words
came from her in a horrified whisper.
She shrank against her uncle.

“It’s me, Celial" cried Fomy. *1
shall save you, baby. Tony will take

you away from here.
kid.”

Corme to ie,

IKE a man gone mad, Spike Mul-

deon strode ug and dewn the par:
row confines of the meuldy eell inte
which the brothers had beeR thrust.
From the tiny, barred windew, high
up in the slimy stepe wall, a few
beams et meaﬁqu found their way
inte the feul hele:

“Godi . . . God” he kept repeating
to himself.

Tim, from where he squatted on a
filthy pallet of straw, cried owt:

“Holy Moses, Spike! Itll be crazy
ycm‘ll be drivin® me it you don't kape
stily”

“I'll get him!” Tim could hear
Spike’s teeth gritting in the darkness.
“If it takes all my life, I'll get him!
Oh, poor, poot, little Celia!”

After an interval Tim presented an
idea.

“Maybe it wasn't Tony after all,
Spike! Maybe it's the same divil that
tried to get the letter in the United
States! If it is, he wen't be after
harmin® Celia. IRl only be the tray-
sure that he'll be wantin'.”

This fresh angle of the situation
drove Spike to his feet once more.
And all through the night he paced
restlessly up and down. Fer short ifi-
tervals of time Tim slept. But al-
ways he weuld reawaken. In the dark-
ness he could hear the dull seunds of
Spike's nevet-ceasing foetfalls.

At last there was a noise at the
door. A slot in the bottom of it
opened and some one from the outside
pushed in a hunk of bread and a cou-
ple of tin bowls,

Spike leaped to his feet. He pound-
ed on the door.

“Hey!" he cried. "I want to see the
American minister! We're Ameri-
cans. You can't keep us in here like
this!”

“Nw sabe,” came the muffled reply
from outside.
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“What do ye suppose he means by
that?” queried Tim.

“I don't know,” returmed Spike dis-
couragedly.

It was after ten o'clock before the
Arerican minister, Mr. Davies, arriv-
ed. With serious face he listened to
the story of the attack by the ware-
houses.

“You know,” he said thoughtfully,
after they had fiimlly fimished, *
don’t believe that your friend, Tony
Mallow, is connected in this. It is
my guess that it is the work of her
unele, Don José Preciado,”

“Her uncle!” cried the brothers in
the same breath.

ES. In the first piace, Mallow
wouldn't be able to manage any-
thing like that so soen. But if it was
he, we'll have him very seon. I'll get
the city authorities busy on it right

away,
"However, 1 doubt it. You don't
know P i He is the

man in Costa Bella. He is as ruth-
less and as dishonest as a snake. If
he knew that Miss Gonzalez was com-
ing here to recover the fortune of her
family, nothing would stop him from
dolng his utmest to get it."

“But, man!” interrupted Tim. "The
poor child is his niece! His flesh and
blood! Surely he has a hear-rt!™

A melancholy smile passed across
Mr. Davies’ face. Seeing that smile,
Spike felt his blood turn cold in his
veins.

“But suppose this Preciado has got
her?” he demanded.

Mr. Davies’ voicc was ic.

HERITAGE 47.

“Listen, Mr. Davies!” Spike's lips
were a single straight line. “Get us
out of here—right away. Start the
works goin’ to lecate her, If she is in
the city. But, above all—get us out

"I shall have you out of here m ten

“Then if you will please go to my of-
fice and wait for me, I shall go to the
government and see what can be
done.”

N hour later Mr. Davies entered
his office. Anxiously the brothers
rose to greet him,

“I was right!” he cried. “And, I
guess,” he added, "so were you!
Whiille I was in the office of the chief
of police at the capitol bullding, a
Costa Bellan was brought in. He was
in terrible condition! Said that he had
come from the headquartets of Gen-
eral Pieciado. He had been travel-
ing for nearly twe days through the
jungles witheut a bite to eat of a
drink of water. His narie is Gémez,
He— "

“What did he say?” demanded
Spike, impatient at the Minister's
wandering, but excited, recital.
“What did he say?”

"I asked him, and he said that Pre-
ciado had given orders to have some
girl seized. He said that four strang-
ers—Americans—had paid the gen-
eral to do it.”

“Tomy Mallow!” snarled Spike.

“Himself!” breathed Tim, like an
echo.

“Where does this Preciado hang
out?” d ded Spike.

“Then I'm afraid, Mr. Muldoon. that
there is nothing we can do. You say
that she is not a citizen of the United
States. Her father never became na-
turalized. What can the United
States do? I can only take the matter
up with the Costa Bellan government.
And I'm afrald It has enough trouble
fight new. I'm serry.”

Mr. Davies shrugged his shoulders
slightly. He indicated a vague direc-
tion with his hand.

“Nobody knows — exactly. The
rebel army is about eight miles west
of Las Vegas. It is probable that he
is there with it.”

“Where did this guy—Gomez say
he say Tony Mallow and his crowd?*
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“Oh, yes!” exclaimed the Minister.
“I forgot. It slipped my mind for the

instant. G6mez said that he was a
p on the G
Good what a id 111 weon-

der if the girl is now a captive—I
wonder——*

"Yes!” gritted Spike, standing over
the Minister and clenching his ffists.

Minister Davies was growing
alarmed. The glitterimg-eyed person
before him looked like a wild man.

“I was just wondering,” he con-
cluded hastily, “if she really was a
prisoner in the very homestead once
possessed by her family!”

“How can I get to this place?” cried
Spike.

E Minister rose and placed pro-
pltiating hands upen Spike's chest.
"My deat fellow, calih yeowrself!
Thete isfi't a single thing yeu ean do
abeut it. Please be sensible! It is
impessible to get sutside the eity, to
say nething of peneirating the revely=
tienary lines, ahd geting to the Gen:
zalez hackide, ARA EveR granied
that yeu §HG\M‘ By seme mirache, get
there, what eguld yau da? Yﬂle‘ 51525
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Spike roughly dashed the kindly
hands of the Minister from his chest.

“Noi!” he yelled into that gentle-
man's astonished, frightened face.
“No! Whhat will be happenin’ to Celia
in the meantime? You can'titell what
those devils will de! I've got to get
her! Yeu understand! I've got to!
You've got to find a way, Me. Minls-
tert”

%{%R

CHAPTER X111
Spikke Fimids a Wiay
N a frenzy of despair Spike, with
an extremely sober Tim by his
side, tramped the dirty, ﬁjffaw‘
nanity-clogged streets o
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walksé aleng the deeks
frennng the quiet waters of the bay.
Fhe sum's rays reflected from that
calm surface; nearly blinded them.

Suddenly Spike gripped Tim's arm
with sueh feree th;t he muealed alend
pretestingly.

“Look!” he ordered.

As they watched an airplane shot
out from the side of the ship. Straight
as an arrow it came toward the city.
Then it circled and began rising high-
er and higher., Wiem, fimally, it was
no larger than a bird against the
cloudless blue sky, it turmed and
headed for the interior. It was the
patrol going out to spy upon the
progress of the revolutionary army.

IM, too, became excited. However

his y flash of enthusl
soon died.

“Aw, Spike, they won't do nothin’
fer us! If we was John D. now, an
that was some friend o' the family's,
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it ud be different. But fer a couple
o’ mugs like we be—"

Captain Fred Mainwaring, U. S. N.,
fortunately was not without a little
Irish blood in his veins. With grow-
ing sympathy he listened gravely to
the earnest, desperate story told by
the tall, lean, clean-cut young man
aeross the mahogany desk from him.
At times he had te hide a smile with
a polite hand when the red-faced,
roly-pely ene seeonded emphatically
in his Fieh Bregue the statements of
his companien.

At last Spike had made his daring
request. Balancing himselff on a tiny
fraction of his chair, he leaned for-
watd, his blue eyes desperately plead-
ing. Timothy Muldoon held his
breath,

Whille he thought Captain Main-
waring drummed his fingers on the
glass-covered top of his desk. The
romance and the adventure of the
thing appealed to him. Yet how did
he know but what he was being treat-
ed to some cock-and-bull story? What
did he know about these two men?
He had never seen nor heard of them
before they had been brought to his
quarters by a suspicious sailor, Some
native cayuwoz had brought them out
to the ship.

IS keen glance searched Spike's

face. Then it turmed upon Tim's.
Guilty men, men with something to
hide, sailors who were trying to get
away with something, had dropped
their gaze before that keen stare of
Captain Mainwaring.

Captain Mainwaring had spent
many years in the United States
Navy. He considered himself a fair-
ly good judge of men.

“There is nothing I can do—offi-
cially,” he began slowly.

The hearts of Spike and Tim drop-
ped sickeningly to their shoes.

“However,” continued the gray-
haired captain, a twinkle beginning te

dance in his gray eyes, “there will be
two ships, instead of one, dispatched
for the afternoon patrol. If you men
would like to go along as observers,
1 think I can arrange it.

“If you should happen to fall out of
the planes, it would be very regretta-
ble. But I don’t see what I could do
about it, do you?" he asked innocert-
ly. "Of coutse, you will be wearing
parachutes. They are requited by
fegulations for everyone whe gees up.

“However, understand this.” The
captain shook a warning finger. “You
g6 up entirely at your own risk, and
fall out the same way.”

He rose to his feet. Spike and Tim,
their glad eyes shining with gratitude,
rose with him.

“I am going to send you to Com-
mander Ewing, who will fix you up.

“Well,” he shook each by the hand,
“good luck to you, men! Don't lose
your nerve! Give ‘em helll”

CHAPTER XIV
Tomy Sedrames

ECILIA GONZALEZ stood

sorrowfully by the open win-

dow of her second-story
room. Her untouched lunech, consist-
ing of some fried cakes, a bowl of
eorn mush, a couple of hard crackers
and a cup of wine, lay on the baftered
table in the center of the roem.
Wineirver she turned her eyes in that
direction she epuld partly see, lean-
ing stelidly against the jamb of the
deer, the very dirty shirt, the frayed
trousers, the searted bare legs, the
Efeui\d fifle of the sentry guwarding
oF.

Gnawing at her trembling under lip
she stared out into the turquoise sky.
Within two months—sixty days—how
her life had changed. She had been
contented in Chicago with her gentle,
kindly father. She had been won-
drously happy in her love for Spike.
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Now her father was dead; killed by
an assassin’s hand. And Spike—
strong, handsome, careless Spike—she
would never see him again. She knew
it. She had made up her mind to it,
in the long, hot hours of that day.
Before she would let Tony Mallow
put his hands upon her——

She hid her face in her hands and
sobbed unrestrainedly. The sentry,
hearing the sound, peered in, and,
turning his head away, sneered dis-
gustedly

To think that her uncle, her moth-
er's own brother, was responsible for
all this! Cecilia shuddered. Now she
was sure that it had been he who had
been responsible for the murder of
her father. He had captured her—to
hand her over to a creature like Tony
Mallow. And for geld. Her own
unele!

Terror seized her heart. Perhaps,
too, his agents, his hired thugs, who
had abducted her that night in Las
Vegas, had killed Spike and Tim also.
To her repeated questions and fre-
quent pleadings, they had returmed si-
lence.

A persistent droning sound, grow-
ing louder each second, came in
through the window. Airplanes!

Celia looked out and up. There,
high over the haciemtda, their silver
wings glinting in the sun, she could
see two planes. Straining her eyes,
she made out the blue letters on the
under wings. "U. S. NAVY."

'OR an instant hysteria seized her.
She cried out to them. She waved
her SBEntd 1641y 10 theth. r&oavaved
Rel @iEshe¥ithionsTWere tRReery deld
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Jshen Loty nod e PHESS 18t dhoie
AR LAY earthSesicRer, let alone
hegy g 1ynYesartidi9iCCecilia let her
ar€auhy, resignedly, Cecilia let her
argatiidle on the veranda three men
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were cluse together. They spoke in

low voices, glancing occasionally at
the two sentinels, on the other side 6f
the veranda, watching the group with
suspicious, glowering looks.

“You guys listen to me!” demand-
ed Tony Mallow. “You geing te let
that spiggoty get away with all that
stuff, huh? Why, there's a eeel mil-
llen In that llttle jewel bex alene.
And one man €an earry it.”

“What's your idea, Tony?" asked
Ike Smith.

Lowering his voice further, Tony
began: “Watch for the breaks, I say.
Thete's always a break, if a fellow is
on the lookout for ‘em. I knew. I've
seen and had plenty myself.

“Listen! This old bird, Preciado
is coming back here tonight. He'll
only have a few of these spiggoties
with him. They ain't much good,
when it comes to a real scrap. Watch
me. Keep your eyes skinmed. If
there’s a break, I'll give the signal.
We'll jump 'em. We oughta be able
to do it. There's three of us here,
We'll give ‘em the Chicago treatment,
hub, boys?” He grinned. “We'll
grab the iuff and the giel, and make
a break for it. Down to the river.
They'll never cateh us in the dark.”

"Yeah,” sneered Slim disbelieving-
ly. "They won't be fie breaks! That
spiggoty is too slick. You ain't
catehin' him that way. Besides, they
aln't none of us got a rod. What the
hell ean yuh do wit'eut a redi?”

ONY ignored the objecting Slim.
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sure was a lot of kale bound up in
those trinkets in the steel box. A
man could carry it under his arm.

He spat a stream of tobacco juice
into the sunlight.

“Deal me in, mister. But make sure
we got a honest to-goodness chance.
I don't hanker to leave my bomes-rot-
tin’ in this part of the world. Yuh
can depend on me. I'll do my little
bit when it comes to sluggin’,” he
grinned.

“Well—what about you, Slim?”
Tony shot a hate-filled glance at his
gunman.

“Ah, I suppose it's okay. But leave
the moll out. We won't have no time
to be luggin' her 'round the coumtry.”

“She goes with us—see?” Tony
narrowed his eyes.

IGHT, following speedily upon
the heels of the departed sunset,
onee more dropped it6 black mantle
ever the world. Lights shone in the

house. Seldiers lounged on the ve-
randa. Den Jose Preciado had re-
tuened.

In the living room twe immobile
sentries kept guard at the door and
watched, with disinterested eyes, the
acene before them.

“You are ready to start, senores?”
queried Don Jo e politely. “I have
a cayunm, with [ndians, ready at the
river. They will pilot you safely
downstream to your yacht, the famous
Sea Reweer, isn't it?” he sald, bending
an amused gaze at Ike Swmith.

The door opened and Celia was
pushed in.

“Ah, Senritaa Gonzalez!” Don Jose
bowed deeply. “You are just in time!
I have the most happy news for you.
Although it is with much pain that I
part so soon from the charming
daughter of my old friend, Felipe
Gonzalez, yet I am fmest delighted
that I have been the humble instru-
faent in bringing you and yeur leved
one tegether again. IR a few min-

utes you are starting out on that hap-
py voyage that will take you far away
from this poor, sad war-torn country.
My best wisheg go with you, seanéiia,
and may you be very happy.”

Cecilia’s black eyes smouldered as
she listened to his lying, hypocritical
speech.  Although her thumping
heart threatemed to burst, she drew
herself erect. She had fought out the
battle with herself. She knew the
part she was going to play. Ghosts
of former wemen of the Gonzalez,
women whe had endured the hard-
ships and perils of the New World,
had gathered around her this night,
prompting her words and actions,
lending hee eourage.

Her proud bearing, her scornful
eye, served only to heighten her
beauty. As he watched her, Tony's
little, piggish eyes glistened with de-
sire. Ike Smith, Slim. the Central
Americans {n the room, could not help
but eateh their breaths in admiration.

“No, Don Jose,” she said, holding
his glance meanwhile, “I am not go-
ing. See!”

Suddenly she snatched from her
dress a blunt, rust-staimed knife.
It had been served, during the day,
with one of her meals. With rigid
hand she held the point a few inches
from her breast.

“Stop!"” Preciado commanded. Like
a striking snake he lunged at her.

It was then that Tony Mallow real-
ized that "the break™ had arrived. He
nudged his companions significantly.
Slim and Ike dove across the room
at the sentries. Tony himself hurfed
his bulky body square at Don José.

CHAPTER XV
Stexdinves
EANWHILE two shadows
were silently stealing their
way through the jungle
brush toward the lighted windows of
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the house. Every now and then these
two moving black blots on the face
of the night would halt to check their
direction. Perbaps a short, whisper-
ed consultation would ensue.

Spike was crouched down in the tall
grass, peering intently at the house
net over five hundred yards away. It
was too far away for him to hear any
sounds coming from it. In fact, he
€ould not even see whether there was
anyone around it or not. They would
steal eleser,

“Come on!” he shot at his brother.

Tim, taking a fresh grip on the
bulky Bridget, prepared to follow.

“Quee msse?”
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of lead. Shouts and curses pursued
them.

CROSS the clearing in front of

the house, they raced. Spike
led; but Tim, for all his shoft, stubby
legs, was fiot far behind. They dashed
up the steps, and across the veranda,
The soldiers who had been Jownging
there a minute before, seattered at
their approach.

Inside, Tony and his confederates
were in the process of winding up
their coup. Slim and Ike had wrest-
ed the rifles from the hands of the
surprised sentries, whose bravery had
melted away before the fierce on-
slaught of grim-faced Americans.
Once a soldier himself, Ike dispatch-
ed his opponent neatly with a single
thrust of the bayonet. Slim took Chi-
cago’'s messier method. The sediiado
shrinking from him, dropped to the
floor with a crushed head.

Meanwhile, Tony and Don Jos#, in
a death @ruggle, writhed together on
the fltaor. Cecilia, one hand to a
bloodless cheek; the other, still hold-
ing the knife, hanging by her side,
watched them with fascinated gaze.
The sudden turn of events, the com-
motion, had driven the thought of
self-destruction from her mind.

At first, it seemed like an equal
struggle. But the Spaniard’s age soon
began to tell on him. Tony’s grip-
ping hands found his throat. Slowly,
inexorably, those stubby fifivgyars
squeezed.

FROII[ outside came the reports of
tifles,

Slim and Ike Smith, having just
completed their work, turned, at the
noise, and dove at Tony. Bodily,
they dragged him from the purple-
faced, gasping Don José.

“Let him go I” they yelled. “They're
on to us! We gotta get away!”

It was Ika Smith who snatched up
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the steel box containing the jewels.
Tony flung himself suddenly upen
Cecilia. He twisted her arm eruel-
ly, and the knife clattered to the
floor. Then, with Slim leading the
procession, Tke in the middle, with
the box under his arm, and Tony be-
hind, relentlessly dragging with him
the struggling girl, they crossed the
room.

The door burst open in their faces.

Spike Muldoon, wild-eyed, gun in
hand, halted for a second, and stared
at what he saw before him. Tim,
down the hall, was slamming shut the
outer door of the houss. His eannen
barked twice in farewell to the orange
flashes out beyond. An amswering
screech tickled his seul:

Slim Johnson acted imstinctively.
Up went the muzzle of his rifle,

Spike fired from the waist. Slim
sagged to the fiwor,

Tke Smith, with the jewel box under
his arm, could do nothing but stand
there, estimating the situation. Fon
stared at Spike with popping eyes. If
the whole of Den Jose's army had
been crowding in the deer; he weuld
have been less surprised:

“Spike!"” screamed Cecilia, wrench-
ing herself away from the astounded
Tomy.

With his gun, Spike waved her
back.

At this juncture, Tim crowded in-
to the doorway beside Spike.

“Spikie, darlintI he squealed ex-
citedly. “I do belave the divils are
surrounding the house. It's in a hel=
luva fix we be, I'm after thinkin'!"

TH the speed of lightning
Spike's brain summed up the
situation. He noted the rifle in Tke
Smith's hand.
“Listen, you guys!” he snapped out.
“Play the game with us, an’ maybe
we'll all get out alive, If you den't,

you two won't, that's certain” he
stated grimly,

“What d'yuh mean?" asked Tke
Smith.

“Stick together. Fight off that meb.
You two have got rifles."

Tke Smith put down the box. Un:
der stress, he had made instantanesus
decisions befere:

“Okay."

Without another word, he crossed
to the window, poked his rifle out,
and fired at an orange fllssh,

“What about you, Tony?” Spike's
voice was deadly. "Will you take it
now, or do you want the chance of
gettin’ it later?"

"Yea-ah!" snarled Tony venomous-
ly. “This is one hot spot you aim't
getting out of, Muldoon!"

“Maybe,” agreed Spike, his eyes
glittering. “But that ain't the ques-
tion, Are you goin' to string along
with us now, or .. "

For answer, Tony picked up the
rifle which lay beside the body of
Slim Johnson.

“Okay,” said Spike. “You an' Tim
to the back of the house. No tricks,
Tony! This guy,” he continued, in-
dicating Tke, “will hold 'em off in
front here. T’ll take care of beth
sides; an'," he looked significantly at
Tony, "I’ 1) be tourin’ around wherever
nee e

At last, Spike turned to the girl,

“Cele, darlin’,” he said, with a
world of love and tenderness in his
voice, which expressed to her, better
than words could tell, the suﬁtnng he
had endured, “will you please '
in' over to that corner there, an' lyin’
down? Soon they’ll be throwin' lead
in here so fast, you'll not be able to
cut the air with a knife.”

"Oh, Spike!"” she cried.
him filled her voice.

“Don’t you worry,
smiled at her.

Fear for

darlin’,” he
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OR the next few fire on

both sides, was furiously ex-
changed. The house was comstamtly
ringed with orange splashes.

Bullets whined in through the win-
dows and thudded into the walls of
the rooms, scattering plaster every-
whete. High, shrill yells and curses
cafie from the besieging cavalry
tmps ouuiﬂe The frantie voice of
of
Deﬂ Jose's personal guard, rose above
the rest, ordering and counter order-
ing. He was bewildered. The gen-
eral, Don Josd Preciado, was still in-
side the heuse.

Suddenly, Ike Smith gave a strange
wheezy cough. The sound of his
rifle dropping to the floor, and echo-
ing through the house, sent chill rip-
ples down the spines of the defenders.
They knew that the hardened, bald-
headed mate of the Sez Romer had at
last cashed in his chips.

THE fire from outside lessened.
Neow, onily an occasional spurt of
orange stabbed the night. Lieutenant
Huertiate had called his men to a
couneil of war.

On his hands and knees, Spike crept
to Celia's side. Wile he held her
hand to comfort her, and reassure her,
his brain worked desperately. At
every turn, it met a blank wall.

With tender hand, Spike smoothed
Celia’s curly hair. A lump, as big as
an ostrich egg, was in his throat,

-hoki him. Ul 1} he
clenched his fist, cruelly hurting the
small hand buried within it. They
were not going to diel There was a
way out of this—somehow!

From the dark shadow, cast by the
table in the center of the room, came
a groan.

“Saints presarve us!” ejaculated
Tim. “What's that now?"

Celia bent forward. Faintly she
could make out the tall form of Don
Jose. He was just recovering the

he had lost at the hands
of Tony Mallow. The old geneal
reached a hand up to the table, and
slowly drew himself to his feet,
“My unecle!” she eried.
“Your uncle?” repeated Spike,
;nghda? The bess guy arownd
ere?”

LIKE a sunrise bursting upen a
dark world, a plan, full-fermed,
entered his mind. The Feveluionists
certainly would not kill their leader.

With quick strides, Spike erossed
the room to the side of the swaying
Don. Full consciousness of where
he was, and of what had happened,
had not yet come te Preeiade,

Spike’s gun bored inte the fibs of
the Spaniard.

“We want to get out of here ...
alive . ... get me? If you'tre wantin’
the same, you'll be doin’ as I tell you
—no questions asked, an’ ne tricksi
Understand?”

Like nothing else would have done,
the prod of the gun had awakened
fully the senses of Don Preclade.
Through the darkmess, he glowered
at the fiigures around him. From out-
side, came another crack of a fifle.
Plaster showered down upon the head
of the general. He grasped the situ-
ation.

“You'll be tellin® your friends out-
side to cut out the shootin’. You'll
also tell them that you are es€ortiin’
us to the river. It is your wish to see
your prisoners depart friendly an’
peaceable like. If you will be dein’
that, we'll leave you behind, unharm-
ed, though it goes agalnst my nature
to let a black-hearted skunk like
youtsel go wnkilled.,”

“If I don't do as you ask, seanosr?”
demanded Don Jose calmly, while his
eyes swept about estimating possibili-
ties.

Spike jammed in the muzzle of the
gun deeper. Even in the dim light of
the moon, the Spaniard, could see the
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glitter in the eyes of the Irishman.

“I've let daylight through better
men than yourself. An’ my fiimger is
gettin® more unruly by the second,
Are you steppin’ to the wi , an'

he straightemed up again, the steel

box containing the family jewels of

the Gonzalez was under his arm.
“What have you got there?" de-

sayln’ a few words, or are you mot?"

'OR a breathless minute, the two
men slared at each other. Don
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ded Spike susp

Don Jose watched the play His
eyes glittered with hate.

“Diamands . . . pearls . . . every-
thing. You think we leave them be-
hind, huh?” Tony grinned slyly.
“Worth a million, maybe . ... or more.
We split it."

But Tony Mallow had no intentions
of splitting. Everything was working
out splendidly for him. They were
going to get away ... down the river.
And at the mouth of the river the Sea
Roveer would be waiting. Tony laugh=
ed to himself. Wihat luck! These 3¢
wise brothers were helping him to get
away with that which they had eome
to get themselves—the girl’s inher:
itance, He, Tony, would get her, teo!
Upon the two brothers, he would be
able to wreak his leng-stored venge:
anee:

Spike stared at the box under
Tony’s arm. In the excitement of
Celia's capture, in the events which
had crowded after, he had not thought
of the treasure that had brought them
from the United States, Whatever
that box contained—gold, precious
stones—was hers. “Worth a million
maybe—or more.” All of it was hers.

“All right. Take it!” he snapped.

CHAPTER XVI
Undiresea Deaith S&tuggle

E white eye of the heavens
solemnly gazed down upon
the little group as it crossed

the silent clearing which swrrounded
the house and bulldings of the Maci-
endm, and led down to the river's
edge. From the black edge of the
jungle, a few hundred yards away,
Bther eyes watehed them.

The stillness was uncanny. Only
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the plaintive cry of some night prowl-
ing jungle bird disturbed it. Occa-
i y, h faint crashi in
bushes came across the clearing, and
told the keen-eared Spike that Preci-
ade's men were keeping up with their
progiess.

He and his captive, Don Jose, were
in the lead. Never once did Spike

hear the noise of many men erash-
ing through the umdergrowth,

Wiith a terriffic heave, Spike cast
the clawing Spaniard frem him,
Quickly he shifted his gun te his left
hand. And, as Don José came at him
again, he dreve his right fist ferward,
General Den Jokt Praciade sagged 6
the meist earth.

release the p of his

upon the space between the general's
shoulder blades. His eyes and ears
were on the alert for the first sign of
treachery.

Now, the black, rippling waters of
the Rio Olaya came info view. A long
cayurea was drawn up on the shore.
No one was about. The Indiams, who
were to paddle Tony and his compan-
ions down the river, had evidently

All during the march from the
house, Don Jose had been thinking
deeply. He could not forget that pre-
cious box which Tony carried under
his arm. That one necklace, of dia-
fmonds and rubies, was worth a king's
fansom, to say nothing of the long
rope of milky, iridescent pearls.
Mritlze de Ditsé! He could not let
those previwifs things escape from his
hands!

They had reached the river bank.
Suddenly, Don José whirled about.
He & a d in i

At the same instant, Tony leaped
from the bank. He placed the box
into the boat. He was in the act of
shoving off into the river, when Tim
landed beside him.

LUTCHING the roll of fat at the

nape of Tony's neck, the Irish-
man gTony's neck, the Irish-
m?{N@'W'E&sn;t, ye double-crossin’
rat NOL#%e 8€btniNa, \QGHNEyQ’PSEVE
52hbod MfndStdIaVedyeMoiteh §¢? Thys
#h8oBda Hlyio faNgeiyprbehind!  Into
thaBA AW, frohf®lkt" blackness of
thgeamy 'ﬁ;ﬁ]@%m MaekRess anl
EORe 90 9 dEniE s CEFY° SBRNS Wodry

swer to Preciado's cry. Spike could

ping Celia up into his arms,
Spike leaped from the bank. Not
taking time to put her down, he
scrambled into the boat, which the
ever useful Tim was helding.

After giving a prodigious shove,
which came perilously fiear to upset-
ting the boat, Tim clambered ifte it
from the watef.

Spike was in front. Tim was in
back. Tony and Celia crouched I
the center. The boat was in mid-
stream. Taking up the paddies, which
had been lylng on the botter of the
cayusea, Spike and Tim began to pad-
dle furieusly.

They saw a cluster of dark forms
gather on the river bank. Again, the
brilliant orange flashes spurted into
the night. Lead whined ovet their
heads, and splashed inte the water fi~
comfortably neat.

At last, they swept around a bend
in the river. Don José’s men tried to
follow on &lhore, But the determined
junglle resisted their furiaus efforts at
speed.

LL through the long night they
fled past the mysterious, insery-
table, black walls of the jungle, which
rose up, on both sides, frem the river,
Silver streaks cut the ripples of the
water. Straining their eyes, they
could make out the knebby, glisten-
ing backs of alligators, waiting,
searching for prey.

The weary, trouble worn Celia had
slept through most of the journey,
her curly head resting on one crook-
ed arm. Tony had spent the hours
bent forward in one position. The
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brothers had thought him asleep. His
cunning mind, however, was far too
active for that. Wihille he sat gnaw-
ing his lip, he was waiting, waiting
for the mouth of the river to come
into view. There, the good Sem Reower,
under the command of the capable
Abel Masters, would be waiting.

A few, jagged, gray spears were be-
glnning to thrust themselves into the
sky, prying apart the fastly closed
gates of night. The cayusea rounded
another weary bend, and thete, before
the tired eyes of Spike and his broth-
er, the lights of Las Vegas’ watet-
frent glowed in the grayish mist
which was Rew beginning te tise from
the river,

With new strength, they headed
the boat for shore.

Tony lifted his head, and peered
anxiously about. That damned mist!
Suddenly, his heart gave a glad bound.
Not far from where they were, the
Rio Olaya gave its all to the bay. And
there, the Sea Rowesr, looking, through
the mists, like a ghost ship, was afi-
chored. Masters had kept his word.

The steel box was at Tim's feet.
The canny Irishemam had taken the
precaution of placing it there shortly
after they had begun the voyage.

Suddenly, Tony stood up. He yell-
ed at the top of his voice.

“Hey, Sem Rwoweer! Masters!
ters!”

At first, the tired brains of the
brothers failed to function. With
red-rimmed eyes, they stared at Tony.
Had he gone mad?

From the Sem Raweer came an an-
swering hail. It boomed hollowly
across the calm water. It was follow-
ed shortly after by the noise of creak-
ing blocks. A boat was being let down
into the water,

Spike was the first to comphehend
Something was wrong.

Tony Mallow had friends on that
boat!

Mas-

He lifted his dripping paddle from
the water, and aimed a vieious blow
at the gangster’s head. But Tony was
not there to receive it. He dewve for
the box, the precious box.

Tim thought the onslaught was
meant for him. In the rocking boat,
he stood uncertainly to meet it. His
cramped legs betrayed him. He put
his hand back te recover his balance.
At the same instant, Tony smashed
inte him.

“Look out, ye .. .!” he cried. But,
he never fiimished the senmnned With
wildly waving arms and legs, he dis:
appeared over the back end of the
boat. A resounding splash marked
his reception inte the water.

Spike scrambled past the tertified
Cecilia. Tony let the bex go. With
a snarl, he steadled himselt to meet
the attaek,

Wiitthout a word, the two men grap-
pled. They swayed, and stumbled
about the narraw limits 6f the cagues,
which rocked jerkily, erazily.

With horrified gaze, Cecllia wateh-
ed the struggle. With arms out-
stretehed, she steove to presetvwe the
balance of the canoe.

IKE drunken men in a brawl, tlje
two fmen weithed and twisted.
Spike’s breath was coming in gasps.
He felt a weakness fllowing through
his veins. Tony was stronger than
he. Tony had not paddled all night.
With a throaty exclamation of exul-
tation, Tony, exerting all his
strength, pushed. Spike staggered
backward, hung in midair for an in-
stant, more out of the boat than in.
Tony was quick to follow his ad-
vantage. He thrust out a fist that
would send Spike into the water.
At the same instant, Celia acted.
With all her frail strength, she filumg
herself against the side of the azyuca
towards Spike. Even the sturdy ca-
yucza could not withstand that. With
a sudden flip, it was over.
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Spike found himself clasping Tony
in his arms, A second later, they hit
the water.

Down, down, . ..

Choking, gasping, the two men
came to the surface, They were face
to face, a few inches from each other.
In the brain of each, nothing existed
but a mad desire to kill the other.
Water splashed up as they grappled
once more.

Tony's filngers were about Spike's
throat.  Stifled, Spike desperately
fought to tear them away.

But the hands of Tony were like
iron claws. Temaciously they kept
their hold. Spike felt his chest burst-
ing ... his head....

Suddenly, Tony released his hold.
He, too, had to have air. He began
to paw his way to the surface.

UT it was Spike now, who held

f. Through the fllying, scream-
ing rockets in his brain, through the
fmoons that danced through the myrl-
ads of stars, one small, fixed idea
buened. It he could held Tony under
the water long enough, it weuld fin-
ish him. He weuld drewa.

With frantic kicks, Tony strove to
free himself. Spike’s tortured lungs
and brains were sapping his strength.
His hands slipped from Tony’s waist.
Then, to Tony’s feet. Finally, in one
hand, he held a single foot. With his
other hand, paddled the water. He
had to keep down. He had to keep
Tony down.

At last, he could stand it no lenger.
He had to get air. Another minute
under the water would kill him. He
let go of the foot.

After aeons of struggle, fifibitiing
slowly and grimly, lie fiimally burst
through the surface. For minutes,
it seemed, he just lay there, feebly
moving his hands to keep afloat, and
gulping in vast quantities of air.

f Tony, the calm, gray surface of

the water gave no sign. He had net
come up again.

Spike looked toward the
Tim and Celia were clinging to its
side. They called something unin-
telligible to him.

Wearilly, he began to swim toward
thern.

“May his black sowl burn in hell
foriver!” said Tim, as he placed one
arm about his exhausted brother.

“The ship?” asked Spike, between
labored breaths.

“Bad cess to it!” spat Tim. “The
blackguards started to put out & boat,
sure enough, but they soon changed
their dir-r-ty minds. It was me that
did a bit o' yellln® 6n me owh account
after the auld divil pushed fie out of
the boat. Me veiee ain't nethin® to
brag about, but it's lueky we were
that I had any a-tall,

“Do ye hear that, Spikie dasling?”

ACROSS the waters of the bay
came the lusty pep-popping of
a lJawnch,

“It's the United States Navy itself
that's comin’ to rescue us. Ye remefii=
ber the warship that was in the har-
bor, do ye not? Well, it was a long
yell—but I made it.”

Spike turned to look at Cecilia. In
spite of the fact that she was chilled
to the bone, that her arms were being
almost dragged from their sockets
from hanging on to the cayuwos, she
gave him a smile that warmed his
whole being, that freshened his worn
out body.

“I'm sorry,” he said, “Celia, darlin
that the box has gone. But, don’t
worry, we can get divers to look for
it."”

“I hope,”
find it!”

He read the meaning in her eyes.

“Celia! Celia, darlin"!®

Then, the navy launch ran along-
side,

she replied, “they never



A Story of Gun-Rumwiyg and Yengearas tn Morsecse

Ten QOdlock at Tetuan

By POLAN BANKS
Aunibor of “Bidck hooyy,” “The Steeet of Wamep,” ete.

of the Little Bazaar, that Billy
Barrow ran into Tim Q'Toole
again. It had been two years at least
since he had seen his erstwhile buddy.
The two adventurers, suddenly

IT was in Tangier, in the square

They had gone treasure-hunting up
the Platte, and fought the Austrians
in the Italian Tymol, had tried their
hand at copra in the South Seas, had
been Fascisti for a time in the march
on Rome‘ hld pnrtieipated. in short.

coming upon each other face-to-f:
outside the Cafe Real, fell upon each
other witk loud rejoicings.

For ten years they had been friends,
and for nearly ten years had shared
the same ventures and adventures,
these two. They had been revolu-
tionaries in Mexico, fiighting first on
one side or the other, as fancy pleased
thern.

inah t
affairs, in their eternal quelt of profit
and exeltement. Sofmetimes they had
found the former, sometimes not—
but always had there been the last,
and te spare.

They began to swap experiences of
the past two years.

“But Tangier—what are you doing
in Morocco?” asked Barrow. “Thinke
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ingof joining the Spanish or French?
Or the Rifi?"

ON'T know, yet,” admitted O'-

Toole. "Landed here, as every-
BHe doxR seener oF later, and theught
1'd take a leek-see. As a matter of
faet, the Belshies are after my skin,
Beeause of a littie affaif on the Black
§ea, ahd 1 theught a €hﬁﬂmf eli
mate weuld de me geed. & jail
aid yeu break eut of?”

“None,” said Billy Barrow, com-
placently. “I made a neat little pile
down in Nassau, rum-runnimg, and
came away when I got fed up. It got
too tame.”

“What are you doing in M

M

“Gun-running,” he said, succinctly.

“Some more Diaz stuff?” with inter~
est.

“The Ecuador business isn't in it,
with this,” Billy assured him. “Ab-
del Krim needs guns, ammunition,
and supplies, and needs it bad. What's
mote, he's willing te pay for it. I've
got every cent 1 ewn in this deal, old
man—but onee it's delivered, I'll elean
up.”

“Wihat's the lay?”

“I've got a ship-load of stuff,
brought over frem South Ameriea,
which is due i the Straits fiext weelk.
We're to land it somewhere between
Ceuta and Melilla. The esast s pret-

asked Tim. “The Riffs, too?"

“Partly,” said Barrow. “As a mat-
ter of fact, 'm on my way to Tetuan,
to meet the kid brother.”

“Who, Phil?” demanded Tim, with
interest. “I thought he went into the
Air Mail Service back home, after the
wat 2"

“He did. But he get fed up with it,
I guess, and came over and joined up
with the Spanish Air forces, fifiting
the Riffs. It's in the blood, T guess."
He laughed.

“Last I heard of him, he was sta-
tioned at Fetuam, and wrote me that I
could meet him there, since I was
coming to Morocco on business.”

O’'Toole whistled expressively.

“Husiiress’, eh? Wihat's in the air,
now?"”

“Plentyf” Barrow grinned back, “If
you're nov tied up in anything your-
self, old man, I'll cut you in*

“You're on!” said Tim, promptly,
without bothering to inquire as to the
nature of the business. Anything his
pal was in, he knew, could not but be
interesting. That it would be profit-
able was likely, and exciting, certain.
He drained his glass, and rubbed his
hands together. “Spill it, old boy."

Barrow looked around cautiously.
They were alone.

ty well patiolled by Spanish warships,
?t coutse, 50 there's liable te be seme
uf,

“And how!” added Tim, his face
lighting up. “I'm in, with beth feet.
But where are you to land it?”

“That's one reason I'm going to
Tetuan,” said Bartow. "I'm to meet
one of Abdel Krim's agents there,
who's to tell me which plaee their
spies have picked att as the most suit=
able for a landing. He's also to give
me a eertadn fiote with Krim's secret
sighature, which calls for plenty
mueh cash at the Banee de Bilbas,
here in Tangier—te close the deal”

RETTY dangerous for those fek

tows, comifg like that ifte Tetw<
an,” eommented Tith, 1t waB charae-
teristic that he made ne mentien at
allﬁat the danger t6 Bartow, 6F him-=
gelt.

“They’re desperate,” said Barrow.
“Persomally, I'm going to give Phil
a wigging for joining with the Span-
ish, when there’s practically nothing
in it, for him. If I can, I'll get him
to resign, and join us on this deal.
There'll be excitement enough, since
that’s what he wants—and hard cash
in the bargain.” He hesitated. “It's
the cash that counts, in this game,
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Tim, but I can't seem to get Fhil te
realize that”

“Hell, the kid’s young! He'll get
over that,” said O'Toole, “What dif-
ference should it make to him wheth-
er the Rifi chase the spigs out of
Morocco, or vice versa? You can't
eat glory, can you?”

ILLY admitted that you couldn't,

and they began on the second
bettie of Rioja. By the third it was
decided that Tim O'Toele should go
6R with hifh te Tetuan,

The next day the two Americang
left by motor for Tetwam. Driving
into the town about the hour of the
sizntta, they came to the Plaza Espana,
the main square, and then, soon after,
to the Hotel Alfonso XIIL It was a
poor sort of tavern, but the best pro-
curable, and neither of the two Amer-
icans, used to much worse fare in
their travels, protested.

Only Tim pointed out that the ele-
gant porcelain plumbing, with hot
and cold water taps in the basins,
were useless since there had never
been any piping.

Covered with dust from head to
foot, they ordered jugs of water,
however, and bathed and changed to
fresh white drill.

“Witeiti next on the program?” Tim
wanted to know, then.

“Luncheon,” said Billy. “After that,
I'm off to the Plaza Espana, and a
certain conference at the arch to the
Old Town. You might look up Phil,
in the meantime, down at the aero-
drome, and bring him back to the ho-
tel. By the time I'll return, I'll know
what’s what, and we can talk to the
kid about resigning and jolning us.
But not a word to him about what
else brought me here to Tetuan. We'll
have to sound him out, firet.

“He’s a good kid, and I know he'd
hold his mouth and not give us away
—but after all, he's an officer in the
Spanish Service, and he’s loyal. Once

he's resigned—iff we can persuade him
to—it'll be a different stery. It won't
be his quarrel then—and we'll talk
some sense into him, if he seems dif-
fieultt.”

"He's a good kid, sure,” repeated
Tiem, confidently. “We can sound him
out, and if he wants to stick, we
fieedn’t tell him anything he shouldn't
know.”

“But I'm hoping he’ll see it our
way,” admitted Barrow. “I don’t
like the idea of selling Abdel Krim a
single bullet that might bring down
my own kid brother. As a matter of
fact, when I first arranged this affair
with Abdel Krim's agefits, I didi't
know Phil was with the Spanish.

“He wrote me that, afterward, 1
didn’t like it, them, but I couldn't
back out, could I? I gave my word
to the Rifis that I'd see it through.*

He frowned. “As a matter of fact,
Tim, I'm pretty worried. If Phil re-
fuses to quit the Spanish, even if he
doesn’t join us, I—I don’t know what
I'll do!”

“You'll carry out your job, like you
always do!” said O'Toole, heartily.
“And I'll help you, come hell or high
water. Mustn't lose your grip, old
man. Besides, the kid will play the
game. He ain't your brother for
nothing!”

On this note they went down to eat,
then separated, Tim to find Phil Bar-
row, and bring him back to the hotel,
Billy to his rendezvous in the Plaza
Espana.

'ALKING through the sun-baked

streets of Tetwan, Bartow's spir-
{its rose. He llked Tetuwam, with its
hundreds and hundreds of h "
a th d years old—it ked
streets and stormworn stone—its nar-
row alleys and sunken arches and gar-
dens and iron-studded doors. Its
Moors in fllowing white jellabas, yel-
low slippers and turbaned fez, its
Jews in black kaftans and black caps,
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its white-haiked women with hidden
faces, and its Spanish soldiers with
brilliant uniforms,

Just above the city was the Kasba,
once a proud fortress, but now, almost
in ruins, a Spanish searchlight sta-
tion. Below, the river wound through
fields to the little port of Rio Martin,
and in the far distance were the peaks
of the Beni Hosmat. Yes, Barrow
liked Tetuan.
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wauld buy red jsather wandale—
frem §hs§hausﬁ' a!é Barrow, ¢are:
lsssly Bus syn the MogF keenly.
hie gratification; the merchant
star @gave him a quick glance, then
leeked
“T have no sandalB—from Sheshau-
en, senor.” He gave another look at
the: American. “From Tangier, per-
haps.”

“I come from Tangier,” said Bar-

row. “But I have never been to She-
shauem—or Adjir. I would buy san-
dals.”

At mention of Adjir, the other's
eyes marrowed.

“The serfor would be a pilgrim—to
Sheshauen 7"

“Are you not a pilgrim yourself?”

countered Barrow, looking down at
the Moor’s own sandals. One was red
and one green. He smiled, slightly.
“You wear the shoes of two cities,
Am el Hajj—\Unlsle Pilgrim!”

Unsmilingly, the Moor bent down,
sought a pair of shoes, and held them
up for Barrow's inspection. Barrow
stooped, necessarily, and the Moor
whispeted to him through motionless
lips as he did so,

“You are Senor Barrou?"

“I don't like this pair,” said Barrow
aloud, and under his breath “Yes.”
He d to i “1
would see the bringer of shoes. Per-
haps he has a palt for me.”

“That is wise, senor,” said the
Moor. “I am not the bringer, only
Ali Hussein, the merchant. But the
bringer is not far away. He has been
awaiting your coming te buy his
shoes.”

“If he has what I want, I will buy,”
Barrow told him. “I have come a long
way, and I go a long way further, and
I must have new leather shoes.”

The Moor shrugged for the benefit
of passersby, as if indifferent to
whether the American was ostensibly
buying his merchandise or not. And
as he spoke, in a low-pitehed tone, he
sneered, also for others’ delectation.

“If the sefior would like other shoes
he had better climb the hill to the
Kasba. There will be another mer-
chant thete, at the third bastion to the
west.”

ARROW threw down the &loes in
his hands disdainfully.

“At what time ?” he asked, very low.

“At ten, tonight,” said Hussein Ali.
“But be sure and come alone.”

“What is the name of this mer-
chant?” asked Barrow of a sudden.

Hussein Ali's eyes narrowed, sus-
piciously.

“What is that to you? He will have
shoes.”

“T trade only with chiefs, even
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among merchants. And I must know
with whom I trade, Or I do not trade
at all.” He hesitated. “There are
other merchants—in Tangier.”

At this thrust, the Moor seemed
alarmed, growling in his beard. At
length he spoke, mutteringly.

“I have heard of a merchant named
—Sidi Malai. Perhaps it will be he.
Allah alone knows.”

E gathered up his leathern slip-

pers, as If angered that the
American had spurned them, and Bar-
fow, alse playing his part, turned
frofi them sneeringly, and made his
way baek through ¢l ela areh to the
Plaza Espana. But there was a trace
of excitement in his guiekened step.
Sidi Malail

He had heard the name, samewhere.
If Barrow remembered correctly, he
was one of the lieutenants of Kharei-
rou, the Hammer of the Spaniards,
who had broken the Wad Lau line
—Khareirou, chief lieutenant of Ab-
del Krim himselff!

He remembered more new. Sidi
Malai’'s wild crew of Berber Rifis
were noted for their ferocity in bat-
tle, and were famous as daring raid-
ers. He whistled slowly. Sidi Malai
in Tetuan!

The colossal nerve of the man! He
grinned. The Rifis surely must need
those supplies he was going to get
to them, if they sent Sidi Malai into
the lion’s mouth to close the deal.

As he suddenly noticed the
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He thought of his brother Phil, and
the grin faded. He hoped the kid
would not refuse tb. resign from the
Spanish Alr Service.

It would complicate things tremen-
dously if he did, particularly if he
learned the truth. Thinking on these
things, he hurried back to the Al-
phonso XIIL He was anxious to see
Phil, anyway.

He was fond of him, and had not
6een him for nearly a year. He had
still been rum-running in the Baha-
mas when Phil had left the Air Mail,
and taken himself off to Morocco to
join the Foreign Legion.

As he walked down the corridor
near his rooms, he heard voices from
within, and his face lighted up. Tim
had found Phil after all.

He had half feared that the kid
was out of Tetuan on active duty; his
last letter had been sent a month pre-
viously.

ENING the door, he stepped into

the roorh, with a cheery greeting
half-formed on his lips. As he did
0, sllence fell on the twe seated at
the table. He stopped blankly. There
was a stranger with Tim.

A young Spanish officer with an
arm in a sling and many patches of
adhesive tape on his face and head.
The first thing he noticed almost au-
tomatically was that that neither his
pal nor the Spamnd was smiling.

is my brother?" asked

flag fllying above the Alta Comisaria
building, the headquarters of El
Delegado General, his grin grew
wicked.

What wouldn’t the Spanish give to
know that Sidi Malai was in the heart
of their camp? Wihat would they do
to him, if they caught him? Shoot
him as a spy, most likely.

And if they caught Barrow, learn-
ing the truth of his visit to Tetuan?
The same fate!

Billy in Spanish in d to the
officer. "Has he—gone?”

Both men looked away, the Span-
iard biting his lip.

“§lj, semmy, he is—gone!” &dd the
latter.

Tim O’Toole suddenly arose and,
walking quickly to his friend and
partner, took him by the shoulders
brusquely.  Tensely, almost, he
looked Barrow straight in the eyes.

“I know you, Billy Barrow,” said
he of a sudden. “You're a
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whitest man that ever lived. And the
bravest. Look here, buddy—Phil is
gone, like the Lieutenant here says.
And he ainAindcoromipg—baadk!”

Billy stared at Tim wordlessly.
Somehow he had known the

we saw them, and understanding we
were in distress, had hidden in ¢he
trees until we were dowd.

"Felipe immediately opened fire on
them with the machine-gum, while 1
worked fi Ily at the Is, to

he had asked them his question. But
the realization had stunned him. He
could not speak, O'Twoole put an arm
around his shoulder.

Barrow looked at his friend, then,
unbelieving, at the young lieutenant,
who had also risen to his feet. The
latter bowed stiffly, from his waist.

“I am Lieutenant Don Guillermo
Ventura, senor. I had the honor to be
the friend of your brother, Lieuten-
ant Bartow. I—I saw him—die”

ded

“He died: action?” d
Billy hoarsely. “You were with
him?"”

“He died—on duty—" said Ventura,
gravely. “Yes, I was with him,” He
shivered unaccountably.

Barrow sat down heavily, his fore-
head damp. .

“Tell me about it," said he quietly;
but he had gone white,

“It happened a litthe over a fort-
night ago,” said Ventura, draining his
glass. “We were sent out on patrol
duty, Felipe and I, beyond the Rifi
lines.

“We had been gone hardly an hour,
and were but some twenty kilometers
away, when engine trouble developed,
and we were forced to make a land-
ing. As it happened, I was at the
stick at the time, and Felipe was in
the observer's cockpit.

“This was in the early morning,
and when we came down, T just had
time to clear a hilltop when I made
the landing—we had been fllying low.
There was a clump of trees mear-by,
and as we landed, Felipe gave a shout,
T turned in time to see a band of
horsemen dash out of the wood, and
come galloping toward us, firing as
they came.

“They had evidently seen us before

try to rise again. I saw several of
themn fall. As they -came on I heard
Felipe shout—and suddenly seme-
thing hit me in the sheulder, and
el:efytmng went blaek. 1 had been
shot.”

"Go on!” said Barrow tensely. He
was still pale.

“Wien T came to,” continued Ven=
tura, “T was lying on the ground near
the wood, well bound, and faiat with
loss of blood.

T THEN saw that we had fallen inte
A the hands of 4 band of Rifi saiders
—a wild-leeking erew, armed with
Mausers and Remingtons, and sing
with twe 6F thiee eariridge bandiliers
apiece. All had leng krives, and a
fow had old-fashioned MesFish
swords in leathern scabbards:

“The first thing I realized was that
Felipe was prisonet, too, and that the
leader of the band was questionin
him. The moment I lald eyes 6a that
man I knew we were In for frouble.

“Unlike most Rifis, he was fiet a
Berber, but a full-blooded Arab of
the best stock, like Khareirou oF Ab«
del Krien. His skin was whitee than
my own, and his face the fiveest 1
have ever laid eyes on. On onhe cheek
there was a great S-shaped scar——"

“But what happened?” demanded
Barrow.

“Hold your horses, Bill,” put in
Tiem. "You'll want to know that Riff
when you see hifa again!”

“There is not much more to tell,”
went on the Spaniard hurtiedly, with
a little shiver. “To make it short,
theie leader didn't seem satisfied with
what Felipe told him—or wouldn't
tell him—and he grew 8o enraged at
i guenififa amigss coel seorn that he
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knocked him down with a great
blow—"

“The kid was tied—hi3 hands were
tied?” d ded Barrow, g
hard.

“But si, sennrt! Behind his back, But
that is not all,” he faltered.

“Go on!” commanded Barrow, with
steely eyes.

The young Spanish aviator swal-
lowes hard.

“They dug a deep grave,” said he,
very low, not looking at the gun-run-
ner. “About five feet deep and three
feet across. Then under my eyes—
and despite my loud cries and curses
—that Rifi fiend had poor Felipe
buried in that grave—alive—up to his
neck.”

Barrow sprang to his feet, but
O'Teole grasped his arm. The Amer-
ican was trembling.

“Not content then,” went on Ven-
tura, riveting his hot eyes on Bar-
row, “the devil called for a bowl of
thick brown honey, and himself

poured it over poor Felipe's head,

and then he left him to the flies and
insects and desert animals.”

“My God!" said Barrow, very low,
gripping the table. “Poor kid!—poor
game kid;” He bit his lip so hard that
the blood came and trickled down his
chin unnoticed. “The dirty dogs!”

He suddenly dropped into his chair
and hid his face in his hands.

“There is little more,” went on Ven-
tura wearily, and there were tears in
his eyes. “They threw me across a
horse, helpless as I was, and rode
away, leaving poor Felipe there in
the blazing sun, lly buried

agony, ‘Com Diws, Gudlldlenodi—tell
my brother,”” Ventura gulped. “That
was the last I heard. Perhaps the
honey fell into his mouth, choking his

words. Anyway, we rode off like the
wind, and I never saw him alive
againt”

BgT you lived to tell mel” cried
artow, springing up. “Thank
God, you lived to tell me!” Tears were
frankly peuring down his lean eheeks.
;1;!;»pay ‘et back for that, Phil=
i

“They camped that night at an oasis
not far from a road, and I escaped in
the dark. Early the next morning I
was picked up by a plane which had
been sent out to find us. Before re-
turning to Tetuam, we hunted for that
other place and luekily found it by
the wreckage of the burhed plane.
Then I—we—"

“He was dead?” cried Barrow. “Al-
ready dead? You mean he didn't live
through one nigfnt?”

“The jackals had already been
there,” said Ventura, looking away.
“But I pray God the sun killed him
first™”

“Of course it did!’ put in Tim
brusquely. But Billy Barrow, throw-
ing himself face downward on the
bed, merely groaned. Barrow, who
had faced death a thousand times,
who had witnessed it in its most hor-
rible forms, seemed stricken at last.

E young Spaniard went on to
tell of hew he and his comirades
had given the remains a decent burial,

alivel They set fire to the plane ffiut,
however, as the flames mounted, and
we were about to leave, I shouted
good-by to mi amigm Felipe, weak as
I was. I cried, ‘Go witth God, my
FalijpE?

Barrow groaned, and the Irishman
cursed under his breath.

“And he called back to me from his

his deep sympathy and, af-
toF giving anether desefiption of the
Riffs and their ehief, teek his leivs.

“I guess the gun-running is up,” re-
marked Tim, much later.

But Barrow Shook his head. His
eyes were steely again, and his voice
steady, though harsh.

“You are wrong, Tim. I'm going
through with it. The reason I'm go-
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ing through with it is because I'm
going to use the landing as an op-
portunity to get in touch with Abdel
Krim's forces, I'm going to join
them if I can.”

“Join them?” in amazement,

“Exactly. I'm going to join them,
and then spend the rest of my life
looking for the Riff scoundrel with
the S-shaped scar on his cheek. When
I do, I'm going to tear him to pieces
with my hands!”

For a moment Tim O'Toole was si-
lent. “Okay, pal!" sald he, after a
moment. “I'm going with you. And
after you get through with that black-
hearted devil, I'll sweep up the pieces
it I'm not licking the rest of the Rifl
army in the meantime!”

The rest of that afternoon Billy
Barrow spent alone in his room, and
the Irishman thoughtfully left him
to himself, while he took a look
around the town.

At seven o'clock he was back, how-
ever. Barrow was still sitting at the
table as he had left him several hours
before. But he showed no sign of
grief other than a deepening of the
lines around his mouth.

Tim said nothing,
wrung his hand.

“Wihat’s on the boards now?”

“I'm going up to the Kasba to keep
my engagement at ten o'clock with
Sidi Malai. You'd better stay behind.
The Moor, Hussein Ali, said to come
alone.”

“Which is just why you wom't!"
said Tim promptly, “I'm going to be
there, too. [ don’t trust those birds.
And I'm taking my gats with me.”

“Good idea,” admitted Barrow.
“But you'd better go fiirst, much
earlier, if at all. Hide somewhere
near the third bastion to the west. If
you see that nothing happens, 8ty
where you are until we’re gone, and
come back later.” He hesitated.

“Maybe you'd better not come, Tim.
It won't be necessary. They wouldn't

but merely

dare to try any rough stuff here in
Tetuan, particularly when they're 8o
desperate for my cargo of arms and
supplies.”

“That's all right,” returned Tim.
“I'd like to get a look at this Sidi
Malai bird, anyway. I've heard about
that guy.”

“Suit yourselt,” said Billy listless-

y.

At nine-thirty Barrow left the Al-
phonso XIII and strolled through
the streets of Tetuan to the owtskirts,
careful to take a zlgzag, misleading
course, in case he were being fol-
lowed.

Almost exactly thirty minutes later
he reached the top of the winding
road that led to the brown ruins of
the old fortress known as the Kasba.

For itwas a less night
and he was certain that his coming
wald unobserved. A few light& twin-
kled somewhere at the upper end of
the fortnafds, used as a Spanish search-
light station, but below it was pitch
dark.

Reaching the lower circuit of half-
ruined walls, he left the road and
turned westward, using all his craft
to make no noise. As he walked he
counted the bastions, some fiifty feet
apart.

The third bastion abutted on a cor-
ner of the fortress. As he approach-
ed he whistled softly, and as if in re-
sponse to his whistle a tall, dignified
figuee seemed to materialize out of
the night, and stood silhouetted in-
distinctly against the sky, anchored
in the Beni Hosmar range miles away.
Sidi Malai was there before him,
waiting arrogantly with folded arms.

E walked up until they stood face

to face in the night. Dimly he
saw that the Rifi leader who was Ab-
del Krim's emissary, was a tall, lithe
Moor in a rough camel’s-hair jellaba
and white-bound fez, and sensed,
rather than saw, a fine silk kaftan be-
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neath. He carried no visible poi

6F

He was d to cut

and stood with folded arms. waiting.

“Sidi Malai?" Billy asked softly.

The Riff nodded;

“You are Senor Barrow, the Amer:
ican?” he asked arrogantly, and, it
seemed, a bit comtemptuously.

“Yes."

Barrow stiffened and d

d if

short the whole business, and take his
loss, when the thought occurred to
Barrow that only by delivering his
cargo to Abdel Krim, as he had prom-
ised, could he gain access to the Rifi,
and: seek out his brother's killer. He
straightemed. This was no time for

i The cargo would be de-

Tim were about.

“You have: come, as you have prom-
ised. My buemi?” said the Rifi, and
hesitated. “Your cargo—where i it?"

“I will be in the Straits next week
at the latest. A full shipload of
amss ammunition, food and medi-
cine supplies. I understand there is
famine among the Rifi. It would be
welcome to Abdel Krim!”

“It is!" exclaimed Sidi Malai. “It
will be new life to our cause! Ailah
Kertinh-AllbHah is bountiful I”

For perhaps the first time in his
life Barrow felt a wave of distaste for
his business overcome him. New life
to the Rifi cause, indeed!

Those guns he brought to Abdel
Krim meant more death to the Span-
ish, who had been his brother’s com-
rades in arms. The supplies, new
vigor with which to carry on their
atrocities against the whittss. He
thought of poor Phil, buried to the
neck in the blazing sun, tormented
by insects and heat. . . tortured Phil,
the prey of fillthy desert jackals!

His fists clenched at the thought,
as a revulsion of feeling swept him,
and- the arrogant, contemptuous tones
of Sidi Malai did nothing to assuage
that self-scorn. The Riff must be
laughing at him, inwardly, thought
Barrow, hotly. Must be sneering at
this- American who, for money, was
betraying his fellow-Caucasians into
the hands of their enemies!

OR the first time the truth of this

matter came to the gun-runnet and
for the first time he was honestly full
of shame.

livered |

HERE shall the landing be
made?” he demanded. “Where
will your men be fo unload us?”

“At Punta de Pescadores,” said-
Sidi Malai, with triumph in his voice.
“The Spanish are watching the Wad'
Lau and Ajdir too closely.”

“Good I returmed Barrow. “We'll
be there by dawn Tuesday or Wednes-
day. You have the paper from Ab-
del Krim with you, which closes the
deal?”

“Sii, semwir. It has his seccet signar
ture, which you would recognize, and
his secret fimancidl: agents, but none
other, if 1 were caught.” His hand
explored the inside of his kaftan. He
brought out a small paper, tightly,
rolled. "It is here."

Ordinarily Barrow would have in-
sisted on examining it then and there,
as a matter of business. But he cared
little, now, whether Abdel Krim com-
pleted the payment or not. His one
desire in life was to get within the
Rifi lines, and seck out Phil Barrow's
murderer:

Just as the Sidi Malai gave him the
paper, however, he started, and the
two men froze into immobility. For
at that very moment one of the great
searchlights at the other end of the
Kasba penciled the sky with its broad
white fiivgpr.

As they watched it, momentarily
fascinated, it swept over the city of
Tetuan in a great arc, revealed the
river winding toward the little pert
of Rie Martin, dropped lightning:
like; swiept the read to the fort and
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the boulder-strewn hillside, swept
past the first, second and third bas-
tions, past them, and focussed, mo-
mentarily, in the direction of the dis-
tant Beni Hosmar.

OR a brief instant, however, the
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cious little parchment, struck a match,

As the light fllared into life, how-
ever, instead of looking at the paper,
he first threw a lightning-like glance
at the Rifi's face.

And in that revelatory instant, he
saw! On the lean, cruel cheek near-
est him, was a vivid, S-shaped scar—
the very scar he thought he had
glimpsed in the searchlight's glare.

The scar—EI Tundemte Guillermo
de Ventura had described so well!

The match burned bis fiingeis as he
now stooped over the parchment with
unseeing eyes, his mind seething with
crystallized rage—demoniac fury.

Slowly he raised his head, and faced
the Rifi there in the darkness of the
bastion’s shadow.

“Are you satisfied?” demanded Sidi
Malai, mockingly.

“Quite satisfied,” returmed the
American, in a hoarse voice. With
one movement he placed the parch-
ment in an inner pocket, and closed
his hand over the butt of a revolver
under his arm-pit.

With a great effort, he tried to
make his voice fiitteringly pleasant.
“By the way, senor—are you the
famous Sidi Malai—the chief lieuten-
ant of the great Raisuli, left hand of
Abdel Krim himself?”

“There is but one Sidi Malail" de-
clared the Riff, with haughty pride.
“I am hel"

HOK[NG with rage, Barrow at-
d to bring pr d awe
and admlration to his voice.

“I have heard of you, unless that
other one is an r

“What dog dareB to pretend to be
myself?” demanded Sidi Malai, an-
grily.

“The one who caught two Spaniards
— aviators — a fortnight ago, and
buried one in the desert, alive, All
Morocco is talking of it—the Span-
iards are full of comsttomatiom!™”

The Riff was completely fooled.
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“It was an Englishman, not a 3pan-
iatd, whom I left stuck in the sand
for the jackals to eat,” he boasted.
“That will teach them to keep out of
Moroceo, by the beard of Moham=
faed !"

In a flash the barrel of the Ameri-
can’'s gun was half-buried in the
Moer's stomach.

“Up with your hands, you Rifi deg
—or you are as dead as the poor fel=
low: you've killed!” And as the

fled Sidi Malai invol ily rais-
ed his arms before the threat of the
gun in his vitals, Barrow raised his
voice, “Timi—tinis way!"

“Coming!” sang out O'Teole, as he
suddenly materialized out of the
darkness from behind a boulder.

T the sound of his voice, Sidi

Malai let out a yell of his own,
and Barrow, startled in his tuem, be-
gan to curse himself for believing
that the Riff would have come here
alene. O'Toole speedily wndeceived
hi, hewever,

“Shut up!" he informed the Moor,
brusquely, as he jabbed another gun
barrel into the Riff's ribs. “Your
friend is taking a nap.”

He turned to Billy, continuing in
English, "Hussein Ali, the merchant,
came up with him before you arrived,
and hid behind a rock. Luckily, 1
was here first, and they didn't know
it. When I saw him hide, with a gun
in his hand, I thought it looked fihy,
s0, a8 I was behlnd him, I quietly
crawled up and put him to sleep with
my gun-butt. Hefll never know what
hit him, mest Jikely.”

“Disarm this fellow!" said Billy
curtly.

“What is the meaning of this?" de-
manded Sidi Malai, furiously, his
hands still up as Tim speedily began
his search. "Are you not really Bar-
tow, the American?”

“I am!”

“Then why do you threaten me?

The parchment ifrgood—and you have
nothing to gain and much to lose by
giving me up to the Spanish!”

“You don't understand, yet!" said
Billy, grimly.

“Neither do I, frankly,” put in O«
Toole, drolly.

“Hawe you frisked him?” demanded
Barrow.

“Sure thing!” Tim. exhibited two
knives and a pearl-handled" revolves,,
as the wily Sidi Malai strove to cof-
trol his temper, still thinking that
Barrow had made a mistake, and.
would soon realize where his welfare
lay.

“Step back, then!" and Billy step-
ped back, himself. “Sidi Malai,” said,
he, slowly but with emphasis. “My
name s Bartow. ARd that, teo, was
the name of my brother=the man
whori yeu butied in the sand and left
for the jaekals!”

Two oaths burnt the alr, simultane-
ously. And that of the Riff's was
ane of startled fear. He was a fat ifi
a trap, and he knew it. But a vigious
rat.

“Sidi Malai, you murderous dog!™
said Barrow levelly. "I have sworn t0
kill you with my hands, and I am go-
ing to do 1t!" Contemptuously he
threw the gun he held to the greund
at Tim O'Toole’s feet. "Say what-
ever prayera you want te, now=bes
cause 't going to beat you to a pulp
with my hands! You are going o
lnow a tenth of the torture you gave
iy poer brether|”

IKE a venomous snake the Riff
eyed his enemy, but he made ne
move, for he knew that O'Toole had
hiem covered, and, too, since the Irish-
man had first addeessed Barrow if
English, Sidi Malai had ne inkling of
the fact that his hencheman, Hussein
Ali, lay unconscious among the rocks.
In fact, he believed that the Moor
was but biding his time to take the
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two Americans by surprise, and he
knew he must stall for time: X

“Come, Senor Barrow,” said he, oil-
ily. “What I did was done in war:
time—and my men insisted on it: 1
am not to blame. Besides, your broth-
er is dead, now, and yeu will gain
nothing by killing me. ©On the een:
trary, you will lese much. Abdel
Krim will learn the truth. He has a
long arm."

AM through with Krim,"” said Bar-

fow, levelly. “Through with all
you furderous brutes. If you must
know what I intend doing, the mo-
fment I get back to town I'm going
to the Alta Comisaria, and offer El
Delegado General my shipload of
arms and supplies as a free gift to
Spain, in memory of my brother. And
now, you cowardly dog—ecome on I”

Simultaneously with his words, the
American sprang at his enemy. Sidi
Malai, realizing that he was unarmed,
and was inviting personal combat,
knew that he was safe from O'Toole
for the and that

. . buried in the sand to his neck,
tortured by insects attracted by the
honey, literally roasted alive by the
blazing African sun—mutilated by
the skulking, ravenous jaekals! The
horror of the thought whipped Hhis
fury te a white heat.

And so it was that, with herrible
deliberatiom, he scientifically beat the
Riff to a pulp, as he had promised,
An enraged bull, the pewerful Sidi
Malai could never erash threugh the
Arierican’s guard. With each fush
he met a erashing, punishing fist, reck
hard and vieius.

His hawk-like nose was broken, his
eyes closed and blackened, his teeth
knocked out, an ear torn and ruified
forever.

Blind with rage and pain he rush-
ed in again and again, and each time
Barrow, with the cold fury of an
avenging angel, wrought more dam-
age on his outraged body, and, as he
had promised, gave him his first bap-
tism of torturing pain.

O'Toole, watching, looked on with

Hussein Ali would soon appear, leap-
ed to meet the attack of Barrow with
alacrity.

As the lithe, powerful Riff at-
tempted to close in with his enemy,
Billy gave him a stinging blow upon
the jaw. He staggered, then, bellow-
ing like a bull, leaped in again, sav-
agely.

Wiry and hard as steel, he was a
glutton for punishment, was Sidi Ma-
lai, and, as he knew nothing of the
western art of boxing, attempted to
get at grips with the American, strlv-
ifng to reach Bartow's throat.

Although the gun-runner would not
have been averse to this, ordinarily,
sinee he was no mean scrapper as a
wrestler, himself, Barrow meant to
punish the Riff a bit before he firiish-
ed him eff,

Always, as he fought, he saw his kid
brother—his Phil—in his mind’s eye

awe. He had seen his buddy
at work by his side in many a brawl
from Port Said to Seattle, but never
had he seen him wearing sueh a look
of white fury; Bartow waB like a
devil loosed out of hell!

By this time, of course, the two had
left the protection of the bastion, and
were battling in the epen. Of a sud-
den the wandering searehlight drep-
ped frem the distant herizen, aeei=
dentally eaught them—swuRg away—
found them again, and eluRg tena:
cieusly.

E sudden terrific glare cawght
Barrow full in the eyes, and he ifs
voluntarily stepped back. Sidi Ma-
lai, seizing his advantage, leaped a¢
him with the quiekness of a tiger,
and for the first time broke through
his guard.
So sudden and vicious was his at-
tack that he bore the American to
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the ground, and in a moment they
were wrestling, each with their hands
at each other's throats.

For the first time, now, the Riff had
the advantage. Despite having taken
a terrible beatlng, he still had most
of his strength, as he had had no op-
portunity to use it. Bartow, on the
other hand, was wotn out theough his
terrific onslaught on the ofher.

As they struggled, he steadily
grew weaker, there in the blaze of
light which enfolded ther, while Sidi
Malai, exultant, foreed hima upon his
back, and began to cheke him with
his long, wicy fiigers.

UST as Tim O'Toole started for-

ward to the reseue, a new element
entered the secene. Hussein All,
dishevelled, but vindietive, staggered
into the lighted region, bearing a
heavy stone. He called to Sidi Malai
as he did so:

“Hold the Christian dog down,
master, so that I may beat out his
brains!”

Grinning fiendishly, Sidi Malai
grunted assent, apparently forgetful
of Tim’s presence near-by in the ex-
citement of the moment—or perhaps,
taking it for granted that hiB hench-
man had already dealt with the Irish-
man—and, raising his bloody, battered
face, turmed it aside, out of the way,
as he held Barrow pinned down by
the throat.

“Strike quickly—and may Allah
guide thy arm!"” he cried exultingly.

Standing erect over the helpless
American, Hussein Ali, raising the
small slab of rock high above his head,
began to describe with it the fatal
parabola which would end upon Billy
Barrow’s horror-stricken face.

A pistol cracked once—twice.

Hussein Ali pitched forward in the
midst of his downward movement,
and the heavy stone craBhed down full
upon the unexpecting Sidi Malai's
skull, with a sickening erunch.

The two of them—the bullet-
pierced Moor and the battered Riff—
fell dead together upon the Ameri-
can’s body, thete In the glare of the
searchlight, even as the exclted shouts
of running soldiers came ifear

A moment later O'Toole, whose
marksmanship had ao timely come to
his pal's aid;, was pulling Billy from
undier the bodies of the other two.

Barrow was soaked with their
blood, and gasping for breath, but,
otherwise, was apparently wnharmed.
Tim helped him to his feet, just as a
swarm of Spanish soldiers descended
upon them.

An apoplectic officer faced them.

“Whhat is the meaning of all this,
senors? Who are yow?”

“One of those men is—was—Sidi
Malai, the Riff leader,” said Tim.
“The otlier was—is—Hussein Ali, the
merchant. Both were spies of Abdel
Krim. Neither will ever spy any
more, If you ask me.”

"But who are you two gemntlemen?"
the goggling officer wanted to know.

“I'm just an interested bystander,”
said Mr. O'Toole, grimly. “And this
is the Boy Avenger—and wiait & boy!”
he added, affectionately, clapping his
arm around his pal's shoulder.

“Take us to Headquartenrs, and
we’ll tell you all about it. And some
more about something else,” was an
afterthought, thinking of the cargo
coming in.

KEPT my word, dida’t I, Tim?*
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A Thvillling Serial Novel of the Mexican

The RED
HAWK

of
the RIO

A Theee Patt Serial

By EDGAR L. COOPER
PART 1

ERE was a big moon over
the Pecos. The Val Verde
country lay bathed in misty,

mellow light, its couleés and bar-
rancas, mesas and hills, its reaches of
shadowy mesquite and chaparral.

Southward flowedl the Rio Grange,
a writhing silver snake under the full
moon of Texas; northward rose the
dim, low-flung ramparts of the Me-
dina mountaims. Far out on the plains
coyotes yipped their eerie litany, now
and then an ocelot gave voice to its
whimpering cry.

But save for those noises a hush,
awesome in lts intensity, lay over (lla(
great, my plateau
from Mexico to the Staked Plains.

UT down at the Slash-T rancho,
thirty miles north of the Rio and
spreading its far-flung acres between
the Pecos and Devil's River, lights
gleamed in the low adobe hacienda

and the sound of music wafted out
onto the still, cool air.

In the main room of the ranch
house two men sprawled in easy
chairs, the stubs of many brown pa-
per cigarettes cluttering the ash
stand between them and a bottle, si-
phon carafe and glasses resting upon
the wicker table at theit elbows. From
another table in a corner of the room
came the clear, undistorted music of a
radio dynacone speaker, the receiv-
ing set beneath it tuned in on a coast-
to-coast chain progtam. The broad-
cast was unusually good, and both
listeners seemed to be lazily enjoy-
ing it as they sat on their necks,
burned cigarettes and sipped at their
drinks.

The house and room itself were as
typical and picturesque of the South-
west as the two unmistakable border-
ites who occupied it.  Built of yel-
lowed ’'dobe with walls three feet
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thick and roofed with red Spanish
tile, it sprawled around a fifigged
patio on three sides, the fourth be-
ing enclosed with a low cactus-
crowned wall cut by a central arched
gateway.

The main room reached clear across
the front of the casa, its hardwood
floor dotted with Navajo rugs and the
skins of goats and wild animals, the
creamy stucco walls decorated with
colorful sexgpes of bright weave, Az-
tec clay plaques and mounted antlers.

Just above the inverted lazy U of a
Spanish fireplace reposed the massive
head and spike-tipped horns of a fa-
mous Texas longhorn steer, its spread
reaching more than eight feet. And
the whole place was lighted by elec-
tric bulbs powered by its own plant.

'OLLIVER of the Slash enjoyed
all the luxuries and conveniences
of a city despite his remoteness from

Santone or El Paso, and would not
have traded places with any urbanite
alive. This was his castle, and from
it he could look to the horizon in
four directions and call the interven-
ing leagues his.

His face lean and burned the color
of old saddle leather, his close-crop-
ped hair tawny as a couger pelt, his
gray-green, magnetic eyes half-closed,
he stretched his steel-springed, whip-
cord body comfortably and relit his
Bull browniie, watching the smoke spi-
rals curl ceilingward. King Tolliver,
better known from El Paso del Norte
to Padre Island on the Gult as “Tex,”
cattle bmm. free-lmce adventurer and

hlmself HQ glanwi athis wcmpsmon,
geinned lazily.
“The old life of Reilly, eh, Keno?*
Keno Curry nodded and snap-
ped a match to his fag. CGompadire
and segunddo of Tolliver’s was he, a
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former outlaw, smuggler and Long
Rider, and one of the fastest guns on
the Border. Thim-faced, hawk-eyed,
rusty-haired, and in his supple, slim
flanketl body was the strength and
agility of a pinto cayuse.

In many a tight situation and close
go he and Tex had stood shoulder to
shoulder, their six-shooters licking
red, and each knew that they could
depend upon the other until the deal-
er filippedi out the last card in the
deck. In the days of la guwaree he had
been a veteran machine gunner of a
famous division, thrice wounded, and
in his war bag reposed a Croix de
Guemree and a D. S. C.

A very salty hairpin was Senor Cur-
ry, and as wise in the ways of the
’squite country as any lobo wolf that
prowled its savage wastes.

Tex Tolliver had been a fiar. And
fast on the way of becoming the lead-
ing American ace when November
11th put an end to hostilities. A hard-
bitten combat pilot, Western bred and
raised, with the love of the air in his
blood like champagne, extra dry, and
a typical exponent of the survival ef
the fitttest in sky jousts, he kept en
ﬂying aftex being demobbed

4

the only descendant and sols “heir of
old “Pecos” Tolliver, king-pin and
cattle baron of the Valverds, he was
able to afford any hobby he chose and
play it to the sky.

The planes lmring the Slesh-T
brand on wings and fusclage were the
very last word in airships, and Tex
Tolliver, natursi-bern birdman that he
was, could take off on a pestage
stamp, turn them wrongside and in:
side eut, them land eon am aFmy
blanket:

Keno Curry held down the rear
cockpit.: There was exactly ten
months difference in their ages—Tex,
thirty-two, being the elder. And their
escapades were the talk of coweamp
and rancho, camiiaa and general store

all along and on both banks ef the
Rio Grande.

ENTRY of the long rope and 6on:
trbusieas of the Fiver haied
and feared that unhely pair mere {han
they did sheriffs, State Rangers,
Border Patrel and Gustoms Se 188
all put tegether. Fer tex Tl vs;
was the fasiest gun In the i
State with md%am 8F mﬁ} 1815%, L
nesedy eamé sveﬂ teueﬁ m&n %ﬂ
beat E 34 Vel
E&%é éﬂélﬂél

And Keno, who had shot threugh
leather when oceasion defhanded, was
a close seconid. The Slash eutfit, as a
result, was given a wide Berth By the
border fraternity and international
dealers in wet steers, blotted eaws and
fustled horseflesh, and the hard:
beiled gang of waddies whe Reld
dewn the Bunkheuse and rede perd
on the spread were let severel eisas
Riders gf the eropked Lrath passe
that juiey, teml Im i§¥BHE 8
fear ot egnsequencs, foF Tex T8lli:
VeF 3Rd keno Eg WEFS Wakse {Han
Narthyest {gﬁ REK% 1R g8IRg aHEF
2Rd Ailing e

As the ngebrush peet sald, “The:
hewed down their tree and to hell
with where the ehips fflaw” A sen-
tence that sumifed the twe et them
up with neat exaetriess.

Their bottle of made-in-Mexico
Old Taylor was half empty and the
music of the Silver Fizz Eskimos be-
ginning to pall a little when the San
Antonio station on the nation-wide
hook-up to which they were turned
in suddenly cut off from that hook-
up and a police gong began clanging
in the studio. Bangg! Bangd! Hiong!
Banmg !

OTH Tex and Keno pricked up
their ears a little. It was a re-
cent innovation at WQAU, that gong,
and was followed by a broadcast of
some urgent police item such as a
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shooting, robbery or jail break of im-
portamce, or of some local criminal
activity. Tex and Keno listened to
the clamor without a great deal of in-
terest, but when it subsided and the
voice of the announcer followed, they
sat up like two jack-im-a-box at the
firsitt words.

“Border Patrol attention!" it rap-
ped out. “Urgent and imperative.
An unknown plane, at 8:30 tonight,
flew over the town of Sheffield, in
Brewster County on the S, P, Rail-
road, and raked the main street with
machine-gun fire,

“Three people were killed, one a
woman, and seven wounded, two of
them seriously. The murder plane
flew off to the cast in the direction of
Sanderson. Nothing is known about
the type of plane or the kind of bul-
lets used. All Border Patrol firdids
are warned to be on the lookout for
this airship, and to take all steps pos-
sible to apprehend this aerial assas-
sin,

“Sherifff departments and Ranger
forces also take warning. Plane last
reported headed east from Sheffield,

streets. He could massacre scores of
people, and who would identify or
catch him? In a few hours he could
be hundreds of miles away with any
sort of speedy crate. What was to
ptevent him shooting up iselated
raneh houses, of travelers aleng
feads?

FI\'HE gong clamored again, frantic-
ally and insistently. “Death plane
reported at Livingston,” elicked the
announcet. "Fited at autemebile
party on highway, stightly weunding
one man. Plane still traveling east.
Burider Pairrd), alerd! Wati all resi-
dents of Rio Grande area to be o
lookout for murder ship and take pre=
cautions.”

Tex Tolliver nodded slowly te him-
self. The fellow had a fast bus, all
right. Livingston was some fiffly-
odd miles from Sheffield, this side of
Sandersom, and the pirate must have
slipped right by the Sanderson pa-
trol. Also he was traveling toward
the Valverde country, and darned
quick.

Only fiiffteem minutes had elapsed

Any later news or d P will
be broadcast from this station.”

The microphone switched back to
the National hookup; Tex Tolliver
and Keno Curry stared at each other
questioningly, the same thoughts
clicking through their brains, What
the hell! The pilot of that murder
ship must be haywire, a manias, or
else have an almighty fanatical
grudge against Texas.

At any minute he might shoot up
another town, kill some more people
that had a right to live. The fellow
evidently had a Figinting plane with
a gun shooting through the prog—
Tex's lips grew grim as he realized
the possibilities.

Whhat if he should fly over San
Antomio, H El Pasol 1 i

br of his y.
At this rate and direction he would
soon wing over Slash territory, With
a word to Keno to keep ah ear open
for further news, Tex left the room
and strode out doors, listening.

For maybe twenty, twenty-five min-
utes he stood motionless, eyes scan-
ning the moonlit starry expanse, his
ears keened, The air was clear as a
bell, and there wasn’t enough wind
to blow the cigarette smoke out of
his eyes.

The Western night was so still he
could almost hear the steady thump
of his heart. Far to the south to-
ward the Rio, and evidently at a
great height, his acute hearing
caught the faint wild bee hum of a

him diving between tall buildings and
pouring a leaden hail into crowded

hum almost a
whnper.
Tensed like a coited spring, he
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waited, 1 hing his right
eyebrow with his forefinger. The
far-away buzz died, and for ten min-
utes there was silence, The lliamo,
beneath the brilliant moon was a
shade darker than the star-splashed
sky, that was all.

UT the yipping of coyotes had
suddenly stilled, and out in the
ceffals a horse snorted mervously.
The leud speaker in the llving room
still blared its blatant broadcast, its
veiee earfying far.
Then suddenk y
a motor burst into roaring life; a
white flare plopped into vivid radi-
ance and fiisated down.

It's ghostly, milky glow illluminat:
ed casa and bunkhouse, hangar and
corral, like a devil’s arc lamp, and be-
tween its lazy fall and the back-
ground of stan@ Tex Tolliver saw a
diving, speeding bat whose prop bit
earthward toward the buildings of
the Slash like a plummeting meteor, a
8idrl of struts and wires in its wake.

In half a dozen stris® Tex gained
the shelter of the arched stone house
portal and crouched there. Keno,
coming to his feet like an India-rub-
ber man, joined him at the same mo-
ment.

“What the Sam hell—!" he began.
. . . A blinding flash drowned his
q i foll d by a thund
explosion. The flare of it lighted the
whole bailiwick for a split second in
a ghastly, sinister flaalilight, then
heaven and earth seemed to rock. The
stout adobe ranch-house quivered;
fragments of sun-baked clay slivered
down from the walls,

There was a crashing, rending,
squealing down toward the barns and
diwds, followed by shouts and loud
questions as the crew came piling out
of the bunkhouse. With an oath Tex
leaped from the shelter of the stony
archway and raced for the hangars,
Curry pounding at his heels. That

N 1 head

sky-egg was no little fallew,
certainly.

The whistling motor of the ghest:
ship broke into song again, and its
bat-like wings and fuselage peaked
again above the ranche net ever five
hundred feet high. Abeve the din 6f
its engine came a faint tatteo, and red
stabs danced in front of it. A hail ef
bullets drummed down 6 the adeBe
house, spattered the patio, nicked
fragments of tile from the red raef.

INGING hornets raised little vei:

canoes of dust frem the hard:
packed ground; peppered areund the
milling cowbeys and sent them seui:
tling to eover like prairie degs hunt-
ing their heles:

A horse screamed in ageny and
went down; another; a third, Asis
mals in lot and corral started a minia-
ture stampede, and a pen full ef half
broken fuzztalls erashed the weeden
gate and scattered wlildly ever the
countryside.

Tex reached the hangak, unlecked
and slung open the deots, jumped fer
the dragonfly red monoplane stand-
ing just within. He vaulted inte the
pilot pit, then hesitated, his hand ea
the ignition key. No geo.

The ghost-ship was leaving, its
prop boring straight upward Into the
night and climbing like a scared mon-
key. The roar of its motor seemed o
shake the earth as the plane darted
still higher, its dim shape bletting
out star after star. Tex swung to the
ground again; stood in the deer of
the hangar, staring after it with a
look in his narrowed eyes that wasn't
pretty. No use trying to catch that
Roman-candle, he thought grimly.

TS speed equalled that of either
crate he owned. High, high it
shet, earving a sereaming chaadelle
toward the moon, then leveled off in
a graceful are. It keeled about, head-
ing southeast. Its black shadew cut
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across the Big Dipper; its roar faded
to a whisper. Soon against the far
horizon it passed away, and the bright
little stars were glittering again in an
empty sky.

Tex Tolliver, hard-faced and green-
eyed, took stock of the damage. Luck-
ily the bomb had missed the ranch-
house, landing between it and the
electric lighting plant and blowing
out a crater like the blast of a nine-
point-two.

Several window glasses were bro-
ken in the casa, and minor damage
done to the outbuildings and corrals,
but no casualties were suffered on the
Slash-T either by the bomb or ma-
chine-gun save three killed horses
and a fourth that was wounded so
badly it had to be shot. But the curs-
ing waddies tomorrow would have a
sweet job rounding up these scat-
tered broncs.

“I don’t know who you are, broth-
er,” muttered Tex vindictively, “but
I do know that you're gonna land in
hell with your back broke for this
night's stunt. Por la calwaa de Benito
Jusarzz, ygs”

Kemo, studying his compadre's
visage in the flare of a match, fol-
lowed him into the house with a
shadowy grin on his Indian-brown
face.

There was going to be hell afioat
and the river rising mighty pronto;
he knew the signs and the significance
of that oath—"by the head of Juaraz I*
Nobody was going to smack the senor
of the Slash and get away with it, not
any. Still grinning without humor,
he busied himwelf with Durham and
brown papers.

There were no further reports of
the mystery plane that might.

Next morning the red dragomfly in
the hangar was gone over to the last
cotter pin by Tex and his grease
monkey, Link Spillane. Spillane had
been a mechanic in Tex's squadron in
France, knew a ship from prop to fin

and could tune an engine like a musi-
cian tunes a harp.

Keno, who knew little of airships,
but a great deal of machime-gums, sat
humkered down on his heels just out-
side on the aprom, the stub of the in-
evitable cigarette between his Jips.
The sunshinme was bright and warm,
the blue sky cloudless, the far-flumg
prairie clear etched in the high air.

'AVE for that gaping crater being

refilled by ranch hande, and the
scars of numerous bullets on roof and
wall, the ineident of the night before
might have been sofie lobater New-
burg dream.

Keno, an eye squinted against the
smoke of his “quirly,” &tared at the
sleek cloudster speculatively. From
prop to tail-skid it was a thing of
streamlines and sheer beauty, cleam
as a hound’s tooth, with speed, sturdi-
ness and power fairly radiating from
every strut, wire and bolt.

Wiings, fuselage and motor hood
were painted a cochineal red, with
the Slash brand stroked in black upon
the lower wing surfaces. A two-place
open cockpit momoplane, the last
word in airships, a special-built and
all metal job was B Hei¢dén Regim,
known from El Paso to Santome, San-
tone to Matamoras, as “The Red
Hawk.” And it had cost King Tol-
liver a pretty penny.

“A powerful string of dollars,
placed end to end,” Keno expressed
it.

T poised there in the hangar as if
feady to leap into the air, a super-
fhechanical perfection of the latest
thing in engimes—a 6O Hursepower
Corsair, twelve-cylinder hexagon,
whitlwind air-cooled motor. Its peak
speed was well over two hundred
miles an hour, with a ceiling of 18,-
000 feet and cruising radius of 1,000
miles fully Joaded.
She was faster than any Border
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patrol punuit ship on thz Rio, and
was equipped with
pressed air shocks, brakea self«surt-
er, supercharger, a powerful search-
light, earth inductor compass, twin
magneto ignition.

Special storage compartments were
built in the fuselage for cargo and
reserve fuel; the cockpits, sides and
flooxingg, as well as prop and meotor
cowl, were treated with a yet un-
heralded veneering dlscevery that

r them pr y bullet
proof. And there were scarfs on both
pit coamingfd for machine-guns.

Yes, the job had cost Tex Tolliver
a mighty pretty penny, for the hex-
agon motor was not yet in commercial
productiomn, and that armering sub-
stance was a closely guarded secret
of its inventor, former A. E. F. friend
of Tolliver's, who was dickering with
the Government regarding it.

E made a special trip to Texas to

variish the Red Hawk, and
swore Tex to nine kinds of secrecy
about the entire operation.

Tex, Keno and Spillane were
mounting the two Browning machine-
guns on front scarf and rear tour-
nelle, and had trundled the ship out
of the hangar onte the apron in front
to put on the fiinishing touches when
the hum of an approaching car at-
tracted their attention.

It was traveling from the direction
of Del Rio, the county seat, and the
trio needed but one glance to see that
it belonged to high Sheriff Sam Dra-
goo of Valverde, and carried its own-
er and another passenger. The two-
year vintage automobile llwrched
around a corner of the hacienda and
bucked to a halt before the deadline,
its radiator hissing and steaming.

“Howdy, boys!” greeted the minion
of John Law, climbing stiffly out. He
was a big-boned, heavy-set and griz-
zled veteran peace offiver of the Bor-
der, serving his eleventh year as

sheriiff of Valverde County. He had
known Tex since he was a kid, and
there was a strong bond ot friendship
between them. "Want you to meet
Markley here—" jerking a thumb
toward his companion, “of the Raf-
gers. He's new down in this district
from the El Paso outfit.”

MPHEY shook hands with the tall,

leather-faced, lean fian whese fea:
tures were aguiline and eyes eeld and
gray. And the bulge iR his right
hip pecket wasn't a bottle of liguer,
either, Keno noted. The shetifif asked
if they had heard the news.

“About our little night fllying play-
mntls?"' grinmed Tex. “Heard a lit-
tle."

“Yeah?" The officer slowly twisted
a cigarette and lit it, his shrewd eyes
traveling around the rancho, then
coming to rest on Tex's with an un-
spoken question in tiofem. Tex nodded,
busy with his own makings.

“He called on us a little after ten,”
“and left his card.”

“Left ’'em at other places, too,”
rumbled the sheriff. “You got off
light, boy. A bunch of people comin’
out of a picture show shot up at Shef-
fleld, another hombre plugged at Liv-
ingston, and then he cut loese a mess
of bullets into Langtry. Luckily
didn't hit anybody, same as he derfie
here.

“His red lights were seen over
Brackettviillle, and later over Spofford,
flyimi’ high. All the patrol boys from
Del Rio and Eagle Pass wuz up in
the air, but didn't glimpse hide or
hair of him. Don't nobody seem to
know where he come frum, or went
to. It's plumb mysterious.™

“Didn’t anybody get a squint at his
bus?” asked Tex.

Sheriff Dragoo shook his head. “No
more’n you did, I reckon. Maybe not
as much. You find out anything ‘bout
how he looked?”
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X slowly exhaled tobacco smoke,
eyes on the tip of his fag. “Yeah,”
he said quietly, “a litde. It was a
single Gester monoplane, and fast as
a bat out of hell. Capable of two bun-«
died ailes an hour, and then some.
And the bird toeling It is ne nevice—
he’s a eky joek, handled her like a
feather duster. And that egg he Jaid
here belenged to an estrich, not a
pigwm He seefned right anxious 6
make my acquaintance.”

The officers were silent a minute,
both looking at him thoughtfully.
Then, “Wonder why he was so set on
messin’ you up, Tex?' 'queried the
sheriff slowly. “Seems sorta like
there wuz somethin’ personal in the
way he cut didoes over the Slash. For
he followed the S. P. tracks east pret-
ty well until he got in your region,
‘cording to reports. Yuh have any
idea of somebody who owns a fiffying
buggy that’s got it in for youw?"

“No, not any.” Tex shook his head.
“Of course there are plenty of aerial
smugglers and hijackers who wouldn't
be above taking a crack at me and Ef
Heddén; plenty of river rats amnd
'squite racketeers that would dry
gulch or bushwhack me where my
suspenders cross, but I can’t see them
pulling that hombre’s stunt of last
night. No, sir. That was the work
of an out-and-out fiendl or haywi
maniac, maybe both.

“Amd he's got a super ship that's
gonna be hard to catch, for he can
thumb his nose at the Patrol crates.
D. H.’s mean nothing to him, and he
can outrun their Folsoms. I'm afraid,
amigges, this is going to be a country-
wide ion before it's firfi

“It's already got Texas by the ears,”
said Markley, speaking for the fifist
time. “All downstate papers are hit-
ting the front page with it in half
section black scareheads. And us fel-
lows on the ground ’pear to be pretty
well out of it, far as doing amything's
concerned. Guess it's up to you high-

flyimg hombres to put the kibosh on
him.”

Tex smiled slightly. “Looks that
way. And a pretty large order, if you
ask me. Do you realize that this kill-
er has bombs and a machine-gum, and
covered more than seven hundred
crow miles last night from point to
point of contact? From Livingston t6
Spofford? And ten to one andiabotile
of tegilila he has a hideout across the
river, from which he can strike Hhere,
yonder, anywhete. This Betdei’s a
long stretch, gents.”

CHHERIFF DRAGOOQ nedded, fufi-

ning his hand through his grayin
hair while wrinkles 8t werry caFve
his searned faee. "You're right sea,”
he said heavily. “But I'm shevin' ut
my bottot dellat that yew're starting
on his trail, an’ new fight prente:
That's what I deove sut here te see
yuh about. It anybedy ean put 2
quietus on that AYYBY-RIPht Murderer;
you and Keno are the lads. I'm Béi:
tin’ on yuh.”

He looked at Tex hepefully; Mark:
ley stared nartowly, §uizzieally.
Many times had Tex Tolliver been
urged to take assignment in the Bef:
der service—in Customs, Jmmigia:
tion, G-men or the State Rangers;

Always he had refused, because he
wanted to play his hand his ewn way,
unfettered by regulations and untam=
meled by governmentall red tape. Tes,
he knew several hombres who fede 6A
the left hand of the law, with reward
pictures in sheriff's offices, that were
as square shooters, in their fashien,
as anybody would find between there
and where the wind eame from. Men
whom he could call friends.

Just as the slaty-eyed, harl-faced
Keno Curry had become his ceom-
paifee, and, expressing it in the Jithe
busseddteiv’s words, “He would go
through hell and back on a lame
cayuse for Tex Tolliver.”

And old Sheriff Dragoo of Val-
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verde, wise in the ways of the South-
west, knew these things, too. And,
in additiom, knew that Tex would fol-
low a rampaging bandit or renegade
patiently as an Apache until he got
him; that he would eamp on the trail
of this sky pirate from reveille to
taps, after the bembing and machine=
gunning of his raneheria.

THAT last appeared, to the sheriff,
fighty like a personal sert of
thing. He knew a lot of hormbees that
would give a heap to know that the
owner of the Slash was dead and his
Red Hawk out of cominiseion.

These twinkling gun hands and
that lightning swift plane were hated
and feared among the border riffraff
as much as the ship's mamesake—the
red Mexican hawk—was feared among
the feathered and furred denizens of
the mesquite country.

So when the veteran peace officer
looked hopefully at Tex, the senor of
the Slash nodded shortly, with an odd
light flickeringg into his strange eyes
80 that they glowed like a cat's.

“We're having a go at this,” he
said, words as clipped as his nod.
“Keno and me. And in our own. way.
Now that that’s settled,” he suddenly
smited, “suppose we adjourn to the
house and have a drink on it. My
Chino has a concoction all his own
which we call a ‘hushpnppy.’ Tastes
just about like it sounds, but it’ll rip
the hobnails off your boots.”

“I’ll drink my likker straight,” said
Ranger Markley. “None of those
Duke’s mixtures for me, 'specially if
a Chink mixes it.”

“Live and learn,” replied Fex light-
ly. “Kndiimoio, gents.”

The grinning Washee, cook and
general factotum of the Slash’s bache-
lor household, proudly brought in his
cocktails, amber-hued in sweating tall
glasses and embellished with slices of
salted lemon. The saturnine-faced
Ranger poured a stiff jolt of the

straight red, with a grimace at the
other three bumpers.

“Sadldd,” he said, raising his brim-
ming pony. “Here’s hoping it don’t
kill you, Sheriff.”

“Humph,” grunted Dragoo, licking
his grizzled mustache and setting
down his empty glass. “If yow'd
drunk as much Injun whiskey as 1
have, amigge—witith a live rattler drop-
ped into every barrel to filavor it, an’
a plug uh terbaccer to color it after it
wuz cold-decked with kerosene and
slue water—well, this Chinee high-
ball would taste like a shot uh sas-
parilly juice to yuh, Markley.”

TTE turmed to the grinning Tex.

“Gotta be joggin’ back to town,
son—'fore that there comglomeration
explodes in my stomach. Yuh got a
free rein and a fast pony, Tex, an'
you're ridin’ double with this cuwrly
wolf Keno. Hop to it and ketch that
air bushwhacker—I'm countin® on
yuh. I'll be keepin’ in touch with you
boys., Haxstea limgo.

For just a moment he let his wise
old eyes rest on a framed snapshot of
a young aviator in trim uniform, a
220 Spad for background, setting on a
table in the room.

Them, two minutes later, accom-
panied by his taciturm, straight-drink-
ing Ranger friend, the high Sherifff of
Valverde was rattling and bumping
back along the road to Del Rio, easier
in mind and more expansive in dis-
position. He had machbo confidence
in Tex Tolliver—and respect for his
drinks,

O days passed. And two nights.
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tracking and zigzagging like ite
tawny bird of prey namesake.
Above the red and black Chinatis

dollars worth of new-size Treasury
banknotes, the masked bandit tossed
from the car daor, theu ran up to the
engine, I en-

of the Bend, high over Samd
Marfa, Valentine, along the shiny
rails of the S. P. down to Uvalde,
Carrizb, Hell's Skillet, people stared
upwatd and saw the red plane high
against the blue. Several times it
landed, and in strange, out of the way
places.

Not once did Tex and Keno sight
the marauder. Many ships they saw
and passed in the sky—Border Patrol
crates, fast Army scouts, big biplanes
of the Air Mail. But the vandal kept
out of the sky in daylight, well-hid-
den in his unknown eyrie.

Both nights, however, he struck
like a diamond back rattler. The ffimt
right under the noses of the Sander-
son patrel on that graveyard stretch
of 8. P. track between that town and
Matfa.

PILE of old ties laid across the

traek, and a red flare between the
faile halted the craek Transeontis
Aental flyer, the all Pullman Sua-
kissed Lifited, and when the fiiewman
climbed baek into his eab he found a
slirm, p-waisted fellow standi

gineer and firemam, and ordered them
to haul tail for Marfa and points west.

The two, witnessing the shambles
behind the tender, and having as high
a regard for their lives as the avevage
human being, didn't pick daisies in
obeying.

Four dead men and one desperately
wounded, and loot averaging a coel
hundred thousand was the coup's toll-
And the masked outlaw made a clean
get-away, for posses scouring the re-
gion found that the desert winds had
broomed any trail he might have left
behind him.

That he came and departed in a
plane was undoubtable, for one man
could not have carried all that plun-
der far afoot, and a car or horse
would have left plain signs in that
rugged region.

O persons in outlying and re-
fmote ranches reported they had
heatd a plane traveling south around
twe o'cleck in the morning, the ap-
proximate hour of the holdup, but

beside the engineer, with a black silk
handikerchind around his face and a
Colts .45 autoratie if each fisd.

Under the menace of the guns both
locomotive toolers were trussed up in
Mex knots, swiftly and expertly, then
the slender Jesse James hopped to the
cinders and worked over the express
car.

And he entered with gats blazing,
dropping all three startled oocupants
without a word of warning or a
Chinaman’s chance. A htakeman

hether it was a patrol plane of
the masked bandit's was a moot ques-
tion. Tex and Keno, at that hour, had
just turned in after five alr hours
toward Laredo, eight hundred miles
from Marfa.

And the following night, despite
redoubled precautions of a score of
alert battle planes, the phantom bold-
ly struck again. This time on the
south end of the Border at Rio
Grande City in Stare County, far
from Marfa, and dropped three high
explmive bombs on Fort Ringgold.

coming on the run to inv
downed in mid-stride; the excnted
conductor knocked hell west with two
lead slugs.

Five sacks of registered mail and
express packages—seventy thousand

iderable damage was done to
barracks and storehouses, two sol-
diers killed and eighteen injured,
several fires started. Phoesphorous
flares lighted his aim, and he flew
low. But here he left a message, &
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scrolll of paper wrapped around a lead
weighted steel arrow which landed
and stuck fiush in the center of the
parade ground,

And upon it, writtem in a neat, me-
chanical hand in Emglish was:

The comtents of the express car last
night yielded many pesos with which to
urchase mrpubes, bullets, and gas

mbs to be use
And umil the provlneo for one hundred
milu north of the Rio Grande, unfairly

M m.ﬁi toded back t5 1s
glae

by the umpnkabla
Garrole
ﬁ wnll mmuetela mb«u
R wgat is ealled the gt ? ¢ One
Star both 1A aeney and ia ble

And the missive was signed by the
black bat, rampant upon two white
crossed bones, flyimg above a grin-
ning skull. A sinister coat of arms,
truly. That of an arch-devil, or a
maniac.

Meanwhiile, there was action and
plenty of it. Radio sputtered incess-
antly; telegraph instruments cliicked;
grim-faced and hard-eyed pilots stood
by their ships-im the fliights at El
Paso, Marfa, Sandersom, Del Rio,
Eagle Pass and Laredo. More fast
army scout planes were rushed from
San Antonio; Bwarms of Federal men
got under way. The Mexican govern-

Grande country was sore, scared and
resentful, and the entire U. S. was
watching and wondering why in hell
the whole damn Border Patiol could-
n't catch the madman,

Before nightfall a terrific force
of public sentiment was buzzing from
Canada to the Gulf, from Frisco to
Boston.

On the fourth day the identity of
the black pirate seemed to be cleaved
up beyond a doubt. The Federal
agents who had been imwestiigatin,
everybody and everything pertaining
to airships, sent in a bateh of code
news containing some very enlighten-
ing and hitherto secret infermation
pertaining to fecent happenings at
Sausalito Naval Air Statien, Cali-
fornia.

A brand new type Boeing F|ghter,
T d and ai 1 all
metal job, a vest pocket, ligitning
bolt pursuit ship that was being tried
out in strictest secrecy, was missimg;
had been mysteriously stolen from its
hangar.

A couple of sentries were knifed in
the affair, and a hangar non-com badly
injured. The Department had been
keeping the loss sternly under cen-
sorship, for reasons best knowm to
and only rumors had

ment was asked to duct a country-
wide search. On the third day it was
a nation-wide sensation.

It was a big day for the mews-
papers. Glaring headlmﬂ leapad
from front sheets

leaked to the outside world of the
theft.

NOTHER bit of belated news
d iled with the first itefm ex-

of the mysterious bandit and killer
styled Bl Gamoote Nguo, riding
through the night for hour after
hour above that deadly Border coun-
try, ranging the sky, and swooping
down upon helpless victims.

IS plane equipped with bombs
and mmachine-gun bullets, with
now the threat of poison gas; a
menace to the entire Border and the
State in general. The whole Rio

aetly. Not far from the Naval airport
was the aviation scheol at Clayburn,
whete night filyingy, advanced naviga-
tion and techmical coutses predom-
inated.

A young Mexican student aviator
there, Faustino de Allende, one of the
cleverest and most brilliant pilots in
that highly advanced school, had sud-
denly disappeared about the same
time as the theft of the Boeing scout.
A few weeks previous he had been in
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a nasty crackup, and spent a fort-

silencers, the secret invention which

night in a Frisco h Il on
of a bad smash on his head.

Though seemingly not a fracture of
serious importance according to med-
ical authority, various fellow stu-
dents at Clayburn reported that he
had acted “queer” upon his return.

Two under two, with a line drawn
beneath both, calls for a four. The
facts very plainly pointed to de Al-
lende as the thief of the Navy Scout,
the pilot of his self-styled Black
Bat, and being mad as a hatter to
boot.

Tex Tolliver, that fourth day, slow-
ly shuttled these facts in his head.
The night previous the Bat had again
struck, even more daringly and vi-
ciously, despite all efforts of the in-
furiated aerial patrolmen.

And this time he not only sent a
mail plane crashing on the San An-
tonio-El Paso flight, but shot down
a flleet scout escort as well, apparent-
ly diving upon them like a ghost out
of the moonlight without a sound of
warning until the rat-tat of his ma-
chine-guns lanced the darkmess. And
the stunt took place on the very out-
skirts of Alpine.

The pilot of the scout ship was
killed outright, but the mail plane
ferryer lived almost two hours, and
was able to give a fairly clear ver-
sion of the happening. The Folsom
pilot went down, riddled, at the first
blast of that totally wunsuspected
killer on his tail—the slower biplane
didn’t have a chance as burst after
burst of bullets raked cabin and fuse-
lage. And the black ship disappeared
as mysteriously as it appeared.

Tex, in possession of the decoded
and secret information of the G-men,
knew that the stolen Boeing pursuit
plane was capable of better than 200
miles an hour, had twin guns syn-
chronized to fire through the propel-
ler, and worst of all, had been fittied
with the as yet unknown Tempelhef

bled its cylinders and exhausts to
function silently when the pilot
chose, save for a negligible whir of
the prop.

No wonder the ship had appeared
like a noiseless phantom, struck wan-
tonly, swiftly, then faded like an ap-
parition. It was a mighty sinister sit-
uatiom—one fraught with dire possi-
bilities.

About de Allende. Perhaps the fall
out in Clayburn had knocked Hiftn
haywire, put some sort of bone pres-
sure on his brain, and made buried
impulses come to the fore strongly.

That queer, one-man declaration of
war against Texas seemed to indicate
that; the demand for a ceding of ter-
ritory one hundred miles deep north
of the Rio Grande to Mexico.

ET Tex Tolliver was not wholly

convineed that the Black Bat was
a faniae orf praeeox victim-—some
subtle denial, sofie uneanny faculty
deep in his brain refused to admit it.
But he knew, beyend the smallest
doubt, that Faustino de Allends and
El Garrete Negro wete ene and the
safe person despite a contrary de=
spateh frem Mexice City stating that
the young eheme aviater was en
foute to Europe to take a vacadion
and recuperate from a slight accident
in Califernia,

His people, who lived in Torreon
and were very wealthy Mexicans of
high caste, utterly ridiculed the idea
of Faustino being the Border ma-
rauder, and indignantly denied his
having any connection with the dis-
appearance of the Boeing plane.

De Allende, it was further learned,
had been a star aviator in the Na-
tional Air Service, and was on de-
tached leave to attend the highly
reputable and specialized school of
Claybura to take the most complex
and ultirate techmical courses, Now
he was taking a deserved rest.
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THE Araei politely
ed Chapultepee Castle with a
shrug, had best look somewhere else
for their Black Bat. The affair was
unfertunate, and all eo-opefatien pos-

had gone to Del Rio earlier in the
day, returned; Tex held five minutes
confab with him at the hanger.
Curry’s face slowly widened in a
grin of understanding. "By God!” he

sible would be given in app
this person should he be vielating
Mexican soil and neutrality m his
depredatiions.

So much for that. Several persons
south of the Rio Grande were laugh-
ing up their sleeves.

Tex, whose modes and sources of
information were not exactly what
many persons might call ethieal,
knew several things he hadn't put eut
to the perplexed and harried auther-
ities. But his undercover investiga:
tion hadn't unearthed whete de Al-
lende had his hidden tarmae, 6F
where he get his iugply of high-
powered bombs. Te ebtain maehine:
gun ammunition weuld aet be diffis
eult—no harder than te dispese of the
loet rifled from that 8. P. express éar.

And it appeared that Senor de Al-
lende had a confederate or 8o on this
side of the river, or else his choice of
that particular train and night had
been devilish Jucky.

It was practically useless to hunt
him in the night sky. There was a
chance in ten thousand, maybe, of
making contact. A chance so slim it
wasn’t a chance at all.

And patroling over the most deadly

country the

said ingly, “that’'s what I eall a
'sta buenm idea, Acel Take a drinlk
on that, huh?”

EAH, pronto.” Tex grinned in

retuen, unlocked the deer of a
small reek hut clese by, and they
went down a fliight of stene steps
leading te a deep underground eellas.
A seeond steut deer SWURg 6pen {6
the touch of a key, and the vawlted
foofh behind it was a veritable arsenal
and amma dump. Tex peinted 8 a
rew of abjects earefully sheived oA a
wall; nedded:

Five minutes later he and Keno
were In the sunshine again. “Now
we'll get outilae of that dﬁnk coRr=
padire;” he sald.

Tex Tolliver glanced at his wrist
watch, and the radiolite dial read five
minutes past eleven, P. M. He downed
the remainder of his highball, walked
over and snapped off the radio,
donned leather coat and helmet and
looped his goggles around his neck.
Keno, strapping on his cartridge belt,
followed him out of the ranch house
into the brilliant moonlight and
across to the hangar where the shad-
owy form of El Halcén stood at the
deadline on the apron. Two punchers,

Texas Border, in dark fllying above
the mesquite and chaparral, was going
to cause lots of casualties and wash-
outs in the patroling foree. It looked
like it was going te be a nice summer
fof U, S. alrmen. Yet—Tex grinned
tightly—there were fore ways than
one of skinning a eat. And the Sener
of the Slash knew all the ways.
That afternoon he and his grease-
ball again went over every inch of
the Hawk, and in addition attached a
rack under the fuselage. Keno, who

q d in the of the han-
gar, got up as they approached.

“Heard any news over the air, skip-

* one of the cowpoke guards

“None so far tonight,” replied Tex,
squinting at the wind sock. “Where's
Link?"

“Comin’ up,” sang out the mechanic
emerging from the hangar door.
“Everythimg's jake, and the goose
hangs high, Senor, The eggs are in
their nests, all sittin’ pretty to be
hatched.”
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X peered beneath the fuselage;
two light but deadly bembs hung
{n the rack. He lifted himself over
the rim cf the cockpit and settled at
the g the
that he wanted to spenk to him.

Keno was already in his doghouse,
helmeted and coated, the red tip of a
brown paper quirly glowing at his
mouth,

“Hold down the radio until T get
back,” Tex told Link Spillane, “and
catch any report on the Bat. Be sure
and mark down the hour, sabe?"

“Gotcha. ‘At all?"

Tex nodded, made contact, eut in
the starter, and the powerful engine
burst into full throated roar. Twe,
three minutes he jazzed the warm
motor, then advanced the throttle and
released the brakes. The slick eloud:
ster was off, streaking over the hard
ground and leaving it in a graseful
half zoom.

The acres of the Slash-F, Valverde
County and the lights of Del Rie shid
behind the undercarriage, and the sil:
ver skein of the Rie Grande eurled
underneath.

A moment later they were above
Mexico, violating the neutrality of
two countries in an armed invasien
with bombs and machine-gums. Tex
and Keno kept sharp eyes upem the
sky in every direstion, but ne plane
showed agaimst the stars:

The Corsair sang a silky song of
power as the trim craft rocketed

d, the wind k g through
struts and wires, The two passengers
hunched low behind the windshield,
for at their altitude the air had the
bite of a bobcat.

Tex whistled a gay tune in cadence
with the roar of a full throttle as
they drove along high in the night
ceiling over the drab waste of mes-
quite and cactus, that vast desert of
Coahuila called the Balison dedignimi.
Few people lived down there; it was

the abode of snakes and tarantulas,
coyotes and vinegarones.

If the motor conked now it would
be fine with a capital F, for no plane
could land in that unbroken sea of
pronged branches. And a chute drop
would be just about as bad, even if
they landed safely, for the region was
bandit infested.

WTOW and then Tex scanned a map

N of Mexico spread on a board and
attached to the dash, conned his com-
pass, filung a glance at the smut black
earth below. Keno, his hands resting
near the searchlight switch and bemb
levers, dozed now and then as mile
after mile sped backwards under the
tail fin in so many fractions ot mif-
utes,

The course was southeast, a gentle
circle, and within an heut and a quar:
ter the scattered lights of a fairish
sized town twinkied belew. Tex cut
the gun to half theetde and spoke
through the phenes.

“There she is, buddie—the big
ciudtad of Zarageza. Guess mest 6f
the CEslorade madure eitizens are
asleep, but they'ie due fof a rough
waking up. I den't think we'll need
the searchlight with that full mesn,
but when T mgmt, you let lgese these
eggs. Get M

“Uh-huh,” sani the now wide awake
Keno. “And gimme a chance to spew
a little lead outa my typewriter—
don’t forget that. Ace.”

TTENO CURRY tightened hie belt,
Ls gsettled his helret and prepared
to enjey himselt. He elassed the ma:
jerity of denizens seuth of the Rie
in the same eategery as rfattlesnakes;
and had abeut as mueh REtOA
in killing ene as he did a diamend-
baek.

But he knew Tex's plan didn't in-
clude any wholesale murder of in-
offensive Mexicans in Zaragoza, and
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that the pilot would pick his targets
with uncanny accuracy,

But, Keno shrugged, if his own
rear machine-gun should slip a little,
accidentally, well—it would be just
too bad for whoever got in the way.
He smiled grimly as Tex cut out the
engine and the Red Hawk dropped

It gouged out a crater in the square,
and sent slivers of steel and hunks of
rock and dirt hurtling against ad-
jacent housefd. Keno swore viciously
at the miss, but before its dust had
fairly started to settle Tex’s pro
Browning was beating a tattee ef bul:
lets all ever the plaza, filling it with

earthward in long, slanting circles.

Down they went, noiselessly save
for the whine of the wind and swish
of the ticking prop, and the streets
and houses, plaza and churches of
Zaragoza fwayed upward like an ad-
vanelng fiist.

The gleaming metals of the railway
line led away north and south; the
gtation, switch yards, freight depots
and water tank lay just below the
ship's nese. Numbers of freight cars
and twe locometives Steed ldle, while
a midnight hush lay over the sleeping
tewn.

Nowl Tex Tolliver’s hand and arm
went up in a signal as he pulled back
the atick and even keeled the plane.
Keno yanked the bomb lever vicious-
ly, and a small black ball went plum-
fmeting groundward. Five, ten, fififreen,
sixtee—seventeen. . . . Keno's count
eeased as a vivid flash and a bang
gplit the night silence, and a nasty
geyser leaped fromm the railway yards.

It was a direct hit on the water
tank, and the girders and beams,
wood and water went cycloning sky-
ward in a mass of smoke and filame.
Debris rained on the neighborhood.

“Hot daml” howled Keno. “Who in
hell says I can’t lay an egg! Guess
that woke those peladiss up, huh?”

Tex was banking the plane, swoop-
ing now over the plaza with the
Corsair roaring like a tormado. His
arm shot up a second time, and Keno
jerked savagely, then leaned overside
to watch the bomb's fall. It struck
flush at the entrance of the municiple,
the city hall, jarred the ®aid old
adobe building to its roots, and broke
every window pane in it.

dreds of little dust spuris that
zipped and whined and fiegehsted.

TT was not his plan to sheot up a
L et of inneeent pesple, But {8
ground-gtrafe the tewh eneugh {8
theroughly Beare the inhabitants, as
well as bash up seme Cevéermment
propecty.

If Ciudad Mexico was covertly
laughing about the haitied Tio Sam
and his slippery Black Bat, weli—the
senors would laugh on the other side
of their face, after this night.

As the Hawk toared above Calle
Gallbariiia, tiise high street of Zarageza,
Keno Curry, furious because of his
miss on the plaza, shoved his thumbs
against the trips of his Browning and
held them there, raking the AHAR:kH)
stores and houses with a sleet of 183&5.

Over the railroad yards again they
thundered, with prop and degheuse
guns spitting; bank and up the Calle,
a second time; zoom above the square
and another rafale of five,

Tex, leaning overside, dropped a
slender arrow, and it weighted tip
went true into the middle of the
plaza.

On a piece of papet tied to it he
had writtem, in Spanish: Waininipg. If
tiiss city does not pay me a lewy of
Tem Thimeaertd golld pexss, beffuee the
emtl of thhe wesik, I willl rettunn snd
blastt it fiorn tie maEp. You have seen
a samypée of my powerr. My agenit wyill
Teaom 1f tihiss willl be dense; yaurr mgyor
willl recsiiee certedin insttnoiéensns winere
to pay the menryy. You havwe five dinys
to decidiie betweean lifife andl deatbh, cdti-
zems of ZZ

And Tex had signed it the Black
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Bat, and drawn the grisly coat of
arms beneath. That ought to put the
fear of God into ’em, he thought
grimly.

And as he pulled back the atn:k of
the Hawk and climb up,

ing rushed north from Valbuena im-
mediately.

Also a heavy garrison had been sent
to Zaragoza accompanied by three
army planes to protect the town

with i The

into blue heaven, his last glimpse of
Zaragoza showed him a town in the
grip of terror. Grinning, he gained
his altitude, then peaked for the Rio
and home, 180 miles distant.

The following night he repeated
the foray. Flying high over the Rio,
unseen, he flew altost to Monclova.
One bomb demolished a railway cul-
vert near Obayos; the second seriots-
ly damaged the right of way bridge
at San Blas.

The one street of the hamlet of
Gutiertez was roweled with machine-
gun bullets, and the fifity odd inhabit-
ants of Cerro Loco thrown into wild
panic by the swooping, thundering,
lead spitting Red Hawk that dropped
from the sky.

Although chased by two Yank
patroll ships when recrossing the Bor-
der, Tex and Keno soon out-distanced
them and landed on the T of the
Slash without discovery, well satis-
fied with their two night's work.

The papers next day brought broad
grins to both their faces. The startled
powers at Ciudbel! Mexico were on the
prod, and no mistake. It was all very
well, the bombing of Texas towns and
murder of gringo cltizeney, but the
like treatment of places south of the
Rio was another matter altogether,

Five people had been killed at Zara-
goza by bullets, and many ded

whole northern frontier would be
combed in search of the fiend, etc.,
and so on.

“That’s the stuff to give the troops,”
applauded Keno. “Hell and repeat—
right. Where do we go next time,
Ace?”

“Nowhere, tonight,” Tex replied
slowly. “Things are coming to a head,
buddie. Notice that the Bat didn't fly
last night? Or at least thete's no re-
ports of any deviltey. Kinda think
we've got him worried, with out two-
time stuff.

“We will just hang around a while,
keep our eyes and ears open and let
things hum. The State officials and
G-men on this side of the creek are
as much up in the alr about our Mex
raids as the Eslorado maduris them-
selves.”

Whiich was right; muehly 86. Pa-
pers speculated variedly upen the
weird freaks of the night assassin—
his bombing the Border Patrol aifs
drome at Eagle Pass and the Mexican
town of Zaragoza the Bame Aight,
gave a startling twist to the situatien.
Two hangats and one ship were de:
stroyed at Eagle Pass, and eight men
wounded.

And then, last night, the sudden in-
activity on the Texas side. But de-
spite various theories and certain
wild of the

8o stated the report. Muech property

destroyed. And now, twe Nstleml
Iway bridges

train service, and the inhabitants of

two other hamlets strafed from the

sky.

'VERY effort was being made to
apprehend this unknown assas-
sin, and Government planes were be-

scribblers, the coneensus of publie
opinion remained that the Black Bat
was a raving maniac and needed to be
put out of the way at ence.

With two governments on his tail
he shouldn't last long, no matter
where hiB hidden tarmae was, 8o they
reasoned.

One person maybe, besides those in
the know at the Slash, could have told
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a great deal and made a good guess
in regard to the sudden preference ot
the Bat for Mex National railroad
bridges and rolling stock.

And that person was Sheriff Sam
Dragoo of Valvede County. He met
Tex on the streets of Del Rio that
afternoon, and favored him with a
muahty quizzical look.

“Looks hke our maraudm anmgms
kinda changed his
a little," he remarked. “Likewise that
the shoe don't fit so good on the other
foot—south of the crick. Sorta funny,
ain’t it?”

Tex returmed the scrutiny, and a
smile of understanding passed be-
tween them. “Things may get fun-

on the whole western horizon, and in
the still, sultry air came the ominious
growl of thunder. The lanm was stilll;
its winged and furred denizens, sens?
ing the approaching storm, had taken
to cover.

“Looks like she’s gonna be a good
one,” remarked Keno, an eye cocked
speculatively at the darkening heav-
ens. "No sky hoppin’ or radioin’ to-
night, Ace. Think I'll celebrate and
grab some shut-eye for a change.”

E was right. At a few minutes
past six the storm broke ever

the Pecos country in a hurricane of
wind, hail and rain. Great streaks of
llghmmg struck aeross the inky eky,

nier,” he said imp “And
pronto, sheriff. I've got a riata loop
made, and she's laying smack dab
across a trail.

“Somehow, I have a hunch that
somebody’s going to step into that
loop before long, and get the lwnda
jerked tight against their legs. Feel
it in my bones, just like I feel this
change of weather comin’ on

“Uh-huh,” nodded the officer. “It'll
rain before mawnin. Dry spell’s due
to git broke. Yuh need any help in
hawgtyin’ this customer, son?"

"Might,” nodded Tex. “Get word
to you if I do, old-timer.

“Uh-huh,” repeated the sheriff, his
wise old eyes thoughtful, He turned
to go, then looked straight at Tex.
“Be careful, boy," he said quietly.

TRUE to his and Sheriff Dragoo's
predietions, the weather did change,
and with all the unwarning sudden-
ness of Texas climate. The past six
weeks had been hot and dry, with no
rain save light and infrequent show-
ers. Toward sundown that afternoon
heavy banks of black clouds appeared

Does Tailtiver Escope From

ing the beiling elouds and
ﬂmlmgnnmg the eounteyside, while
the peal and clap of thunder was if-
cessant.

Ropes of wind-driven rain pounded
the windows and tileB of the hacjienda,
making one continual, drumming
roar. The drought was broken, and
with a vengeance; the brassy, sizzling
heat wave cooled.

Their supper eaten, drunk and
smoked, Tex and Keno went to bed
early, made comfortably drowsy by
the beat of the rain, the rip of the
wind and the effect of several high-
balls.

Though a sound sleeper, any noise
instantly awoke Tex Tolliver. And,
like a wild animal of the mesas, he
was awake all over and his every sense
qui vive when he snapped open his
eyes, his nerves and muscles tense as
a fiditlertniimg.

A blinding beam of light shone full
in his face; a viselike grip of fifngyrs
gagged his mouth; on his bare throat
he felt, and saw, the needle point of
a razor edged knife resting there like
a poised bee, ready to sting.

His Wgsinvious Fos? Is de Allande
od e ldons s e Neot

turdd? For the Amswer to Thsee amd Otleer

Tihsiilling Imsdtiblement of THE RED Hi

K OF TtE RIO.



LEGION STEEL

Savage, Mavaudiig Berber Tribes and Valorous
Legiommaiies Clash in this Ajbicarn Story

By PETER FORREST

AYONETS! Ttiin, bllack
blades, jabbing home and com-
ing out—red! Two legion-

naires, side by side, defending an en-
tire mountaintop!

Legionnaire Don Lewis braced
himself against the rocks. A savage,
gleaming knife blazed in the sun-
light. He thrust — again — again —
grunting.

Thrust deep into the ffigppimg white
folds of the Berber's robe. The black
face of the native turmed gray, sick
with agony. Howling, he dropped his
blade clanging on the rocks, whirled,
and pitched, to twist for a moment
before he was still.

Legionnaire Lewis did not watch
him. He had no time for that. They
were coming fast now, rushing out
from behind the rocks—six, seven,
eight of them.

“Got one!” Don Lewis shouted over
his shoulder to Georges Dupont.

“Bui?” yelled the Frenchmam—fir-
ing point-blank into the face of a Ber-
ber, and leaping to meet the next one
with hié bayonet.

Don Lewis sprang like a cat to Du-
pont’s side, and together they carried
the fight to the attackets. Two legion-
naires with bayonets battling a
shrieking group of Berbers with
knives—two jaguars facing a relent-
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less wolf pack. Blindly, primitively,
they fought.

EWIS used his gun both for club-

bing and stabbing. A heavy blade
crashed dewn on his rifle bartel, send-
ing the weafaﬂ spinning, The Amer:
jean prappled with his assailant,
knoeked him sut and hutled him frem
the great ledge on whieh they were
i T

And then it waB over. Three na-
tives were scrambling back among the
rocks and huge boulders. Five were
huddled white heaps—and two grim,
sweating young leglonnaires went
about the dirty job of tessing four
limp bodies frem the ledge te joifi
the one Lewis had sent erashing.

As they were doing this, a bullet
tore inte the slaty soll at their feet,
Dupont grabbed his rifle—poured lead
after the flieeing trie.

A Berber, burnoose filgpping, fell
heavily from the crest of a boulder
two hundred feet away. The legion-
naires chased the last two on the dou-
ble-quick, the pace for which the
Legion I8 famous—but the natives got
away. The djpdlabbas eould be feen
fmore than a hundred yards off—as
they made for the desert below.

Lewis and Dupont retnmui to their
ledge. Lewis whipped his

cried Dupont, staring through the
glasses. “A beeg raid, Don! They will
wipe out our outpost at Meussal
They come toward us, toward the pass
down below.”

But Don Lewis was already at the
helio, feverishly operating the mirtor
which, reflecting the sun, sent dots
and dashes of blazing light acress the
ranges of the mountains,

He was trying to get the attention
of the garrison back at Moussa, which
lay out on a sun-scorched plain, be-
yond a low, dun-l:oloml range. Many
the out~
post and the signal pest in the High
Atla3.

“Don!” shouted the excitable
Frenchman. “Have you forgotten
our own company? Warn them, too!”

“God, yes!” breathed Don Lewis—
and swung the helio around, tilting
the mirror down. Legionnaire Dupont
had referred to the antlike company
under the command of Captain Mau-
rice Giroux, far below in the great
gorge-like pass between this moun-
tain and the next.

OURS before, Captain Giroux
had melfgd Lewis and Dugoﬁt,

friends, te
m iignai pest on the craggy heights.
Gireux's was eut leeking for

from his side and raked the desert
which spread away from the base of
this mountain in the High Atlas. A
desert tawny, cruel, glaring up at the
hot sun of Africa.

“There’s more of them down there,
Georges!” he snapped. “Take a look.
The horizon. This bunch just now—
they came on ahead to get us.” He
jerked his thumb at their heliograph
apparatus.

“Ouif;” agreed Dupont. “To destroy
thees u:gnal post. They saw the
flashess of our mirror, eh?"

“Yeah. Savvy guys, they are, I'll
say,

“They are coming in thousands,*

trouble, and he wahted to be
wathed,

Native spies, back at Moussa, had
brought rumors of much trouble, new
trouble, brewing in the kastiadis of the
Berbers. The savage, maraudin
tribes were planning a gigantic rai
on the legionnaires who had dared to
occupy tabooed territory.

“If, from the mountaintop,” Captain
Giroux had ordered, “you see signs
of this raid, flash a warning to Mous-
sa first, then to me. Our dlives are in
your hands. We have been sent to
block and hold this pass against the
Berber, and we depend on you to let
us know when they are coming.”

ore~
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Don Lewis, red kepi pushed back
from his sweating forehead, labored
at the heliograph. Beside him, Du-
pont focused the binoculars on the
party of soldiers in the shadowy
depths of the gorge.

“They are not getting your mes-
sagel” 1 Dupont y.

“What are they doing?”

“Lying down. Smoking. Drinking
from their canteens.”

“And Captain Giroux?”

“He is standing up. Looking up
toward us. But he does not see the
helio ffiathes. The sun is bad.”

“Good God! And we have been
trying to signal him for ten min-
utes!” Don Lewis swore fifleatily.
“They'll be wiped out! Overwhelmed,
with no chance to get ready! The
Betbers—are they near now?”

Dupont swung around with the
glasses. “An hour—half an hour, per-
haps. It is hard to tell.”

“I've jrpt to try to warn Moussa
again,” said the American bitterly.
He slanted the mirror,

FTER five minutes of signaling,
Don Lewis gave it up. Moeiissa
could walt. Onece again he teied to
get Glroux’s attention down in the
gorge. And again, Legionnaite Du-
pont reported grimly that comimuni-
cation had not been established.
“Georges,” said Don bitterly, “one
of us has got to get down there to let
them know. They're trapped, but
they might still have a chance to re-
treat or at least die fififiting—nnit just
be surprised and butchered like rats.”
“It is death for the one who goes
down there,” Dupont returned sober-

ly.

“It's probably death for wh
stays up here, too,” Don Lewis re-
minded him, shoving back his kepi
and lighting a cigarette. “When those
damned siuss get here a number of
them'll swarm up here and capture

this signal post. You can bet they'll
know there is one up here. They're
savvy."”

“Try the helio just once more.”

E American did so, with the
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"I'll say." Don gnpped the brown
hand of Dupont. “But what have we
always said? We awe—legionnaires
first, friends second. Right?”

“Ah, ovi. Den, I think we shall
die this time. I shall Bend messages
constantly to Moussa while you are
gone.”

Solemnly, they stood to attentien,
faces set, straight, eyes level.

“So long, Legionnaire Dupentl”
said Don, saluting stiffly.

“Mdiddey, Legionnaire Lewis,” and
Georges brought his hand smartly to
his forehead.

E American wheeled, and disap-
peared among the roeks and
gullies of the mountainside.
The descent, though dangerous and
difficult, did not take long. Captain
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Giroux spotted Don Lewis and made
his way up to meet him. Lewis, out
of breath, bruised, and fatigued by
his mad scrambling downward, told
crisply what they had seen and how
they had hopelessly tried to warn him
with the helle.

“Héon, Legionnaite Lewis, You had
tried also to warn Moussa?"

“Yes, many times

“Very well. We retreat to a more
strategic position. You will come
with me.”

“But—but how about Legionnaire
Dupont?” demanded Don.

“This is war, mom petifz. War—you
understand? Dupont is lost. Per-
haps we are lost, also. We must hold
back the Berber until the Moussa
outpost can be reinforced. You are a
bom soltitit. I need you here.”

“But captain—"

Giroux, however, had turmed away.
Correctly, he had put the need of the
Legion before any persomal consid-
erations. He knew well what his or-
der meant to Don Lewis—but what
could one do? “It is war,” he said
to himself, and shrugged regretfully.
Then he brought his command te at-
tention, and gave the order: “Fixez!"
=t@ fix bayonets.

Quietly, he explained the situation
to his command: “You will die like
men of the Ligion Ewesggeze. You
will be outnumbered. The Berber will
fill this pass like vermin. You will
hold them back as long as you have
breath in your bodies. Is this not
what you will do, my little ones?”

An affimmative shout rose from the
throats of his sun-browned fifjphiimg
men. Kepis were pulled on more
tightly. Thin bayonets stood like
spears against the sky.

“We shall wait behind rocks, con-
cealed,” added Captain Giroux. “We
have one machine-gum. That is our
only hope.”

A few minutes later not a legion-
naire was to be seen in the gorgelike

pass. Each large boulder on the it
regular rocky sides of the pass v
a small fortress, however, manned by
a sharpshooter in a kepi.

There was silence.

Don Lewis was stationed near the
shadowy gully which led into the
route he and Dupont had chosen as
the best way up the steep mountain-
side. Near the V ot the pass, beyond
which lay the open desert, Giroux
knelt behind a rock, shub-nosed auto-
matic in hand, eyes intent on the spot
whete the first of the attaekers weuld
appeat.

Don Lewis thought: "Giroux is
right—and also wrong. He needs me
here—he needs any additional men he
can get. But Georges may be killed
up there, and the warning may not
get through to our Moussa outpest. 1
am needed up thete. I am on signal
duty, and my greatest duty is, not to
Captain Giroux, but to the
l.;lirmggﬁe as a whole! And that's
that!"

his belly he slid farther back
inte the gully, ther rese to his
feet as he moved out of the ight of
those In the pass. Following the cif-
cuitous, eraggy route he and Dupent
had taken previously to reach the
suramit, he put all his panther-like
steength inte that upward raee with
Death.

At one point he came into view—
so that Giroux’s attention was called
to him. A bullet whistled through
the left sleeve of Legionnaire Lewis.

He knew that it meant death for
him now, no matter what he did. He
was disobeying his officer in the very
face of an enemy attack!

They probably thought he was de-
serting, running away! He was being
shot down unceremoniously, by order
of hiB captain. It was necessary to
do that, Don knew. Discipline. War.

If he were not killed, he would be
court-martialled and most likely exe-
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cuted. He was done for. A wry grin
twisted his grimy features.

'AVING sardonically to his com-

fades dewn if the pass, he grab-
bed the tep of a jutting roek and
swung himself up to the ledge. He
eould see from there the boulders
which eencealed his buddy, Geerges.
The helie was werking. The red kepi
of Legiennaire Dupent shewed absve
the jagged rim of the breastwerk. But
Den was still tee far away te sheut.

Then he heard shots, and whirled
to look downward. The shuxs were
pouring into the pass, white burnoos-
es filgpping in the golden pathway
made by the sun. Long-batreled rifles
spat, horses reared, and riders were
hutled from their ornate saddles as
the Legion machine-gun began its
metallic hiceoughing.

Don Lewis stared, fascinated—and
torn miserably by two emotions. He
wanted to be down there, bayonetted
rifle gripped in his two strong, brown
hands, fighti with his
showing the hated Berber what
Legion &teel was likel

But there was Moussall Moussa ly-
ing on that quiet plain, undermanned
—Moussa, a Bymbol of Legion prog-
ress into this barbarous territory.

If Moussa were destroyed and its
garrison massacred, these white-robed
hordes, drunk with victery, would
ride like ghouls of hell far and wide,
freely killing and plundering and
making off with the coveted guns of
the Leglon! Moussa musit be reifi-
forced.

Captain Giroux and his men were
fightibgg for their lives, Don could see
that, and his heart ached for them.
But he, Don, had another fight before
him~ for at that mement, a group ot

into that gully whieh ha had quitted
less than half an hour past!

They had seen him! Or perhaps
they had seen the winking eye of the

heli. b £

the sun was
into the pass by this timel They had
seen the signal post and were coming
to destroy lt—In earnest this time.

Don went over the rocks like a
mountain goat. A shot zinged against
his canteen! He ffiattenedl himself
against a gaping fissure on a cliffside,
waited, with rifle poised. A camel's
hair burnoose showed briefly and Don
shot the man through the head.

Then he climbed again, perspiring,
ripped by the rocks in his haste, A
slug tore through his kepi, whirled it
from his head. He recovered it, halt-

hed for the sharpsh An-
other bullet burned a crimson brand
along his right forearm, but he paid
fio attention to it.

A robed fiigure darted between two
boulders. Don held his fire, aiming
steadily—and got him in his next
dash for cover.

The darting figure lay still, sprawl-
ed, with talon-like hands scrabbling
in the red gravel, then stiffening. A
long rifle slid a foot and stopped.

Don had time now to see how
things were going down in the pass.
The machine-gun was busy. White-
clad forms lay like bags of laumdry
scattered through the pass, and rider-
less horses, with wild manes like
white, golden-brown or glossy black
pennants in the sun, galloped through
the vast gorge. More Berbers were
coming.

N some places legionnaires were

engaged in hand-to-hand combat,
thele viper's fang bayonets licking at
the djpd)abbas that erowded in from all
sldes.

Up above, the helio had stopped its
intermittent ffiathes. Had it been
shattered by a wild shot? Had
Georges been killed? Don Lewis,
with a cry, rushed upward, gasping
for breath.

His brown sleeve was soppy with
blood, but he disregarded it. Georges
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lay dead or wounded up there—but,
more important than that, the helio
had stopped! And no

Diay, a legionnaire never stops ffiglt-
ing! Give me my rifle!” Dupont
led to the bould and peered

might yet have been made with the
command at Moussa!

FTEEN minutes later, Legion-
faire Lewis dragged himself over
the feek Breastwark, wild-eyed, leok-
ing like a man whe had been lest in
the desert for weeks.
“Georges 1"
But Legionnaire Dupont did not
answer. He lay face down, head p:l-
lowed on one

over.

“They come! Ah, those peegs! Co-
chons! It is George Dupont who
laughs at you. Observe, Don, how I
send them to hell—there’s one—di-
able!! Another. Death to the shiums!”
His rifle spoke repeatedly, viciously.

Yells and native babblings rose
from the throats of the half dozen
Berbers who were making their way
toward the signal post. Bullets

arm, his rifle clutched in an out-
stretched hand.

Don turmed him over frantlcally,
calling: “Georges! Say ing,
kid! For God's sake, say sommetfnimg!™
He shook him, searched hurriedly for
the wound—and found it on the side
of his friend's head. A flesh wound
—not serious. Georges was not dead.
He had been stunned.

The young Frenchman murmured.
“Ah, mom amii. Are our comrades—
O, K,?" He grinned through white
lige as he used that Americanism in
broken English,

“They are fiihitimg. You are all
right?”

“Ouii. Never mind me, Don. The
helio—it is broke! A shot. Then I
was shot. The world went black for
me—"

Don grasped the heliograph, found
it shattered as he had guessed. Bits
of the mirror lay on the ground at
his feet,

“Did Moussa reply?” he demanded.

Legionnaire Dupont shook his head
slowly. Both men gazed, white-faced,
at each other,

“We can do nothing,” said Dupont.

Don pondered, shrugged. “"We can
die like legionnaires,” he said simply.
“Down there, in the pass, Giroux and
the others are dying. Can you shoot,
Georges?”

“Shoot? Can I shoot? Nem de

d against the rocks.

“Pick 'em off, Georges!” cried Don.
“I'm"fixing the helio.” He had gath-
ered up the fragments of glass and
was rapidly fiiting; them back into the
frame, much as one fits the broken
crystal of a watch. To his surprise,
they stayed in place, and in a few
seconds he was filashing Moussa des-
perately.

Through his binoculars he could
barely see the distant outpost—a
mere dot, innumerable kilometers
away. If the message got through,
there would be an answer. A fliidker
of light, repeated pinpoints of surh
gold far out on that brown waste
where Moussa drowsed.

E heard a deep grunt of agony

and leoked around sharply.
Georges was slufping to the ground.
Thhe savage efies from below were fe-
fewed, Lewis steed on tiptee. They
were Btill a few minutes away.

He could waste no time in shooting
now. Nor could he help Georges. The
helio was all important. With the
face of a Buddha, and with deadly,
calm precision, he sent the Jomg~and
shoft fliathes, He spelled out the
words:

"BERBERS — LARGE FORCE —
RAID — GIROUX OUTNUMBER-
ED = MOUSSA IN GRAVE DAN-
GER.”

The helio spun out of his hands
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a bullet crashed into it. Slugs raked
his flesh in three parts—his right
shoulder, his side, and again on his
side.

E ducked, but not before he had

teeled under a sizzling chunk of
fead that buried itself in his left
shoulder. He felt dizzy, weak, but
kept his head enough to unsling his
iiﬂpe. He would pass out any minute
few; he knew that. Somehow, he
didn't care—

Then he caught himself, mepped
his sweating forehead with a wet
sleeve, tucked the rifle under his ehin
and sought for the single markeman
who had gotten the drop on him.

There were two of them. They had
wormed their way back up and around
a gray pinnacle farther along }hg

maneuver, for there was.another pass,
more difficult to traverse, but a pass,

ik a few kil down
the line. It was toward that pass that
the sluss were now streaming.

Don knew it would bring them
closer to Moussa, and he groaned—
partly with physical pain, partly with
disappointment. He had failed, and
Moussa was doomed.

One of the greatest catastrophes in
the history of the Foreign Legion
was taking place, he felt; and in some
strange way he felt responsible for it.

How long the heliograph had been
out of commission before he had re-
paired it, he did not know. Had he
arrived sooner, instead of stopping to
Ehoot it out with hi@ pursuers, he
might have saved it.

The sun had been good at that time,

ridge, king from an
quarter.

Even as Don found them, bullets
whipped against the recks—and he
pressed the trigger slowly. With a
grunt of satisfaction he saw a Frifle
hurtle into the air, saw white-clothed
arms flailing at the eky, saw a SIWF
pitch down the precip slope:

he and the full glow of
an unbroken mirror might have
caught the eyes of those watching
back at Moussa.

As it was, doubtless a critical hour
or more had passed while he had made
the trip up from the pass—while
Georges lay unconscious and the helio

He waited for the other te appear-
For a long time there was no seund,
and he could not discever any Ber:
bers in either direction. Laying dewn
his rifle cautiously, but within instant
reach, he turmed the binoculars en the
bottom of the great gleomy gerge
where the pasB was.

All was quiet down in there. He
could make out many still white
forms, and a number of darker figyres
—all silent. No mevement.

Turming the glasses out toward the
desert, he saw the reason for this
quiet, The horde was still i

P df! Precious minutes! Life
and Death had gambled for supremacy
—and Death had won!

TT was his fault—his fault.
L delirious, he eursed himself.

Nothing now. ]
was dead. He, Don, would be dead
soon. Berber knives would torture
him for days as only the Berber
knows how to torture; or, if not that,
then a cowrt-martial.

“Damn everything!” he yelled.
“Yes, damn the Foreign Legion even!
It killed Georges. It'll kill me—kill

Half

down there, but the riders had tarned
aside from the pass, probably think-
ing it manned by a large force of
legionmaires. Giroux’s machine-gun
had them checkmated at that point.
They were losing nothing by this

us all. Cattl g to hell
with legionnaires—"

And then a tide of white robes rose
before hi8 eyes, and long blades
glared in the sunlight. Barbaric yells
filleld his ears.

But what was that sound, heard be-
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yond the yells? Familiar—oh, God,
it was— Or was he crazy? The Le-
gionl A long, clear, sweet bugle,

hoing against the ish, cavern-
ous mountains of the High Atlas!

“Anx Liggori!” shouted Don Lewis.
“Wiee Ja Lagood?” And he became a
fightting devil again with a bayonet
like a viper's fang, the long, thin bay-
onet of the Legion. Again and again
it tasted the blood of the sdiurs.

But it could not go on, A rifle butt
rose and fell, and Don Lewis crashed
to the ground, senseless.

He came to slowly. Some one was
bathing his face. He was shirtless,
and there were fresh bandages on his
shoulder, arm, and sides. He heard
voices, saw moving men—not Ber-
bers, but men in the scarlet kepis of
the Legion of the Stramgers!

Wihere was he? There was the sky
overhead, darkening. Was it the
same day? He guessed that it was.

Yes, he was still up in the High
Atlas, and there was the breastwork

Then he became aware that Captain
Giroux and the six men with hif had
all turned and were coming toward
himselff and Georges.

FPHHEY were the survivors of the
gay, nonehalant dezens of men
who had sfeked and chatted dewn in
the pase before the sWiss had come.
Giroux himself was a man whe Rad
been through hell. His tunie was iR
shreds, and his searlet kepi rested o
the baek of his head in a manner Aet
at all beeeming an officer. It was
then that Den Lewis saw the irue
legiennaite in Mauriee Gireux—a
brave and gallant man, a Bon ssoUia
“Moussa is 6aved,” said Giroux.
“Your messages got through all
right. But you, Legionnaite Lewls,
you disobeyed me! You were ordered
to stay with LB below—and you ran
awayl> He was feroeious now, strok-
ing his raustaches and glewering.
“That is true, my captain. I have
nothing to say. You can have me

of boulders. His rifle—and
Dupont, lying beside him! Gewges!

“We are not dead, you see,” mur-
mured the “You saved
my life, Don, and the Legion saved
youts. The Legion always comes—"

Don smiled. They would fight to-
gether many times again. Everything
was all right.

But that court-martial! Opening
his eyeB widely, he stared at the
legionnaires, all of whom seemed in-
tent on some distant point. He heard
Captain Giroux’s voice, crisply dic-
tating :

“That is the helio at Moussa. Take
this down, Corporal Ivanovitch.
Moussa says: ‘W-a-t-m-i-n-g r-e-
c-e-i-v-e-d. S-u-m-m-o-n-e-d r-e-i-n-
f-o-r-c-e-m-e-n-e-s B-e-r-b-e-r r-a-i-d

1. M-a-ny. en-

e-m-y d-e-a-d—'"

Don did not listen to the rest. He
knew all he wanted to know. He and
Georges had not failed.

court and probably shot. 1
don't give a damn it you do either.”
Georges Dupont blazed: “Saree de
nom de— Captain Giroux, if my good
friend thees Americain is shot, after
what he has done for us to-day, I

Giroux held up his hand.

“Be still, mom petift. Your captain
has something to say about this. And
firsit I say, there will be no cowrt-mar-
tial. Court-martial, indeed! Instead,
for both of you, the Mudihillze Mriili=
taifs, and Maurice Giroux himself
will send the recommendation! Why?
Beeause you ate beth legionnaires af-
ter My heart, and I 6alute you as comi=
rades!”

Captain Giroux and six men in rags
stood to attention in the sloping am-
ber rays of the setting African éun,
and brought their right hands sharply
to the salute of the Lgidon EEtaauysre.
And two wounded soldiers, -smiling,
weakly replied in kind.



iWhite Mew and Savage Nativees Stragglle to Possess
the God Awdtiaranimitra in thiss Strarrgge Shory
of Adwantiree in Medagascar
By JACK DoWITT

OWARDS the native there
bounded on the breakers a
canoe, balanced by outriggers
and paddled prow-on to the beach by
a lonie white man, The brown youth
ran high-stepping Into the sea until
he geized the starbeard outrigger of
the tiny dugout and helped the laugh-
ing white man beaeh the eraft.
“Matisio, you black imp of faith-
fulness,” laughed the white man as he
bounded from the boat and seized the
youth by both shoulders. “You
;nlttd, although I was three months
ate.”

“Shining one,” began the Malagasy
native, “I give my word one year and
three months ago. I wait as I said.”

“Waited for the queerest rendez-
vous ever made between black and
white in Madagascar,” smiled the
white man, half musingly. He looked
back out to sea and watched for a mo-
ent the long streamer of hazy smoke
which fatked the teail of the small
;rimp coastal packet that had breught

.

“Your friend Andrianofin is captain
of the little boat, Matisio,” explained
the white man. “He thought I was
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crazy when I shipped with him, show-
ed him my discharge from the Legion
and asked him to bring me along the
coast and put me off the boat within
easy reach of this strip of sand.”

'OU were delayed, White Broth-

er?” asked the Malagasy, and the
white man saw that he had something
more to say.

“Three months, Matisio,” he ex-
plained rapidly. “"We didn't get back
to Tamatave as soon as we expected
when I parted with you in the hills.
I was three months late getting my
discharge from the army.” He laughed
shortly. “Donated Madame France
and the Foreign Legion a little extra
serviee.”

“I thought you had left for. -
Matisio puzzled over the word.

“America,” supplied the white man.
“No, this gold hunt is necessary be-
fore I go back to America, old friend.
Madagasear has given me nothing but
fever so far. Fever and hard work.
1 intend to try to take the gold from
it. The gold that you and I lecated
when we eame inte the hills frem the
other side a year age.”

“White men have come and have
killed and have gone and have come
again while I wait for you, Brother
Whom The Devils Never Strike,”
murmuted Matisio in the soft vewel-
ed Malagasy .tengue.

George Crawford, late of the
French Foreign Legion, with two
years' service in Madagascar, two in
the scrub-dotted desert of the Sudan
and a single year amid the dubious
pleasures of Morocean garrison towns,
stopped with his hand on the dugout
prow as he was abeut to haul the beat
higher up on the beach, and stated at
Matisio in amazement.

“What do you mean?” he asked.

“Thitee white men come from the
sea. I have a hut in the jungle and 1
wateh.” Matisio Indicated with his
head the pale green of the tropic for-

est which bordered the only narrow
strip of strand along a hundred miles
of Madagascar shoreline. "The white
men tumble out of boat and roll
something to sand. That night 1
ereep closer to listen. I hear strange
language like yours when you den’t
speak French of Malagasy—when you
swear—"

RAWFORD smiled in spite of his

intense interest in the Malagasy's
words. "I knew—English—ge 6n,”
he prompted.

“They have rum; much rum,” con-
tinued Matisio. “In the ffirdightt they
fightt. One, two men are killed, and
one crawls away along the sand. He
come back and try to move the thing,
but he weak—bad hurt. He bury the
thing that roll from the boat by scrap-
ing sand over it, then he get into boat
and paddle slow away.”

The Hova “boy"” paused in his nar-
rative and again jerked his head, this
time toward a scrub-crowned dune on
the little beach. Crawford looked. At
the foot of the knoll, bleached bones
showed whiter against the silver shin-
gle. He nodded and Matisio went on.

“It is the time of Fandroama festi-
val with thé Betsilios on this side of
the country. O, White Brother of the
arfy. The Betsilios are in the bush.
1 hear thern as I wateh the white men
fightt. Next day they eome out, nak-
ed, sneaking to the beach and dig eut
the thing which the white men kill
each other for and take it away on a
raft, up the river.”

“What did it look like?" demanded
Crawford. "What was this thing like,
that the white men spilled blood
over?”

"It was large, tall as a man and
wider, shaped like a man, only rough.
I hide in the jungle when I see the
Betsilio men making their raft to
float what they said was the earth
form of Andriamanitra, the Fragrant
One."
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“Thought it was a god, eh? Well,
this is getting good,” mused Craw-
ford. "Big as a man, you say. What
do you think it was, Matisie?”

“Gold,” said the black quietly but
firenl

Thc Legionnaire laughed loudly
and long, much to the disgust of his
companion, who stood with set ex-

ion until the laugh ibsided
then, “Gold,” he repeated.

“A hunk of gold big as a man? Mat-
isio, gold has gone te yeur Hhead.
How'd they ever handle it—gold's
tfmvy, you know that,” grinned Craw-
ord.

“There were many of them, White
Brother on whom the sun shines,” re-
plied Matisio. “"White men weould
fightt only over gold, nothing else.”
The Malagasy paused. "Unless it
would be weren,” he ended and
stlled.

“And as this thing couldn't have
been a woman, you'te absolutely sire
it's gold,” sald Crawford.

“Listen,” and Matisio knew that his
next words would cast all doubt from
the white man’s mind. “One *lonth
go by, another month. White man
who crawl away, he come back. Three
others with him. They look t the
beach where strange thing was
buried. They talk fast together. They
see where raft wood has been cut.
They go through jungle to mouth of
river. They read more'sigms. They
start up river.”

LL, I'll be—" Crawford sud-

denly changed his expression
from one of bantering geed humer
and leeked seriously at Matisie.
"Hova prince, I sheuld have knewn
you better,” he sald. "That's geld all
Fight, but yeur native imagination
fade the hunk as big as a man. 1t's
big eneugh, ne deubt, but I remems-
ber the tales you told in yeur ewn
village when 1 shet the wild eattle on
the plains baek inland, befere we de-

cided on this gold hunt. Your imag-
ination fooled me, but now—""

“As big as a man, rough shapeiti—
bigger than a man,” insisted Matisio.

“What color?” demanded Craw-
ford.

“The color of the throat of the for-
est dog,” replied the Malagasy.

“Pale grey,” supplied the white
man. “How in—— could gold be pale
grey?”

“Sea water deep in the boat,” sug-
gested Matisio. “Perhaps, Son of the
Sup—"

“Maybe,” corrected Crawford. “I
don't know much about the effect of
sea water on gold, but this cpumtry
was the stamping ground of Captain
Kidd. The anclent gold of Ophir was
supposed to come from hereabouts be-
fore something busted and tore Mad-
agasear loose from Africa and made
yout heme an island——" he was mus-
ing aleud.

Matisio, who knew this adventurer
better than he had ever known any
other white man, knew him from
many months together at the inland
Hova villages, saw by the change of
expression, the sudden narrowing of
the eyes, the tightening of the lips,
that- the American was #mpressed.
Soundly impressed.

“We go up the river, Matisio, at
once,” Crawford broke a silemce of
several minutes, “If it's gold we’ll
get it. Plain to me that it is bloody
gold by now. Men fight over that
which comes to them easily—or dis-
honestly. Are you e?”

“Matisio follows the Son of Bright-
ness,” murmured the black in the soft
Malayo-Polynesian tongue with its
hint of anclent Arabic, which is the
Malagasy.

II
ATISIO was the first to de-
tect the signs of human life

in the dense lowland jun-
gles at the creek edge. For three
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weeks the white man and his friend
had pushed their dugout, now shorn
of its outriggers, up the Madagascar
river.

One day, after three weeks of trav-
eling, Matisio squinted his keen eyes
against the glare of midstream and
singled out a hanging vine which
touched the water as did a hundred
others that made up the netwerk of
the pale green jungle edge.

Crawford confessed that he never
would have seen a difference between
that vine and any other. But Matisio
swung the dugeut swiftly to the spot
and eized the vine rope with his
hand.

It did not sag idly into the water
as was the case with a dozen, a thou-
sand others; it hung taut, weighted
to the river bottom.

“And even that may be mud or a
sunken log,” Crawford was telling
himself when Matisio hauled upon
the vine and brought the sharp prow
of a native canoe above the brown
water.

“White men,” murmured Matisio.

“How do you know?" ailked Craw-
ford.

The Malagasy looked sadly at his
companion. Then he pointed to the
place where the vine was hitched
tight to a hardwood sapling back from
the river bank.

“Betsilio never do that,” he ex-
plained. “"Native man leave things
more natural.”

RAWFORD smiled his accept-
anee of the superier wisdem ef
the Blaek. But Matisio was peinting
again, A faint trail weund inte the
jungle growth, a trail that weuld have
eseaped the white fman's Retiee if the
Malagasy had net ealled his aétention
te it.

“They leave their boat, sunk out of
sight. They go on foot. They camp
near. The Betsilio brothers are close,
O, I Son of A Amel—*
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“America,” supplanted Crawferd,
as he stepped ashore and plunged
through the first strip of ground
growth and glant arums to examine
the trail more closely.

A moment later he was back at the
dugout. "Cofme,” he whispeied o
Matisio. “They've killed one of their
group.”

The Malagasy joined hima oh the
bank and followed through the séreen
of pale green ferns and lerdly arums.
There on the soft earth of the jungle
fleor was all that was feft 6f 3 while
man, identified as sueh By the pof:
tions of elothing that the ants had
feft, and by the skull:

In the center of that skull a gaping
hole, like a third eye seeket, (agl? the
manner in which death had visited
this jungle traveler.

MatiiBio was reading signs again. In
the bruised stalks and broken arufs
he read the story of a struggle. He
pushed back from the river to where
a poinciana bush glowed blood-ted in
the half light of the forest, and be-
hind the bush, half hidden in the
drooping mass of scarlet bloom, he
found another skeleton, picked clean
by ants or larger but no more for-
midable jungle creatures.

“The white men fight over the grey
gold,"” murmurmed Matisio.

“Before they've tried to take it from
the Betsilio,” supplanted Crawford.
“These men were killed by bullets.”

TYEFORE they reached the clearing
Matisio had guessed its presence
from signs he had seen in the dense
brush through which they traveled.
“Near now,” he whispered to his
companion. Matisio was sniffing the
air. Some odor had come to him from
the camp of the white men,
More carefully the white man edged
forward. Twenty yards from where
Matisio had whispered his warning,

he was p hrough a wall of tall
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grasses when he came suddenly into
a natural clearing.

He had just time to notice a palm
thatched shelter in the clearing when
a rifle cracked. A bullet whined like
a heming beetle pm his face.
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“Your friend tried a shot at me,
missed and has paid the price,” he ex-
plained grimly,

“Dupres gone, Laverne and Schol-
les, the Dutchmam, fought and killed
each other." the cracked voice of the

Crawford d t the ¢l
edge and rolled into the dank under-
growth, leaving his rifle plainly ex-
posed to the view of whoever had
fired the shot. X

It was an old trick. Matisie, still
hidden in the grasses, took advantage
of it as his keen eyes picked out a
white man, crouched at the edge of
the shelter. The Malagasy slipped
from his light colored lamba, and,
naked except for his zsin cloth, melt-
ed like a shadow into the jungle.

Crawflord, reclining easily, his hand
ready to his revolver if the rifleman
should decide to walk across the
clearing and satisfy himself that his
bullet had indeed found a vital mark,
did not move until he heard the terri-
fled scream of a white man,

Then he looked across the clearing
and saw his adversary of a few min-
utes before bound from the side of
the shelter and clutch madly at a
short assegai whose razor sharp head
was buried deep in his throat,

Crawford saw the white man fall,
his weakening grasp slipping from
the blood-soaked handle of the spear,
then he, too, quietly slipped into the
bush and followed the trail of Mat-
isio around the edge of the clearing.

Together them, American and Mal-
agasy advanced upon the palm-
thatched shelter and, meeting no re-
sistance, parted the fronds of travel-
er's palm which made the doorway
and glanced within.

OM a low couch of palm leaves
in the lInterior came the weak
voiee of a man muttering in Freneh,
and calling “Duppews! Duppeas!”
Crawford entered first into the
fetid interior of the hut.

d on. "Why are
you here?”

Crawford sized up the situation
rapidly. He saw that the emaciated
form on the low cot was fever riven,
The deadly fever of the Madagascar
lowlands had held its sway with the
Fremchiman for many days.

Four men had followed the strange
grey god of the Betsilios along the
river trail, Matisio had said. Twe
dead beside the eached eanoe, anether
lylng in the elearing with his
threat ripped out, left the siek man
alone.

There was kindness in the Ameri-
can’s words as he next addressed the
Fremchman. A kindness that was not
entirely simulated, for Crawford had
known the agonies of the jungle
fever.

“No use wasting words, Frenchy,”
he told the sick man. "I'm up river
after that gold the niggers stole from
you——"

“Gold!" The Fremchman's haggard
face twisted into a flkssting smile.
“Gold.” Then he became serious
again, and it seemed to Crawford that
he had pondered a problem and found
a swift solution.

“The gold is stained with white
men’s blood, my friend. It is hoodeo
gold. But there is still a chance—"

“That’s what I want to hear,” cut in
Crawford. “Whhat chance is there to
get it?"

“For a brave man there is every
chance. The Betsilios are only one
day from here.”

[E American sat on the edge of

the rough eot. He tooked dewn
frto the sunken eyes of the sick man
and these eyes suddenly shifted to
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the palm leaf wall of the hut and re-
mained there. )

“I don't know what your game is,
Frenchman,” the American said: "But
if you're willing, Matisio—that's m%
partner here—and T will stay witl
you until you are well: Then we'll
go together to the Betsilies and get
this god of theirs away from them."

“The niggers are mad," the ek
man said. “They have had Ro Faine:
Their children have died with a
plague of some sort. They are in A8
mood to be fooled with."

“All the better,” smiled Erawford:
“We'll play our hand and get thie
gold, if you're game.” X

The man on the cot shrugged his
shoulders in a gesture of hopeless:
ness. .

“Men have died too often 1o SHi
me," he said weakly: "But what am
to do? [ cannot Femain ReFE Q}BHE:
There is a chanse to get it; y&&: 1 am

with you."

“Good," reege»dea‘ Erawf%m: St
side the hut he explained ¢ %%ﬁﬂa:
tion to the Malagasy Who Rad f&:
trieved his lamba and BREE MSTE
Tooked like 2 Roman yguth With ﬁ n}
gf polished brown. hi¢ t9g2 girt aBoH

L

I

NDER the ministrations of

Matisio, the Frenchman, whe

called himsetf Arthur Fer:
fand, rapidly shook off the jungle
fever and within a week was able to
take the trail toward the Betsilio set-
tlement. .

Ferrand found it necessary quite
early in the new adventure to explain
to the Malagasy that the unusual
scent he had detected about the ef-
fects within the small hut, was a re-
sult of spilled perfume,

Ferrand, it appeared, had been a
perfume salesman representing his
company on some strange venture at
Tamatave, when he had heard of the
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grey god of the Betsilios and decided
against the sale of perfumery for the
chance of bigger spoils.

They circled the Betsilio village
one day, these three, after hours of
carefully pushing through the tan-
gled jungle thickets. A march in
which Matisio led, and whose eyes
were the eyes of the party, ever alert
for danger, ever peering into the tan-
gled green ahead.

For the last few miles of their jout.
ney they were directed by the steady
beat of tom-toms.

NTEARER to the camp of the Bets
siliee the travelers heard the
sheuts and wails of the wemen and
the dull ehanting of the men. At Jast
when they peered thtough the jast
wall of undergrowth they saw {he
source of the drum Bedd and ihe
walling.
. The Fandroama of the Betsilios was
in progress,

The drum beats and the daneing ef
these Madagascar wild men reminded
Crawford of the lewd bambeula 6f
Senegamibia. But unlike the frenzied
dancing of the men and wemen iR the
Yola villages, whose every métion
timed in its vile suggestion to the
beat of bamboula druths, the Malaga:
sies moved dispiritedly areund the
dancing cleele In the village eenter.
The heads of the dancwf wete bowed.
Their festive Fandieama had turhed
into a death dance to appease the
ﬁ:di of forest, of river and ot the
sky.

Matisio jerked the American’s at-
tention from the dance.

“There,” whispered the native
youth. “Beyond the village, another
clearing in the bush, the building
there must be their temple. The home
of the golden god.”

Crawford saw beyond the stilted,
palm thatched huts of the main vil-
lage, a newly cut clearing in the for-
est and in the center of the clearing
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stood a temple of logs with roof of
traveler’s palm fronds. As the Mala-
gasy had judged from his k led,
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thing, that the substance was not
gold. Beeswax, he told himself, bm
his hing nail tips

of other wild tribes on his island
home, the small building housed the
god which had lured the two white
fen and Matisio from the coast.

Across the narrow strip of clearing
the three scrambled and, unseen by
the mourners in the village, reached
the entramce of the hut and slipped
inside.

A strange odor assailed their nos-
trils. Somewhere in the half light of
the hut interior was a substance that
reminded Crawford of all the musty

a semi-brittle substance which cmllld
not have been wax in the humid in-
terior of the hut,

As Matisio had told him at the
coast, the “earth form” of the god
Andriamanitra was taller than a man.
But it was not gold.

Disgustedly Crawford pushed at
the bulky shape and it toppled from
the rafia matting and rolled like a
grotesque gargoyle to the hut ffleor.
Its shape was roughly that of a bulky
torso and a mlsshapen head. A form

wine cellars he ever had ed.

But through the dank odor was the
persistent and biting scent of fresh
dried tobacco. Crawford stood with-
in the door, sniffing, p

that the sub it was,
had achieved by accident of erosion.

Slowly the American turned to his
companions. The stench in the hut

Ferrand smelled deeply of the odor
and nervously seized the American
by the arm.

“The—the—" began the Frenchman
and bit the sentence off before it was

dly came from the thing the

savages had worshiped. He held his

ﬁngems against his nostrils and eursed
in English.

'—— —— The damned fools are

worshnpmg mud or wax or pumice

begun. “The god,” he whisp
hoarsely.

RAWPORD sensed that Matisio
was Festless.

“What is it, Matisio?” he asked
gently. But the American guessed
as he uttered the words that the wild
blood of the Malagasy had been stir-
fed by the drum beats. The murky
interior of the sacted temple had been
toe much for him.

" Andriiamanitia, the Fragrant One,”
breathed Matisio. “The earth form
of the Son of Zanahary, god of every-
thing.”

“There’s a fragrance from some-
where, all right, Matisio,” Crawford
agreed. “But stick to me. I've seen
you through this kind of thing be-
fore.”

Speaking, Crawford strode across
the hut and touched the strange god
of the Betsilios with one fiinger. He
had seen, even as he approached the

1 And get-
tlng out of here may be a bigger prob-
lem than we think,” he said.

But the Fremchman's breath was
coming in short gasps. His eyes fixed
on the grey god, glared madly in the
gloom. His hands shook as he tight-
ened his grip on the rifle, Crawford
looked at him in amazement and he
was about to make some comment
when Matisio murmured gently from
the temple door:

“The Betsnlm, they have heard.

They come.”
A savages hutled {hemselves
into the temple cleasing and
stood behind their leadet, a gaudily
painted witchihan, with a headdress
of lemur skins and sunbird feadl-
efs.
They screamed in superstitious
fear and hatred, at the invaders of

v
HORDE of naked, screaming
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their temple, and at a signal from the
witchmam, a shower of assegais swept
harmlessly through the open door-
way.

Ferrand, who had dropped to his
knees beside the door, trembled in
fear. Matisio stood behind his white
master and whispered to him in Mala-
gasy.

The moment was tense. A rush
from some two hundred savages, over-
wrought from days of wild dancing
and nervous mourning at the Fandro-
ana, would bring death, swift and
sure, to all theee members of the lit-
tle party.

“Tell them,” insisted Matisio.
“Their language is the tongue of the
Hovas, and of all Madagascar, White
Brother Who Knows No Fear.”

And as the Betsilios paused for
some sign from the temple or for the
signal from their witchman, to rush,
Crawford's voice rang across the
clearing, chanting in simple Mala-
gasy.

“We come to relieve you of the god
that has brought pain and suffering.
That has dried the lowlands. That
has caused the rivers to creep into
the banks. That has brought the dis-
ease to your wives and your little
ones,” he called.

There was a murmunng stlr among
the
were lowered. The witchman, evi-
dently seeing in the white man’s mes-
sage an opportunity to strengthen his
own fading influence on the tribe,
called baek:

“What do you wish, White Broth-
ers. What have you to do with the
earth form of Andriamanitra, The
Fragrant One?”

Again Matisio d to his
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which was bathed in the blood of
white men and left beside the big
water to be cleansed. No rain will
fall upon you. Sickness will continue
to eat at the bowels of your little ones
until the god has been quieted. Your
own young men are afrald to touch
the ged, but we have ne such fears;
we can take it away,” Crawford
called.

(PHE witchman danced wildly be-

fore his followers. His plumed
headdress waved crazily in the
sun.

Suddenly and as if with one move-
ment, the Betsilios grounded their
spears and advanced with arms up-
raised, palms to the front, to within
ten feet of the temple door.

Crawford talked at great length to
the Betsilios. He talked for his life
and the life of his companions, and
saddled hirselff with the task of tak-
ing the malodorous earth-form of the
Malagasy god to the sea coast.

But the Betsilios assured him that
a party of their spearsmen must ac-
company the god to the coast. They
would see that Zanahary, god of
everything, was appeased, and if the
ralns did not come by the time the
seaside beach was reached, the god
again welild be bathed with the bleed
ot white men.

The shrewd witchman had turned
the American’s own proposal inte an
excuse for ultimate slawghter.

Smiling ironically at the turn the
witchman’s words had taken, Craw-
ford accepted the conditions,

For three days the travelers re-
mained prisoners in the Betsilio vil-
lage, guarded day and night by fierce

white companion. “Tcll thern to re-
place the form of

while a special dugout
wai prepued to float the misshapen

where they found it, to quiet the

wrath of Zanahary, the true god.”
“You have taken from beside the

big seas the form of Andriamanitra

hass whieh they be-
llevee te be the "earth form” that
their gad had east aside when his
spifit to the high hills in the

mists of seme distant dawh.
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E Ameri and his

were awakened by the excitable
yells of theit guards leng befere the
aceustorned heur Aext rﬂam'm‘%, The
white man left the palia thatehed
biveuae in whieh he Had spent the
Right, and immediately a dozen
pears were thrust tewards him. The
eyes of the warers &l_ma malig:
RaRtly inte his. Semething wnusual
was amiss.

Crawford learned a few minutes
later from the witchman that Arthur
Ferrand had slipped from the bivouac
which he had occupied alone, acquir-
ed a native spear, and had killed two
of his guards who fllung themselves
upon him as he fled to the bush.

“Couldn’t blame him, Hova boy,*
replied Crawford. “Had a chance to
get away, and took it. Meant little to
him to desert us. We were no par-
ticulae friends ot his and the gold
god turned out to be mud or some-
thing.”

That day the sound of pounding
surf was unmistakable. The rising
tide swelled against the river current
and held it still. The yellow trunks
of mangrove trees appeared up on the
banks.

The dugouts were moored and sunk
and a dozen stalwart warriors shoul-
dered a litter on which had been
placed the one hundred and seventy-
five pounds of bulk which they had
worshipped as all that was earthly
of their god, “The Fragrant One.”

The camp that night was made in
the last jungle strip, a scant half mile
from the sand bar where the white
men had fought, and died—for noth-
ing, Crawford thought, and where
Matisio and his white friend had held
their strange rendezvous with fate.

Crawford lay awake pondering
plans for laying down his life as
dearly as possible when the dawn
mists should bring the gruesome rites
of the Betsilios.

The wamiin grouped about the
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camp fire uttering the queer high
pitched howls which they caused to
ululate by tapping the backs of their
hands rapidly against their mouths.
They called to their gods and assured
Andiri i Bramgs Ose,
that his remains would be bathed in
the white man’s bloed at the fiirst fflish
of dawn.

RAWFORD slipped into a ififiul

doze as the night were en. He
was awakened by a lew veiee in his
ear.

“It has come, White Brother,”
whispered Matislo.

The white man heard the rapid tap-
ping of rain upon the tree tops high
above their shelter. Even as he lis:
tened, half belleving himself te be
still asleep and dreaming, there burst
over the lowland jungles ene of the
terriffic rainstorms for whieh the Bet:
silios had prayed for menths.

Crawford left the bivouac at dawn
and walked into the streaming rain,
The camp site was llttered with sed-
den leaves from the wiecked shelters
of the Betsilios. Lying 6n its matting
bed, pelted by the peuring rain, the
god lay like the pale gfa shell of a
lfalk tale giant, bereft ot arms and
egs.

Andriamanitra, having brought the
rain i diately his soul or wh
the Betsilios believed thejmass to be,
was near its sand bar resting place
again, the wareiors had deserted it
with that odd disinterest which sav-
age teibes held fer the geds that had
achieved theit purpese.

Crawford turned with a grim smile
from contemplating the weird mass.
As he approached the shelter again a
rifle cracked from the dripping scrub
at the clearing edge.

The American was conscious of a
blinding light across his eyes, like a
vicious streak of lightning, striking
near.
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He reeled in utter darkness and fell
heavily to the ground.

v

EN he heard the rifle shot,
Matisio was lying in the
shelter peacefully allowing

the pelt of the rain to enter his inner
consciousness and drench his soul
with a new faith in the gods of his
people.

At the shot he lay closer to the
ground. There was no excitement
about this Hova boy. A glimpse
through the hanging palm fronds of
his shelter showed him where Craw-
ford had fallen, and his own keen in-
stincts told him from which side of
the camp the shot had come.

Into the dank and rain-drenched
grasses behind his bivouas, Matisie
crawled, leaving his shelter sound-
lessly and without disturbing any
mote of the wall than was necessary
for him to crawl beneath the fronds.

He circled through the bush, a
brown avenger secking the wueldev
of a rifle that had harmed his Amer:
ican friend. Rain-drenched and maked
but for his scanty salaka, he slipped
through the undergrowth with the si=
fence and deadly intent of a stalking
fossa.

And with the ferocious abandon of
that Madagascar cat, Matisio ftung
himself bodily upon the crouching
form of a white man who knelt, tense,
tifle in hand, watching the front of
the bivouac that the Hova youth had
feft from the rear only a few seconds
before.

Arthur Ferrand, the Frenchman,
one time salesman of perfumes,
sereamed his fright to a rain-drench-
ed world when Matisio landed on his
back and sent him sprawling into the
steaming undergrowth.

But his second scream was choked
deep in his throat by steel-strong fin-
gers which groped for a second then
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fastened with the deadlv grip of a
screw-clamp upon his wind pipe.

Ferrand flung himself upwards and
half off the ground in a mad frenzy
of fear which gave strength to his
tautened limbs. But Matisio rede him
easlly from behind, knees clamped
tight to the Frenchmam's fibs, while
these unrelenting fingers pressed
deeper and deeper inte the dhrebbing
threat.

Crawford staggered to the clearing
edge and stood leaning against the
dripping trunk of a hardwood tree
for support as he watched the last
struggles of the dooried man.

E tried to call to Matisio to de«
sist when the Frenchman's
blaekened faee and swellen, protrud:
ing tengue told Rim that the man was
past all further resistance. But M.
mia. me avenger, elung tigl m?
? . CluRg unkl the last faipt
bfea h of life was squeezed frem the
bereath Rim. Ut the Back:
sul ed head Beeame lif MBBB he
swollen neek and the FreAehman’s
1imbs eeased their rapid éfemhimg
“Creased my forehead, the louse,”
Crawford stammered weakly when
the panting Matisio rose to his feet
again and stood, peerlng with intent
licitation into the bloodied face of

his friend.

“He must have followed the canoes
and swiped a rifle from the cache af
ter the boats were beached. Swiped
the very rifle I had my own eye on,
but the blacks were too keen fof me,”
he added a little bitterly.

“He had a reason,” stated Matisio
simply.

“Well, he may have had, but we’ll
never know what it was. The least
we can do. is to give him a decent
burial. There's a spear back in the
camp, feel like digging him in?”
Crawford asked,

Matisio grunted his disapproval.
But Crawford stooped over the body
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of the Frenchman and slipped a hand
into the pocket of the mud-stained
jacket.

“We'll find out who he is if he's
got any papers, and them—,” Craw-
ford choked off the words and gasped
in amazement,

Matisio hurriedly dropped on his
knee beside the white man and stared
uncomprehendingly at a blue and
white slip of paper which Crawford
had taken frem an olled-silk pack-
age.

“My God!" the white man mutter-
ed. He rose slowly to his feet and
returned to the camp clearing. Mati-
sio, eyes wide with wonderment, fol-
lowed closely.

Crawford walked directly to the
side of the weird misshapen mass
which had been the god of the Bet-
silics. He stirred it with his foot.
“Close te a couple of hundred
peunds,” he muttered. "No wonder
it stinks.”

“What is it, Shining One?” asked

Matisio. “Has the injury damaged
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ATISIO was silenced at last. He

nodded weakly and his express
sion was one of great sadness for this
onee wise soldier of the Frefch
whose mind had filled with the devils
at the erack of the Frenchman's
rifle.

“Well, you can be!” Crawford
laughed at his friend’s expression.
“That stinking mass 18 ambergris.
Ambergeis,” he repeated. Them e
shouted the word louder as if to fix
it fast In his own mind. “AMBER-
GRIS, the vermit of a whale. Base ef
costly perfumes.”

Matisio still looked puzzled.

“The message hete,” Crawford tap=
ped the paper that had come from the

hemans wallet, "Ifstiucted Fers
rand to go with the sailer whe es-
caped after that fight yeu saw, and
purchage the ambergris at he mere
than theee hundred dellars a peund.
Thiee hundied dellars a peund, and
there's elose o twe hundred pounds.
Beats gold at itwe hundred and Ay

the mind of Him Who Has No Fear?"

Crawford turmed upon him eyes
that were as wide as Matisio’s had
been a few minutes before.

“You've got a dugout hid here with
outriggers and all, haven't you, Mati-
8lo?” asked Crawford.

“You know that I came down the
tiver and I hid my boat in a manner
that no man could find—" began Ma-
tisio.

"Think we can follow the coast to
Tombohorane with that on boand?"
he asked the now thoroughly startled
Hova youth, pointing a shaking fin-
ger at the grey god of the Betsilios.

“Easily at this season, Brother On
Wiom The Sun Shines—bat—"

“Do you still want to be wealthy,
Matisio?” Crawford persisted. “And
own your own steamer?”

dellats a twelve-ounee peund. Undef:
stand, Matigio?

Matisio was dreaming dreams. He
saw the throbbing donkey engine on
the deck of a small coast steamer. He
saw himselff in peaked cap direeting
the handling of the ship’s intended
freight. He heard the chug of tuf-
bines, small but pewerful, and saw
the shore line of Madagascar sepa-
rated by a streteh of turquoise sea
from the taffrail of a tiny freighter.
He saw the decks and smelled the tar
frof 6UR secorched ropes. He heard
strange tongues and saw strange
faees.

He turmed to his white friend and
Crawford saw that a tear glistened
bright on one dusky cheek. Or was
it a raindrop?

"Matisio understands,” he said.
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the street. He knew they were
coming to him. For months he had
known they would come to force the
peasants to relinquish their Jand.
Peasants stopped wherever they
were and glared at the two squads.
Waomen poked out their tongues. The
mighty Sergey lumbered out of the
vodka house, his scarlet shirt freshly
stained, and roared: "Cat-sap!™ The
nergelnt whitened and the soldiers
d. Feodor K . the G
P. U. officer, uld slmply'
“Keep moving.”
They halted in front of Farron's

'ARRON watched the Red sol-
ers marching up the middle of

cottage. The peasants were moving
slowly toward them. Sergey shouted
into the vedka house. Three kulaks
—mote prosperous peasants — came
out and followed him up the street.

Koronsky’s cold eyes narrowed. The
sergeant barked a command. The two
squads formed in two lines, back to
back. Koronsky mounted the three
wooden steps and rapped on Farrofi's
door.

“Come in,” the American said.

E was sprawled in the one easy
chalr, his long legs crossed,
stretched out In front of him. A
cigarette burned in the hand that
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hung over the arm of the chair. Ko-
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“Koronsky,” said Farrom, “you cam't
h me. I'd leave for the sake

ronsky stiffened. His p y eyes,
his cruel mouth, his ruthlua iace, all
revealed his rage at Farron’s affront
to his dignity. Farron half smiled
and saidi:

“Won't you sit down?"

Koronsky stalked forward, his eyes
blazing, and snapped: “I've come to
tell you, Farrom, that you're ordered
out of Kharsowo. You know why.”

“Certainly I know why. You want
to confiscate my farm in your damned
collectivized farm system.”

“We’re abolishing personal farm
property. Every kulak and peasant
works on government land on an
equal share with the Soviet govern-
ment. You know that. You've got to
get out.”

“Have I made any objections?"” Far-
ron said quietly.

“You haven't made any move. And
the kulaks are encouraged by your
defiance to defy us. They apparently
look on you as some sort of lewder.”

“Welll, I have been the general man-
ager of their farms, forming a kind
of syndicate that put them on a profit-
able basis. You can't blame them for
hating to leave their homes and shar-
ing equally with shiftless peasamts
without a rouble to their names.”

“We've no time for personal wants,
The government orders collectivized
farms. The kulaks and peasants obey
—or take the consequences.” The of-
ficer grimly emphasized his last
words.

Farron said: “I know. Siberia or
the northern forests for them. Well,
you can’t ship me off to a slow death 1"

“No,” Koronsky said, "but we can
imprison you until your government
takes you out of the country. And
our prisom? are not very pleasant. And
you might resist arrest and a guard
would have to shoot you.” His voice
had lowered and he seemned to be

loating over the At as he
looked down on fiim,

of peace, but I won't be driven.

The officer whitened at the familiar
use of his name. His loud words
choked out: “You won't? I'll show
you how much I can threaten you!
I'll do more than threaten you. Do
you see those soldiers out there?
They’d be glad to stick their bayonets
into you.”

“Would they? See those peasamts
out there? They’d be glad to wrap
their fimgers around the soldiers
necks too.” Koronsky looked through
the window. The shadows of dusk
darkened the street. Dark blots loom-
ed on four sides of the lines of the

1di whose bay

dully. -

“Get out before I throw you out,”
Farron said. His legs were taut and
his body swayed slightly forward.
His arms swung loose at his sides.

ORONSKY strode out. He spoke

to the sergeant. The seldiers
formed in squads, and tharehed brisk-
ly toward the failread statien. Theif
bayonets gleaming in the dusk were
the last things visible,

Farron stepped out on his porch.
The peasants and kulaks still stood in
four dark clots and watched the dis-
appearing soldiers. When Farron
came on his porch, they moved for-
ward, the four groups merging silent-
ly into one huge blot in the center of
the village street. The light from the
vodka house lay like a pale rug on the
street. Somewhere in the distance a
dog barked. The peasants and kulake
weise walting for Fatron to speak. He
said:

“Men, you haven't got a chance of
winning, but—"

“They haven't given in over at
Viadimieff," one shouted.

Farron knew that, and he also
knew it was a matter of time be-
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fore they did. He said: “But if you
want to resist, I'm with you™

“We"d rather die than be sent off to
Siberial”

“And we won't give up our homes!™

A dull roar rose from the crowd.
Farron shouted to make himself
heard:

“I defied the G. P. U. You know
they don't threaten. That officer will
be back with a company of soldiers
from over at Barsa

The roar grew louder, sweeping
through the darkmess like a great
wave. The surge of their earthy
strength vibrated in the sound and it
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feet pounding in the dirt street. Far-
ron had to move fast. Xoronsky
would come directly to his cottage.
The soldiers would £ll the street.
That would be an unstrategic position
for his men.

He walked up the street. Cottages
lined it at regular intervals. The broad
crossroad leading to the farms on the
right alse led to the depot on the left.
That flat station would be a strong-
hold for the soldiets. He couldn’t
fheet them there,

Faint yellow squares showed the
position of the peasant’s houses. That
would give the soldiers a long range

rolled over the A g his

nerves, and sending his blood pound-
ing through his veins and hid pulses
beating fast. His eyes fliashed and
he yelled:

“Then get ready. Stepan, you
fought in the Tsar’s Army. Get your
old rifle. How many others have
arms?”

Two others had rifles and two had
pistols. Stepan had an old sword he
had captured during his campaigns.
Farron yelledi:

“Stepan, we'll turn over your rifte
to Michael. He’s a good shot. I'l
make you my lieutenant, with your
sword. You'll take charge of the
pitchfork brigade. Every man who
has pitchfork or scythe, bring it.
Those who haven't, bring large, heavy
clubs. And every man bring a knife,
even if it's a bread knife. Listen,
ment”

They fell silent. The whistle of the
train shrilled through the night. They
heard the engine puffing out of the
émall station. They could see the re-
fleetion of the headlights. Farron
yelled:

“There goes the G. P. U. offiicer to
Barsacow to bring back soldiers. Hur-
ty for your lives!”

Deep, guttural snorts and hoarse
bellows swept through the crowd as
they scattered in all directions, their

tag: He hurried back down
the street toward the other end of
town. Here the cottages were more
scattered. The last cottage sat close
to the old stable. Across from the
stable bulked the squat, square out-
lines of the granary.

'ARRON quickly formed his plan.
He ran to his own cottage.
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: lded se be g

with a limp. He

u

The hours

with one prong missing. Fan'on said
to him:

“Vassilyi, you stay here in my cot-
tage. Keep a light burning. When
they come, tell them I'm at Ivan's—
the last cottage, The rest of you fol-
low me*

A‘r Ivan's cottage Farron posted
his men. The din of their tramp-
ing feet and hoarse shouts was ter-
rific. A shot was fived accidentally.
Farron sent several men into the
granary through the windows in the
back. They were to bar the great
front doors. The soldiers would have
their backs against the solid wall of
the granary and would have to figjnt
hand to hand.

In the middle of the old stables
was an ordinary house door, for the
entrance of pedestriams. Here he
posted his three rifles. On the right
was the double door for herses. 6195-
tering behind this were fifitesn of
men with pitchforks and a ceuple ef
scythes, and about ten men with elubs.
At their head he placed Stepan, the
ex-soldier of the Tear's Army, with
his captured sword.

On the left was another deuble
door, swinging on a ramp for car-
il Standing on this was
fiftean with pitchforks and amother
ten with clubs, At their head he
placed the mighty Sergey, who wield:
ed an enormous bludgeon and carried
stuck through his sash a broad-bladed
kitchem knife. He detailed to each
group, one man with a pistel, for the
psychological effect of fiiring as they
charged. Farron had the pitch terch
extinguwis

The village was dark, with blinds
fastened tight on the windows of the
cottage. Even the vodka house was
dark and empty. Under the orders of
Farron the men gradually quieted
down. Over the whole town a dark

g silence lay.
dragged by.

Suddenly the long shrill whine of
the train pierced the night. The deep
rumble of the peasants began again,
the tension vibrating through their
voices. They could hear the clanging
of the bell, and the train shuffled to
a stop.

Farron said: “Not a sound now. You
all know what to do. Wait on the gol«
diers—and on me.”

His body felt light as he climbed
the porch of Ivan's cottage, next o
the stables. There was a lew snarl
from the stables. Then he hma the
heavy thudding of the feet (i

He saw the dark body, like a giest
serpent, swing into the street. He
saw them stop before his ceftage.
There was not a sound. It leoked like
about two companies. The yellow
oblong of light suddenly fell acress
the poreh of his cottage. The erips
pled eld peasant was talking e a
stoeklly built man.

TT was not Koronsky, but sofie of=
L fisieer. The shatp 8
voice flloated down the street, but the
words were unintelligivie. The yels
low oblong vanished, AR efder was
barked and the two companies of s6i=
diers started down the stteet. Farren
caught the glimmer of bayenets and
he could now hear the steps in uAisen
of two hundred men.

He stepped back into the house. A
split second later, came the thud of
rifle butts on the dirt street.

Almost immediately he heard a rap
on his door. He jerked open the door.
A young officer with bulking shoule
ders and a jagged scar on his face
held a pistol pointed straight at Far-
ron’s chest. His mouth was drawn in
a determined line and his eyes glit-
tered as he saw Farrom. Farton saw
the two companies stretched in squad
formation. The officer saidi
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“You're under arrest. Will yeu

come peaceably or—'
“I come peaceably,” Farron said:

THE Russian relaxed. The pisto]
drooped slightly. His breath es-
caped in a dry sigh. Then Farron
steuek. His right hand swished in a
dewnward streak. The impact was
feud and elear in the dead silence.
Farton felt the tingle sheeot through
his knuekles t8 his wrist, Then the
officer was staggering backward. He
teetered on the edge of the poreh,
toppled backward dewn the twe steps.
Farton sweeped up his rifle, whieh
wai leaning Behind the deer, and
{eaped off the pereh. He eleared the
falling bedy iR His jump. He whirled
ahd aped tBward the stable:

Another officer shouted: “Stop!"
Then his pistol cracked twice.

Farron heard the bullets sing past
him. The center door was opened as
he neared it. The third bullet fur-
rowed through the wood. The door
was banged shut. Then the soldiers
went into sudden action. They had
been stunned by the quick blow and
the dark shadow racing toward the
shadowy bulk of the stables. Com-
mands rose, sharp and shrill. The
shuffle of the soldiers mingled with
the loud cries. Farron peered out of
the door.

His blood rushed hotly now. His
eyes gleamed and his firgers tighten-
ed on the smooth cool steel barrel.
The companies were moving into two
even lines. The offiicers retreated be-
hind them. The officer he had struck
staggered from the cottage across the
road. Farron looked for Koronsky.
He was not in sight. The officer,
now between the twoe companies,
shouted:

“Come out and surrender!
whole town is under arrest!
can't escape!”

Sergey, the mighty peasant, shout-
ed: “Come in and get him!” Instantly

The
You
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the whole body of peasants and ku-
laks took up the -cry. Echoing out
of the stable, it was a thunderous tor-
rent of sound. It was earthy and un-

tamed, dark and ominous. "Come in
and get him!”
Silence followed the challenge.

There was a whispered conference
among the offiicers outside. Then the
first one yelled agaiin:

“Either come out and surrendet or
be fired upom!”

“Here’s your chance to surrender,
men,” Farron said.

They bellowed their defianee. The
officer barked a sharp command. The
lines of rifles rose to the shoulders.
They glinted as they pointed steadily
toward the door. Farton said:

"When they fifée-ruest”

IS own last word and the “Fire!
of the officer came together.
The street shook with the Heavy dis-
charge. Fatton saw the flame beleh
from the lines of rifles. The impact
of the heavy-calibred gune erashed
against the walls of the stable. A
peasant groaned. Farton kicked open
the door and fiied. The elean, elear
crack sounded alene en the tail end
of the volley. It was fike a signal.
The double doors at both ends of
the stable were flung epen and the
peasants gushed into the street with
a deep-throated roar.

The two pistols among them started
banging. Tiwe rifles of the three peas-
ants, lying at Farrom's feet, cracked
together. A startled seattered volley
broke from the soldiers. Officers
shouted frantically. Fartoh was taks
ing slow aifn, and squeezing his ffinger
tight on that little eurved steel
tongue.

THE soldlers were backing away if
disorder befere the twe dark
waves that rolled teward them with
fearsome bellowing. At peints A
their front livid jets stabbed at the
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surging horde. Farron saw a peasant
bend swiftly forward in the middle,
and sprawl in the dust. He saw an-
other spin around and plunge forward
on his face. His rifle clicked empty.

The peasants were too close now
for a shot at the soldiers. He reloaded
with quick dexterous fngers and
h i to the three p

“Reload and follow mel”

When the peasants swarmed over
the soldiers the force of the savage
impact stirred the blood in Farron.

us

plop of the body in the dirt, The
other two fired again, and Farron's
rifle clicked on an empty chamber.

Another volley belched from the
soldiers. Farron heard, the lead sing
by him. A heavy load ripped through
his clothes on his right side, sexving
his fllsh. The steps of one of his
fhen suddenly ceased. Then he was in
the midst of the seldiers, swinging
his fifle.

The bayonets clanked off the stock.
A sharp cool pain cut across his
houlder, ripping his shirt. Hi8 arms

His teeth ground togeth his lips
twitched back, and he bounded for-
ward, his eyes swiftly traveling over
the front.

The clatter of clubs against skulls,

P K8 g on y J
muffled roar8 of rifles fired against
bodies, hoarse cries and muttered
curses, the shrill scream of an officer,
groans, the shuffle and trample of
heavy feet in the dirt, sang in hi
ears, The dust rose in a thick mist.
The glint of pitchfork and bayonets
cut through it, A scythe gleamed as
it cut a wide path on the right.
Farron saw the point of attack. At
the extreme right the soldiers were
sliding along the wall of the granary,
past the last peasant. They were

g a An
officer jumped out in front of them.
Farron’s rifle came up swiftly. The
sharp crack came with the first words
of the officer. The wordd were
choked off, and the officer slumped.

Then Farron was rushing toward
the soldiers.

“Come on!” he yelled to his three
men with rifles.

He was pressing the trigger as he
ran, The rifle was held straight out
from his hip. He heard two cracks
from the rifles of his own men. The
fire blurted suddenly from the sol-
diers. Farron felt a hot sting furrow
along his collar bone. He heard a
man behind him gurgle and the soft

tingled when the heavy stock struck
solid. He saw three soldiers backing
off to get a shot at him. Two men
danced in front, their bayonets poised.
He heard no sound frof his last man
with. the rifle,

BLOW crashed out of the dark-

ness. He felt himself spinning,
a heavy throbbing paln shesting
through his head. He kiew he was
falling. He saw nething. He felt a
soft impact shake his bedy and he
kiew he was 6 the ground. A heavy
beet erushed iR his stomach and
blaekness evereame Him.

Wihen he came to there was no one
around him. His head ached. He felt
the thick sticky blood clotting along
his skull and trickling down his neck.
His mouth was like a blanket and his
throat was parched. All throughout
the village he heard sharp buksts of
flviigg. Oceasionally there was a sheut.
He rolled over slowly and diew him:
self to his feet. He swayed, Siumibled
ever a still bedy.

The street in front of him was
strewn with hunched dark bodies. Of
moving things it was empty. Sud-
denly, in the distance, a dog barked
furiously. He heard the echo of a shot
and the dog was FEillenit. A minute
later the bleedeurdling sefeam of a
wormah pierced his braih, The sel-
diers were eaptifing the wemen of
the peasants! Farron had but ene
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move left him, He must find Koron-

sky.

E stumbled down the middle of

the deserted street. Beyond the
station he heard the ery of amother
woffah. Thiee shots roared at his
Fight. A bullet skimmed across his
stomaeh, He tuened. His weakness
vanished. He saw the stab of flme
between twe eottages and a bullet
sang by his head. His autematic had
z mped inte his hand and it was spit:
ing lead inte that alleyway.

He heard a groan, a scuffiling of feet,
then silence. He plunged on down
the street. Back in the village there
was a single shot. Near the depot he
heard a sudden volley and silence.

That would be where Koronsky
was. His brain was not waorking
clearly, but his nerves clung to that
grim purpose. He wanted that thick
neck between his fiiggers,. A man who
warred on peasants and their women.
He stumabled into the crossroad that
led to the depot. He saw the low
building, huddling low and dark.
Stepan’s velee rang out from the
darkness:

“Come in here! The soldi are
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Stepan was silent for a minute.
“There may be a few scattered
around.”

“Welll, we've got to get Koromsky!
Get going, men. No! Wait!”

They all turned and saw the red
flare light up the side of the depot.
In its glare stood four cowering wom-
en. One of the peasants groamedi;
"My wife.”

AN OFFICER'S voice rang out,
clear and hatsh in the silence:

“Either give up Farron or we will
kill the women!™

“Tell them I'm dead,” Farron said.

“He’s deadI” Stephan yelled.

And across the street, SergeyB
voice boomed: “He was killed by the
granary.”

There was a moment’s silence. The
officer was talking with some one else.
Then he shouted agaiim:

“You men are all under arrest. You
stay where you are until morning. If
anyone moves toward the depot, we'll
kill the women!”

Farron said: “Tell them you'll sur-
render now if they’ll return your wo-
men.”

h

defending the depot. There must be
seventy-five of them!”

A heavy volley rang out from the
dark building. Bullets sprayed the
dust around Farrom, sang by him. He
reeled toward the space between a
cottage and a store. Stepan was hud-
dled in there with a dozen peasants.
A couple of them were handling fie
unfarmiliar rifles of the soldiers. Far-
fon didn't know he was reeling. He
said:

“We've got to clear that depot!
You men crawl behind the cottages
back to where the fight began. Bring
back all the rifles and cartridge belts
you can. Wihere's Sergey?”

“He’s across the street, nearer the
depot, with a dezen men."

“Is that all we have left?"

d: “We'll come up
now, unmned and submit, if you'll
give us back our women.”

There was another comsultation.
“Come ahead. Unarmed. With your
hands in the air.”

Fatron said: “They’ll put you in the
stable. I'll be there, hiding. I'll have
some rifles too and plenty of ammuni-
tion. Wihen we get the women safely
in there we’ll give them a surprise at-
tack. Go ahead now.”

“My friend, you have already help-
ed us enough. You are bleeding. Es-
cape while you can.”

“Get going, Stepan. They’ll think
something is wrong.”

He watched the twelve men move
slowly into the street with their hands
uplifted. From the other side came
thirteen, led by the giant Sergey, All
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that was left of sixty. Tomorrow they
would be marked out and executed.
And he with them. Surely his life
couldn’t end in a peasant uprising in
a little Rugdian viillege!

OW he crawled behind the cot-

tages, inches at a time. Twiee he
saw small bands of seldiers, and he
laay still in a shadew. Wien he reach-
ed the eettage Rext te the granary, he
erept Back e the stteet. All was si-
fent. He steed up, peered cautiously
EEGMR@ the COFREF.

“Wiho's there?” bellowed a voice.

Farron pressed himself against the
wall. He eased his automatic into his
hand, holding the barrel. He saw the
gleam of a bayonet, then a burly sol-
dier moved warily forward. Farron
leaped. The butt of the pistol crack-
ed against the skull. He waited a
1aﬂ time after the Russian slumped

the ground. Then he erawled of his
bglly te the deuble doer that was sag-
ging epen.

It was grisly work umstrapping
those cartridge belts. He wrapped
them around himself. His body was
covered with cartridge belts. Then
he started dragging rifles together.
Dragging the rifles he crawled to the
deuble door that was sagging open.

Farron crawled toward the back,
among the refuse and dust. The fioor
trembled. A rat scuttled across his
shoes and dropped to the floor below.
He could hear the men at the front
of the stable.

He heard the tramp of the peasants’
boots on the rotten wood of the ramp.
The officers barked swift orders. Far-
ron had all the rifles against the rear
wall now. He laid his body in front
of them, his face to the wall, his hands
under him,

They were marching the peasants
into the old horse stalls. They were
coming nearer him. He could hear the
shuffle of the men. His heart was
thumping loudly against the woeden
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floor. His pulses beat quickly and his
breath was caught in his throat. Un-
der him he heard a cracking sound.

He felt himself sliding. His heart
leaped and his breath stopped. There.
was a startled exclamation from be-
low, a cry of terror.

E GRABBED at one of the rifles.
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WI
Xbauf eyeRty seldiers and thres
offrent were watching him.  Every
Fifle was leveled at the sheuléer ﬁe
theught they might fire at the shight:
est sign from an effices. His fase was
calm, composed; and he walked slewly
forward, with his hands above his
head: An officer snapped an order and
the rifles Farron had collected were
gathered up.

He was ordered back in his stall,
‘Tihe soldiers spread out along the op-
posite walls, their rifles covering all
the stalls, The gray light of early
dawn filltered through the cracks in
the stables and showed every man,
every eager fifivger,
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[ARRON lay on the fitoor. Beyond

hifn the peasants were murmuring.
1h a few hours another detachment
of soldiers arrived. It was a very
gmall detachment, only two squads
and a majef. But each squad earried
two maehine-guns. These were placed
at intervals, eovering all the stalls.
The eriginal company busied them:
selves 6R some mysterious duty. Seea
the peasants learhed what it was:

They went to each stall and nailed
heavy slafid across it. The last one
they came to was Farton. He watch-
ed them without expression.

Six rifles were held rigidly on him.
The eyes of the officer glittered men-
acingly and the four men with ham-
mers banged in the nails.

The slats came a foot higher than
his head. When the last nail was
driven in, the officer grinned mali-
ciously and nodded to some one out
of sight. Feodor Ketonsky, the G. P.
U. officer, stood before Farron.

Farron kept his face composed and
looked indifferently at the officer.
Koronsky looked at him with hatred.
He saiidi:

“You see how much I threaten. Per-
haps you'll talk reasonably with
Major Damuroff.”

A tall portly officer stepped into
view. His distinguished face held
more tolerance and a wider intelli-
gence than Koronsky's. He said:

“You have made it very difficult for
us, my friend. Womn't you leave peace-
fully now?”

“Yes, on two conditions. That the
peasants will have their homes re-
stored, and that I'll be allowed a five
minute talk in private with Koron-
sky.”

“You have nothing to say to the
offiicer,” the major replied.

“I have a great deal to—say.”

“Welll, that's impossible.”

“Them, you'll have to hold me pris-
oner.”

Damunmaff shrugged. ‘“That will be
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easy. You can witness the execution
of your friends.

“Only those in the rebellion—after
we confine the rest of the kulaks and
peasants.”

E machine gunners were moved
outside, stationed in front of the
stable, All day wemen and children
and eld men were herded inte the 6ld
building. They Ruddied in the old
earriage spaee, aeresd frem the stalls:
The alF was stitling and eggfsiaws.-
a?ma&maaahm oF Heefn elosed gver

Late in the afternoon, after the sun
had set, the stable was cold and gray.
Major Damurofff came to Farron. He
said calmlly:

“You may leave now, if you like.
Otherwize, you will be killed with the
rest, American ot not.”

“I will not leave the peasants,” he
said quietly,

The major shrugged. “Resisting
arrest, you kmmw'” He walked away.

A woman sobbed softly. Farrofi
saw the children staring and the old
men turmed their heads.

“Redgdy!”

He heard the click of the rifle bolts
at the front of the stables.

i

A peasant in that stall cried owd:
“Nbp, no!”

“Fiee?”
The sharp discharge rattled through
the old building. A woman d.

A child leaped up and his mother
pulled him down, covering his eyes.
The women were sobbing. One old
man jumped up. “Stop!” he yelled.
“Stop!” He rushed toward the front
of the building. A revelver barked
twice. The old man sturbled and fell,

“Move on to the next stall,” the
major comimanded.

ARRON felt his stomach sink
emptily. He stood up and leaped
against the slats. He shoved.
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Farron lunged heavily.
G

Farror lunged again. The sweat
broke out in cold drops on his fore-
head. The wood cracked as the sharp
“IFiet?” sounded. In the sharp rattle,
Fation plunged with all his force.
The wood splinteced. Those in the
next stall heard it and plunged and
tore at the woed. All alopg the wall
the men plunged and thiew their
mighty bedies agamit the weed. The
WoeR were weeping steadily and the
ehildien sereamed. The eld faen eov-
ered their eyes:

“Move on to the next stall,” the of-
ficer said.

The peasants in that stall were tear-
ing at the wood. “Let us out of heref
Let us out of herel You can't shoot
us down like this!™

Farron felt the slats giving away.
He dropped all caution now and lung-
ed furiously. The next stall gave way.
Major Damuroff snappedi:

“Aim and fire at them!"

Farron staggered clear, gripping a
slat in his hand. The discharge burst
in his ear. The three men who stum-
bled out of the stall plunged to the
ground. One of ther was the mighty
Sergey, who kicked and writhed. The
stall in front of which the men were
standing now belched out three men.
“Firpk?” the officer eried. He turned
te Farten, siming his automatic. Far-
fon theew the woed. The shafp bark
of the Rmel and the craek of the bul-
Iet iR the weed eame together. Damus
£off's arm was fi ng‘upwam. the pis-
tel sailing threugh the aif

The soldiers were bayoneting the
three men who had leaped on them,
The slats in the two remaining stalls
were giving away and the men fijgit-
ing and tearing through. The major
whirled and ran toward the door. Far-
ron gtarted after him, his legs chop-
ping upward in the swift steides he
onee used in starting off tackle. The

u7

offiicer sensed that he was being over-
taken and drew in his breath to yell.

His wide shoulders lunged into the
legs of the officer, his strong arms
gripping his ankles. The man crashed
to the ground, his breath knoeked out
of him. Farton's right fist rese once.
It cracked against the Russian’s skull
and his bedy slumped inertly.

E WHIRLED around. The wo-
fen and childien were swarmis=
ing forward, Their eyes wefe mania-
cal. Theee peasants lay on the ground
with theee seldiers. Thiee peasants
grasped the rifles o three soldiers and
they were swagm%tegm@i« Farten
sprang ferwar is Fight Bt erash-
ed thiee times, and the soldiers slump-
ed te the ground:

The last stall gave way and Stepan
and two peasants tumbled out. One
of the other soldlers staggered to his
knees. A peasant boot cracked against
his skull. One of the peasants stag-
gered up. His eyes were wild. He
started rushing toward the deek after
the faddened stampede.

Farron, and the six peasants, joined
the rush. The frenzied mob were rush-
ing down the ramp. The six pessants
dashed out of the old double doors
at the other end. Not a shot had been
firedl outside. Farron shoved a straight
arm agalnst the middle door and stag-
gered into the street.

The machine-guns were teained of
the two doors. Several squads of sol-
diers were between the machine-guns,
uncertainly holdlng thelr rifles. Kor-
onsky was standing directly in front
ot Fation, yelling wildly.

“Shoot Il Shoot!™

But the machine gunners looked at
the women and old men and the six
wild-eyed peasants and strangely
made no move. The soldiers saw
Fatton and then they brought up their
rifles. Farton leaped as Keronsky
tuened. His right hand elamped on
the efficers weist. Kerensky's pistol
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was knocked to the ground. Instantly
he burled forward his left fist.

[ARRON DUCKED. The blow
bounced off the top of his skull.
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heavy knee barge into his stomach,
like the thrust of a pole. His breath
gasped out. He slashed again.

The giant toppled backward, reeled,
and collapsed. Farron wavered diz-
zily. The nausea from the knee-tirust
welled up in him. His breath burned
out through his tortured lungs. But
Koronsky didn't rise. He lay there,
an inert bulk.

Then Farron heard Major Damu-
roff’s voice behind him:

“Why didn’t you fire, men?"

A young officer said: “We are tir-
ing of killing our own people—those
women and children and old men, and
those half-crazed peasants.”

ARRON saw that the street was
deserted, save for the knot of sol-
diets. The peasants hadn’t been rush-
iﬂg to fijght. They had rup off to their
hemes. Damuoff lald his hand en
Farron's sheulder:

“Welll, you had your five minutes
with Koronsky. I think I can see that
you'll get the other conditions: that
the peasants may keep their homes.
‘This has been happening everywhere.
It is not good. ....” He shook his
head. “You'll be going now, I guess?"
Fartron smiled.

He said: “Yes. Wherewer there's
fighting for the underdog.”
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A Story of the Muxdrauss Callt of Bathowitiii in India

Tre Black Awatar

By VICTOR ROUSSEAU

HADOWS cast by the huge

horizon moon danced through

the jungle. The treacherous
leopard crouched overhead among the
branches; the snake, coiled at the
edge of the jungle trail, drew back
his head, ready to strike. But it was
human beasts whom Dane and his
Sikh servant, Rampat, feared the
most.

Something rustled and was still; an
owl hooted, but Rampat knew it was
no owl.

“Sahib, these be devils whom the
Black Avatar has summoned to aid
him and his Thugs,” whispered Ram-
pat.

“These be only men,” Dane whis-
pered back. “Remember the one thing
I warned you of: at the instant when
you feel the noose about your neck,
strike upward with the knife, and
sever it. Else you are dead before
your body strikes the ground.”

Moving with every nerve alert,
every sinew tense, the two advanced
like shadows into the deeper recesses
of the jungle, Dane's hand on the
handle of the revolver in his belt, the
Sikh ffingerimg his short dagger.

The sounds about them ceaBed, but
the feeling of imminent danger had
grown more intense,

Dane felt sure, however, that the
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Thug assassins who had been aware
of his every had pl d
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into a steel-defying roll, he had

the ambuscade in the clearing just
ahead of them.

Ostensibly they were an officer on
a shooting trip, and his servant, but
Dane was well aware that the murder-
ous band which had dogged him knew
him for what he was—the American
in the Indian Political Service, whoese
narie had become a word of tertor €6
wrong-doers throughout the length
and breadth of the peninsula.

GAIN the owl hooted, and anoths

ef owl replied from the eppesite
side of the elearing. Tensely paised,
each of the twe men waited; and new
Dane had exehanged his revelver fof
a knife of razer edge, like Rampars:
Dane knew that eAly a miracle ot a
lueky shet weuld step twe Thigs,
helding ihe Fomall, the knotied RoGsE
whose amggilmg JeFk fmeans iAstan-
taneaus death.

Yet, strangler though he is called,
the Thug does not kill by strangula-
tion. One jerk in the hands ef the
two experts, and the victif's neek is
dislocated; if he is net dead befere
his body touches earth, the job haB
been badly bungled.

At any instant now the leap might
come, and it would come swift as the
leopard’s.

It came. Four Thugs leaped out
of the scrub into the clearing. They
came in palrs, two against Dane, twe
against the Sikh, and, streatehed in-
visibly between each pair, was the
murderous scarf.

Their speed was incredible. To at-
tempt to evade the noese by fifijgid,
meant certain death. The Thugs
counted on their victim's fliight, and
their limbs moved in complete unison.

No other man could match their
speed. Dane did not try. He felt the
ronsl touch his neck, and, before the
murderers’ hands could tighten it

hitled and slashed upward.

The knife, ground for that very
purpose to the keenest edge that the
well-tempered steel would take, bit
through the roll. The fista of the
Thugs, extended at the full len,
of the arms, suddenly freed, shet
backward and eellided with their
faees,

Each of the would-be muderers
dealt himself what was nearly a
knockout blow. Dane was free,

He had heard a ery from Raipat,
but their understanding had beea
that, In case of a deuble attack, it
must be each man for himselt. And
Dane had net dene with his 8wh par:
tieular pair of ruitfians.

As they leaped to their feet, he
dropped the knife and drew his fe-
volver, equipped with a sileneer, 1¢
spoke twice, and each muffied detena-
tion was a snarl of death.

One of the Thugs collapsed, a biue
hole in his forehead trickling fed; ¢he
second, with the back of his head
blown away, had beceme instantly a
mere inert lump of flash,

ANE paused hardly an instant t6
assure himself that the {(we
Thugs were dead,

He whirled, and saw that Rampat
had succeeded in slashing the noese.
One of his assailants was writhing en
the ground in his death-agony, his
head half-severed from his bedy.

The other, mad with fanaticism
and bhang, had the Sikh by the throat
with one hand, while in the other,
raised aloft, was a blade that glinted
in the moonlight.

Just in time, Dane pressed trigger
again. Shot through the heart, the
last of the four Thugs collapsed, dead
before he struck soil.

“Sahib,” panted Rampat, "there is
one morel”

He extended his arm, and, at the
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gesture, a lurking figure crashed
through the jungle and sped away
along the narrow trail by which Dane
and Rampat had come.

As it disappeared, Dane caught a
glimpse of a thin, cruel face and a
pair of gleaming black eyes.

Then he leaped forward to over-
take it. He quickly outdistanced
Rampat, who, stout of body, like
many Sikhs, was quickly left hepe-
lessly behind.

Yet, fleet though he was, Dane
realized with something of chagrin,
that he was being outsprinted.

For three or four minutes the chase
continued. Then suddenly the trail
curved, the jungle grew thim, and the
man vanished as.swiftly and as silent-
ly as a caracal,

And simultaneously, with one of
those amazing transitions that only
India can show, there appeared, in
plase of the jungle, a slope in the
valley beneath.

OWEVER, this did not surprise
Dane, who had known that these
things were there.

Realizing that the fugitive had suc-
ceeded in eluding him, he stopped
upon a rocky ridge which extended
above palace and temple: It was a
with massive beulders piled up in
fantastic array, possibly the work ef
the gnmrtwe natives whe had been
expelled by the Aryap migrants in
the earliest dawn of histery:

Rampat came puffing up, The Sikh
was badly winded, and he was bleed-
ing from a knife-scratch across the
cheek.

“That way he went, Sahib,” he said,
“See, into these rocks.”

Revolver in hand, Dane forced his
way into an opening in the ridge,
and found himself in a narrow pass-
age, a natural fissuee m the, wall
bardy wider than himself, and so
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overhung by scrub growth that only
a minimum of'light seeped throngh.

For perhaps fifty yards Tene pur-
sued his way into the heart of the
ridge. At times the trail descended
so steeply that it was with difficalty
he could keep his feet,
ended in a wall of massive stones,
made by human agency, probably in
the remote past. Squared, and put to-
gether without mortar, the stones
would have defied anything short of
artillery.

“We go back to where we camped,”
said Dane. “We shall keep watch in
turn through the remainder of the
night, Rampat. Tomortow we go to
the paltwee:™

IS Highmess Chunder Ras wiped
his forehead with a damp sitk
handkeechief, for it was hot, even tfi«
der the peepul tiees in his Highness's
gardens.

His mild, spectacled black eyes
were turmed on Dane's in apologetic
surprise.

“What you tell me distresses me
exceedingly, Mr. Dane,” he said. “It
is possible, of course, that ameng the
half-million of my subjects theee are
a few who have been guilty of Thug-
gery. It is very diffieult to stamp
out the last remnants of this debasing
supetstition. But when you say that
the gevernment is displeased with e,
surely that is anjust.

“My record as a a Cambridge man,
Bachelor of Arts with honots, obvi-
ously guarantees that I am doing
everything In my pewer to spread
the blessings ot enlightenment.”

“I am not questioning your high-
ness's record,” replied Dane coldly.
“The fact remains that the Thug fa-
naticism, which was believed to be
extinet, has been revived within your
peincipality. In the past five months
there have been seven mutders with
the ronall. The eult of the murder
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goddess, Bahowini, cannot be permit-
ted to reestablish itself”
“Furtthenmore,” he added, “my ser-

vant and myself, while on our way
night in the jungle, not four miles
from here, The marauders used the
romwl, happily without effect.”

Chunder Ras sat down; he was
trembling violently,

OU will pardon me, Mr. Dane—

the heat—and your news upset
me,” he faltered. “But how comeB it
that you camped ril night in the
jungle, instead of accepting the pal-
ace hospitaliity "

“Because,” answered Dane, “the ex-
istence of the ruimed shrin: of Bo-
howini, not far away, and the fact
that this devilish cult has been re-
vived, led me to expect develop-
ments.”

Without replying for the moment,
Chunder Ras drained his iced drink
through a straw. When he spoke
again, he had in measure recovered
his self-possession.

“Mr. Dane,” he said, “I hope you
are not suggesting that it is a matter
of small consequence to me that a
political officer of the Indian G
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ing dissatisfaction among those whe
serve the Raj, and terrorizing the
bulk of the population into seditien.”

Chunder Ras smiled acidly. “My
dear sir, let me show you how wrong
you are in one detail at least™ he
said. "The temple with the pick
carved on its stones is now a thee-
sophical institute, presided over by a
member of the Calcutta Theesephieal
Society.

“It is devoted to the pure worship
of God, and designed to wean away
the minds of my subjects frem idol-
atry. The carvings date back to the
time when the temple was devoted t6
heathen ritual, and it has simply fet
been considered necessary to deface
the exterior by removing them.

“But, my dear Mr. Dane, let us
stroll over and have a talk with
Brother Hamnitita, who is really an
excellent fellow, and will quickly
convince you of the injustice of your
suspicions.

“You must really forgive me, Mr,
Dane, but a man who rowed in his
college boat, and won the hundred
yards dash against Oxford and Yale,
is hardly likely to tolerate such a de-

ment should be attacked within so
short a distance of the palace.

“I ghall leave no stone unturmed to
apprehend all persons connected with
this outrage. However, it is my be-
lief that the men who attacked you
were simply thieves. The cult of Ba-
howini is dead.”

“I regret to appear to comtradict
your highness,” answered Dane, “but
the sacred pick, the emblem of Ba-
howini, is carved on the temple ad-
joining the palace. True, it was
carved there a long time ago: But it
has not been removed."

He leaned forward. “I have reason
to believe,” he said quietly, “that this
cult has been revived for political
purposes—for the purpose of spread-

graded sup ion as Thuggee.”

He rose, a gentlemanly, athletic fig-
ure in his suit of shimmering ik,
and led the way across the palace
grounds,

Passing through a little gate, Chun-
der Ras conducted his guest across
a spacious court shaded with peepul
trees, and ko up the steps of the
temple.

UILT in the conventional style of
a Hindu tefple, the edifice nev-
ertheless had an air of medernity
abeut it, due to the awnings over the
windows, and perhaps the words The-
osepnsakl Mpétitete, catved in plain
Reman letters over the deer.
Dane was astonished when he had
passed inside. The place was not a
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temple at all. There were no altars,
no statues., It was, instead, a chapel,
a lecture hall with a desk, an imstitu-
tion.

At the entrance of the Rajah and
the English representative a courtly,
black-robed babu, with a chubby black
face and clerical collar, came out of a
room behind the pulpit. He made a
profound obeisance.

“Oh, hello, Babu Gomashta, let me
introduce you to Mr. Dane, of the
Political Service,” said the Rajah.
“Wihere is Doctor Harendra?”

“The Doctor has been called away
to attend to a sick member of the So-
ciety, Your Highmess,” responded the
chubby assistant.

“Too badll I should have liked Mr.
Dane to meet him,” said Chunder Ras,
“Mr. Dane is very much interested in
our Institute, Gomashta. Won't you
show us around?”

NE’S preconceptions, gathered
from the pick and other heathen
emblems sculptured on the exterior
of the temple, were completely shat-
tered as he accompanied the chubby,
emniling babu through the Institution.
It was the last corner of India
where one would have expected to
find such a place. There was a read-
ing-room, containing copies of most
of the vernacular papers; there were
shelves of theosophical works in Hin-
du and English; there was a fair
library.

Dane listened as the babu plied him
with information and statistics.

“Did you ever hear of the Black
Avatar?” asked Dane, with purpose-
ful suddemmess. And as he spoke he
watched the faces of both men keenly.

They #lhook their heads. Not a
flickesr of a muscle on the face of
either betokened surprise.

“The Black Avatar is supposed to
be at the head of the men who are
attempting to revive the cult of Ba-
howini,” Dane continued.
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The Rajah laughed heartily. “It
seems to me that I do remember hear-
ing something about a black Avatar,”
he answered. “But we are always hav-
ing revivals in these dayB. Dismiss
the whole idea from your mind as a
fictiion, Mr. Dane. Let us go back to
the palace.”

Dane was to remain at the palace
for a day or two, in order to go inte
certain matters of business in esnnee-
tion with the Administratien,

Dane was pondering, teying te fit
together some obscufe ideas in his
mind, when there came a tap at the
door of his roeh, and Rampat en-
tered.

“Sahib,” he whispered, “there be
eyes that watch us in this place. 1
feel them. Let me watch ever the
Sahib this night within this reem.

“If the attack comes, it will net
come from without, Sahib, Neither
from the passage, whete I lie, ner
from the window, for there is A6 way
by which an assassin eeuld enter.”

“Wihemce, then?” asked Dane.

They looked about there. There
was no access to the room from with-
out.

“See, Sahib1” cried Rampat sudden-
ly, pointing to the large Calcutta €af=
pet that covered the ffbay, It was a
trick of light from the oll lamp 6n the
wall that showed an edged fif, repre-
senting two sides of a square, under
neath the texture beside the fest of
the bed,

[ two men exchanged glances of

suemise, Then, witheut witering

a word, Rampat went dewn 6R hi§

hands and knees and began pulling

out the tacks that held the earpet iR
place.

That was in itself unusual, that a
carpet #hould be nailed down. And
the tacks were set unduly close to-
gether—less than an inch apart.

It took Rampat some fiffteem min-
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utes to remove the tacks around a
considerable section of the wall, and
when he tried to move the bed in or-
der to get at the edge of the rug be-
hind it, it was discovered that the
head was clamped to the fitogr.

ND then Dane saw that it had not

been necessary for Rampat to re-
fmove a single tack. For there was a
large flap of earpet undermeath the
bed, separate from the rest, and not
failed down.

Dane threw it back, disclosing a
small trap door, with an iron ring in
It, but it waB fastened on the under-
side, for it was impossible to lift it.

And the legs of the foot of the bed
rested on the trap door.

Before either man could speak
there came a slight click from the
door. A key had been turmed in the
outside. The soft, almost inaudible
sound of bare feet moving away was
audible.

Rampat would have leaped toward
the door, but Dane’s fiimgers com-
pressed his wrist like steel talons.
And Rampat stopped. He had not
made a sound.

“They mean to murder us, Sahib!™

Rampat’s voice came in a whisper.
Dane nodded. Rampat touched him
on the arm and pointed downward.
Dane's feet were just on the edge of
the trap door.

“Listen, Sahib!®

The faint murmur of voices became
audible in the room. The sounds came
from beneath the trap. A clang fol-
lowed. The bed dropped, hung by
the head, and undermeath was un-
fathomable blackness.

Then a faint light ffickered far be-
low. At the same time there came a
shuffling of feet outside the locked
door.

Dane and Rampat, leaning over the
trap, could see that a long ladder at
one side led down to the bottom of
the pit, and turbanned heads and

white robes showed against the lamp
that was held in a man’s hand.

Without a moment’s hesitation,
Dane began scrambling down the lad-
der, and Rampat followed him.,

But it was rather a leap than a
scramble. Dane was at the bottom in
a moment. His feet collided with a
nude body, eliciting a grunt of paim;
he slipped and went sprawling, and
felt a voluminous robe envelope his
head.

He flung it off him, reached up,
and grappled with a human form. By
a miracle of luck his fiingers fastened
upon a wrist that clenched a dagger.
With the exercise of all his strength,
Dane brought the arm jerking down
toward the naked body.

A scream of agony followed. Dane
felt the blade go home, heatrd the filesh
rip. With a mean the man drepped,
leaving the dagger in Dane’s hand.

On either side a man was closing
in, one heavily clad, the other wear-
ing only a loin-cloth. Not far away
an old man was still holding up the
lamp, whose light was reflected on
the two villaifious faces. Near by
Rampat was engaged in a struggle
with other assailants.

I\HIE old man had let the lamp drep.
It crashed on the stone filoer and
went oiit.
In utter darkness the fight went 6f.
The cellar seemed full of sssassins,
Somewhere near Dane two MeR were

struggling fiercely, apparently by mis-
take, since Rafpat was oR the other
side of him.

A third man leaped at him, and a
blade gashed the skin of his shoulder,
Then Dane had an instant of illimi-
nation. The man had passed him, bu¢
a sixth sense told hifa that he had
turned.

Suddenly Dane released the wrist
of the nude assassin with whom he
had been struggling. He leaped aside
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and, as he had expected, the two ruf-
fiane came together, each mistaking
the other for the Feringhi.

The two blades went home simul-
taneously, and either man dropped,
screeching and writhing in his death
agony.

Then fell a sudden silence, broken
by the thudding of fists against the
door of Dane’s room overhead, the
crash of a splintered panel. Dane felt:
in his pocket and found his matchbox.

E tiny flame of a match &towed

t t ecellar contame onl
Qﬂhtasp
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But Dane recognized him, with
amazement, a5 the mildmn:neteg
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those who led me along this road of
death.”

His head slipped down on his
shoulder, and his body seemed to hud-
dle into the fftaar. By the light of
another match Dane saw that he was
dead.

Dane detached the keys from the
dead babu's girdle.

Inside, huddled upon the floor of a
smaller chamber, Dave found the
seven who had disappeared, supposed
victims of the strangler’s cord. They
had all been servants of English of-
ficetss, and it was known that their
diuppemm had been part of an or-

to ize all na-
ploy of the

ﬁVQ

EY were all in a state of emaci-

ation. Their arms and ankles were

chained to staples in the wall, and
enclosed in fetters.

At the gight of Dane and Rampat
in the light of the match, they started
into a sitting posture, rattling their
Chains and crying out for mercy.

Quwkly Dane began gatharmg up

babu, G who had

him over the Theosophical Institute
a few hours befors, and babbled of
pure religion.

“So it is you,” said Dane. He struck
another match and looked about him.
The cellar was small, but there was a
door at either end. “What is behind
that door?” he asked.

“The seven,” whispered Gomashta.

~The seven who, it was supposed,
were murdered with the romal?”
Dane demanded. “Why are they kept
there 7*

“For the sacrifice tomorrow,” whis-
pered the babu.

“I knew the great sacrifice was to
be tomorrow, but I did not know the
seven had been kept alive.”

“Doctor Harendra knew that you
suspected. That was why your death
was ordered. The curse of Kali on

pons that the fiar.

Thm were five daggers; and in a
pocket in the robes of Babu Gomash-
ta was a cheap revolver, with every
chamber loaded.

Dane went back and stuck a dagger
into the loin-cloth of each of five of
the captives, To one man he gave
the revolver.

“Take care that these are not dis-
covered,” he sald, "or I cannot save
you. Tomorrow morning when they
lead you forth te the sacrifice, you
must show youtselves to be brave

“Sahib, our chains!
main here?”

“The chains and you remain. It is
necessary that you be taken into the
temple, in order that I may lay hands
on the Black Avatar. Do you know
who he 5?7

Are we to re-
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“We know nothing, Sahib. Some of
us have lain here for weeks, and only
of late did we understand why we
were brought here.”

“Remember to keep silence, unless
it be to bewail your fate,” said Dane.
“And make no resistance until I come,
even though you stand before the al-
tar itself.”

The door behind was splintering in
turn, and the voices were yelling in
depaoniac chorus. The matches were
nearly gone, but enough remained for
Dane to find the key to the door that
led out of the smaller cellar, and to
open it and pass through with Ram-
pat.

NE locked the door behind him.
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Rampat caught at Dame's arm.
'i'sabib, this place, you knew what it

“Yes," answered Dane, "it's the
etlm stde of the wall we saw last

ni

%t was very dim there. Hardly a
ray of moonlight straggied dewn.

Dane was feeling the wall, stone by
stone, trying to find the egress
through which the murderer had
passed.

It was by sheer chance he found it
He had tripped over a root proj
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out of the ground, and fell violently
against the wall.

He put out his wand to save him-
self, felt the stone yielding; and a
section nearly as tall as a man swung
round upon a pivot.

Dane got upon his feet and found
himself looking through the opening
at the trail beyond.

They crept through the orifice, and
Dane swung the stone back into posi-
tion. For a long time they waited,
while the moon slowly crossed the
sky and began to dip behind the
temple.

Now the two men could hear the
measured tramp of the crowd as it
came toward the temple. Cries broke
out, the screaming of a fanatic, the
excited chatter of voices, the harsh
shouts of a priest. Over all the drums,
insistent, maddening.

“Well, Rampat, the fun’s starting,”
said Dane, "and the odds against us
are pretty big ones. But if those fel-
lows succeed in hiding their knives,
we’ll show these Bahowini dogs a
time lively enough to suit them."

He put out his hand and swung the
stone cautiously upon its piyot. No-
body was in the inner passage.

Wihatewer means of escape the fana-
tics imagined that Dane and Rampat
had taken, it did not occur to them
that they might have solved the secret
of the stone, least of all that they
were planning a come-back,

“Follow me!” said Dane, making
his way through the orifice.

EY reached the fork of the trail,
turied, and fade their way aleng
the alternative passage, until a Bud-
den turn brought them up against the
temple basement, of, rather against a
hedge of alees that separated the
basement from the passage,
Dane pushed his way through the
hedge and the roofed entrance to the

pp in front of him,
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with a small window at the side. But
the basement was much larger than
the hall above it.

It was the same size as the hall, the
reading-room, and the offices, and it
was much deeper than it had appear-
ed to be when viewed casually the
day before.

The sight that met Dane s eyes was
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Dane’s precepts *up to the lhstt mo-
ment; now, whipping out the daggers
from the loin cloths, they precipitat-
ed themselves upon their captors.

The Black Avatar leaped aside just
in time to save his life, the priests
rallied lbou\ him, but the mob,
made
for the door j\nt a8 Dane and Rampat
burst th:

a fearful one. I

was a gigantic statue of the hid
goddess, Bahowini, or Kali. In her
hand she held the sacred pick, around
her neck she wore the necklace of
skulls,

TH red, protruding fangs and
serpent girdle, she stoed upen
the prostrate body of her husband, the

Dane emp ot his and each
shot accounted for a man. He cleared
a space about him. The mob was in
wild disorder, those in front pressing
back, those behind trying to force a
passage to the door.

Then the Thug nooses came into
play. Two men, each holding an end
of the cord apnng with incredible

god Siva,

Before her was a low, flat altar,
with a stone basin at one end. In
front of this altar were ranged three
priests of the goddess, in robes of
crimson, and at one side was the
dreaded form of the Black Avatar,

A tall form, clothed eompletely in
black, the head hooded in black, 66
that nothing of the face was visible,
he stood in front of the stone basin,
in his hand the ucﬁﬂcill knife,

His dagger. buried to the hilt in the
breast of one of them, hardly checked
their forward impetus. It was a shot
from Dane’s revolver, hastily reload-
ed, through the other's brain, that
saved the Sikh.

Two more of the assassins had
dropped a noose around the neck of
one of the captives, and the crack of
the vertebra sounded like a pistol
dot. The man was dead before he

hed the b

Behind him, d by subordi
nate priests, were the seven victims,
They wore only loin cloths, their
limbs were unbound, and they stood
as if stunned by terror,

The Black Avatar was chanting an
invocation, to which the drums kept
up a throbbing undertone.

“The sacrificel” yelled the mob.
“Killl Killl The holy goddess com-
mands her sacrificel”

The drums thundered again, and
the conches blared. Cymbals clashed
in unison, and a mighty roar filled the
temple as the victims were dragged
forward to where the Black Avatar
awaited them, his knife unsheathed.

Suddenly the whole scene was
transformed. The captives had obeyed

Nooses against knives! On all sides
pairs of Thugs were bounding for-
ward, the stretched cord between
their outthrust hands. For a few mo-
ments the lssue looked a doubtful,

REE of the prisoners had fallen

dead with broken necks, but,

though the dead assassins littered the
floot, they still came on.

With knife and revolver Dane and
Rampat fought the menace. And sud-
denly the tide tutmed. The assassins
broke and fitall And there, slinking
away behind the altar, was the Black
Avatar,

Dane leaped toward him.

The man fought with the strength
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off & devil. It was only when Dane
brought his revolver muzzle smash-
ing down on his skull that he grew
limp,

He swayed, and Dane caught him
and fiung him down upon the altar.
He pulled the hood from the face of
the half-conscious man.

But Dane had known all along that
the Black Avatar was Primce Chunder
Ras, the Cambridge man, “gone fan-
tee,” returned to the dark archaic
faith of his ancestors.

'HUNDER RAS opened his eyes

and glared at Dane. He writhed
and struggled, and a torrent of curses
broke from his lips.

“You played a cool game, High-
ness,” said Dane, “but you slipped up
badly when you referred to your hav-
ing won the hundred-yards dash
against Oxford and Yale. You must
have run nearly as fast as you ran
the night before, after we laid out
those four Thug friends of yours in
the clearing.

The capture and unmasking of the
Black Avatar had taken all the heart
out of the resistance. The priests
were scurrying away like rats into
holes and corners. The terrified erowd
had vanished. The assassing were
dead or gene.

Dane and Rampat, with their four
rescued prisoners who had survived
the fight, hurried back along the tun-
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nel, the Priince, still dazed, with them,
Wihen Dane swung open the revolv-
ing stone and hustled him through,
he g d. “A hundred th 4
English sovereigns if you will forget
all that has happened,” he pleaded.
“In my treasure vaulte—and moere, if
you want it="

Dane’s answer, in the wvernacular,
was an ive but
one.

Once upon the ridge, the six hur-
ried along with their prisoner as fast
as they could go. A seuftying meb
of fugitives fled in haste at the sight
of them. Neverthelrss, they wete glad
when they stiuek the teail that ran
through the jungle.

“We can keep them at bay fiow,
Sahib, if they try to follow us,” said
Rampat.

“They won't try,” answered Dane.

“No need for further anxiety over
me,” smiled Chunder Ras. “I am sarry
to have been the cause of so much
trouble, gentlemen. But a Primce can-
not suffer public indignity, and be-
sides, I am a Cambridge man.”

Swiftly his hands shot up behind
his head. Between them was the
deadly noose, a mete rolled scarf, but
held by a master of the hereible art of
Thuggee.

The hands shot down before Dane
could leap forward. The crack of the
dislocated vertebra was heard. Chun-
der Ras pitehed forward on his face,
gquivered an instant, and was still.
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