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Yes-only 10c a day on my SAVINGS
BOOK PLAN will buy your choice of
these nationally known watches. It's
simple-here’s how you go about it...

WHAT YOU DO:

Send coupon below with a dollar
bill and a brief note telling me who
you are, your occupation, and a few
other facts about yourself. Indicate
the watch you want on coupon, giv-
ing number and price.

WHAT I’LL DO:

I'll open an account for you On my
SAVINGS BOOK PLAN, send the
watch you want for approval and

10-DAY TRIAL

If satisfied, you pay 10 monthly pay-
ments. If you are not satisfied after
wearing the watch for ten days, send

it back and I’ll return your dollar
on our
MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE

A Savings Book will be sent to you
to help you save your dime each
day. YOU PAY MONTHLY by money
order or check. Try this easy, con-
venient method that has helped thou-
sands to own fine watches without
burden on the pocket book or savings.

FREE TO ADULTS
A postcard brings my
complete 48-page
catalogue and full
details on my
PLAN."No

obligation.

JIM FEENEY

L W. Sweet— Depf.722A. 1670 Broadway
Y.

New York, N
Enclosed find $1 deposit. Send me Watch No.
Price % | agree to wear
the watch for 10 days. If not satisfied, I'll return

it and you will refund my dollar. If | keep it. I'll
pay balance in .10 equal monthly payments.

NAME.

R22 - Ladies’

BULOVA; 17 J. 10K

cold plate. $2475

M17-Man's BULOVA; 15 J.

10K yel. rolled g<Id plate
case; bracelet. $2475, ]

$t deposit $2.58 a month

P’ K275 - - " i

Service Watcfi'—'
new radium dial, easy-*
to-see. 7 Jewels, sturd
10K yellow rolled gol
plate case. Made espe-
cially for Army and
Navy men.

$1deposit $1.98amonth

1140 — Ladies’

ELGIN; 17 J. 10K yel.

r cold filled case. $37.50

$141 “ Man's ELGIN—sturdy

10K yellow gold filled case;
17 jewels. $37.50

$1 deposit $5.65 a month

T567 - BtNRUS for
Ladies. 7 jewels, 10K
gold plate; bracelet. $1975
0564-Man's BENRUS:17 jew-
els; 10K yellow rolled gold
plate; leather strap. $1975
$1 deposit $1.88 a month



“He said he remembered seeing me around,
but he didn’t even know my name until the
I. C. S. wrote him that William Harris had
enrolled for a course of home study and was
doing fine work.

“ ‘Who’s William Harris?” he asked.
Then he looked me up. Told me he was glad
to see | was ambitious. Said he’d keep his
eye on me.

“He did too. Gave me my chance when
Frank Jordan was sent out on the road. |
was promoted over older men who had been
with the firm for years.

“My spare-time studying helped me to
get that job and to keep it after | gotit. It

NTERNATIONAL

CORRESPONDENCE

“THE BOSS
DIDN’T EVEN
KNOW
MY NAME”

certainly was a lucky day for me when |
signed that 1. C. S. coupon.”

One reason employers recognize the value
of I. C. S. training is that many of them are
former 1. C. S. students. They recognize
that “today’s I. C. S. students are tomor-
row’s leaders.”

In the 50 years since these Schools were
founded, more than $5,000,000 has been
spent in preparing and revising texts. A per-
sonal, individual method of instruction has
been developed. Isn’t it better to get the
facts now —than to wait five years and
wish you had?

SCHOOLS

BOX 3969-T, SCRANTON, PENNA.
Without cost or obligation, please send me a coBy of your booklet, “Who Wins

end Why,” and full particulars about the course

efore which | have marked X:

TECHNICAL ANO INDUSTRIAL COURSES

O Contracting and Building
O Cotton Manufacturing

O Diesel Engines

o ElectricalDrafting .

D Electrical _Enzt;lneenng

O Eleotrio Lighting

O Air Brake . |

O Air Conditioning

O Airplane Drafting )
O Architectural Drafting j
O Architecture

O Auto Engine Tune-up

O Auto Technician . O Foundryman 0O Heating O
O Aviation O Aviation Mechanic O Heat Tfeatment of Metals O
O Bojlermaking | D Highway Engineering (e}
O Bridge Engineering O House Planning D
O Chemistry ) O Industrial Metallurgy
O Civil Engineering O Looomotive Engineér

O Coal Minin O Machinist

O Concrete Engineering

O Accounting
O Bookkeeping
O Business Correspondence

O Business Management .
O Cartooning O Civil Servioe

O Advertising ’i(fju]gglrlner%eergir;paratory

O Commercial Illustrating
O Cost Accounting

O C. P. Accounting

O Marine Engines

O Mechanical Drafting
O Mechanical Engineering
O Mine Foreman

O Navigation

t phony .
Publio Works Engineering

Radio, General

O Radio Operating

O Radio Serv_lcm'g

. O R. R. Section Foreman _ ) )

O Management of Inventions O XL It. Signalman O Refrigeration O Woolen Manufacturing
BUSINES8 COURSES

O First Year College

O Foremanship

00 Good English

O High School

O Managing Men at Work

O Sanitary Engineering

O Sheet Metal Work

D Ship Draftin )
O Shipfitting ~ O Shop Practice
O Steam Eléectric O Steam Engines
O Steam Fitting

O Structural Drafting

O Structural Engineering

O Surveying and Mapping

O Telegraph Engineering

O Telephone Work

O Textile Designing
O Toolmakin

O Plumbing

and Paper Making

O Welding

O Railway Postal Clerk
O Salesmanship .
O Secretarial . O Spanish
O Showecard and Sign Lettering

O Traffic Management

O French

HOME ECONOMIC8 COURS8ES

O Home Dressmakin

O Advanced Dressmaking
O Foods and Cookery

: g . -
O Professional Dressmaking and Designing

nts . P Internati 1ce Scl
British residents send ooupon to /. C. 8., 71 Kingsway, London, W.

O Tea Room and Cafeteria
Management, Catering

...Addres:
... Present POSItioN......cccccoviiiiiinciicccece

hools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada
C. 8, England
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| Trained These Men

Chief Operator
Broadcasting Station

Before | completed your lessons, |
| obtained my Radio Broadcast |
Operators license and immediately |
joined Station WMPC where | am |
now Chief Operator. .
HOLLIS F. HAYES. 327 Madison
St., Lapeer, Michigan,

Service Manager
lor Four Stores
I was Worl_(inghin a garage when

| enrolled with™N. R. I | "am now
Radio _Service Manager for the
M------| Furniture Co. for their four
stores.
JAMES E. RYAN, 119 Pebble
Court, Fall River, Mass,

$10 a Week Extra
In Spare Time
X am doin% spare time Radio
work, and 1 am ‘averaging around
$500 a year. Those extra dollars
mean so” much—the difference be-
tween just barely getting by and
“vmﬂl comfortably.
JOHN WASHKO, 97 New Cran-
berry. Hazleton. Penna.

In U. S. Signal Corps

I am in the U. S. Army. Signal
Corps, as Chief Radio Clerk. "M
duties also .include maintenance o
the transmitter and receivers when
the Chief Radio Operator is absent.
R. W. ANDERS , Radio Station
WTI. Vancouver Barracks, Wash-
ington.

Extra Pay in
Army, Navy,
Too

Every man likely to go into military
service, every soldier, “sailor, maringe,
should mail the Coupon Nowl Learn-
|n% Radio helps men get extra rank,
extra prestige, more interesting duty
at pay up to 6 times a private’s base

pay. ‘Also prepares for good Radio jobs
affer sendee ends. IT'S SMART TO
TRAIN FOR RADIO NOW.

Her© Jg a Quick way to more gag.
offers the chance to make $5, $10 a week
extra in spare time_a few months from now.
There is an _|n,crea5|ng demand for full time
Radio Technicians and Radio Operators, too.
Many make $30, $40, $50 a week. On top of
record business, the Radio industry is get-
ting millions and millions of dollars™ in
Defense Orders. Clip the coupon below and
mail it. Find out how | train you for these
opportunities.

Why Many Radio Technicians | Train
Make $30. $40. $50 a Week

Over 800 broadcasting stations in the U. 9.
employ thousands of Radio Technicians with
avera%e_ pay_among the country’s best paid
industries. "Repairing, servicing, selling home
and auto Radio receivers (there are over
50,000,000 in use) %lves good jobs_ to thou-
sands. Many other Radio_ Technicians take
advantage of the opportunities ta have_their
own service or retail Radio businesses. Think
of the many good pay jobs in_connection with
Aviation, “Commercial, Police Radio and
Public Address Systems. N. R. . gives
ou the required "knowledge of Radio for
hose jobs. N. R. 1. trains you to be ready
when Television opens new jobs. Yes, Radio
Technicians make good money because _they
use their heads as well as their hands. The
must be trained. Many are getting special
ratings in the Army and Navy; extra rank
and pay.

J. E. SMITH, President. Dept. 2A0®

National Radio Institute. Washington. D. C.

Beginners inckE>
Learn to Earn $5,
$10 a Week Extra
in Spare Time

Nearly every neigh-

borhood offers oppor-

tunities. for a good
art-time Radio
echnician to make

extra money fixing

Radio sets.” | _give

¥ou special training J. E. SMITH, Pre®.
0 show you how to National Radio

start cashing in_on [Institute
these _ opportunities Established 25 Year*
early. You get Radio o

parfs instructions  for building test
equipment, for conducting experimenis that
give you valuable practical experience. You
also get a modern Professional Radio Servic-
ing Instrument. My fifty-fifty method—half
WOI’kIn% with Radio parts, half studying my
lesson texts—makes learning Radio at ‘home
interesting, fascinating, practical.

Find Out How I Train You
. for Good Pay In Radio

Mail the coupon below.” I’ll send my 64»paﬁ0
book FREE. It tells about my Course; tho
B/pe_s of jobs in the different branches of

adio; shows letters from more than 100 of
the mon | trained so R;Iou can_see what the
are doing, earning. AIL THE COUPO
in an envelope or paste on a penny postal.

_ E. SMITH, President, Dept. 2A09,

National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C.

Mail me FREE, without obligation, your 64-page book "Rich

Rewards in Radio.”

(No salesman will call.

rite plainly.)

Age.



THIS WAN DECIDED TO TRY THIS
EASY, SHORT-CUT METHOD!

(p S. You should hear him play nowl)

Do YOUSmile at the Idea

HereAre SoreFactsThatMay Surprise You!

YOU HAVE undoubtedly heard of the TJ. S. School
method of teaching music by mail. This remark-
able system of instruction has been _in operation for
over forty years and more than 700,000 p
all parts of the world have enrolled for it. Men
women and children of all ages and from all walks of
life have taken up their favorite musical instruments
this = convenient, money-saving w'ay. They have
studied the piano, violin, guitar, accordion and, in
short, every kind of popular instrument.

No Special Talent Required
Many of these pupils did not know one musical note
from™ another when they enrolled. Many had previ-
;ously tried other methods of instrucfion without
* success. And not a few were frankly skeptical. They
doubted whether it was possible to learn music by
;mail, just as_you may doubt it. .

To some of these “Doubting Thomases” it came as
the surprise of their lives when they actually heard
themselves plz?/mg. Simple popular melodies "at first,
(then more and more advanced pieces, all the way to
Grand Opera.

One after another, pupils testif
‘ease with which they learned, and

d in the lessons.

to the amazin
e fascination an

. pleasure they foun They sa?/ it was
'easy as A B. C.”—"so simple that a child could
‘undérstand”—that “with all the wonderful photo-
graphs and diagrams to guide you, you simply cannot
go wrong”—that “it’s really fun to learn music this
easy, fascinating way.”

Will You Accept This Challenge?

The experience of thousands upon thousands of peo-
ple should be proof positive that you, too, can learn
to play your favorite instrument by the famous print-
and-pieture method of the U. S. School of Music. Is
it not adplt_y, then, to denY yourself all the enjoyment,
the good times and popularity that music offers? Do
ou not owe It to yourself, "at least, to examine all
he facts, and to decide, onee and for all, whether you
can afford to pass by this opportunity to enrich your
life with music?

If you really want to play a musical instrument—if
ou are willing to devote just a few minutes a day
0 Iearnm%, not through tedious, old-fashioned prac-
tice, but by actually "playing real tunes—then you
should mail the coupon at once. It will bring you an
interesting illustrated booklet and free Print and Pic-
ture Sample that tells all about this wonderful way
to learn music at home—without any special talent—
without any previous knowledge
of music at amazingly little cost.
Head it carefull and_earnestlc?/
and act upon it. If interested,
tear out the coupon now, before
you turri the page. (Instruments
supplied when “needed, cash or
credit.) Address: U. S. School of
Music. 2041 Brunswick Building,
New York, N. Y.

jEstablished 1898)

INSTRUMENTS

Aa a special accom-
modation to our stu-
dents we can sup-
ply instruments at
a “special discount.
Jhlberal terms ex-
tended. _For partic-
ulars. inauire In-
strument Dept.

r. - . School of Music, 2941 Brunswick Bids., New YorZ |T \
| am interested in music study, particularly in the instrument
checked below. Please send me your free” Illustrated booklet,
;HOWI to Learn Musio at Home” and free Print and Picture
ample.

Piano Cello Trombone Drums and Traps
Violin Hawaiian Cornet Ukulele
Guitar i Guitar Trumpet Oroan
Piano Aceordion Banjo ute Modern Elementary
Plain ~Accordion Mandolin Piccolo Harmony
Saxophone

Do You
Name Have Instr? .
CItY s State.

L O Check here if under 16 years of age.



HE Mailed This Coupon

I n B

! I ns. f
J.G. O BRIEN a ‘estind toe*?** *nd fi*° <rnolAW*C « i
Atlas Champion
Cup Winner
This is an ordinary
snapshot of one_  ef o r?J
Charles Atlas’ Cali- -in ife a |
fornian  pupils. Tills Is coupon O'Brien sent J

to get FREE Book. Yours .
is below—clip it NOWI I®TATh /O-Sj  f

eeegnNd Here's the Handsome
Prize-Winning Body
| Cave HIm/

G. O’BRIEN saw my coupon. He clipped and mailed it. He
J- got my free book and followed my instructions. He became a
New Man. NOW read what he says:

“Look at me NOW! ‘Dynamic Tension” WORKS!
I'm proud of the natural, easy way you have made
me an ‘Atlas Champion’!”

J. G. OBrien.

bea NEW MAN”-cw <* Atlas

| don’t care how old or Young you are, or how ashamed

Of your present physical condition you may be. If you

can smEIy raise your arm and flex it | can" add SOLID

MUSkCtL' t(l) OLIJF ?écep_s—tyes, 0(51 each, argrtn_—m double-

quick time! Only 15 minutes a day—right in your own

horrge_f—llsfa_lll the time | ask of you! "And there’s n« CHARLES
cost i ail.

ATLAS
| can broaden }/our shoulders, strengthen your back, develop your whole muscular system INSIDE
and OUTSIDE; I can add inches to your chest, ?lve you a vise-like grip, make those legs of youra uch
lithe and powerful. | can shoot new’strength info your old backbone, exercise those infer organa,
help you cram your body so full of pep, wgor and “red-blooded vitality that you won't feel there's harles Atlas
even “standing room" left for weakness and that lazy feeling! Beforé I get ‘tlirough with you I’ll winner an
have your whole frame "measured" to a nice, new, beautiful suit of muscle! Piotkljeer of Ttng

Only 15 Minutes a Day e, M

. ) h h ~ veloped ~ Man.”
“Dynamic Tension!” That’s the ticket! The identical natural metho? ltr71at I myself developed
a

to change my body from the scrawny, skinny-chested weakling 1 was 17 to my “present super-
man _physique! ousands of other fellows are becoming marvelous _{)hysmal
mpecimens—my way. give you no gadgets or contraptions to fool with.” You

y. | %el )
learn to develop your strength throu “Dynamic_ Tension.” You simpl
utilize the DOFPM_XNT musc! e-pqwer_i% youryown_ God-given bod —watchpl){ CHARLES ATLAS
Increase and multiply double-quick into “real, solid L1YB MTUSCLE. Dept. 77-N, 115 E. 23rd Streat
My method— “Dynamic Tension” —will turn the trick for you. No theory— New York. N. Y.

every exercise is practical. And, man, so eaS)Q Spend only 15 minutes a day | want the proof that your system of “ Dynamic Tension”
in your gwn home. From the very start you'll New M [

1 / e using my method of “Dynamic can help make me a Ne an—give me a healthy, husk
Tension” almost unconsciously évery minute of the day—m . . body and big muscle development. Send me your. FRE
\(V/?_II_I%\nLgIT\Pondmg over, etc—to BUILD MUSCLE and jtsmi&sz book, “Everlasting Health and Strength.” No  obligation.

FREE BOOK *EVERLASTING HEALTH | Name
AND STRENGTH"

In it | talk to you In straight-frora-the-shouldor language. |

Paoked with inspirational pictures of myself and pupils—

follows who became NEW MEN in strength, my way. Let

me show you what | helped THEM do. Seé what | can do for Anit Stat 3
OU! Far _a real thrill, send for this book today. AT ONCH. TTY v AT8 .o

CHARLES ATLAS. Dept 77-N, 11$ E. 23rd St., N. V. C.

(Please print or write plainly)



INSURES PARENTS, CHILDREN (Married.or Unmarried)
BROTHERS, SISTERS and GRANDPARENTS ... Ages 1 to 65

Now, modern life insurance methods make it possible for all of your family, including
in-laws, to be insured in one policy paying guaranteed benefits for death from any cause.
Instead of issuing five or six policies to,include mother, father, sons and daughters,
even grandparents, we now issue just one [Ijlcythat insures them all . . . and at one low

cost price of only $1.00 a month.
COMPUTED ON LEGAI RESERVE BASIS

To guarantee&myment on each death that occurs
in yourinsured family, we have figured this policy
out on the strict legal reserve basis, complying
with State government requirements in every

respect. This is your assurance of Cash When You

FAMILY POLICY Negd It Most. C)iaims are paid atonce ... with-

—<INSURES FROM 2 to 6 out argument or delay. State records verify our
fair and just settlements.

MEMBERS OF YOUR FAMILY Guarantee Reserve specializes in full family

coverage, that’s why we can offer safe, guaran-
fOrONz_t“ra' teed life insurance on your whole family at one
y Aoattotol Dot low price of only $1.00 a month.
NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION
for Aoto To eliminate costly doctor fees, etc., we have elimi-
Accidental Death nated Medical Examination. All people from Jige 1to
] d5, in good health may be included in this new type
Guarantee Reserve family policy. No me |%

fees, no examination fees, no policy fee . Ij?f
4 2 6 6 2 2 for Travel month pays for one policy that insures all.
) Accidental Death

The figure* shown above represent the RUSH-MAIL AT ONCE-DON’T DELAYS
Insurance provided by the policy on a Gﬁmﬂe&rte life insurance co. "|

typical average family of five persons. .
GUARANTEE RESERVE BID®., Dept. 17-A, Hammond Inrf.i
GUARANTEE RESERVE LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY . T
DtPARTMENt 17-A. HAMMOND. INDIANA Gentlemen: Without obligation* please send me at once
complete information on how to gee your Family Life
Policy for FREE inspection*

Name ...

#it



Amazingly Easy Way
to get into ELECTRICITY

I'LL FINANCE YOUR TRAINING

Don’t spend your life hoping for a better job and a better salary. Let me show you how to
train for positions that lead to $35.00, $40.00 a week and up in the great field of Electricity.
NOT by correspondence but by actual shop work right on real electrical machinery. Then
on my “PAY AFTER GRADUATION” PLAN YOU CAN PAY YOUR TUITION
AFTER YOUR TRAINING PERIOD IS OVER IN EASY MONTHLY PAYMENTS.

Lack of experience—age, or advanced

education
if you don’t know an armature
fromanairbrake— 1 don’t expect

ou tol It makes no difference!

on’t let lack of money stop you.
Most of the men at Coyne have
no more money than you have.
That’s why | have worked out
my astonishing offers.

Earn While
Learning

If P/ou need part-time work to
help pay your living expenses
Il help you get it. Then, in 12
brief weéks, in the great roar-
ing shops of Coyne, T train you
as you never dreamed you could
betrained...on one of the great-
est outlays of electrical appa-
ratus ever assembled . . . real
dynamos, engines, power plants,
autos, switchboards, transmit-
ting stations...everything from
doorbells to farm power and
lighting . . . full-sized ... in full
operation every day!

No Books— No Classes

No dull books, no baffling
charts, no classes, you get in-
dividual training ... all’real
actual work . . ~ buildin

real batteries . . . wind-

ing real armatures, oper-
ating real motors, dyna-

mos and generators, ‘wir-

ing houses, etc., etc.
That’s a glimpse of how

COYN

SO0 S. Paulina St.

ars no one. | don’t care

Founded 1899

PREPARE FOR
JOBS LIKE THESE

Our Employment Bureau for
graduates gives FREE life-
ime employment service.

Armature Winder
Sub-Station Operator
Auco & Aviation Ignition
Maintenance_Electrician
Service Station Owner
Air Conditioning
Electric Refrigeration
Radio Servicing
and many others

we help to make you a master elec-
trician so you ¢an cash in on the

opportunities ahead.

Jobs, Pay, Future

To get a good job today
you've got to be trained. In-
dustry demands men who
have“specialized training.
These men will be the ones
who are the big-pay men of
the future. After graduation
my Employment Depart-
ment gives you Lifetime
EmploymentService. J. O.
W hitmeyer says: “ After
| graduated, the School Em-
ployment Service furnished
me” with a list of several
positions ... | secured a
position with an_Electrical
Construction Company
paying me 3 to 4 times more
a week than | was gettin
before 1 entered Coyne an
today | am still climbing
to higher pay.”

the home of coyne

This is our fire%roo_f,

modern

is installed thousands of
dollars” worth of the
newest and most mod-
ern Electrical equip-
ment of all kinds.
comfort and conven-
lence has been arranged
to make you happy and

ome wherein

very
about C

contented during your

training.

ame,

ELECTRICAL SCHOOL |~
H.C.Lewis, Pres., Dept. 12-84 )
CHICAGO, ILL. I

H. C. LEWIS, Pres.

COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL, DEPT. 12-84
SO0 S. Paulina Street, Chicago, lllinois

Dear Mr. Lewis:

I’m really in earnest. | do want to get ahead.
Send me your big free catalog with full particular:
oyne training and | hel
fellow, who hasn’t a lot of money, to get ahead.

Learn Without 'Boohs«9 0 ds

Coyne isyour onegreatchance
to get into electricity. Every
obstacle is removéd. This
schoal is 40 years old—Coyne
training is tésted and proven.
You can get training first—
then pay for it ineasy monthly
eayments after you'graduate.

ou can find out_everytlllnq
absolutely free. Simply mai
the coupon and let me send
you the big, free Coyne book
.. .facts,..jobs...salaries... op-
portunities. This does not
obligate_you. So act at once.
Just mail coupon.

Get
this
FREE
Book

s
your plans to help a

Slat,.



3M"GLOB

OT many years ago | was seated at a

little coffee table in one of the shel-
ters lining the Khaiban-i-Dawlat, main
street in Persia’s capital, Teheran, talking
about an automobile trip across Europe
from London, England, to the Persian Gulf,
which had just been completed. Two of us
had made the trip, and had in mind the
ambition of trying to duplicate the feat of
the famous British explorer, Major Forbes-
Leith and the London Museum Expedition.
But as | recall it now, | believe that at that
time the various Tollkammers, or Customs
offices we had run across, had impressed
me as much as anything else.

Another incident about the journe)(] |
also recall as still fresh in my mind, while
we were resting in the chief Iranian city.
It had occurred just a few days drive from
Teheran.

I wonder if any of you globe trotters,
accustomed to riding along paved high-
ways, have ever stopped to give a thought
to what you would do if you came to a
place where the highway suddenly ended,
as it often does in Asia Minor, and there
should be nothing ahead for three or four
hundred miles except a sea of sand.

Nowadays, with semi-tractor trucks, and
oversized balloon tires, it is often possible
to cover considerable stretches of roadless
sand, but when that trip | am discussing
was made it was necessary to discover an-
other solution to our difficulties.

“Why not ride along the railroad track?”
was one suggestion made.

That sounded reasonable, and in the
Iranian area we didn’t have to worry too
much about bumping over the ties.” The
settling of sand between the tracks pro-
vided a covering for gravel and ties that
was firm and durable.

But how to reach the railroad!

Sunk in the Sand

The most important railroad in Persia
runs from north to south, and we had to
bisect it somewhere on our east-west route
along the Turkish border north of Lake
Van and west of Lake Rizaiyah. Just how
we were to do that we were not sure, but
more than once on that long journey we
had left our fate in the laps of the gods.
We could make one more gamble.

After plotting the location of the rail-
road, we looked at the mountains, rugged
slopes and desert areas ahead of us with

some misgivings. But then we moved boldly
eastward over the trackless area along the
Thirty-eighth Parallel.

The area between the tributaries of the
Araxes River, from Lake Rizaiyeh north-
ward, is patrolled by mounted troops of
the Persian Army. It is not unusual to run
into three or four of these patrols in the
course of a single day. Once your identity
and business have been established, how-
ever, these soldiers, in peacetime, are the
soul of hospitality. But none of our party
was in the best ‘of humor when the first

patrol came upon us and the captain
greeted us pleasantli._ )
“How are you making out?” he asked in
musical Persian.
“Were not,” | told him. “We’ve been
stuck in the sand for ten hours, and we’re
sick of it.”

The officer smiled, and turned to his
men. He chattered to them for a while,
and our interpreter gave us the gist of
what he was saying. He was, it appeared,
wondering just what to do with these hap-
less wanderers.

“Where are you going from here?” he
finally asked through our interpreter.

“We're tre/ing to get to the railroad
line,” 1 explained.

“We’ll take you there,” was the welcome
response the interlpreter gave us then.

The Persian soldiers, taking the ropes
with which we had been making a vain
effort to get our three cars out of the
sand, swung their mounts into the pull,
and before we could say “Franklin Delano
Roosevelt” the cars were out of the holes
we had obligingly dug with protesting rear-
ends and transmissions. With the timely
help of the Shah’s soldiers, we were on our
way again.

You may boast that a car has ninet
horsepower, but when it came to real FUI
in a tough sPot—puII that took muscle—
a quartette of four-legged horses certainly
beat mechanical power that time.

Cheap at Halt the Price
Our party, now with its complement of
mounted Persian soldiers, proceeded for
the next two days before we finally reached
a point where the captain and the soldiers
agreed we ought to be able to go on by
ourselves. Then came the matter of a
reckoning. | talked the subject over with

(Continued on page 102)
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WHERE THERE'S
FIGHTING

By LOUIS L'AMOUR

Author of “Gloves for a Tiger,” “Pirates of the Sky,” etc.

Four Englishmen Battled Alone on the Greek Mountain Pass—Until
the Yank Soldier of Fortune Came Along!

HE four men were sprawled visible only at intervals. By a careful
in a cup-like depression at the watch of those intervals an enemy
top of the pass. From where could be seen long before he was with-
the machine-gun was planted it had jn range.

a clear field of fire for over four hun- A low parapet of loose rock had
dred yards. Beyond that the road was been thrown up along the lip of the
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16 THRILLING ADVENTURES

depression, leaving an aperture for
the .30 caliber gun. Two of the men
were also armed with rifles.

It was very still. The slow warmth
of the morning sun soaked into their
bones and ate the frost away, leaving
them lethargic and pleased. The low
rumble as of thunder in the far off
hills were the bombs over Serbia,
miles away.

“Think they’ll ever come?” Benton
asked, curiously.

“They’ll come,” Ryan said.

“We can’t stop them.”

“NO.”

“How about some coffee?
any left?”

Ryan nodded.

“It’ll be ready soon. The part that’s
coffee is done, the part that’s chicory
is almost done and the part that’s
plain bean is doing.”

Benton looked at the two who were
sleeping in the sun. They were mere

Is there

boys.
“Shall we wake them?”
“Pretty soon. They worry too

much. Especially Pommy. He’s afraid
of being afraid.”

“Sackworth doesn’t. He
we’re bloody heroes. Do you?”

“1’d feel heroic as blazes if | had a
shave,” Ryan said. “Funny, how you
like being shaved? |It’s sets a man
up, somehow.”

Pommy turned over and opened his
eyes.

“l say, Bent? Shall I spell you a
bit? Youve been there hours!”

Benton looked at him, liking his
fresh, clean-cut look.

“l could use some coffee. | feel like
I was growing to this rock.”

The young Englishman had risen to
his feet.

“There’s something coming down
there. A man, | think.”

Benton rose to his knees.

“Couldn’t be one of our men, we
didn’t have any over there. He’s
stopped—Ilooking back.”

“He’s coming on again now,” Sack-
worth said, after a moment. He had

thinks

joined them at the first sign of trou-
ble. “Shall I try a shot?”

“Wait. Might be a Greek.”

The sun climbed higher, and the
moving figure came slowly toward
them. He seemed to move at an al-
most creeping pace. At times, out of
sight of the pass, they thought he
would never show up again.

“He’s carrying something,” Pommy
said. “Too heavy for a rifle, but | saw
the sun flash on it back there a way.”

The man came into sight around
the last bend. He was big, but he
walked very slowly, limping a little.
He was wearing faded khaki trousers
and a torn shirt. Over one shoulder
he carried a machine-gun. Over the
other, were several belts of ammuni-
tion.

“He hasn’t carried that very far,”
Ryan said. “He’s got over a hundred
pounds there.”

ENTON picked up one of the
B rifles and stepped to the parapet,
but before he could lift the gun or
speak, the man looked up. Benton
thought he had never seen a face so
haggard with weariness. It was an
utter and complete weariness that
seemed to come from within. The
man’s face was covered with a stubble
of black beard. His face was wide at
the cheek-bones, and the nose was
broken. His head was wrapped in a
bloody bandage above which coarse
black hair was visible.

“Any room up there?” he asked.

“Who are you?” Benton demanded.

W ithout replying the big man
started up the steep path. Once he
slipped, skinning his knee against a
sharp rock. Puzzled, they waited.
When he stood beside them they were
shocked at his appearance. His face,
under the deep brown of sun and
wind, was drawn and pale, his nose
peeling from sunburn. The rags of
what must have once been a uniform
were mud-stained and sweat-discol-
ored.

“What difference does it make?” he
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asked mildly, humorously. “I’'m here
now.”

He lowered the machine-gun and
slid the belts to the ground. When he
straightened they could see he was a
half inch taller than Benton, who was
a tall man, and at least thirty pounds
heavier. Through his shirt bulging
muscles showed, and there was blood
clogging the hair on his chest.

“My name’s Horne,” he added.
“Mike Horne. | been fighting with
Koska’s guerillas in Albania.”

Benton stared, uncertain.

“Albania? That’s a long way from
here.”

“Not so far if you know the moun-
tains.” He looked at the pot on the
fire. “How’s for some coffee?”

Silently, Ryan filled a cup. Digging
in his haversack, Horne produced
some Greek bread and a thick chunk
of sausage. He brushed the sand from
the sausage gravely. “Want some? |
salvaged this from a bombed house
back yonder. Might be some shell
fragments in it.”

“You pack that gun over the moun-
tains?” Ryan asked.

Horne nodded, his mouth full.

“Part of the way. It was surrounded
by dead Greeks when | found it. Four
Italians found it the same time. We
had trouble.”

“Did you—Kkill them all?” Pommy
asked.

Horne looked at him.

“No, kid. | asked them to tea an’
then put sand in their bearings.”

Pommy’s face got red, then he
grinned.

“Got any ammo for a .50?” Horne
looked up at Benton. “l got mighty
little left.”

“They put down four boxes by mis-
take,” Benton said.

Ryan was interested.

“Koska’s guerillas? | heard of them.
Are they as tough as you hear?”

“Tougher. Koska’s an Albanian
gypsy. Sneaked into Valona alone a
few nights ago an’ got himself three
dagoes. With a knife.”

Sackworth studied Horne as if he
were some kind of insect.

“You call that bravery? That’s like
animals. One can at least fight like a
gentleman!”

Horne winked at Ryan.

“Sure, kid. But this ain’t a gentle-
man’s fight. This is war. Nothing
spOrting about it, just a case of dog
eat dog, an’ you better have big teeth.”

“Why are you here?” Sackworth de-
manded.

ORNE shrugged.
“Why am | any place? Think

I'm a Fifth Columnist, or some-
thing?” He stared regretfully into
the empty cup. “Well, I'm not. | ran

a gun in the Chaco a few years ago,
then they started to fight in China, so
I went there. | was in the Spanish
scrap with the Loyalists.

“Hung around in England long
enough to learn something about that
parachute business. Now that’s a
man’s job. When you get down, in
an enemy country, you’re on your
own. | was with the bunch that
hopped off from Libya and para-
chuted down in Southern Italy to cut
off that aqueduct and supply line to
the Sicily naval base. Flock of spig-
goties spotted me, but | got down to
the water, and hiked out in a fishing
boat. Now I'm here.”

He looked up at Benton, wiping the
back of his hand across his mouth.

“From Kalgoorlie, | bet. You got

the look. | prospected out of there
once. | worked for pearls out of Dar-
win, too. I'm an original swagman,
friend.”

“What’s a swagman?” Pommy
asked.

Horne looked at him, smiling. Two
of his front teeth at the side were
missing.

“It’s a bum, Sonny. Just a bum. A
guy who packs a tuckerbag around
looking for whatever turns up.”

Horne pulled the gun over into his
lap, carefully wiping the oil buffer
clean. Then he oiled the moving parts
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of the gun with a little can he took
from his hip pocket and slowly as-
sembled it. He handled the gun like
a lover, fitting the parts together
smoothly and testing it carefully for
headspace when it was ready for fir-
ing.

“That a German shirt you have on,”
Sackworth said. His eyes were level
and he had his rifle across his knees,
pointed at Horne.

“Sure,” Horne said, mildly. “I
needed a shirt, so | took it out of a
dead German’s outfit.”

“Looting,” Sackworth said, with
scorn. There was distaste and dislike
in his gaze.

“Why not?” Horne
Sackworth, amused. “You’re a good
kid, so don’t start throwing your
weight around. This sportsmanship
stuff, the old school tie, an’what not—
that’s okay where it belongs. You
Britishers who play war like a game
are living in the past. There’s nothing
sporting about this. It’s like water-
fronts or jungles. You survive any
way you can.”

looked up at

ACKWORTH did not move the
S rifle. “l don’t like him,” he said
to Benton. “I don’t trust him.”
-“Forget it!” Benton snapped. “The
man’s all right, and Lord knows we
need fighting men!”

“Sure,” Horne added, quietly. “It’s
just you an’ me are different kind of
animals, kid. You’re probably Eton,
and then Sandhurst. Me, | came up
the hard way. A tough road kid in the
States, then an able seaman, took a
whirl at the fight game, and wound up
in the Chaco.

“1 like to fight. I also like to live. |
been in a lot of fights, and mostly |
fought pretty good, an’ I'm still alive.
The Jerries use whatever tactics they
need. What you need, kid, in war is
not a lot of cut an’ dried rules, but a
good imagination, the ability to use
what you've got to the best advantage
no matter where you are, and a lot of
tho old moxie.

“You’ll make a good fighter. You
got the moxie. All you need is a little
kicking around.”

“l wish we knew where the Jerries
were,” Ryan said. “This waiting gets
me.”

“You’ll see them pretty quick,”
Horne said. “There’s about a battalion
in the first group, and there’s only
one tank.”

Benton lowered his cup, astonished.
“You mean you've actually seen them?
They are coming?”

Horne nodded.

“The main body isn’t far behind the
first bunch.”

“Why didn’t you say so?” Sack-
worth demanded. His face was flushed
and angry. “We could have warned
the troops behind us.”

“Yeah?” Horne did not look up
from wiping the dust from the car-
tridges. “Well, we couldn’t. You see,”
he added, looking up, “they broke
through Monastir Pass two days ago.
Your men back there know more about
it than we do. This is just a support-
ing column to polish off any left-overs
like us.”

“Then—we’re
asked.

Horne nodded.

“You have been for two days. How
long you been here?”

“Just three days,” Benton said. He
studied Horne thoughtfully. “What
are you? A Yank?”

Horne shrugged.

“l guess so. When | joined up in
Spain they took my citizenship away.
It was against the law to fight Fascism
then. If it was wrong then, it’s wrong
now. But me, | feel just the same. I’ll
fight them in China, in Spain, in
Africa, or anywhere else.”

cut off?” Pommy

“In Spain when everything was
busting up | heard about this guy,
Koska. One of his men was with us,

so when he went back, I trailed along.”
“They’re coming,” Sackworth said.
“l can see the tank.”
“All right,” Benton said.
ished his coffee.,

He fin-
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“Did you fight any Germans in
Spain?” Pommy asked.

“Yeah,” Mike Horne brushed in-
visible dust from the gun and fed a
belt of cartridges into it. “Most of
them aren’t much better than the
Italians. They fight better, the
younger ones try harder, but all they
know how to do is die.”

“It’s something to know that,” Sack-
worth said.

“Nuts. Anybody can die. Every-
body does. An’ dead soldiers never
won any battles. The good soldier is
the one who keeps himself alive and
fighting. This bravery stuff—that’s
for milk-sops. For panty-waists. All
of us are scared, but we fight just the
same.”

“The tank’s getting closer,” Sack-
worth said. He was plainly worried,
and showed it.

“l got the .50,” Horne said. He
settled himself comfortably into the
sand and moved his gun on the swivel.
“Let it get close. Don’t fire until they
are close up to us. I’ll take the tank.
You take the first truck with the other
gun, I'll take the second, an’ so on.
Get the drivers, if you can.”

EY were silent. The rumble of

the tank and heavy clank of the

tread drew nearer. Behind them rolled

the trucks, the men sitting in tight

groups. They apparently expected no
trouble.

“lI°’d have expected them to send a
patrol,” Benton said, low-voiced.

“They did,” Horne replied.

They looked at him, startled. His
eyes were on the gray-green column.
He had sighted the fifty at the gun
aperture on the tank.

“All right,” he said suddenly.

His gun broke into a hoarse chatter,
slamming steel-jacketed bullets at the
tank. Then its muzzle lifted suddenly,
and swept the second truck. Soldiers
were shouting and yelling, spilling
from trucks like madmen, but the two
first trucks were smashed into carriers
of death before the men could move.

The Germans further back had found
their enemy, and steel-jacketed bul-
lets smashed into the parapet. Pommy
felt something stinging hot dash a
streak along his jaw.

They were above the column and
out of reach of the tank. Mike Horne
stood up suddenly and depressed the
gun muzzle. The tank was just below.
The gun chattered, and the tank
slewed around side-wise and drove
full tilt into the rock wall as though
to climb it.

Horne dropped back.

“The older ones have a soft spot on
top,” he said.

The men of the broken column ran
for shelter. Some of them tried to
rush the steep path, but the fire blasted
them back to the road, dead or dying.
Others, trying to escape the angry
bursts from the two guns tried to
scramble up the walls of the pass, but
were mowed down relentlessly.

It had been a complete and shocking
surprise. The broken column became a
rout. Horne stopped the .50 and wiped
his brow with the back of his hand.
He winked at Ryan.

“Nice going, kid. That’s one tank
that won’t bother your pals.”

Ryan peered around the rocks. The
pass was empty of life. The wrecked
tank was jammed against the rock
wall, and one of the trucks had
plunged off the precipice into the ra-
vine. Another was twisted across the
road.

A man was trying to get out of the
first truck. He made it, and tumbled
to the road. His coat was stained with
blood, and he was making whimpering
sounds and trying to crawl. His face
and head were bloody.

“Next time it’ll be tough,” Horne
said. “They know now. They’ll come
in small bunches, scattered out, run-
ning for shelter behind the trucks.”

Rifle fire began to sweep over the
cup. They were low behind the para-
pet and out of sight. It was a search-
ing, careful fire—expert fire.

Benton was quiet. He looked over
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at Horne. Officially in charge, he had
yielded his command to Horne’s supe-
rior knowledge.

“What d’you think?” he asked.

“We’ll stop them,” Horne said.
“We’ll stop them this time, maybe
next time. After that—"

Horne grinned at Pommy.

“First time under fire?”

“yes. ™
“Take it easy. You’re doing all
right. Make every shot count. One

cinch is worth five maybes.”

Pommy crowded his body down into
the gravel and rested his rifle in a
niche in the rocks. He looked at Mike
Horne and could see a thin trickle of
fresh blood coming from under his
bandage. The wound had opened
again.

AS it deep, he wondered, or

just a scratch? He looked at
the lines about Horne’s mouth and de-
cided it was deep. Horne’s sleeve was
torn, and he had a dragon tattooed on
his forearm.

They came with a rush. Rounding
the bend, they broke into a scattered
line; behind them machine-guns and
rifles opened a hot fire to cover the ad-
vance.

They waited and, just before the
men could reach the trucks, swept
them with a steel scythe of bullets
that mowed them down in a row. One
man tumbled off the brink and fell
into the ravine, then another fell,
caught his fingers on the lip, tumbled
head over heels into the ravine as the
edge gave way.

“How many got
asked.

"A dozen, I think,” Ryan said. “We
got about thirty.”

“Fair enough.”
Sackworth.
was still
Horne.
asked.

“Of course,” Sackworth was con-
temptuous, but his face was drawn
and gray.

there?” Horne

Horne looked at

The young Englishman
resentful. He didn’t like
“Doing all right?” Horne

“Ryan,” Horne said. “You an’
Pommy leave the main attack to the
machine-guns. Watch the men behind

the trucks. Pick them off as they try
to move closer. You take the right,
Pommy.”

The German with the bloody face
had fallen flat. Now he was getting to
his knees again.

Then suddenly, three men made a

concerted rush. Ryan and Pommy
fired instantly, and Ryan’s man
dropped.

“l missed!” Pommy said. “Blast it,
I missed!”

There was another rush, and both
machine-guns broke into a clattering
roar. The gray line melted away, but
more kept coming. Men rounded the
bend and split to right and left. De-
spite the heavy fire a few of them
were getting through. Pommy and
Ryan were firing continuously and
methodically now.

Suddenly, a man broke from under
the nearest truck and came on in a
plunging rush. Both Ryan and Pommy
fired, and the man went down, but be-
fore they could fire again he lunged
to his feet and dove into the hollow
below the cliff on which their pit
rested.

“He can’t do anything there,” Sack-
worth said, “he—"

A hurtling object shot upward from
below, hit the slope below the guns,
rolled a few feet, and then burst with
an earth-shaking concussion.

Horne looked up from where he had
ducked his head. Nobody was hit.

“He’s got grenades. Watch it.
There’ll be another in a minute.”

Ryan fired, and a man dropped his
rifle and started back toward the
trucks. He walked quite calmly while
they stared. Then he fell flat and
didn’t get up.

Twice more grenades hit the slope,
but the man was too close below the
cliff. They didn’t quite reach the cup
thrown from such an awkward angle.
“If one of those makes it—” Benton
looked sour.
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Pommy was shooting steadily now.
There was another rush, and Benton
opened up with the machine-gun. Sud-
denly another grenade came up from
below, traveling an arching course. It
hit the slope, too short. It rolled free,

and fell. There was a terrific explo-
sion.

“Tough,” Ryan said. “He made a
good try.”

“Yeah,” Horne said. “So have we.”

Hours passed. The machine-guns
rattled steadily now. Only at long
intervals was there a lull. The sun
had swung over and was setting be-
hind the mountain.

Horne straightened, his powerful
body heavy with fatigue. He looked
over at Ryan and grinned. Ryan’s face

We delayed them for awhile. All
around through these hills guys are
delaying them, just for awhile. We've
done all we could here, now we scram.
We fight somewhere else.”

“Go if you want to,” Sackworth said
stubbornly. “I’'m staying.”

Suddenly there was a terrific con-
cussion, then another, and another.

“What the deuce?” Benton ex-
claimed. “They got a mortar. They—"

The next shell lit right where he
was sitting. It went off with an ear-
splitting roar and a burst of flame.
Pommy went down, hugged the earth
with an awful fear. Something tore
at his clothes, then sand and gravel
showered over him. There was an-
other concussion and another.
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was swollen from the kick of the rifle.
Benton picked up a canteen and tried
to drink, but there was no water.

“What now?” Pommy said.

Horne shrugged.

“We take it on the lam.”

“W hat?” Sackworth
“W hat does that mean?”

“We beat it,” Mike Horne said. “We
get out while the getting is good.”

“W hat?” Sackworth was incredu-
lous. “You mean—run? Leave our
post?”

“That’s just what | mean,” Horne
said patiently. “We delayed this
bunch long enough. We got ours from
them, but now it doesn’t matter any
more. The Jerries are behind us now.

demanded.

NEXT
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Somebody had caught him by the
foot.

“Come on, kid. Let’s go.”

They broke into a stumbling run
down the slope back of the nest, then
over the next ridge and down the
ravine beyond. Even then they ran
on, using every bit of cover. Once
Pommy started to slow up but Horne
nudged him with the rifle barrel.

“Keep it up,” he panted. “We got
to run.”

They slid into a deeper ravine and
found their way to a stream. They
walked then, slipping and sliding in
the gathering darkness. Once a patrol
saw them, and shots rattled around,
but they kept going.
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Then it was night, and clouds cov-
ered the moon and the stars. Wearily,
sodden with exhaustion, they plodded
on. Once, on the bank of a little
stream, they paused for a drink. Then
Horne opened the old haversack again
and brought out the remnants of the
sausage and bread. He broke each in
half, and shared them with Pommy.

“But—"

Pommy’s voice caught in his throat.

“Gone?” he said then.

Horne nodded in the darkness.

“Yeah. Lucky it wasn’t all of us.

“But what now?” Pommy asked.
“You said they were behind us.”

“Sure,” Horne agreed. “But we’re
just two men. We’ll travel at night,
keep to the hills. Maybe they’ll make
a stand at Thermopylae. If not there,
they might try to defend the Isthmus

Next Month:

of Corinth. Maybe we can join them
there.”

“But if they don’t? If we can’t?”

“Then Africa, Pommy, or Syria, or
Suez, or Russia, or England. They’ll
always be fighting them somewhere,
an’that’s where | want to be. It won't
stop. The Germans win here, they
win there, but they got to keep on
fighting. They win battles, but none
of them are decisive, none of them
mean an end.

“Ever fight a guy, kid, who won't
quit? You keep kicking him, and he
keeps coming back for more, keeps
trying. You knock him down but he
won’t stay down? It’s hell, that’s what
it is. He won’t quit so you can’t.

“But they’ll be fighting them some-
where, and that’s where | want to be.”

“Yeah,” Pommy said. “Me, too.”

LAW OF THE RANGE, a Gripping

Western Novelet by Ed Earl Repp,
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strode along Papeete’s har- angle atop a head of tawny hair. He

bor-front thoroughfare with, balanced a ninety-pound sea bag on

for the first time in many days, a con- his shoulder, holding it lightly in
fident swing to his rolling stride. His place with one finger hooked into its

23

CHRISTOPHER NIELSON peaked officer’s cap sat at a cocky
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lacing. Two unexpected things had
happened to Christopher Nielson that
day. He had been offered a berth as
skipper of a snug, trim, little copra
schooner. And he had fallen in love.

His thoughts were of a pair of hazel
eyes set in a lovely oval face framed
by ringleted brown hair. And per-
haps it was because his thoughts were
of that face that he failed to hear the
stealthy slithering of bare feet be-
hind him.

W ith an easy swing he shifted his
canvas sea bag from one shoulder to
the other. That simple act saved his
life.

The darting blade of a thrown knife
made a silvery line in the moonlight,
a line which would have terminated
in his heart. Instead, the weapon
buried itself to the hilt in the bottom
of the bag.

Instinctive reaction to danger, born
of his hard years in the fo’c’sle, caused
Nielson to crouch low and spin all in
one swift motion, dropping his bag as
he did so. Two natives darted from
the shadows of a building. One, the
knife thrower, was unarmed. The
other carried a wicked-looking club
studded with shark’s teeth.

Nielson launched himself from his
crouching position in a flying tackle,
his big hands clutching at fast moving
brown ankles. His two assailants went
down.

“Aue I’ the knife thrower gasped in
pain as his arm crumpled under him,
and the bones of his wrist cracked.

The club wielder was the first to
disengage himself. He grunted as he
swung a murderous blow at Nielson’s
head.

The big sailor rolled away and re-
gained his feet. The native’s face was
ugly with rage as he closed in for the
kill. Nielson waited for the club to
be drawn back, then hunched his
shoulders and drove a bone-smashing
straight-arm punch to the native’
nose.

A gulping cry of agony escaped
from the islander as he was flung

backward. He fell, rolled to his feet
and was gone, holding his nose with
both hands and running like a startled
deer into the night.

IELSON looked around. The

knife thrower had likewise taken
to his heels. It was well after mid-
night, and the streets were deserted.
No one, apparently, had either wit-
nessed the brief encounter or been
aroused by it.

Experience had taught him that
sailors were considered fair prey by
thugs and waterfront scum in every
port of the world. He shrugged his
shoulders and picked up his bag. A
few minutes later when he dropped
lightly from the dock to the deck of
the Kaeo, he had forgotten the inci-
dent.

“Captain Nielson, may | speak to
you for a moment?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he answered respect-
fully. He snatched his cap from his
head and turned to the young girl
who stood by the galley hatchway.
There was an eager light in his blue
eyes that had nothing to do with the
workaday business of skippering a
South Sea copra boat. His heart sang
a wild accompaniment to the lilting
music of her voice.

If the blonde, rugged good looks of
the big sailor awoke a responsive
surge of feeling within Janet Cole-
man, she gave no sign. Her soft lips
were unsmiling, and the sombre light
of recent tragedy shadowed her eyes.

Three weeks before she had buried
her father on Tanao down in the
Tuamatos. Now she was sole owner
of the Kaeo, and completely alone in
the strange world of water and islands
—strange indeed to a girl who had
spent most of her nineteen years in a
San Francisco boarding school for
young ladies.

When Old Copra Coleman had felt
his time drawing near, he had sent
for her. He had no legacy but the
Kaeo, last of his once great fleet of
traders. There was only the ship and
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a chart of the waters surrounding a
certain uninhabited island on the
fringe of the distant Australs.

The bearings and the cryptic mark-
ings on the chart might mean nothing
at all. On the other hand they might
mean a good deal. It depended en-
tirely on what a dying man had whis-
pered to his daughter that day on
Tanao.

“Captain Nielson,” Janet began
hesitantly, “I'm afraid that when |
signed you on this morning as Cap-
tain of the Kaeo I—well—I didn’t
really misrepresent, but | failed to
tell you exactly what it involves.”

“Now don’t you worry. Miss,” Niel-
son interrupted. “l understand that
you’re not sure when you’ll be able
to pay me. Do you think | signed on
for the money?

“Since my ship ran afoul of that
hurricane Ive had enough of the
beach at Tahiti to last me a lifetime.
The sea’s the place for a sailor, Miss.
I’'m glad enough to be back.”

She looked down at the deck, pos-
sibly to hide the warmth his words
had brought to her eyes.

“That wasn’t what | meant,” she
said slowly. “I told you we were out-
fitting for a cruise to the Australs, on
the outlook for a new source of copra
supply. That’s not exactly true. W hat
I intend doing is much more danger-
ous than a trading voyage. And |
can’t tell you any more than that—
yet.”

“l see,” Nielson murmured thought-
fully. “And, whatever it is you’re up
to, you figured it was only fair to let
me know it might be risky. If what
you want to know is do | go anyway,
then the answer is ‘yes.””

He saw her smile, for the first time.
It was quite a smile, and he had a
mad impulse to kiss her. For a thrill-
ing instant her hand lay soft and
warm in his.

“Thank you, Captain,” she whis-
pered, then moved lithely forward
along the deck. Dressed in dungarees
and a man’s blue cotton shirt she was

slender and graceful, silhouetted
against the sky.
Nielson picked up his bag and

started aft to his cabin. Her voice
again arrested him. He looked back,
but the moonlight had swallowed her.

“Oh, Captain,” she called. “One
thing | forgot to mention: Bucko
Birdge is in port. The Curieuse

dropped her hook in the lagoon an
hour ago. Please be careful when you
are ashore.”

“Now what did she mean by that?”
Nielson asked himself later as he sat
on the edge of his bunk and puffed
reflectively at his pipe. He knew
Bucko Birdge of old, and knew no
good of him.

There had been a time, not so long
before, when Bucko -was the scourge
of Oceania. It was common, if un-
proven, knowledge that the Curieuse
had been engaged in everything from
illegal pearl looting to piracy.

UT that had been before the
French gunboats took a hand
and tamed the islands—half-tamed
them anyway. Bucko had apparently
resigned himself to the life of a
trader, for the deck of the Curieuse
reeked of copra, rather than of blood.
It occurred to Nielson that the
girl’s reference to the mysterious na-
ture of the trip tied in with her warn-
ing about Bucko Birdge. He recalled
the fight on the beach. For the first
time he realized that the attack had
been too viciously murderous in na-
ture to have been motivated solely by
robbery.

He wished that he had followed his
fleeing assailants. Something told him
that, had he done so, the trail would
have led to the Curieuse and to a par-
tial solution of the mystery that sur-
rounded Janet Coleman.

“So Mister Bucko cuts for a hand
in this deal,” he mused as he swung
his long legs onto the bunk. “Well,
unless 1'm dead wrong, he’ll find Old
Copra’s daughter no shore-going softy
to be pushed around. And then there’s
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always Cap’n Chris Nielson to be
reckoned with. He sailed with her
daddy when these islands were really
tough I’

The work of provisioning and mak-
ing the Kaeo sea-ready occupied all of
Nielson’s time for the next few days.
There were running gear to be over-
hauled, sun-blistered sides to be
scraped and painted and fresh water
casks to be filled, all with the help of
only two Tahitian seamen. He had
little time for thought of Captain
Bucko Birdge, little time even for
conversation with Janet Coleman.

On the eve of their scheduled de-
parture, the bad luck which had
started for him with the hurricane
came bouncing back. He was hurry-
ing to the ship with some last-minute
purchases which he had made in the
city. On the dock, in full sight of
the Kaeo, an alluring native girl ap-
proached him.

Tauna was hapa haole, half white.
Her long hair was as black as the blue
blackness of lava. Her lips were vivid
carnations, and her ivory brown body
was invitingly curved. She wore noth-
ing but a tapa pareu wound about her
waist and a single red hibiscus blos-
som in her hair. There was a half-
fearful smile on her lips as she
swayed close to him and touched his
arm with the tips of her fingers.

“Pliz | spik wiz you, Captain?”

Captain Nielson did a foolish thing.
He knew that Janet was on the Kaeo,
might even be watching for him. His
only thought was that she might see,
might not understand. He took
Tauna by the arm and drew her be-
hind a huge pile of shell. It didn't
occur to him that, to a watcher, his
action would seem furtive and sus-
picious.

“Well, what is it?”
unconsciously gruff.

“Pliz, Captain, you take Tauna wiz
you on Kaeo. Tauna good cook, fix
miti haari an’ fei like nobodeez beez-
ness!”

In spite of his annoyance, Captain

His tone was

Nielson couldn't help being amused.
He grinned, but shook his head.

“Sorry, Tauna. You may be the best
cook in the islands, but | can’t take
you.”

“An’ why? Eez eet zat you go so
fax—to nozer country maybe?”

“No.”

“Where eez you go?”

“Can't tell you, youngster,” Nielson
said briskly. “The orders are sealed
even for me. Run along now.” W ith
a good-natured pat on the shoulder he
left her and strode on down the dock.

Janet met him at the ship. Her
eyes flashed him an angry challenge
and her lips curled in scorn.

“You needn’t come aboard, Mister
Nielson,” she called bitterly. “I’ll
have the boys set your things on the
dock and give you pay for four days
work.”

She couldn’t have surprised, nor
have hurt him more, by slapping his
face. His slow, Nordic tongue fum-
bled for words, couldn’t find them.

“But, Janet, Miss Coleman, I—”

Her voice was cold with contempt
when she broke in upon his stam-
mering.

“l saw you just now, meeting se-
cretly with Bucko Birdge’ native
wife, Tauna. | might have known you
were in league -wTth him too. My
father warned me against Birdge.

“He should also have advised me
against making a beachcomber the
captain of my ship. Now get your
things and get out! You can tell
Bucko, for me, that if he interferes
with my quest for the Serpent Il
shoot him down like a dog!”

APTAIN NIELSON stood at the

bar in L'Tinito’s, nursing a glass
of rum which he had no intention of
touching. His blue eyes were cold as
drift ice on a Northern sea. He
watched the gyrations of a native
belly-dancer and the drunken carous-
ings of seamen of many nations. But
mainly he watched the door to the
place.



THE FEATHERED SERPENT 27

It was midnight before Bucko
Birdge and his native number one
boy came in. The latter had a broken
nose, and Nielson recognized him for
the club wielder of the night en-
counter.

Bucko himself was typical of his
kind. He wore dirty whites and a
cotton singlet that revealed his
paunchy, hairy torso. He was loose-
lipped and gimlet-eyed, with a sar-
donic leer on his evil face. His right
hand rested on the butt of a gun that
swung at his hip.

Nielson was not adept at intrigue.
It was not his way. He knew Bucko’s
reputation as a deadly gun-fighter,
and was himself unarmed, but in all
of the world he had never met a man
whom he feared. He walked up to the
skipper of the Curieuse.

“Answer me a question, Bucko,” he
said in a cold, level voice, “or Il
smash you to pulp wood with my
hands. What do you know of a thing
called the Serpent, and why did you
make it cost me my job on the Kaeo?”

The belly-dancer stopped. The
room was suddenly quiet. Bucko
stared at Nielson with dumbfounded
amazement that gradually changed to
rage.

Red anger crept up his bull neck
and spread over his face.

“Why, blast you!” he roared and
snatched at the holstered gun.

Nielson laughed. One of his hands
darted out like a striking snake and
fastened on Bucko’s gun wrist. The
other balled into a great fist and trav-
eled in a short arc to the point of
Bucko’s jaw.

The pirate dropped, but his native
companion snatched up a bottle from
a table, flung it at Nielson and charged
in with a long-bladed knife. The big
sailor dodged the bottle and knocked
the knife aside.

By that time the other occupants of
L'Tinito’s dive had gotten into the
action. They were all of Bucko’ kind,
the dregs of French Oceania. They
swarmed all over Nielson with knives,

broken bottles, anything they could
lay hand to.

He stood in their midst and fought
joyously in the release of his pent-up
anger. His laugh rang out above the
din of the battle as he dared them to
come on, and sent them hurling back
from his bony fists when they did.

The end, though, was inevitable.
They were too many for him. A half-
breed giant crept up behind him and
brought a chair crashing down on the
back of his head. The bottom of the

chair was metal banded, inch thick

teakwood.

H E AWOKE in blackness and the
familiar lifting, rolling motion

of the sea. The rank odor of copra
was strong in his nostrils, copra bugs
crawled over his face and hands. His
head roared with pain. .

He tried to lift a hand to his head,
discovered that his wrists were tightly
clamped in iron shackles. He knew
then that he was in the hold of the
Curieuse, for that ship had known her
day of blackbirding, and the ponder-
ous manacles were designed to keep
slaves in captivity.

He’d been shanghaied! And what
of Janet? His only thought had been
to clear himself in her eyes, to protect
her from whatever evil plot Birdge
had conceived against her and her
search for the thing called the Ser-
pent. He cursed himself for a fool.

And why had Birdge brought him
aboard the Curieuse? The answer
again, it seemed, was contained in this
Serpent business. Janet knew where
it was located. Birdge didn’t, but he
thought Nielson did.

W hich was why the sea pirate had
first attempted to kill him and, failing
in that, had sent Tauna to pump in-
formation from him.

Even in his misery the captain could
see the grim humor of the situation.
Birdge might torture him, kill him,
but he could never make him talk,
simply because he, Nielson, knew
nothing at all about the whole thing.



28 THRILLING ADVENTURES

Hours passed. Nielson lay quiet
feeling strength flow back into his
body, planning desperately a means of
escape. The shackles were hand-
forged iron, heavy and thick. They
were each connected by a short chain
to an eye-bolt deeply embedded in the
ship’s planking.

Because he could not quite bring
his hands together his strength was
divided, and he stood no chance of
pulling either of the chains from its
mooring.

Having tested them once he sank
back and rested, waiting for what fate
might bring.

He heard a thudding of feet on the
deck overhead. With the grating
sound of an opened hatch a shaft of
sunlight split the gloomy darkness of
the hold. Moving with cat-like ease
for all of his bulk, Bucko Birdge
dropped over the combing and
crouched beside Nielson. There was
a sneer of sardonic amusement on his
cruel lips.

“So, m’ hearty! And how do ya
fancy yourself for cock o’ the fo’c’sle
walk now? As long as those big fists
of yours are in a good safe place we’ll
carry on with the conversation we
started last night in L'Tinito’ joint.”

“Fly away, fatty!” Nielson snarled.

“Still tough! Well, we can fix that,
sailor. You know Joe, | guess. He’s
the boy whose nose you've busted
twice in the last week. Joe’s half
Murat.

“He knows a nice little trick they
do on a man’s fingernails with bamboo
splinters soaked in salt water. Joe
would just love to show you how it
works. Ready to talk now?”

It was curiosity, more than fear,
that caused Nielson to speak.

“Well,” he said, “spit it out. What
do you want to know?”

“Now that’s better,” Bucko Birdge
laughed. “You asked me last night
what | knew about the Serpent. Well,
I’'m going to tell you. The natives call
it the Snake With Feathers. Its a
wallopin’ big stone image on one of

those little
group.

“It marks the spot where, about
two hundred years ago, some Spanish
ships landed, loaded to the plimsol
with gold from the Yucatan. They
buried the gold there and planted this
Feathered Serpent over it to keep the
islanders scared away from the place.

“Old Copra Coleman ran across a
chart of the island and the Serpent.
He give it to that brat of his before
he kicked off down on Tanao. | know
he did cause | got ahold of one of his
men and tortured the truth out of
him.”

Birdge paused to let this cold-
blooded recital of his brutality sink in.

“What you’re gonna tell me now,”
he said, “is which one of those damn
islands it’s on. | know you was thick
with that wench on the Kaeo, and you
musta seen the chart. So speak up
now before | turn Joe loose on you.”

motus in the Austral

T OCCURRED to Nielson that
this was one time when he needed
more than his great strength to save
himself and Janet. He made a rapid
mental calculation. It was four hun-
dred sea miles from Papeete to the
Austral Islands, a week’s sailing with
good weather for the speedy Curieuse.
The Kaeo had probably a day’s start
or more and the advantage of know-
ing where it was going. If he could
stall Birdge off for a few days Janet
would have time to locate her island.
By the time Birdge nosed around and
ran onto it, she could have her gold
and be off with no chance of his ever
finding her.

“And if I told you, how do | know
you wouldn’t dump me overboard?”
he bargained shrewdly.

“You don’t,” Birdge admitted. “But
I’'m not likely to, and 1I’ll tell you why.
I’ll want to keep you alive until we
find the island, just in case you lie
to me. Joe would never forgive me
if 1 just plugged you outright and
didn’t give him a chance to show you
some of his tricks.”
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“Well,” Nielson said slowly, cast-
ing about in his mind for a location
that would seem logical, “it’s on the
most Norwesterly of a string of
motus near Rurutu.” He gave the ap-
proximate longitude and latitude.
“The place itself is called Apa.”

“Aye, | recall it now,” Birdge said.
His eyes gleamed with lust for the
raw Spanish gold that would soon be
his.

“l don’t think the Kaeo will make
it first, but well enough if she does.
I’ll lay off out of sight and let that
little powder puff find the stuff, then
I’ll scuttle her craft and take her and
her damn gold aboard the Curieuse.”

He stood up and looked down at
Nielson.

“As for you, my pretty sailor boy,
since you’ve been so kind to tell me
where to find the Serpent, I may for-
get the blow you struck me in
L'Tinito’s.

“Instead of turning you over to Joe,
I may maroon you on a small bit of
an island | know of that’s inhabited
only by cannibals!” Laughing at his
joke he drew himself out of the hold
and kicked the hatch cover into place.

But down in the stinking darkness
of his ’‘tween decks prison, Nielson
smiled to himself and set patiently
to work to loosen the eye-bolt that
held the chain of his left shackle.

ARAAIPUPUA, The Trade

Wind, sang his endless song

in the rigging of the Curieuse, and

the sea was awash with the cool white

magic of the moon as Tauna, the na-

tive girl, crept silently aft and lifted
the hatch cover.

Nielson awoke to feel the girl’s gen-
tle hand on his forehead.

“laorana t’ou hoa matai
whispered.

“Hello, Tauna,” Nielson responded.
“What brings you here. You wish to
gloat over your success, eh?”

“No, no! Tauna eez fren to you,”
she protested, slipping back into the
pidgin English of the islands. “Bucko

oe?” she

make me try to get eenformation from
you ozer day. Aue! | hate heem. He
eez like pau, zee peeg—only not zo
clean.”

Was it a trick? There was sincerity
in the girl’s voice. And what had he
to lose? He knew these island
maidens. They were quick to form
an affection or a deep emotion for a

new man. Just as quick to forget it
too, but fiercely loyal while it re-
mained.

“Tauna, | believe you,” he said.

“Will you help me to escape?”

“Ae! But zer eez nozing | can do.”

“There is. Get into Bucko’s tool
box and find me a file.”

“l do zat.”

She was gone as silently as she had
arrived. He waited impatiently, but
the hours dragged by and she did not
return. Another trick, he decided bit-
terly, and one that was sure to intro-
duce him to Joe’s little bamboo splin-
ters yet.

The day came, and a flat faced sea-
man brought him food and water. But
that night Tauna returned, and, to his
joy, she had with her a large old file.
He set to work immediately to free
his left hand from its shackles.

Tauna told him that there were
four in the crew of the Curieuse, not
counting herself or Bucko. They were
now six days out of Papeete and look-
ing to make land at Rurutu sometime
the next morning. Nielson knew that
his only hope of escaping torture and
death lay in releasing himself before
that happened.

Hot sweat drenched him as he
worked furiously at the chain. The
file was old and worn almost smooth,
and the chain was thick and hard, but
there was a dogged persistence in him
that would not let him give up.

Nielson had almost succeeded in
cutting through one side of the link
on which he was working when the
storm came. W ith the awful sudden-
ness of the South Pacific weather, a
series of squalls struck the Curieuse.

The water was whipped up into
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green, white-capped mountains that
tossed her into the air and smashed
her sickeningly down into their val-
leys. The wind tore at the rigging
with a thousand greedy fingers and
tugged at her bare poles to make her
jibe into onrushing seas.

W hatever else Bucko Birdge might
be, he was a seaman. For two days
and nights he fought for the life of
his ship with all the skill at his com-
mand.

When the storm finally broke he
had been blown a hundred miles off
his course, but the Curieuse, while
limping and battered, was still sound.

When the black clouds had scudded
away over the horizon, and the noon-
day sun shone down on a still heavy
sea, he found himself working to lee-
ward of a strange group of islands.
He thought of standing in to look for
a sheltered lagoon where a bit of re-
pair work and overhauling could be
done, but his greed prompted him to
commence immediately the task of
beating back to Rurutu.

He was afraid that while he had
been fighting the storm, Janet, on the
Kaeo, had discovered the gold and
would be gone with it before he could
arrive.

He was preparing to come about
when his eye was caught by a glint of
white against the palm-green of the
nearest of the motus. When he had
trained his glasses on it, rage and de-
light struggled for possession of him.
The white thing that had caught his

attention was the jib’sl of the
schooner Kaeo!
Exultantly, Birdge turned his

glasses on the strip of coral beach.
The first thing that met his eye was
the Feathered Serpent. It was huge,
nearly as big as the monoliths of Eas-
ter Island.

The head was the open and fanged
jaws of a snake carved from a single
block of stone. The body towered
above it and was constructed of square
blocks of granite piled on top of each
other. The tip of the tail had been

artistically grooved and fluted by
crude tools to resemble feathers.

Altogether, it presented an awe-
some sight, that of a great stone rep-
tile resting on its lower jaw and with
its tail flung upward to the sky.

UCKO BIRDGE trained the

glasses lower down. There at the
base of the monster he saw a slim
young girl and three Tahitian sea-
men, hard at work lugging yellow in-
gots down to the two outrigger canoes
that were pulled up on the shore of
the lagoon.

“I’Il be blowed!” Birdge muttered
to himself. “If she gets away with
that gold I'm not Bucko Birdge. Il
have it below decks inside of an hour.
Then 1I'll tend to her and to the yel-
low headed liar below who told me
she was on Apa.”

He roared orders to the helmsman
to put in for the island. He shouted
at his three other Kanaka cutthroats
to bring up rifles and ammunition.

On the beach, Janet Coleman looked
up to see the Curieuse bearing down
on the island. It was no more than
she had expected, and she was not un-
prepared for it. She had a loyal na-
tive Tahitian for a captain. She had
hired him just before leaving Pa-
peete.

“Qro,” she commanded him, “bring

the guns and get behind the Feath-
eredMSerpent. Bucko Birdge is com-
mg.
Oro nodded gravely and ran down
to the canoes. When he returned he
was carrying four rifles. Janet se-
lected one. Supporting its barrel
against the weather worn granite of
the Feathered Serpent she opened fire
on the Curieuse. |If there had been
any words of profanity in her vocab-
ulary, she would have employed them
nil in a scathing denunciation of
young ladies’ boarding schools which
failed to include the proper handling
and firing of a rifle in their lists of
required studies.

Bucko Birdge, who had taken the
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wheel of the Curieuse, snarled as a
few shots thudded into the hull of his
craftt More of them were singing
harmlessly overhead or ricochetting
from the surface of the water. His
beady eyes were centered on the open-
ing in the reef where a fresh-water
stream flowing out to sea had stunted
the growth of the coral ring.

It was a narrow passage and apt to
be filled with sharp snags. But where
the Kaeo had gone, there too could
go the Curieuse. He barked an order
to his men who were huddled in the
bow, rifles ready.

They began to fire steadily and
with deadly accuracy at the little
group on the beach. At the first vol-
ley, Oro dropped silently, a small
round hole between his eyes and a
gaping, jagged one in the back of his
head.

Janet looked,
loaded her gun.

The Curieuse was close to the pas-
sage. Caught in the first break of tne
surf it raced faster and faster.

Down in the hold of the pirate ship,
a man filed away at an iron chain in
mad desperation. A girl knelt beside
him, talking excitedly in a mixture of
Tahitian, French and English, urg-
ing him to hurry.

The file was smooth and slippery
with sweat in the man’s hands. There
was still half the thickness of one
side of a chain link to cut through.
At last he flung it down and gave a
mighty jerk.

“Ah!” he grunted as the link
snapped and his left arm was free. He
fastened both hands on the other chain
and got to his knees. His back bent
like a steel bow and the cords stood
out on his arms as he slowly exerted
the full strength of his young giant’s

shuddered, and re-

body. Tauna waited, listening in
fearful silence to the man’s heavy
breathing. Then, with a splintering

screech of sound the eye-bolt pulled
out of the planking that held it.

So intent was Bucko on piloting
his ship into the lagoon at full speed

that he failed to see the haggard,
tawny headed man who suddenly ap-
peared on the deck. He did not see
him until it was too late.

He clawed at his gun but a flailing
length of chain whistled through the
air and slashed across his face, split-
ting the flesh of his jowls, smashing
his teeth out. With an animal scream
of terrible pain he staggered back.
The wheel, released from his hands,
spun crazily.

It was then that the Curieuse
struck. Flung forward by the surf
she leaped like a live thing onto the
coral fangs of the reef. With a can-
non roar her masts snapped and her
canvas came down in a white shroud.

IELSON was thrown, as from a

catapult, into the still waters of
the lagoon. When he came up from
his forced dive he swam with power-
ful strokes for the shore, pulled him-
self up onto the beach and ran toward
the Feathered Serpent.

“Janet! Janet!” he cried.

In answer to his call a white faced
but grim lipped girl stepped out from
behind the stone image. The rifle in
her hands was steady and its muzzle
point at his chest.

“Stand where you are, Mister Niel-
son,” she commanded coolly. “One
more step and | shoot. Put your hands
up.”

He started to raise his hands and
then she saw the iron cuff on his wrist
and the chain dangling from it.

“Oh!” she exclaimed. “Oh, Chris!”
“Bucko shanghaied me into the
Curieuse,” Nielson said. “I just now

got loose and piled him up on the reef.
I don’t know whether | killed him or
not. | hope so. The crew’s done for
anyway. They were all in the path of
the mainm’st when it went down.”

“Drop that rifle!”

“Bucko!” Janet gasped as she
whirled to face the man who had
spoken. Caught off guard, and men-
aced by the deadly pistol, she had no
choice but to obey. She allowed the
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gun to slip from her fingers as she
shrank back from the apparition of
Bucko Birdge arisen from the sea.

He looked like some hideous mon-
ster that had crawled up from the
depths of the lagoon. His face had
been split open by Nielson’s chain,
and his repulsively obese body dripped
blood and sea water.

One of Janet’s seamen had stealth-
ily swung his rifle around to cover
Bucko, but before his finger could
contract on the trigger, the revolver
in the hand of the sea-raider flipped
around and barked twice. Both of
the natives fell to the beach, clawing
at suddenly gaping abdomens.

Bucko’s laugh was the raucous
croak of a vulture. The gun muzzle
twitched back like the head of a snake
as Nielson started to step forward.

“Now,” Bucko roared, “lay to, the
both of you, and finish loading those
canoes. |I'm sailing with the Kaeo and
a cargo of gold in an hour.”

“I’ll see you in Davy Jones’ locker
first!” Nielson shouted. His very help-
lessness in the face of the pistol made
him boil with rage.

“Aye, there we’ll meet, Matey,”
Bucko agreed. “But after I'm done
with you, it’ll be worse than that for
Old Copra’s brat if you don’t change
your tune and get to work.”

He sat down on the head of the
Feathered Serpent to watch them at
their labors. There was no mistaking
the meaning that lay behind the pi-
rate’s dark threat. Nielson could see
nothing to do but obey. He walked
over to the pile of gold and picked
up one of the yellow ingots.

“Sorry, Chris,” Janet whispered.
“My fault. | should never have
doubted you.”

Somehow, through his anger, he

managed to give her a wan smile that
spoke his understanding.

TATT WAS on the return trip from the
Sfi. canoes that Nielson spotted a
movement of the brush in back of the
Feathered Serpent. Hope surged

within him. Tauna! He recognized
a flash of red as the pareu she had
w_olrn. He had forgotten the native
girl.

Then Tauna was up and running
forward on silent bare feet. Steel
gleamed in her hand and buried itself
in the flesh of Bucko’ shoulder as
she hurled herself upon him.

W ith a squeal of pain he jumped up
and swung a backhand blow that
caught the native girl on the side of
the head and knocked her sprawling.
He whirled again toward his captives,
but, in the second or two that his at-
tention had been distracted, Nielson
had leaped in close.

The chain that hung from his wrist
curled out like a whip-lash and then
slapped the gun from Bucko’s hand. It
swished back again and thudded into
the pirate’s hair-covered chest. Bucko
threw up both arms to cover his face,
and the shaft of the eye-bolt drew a
red streak across his stomach.

With a howl of agony, Bucko
Birdge turned to run. As he did so,
his foot slipped on the crumbling
edge of the pit Janet’s crew had dug
at the base of the Serpent, the pit
from which they had taken the gold.
Struggling to maintain his balance he
fell heavily against the head of the
stone god.

It moved under him. The tunneling
and digging had loosened its founda-
tions. Jaws agape, the evil thing slid
forward as if alive. It pushed Bucko
before it. His feet could find no hold
in the soft sand. The great body and
fluted tail writhed in the air and tilted
perilously forward, poised for the
death blow. Then with a grating roar
the whole thing turned loose.

“No! No! Bucko Birdge screamed
above the bellowing thunder of sound
as the great stone structure plunged
down about him in an avalanche of
gray stone.

It filled the pit. Only the feathered
tail remained above the level of the
beach, as if reluctant to surrender its
ancient task of pointing skyward.



THE FEATHERED SERPENT 33

Terror coursed through Tauna’s
half native soul as she cringed before
the terrible vengeance of the Feath-
ered Serpent. But she knew that
somewhere beneath those tons of stone
was all that was left of Captain Bucko
Birdge, and she was glad.

Later, as they stood by the newly
dug graves of the three faithful Ta-
hitian seamen, Janet expressed a be-
lief that all of the gold in the world
was not worth the lives of three Kana-
kas.

“But, Chris, | had to come and find
it. It was my father’s last wish. He
dreamed of some day building his fleet
up again to the glory it once knew
here in the Islands. He wanted me to

do it for him, and it took money.”
“Those men knew OId Copra,” Cap-
tain Nielson reminded her gravely.
“l knew him too. There’s not an hon-
est sailor, brown or white, in all of
Oceania who wouldn’t have gladly
fought and died for him. And you're
Old Copra’s daughter.”
“Thank you,” she said simply.
“With Tauna to help, we three can
work the Kaeo into port all right.
You’ll have the gold and a good ship
to start building the fleet again.”
Janet leaned her ringleted brown
head against his shoulder and sighed
with weary content.
“We’ll build it,
rected him gently.

Chris,” she cor-

Next Month: Follow the Fighting Leathernecks as They
Battle the Gestapo in the Jungle Depths of Panama in
GUNSFOR GATUN,an Action-Packed Complete
Novelet of the U. S. Marines in Action by
Arthur J. Burks

Asthma Mucus Loosened
First Day for Thousands

Do recurring attacks of Bronchial Asthma make you
choke, strangle and gasp for breath? Are you bothered
so bad some nights that you can’t sleep? Do you cough
and cough trying to raise thick strangling mucus, and
strain so hard you fear rupture? Are some attacks so
bad you feel weak, unable to work? Are you afraid of
colds, exposure and certain foods?

No matter how long you have suffered or what you
have tried, we believe there is gpo_d news and palliative
hope for you in a splendid medicine which was_origin-
aII]y a docCtor’s prescription but that is now available to
sufferers at all drug stores under the name of Mendaco.

Mendaco usually"works very rapidly because it con-
tains ingredients intended to help nature loosen thick,
strangling excess mucus. And you know from your
Own experience if you can just raise that strangling

?hlegm_you can sleep well, breathe deeply of God’s
resh aif and not feel like there was an “iron band
around your chest crushing out your very life.

Money Back Guarantee

Mendaco is not a dope, smoke, in'!'ection or spray,
but is in pleasant, tasteless tablets. Formula on every
pack_ag_e. In fact Mendaco has proved such a great
palliafive success for thousands suffering recurring
choking, strangling symptoms of Bronchial Asthma
that a printed guarantéee with each package insures an
immediate refund of your money on return of empty
package unless you are completely satisfied. Under this
money back guarantee you have everything to gain
and nothing to lose, so aSk your drugglst for Mendaco
today and put it to the test. Only 60c. *



A Complete
Action Novelet

ARROW S

Girard lunged at a Saxon

By HARRY WIDMER

Author of “The Terrible Turtles,” “Heir to Horror,” etc.

CHAPTER |
Knight of the Golden Leopard

of October in the year 1066.
Three Norman knights stealthily

T WAS Friday the thirteenth day

peered down into the dark courtyard
far below.

The din of boisterous voices, raised
in a lusty barracks song, came up to
them. Girard spoke quietly to the
knight nearest him.

scaled the battlements of the hostile “The Saxons are blowing their ale

Saxon castle. Moonlight glinted on
their conical iron helmets and mail
hauberks as they crouched low behind
the crenelated parapet.

Girard, Marquis de Clavaloux, the
leader of the Norman raiding party,

%

horns, Sir Ambrose.”

Sir Ambrose de Guissac leaned on
the ball of his sword hilt and smiled
darkly at the sound of the brawling
merry-makers.

“Which may account, my Lord Mar-



threatening Sir Richard's flank

Shipwrecked Knights of William the Conqueror

Great Odds in the Name

quis, for the lack of watchers in the
tower.”

The third knight, Sir Richard de
Laval, was crouched down staring ap-
prehensively at the dark courtyard

below.

“This is madness!” he whispered
hoarsely. “We are but three against a
castle full of Saxons. Would it not

be wiser to surrender to them?”
Girard made an impatient gesture
with his mail gauntlet.
“Silence, Sir Richard.”

35

Battle Against

of Their Valiant Ruler!

The fourth member of the raiding
party was a Norman archer. He was
swiftly coiling a long length of stout
rope, the rope on which the knights
and himself had climbed the steep
castle wall.

Girard adjusted his huge
shaped shield carefully on his
shoulder.

The shield was a masterpiece of
defensive armament. Tough hide
had been stretched over the face and
painted gray. In the gray field was a

kite-
left
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rampant golden leopard. Then Girard
drew his long Norman sword.

“Follow me, my lords.” He cau-
tiously led the way down the steep
stone steps on the inside of the for-
tress wall. At the entrance to the
gate-house keep, he raised his shield
in silent signal.

A deep, heavy snoring came from
within the gate room, which housed
the windlass for the drawbridge and
portcullis. Girard pushed open the
door with his sword. A low-burning
torch on the wall showed a sleeping
Saxon kitchen knave. An empty jug
lay on its side near him. Girard beck-
oned the others into the room and
closed the door. Then he prodded the
snoring Saxon with his sword point.

The knave came out of his drunken
slumber and stared up the gleaming
length of steel that lay against his
throat. He tried to talk, but words
would not come.

Girard spoke quietly.

“Your life, knave, depends upon
your ready tongue. Tell me, how many
men-at-arms are in the castle?”

When the knave could summon
words, he whined:

“Spare me, good knight, I am only a
knave in the kitchen of my lord, the
Earl of Dundervale.”

“How many men-at-arms, knave?”

“Eight of them, brave knight—fill-
ing their gullets with ale.”

Girard glanced at the dark-browed
Sir Ambrose de Guissac, then at the
small-eyed Sir Richard de Laval.

“Only eight Saxons, my lords,” he
said,

HE torchlight in the keep showed
that sand and seaweed clung to
the mail hauberks of Girard and his
two barons. That sand and seaweed
told the grim story of the fate of the
invading fleet of Duke William of
Normandy. For that great armada,
carrying sixty thousand fighting men,
had been turned back by a storm and
hurled against the French coast.
Only one ship got near the Saxon

shore, but it had sunk, taking its
knights and soldiers to the bottom.
The only survivors were the 'three
Norman knights and the archer. They
had drifted in a small boat for days
before sighting the Sussex coast and
making a landing.

“Only eight Saxons,” Girard re-
peated, “which puzzles me greatly.
Think back, my lords, to when we
landed on the beach. There was not a
single Saxon to challenge us. Nor,
in the march to this castle, did we en-
counter any Saxon fighting men.
Surely the Saxons must have been ex-
pecting Duke William — yet their
coast is undefended.” Girard turned
back to the knave. “W here is the Earl
of Dundervale?”

“My master rode to Yorkshire with
King Harold to fight the Norwegians.”

“So the Norwegians, too, are invad-
ing.” Girard’s eyes sharpened. “Then,
my lords, when Duke William regath-
ers his fleet, he will find no one to
oppose his landing on the Sussex
coast.”

Sir Richard de Laval
head, spoke vehemently.

“It is my thought that Duke Wil-
liam perished at sea with his host. We
are fools to think of succor from him.
We might save our lives by an hon-
orable surrender to the Saxons here.”

Ignoring him, Girard turned again
to the knave.

“Who else isin Dundervale Castle?”

“My mistress, gracious knight, the
Countess of Dundervale — and my
master’s sister, the Lady Muriel.”

Girard smiled to himself.

“We waste time here, my lords.”
Leaving the archer to guard the knave
and the gate-house keep, Girard led
the knights down the stone steps to a
corner of the dark courtyard. The
moon was not yet high enough to
light the court.

Here, the noise of brawling was
louder. The drinking men-at-arms
were in the barracks room on the east
side of the court. Flickering torch-
light streamed from the tall windows

shook his
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of the barracks and lay in quivering
yellow patches on the yard stones.
Girard cautiously advanced to one of
the windows and chanced a swift
glance within.

Jk HALF-DOZEN guttering

torches showed a square room
with long, rough-hewn tables. Eight
men were lolling about in different
degrees of intoxication. Huge ale
horns lay on the tables or were tilted
to thirsty throats. All eight Saxons
wore the green livery and white
stag’s-head crest of Dundervale. Their
swords were stacked in a rack on the
wall. Pikes and battle-axes were also
arranged in racks.

Girard rejoined his barons.

“There are eight men—with a great
assortment of arms. We might take
them by force, but the risk would
sorely peril our holding this castle
until Duke William comes to our aid.”
Girard rested his leopard shield on
the ground. “There must be another
method,” he said thoughtfully.

Sir Richard de Laval spoke in a
strained, bitter voice.

“We shall be throwing away our
lives, my Lord Marquis. Duke Wil-
liam and his host are at the bottom of
the sea. Surely—”"

Girard paid Sir Richard no heed,
continued speaking his thoughts
aloud. It was the dark-browed Sir
Ambrose who answered.

“Sir Richard, keep your mouth
closed or the Saxons will hear the
chattering of your teeth.”

Suddenly Girard broke his silence.

“l have a method to take the Sax-
ons. Sir Ambrose, fetch me the long
cloak worn by that knave in the gate-
house keep.”

Sir Ambrose soon returned with the
cloak. Girard took the garment, grim-
aced at the stench of it. He slipped
it over his helmet and steel-sheathed
body.

The cloak completely concealed his
armor and shield. He beckoned the
two knights over to the barracks door.

INVASION 37

There he pulled the hooded cloak
closer about him.

“W ait here, my lords, till I summon
you. Sir Ambrose, you are to keep
the Saxons from reaching the pole
arms. You, Sir Richard, will see that
none escape through this door.” Gir-
ard turned and entered the Saxon bar-
racks.

He bent low as he trudged across
the room. The Saxons had ceased
their singing and seemed to be mixing
their ale with differences of opinion.
One of them, a deep-chested fellow
with a thick yellow mustache, was
talking as Girard drew near.

“l am for breaking down her door.
We are not men if we sit here like
sheep.”

“But the consequences, my captain,”
another cautioned.

“The fiends take the consequences!
Down with the door!”

HEY paid no heed to Girard. He

kept his ears to their argument,
learned that five Saxons were of the
captain’s opinion while three were
against him. Girard plodded toward
a stack of logs, lifted one and ex-
pertly placed it on the roaring fire.

No one noticed him in his knave’s
cloak, so he edged closer to the rack
holding the Saxons’ swords. Then,
with the most deliberate of move-
ments, he gathered the swords in his
arms and tossed them into the huge,
blazing fireplace. That done, he
turned and calmly faced the roomful
of Saxons.

He casually dropped the hooded
cloak from him. W ith the same un-
hurried ease he drew his sword. His
voice reverberated from the barracks
walls:

“De Guissac, de Laval—to me!”

The two barons plunged into the
room. Sir Ambrose covered the rack
of pole arms, Sir Richard the door.

The Saxons staggered from their
benches, stared about in bewildered
alarm. Their bleary eyes found the
three knights. Never before had they
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seen fully' armored Normans with
their hawklike, beaked helmets and
hoods of mail. Girard looked at them
over the top of his leopard shield. Sir
Ambrose stood behind his shield, a
white field emblazoned in crimson
with the head of abull. Sir Richard's
had a black field with a silver eagle
perched on the shaft of a battle-axe.
Girard called out.

“Do not act rashly, my Saxon
friends. Hell is full of heroes.”
One Saxon lunged toward the

swords in the fire. Girard struck him
smartly with the flat of his blade. The
Saxon dropped to the floor, stunned.
While Girard was dealing with this
one, the yellow-mustached captain
darted around them to the fireplace
and thrust his hand into the flames to
draw out a sword.

The captain got the hot blade half-
way out, had to drop it back into the
blaze.

Girard lightly pricked him with his
sword point, speeding his departure
from the vicinity of the fireplace.

A big, red-bearded Saxon, seized a
bench and started for Sir Richard at
the door. Sir Richard gave ground
before the red-bearded fellow. W ith
his shield and sword, Sir Richard
could have made short work of the
bench.

Instead, he backed away from the
threatening Saxon.

Quick anger stormed
tawny eyes.

“Hold fast, de Laval!”

in Girard’s

BUT Sir Richard had been maneu-
vered from the door. Two Saxons
bolted past him.

The big, red-bearded Saxon hurled
the bench at Sir Richard, and raced
to join his companions, his harsh
laugh of derision booming across the
courtyard. They disappeared into the
night.

Sir Richard dodged the thrown
bench, moved quickly back to cover
the door.

.The yellow-mustached captain

seized a ponderous axe from the wall
and rushed Girard, calling out.

“Arm yourselves, men of Dunder-
vale!”

From the corner of his eye Girard
saw two Saxons grasp benches and
leap to attack Sir Ambrose de Guissac,
who had placed himself in front of
the pole-arm rack. Then the captain
was upon Girard. The marquis stepped
in under the descending axe and then
swung his sword, not at the Saxon,
but at the shaft of the axe. The Nor-
man blade sliced through the shaft,
leaving the captain with a stick of
wood in his hand.

Girard held his point at the cap-
tain’s chest, backed him to the wall,
then glanced quickly toward the
Baron de Guissac. Sir Ambrose had
struck the benches from the hands of
both Saxons, and they had retreated a
safe distance from his lively blade.
Sir Richard de Laval was now block-
ing the door, permitting no others to
escape.

Girard turned back to the captain,
coolly looked him over.
“Yield, and your

spared.”

The captain exchanged glances with
his companions, then nodded to Gir-
ard.

“We yield, Sir Knight.”

Girard beckoned to Sir Ambrose.

“Bind their hands.” Then to Sir
Richard: “Gather all these pole arms,
axes and bows and hurl them over the
wall into the moat.”

Sir Ambrose spoke
voice.

“Do not let your three Saxon
friends take them away from you, de
Laval.”

The small eyes of Sir Richard be-
came tiny points of fury.

“l shall remember your words, de
Guissac,” he choked.

Girard called the Saxon captain to
the far side of the barracks room, out
of earshot of the rest. Girard folded
arms across his hauberk and looked
down at the captain.

lives will be

in a cutting



ARROWS OF

“Now you can tell me all about that
door you were so set on breaking
down.”

For a moment the Saxon was si-
lent.

“The chamber
Knight.”

Girard made an impatient gesture.

“Certainly, a lady is in that cham-
ber. Who?”

“The Lady Muriel, sister to my
good master. She is held prisoner in
the West tower. It was my plan to
set her free.”

“And your plan required the en-
couragement of the ale horn,” said
Girard dryly. “Now tell me who has

holds a lady, Sir

the power to imprison the sister of
Lord Dundervale?”

“The countess!” spat the captain.
“Our mistress, Countess Gail of Dun-
dervale and wife of the master. She
is a black-headed witch.”

IRARD DE CLAVALOUX re-
G garded the captain coldly.

“Why is the Lady Muriel held pris-
oner?”

The captain suddenly clamped his
lips. Minutes marched by before he
spoke.

“But | have already said too much.”

Girard’s mail gauntlet caught a fist-
ful of the captain’s leather jacket.

“l shall judge the length of your
tongue. Speak on.”

“Kitchen talk has it,” began the
captain, “that the mistress is plotting
some foul deed. That is all I know.”

Girard’s tawny eyes bored into the
captain’s. Finally, he released the
hold on his jacket.

“Go back to the others now. If you
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have lied to me, your yellow-roofed
head will race the dawn across the

courtyard.
“Sir Ambrose, you and Sir Richard
will lock these Saxons and that

kitchen knave in the donjon tower.
Order our archer to mount guard at
the drawbridge and drive an arrow
into anyone approaching the gate-
house keep. Warn him of the three
escaped Saxons.

“Then find the Countess of Dunder-
vale and have her await me in the
great hall. Apologize for the lateness
of the night, but I want to take stock
of the castle and its people—and plan
a defense till Duke William reaches
these shores.”

Girard took Sir
spoke quietly.

“As a baron of Normandy you gave
a poor account of yourself when that
clumsy Saxon attacked you with a
bench.”

Sir Richard bowed.

“It was | who was clumsy, my Lord
Marquis. And it shall not again hap-
pen.”

Girard nodded. He took a torch
from the wall and crossed the court-
yard to the entrance to the West
tower. There, he climbed the narrow,
winding stone steps. In the gutter-
ing torch-light his distorted shadow
dogged his heels.

Nearing the top, Girard saw another
light flickering above around a bend
in the stairway. Girard laid his torch
on the steps, drew his sword and ad-
vanced in swift silence. At the top
he saw the red-bearded Saxon who
had escaped from the barracks. Red-
beard was trying to pry the chain
loose from a panel on the heavy oak
door, and he was talking to the person
within the chamber. His words
reached Girard:

“Wait till you feel my hands on
your pretty throat, my lady. A full
bag of gold is what I get for so little
effort. You will plead, my lady. But
your cries will not be louder than the
jangle of gold in my pouch.”

Richard aside,



40 THRILLING ADVENTURES

CHAPTER Il
The Conquerers Court

GIRARD laughed
outright. “Now let us
hear how loud your
cries will be.”

The red-bearded
Saxon jerked back
from the door, his

startled eyes fasten-
ing on Girard de Cla-
valoux. He seized an iron-headed
pole arm, advanced slowly on Girard.

“l can well use that mail you are
wearing.” Then he lunged viciously
with his long-shafted weapon.

Girard waited on the steps, waited
until the iron head of the weapon was
scant inches from his shield, then he
rolled the shield with the thrust. The
pole arm harmlessly slid over his
shoulder.

The Saxon strangler reached the
top step, lost his balance when his
weapon missed Girard and tumbled
forward down the steps. Girard raised
his sword and let Redbeard impale
himself on the point. The strangler’s
shrill screech filled the narrow stair-
case of the tower.

The Norman disengaged his blade
and contemptuously booted the dead
strangler to one side of the steps.
Then he approached the oak door. A
small hole, the thickness of a lance,
was at eye level in the door. Girard
looked into the hole, saw nothing save
darkness.

From the chamber came a low-tim-
bered voice.

“Who are you, Sir Knight?”

Girard regarded the door. He liked
the sound of that voice. There was
nothing in its tones to tell that a
strangler had just tried to force the
door.

“You can see me, my lady?”

“Yes—but | do not recognize the
style of your arms.”

“These arms, my lady, are common
in Normandy.”

A startled

exclamation sounded

from the chamber. Then words came
in a rush.

“Have the Normans fought the Sax-
ons? Do you know if Lord Dunder-
vale lives?”

“l know not the replies to your
questions,” said Girard. “But Dunder-
vale Castle is a Norman prize.” He
severed the chain on the door with
one stroke of his sword. Then he
opened the door and looked upon her.

The Norman marquis had known
Saracen maidens in the Holy Land.
Their dark skin and piercing black
eyes had held a tumultuous challenge.
The maids of Florence, with their
soft, caressing eyes and flashing white
teeth had stirred him not a little.
There had been French damsels, tem-
pestuous with their changing moods,
Teutons, stolid and incredibly ten-
der, Norman maidens, the fire of the

Vikings still in their veins. And now
there was the Lady Muriel.

He saw her eyes first. They were
blue, a very deep blue. Then the

torch-light caught her hair, made it
a foamy crest of golden spray. She
looked up at him.

“To whom do | owe my life, my re-
lease from prison and my new Norman
bondage?”

“Girard, Marquis de Clavaloux at
your service, my lady.”

ADY MURIEL inclined her head,

then moved into the full glow of
the torch. Her beautifully formed
body was draped with a long white
gown. She looked very tiny and fra-
gile standing before the towering,
steel-clad Norman.

Girard shifted his shield to hang
over his back and offered his arm.
Neither wasted a glance on the dead
strangler, as Girard guided her down
the steps.

Their shadows fled before
making monstrous
bleak stone walls.

“Where are you taking me, Sir
Knight?”

“To the great hall.”

them,
figures on the
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“Will the Countess of Dundervale
be present?”

"Aye, my lady. She awaits me there
now.”

Lady Muriel lapsed into deep si-
lence. Girard could not read her
features with the torch in the wall
behind them, but he could see the de-
termined tilt of her chin.

They rounded a bend in the stair-
way. Girard took up the torch he had
left there, and they continued the de-
scent in silence. He escorted the gol-
den maid across the courtyard and
into the great hall.

The hall had high stone walls rising
to a lofty wooden ceiling. Crossed
lances and swords relieved the bare-
ness of the walls, and above them
hung triangular Saxon banners with
green fields and the white stag’s-
head crest of Dundervale. Torches
burned in sconces spaced about the
walls. At the far end of the great
hall was a dais with chairs set about
in courtly fashion.

Sir Ambrose de Guissac, Sir Rich-
ard de Laval and a lady were seated
on the dais. The lady’ hair, under
the light head-cloth she wore, was a
bright blue-black. The black-headed
witch, thought Girard.

The two Norman barons rose from
their chairs when they saw Girard and
the Lady Muriel advancing across the
rush-strewn floor.

Sir Ambrose bowed to the dark-
haired Saxon lady.

“Countess Gail, Mistress of Dun-
dervale, | have the honor to present
my lord, first nobleman of Duke Wil-
liam’s court—Girard, Marquis de Cla-
valoux.”

The countess inclined her head, not
once taking her bright eyes from
Girard’s face.

Girard bowed. He saw that her eyes
were almost black, her slightly slant-
ing lids fringed with black lashes. Her
nose was straight, set above a well-
shaped mouth. Her dark bodice curved
to a slender waist. She never even
glanced at the Lady Muriel, seemed
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unaware of her presence. Girard’s
tawny eyes flicked to the golden-
haired maid. The Lady Muriel’s chin
was tilted, and she was staring coolly
at the countess. .
FFERING his arm, Girard de
Clavaloux handed the Lady Mu-
riel up on the dais and into a chair
beside Sir Ambrose. Next to Sir Am-
brose was the countess, and on her
far side was Sir Richard de Laval. Sir
Richard was fawning over the coun-
tess, lavishing her with all the atten-
tive courtesy of a Norman courtier.

Girard laid his shield and mail
gauntlets on the dais. He unlaced his
helmet, took it off and pushed his
Coif-de-Mailles back on his shoulders.
His face and head, exposed for the
first time, held the eyes of the Lady
Muriel. For Girard was sternly hand-
some with the rugged features of the
hardy Norseman.

He lost no time in coming to the
point. “My ladies, Dundervale Castle
is now a Norman fief. All its people
are subjects of William, Duke of Nor-
mandy. All will be treated as friendly,
loyal subjects till treachery is shown.
Do you, Countess Gail, give your word
as a noblewoman not to hamper us—"

The Countess Gail laughed disdain-
fully.

“So Dundervale fell to three ship-
wrecked Normans. The Saxon knights
will have a good laugh over that—be-
fore they put you to death.” Her
bright eyes traveled over Girard’s tall,
well-knit figure. “What a shame it
will be to kill so splendid a knight.”

“Your ladyship,” said Girard dryly,
"must not so concern herself on my
behalf.” His tawny eyes sharpened.
“Did you use the word ‘shipwrecked,’
my lady?”

The countess nodded toward Sir
Richard.

“The Baron de Laval was so gallant
as to lament the seaweed and sand on
his armor while in my presence.”

Girard’s gaze fastened on Sir Rich-
ard.
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"The baron’s great gallantry is sur-
passed only by his great tongue.”

Sir Richard recoiled from the sting
of the marquis’ words. Hot hatred
flamed in his little eyes, but he said
nothing.

The countess seemed to find a new
interest in Sir Richard, for her
glances to him were warmer and her
voice lower. Girard did not take heed
of this, as he had turned to the Lady
Muriel.

“W hat is your stand, my lady?”

She answered in a clear, quiet voice.

“l am a Saxon and wish for the re-
turn of my countrymen—and | am
not forgetting my great debt to you,
my lord. But | do marvel at the coun-
tess for wishing for the return of my
brother and his Saxon knights.”

Countess Gail took notice of the
Lady Muriel for the first time.

“My dear Lady Muriel, would it not
be more seemly to keep our personals
to ourselves, and not bore these Nor-
man noblemen?”

It was Girard who spoke up.

“A red-bearded strangler, a full bag
of gold and a maid’s white throat have
never bored me, my lady.”

Sir Ambrose and Sir Richard stared
at Girard, who explained.

“One of the three Saxons who fled
the barracks has joined his ancestors.”
Girard saw the blood drain from the
face of the Countess Gail, and he de-
cided upon a bold move. Turning to
the Lady Muriel, he spoke directly.

“Until your brother, Lord Dunder-
vale, stands before these castle gates,
let there be a truce between us. In
return for your given word, my lady,
I shall make you mistress of Dunder-
vale.”

The countess leaped to her feet.

“You will make that chit mistress
of Dundervale?” she cried.

W ADY MURIEL rose from her
chair, faced the countess.
“Deny that you and that toad, Lord
Bradwick, conspired to Kkill my
brother and take this castle. Deny

that you imprisoned me—tried to have
me strangled!”

The countess snatched a dagger
from her bodice, lunged toward Lady
Muriel. Girard moved swiftly, seized
the upraised arm and shook the dag-
ger from it. He found himself with
an armful of lithe, tigerish fury.
Holding the countess firmly, he spoke
over his shoulder to the Baron de
Guissac.

“Sir Ambrose, you will take the
countess to her chamber and secure
the door.”

Unseen by the others, the countess
made a mute entreaty to Sir Richard.
He caught the meaning and spoke to
Girard.

“My Lord Marquis, permit me the
honor of serving you by allowing me
to escort this wild Saxon to her cham-
ber.”

“De Guissac has been ordered to do
s0,” said Girard flatly.

The countess wriggled in Girard’s
grasp, twisted her head to look up at
him. Her eyelids were so narrowed
that her eyes were not visible.

“Your indignities, Sir Knight, will
be doubly avenged when Lord Brad-
wick storms this castle. You and that
yellow-haired chit will die together.”

Girard chuckled.

“Your ladyship suggests Paradise.
I can think of no pleasanter a death.”

Sir Ambrose was amusedly watch-
ing the countess work herself into a
fury. He touched her arm. “Will
you walk or be carried to your cham-
ber, my lady?”

The countess twisted to face him.
Her eyes peered out over the crook of
Girard’s mail elbow.

“And you, Lord of the Red Bull—
you shall hang from my chamber win-
dow.”

Girard released her, and she swept
from the great hall.

The Lady Muriel
Girard.

“l agree to your terms, Sir Knight.
I shall not conspire against you with-
out first giving you warning.”

squarely faced
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“Agreed, Lady Muriel, Mistress of
Dundervale. Now, I shall escort you
to your chamber. Sir Richard, you
will stand watch in this hall.”

When Sir Ambrose returned, Girard
shook his head.

“Find a chamber and rest. Keep a
sharp ear for our archer on the draw-
bridge.”

Girard and the Lady Muriel went
to her chamber. He carefully exam-
ined the windows and the archer’s
slits, then looked to the stout bar on
the door.

A sudden clanking and rattling of
chains broke the stillness of the night.

“The drawbridge!” Girard hastily
laced on his helmet. His long Norman
sword flashed from its scabbard as he
ran from the chamber, telling Lady
Muriel to securely bar her door. On
reaching the courtyard, he raised his
voice in a thunderous roar.

“De Guissac! De Lavall To the
drawbridge!”
CHAPTER 111

The Saxon Siege
THE rumbling of the

chains was louder,
faster. The great
wooden bridge was
descending. W hen
Girard reached the
steps leading up to
the gate-room, his
running feet stum-
bled into a soft hulk. As his mail-

clad body clanked down on the stone
steps, his startled eyes saw the vague
silhouette of a man flick in front of
the dull light from the keep. This
blurry, unrecognizable figure swiftly
disappeared behind a stone wall ad-
joining the battlements.

As Girard regained his feet, he saw
that the soft hulk beneath him was his
Norman archer—dead with a slashed
throat. The marquis mouthed a bit-
ter oath, raced up the stairs and threw
open the gate-house door.

The Countess Gail defiantly placed
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herself in front of the grinding wind-
lass. Girard brushed her aside, knock-
ing her to the stone floor. Then he
threw in the brake on the windlass.
The heavy drawbridge came to a rasp-
ing, jarring halt. He stepped over to
the machicolations and looked down
through the holes which were used
for pouring molten metal. In the
bright moonlight he saw that the
bridge had stopped about six feet
from the level of the rim of the hill
across the steep rocky moat.

On this hill he saw five Saxon
knights in full mail and some fifty
men-at-arms. The knights had numer-
ous devices painted on their shields.
But all of the men-at-arms wore the
green livery and white stag’s-head
crest of Dundervale.

The drawbridge was much too high
for the knights’ horses to reach. But
a number of men-at-arms had leaped
up, caught hold of the bridge and
were clambering over.

Girard dropped his sword, tripped
the release of the spike-fanged port-
cullis, sending the grilled wooden
gate crashing down to seal the castle
entrance. But the clang of swords be-
low told him he had not been fast
enough to shut out some of the Sax-
ons.

Sir Ambrose’s voice rang out in the
courtyard.

“We are here, my Lord Marquis!”

Girard put both hands to the wind-
lass, and started the ponderous bridge
on its upward climb. Hoarse cries
of terror told of the Saxons who were
losing their handholds on the edge of
the ascending bridge and were hur-
tling down into the rocky, dry moat.
Girard saw that the bridge was now
at a safe enough angle and out of
reach of the Saxons. He locked the
windlass and strode over to the coun-
tess. She still lay where he had thrown
her. He stared down at her.

“Who was the man | saw leaving
here?”

Her black eyes were burning with
hate and defiance. It seemed that she



44 THRILLING ADVENTURES

was not going to answer, but she
changed her mind.
“One of my trusted Saxons.”
Girard made no gentle ceremony of
tying her securely with a length of

rope. Then he left the keep.

HE clash of steel in the yard was

louder now, more furious. Sword
in hand, Girard swiftly descended the
steps to the gateyard. He saw that his
two barons were pressed by seven
Saxon men-at-arms. Two other Sax-
ons lay on the stone yards with their
heads split open.

Sir Richard was in full mail with
shield and using a spiked mace. But
Sir Ambrose was without his hauberk
and shield, and was defending him-
self with sword and helmet. Sir Am-
brose was at a disadvantage, for all of
the Saxons were garbed in tough
leather armor and thick wooden hel-
mets. They all wore the crest of Dun-
dervale.

Girard shouted.

“De Clavaloux! De Clavaloux!”

He lunged at a Saxon who was
threatening Sir Richard’s flank. Gir-
ard’s long sword cracked open the
Saxon’s helmet like the shell of a nut,
splitting wood and bone together.
The Norman marquis called heartily
to his barons.

“Forgive me for
your fun, my lords.”

Sir Ambrose shouted above the
clashing ring of his steel blade.

“A well-timed intrusion, by the
Glory!”

Yells of encouragement came from
the Saxon company out on the hill
across the moat. They were helpless
to aid the trapped Saxons. All they
could do was yell.

Sir Richard uttered a deep grunt as
his spiked mace bit into a wooden hel-
met and lodged there. The stunned
Saxon went down, carrying the em-
bedded mace with him. Sir Richard’s
sword was sheathed at his side. In-
stead of using his big shield as a
cover to draw his sword, Sir Richard

intruding upon

turned tail and ran some ten paces to
the rear.

Girard swore a blistering Norman
oath. For Sir Richard’s hasty retreat
had left Sir Ambrose’s unprotected
side open to a Saxon attack—and Sir
Ambrose was fighting without shield
or hauberk.

An alert Saxon saw the opportunity
to strike a death blow and made a
swift thrust at Sir Ambrose.

Girard lunged sideways and took
the full brunt of the Saxon’s thrust
on his hauberk. Faulty links in the
mail would have sent the Saxon’s
point into Girard’s chest. But the
links held, and the life of Sir Ambrose
de Guissac was saved. Girard then
brought his blade up, cleaving the
bone of the Saxon’s forearm. The fel-
low stumbled blindly into the de-
scending sword of another Saxon. Sir
Ambrose, at that moment, cut the legs
from under another. The Saxons be-
came confused, panicky.

“By the Splendor of God!” Girard
shouted, using Duke William’s fav-
orite oath. “l have no stomach for
this. Even lacking full armor we could
slay them all! Saxons! You can yield
with honor — for it is not to our
knightly credit to slay needlessly
stout men-at-arms.”

The Saxons drew together, mur-
mured among themselves. One of
them spoke up.

“We yield, on condition that | be
permitted to deliver a message to my
mistress, the Countess of Dunder-
vale.”

Girard considered a moment.

“Where is your master, the Earl of
Dundervale?”

“In London, Sir Knight, with King
Harold.”

IRARD’S tawny eyes widened,

slowly became thoughtful slits.
For King Harold’s presence in Lon-
don meant that the Saxon monarch
had retreated from the Norwegians in
Yorkshire, or that he had crushed
them.
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“The condition of surrender is
granted—and |, too, shall hear the
message to the countess.”

“It is agreed, Sir Knight,” said the
Saxon spokesman.

Sir Richard de Laval had been do-
ing some thinking of his own. He sud-
denly addressed the Saxon.

“How did your king fare at York-
shire with the Norwegians?”

“King Harold won a glorious vic-
tory,” bragged the Saxon.

Girard was irked by Sir Richard’s
interruption.

“If you were as swift with your
sword as you are with your tongue,
you would not have put Sir Ambrose’s
life in jeopardy.”

Sir Richard’s little eyes were ven-
omous, but he bowed.

“A  thousand pardons,
Marquis.”

Leaving the knights to watch the
Saxons, Girard conducted the spokes-
man to the gate-house keep. From out
on the hill came a sudden clamor,
shouted questions as to the fate of the
Saxons in the yard.

The Countess Gail was still bound
and lying on the floor of the keep. The
Saxon bent to help her. Girard put
his sword between the two.

“It is unfortunate—but her Lady-
ship brought it upon herself. Proceed
with the message.”

The Saxon addressed himself to the
countess.

“Your Ladyship, | bring greetings
from my master. He bade me tell you
that King Harold was victorious over
the Norwegians. And that he was
wounded and unable to ride to Hast-
ings with King Harold. The wound
is not a serious one.”

“Why Hastings?” asked the coun-
tess. “Has the Duke of Normandy
landed his host?”

The Saxon glanced toward Girard,
but the countess urged him on.

“It will do no harm to tell. These
three fool Normans could not leave
here if they desired to.”

“Yes,” continued the Saxon.

my Lord

“The
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Normans have landed and are raiding
the countryside near Hastings. King
Harold sent us back to Dundervale to
re-garrison the castle so that it would
not fall into Norman hands.”

Girard smiled.

“Your king is a trifle tardy.”

The Saxon turned on Girard.

“But King Harold will take the
Normans by surprise at Hastings.”
Then he added in a bragging tone,
“King Harold has assembled his fleet
off the Sussex coast. The Normans
are trapped at Hastings—by land and
sea.”

CHAPTER IV
Traitor-Baron

DAWN was streak-
ing the east when
Girard and Sir Am-
brose wearily seated
themselves on the
castle wall with their
backs against the bat-
tlements. The Saxons
had gone off to their
camp on the hillside. Countess Gail
was in her chamber, and Sir Ambrose
had secured the door with a stout
chain. Sir Richard was patrolling the
castle.

Suddenly a great din came from the
hillside. The increased volume of
noise told of new numbers added to
the Saxon forces. Girard moved to
the parapet, took a quick look and
sprang back. A shower of Saxon ar-
rows whistled past the spot where his
head had been. But he had seen
enough to know that close to a thou-
sand Saxons were advancing on the
castle.

“This stronger force puzzles me,”
said Girard. “lI wonder how Duke
William fared at Hastings. The out-
look was not so favorable.”

“We can hope,” said the dark-
browed Sir Ambrose. “But Sir Rich-
ard does not even hope. He showed
no heartiness when you told him that
Duke William had landed.”
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Girard nodded.

“Sir Richard has been at odds with
our plans since we first saw this castle.
He must have the Saxon fever. Be-
cause they have fierce mustaches and
put horns on their helmets, he thinks
they are invincible. Yet, Sir Richard
comes from an old and honored Nor-
man line.”

“His noble blood did not help us
much,” said Sir Ambrose, “when he al-
lowed three Saxons to escape from
the barracks. But we are free of them,
now.”

“How so, my friend?” asked Girard
quickly.

“It goes back before the battle in
the courtyard. | heard the drawbridge
start to descend and rushed from my
chamber. Two armed Saxons set upon
me.”

“Two?”

“Aye, my Lord Marquis.
slew them both.”

Girard stood up straight, but ducked
back into a crouch as a Saxon arrow
sang past his helmet.

“Sir Ambrose,” he said, “only three
Saxons escaped from the barracks. |
slew the red-bearded one in the west
tower. You slew two of them. That
accounts for them all.” Girard ges-
tured up toward the donjon tower.
“Before coming down here, | counted
all the Saxon prisoners. The tally is
right, even to the kitchen knave.”

Two. |

IR AMBROSE DE GUISSAC
S scowled in thoughtful silence.
Girard went on.

“As | related to you before | came
upon our poor archer with his throat
cut. And as | stumbled upon his body,
I saw a man run from the gate-house
keep. The light was bad and | could
not distinguish anything about him.
But the Countess Gail said he was one
of her trusted Saxons.”

“Aye,” said Sir Ambrose. “It is
sorely puzzling. But neither of the
Saxons | slew could have been help-
ing the countess lower the draw-
bridge. They could not have been at

the gate-house keep and fighting me
at the same time.”

Girard nodded in agreement.

“Also, my lord, someone must have
opened the countess’ chamber for her
after you secured it—and then low-
ered the drawbridge for her.”

“Our loyal archer,” put in Sir Am-
brose. “They would have had to pass
him. He would have driven a shaft
into any Saxon who set foot near the
keep—and he would not have allowed
the countess to approach the keep
alone.” A black scowl was forming
like a thunder cloud on Sir Ambrose’s
face. “The archer could not have be-
trayed us—he was already dead when
you saw the vague figure flee from the
keep.”

A steely glint crept into Girard’s
tawny eyes. His mail gauntlet clasped
the hilt of his sword.

“The puzzle is no longer a puzzle,
friend Ambrose. For only a Norman
could have approached our archer
close enough to deal a cowardly
blow.” Girard drew his long sword.
“Our betrayer is — Sir Richard de
Laval. And | am certain now, Sir
Ambrose, that he planned to let you
be killed in the courtyard fight when
he suddenly moved back from your
side.”

Girard de Clavaloux strode to the
stone steps. Saxon arrows were fall-
ing in the castleyard by the hundreds.
Girard held his huge shield over his
head and made his way down the wall
and across the courtyard. He entered
the castle and went straight to the
Countess Gail’s chamber. He found
that the stout chain Sir Ambrose had
put there was broken. Girard kicked
open the door.

Countess Gail was fully clothed, re-
clining on her couch. When she saw
Girard, she called out reprovingly.

“To frighten a lady so—”

Girard went to her side and stared
down at her.

“Where is the Baron de Laval?”

Her black eyes were very bright.
She waved a graceful hand for him to
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seat himself beside her. A smile came
to her lips.

“This is the first chance, my lord,
that we have had to be together. |
have much to say to you.” She pulled
on Girard’ arm till he was seated on
the couch. “There, that is better.” She
leaned very close to him.

Girard spoke evenly. “My dear
countess, you are very beautiful, very
desirable, men would trade their souls
for your favors—but | am seeking
the Baron de Laval.”

HE smile froze on the Countess

Gail’s face. For a moment Gir-
ard thought she was going to rake his
face with her fingernails. But the
frigid smile thawed, completely
melted and was more friendly than be-
fore. She leaned forward, pressed her
mouth firmly against his, entwined
her arms around his neck.

It was then that Girard saw the
shadow on the wall of her chamber—
the shadow of a man with an upraised
sword.

Girard pushed the countess over
backwards, rolled to the floor, carry-
ing his leopard shield around and over
him. A terrific blow struck the shield,
nearly tearing it from his grasp.
Standing over Girard loomed the
fully armored Sir Richard de Laval.
Sir Richard’s face was a malignant,
savage mask, as he struck another
blow, wrenching the shield from Gir-
ard’s hand.

Instead of trying to hold the shield,
Girard pushed it farther from him and
into Sir Richard’s legs. Sir Richard,
fearing it might trip him, backed off
several paces.

Girard sprang to his feet. Sir Rich-
ard stood facing him, his little eyes
showing above the top of his kite-
shaped shield. Only the eyes showed,
for his nasal guard and iron helmet
covered the rest of his face. His sword
was drawn back for a quick thrust.

“At last, de Laval,” said Girard, “I
see your true eyes. Craven eyes, they
are, of a man who betrays his com-
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rades for the slim chance of saving his
own life. And slim chance it is, my
traitor-baron.” He suddenly slashed,
his sword striking with the speed of
a lightning bolt.

The blow would have cut through
the trunk of a young tree. It cleaved
across Sir Richard’s shield, shearing
off the top. Girard’s point flashed
within inches of the baron’s eyes.
Never had Sir Richard felt such a
stroke.

He leaped back from the blade that
came so close to tearing the eyes from
his head. Then Sir Richard set him-
self and struck. Both swords met in
midair, and the castle rang with their
clash. Girard pressed the fight, striv-
ing for a blow at the baron’s helmet.

But Girard had not reckoned on the
Countess Gail. She was seeing all of
her carefully laid plans tumbling
down about her. Seizing a small bench,
she set it behind Girard on the floor.

Sir Richard saw her place it there.
In a sudden burst of desperation, he
lunged forward. But he was too anx-
ious to press what he thought was
an advantage.

Girard saw an opening. He stepped
back to set himself for the powerful
stroke. His foot encountered the
bench. He lost his balance, stumbled
to the side but recovered his feet.

IR RICHARD then got his

chance, the chance he had been
frantically awaiting. He took it—ran
from the chamber. He ran as if all the
devils in hell were snapping at his
heels. Darting through the doorway,
he flung the stout panel shut behind
him.

Girard recovered his shield and
grasped the Countess Gail’s arm. He
took her from the chamber, quickly
crossed the courtyard under the pro-
tection of his shield and climbed the
wall to where Sir Ambrose was watch-
ing the Saxon onslaught on the castle.

Sir Ambrose turned at their ap-
proach.

“De Laval?” he asked.
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“He is hiding,” said Girard, then
told Sir Ambrose of the encounter
with Sir Richard.

“Allow me to seek out the craven,”
begged Sir Ambrose de Guissac.

“He will be forced to come to us.
He is convinced that the Saxons will
take the castle. And it is the Coun-
tess Gail’s word alone that will save
him from them. Secure her in the
gate house, then rejoin me.”

Sir Ambrose took her into the keep,
and gently bound her. She heaped
abuse on him as fast as her tongue
could form the words. But the baron
only smiled in amusement at her furi-
ous frustration. As he was leaving
her, he laughed.

“When this business of battle is
over, | believe | shall claim you as
conqueror’s loot.”

Her reply was so savage she choked
on it. Sir Ambrose chuckled, and re-
joined Girard on the battlements. Gir-
ard spoke.

“The Saxons must be in some des-
perate need to take the castle. Look
at the manner in which they waste
arrows. One rock from a catapult
would do more damage than a thou-
sand shafts. It is my thought that
the Saxons were forced to travel fast
—and had not the time to haul engines
of war.” Girard then went to the
courtyard steps. “l have one thing
more to do.”

He again entered the castle. There
was no sign of Sir Richard. Girard
went straight to Lady Muriel’s cham-
ber. He knocked on the door with his
mail gauntlet. Presently he heard that
low voice of hers.

“Who is there?”

“Girard de Clavaloux.”

The bolt was instantly shot back,
and the door swung open. Lady
Muriel stood there in a long blue
sleeping gown which made sapphire
stars of her eyes. Her golden hair
fell about her shoulders.

“Come in, my lord.”

Girard stepped into her chamber.

“l came to warn you, my lady. The

Baron de Laval is a traitor to both
Normans and Saxons. See that your
door is securely bolted. And now
there is word of your noble brother.
He is in London, with a wound that
is not serious. He will soon be well
again.”

For long minutes the Lady Muriel
looked steadily at Girard.

“What a friendly enemy you are,
fair knight.”

IRARD took a coin from the

pouch at his belt. The coin was
struck by Ricardus I of Normandy in
the year 960. Then Girard drew his
dagger and cut the coin through the
center. One half he placed in her
hand, the other he slipped back into
his pouch.

“It is a Norman custom,” he told
her, “to consider only a Norman vic-
tory. Duke William is at Hastings.
And it is my thought that he will con-
quer and advance upon this castle.
Should a Saxon arrow pierce my hau-
berk—then keep this coin till Duke
William himself is at the gates. Tell
him that | gave it to you, and you will
be under his protection.”

The Lady Muriel held the coin
tightly in her hand. Girard bowed and
quickly withdrew from the chamber.

Back on the battlements, Sir Am-
brose greeted him.

“l have just been up in the tower,
my Lord Marquis, and saw a heavy
cloud of dust beyond the forest. |
could not tell if it were made by
horsemen or not.”

“Let us go up,” began Girard.

A heavy thump sounded below.
Girard stepped to the parapet and
looked over the wall. The Saxons had
fashioned a huge scaling ladder and
were trying to lay it against the castle
wall to bridge the rocky moat. Their
first effort had fallen short of the gate
rampart, and they were raising the
ladder for a second try. Girard spoke
quickly.

“Stand by the windlass in readiness
to lower the drawbridge when | call.”
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CHAPTER V
Loot for the Lords

SIR AMBROSE
looked strangely at
Girard, but the mar-
quis said no more. In
silence Sir Ambrose
went to the gate-

house keep.
Girard kicked ar-
rows off the rampart
to insure a firm footing for himself.
The Saxons’ ladder again banged
against the wall, its two uprights jut-
ting over the parapet. Then the lad-
der quivered with the weight of
Saxons scrambling up its rungs. A
deluge of arrows sailed over the para-
pet to protect the climbers’ advance.

Still in acrouch, Girard unsheathed
his sword, and drew back his arm. He
moved closer to the ladder, then he
swung his heavy blade. In one pow-
erful stroke he cut off both uprights,
leaving none of the ladder showing
above the parapet. Now he would have
a clear sweep for his sword, and the
Saxons would have no hand-holds.

A fresh flight of arrows came over
the wall. Their number was doubled
and redoubled till the air fairly sang
with them. Girard kept his crouch, for
a straight-on arrow at that distance
would pierce his mail hauberk.

Suddenly the arrows ceased. This
meant that the Saxons were nearing
the top of the ladder. Girard quickly
rose to his feet, heavy leopard shield
in front of him. Only his eyes showed
in the narrow slit between helmet and
the top of his shield.

A mighty shout came up from the
Saxons. But they could chance no
arrows now, for the first Saxon knight
had reached the parapet. He was a
thick-set giant thane with a flowing
beard of straw color. His iron-pot
helmet reached his blond brows. A
collar and shawl of mail were fitted
over a coat of stout leather armor. On
his left arm was a thick shield. His
right was raised aloft, swinging a

INVASION 49

great long-handled axe with an edge
fully a foot across.

Girard struck swiftly, engaging the
axe before it could gain the ponder-
ous momentum of a downward slash.
He turned aside the blow which would
have had the power to cleave through
shield, hauberk and bone. The Saxon
giant thundered an oath and again
raised the axe. This time there was
no stopping its descent.

The foot-long edge swished down
at Girard’s helmet. The Norman fell
into a crouch, letting the weapon pass
over his head. The force of the swing
carried the upper part of the Saxon’s
body flat across the parapet.

Girard’s sword cut down, crushing
the thane’s shoulder and breaking his
backbone. The dead Saxon sprawled
grotesquely over the parapet.

ANOTHER thane coming up the
ladder fast caught Girard with
his sword still in the giant’s body.
Girard could not disengage it in time
to deal a blow. He swept his shield
aloft, warding off the Saxon’s sword.
Thus, Girard’s left arm was upraised
holding off the thane’s blade. His
right was tugging the sword from the
giant’s body.

A hoarse shout of triumph escaped
this second Saxon. For he carried no
shield in his left hand. Instead, he
clutched a long dagger. And Girard’s
hauberk was an open target. The Sax-
on’s thrust was quick, short, hurried,
so inflamed was he with success. Gir-
ard’s rich, finely meshed coat of mail
turned the thrust. The thane drew
his arm back for a hard, vicious blow.

Girard saw the blade coming, knew
that even his masterpiece of Norman
armorer’s art could not withstand its
force. He wrenched mightily at his
long sword. It came free. He slanted
the point upward and drove with all
the power in his right arm. The cross
hilt of his sword ran flat against the
Saxon’s chest, the red length of blade
sprouting from his back. Girard with-
drew swiftly as the dead thane turn-
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bled out of sight. Then Girard raised
his voice in a lusty shout.

“Lower the drawbridge,
brose !”

The third Saxon was now at the top
of the ladder.

A great rumbling of chains was
heard, and the heavy drawbridge
lurched free of the castle wall. The
Saxon at the top of the ladder grasped
frantically at the parapet.

Girard wanted a captive—a captive
to answer questions. He dropped his
sword and seized the startled Saxon
by the shoulders. With a prodigious
heave he swung him over the parapet.
And he let the force of the swing
carry the Saxon across the rampart
ledge. There, Girard loosened his
hold and let the man drop down to
the courtyard below.

The fall was a long one, and the
Saxon landed with a jarring thud. He
crumpled to the ground, all conscious-
ness jarred from him.

W ith a deeper rumbling of chains,
the drawbridge started on its down-
ward sweep. Startled cries of horror
came from the Saxons on the ladder.
For the descending drawbridge had
thrust the ladder out from the wall.
And, as the bridge went lower, the
ladder was swept backward. Saxons,
shaken from their precarious hold,
went plunging down into the steep
dry moat below.

Girard chanced a look over the
parapet, saw that the bridge was about
halfway lowered and that the Saxons’
ladder had broken and carried all the

Sir Am-

soldiers on it to the rocks. He called
out.

“Hold, Sir Ambrose! Raise the
bridge.”

The huge bridge was checked and
started back on its lumbering ascent.
The angry din of the Saxons on the
hillside swallowed the straining and
grinding of the bridge.

“Well done, noble Ambrose!” said
Girard. He quickly went down the
steps to the courtyard. The Saxon was
just coming to his senses, reaching in-

stinctively for his sword on the stones
near him. Girard’s foot pressed on
his back, and he placed his sword
point at the Saxon’s throat.

“Sir Knight,” said Girard, “your life
hangs upon one word. Speak it truth-
fully, and you will live to a good old
age.” When the thane stared up at
him, Girard asked: “Did William of
Normandy defeat the Saxon king?”

OR moments the Saxon stared

dully at Girard. Then he
shrugged. When he spoke his voice
was hoarse, bitter.

“Yes, Sir Knight. We were tricked
by the Normans at Hastings. We fell
into the same trap in which we de-
feated the Norwegians in the north.”

Girard clenched his mail gauntlet
in silence. He then helped the Saxon
to his feet, saw that one of the man’s
legs was broken by the fall from the
rampart. Up to the gate-house keep
Girard assisted the stricken knight.

When the Countess Gail saw the
thane, a startled cry came from her.

“Lord Bradwick!” she gasped, and
fought to free herself of her bonds.

Girard gave Sir Ambrose the news.

“Duke William has conquered—"

“De Clavaloux!” the call came from
the courtyard. It was the voice of Sir
Richard de Laval.

Girard, sword tightly gripped,
darted to the head of the stone steps.
Down in the courtyard were Sir Rich-
ard and the Lady Muriel. He was
holding a dagger at the small of her
back. Her face was white, but no
words escaped her tightly clenched
teeth. Sir Richard called out.

“T forced your damsel’s chamber
and now offer a bargain. | will ex-
change captives, de Clavaloux—the
countess for the Lady Muriel.”

Before Girard could answer, the
Lady Muriel threw a glittering object
which landed on the steps at his feet.
He looked down and recognized that
gleaming semicircle.

Sir Ambrose de Guissac strode
swiftly to the doorway of the gate-
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house keep when he heard Sir Rich-
ard’s words. The instant his back was
turned the Countess Gail quickly held
out her bound hands to Lord Brad-
wick. The thane slipped out a short
knife and severed the rope.

Then the Countess Gail slyly moved
up behind Sir Ambrose. She braced
her hands on each side of the door-
way, swiftly raised her right leg,
placed the sole of her foot in the
small of Sir Ambrose’s back — and
pushed. Sir Ambrose fell flat on his
face outside the gate-house keep.

W ith a taunting laugh of triumph,
Countess Gail slammed the door of
the keep and barred it from inside.

From within came a rasping noise,
followed by a thundering clatter. The
drawbridge was being lowered, and
the portcullis raised.

Sir Ambrose roared a blistering
Norman oath and attacked the door
with his heavy sword. His strokes
were mighty, and great chunks
chipped from the door. He redoubled
his efforts, struck with the strength
of ten fiends. And he chopped clear
through the panel, reached in and
throwing aside the bolt, kicked the
door open. But the harm had already
been done. Lord Bradwick was lock-
ing the portcullis windlass. He was
swaying on his good leg, supported
by the Countess Gail.

A roar of triumph came from the
hillside across the moat. Saxon yells
filled the air. There was the tramp of
many feet on the drawbridge and the
thud of knights’ horses.

OWN in the courtyard, Sir Rich-

ard de Laval was too surprised,
too stunned to move. Facing him was
a score of Saxon archers. He was a
Norman baron, their enemy—and his
dagger was menacing a Saxon lady of
noble birth. A score of bowstrings
twanged on the air. Sir Richard’s cry
of alarm was choked off by the heavy
thud of arrows piercing his hauberk.
The Baron de Laval died by Saxon
hands.
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Saxon archers and knights swarmed
into the castle yard, and quickly sur-
rounded the Lady Muriel to protect
her further from the Normans. It was
then that they espied Girard at the
head of the stone steps. He stood
there alone, his great shield before
him, his long Norman sword in his
hand. A tumultuous cry arose from
the Saxon ranks.

In the gate-house keep, Sir Ambrose
de Guissac balled his mail fist and
struck Lord Bradwick squarely on the
chin. The Saxon collapsed like an
empty sack. Sir Ambrose turned to
the Countess Gail with a tight grin,
grabbed her by the wrists. Then he
heard the cool voice of the marquis.

“Sir Ambrose, sever the drawbridge
chains, so that it may not be raised
again. And jam the windlass of the
portcullis, so that it may not be low-
ered.”

Strange orders they were, coming
from a lone Norman in the midst of
hundreds of Saxon enemies, but Sir
Ambrose knew that Girard de Clava-
loux did strange things for still
stranger reasons. He threw the Coun-
tess Gail from his path, and raising
his sword, brought it down in a
mighty two-handed stroke upon the
drawbridge chains.

The links separated and slid
through their conduits to clank down
on the rocks in the moat. That draw-
bridge would not be raised again that
day. Then Sir Ambrose crippled the
machinery of the portcullis, so that
it would take at least a week’s work to
repair the damage. The Countess Gail
stood aghast at his suicidal work.

Girard’s voice called out.

“Ho, my good Saxons! You know
well that the drawbridge is down to
stay, and you know well that the Nor-
man host of Duke William is within
a league of the castle gates!”

A lone figure in white wriggled
from the press of the Saxons in the
courtyard, and quickly climbed the
stone steps to stand at Girard’s side.

“That coin—I thought throwing it
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would prevent bloodshed and save the
lives of my countrymen.”

The Norman swiftly drew her to
him, and swung his huge leopard-
emblazoned shield to cover her small
body, but no Saxon arrows thudded
against that shield. Instead, there was
a stunned silence in their ranks. Then
Girard’s words rang out across the
courtyard.

“Saxons! You can choose between
an honorable death and an equally
honorable surrender. The choice is
yours—and either choice will be the
fancy of the Norman knights now ap-
proaching the gates.”

At Girard’s mention of Duke Wil-
liam, Sir Ambrose ran to a narrow
archer’s slit in the gate-house wall.
The sight that met his eyes must have
gladdened his heart, for a wild Nor-
man cry came from his throat.

“By the Glory! It is Duke William
and his noble barons!”

Countess Gail came to his side for
a look out the slit. Sir Ambrose gaily
lifted her so that she might see better.
Her choked sob of frustration brought
an amused chuckle to his lips. Then
he set her down. Mail gauntlets on
hips, he looked into her black eyes.

“My lady, you, too, have a simple
choice to make. Shall | declare you
under the protection of the Baron de
Guissac—or shall | let you be free
booty for yonder knights of Nor-
mandy?”

Hate glittered in the countess’eyes,
but she moved silently to his side. Sir
Ambrose smiled very slowly.

Girard called down to the Saxons.

“There is no hurry in making your
choice, my Saxon friends. Take all
the time you wish, and weigh its
values carefully. It is truly the choice
of a lifetime. Should you decide upon
an honorable surrender, you have the
knightly word of the Marquis de Cla-
valoux that your lives will be spared,
and that you will be free men to go
back to your fields.”

At that moment a thousand martial

horns blasted across the countryside.
They were the war horns of the Nor-
mans hurling a challenge at the castle.

Lady Muriel moved from the pro-
tection of Girard’s shield, and faced
her countrymen.

“My lords and soldiers, all of you
know that | am a true Saxon. | will
not influence your choice of life or
death—save to say that the word of
the Marquis de Clavaloux is a just
and honorable one.”

There was a great mumbling down
in the courtyard. Then one thane
stood in his stirrups, and became the
spokesman for the Saxons. He was
a tall, gaunt warrior with horns jut-
ting from his helmet. A great axe lay
across his saddle. He raised the axe
toward Girard.

“We have made our choice, Lord of
Normandy. We doubt not your
knightly word, but we will take our
chance with the Normans. W hirling
his horse, he led the Saxons out of
the courtyard, back across the draw-
bridge and down the hillside.

Girard, Lady Muriel, Sir Ambrose
and the Countess Gail stepped to the
battlements to watch the Saxons
heroic charge.

The Norman host had reached the
hillside. There were thousands upon
thousands of them. And against their
steel ranks, the valiant Saxons hurled
themselves. The Norman wave rolled
over the Saxons, engulfed them.

Girard raised his sword in salute to
the Saxons.

“Truly, hell is full of heroes.”

HEN Girard and Sir Ambrose
lifted their huge shields and
rested them on the ramparts. The ad-

vance guard of the Norman host saw
those shields, and a wild shout went
up when they recognized the golden
leopard of de Clavaloux and the crim-
son bull of de Guissac. They spurred
their mounts into a gallop.

Girard spoke to Sir Ambrose.

“There’s Sir Hugh de Maltroit with
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his black falcon streamer. And there’s
the royal standard of Duke W illiam!”

Sir Ambrose spoke up.

“It puzzles me how you knew that
Duke William and not a Saxon army
was advancing on the castle.”

Girard smiled at the golden maid at
his side.

“It was the Lady Muriel who told
me of this. She saw the Normans from
her chamber, before Sir Richard
forced her door with an axe.”

“But she spoke no word in the
courtyard,” said Sir Ambrose.

Girard held half of a Norman coin

in his hand.

INVASION 53

“Lady Muriel threw this coin to me.
I had told her to keep it till Duke
William himself was at the castle
gates.”

Sir Ambrose looked into the smol-
dering eyes of the Countess Gail.

“There is something about these
Saxon maids.”

Then Girard, Marquis de Clavaloux,
spoke in a very low voice.

“In yonder castle yard lies Sir
Richard de Laval—who bore a proud
Norman name. His body is filled with
Saxon arrows. He died a noble

death.”
“Aye,” said Sir Ambrose de Guissac.
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HALIBUT NAVY

By G. H. GILROY-MOORE

Author of “Good Bait,” Black Cargo,” etc.

- Typhoon." Barney Iverson, of the Fisherman's Naval Reserve, Baits His
Hooks for a Catch More Deadly Than the Denizens of the Deep!

E door of the waterfront of the Fisherman’s Naval Reserve, his
tavern was swung open by a keen eyes probed through the murk of
heavy hand, and “Typhoon” tobacco smoke to find the men he
Barney lverson stood for an imstaght—Kellner, his new radio man,

on the threshold. A deep-chested, and Abbet, his ship’s cook.
powerful figure, clad in the uniform “Sparks!” he rapped out.
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He strode purposefully toward a
grimy, slop-covered table at which
three men were sitting—two in naval
uniform, the third in civvies.

Kellner saw him coming, and his
shifty eyes flickered apprehensively.
Then his thin, foxy face split into a
forced grin.

“Hello, Skipper!” he said ingratiat-
ingly- “Just in time for a little one,
before we go aboard!”

Barney lverson towered above them,
grim-jawed, his eyes glinting frostily.

“Listen, you two!” he snapped.
“There’s been times when I've drug
the whole crew of the Carmanah out
of every darned blind-pig on Van-
couver waterfront. But that was in
the days when we was halibuttin’, and
the boys was blowin’ their wads after
a lucky spell offshore. This here job’s
different, even if you two slobs don’t
realize it. 1’ll let it pass this time, be-
cause you’re new. Get outa here—and
get aboard!”

Kellner moved to obey, but Abbet,
the cook, had taken on enough liquor
to make him stubborn.

“Just a minute, Skipper, just a min-
ute! We’ll have a I'il’ one before we
go. Hey, you”—he waved to the owner
of the joint—"bring three—no, bring
four more!”

W ithout a word, Barney bent over.
One massive hand fell on Abbet’s col-
lar. Abbet struggled, mouthing ob-
scenity. Barney shook him like a rat,
then heaved him, gasping, against the
wall.

“Sober
aboard!”

Other occupants of the place were
watching with interest. One of them,
obviously a fisherman, broke into a
delighted chuckle.

“If it ain’t Typhoon Iverson hisself
—all dolled up and in the Navy! Atta-
boy, Typhoon—clean ’er up!”

Abbet heard it, and his eyes lighted
with alcoholic belligerence.

“You ain’t goin’ to do this to me,
Iverson!” he snarled. “No sir, you—"

But the man in civilians, who had

bum, and get

up, you

been sitting with them, interposed
quickly. He stepped up to Abbet,
straightened his collar.

“Get sobered up, you fool, and get
out!” The low tones seemed somehow
to carry a ring of hidden authority,
and Barney stared hard at the man.

E civilian was tall, blond, well-

dressed, clean-looking. Somehow,

he looked over-clean, and in that dump

he just didn’t belong. But he had an

air of complete self-confidence, almost
of arrogance.

Barney’s mind worked at top speed,
searching the filing-record of memory.
He looked hard into the porcelain-
blue eyes that were now staring into
his.

“Well, Mister,” he said quizzically,
“who might you be? You don’t seem
the sort that belongs in a joint like
this. Ain’t you got more sense than to
feed this rot-gut to boys in uniform?
And |ve seen you before, haven't 1?
Ever been in Seattle?”

The man’s reply was contemptu-
ously indifferent.

“No. | just met these fellows here.
I happen to like sailors, and | bought
them a drink. Does that call for a for-
mal introduction? If so, my name’s
Redard—and I’ve never seen you be-
fore !”

Barney ignored the sarcasm. There
was a sudden tensing of his square
jaws. His big, muscular frame moved
light-footedly to a position that would
bar the other from reaching the door.
For that elusive file of memory had
clicked, opening to him the page he
sought.

Somebody suddenly cried, "Cops!”

Barney held his ground. A man in
light overcoat and soft cap had en-
tered the room.

“I'm a police officer!” announced
the newcomer, loudly. “Sit still, every-
body! Where’d you fellers get all the

liquor?” Then he noticed Barney’s
uniform. “Hello, Skipper. Roundin’
up some of the boys?”

“Yeah!” boomed Barney. “And |
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rounded up something else, too! |If
you’re an officer, just step over here!”
Then, indicating the stranger: “Ask
this guy for his papers—if he’s got
any!”

The police officer looked puzzled.
“W hat’s the idea?” he asked.

But the civilian had quickly pro-
duced a paper, which with elaborate
dignity he handed the crackling sheet
to the officer.

“As you will see, Officer,” he said,
“I'm Swiss born, but | came to this
country ten years ago!”

The officer looked at the paper criti-
cally, then at Barney.

“Seems all right to me,” he said.
“It’s a naturalization certificate, taken
out right here in Vancouver.”

“Takes five years residence to get
one of those things, doesn’t it?” asked
Barney.

“Yes.”

“Well, I'm not saying it’s not okay,”
said Barney slowly, “but it wouldn’t
hurt to check up on it a bit. 1'll tell
you why. Four years ago, | was doin’
a spell of longshorin’in Seattle. Once
or twice | was in gangs that worked
the Portland, Hamburg-American line.
And at that time, Mister, this here guy
—or his dead ringer—was her first
officer!”

Barney had watched the stranger’s
eyes as he spoke. For a moment they
had held a fleeting, strained look. Now
Redard calmly reached over for his
glass, which still stood upon the table.
He laughed derisively as he raised it
toward his lips.

“You’re crazy!” he said.

Barney turned to the police officer,
who stood looking at the stranger
doubtfully. Then suddenly the de-
tective’s hand grabbed frantically be-
neath his coat.

Barney turned, a split second too
late. He felt the cutting impact of the
glass that struck his forehead. Blood
spurted, mingling with the deluge of
rank spirit that stung his eyes blind-
ingly. Through a fog he glimpsed the
flash that came from the gun in the

suddenly raised hand of Redard. The
crash of the gun was followed by the
sound of running feet. There came an
instant of silence, then an uproar of
voices, as Barney staggered backward,
striving frantically to mop the rank
and burning spirits from his eyes.

When he could see properly, half
the occupants of the place had gone.
Others were in an excited group,
Abbet standing dazedly among them.
Kellner was solicitously offering a
handkerchief, steeped in water. The
civilian was gone, and the detective
lay crumpled on the floor. His coat
was open, revealing the butt of the
holstered gun he had failed to draw in
time.

A man was shouting excitedly into
a wall telephone. He hung up and
turned to Barney.

“Okay, Skipper—they’ll get him!
Half the boys is after him, and the
cops’ll be here any minute!”

Barney sped to the door of the joint.
Over the faint hum of night traffic
came the distant report of a shot. For
Barney the chase had gone too far. He
returned to the room to wait the com-
ing of the police. After giving them
the story, he went to his ship.

W ATER that day, the eighty feet of

the Carmanah slipped smoothly
into the unruffled Strait of Juan de
Fuca. Musingly, Barney stood at her
wheel. He swung her head deftly,
avoiding contact with a giant cedar
that went floating idly by, torn from
its age-old bed by spring freshets and
spewed from the mouth of some dis-
tant inlet to become a source of poten-
tial danger to small craft. He swung
her again, and the distant peak of
Mount Baker, which had sprung into
white, glittering majesty ahead of
him, now fell slowly astern.

His eyes roved the misty shores of
the Olympic Peninsula and the Puget
Sound country. This was his country,
all right—God’s and his. It was going
to stay his country, too—if Barney
and his kind could do anything to that



HALIBUT NAVY 57

end. Yes, sir—it was going to stay a
free country!

He listened to the smooth humming
of the Carmanah’s Diesels, felt the
thrill of ownership surge through him.
She was his, and he loved her—Iloved
every plank, line and bolt of her. To
him she was a sentient thing. It had
taken sixteen years of arduous wooing
to win her. Sixteen years, half his
lifetime, spent in battling the grim
Northwest Pacific, from Cape Flattery
to Bristol Bay. Sixteen years at the
toughest of all callings up here in the
Northwest—a halibut fisherman’s.

But she was his at last—excepting,
of course, that the Canuck Navy now
had some sort of a claim on her. He
didn’t regret that either. He grinned
inwardly at thought of the airy subter-
fuges, the juggling with truth, that
had put him, Seattle born and bred, in
the Royal Canadian Navy. But those
Naval brass hats hadn’t been too fussy
—agood men and good boats were too
badly wanted.

Why had Barney lverson done it?
Not for profit, no. There was a lot
more money in fishing.

A Viking strain ran through the
veins of Barney lverson. Now his face
clouded, as he thought of Norway and
her betrayal to the Hun. He thought
of the politicians. Keep America out
of war, huh? Well, politicians had to
talk, to keep their jobs. Those old
guys, the Vikings, didn’t bother about
politicians—didn’t have any, maybe,
in those days. No, sir, they didn’t
bother with that stuff: if the feller on
the other side of the pond started
making trouble, those old guys just
put on those funny square battle-hats
they wore—that’s howcome they
called ’em Squareheads—grabbed their
boats, and went over and settled it.

He was getting a bit fed up with this
monotonous patrol job, though. Wil-
liam Head to Cape Scott and back,
then report to Esquimalt. The Car-
manah was capable of better work
than that. Other and smaller craft had
dodged the subs in the Atlantic, were

now at grimmer work on the other
side. Well, his chance would come—
his and the Carmanah’s.

A Vancouver newspaper lay in front
of him, displaying a bold headline:

NAZI SPY SLAYS POLICE OFFICER

He’d read the thing a dozen times,
but it was mainly a repetition of his
account of the affair to the police.
Kellner and Abbet denied any former
knowledge of the man, said he’d come
in the blind-pig casually, and bought
them drinks. Barney frowned. He
hadn’t much time for those two bums.
They weren’t seamen anyway, and had
been wished on him by the recruiting
depot at Esquimalt.

ELLNER entered the pilot-house

with a radio message. There was
a smugness about his thin, foxy face,
and his shifty eyes looked up at Bar-
ney appraisingly.

“Message for you—Sir!” he said,
emphasizing the courtesy title with
veiled insolence. Barney redoubled
his resolve to get rid of him,

“Who from—what’s it about?” he
demanded.

“Japanese freighter, Nishi Maru.
Skipper says he’s got a sick passenger
—a Canadian—and thinks it’s appen-
dicitis. Wants him taken off and
rushed to hospital in Victoria.”

“Nishi Maru—why, she passed us at
daybreak. W hat’s her position?”

“Fifteen miles west of San Juan.
Skipper says he’s standing by, calling
all coastal and inbound vessels.”

“He’s right on our course,” said
Barney. “Why the devil can’t he lose
a little time and run into Victoria him-
self.” He looked at the chronometer.
“All right, tell him we’re heading for
him, and repeat his call to all vessels
in the vicinity. Somebody may get
there before we do.”

Barney cursed the prospect. Strictly
speaking, this was outside the line of
his duty, but it was a call no mariner
would ignore. So he signaled his en-
gineer to cram on all speed.
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The Carmanah responded with a
graceful curtsey of her bows, then
bent to it in dead earnest, took the
lazy Pacific swells in her teeth, and

hurled them from her prow in a
steady, snow-white cascade.
A solitary, venturesome troller,

whose boat lay with poles outflung to
the heaving swells, hauled in a fifty-
pound Chinook salmon and yelled a
salty fishermen’s greeting to Typhoon
Iverson as he passed at cable's length.
Barney replied in kind. This was the
life he knew and understood. This was
the real “freedom of the seas,” and it
was what he was going back to, once
the dirty mess in Europe was cleaned
up.

The Japanese freighter lay hove to,
a dirty smudge in the heat haze ahead.
Barney headed directly for her, slow-
ing down as he saw the name Nishi
Maru daubed in white paint on her
bows. He swung the wheel, and deftly
brought the Carmanah alongside the
rusty hull.

So far there had been no appearance
of life on the steamer, and Barney
yelled up to the seemingly deserted
bridge.

“Ahoy there, Cap’n—where’s your
man? Any doctor aboard?”

A solitary head, wearing a seaman's
cap, appeared over the steamer’s rail.

“Sorry, Skipper—there's no doctor
aboard, and this man’s very sick. Haul
in a bit closer, and we’ll lower him
away!”

Barney yelled an order for fenders,
and ran in as closely as safety per-
mitted to the gently swaying hull of
the freighter.

Came the rattle of a winch, and the
man at the steamer’s rail seemed to be
directing operations. Barney stood on
his foredeck, waiting. Nearby stood

Abbet. The remainder of the crew
clustered in idle curiosity near the
forepeak.

VERSIDE the freighter came a
cargo-tray, swung from the der-

rick. Lashed to it was a stretcher,

carrying a blanketed, inanimate form.
For a full minute the cargo-tray and
its burden swung dizzily over the
oily water that surged between the
two vessels, and Barney cursed at the
callous handling of a sick man. Why
couldn’t the useless swabs have low-
ered away a boat? The winch rattled
again, the tray descended swiftly, and
hit the deck of the Carmanah.

Barney moved a step toward the
head of the stretcher. Then he backed
in sheer astonishment—Abbet was
holding a gun on him.

For a bare moment, Barney stood in
open-mouthed amazement. Then he
bore down on Abbet with a roar.

“What the— You greasy,
slingin™—"

But Abbet crouched threateningly.
His oily, flabby face worked with min-
gled fear and hatred, his eyes gleamed
with murderous intent.

“Back, you!” he snarled, “and get
your hands up!”

Sheer astonishment held Barney for
a moment. Then, disregarding the
gun, he made for Abbet.

But the man on the stretcher came
to life like an uncoiling snake, shot to
his feet. Barney, aghast, recognized
the spy of the Vancouver speakeasy!
But his dash toward Abbet put this
second enemy behind him. The cold
muzzle of a gun pressed to the base of
his skull brought Barney to a stand-
still.

“Easy now, my friend!” The voice
of the man had lost its former smooth
enunciation, now sounded thick and
guttural. "Easy—or your brains will
spatter the deck!”

Barney went rigid, but his mind was
racing, seeking the smallest loophole
of escape from those two threatening
guns. He felt the hot breath of the
Nazi fanning his neck, knew that at
the slightest move the fellow would
make good his threat. Through the
corner of an eye, he saw Holger, his
engineer, dive for the scuttle that led
from the foredeck. The rest of the
crew vanished with him.

hash-
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Barney sparred for time. Holger, he
knew, and the three other members of
his old crew who were with him,
would come back—and come back fast
—and shooting.

“W hat’s the game?” he asked, feign-
ing ignorance of who was behind him.
“You, Abbet—you suddenly gone
crazy—or have 1?”

“You will be crazy, my friend—if
you resist!” said the voice behind him.
“You are a prisoner—a prisoner of the
Reich! Raise your hands, and walk
before me to the cabin. And you,
Abbet, hold the deck! Where is Kell-
ner?”

Abbet lowered his gun, stood look-
ing at his superior. His reply was in
German, which Barney could not fol-
low. Then Barney saw what he had
been waiting for—Holger leaping
from the scuttle, a rifle in his hand;
behind him three others.

Holger dropped to his knee, aimed
carefully. Abbet saw him, shouted a
warning. Behind Holger crouched the
others, aiming upward at the bridge.

Barney glanced upward, saw some-
thing far more deadly than the gun
that pressed against his skull. Kell-
ner was up on the bridge there,
with the Carmanah’s Lewis gun. He
was depressing the muzzle, bringing
the gun to bear on the foredeck.

Then Typhoon Iverson went into
reckless, furious action. He crouched
swiftly, drove backward with a kick
that sent the Nazi reeling to the deck.
Holger’s rifle cracked, and Abbet’s
gun blazed. But the bullet sped harm-
lessly, for Barney’s fist had smashed
into the flabby face as Abbet pulled
the trigger.

Then Barney saw Kellner, crouch-
ing over the Lewis gun. A crash of
rifle fire came from the deck, and ill-
aimed shots sent splintered glass in
showers across the bridge. The Lewis
flamed into a hacking, barking roar.

It roared for brief seconds and
jammed. But that short burst of fire
had been hellish, deadly. It left four
prone figures on the foredeck—Holger

and the three others. On the bridge,
Kellner strove to clear the gun.

The Nazi was struggling painfully
to get upon his feet again, at the same
time reaching for his fallen gun. Like
a towering, berserk Viking, Barney
Iverson alone stood upright upon the
deck. He bent forward, grabbed the
half-conscious Abbet by the ankles,
swung him as easily as a boy would a
sling-shot. He heard the winch of the
freighter rattle again as he swung
Abbet around his head, then sent him
hurtling through the air at the Ger-
man. The Nazi crashed again, with
Abbet on top of him.

Barney dived for the gun that had
fallen from Abbet’s hand. The cargo-
tray had risen from the deck, swung
dizzily above his head as he reached
for the gun. As Barney rose, the tray
descended swiftly, and crashed to his
skull.

ARNEY IVERSON emerged

from oblivion to find himself in
his bunk, his wrists bound tightly be-
hind him with stout fishing line. The
German stood there watching him, a
mocking smile upon his face.

“You damned, murdering Hun!”
Barney’s words shot between clenched
teeth. The horror of that scene on
deck swam before his dizzy eyes.

The porcelain-blue eyes regarded
him with callous contempt.

“Fool! 1 told you that to resist was
madness! Those other fools—your
crew—are gone! Wiped out, every

man of them! Such, my friend, is the
fate of those who resist the Reich!”

“Then why spare me?” His crew’s
bloody fate stung Barney to utter
recklessness.

The cold eyes bored into him before
the Nazi answered.

“For one thing, my friend, you are
a prisoner of war, and the Reich re-
spects the usages of war! For another
thing, you will be useful. | have a
great task before me. You know the
waters around here, and in that task
you shall help me! Oh, yes you will!”
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he went on, as Barney shot a scornful
and contemptuous refusal. “For | have
ways of compelling you—painful
ways—and Heinrich Redard knows no
scruples when the interests of the
Reich are at stake! ”

He stalked from the cabin, smiling
grimly. As he went, Barney’s eyes
shone their utter loathing and con-
tempt. God save America— and
Canada—from a creed that bred men
like that!

For some minutes Barney lay there,
listening to an indistinct flow of gut-
tural conversation that came from the
wheel-house. Seemingly Kellner had
been at the wheel, and Redard relieved
him, for shortly the grinning, foxy
face of Kellner appeared at the cabin
door.

“Well, Iverson, you nearly spoiled
it for us at Vancouver, didn’t you?
But not quite. And you’re not quite as
smart as you think. You spotted the
chief as first mate of the Portland, but
you didn’t know | was her second
wireless, did you? Or that Abbet was
in the galley? I'm from Dusseldorf
myself, lverson, but | know every
waterfront on the Pacific Coast, from
San Diego to Vancouver, B. C. | know
you, too, and that’s why | worked it
for Abbet and me to ship along with
you when we got out of the depot at
Esquimalt. But I'm going on the air
now, lverson. Listen in, and you’ll
hear a good program!”

A few moments later Barney heard
Kellner at the radiophone, sending out
a call. His voice came loud and stri-
dent through the bulkhead from the
radio shack.

“Calling QXD! Calling QXD!” he
shouted. “This is NVR, the patrol
boat Carmanah, calling QXD and
standing by!”

QXD—what code signal was that?
Who was QXD? The letters seemed
familiar, but Barney vainly racked his
brains for their significance. There
was silence for a few minutes, then
Kellner went at it again.

“QXD—QXD—this is the patrol

boat Carmanah
Come in, QXD!”

It went on intermittently for fifteen
minutes or so, without result. Then
Kellner seemed to abandon the effort
for awhile, and left the radio shack to
go to the pilot house. It seemed that
Abbet was at the wheel now, for Bar-
ney heard him talking to Kellner.

NVR calling QXD!

ERE were two lights to the
cabin, one to port, and one that
looked out on the after deck. Sounds
of the tapping of a hammer came from
the after deck, and Barney craned to
the port and looked through. Redard
was there, working carefully with a
hammer and chisel at a large wooden
case—something, no doubt, that had
come off the Nishi Maru.

Now Kellner was back at the radio-
phone, calling loudly again. This time
he picked up an answer, indistinct to
Barney’s ears. But he heard Kellner’s
message all right.

“This is NVR, back to QXD. One
of our crew is badly hurt, needs a doc-
tor urgently. Can you help? Give us
your position!”

Back came the indistinct reply, in-
audible to Barney, but Kellner’s an-
swer was clear enough.

“NVR back to QXD-—all right,
QXD—we should meet up with you in
a couple of hours. This is NVR, clear
and off the air.”

Barney heard Kellner go out on
deck. For a few moments Barney lay
back in the bunk. He worked his fin-
gers in a futile effort to get at the
strong fishing twine that bound his
wrists crosswise behind his back. But
whoever had done the work had made
a seaman’s job of it—his fingers could
reach the cords, but could make no
headway with the knots that tied them.

After a few minutes he desisted, and
returned to the puzzle of the code
call—QXD. And what did they mean
by a sick man? Was that one of his
crew who still survived, and were
they showing enough humanity to try
and get help for him?
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No, that couldn’t be it! He had the
whole thing in a flash now! QXD was
the auxiliary cruiser Prince Albert.
She had recently brought a prize to
Vancouver, a German liner, captured
off the coast of Chile, and was now no
doubt patroling the northwest.

And why were they calling her?
That thing that Redard was working
on, out on deck! Barney craned for-
ward again to look at it once more.
Redard was stooping over a round,
black object he had taken from the
packing case. That was it, all right—
a mine! Those devils were decoying
the Prince Albert by the same trick
they had used on him, and meant to
get close enough to her to launch the
infernal thing!

Then, to dispel all doubt, the foxy
face of Kellner again appeared at the
cabin door, leering savagely. His voice
was hoarse with exultant blood-lust.

“You heard that call, Iverson? That
was the Prince Albert, in case you
don’t know! Oh, we Germans are
clever people, Iverson! We’re getting
her by the same trick we got you.
W e’ll be up with her in an hour or so.
The chief’s a clever man, lverson—
one of the cleverest! Before he’s
through, he’ll play havoc with your
shipping in the northwest. You never
saw a big ship almost blown out of the
water, then go down with all hands,
did you, Iverson? That's what’s going
to happen to your bloody cruiser!”

Kellner’s face was contorted with an
insane, savage gloating as he walked
away. Barney cursed silently, and
strained futilely at his bonds.

Then a deadly, cold resolve settled
over him. He would defeat these mur-
derous vermin, come what may! His
brain began to work in cold, orderly
fashion, seeking the smallest chance

of escape.

E SLID noiselessly to his feet,
H looked intently through each of
the portholes in turn. Redard was still
at work on his hellish weapon, Kellner
now helping him. The mine would be

one of those magnetic things.
Launched a little ahead of a heavy
steamer under way, she would have
small chance of escaping it. And it
would need no great skill of seaman-
ship to maneuver the little Carmanah
beyond the immediate zone of impend-
ing devastation.

Far to the westward the receding
sun was turning the ocean into a rim
of living fire. OQOutlined against it
Barney saw a distant pilchard seiner,
the net rolling off her stern in prep-
aration for a “set.” Too far away to
be of any help to him in any case. Nor
was there any comfort in the grim
peaks of Vancouver Island that rose
forbiddingly astern.

The seconds that made up the hour
between him and a fearful impending
tragedy ticked off remorselessly. Bar-
ney heard the creaking of the winch
that would launch the mine on its er-
rand of death. He strove against a
feeling of hopelessness that began to
possess him.

There was no knife or other imple-
ment in the cabin by which he might
sever his bonds, and to reach the gal-
ley and get one he must needs run the
gauntlet of his three enemies. He
might do that, after dark—but that
would be too late.

Then, on the skyline, he saw a faint
trail of smoke. That wrnuld be the
Prince Albert. Her captain, bound as
he thought upon an errand of mercy,
was rushing his ship to her doom.

What chance would there be for
Barney to give warning? None. Re-
dard would take damned good care
that he didn’t.

They hadn’t locked him in, it was
true—for the very good reason that
there was no lock on the door. Fisher-
men—at least, the kind the Carmanah
carried—scorned those things. There
was nothing locked, excepting the
main deck-house doors when they
were in port and everybody ashore.

Barney heard the creaking of the
winch again. Kellner was hauling on
a rope, and Redard was carefully
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steadying the engine of death as it
rose slowly from the deck. It swung
from the boom, which would be swung
outboard to launch it, once they were
within the right distance, and a little
ahead of the Prince Albert. And
then—

Suddenly Typhoon lverson’s eyes
lighted on something—a large halibut
hook, hanging on a nail on the bulk-
head. How it came there he didn’t re-
member, but he knocked it from the
wall with his head, and with difficulty
picked it up.

His fingers grasped it awkwardly,
behind his back. It was a vicious and
deadly thing, with a shank almost four
inches long, and a savage barb that
sheared down over an inch below the
point of the hook. Barney ran the tip
of a finger over the sharp edge of the
barb. Then patiently he went to work,
using the barb as a miniature knife.
One by one, he began to sever the
strands of the cords that bound his
wrists.

It was slow work, and painful. A
dozen times the wicked point of the
hook jabbed into his flesh, and he felt
the warm blood that trickled from his
hands. As he worked his mind turned
over a dozen expedients for obtaining
a weapon.

There were rifles—but they were in
the after-cabin. He would have to pass
Redard and Kellner to get to them.
He might, with luck, reach the galley
and get a butcher-knife, but that
would be almost hopeless against
these devils and their guns.

HERE was one last resort, final

and desperate—the mine itself. No
doubt it could be detonated by con-
tact. He would hurl himself upon it,
in one final, mad rush— They wouldn't
dare shoot, once he reached it. He
could blow them, the Carmanah and
himself to hell, before he would let
them wreak their devilish wills on the
gallant ship that was approaching, and
send hundreds of brave men to a ter-
rible death. For he could see the slim,

gray shape of the cruiser now, heading
toward them out of the gathering twi-
light.

The strands parted, one by one. He
cursed himself for a fool, that he
hadn’t thought of the hook before.
Hook? Why, there were scores of
them, in his locker in the cabin there
—hooks and lines, all made up, suffi-
cient for a complete “skate of gear.”
Then, in a flash, there came to him a
possible way out—a fisherman’s way
out.

He heard Redard pass to the pilot-
house, speak rapidly to Abbet, who
apparently was at the wheel. The Car-
manah changed her course very
slightly, moving into position that
would later give her leeway to swing
across the bows of the oncoming
cruiser- Then Redard went on deck
again, and there was a creaking of
block and tackle.

The last strand parted, and Barney
stood for a moment, flexing his aching
hands. Then he swiftly bent to the
locker, and took out a neatly-coiled,
fifty-fathom length of “ground line,”
from which hung scores of sthose
deadly hooks, suspended on their
three-and-a-half foot lengths of
“ganging lines.”

Time meant everything now. He
laid the hooks and lines upon the
cabin deck. His practiced fingers, sup-
ple as a woman’s, went swiftly to
work. He dispensed with the unneces-
sary lengths of hook-line, by drawing
up the hooks and hitching them by
their beckets to the main or “ground
line,” neatly coiling the line again as
he worked. When he had finished,
three hundred feet of neatly coiled
line lay on the deck, with one of those
deadly hooks hitched onto every dozen
feet of its length.

He had worked silently and swiftly.
He saw Redard and Kellner, standing
together beneath the mine, now sus-
pended high above the deck, and ready
for launching. Abbet, no doubt, was
intent upon his steering. The cruiser
was closer now, very much closer. Five
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minutes more—three minutes, perhaps
—then the Carmanah would swing
across her bows.

Swiftly Barney divided the coiled
line into two portions, a dozen feet of
free line between them. Then he took
a coil in each hand, and sped for the
after-deck.

Abbet saw him go, shouted a wild
warning. Barney rounded the corner
of the deck-house, saw the blank looks
on the faces of Redard and Kellner, as
they stood there together. But Redard
went for his gun—and fast.

But Barney Ilverson could rope a
dock bollard with any man. W ith the
ease and skill of a cowboy roping a
steer, he heaved his line. It fell neatly
over the shoulders of both Redard and
Kellner, and settled about their bodies.

EDARD’S gun was out, and it

flamed. But Barney tugged vi-
ciously at the line. He saw the blood
spurt from Kellner’s neck as a savage
hook tore into the yielding flesh. Kell-
ner screamed and went to the deck,
dragging Redard with him. They lay
there, writhing in the toils, and Bar-
ney picked up Redard’s gun.

But there was Abbet to be dealt
with, and Abbet came round the deck-
house, shooting. For a moment Barney
took shelter behind the mast, and fin-
gered Redard’s gun. But he scorned
the unfamiliar weapon, and hurled it
to the deck. The other coil of rope
snaked at lightning speed through the
air, and Abbet too was in the toils.

Kellner was screaming hysterically.

“lverson—oh, for God’s sake, stop—
stop it!”

But com-

Barney, grim-visaged,

pleted his job. He gathered in the
slack of his lines, and tugged vi-
ciously, snarling them hopelessly in
his terrible trap.

“That,” he said, jerking savagely at
the lines, “is for Holger! And that—
and that—and that—you murdering

swine—that’s for the rest of my
crew!”

They screamed madly, as the vicious
hooks tore through clothing, and

ripped the quivering flesh from their
bodies. Then Barney picked up Re-
dard’s gun again.

“On your feet,” he roared.
aft, you vile scum!”

He drove them astern, and tied the
slack of his lines to a ring-bolt. Then
he turned, and walked away contemp-
tuously. For he had no fear of them
breaking loose—any one of those
deadly hooks would hold a two-hun-
dred-pound, fighting halibut. And
there were other things to attend to—
sounds of faint voices came up from
the hold, where seemingly Holger and
the others had been thrown, and some
of them were still alive.

Signals were coming from the
cruiser, which Barney answered by a
call that brought the doctor and a
boarding officer. When the wounded
had received attention, the officer
looked grimly at Barney’s prisoners.

“You've got a neat job ahead of you
there, Doc,” he said. “Getting those
awful hooks out of them—before we
put them in front of a firing squad.
And you, Skipper,” turning to Barney.
“l guess you've been off the air all
afternoon, but Naval Headquarters
have been trying to contact you—a job
on the other side, | shouldn’t wonder!”

“Back
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Leinsdorf crashed into the brush, his flashlight
pointing the way

CHAPTER |

Son of Siva

ACK elephants, laden with sup-
plies for the five white men and
lone girl, waited for the sun to
o !

fore trumpeting their version of taps.
As night closed in, turning the jungle
fastness from vivid green to utter
blackness, native beaters drew back to
the campfires. There they huddled in
nervous, apprehensive groups, mum-
bling incantations to appease pagan
gods.

“They’re getting jittery,” muttered
giant Dave Kerry, dark eyes darting
toward the natives.

“Don’t let on!”

Powerfully built, a veteran ex-
plorer, Kerry understood the Indian
aborigines. Precisely for that reason

Far More Dangerous Wolf Lurked Closer!
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he had been chosen as guide. He
leaned forward, spoke again to the
others, voice guarded.

“We’re in Ranigan territory now.”

The girl’s eyes flashed.

“Then we must be near himl|”

Lips parted and slightly moistened,
she stood up, head tilted as though
she were harkening to a voice none of
the others could hear. Clad in jod-
hpurs, open-collared linen shirt and
jacket, she appeared more alluring,
lovelier than ever to Bruce Jordan.

He sprang to her side, ignoring the
skeptical glances of his three col-
leagues. Their cold, factual eyes fol-
lowed him as he put his hand on her
shoulder.

“Joan!” It was an admonition. He
didn’t want to heighten the uneasiness
of the natives. But the girl wasn’t lis-
tening.

“The natives must know we’re near
him,” she declared in a strained voice.

She looked toward the huddled
groups. “Bruce, ask them. [|ve got
to know!”

Jordan hesitated. Though he had
organized the safr, he depended upon
Kerry for advice. The explorer shook
his head cur.tly, gesturing for Bruce to
get Joan Chandler to sit down again.
Bruce nodded, urged her to the camp-
chair, then crouched at her side, hold-
ing her small hand reassuringly.

“Listen,” whispered Dave Kerry.
“Those natives go primitive at a min-
ute’s notice. Right now they’ve got
their ears to the ground. Shirsi, our
Number One boy, will tell us why
later.” His tone grew stern. “What-
ever we do we must go along making
them think we’re just on a hunting ex-
pedition!”

“Aren’t we, though,” laughed Carl
Leinsdorf, “a new kind of hunt?” He
sounded amused.

ROFESSOR HENRI PENSON
frowned, his chubby face wreath-
ing. Usually a talkative Frenchman,
ha now kept mum. His books on an-
thropology were required reading at

leading universities. A short, pudgy
man, the trek through the dense for-
ests had taxed him more than it had
the others. He had grown less con-
genial as time went on, especially to-
ward Kerry, whose endurance and
physical prowess he envied and re-
sented.

He turned to Ralph Merely, ethnol-
ogist, who spoke sharply to Leins-
dorf.

“This is no
Carl?

“Not the way those blackguards are
behaving,” muttered Kerry. “If they
so much as guessed what we really are
after—” he jerked his thumb mean-
ingly—*“they’d scoot.”

Professor Penson spoke scornfully.

“l zought M’sieur Kerry could
handle dose natives like zat!” He
snapped his fingers.

“Cut it out,” ordered Bruce Jordan
suddenly. A psychiatrist with a bril-
liant future, he could appreciate the
tension girding his safr. “Kerry
knows what to do. If those pagans
caught on to our game they’d panic
—Ileave us flat.”

A grim smile tugged at Kerry’s lips.
He glanced appreciatively at the tall,
well-built Jordan.

“l had another reason for playing
it out this way.”

“Ah-h, | begin to see,” exclaimed
Leinsdorf, one of the best known so-
ciologists in America. “You’re wait-
ing for the natives to confirm Miss
Chandler’s — er — premonition. You
want them to warn us when we have
reached the stamping grounds of the
alleged phantom creature who behaves
like a wolf and is said to resemble a
man.”

His blue eyes twinkled in amuse-
ment. A realist, he had no truck with
anything smacking of the supersti-
tious. He had joined the expedition
primarily to disprove Joan Chandler’s

laughing matter,

claims. But his humor had become
irksome.
“A true scientist has a tolerant

mind, n’est-ce pas?" asked Professor
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Penson caustically of nobody in par-
ticular.

Leinsdorf was ready with a retort,
but Jordan rose. “We seem on edge,”
he said reproachfully. “So let’s for-
get personalities.”

Kerry glared at the professor.

“He’s got the jitters. He’s half-
scared we’ll meet up with this phan-
tom wolf and half-scared we wont.”

“That’s enough, Kerry,” Jordan said
sternly, a glint in his eye. Nearly as
tall as Kerry, he possessed trimmer
lines. His chin boasted a firmness that
could be backed up by his athletic
frame should an occasion warrant.

Ralph Morely broke the tenseness.

“A night’s rest is best for what ails
us. Let’sturn in.”

URING the interval, they had ig-

nored Joan. Jordan looked at
her. She sat rigidly, eyes unwinking,
her delicate features set in a serene

mask. She appeared completely ob-
livious of the ragging about her. The
lull suddenly turned all eyes to her.

“Joan!” hoarsely from Bruce Jor-
dan.

She answered hollowly.

“He is near. | felt it!”

Leinsdorf snorted.

“Come, come, Miss Chandler. This
will never do!” His unswerving stand,
refusing to accept her reactions in a
scientific light, was based purely on
his sociological studies. “You must
be fair.”

Jordan whirled.

“Listen, Carl. Are you trying to re-
fute all medical and psychiatric
science? Are you going to continue

to disregard the accepted fact that
telepathy does exist?” His words
stung. “You’re the one who is un-
fair.”

“I'm not refuting telepathy. I know
it does exist. I’ve had chances to study
its phenomena. Miss Chandler’s case
is different.”

Morely spoke quietly.

“Science supports her, even to the
psychic attractions. We all admitted
that at the start, except you. No mat-
ter how implausible it sounds there
are actual records which prove that
two people, however distant from one
another, have had telepathic communi-
cations.”

“QOui,” added Professor Penson.
“Not only zat, Carl, it is an established
fact zat such communications are
more frequently found between uni-
dentical twins. Bruce, here, can quote
you any number of ausoorities from
Freud down in support of his zeory.”

Leinsdorf scowled, stuck stubbornly
to his point.

“I'm not arguing against Freud,
Adler and Jung. I'm tackling Miss
Chandler’s case from the negative
side. She must prove herself or |
won’t take any stock in her story!”

His statement was abruptly punctu-
ated by a petrifying howl from the
jungle blackness. Joan jumped to
her feet at once. The men were rooted,
motionless. The howl grew more
piercing, louder. Blood drained from
Leinsdorf’s chunky face.

The cry was like the yap of a wolf
—yet different!

It was higher-pitched. More throb-
bing, articulate. But it was undeni-
ably wolfish. It rose poignantly to a
crescendo, then as though in anger,
it trailed off to a growl that left the
jungle stillness tingling.

“Lord!” gasped Morely.
it couldn’t be a wolf!”

Dave Kerry rasped in a low voice.

“No wolf | ever heard howled that
way.”

Carl Leinsdorf stared in the direc-
tion of the cry. In his analytical way,

“1'd swear
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he spoke audibly, trying to fathom
what he had heard.

“The tempo, the underlying ca-
dence, certainly was animalistic. Yet
it had a human quality. Was it the

howl of a frightened beast, or was it
uttered to instill fear in us?”

“Quiet!” ordered Kerry, looking to-
ward the natives. “They must have
heard you!”

He wheeled, hurried to the natives,
who groveled, heads touching the
damp soil. Kerry barged into their
midst, shouting in Hindu, but they
continued to lament. The explorer
beckoned to the Number One boy,
Shirsi, took him aside.

Bruce put an arm about Joan,
watching Kerry, the natives. She laid
her head on his chest, quivering. He
was aware suddenly that he, too, had
not wholly believed her. All those
months he had been humoring her,
finally deciding to investigate her
strange story. But it had been as a
doctor of psychiatry that he had
financed the expedition.

OAN had come to him for profes-
J sional help, had told of her amaz-
ing background. She was one of twins
born in the teakwood forests near the
foothills of the Himalayas, where her
father managed a mill. When she and
her brother were two years old, her
parents started on a journey to Cal-
cutta. During a violent storm, natives
deserted the party. Only the ayah,
the Hindu governess, stayed.

“One night the camp was attacked
by wolves. Father and mother were
killed. My ayah fled for safety, and
when she returned with native Sentals
at daybreak, she found me—my
brother was gone!”

“He might have been overlooked,”
Bruce had suggested.

Joan denied it.

“The Sentals had been thorough in
their search. In Calcutta the ayah
told what had happened, and it
brought to mind legends of children
being raised by wolves. When my

grandparents arrived from America to
get me, they investigated rumors of a
ghost-wolf scampering in the wake
of a hungry pack. But they never

found it.”
Bruce had listened, his interest
fired. He knew of one authentic case

history in which two native Indian
children had lived with wolves. These
children had been discovered by a
Mindapore missionary who rescued
them. Then there was the other rumor
of baboons suckling a child in South
America.

“l’ve come to you,” Joan explained,
“because I'm being plagued by night-
mares. | seem back in India with—
with my brother!” Her voice had fal-
tered.

“You mean as a two-year-old?”

“No! As | am. And my brother is
leader of a pack of ferocious wolves!”
Sheer horror held Joan taut. She went
on, ashen but determined. *“It began
six months ago, and has been recur-
ring more frequently.”

“It may be a flashback of your ear-
lier memories.”

She smiled wanly.

“There’s more to it, I'm afraid. 1%ve
checked with sources in India. North
of the Demondar River and in the
Ranigan country there’s a dense
jungle. Natives keep away from it.
They say the pagan god, Siva, the de-
stroyer, has a son there, who is part
man, part wolf—a phantom wolf!”

“Do you think—” Bruce Jordan
studied her critically.

“l don’t truly know what I think.
But | do know one thing. My parents
were killed in that forest, and my gov-
erness found me there!”

Professional curiosity first com-
pelled Jordan to delve into Joan’s
story. Soon the reason became per-
sonal. She had begun to mean happi-
ness to him. But her own peace of
mind was rooted beyond the veil of
India. He made inquiries at responsi-
ble sources, gathered data until little
by little his information assumed fac-
tual proportions.
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CHAPTER 11

Human Fangs
BRUCE enlisted
the aid of Henri

Penson whose an-
thropological stud-
ies would be help-
ful. Morely had
been Henri Penson’s
choice. The French-
man described him
as level-headed, a
balance for Bruce,
who was emotionally involved, and a
check to Penson’s impulsiveness.
Then it was decided to get another
man who brooked no ideas such as
Joan’s story suggested. Leinsdorf was
that man.

“We need a guide, a man who knows
India and whom we can trust,” Bruce
told them. And Leinsdorf mentioned
Dave Kerry, noted explorer.

“He’s flat broke. His exhibits died,
or the jaded public was tired of what
he ‘brought-back-alive.” He’ll want
good money, though.”

As soon as he learned the details,
Kerry was eager to join. He was ready
to take along a complete movie outfit,
but the others wouldn’t hear of it. He
drew a flat salary.

“This is strictly a scientific venture
—w ith a personal possibility,” Jordan
told him bluntly. “No publicity at
all. That’s ethical. If we do locate
this Wolf-Man, we will treat him as a
human phenomenom, and if he is
Miss Chandler’s twin brother, we’ll do
our best to fit him into the social pic-
ture where he belongs.”

“Then you’d better let me handle
this,” said Kerry. “We’ve got to keep
this Wolf-Man business a secret. The
Hindus won’t help otherwise. For all
intents and purposes we’re just on an
ordinary sal/r — big game hunters.
Right?”

The others agreed, and Kerry im-
mediately began to supervise the ex-
pedition. Until the unholy howl, he
had done remarkably well. His talk

with Shirsi was brief. He hustled
back to Joan and the others, spoke
crisply to the girl.

“Seems as if you've got something
on your side.”

Leinsdorf interrupted hotly.

“Speak up, man!”

“We’re in Wolf-Man territory.
Those natives swear the howl came
from the Wolf-Man himself. They say
he’s Siva’s son, that the person who
looks upon him dies a horrible death!”

“Bosh!” cried Leinsdorf. “And I'm
going to prove it!”

He raced to his tent, picked up his
automatic, a pack of clips for the gun
and his flashlight. Before anyone real-
ized what he had in mind Leinsdorf
was streaking in the direction of the
howl. Kerry shouted to him.

“Hey, you! Don’t go in there!”

Leinsdorf didn’t answer. He ran
to the brush, crashed through, his
light pointing the way. Bruce Jordan
spun around to face Morely and the
explorer.

“After him. He’ll get lost!”

Kerry cursed under his breath, piv-
oted, going to the supply pack. He
seized a flood-lantern, tested it. A tur-
moil at the native end of camp caused
him to halt, look there. He handed
the lantern to Morely, yelled to Shirsi.
The boy hurried over.

“They go ‘way, Sahib.”

“I’ll take care of them,” Kerry
barked. “You go with Swami Morely.
Find Leinsdorf!” He ran toward the
fleeing natives.

Shirsi and Ralph Morely headed
into the maze of bamboo, mango and
blackwood. Joan started to go after
them. Jordan lunged, grasped her by
the wrist, held her firmly.

A wild gleam shone in her eyes. Si-
lently, she struggled. Bruce Jordan
realized he wasn’t fighting Joan. He
was battling an overwhelming impulse
which had mastered the girl—an im-
pulse urging her to find out the truth
for herself.

He succeeded in getting her to her
cot. As he seated her there, still hold-
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ing her, the jungle turned into a pan-
demonium.

E LEPHANTS roared, ripping free
of their stakes and thundering
off. A tiger growled nearby. Fright-
ened samburs and swamp deer dashed
through the forests. Jackals awoke,
snarling as they retreated deeper into
the darkness. Jungle fowl, flushed
from their roosts, fluttered and
squealed in confusion.

Jordan called to Professor Penson,
who had remained near the campfire.
At every noise and sound he twisted
his head nervously to look and listen.
Owl-eyed, he came to Joan’s tent,
glanced at her.

“Mon Dieu!” he said.
traught!”

“Don’t let her out of here,” said Jor-

“Ze is dis-

dan. “Tie her to the cot if you have
to!”

She was trembling, having con-
quered the wild impulse. She lay on

the blankets, her slim form wracked
by convulsive sobs. Jordan was wor-
ried about her, but was also concerned
with the native desertion and what
it was likely to mean.

He sped to the edge of the camp
clearing. Kerry was returning, sweat
glistening on his face and brow. He
spat an oath.

“Those black heathens ran out on
us, Jordan. And we’ve got Leinsdorf
to thank for it.”

Bruce Jordan ignored the accusa-
tion. His main job was to get the
ethnologist back to camp.

“Morely and Shirsi are liable to
miss him,” he said. “It’s up to us,
Kerry!”

“Okay. We’d better separate,
then,” advised the explorer. “If either
of us runs into him, fire two rounds.
Shirsi  will understand and bring
Morely in with him.”

He snatched up a flashlight, started
off, muttering in rage. His beam of
light raked the ground in front of
him. Jordan set off at an angle. The
mushy ground squashed under his

heavy boots. Branches lashed at his
face, chest and legs. Twigs crackled
like gun-shots as he broke them off.
A wild pheasant zoomed up, flittered
across his path like a banshee.

Plodding along, he heard the others
faintly. Once his foot snagged on ex-
posed roots of a giant rhododendron
plant. He teetered for a fraction of a
second, regained his balance. A nause-
ating stench struck his nostrils. He
stopped, his light beam falling on
brackish water in a stagnant pool.
Avoiding it, he kept on.

A grotesque shape reared up at him.
He whirled by instinct. A claw tagged
his shoulder, spinning him half-
around. His shirt was ripped. Sharp
nails stroked his flesh, stinging like
liquid fire.

His light blinded the wildcat. It
snarled, cowered, growled once, then
slunk off into the brush. Jordan felt
blood trickling down his arm, but paid
no attention to it. Head lowered, he
ploughed forward. He glanced back
toward the camp. Dense vegetation
hid it from him.

Then the unmistakable growl of a
wolf chilled him. His heart thumped
against his ribs, his breath came
faster. He scoured the space in front
of him. Something was slipping off
into the darkness. His muscles hard-
ened. Whatever it was it seemed to
be crawling on all fours like a human
being!

He bounded forward, hoping to
corner the thing. But fast as he moved
he was pathetically slow compared to
his quarry. It vanished almost under
the beam of his light. But the uncanny
knowledge of having seen a human
form crouched animal-fashion burned
through his mind.

He examined the ground where the
thing had been. The soil was marred
as though a body had slithered along.
Jordan trailed it, scarcely daring to
think.

The trail led him to a swamp.
His boots sank into the mud as he
stepped into it. A grating, clacking
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noise froze him. He whipped his flash-
light around. A long, narrow snout,
its upper jaw knobbled, oozed out
from the slime and muck, clacking
hungrily.

ORDAN recognized India’s man-
J eating crocodile, the gavial. Its
dull orbs were partially shut, reflect-
ing the glare of light. But it came for-
ward, intent on him.

Springing back, his boots making
a sucking noise, Jordan crashed
through the tangled web of low-hang-
ing branches. He hacked with his
arm, driving hard with his legs. His
lungs felt afire as he lunged through
to a clearing.

There a cool breeze soothed the
pounding of his blood at the temples.
He fanned his flashlight in a circle.
He was about to push toward the
fringe of trees ahead when a terrify-
ing shriek congealed him.

The cry reached an agonizing pitch
before dying to a choking, gasping

gurgle. It stopped as abruptly as it
had begun.

Jordan stood stock-still, judging
the direction of the cry. In the two

weeks of travel through the jungle, he

had learned how tricky sounds could
be. The breeze, the clearing in which
he found himself, could pick up a
sound and amplify it many times.

Nevertheless, he judged the direc-
tion of the breeze, then jogged
through the knee-high grass. Hardly
had he taken a dozen strides when an
ungodly screech of vengeance rose
shrilly from the same place the shriek
had come from.

He halted, his brain reeling. Was
it his imagination, or had he actually
detected a human quality in that
gloating howl of glee?

It was repeated, more forcefully
than before. Jordan’s mouth went
dry. No doubt lingered in his mind
now. The notes had been fully artic-
ulated, had been made by human vo-
cal chords!

But the shriek—what had it meant?
Jordan propelled himself into the
densely wooded sector. As he neared
it, he had the insidious sensation of
being spied upon. He whirled, heard
the crash of the others heading for
the same place.

Bounding forward, he saw the cone
of light. It served as a beacon, guid-
ing him. He approached warily, every
fibre taut. The howling creature might
be lurking behind the screen of foli-
age. The cone of light came from a
flashlight stuck in a clump of berry
twigs.

He sprang to it, tense, ready to meet
any challenge, be it from man or beast
—or a combination of both!

A fallen branch, evidently yanked
down during the brief struggle, lay
near the upturned flashlight. Jordan
glanced at it, stiffened.

The branch leaves partially covered
a body. He directed his own beam at
the head and shoulders of the man.
He recoiled, aghast.

It was Carl Leinsdorf!

The sociologist’s eyes bulged from
their sockets, as though the last thing
they had seen had provoked astonish-
ment. His mouth was agape, lower
jaw twisted grotesquely.

Jordan dropped to his knees, revul-
sion churning his stomach. Blood
poured from a horrid gash on the dead
man’s throat. The jugular vein was
mascerated, the flesh around it was
gouged. The windpipe, too, had been
severed. Now he knew why the shriek

had ended in a choking, gasping
gurgle!
He bent down closer, scrutinized

the wound. What he saw caused his
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pulse to hammer. No wolfs fangs
were responsible for that outrage.
Teeth marks were distinct, the con-
tour unmistakably human!

Jordan drew upright, revolted by
the gruesome thought. Leinsdorf had
been set upon by a human being gone
cannibalistic!

He turned as the others came nearer.
He shouted to them. Dave Kerry broke
through first. From another direction
Morely and the native boy arrived.
The boy stayed back, frightened.

“It's Carl! cried Morely, staring.

The explorer sucked in a deep
breath, went down to one knee. He
examined the wound, got up a few
seconds later, his face betraying the
rushing thoughts he dared not voice.
He began to scour the soil, mouth
compressed to a thin line.

Finally, he stopped. He pointed his
flashlight at a depression in the
ground a short distance from Leins-
dorf’s body. Kerry barked curtly for
Shirsi. The native showed the whites
of his eyes as he obeyed Kerry’s com-
mand.

They gabbled in Hindi for a mo-
ment. The boy nodded vigorously
after a prolonged study of the mark
in the soil.

“What is it?” demanded Morely.

Kerry glanced at him, then at Bruce
Jordan. When the explorer spoke,
his voice was harsh.

“You might as well know it now,”
he said. “The wound is typical of
those left by a wolf. But no wolf,
as far as | know, ripped Leinsdorf’s
throat like that. And this print Shirsi
and | have examined is patterned like
that of a human foot!”

Jordan had deliberately waited for
Kerry to substantiate what he him-
self had thought. Now that it had
been verified, he wondered how he
could tell Joan Chandler that the
Man-Wolf was a killer!

Kerry went on speaking.

“W hatever it is, it showed plenty
of animal cunning. Yeah, I know you
want me to say it’s the Man-Wolf.

Well, | won’t until I'm sure. But I'll
say this. The reasoning power behind
this trap was almost human in its
cleverness.”

Jordan frowned.

“Cleverness—how ?”

“Look here.” Kerry jabbed his fore-
finger at the fallen branch. “The—m
the thing baited Leinsdorf as you and
I would bait a fish or set a trap. See,
this branch was yanked down to make
a noise to draw attention here. Leins-
dorf probably went to see what it was
all about. As soon as he got close
enough, he was ripe for the attack.
He didn’t have a chance to use his
automatic.”

The gun lay almost at the tips of
Leinsdorf’s outstretched fingers. Jor-
dan got down on his haunches to study
the print a yard away from the gun.
To his critical eye it appeared as
though the creature who made the de-
pression had overdeveloped bones in
the toes and initial arch of the foot.
The metatarsal ridge and three rows
of phalanges reminded him of a go-
rilla.

Rising, he spoke meditatively.

“If that creature has the ability to
reason, to plan—” He stopped short,
shaken by his own thought. “Let’s get
back to camp.”

Morely stared at him in surprise.

“Bruce, you don’t for a minute
think he—whatever it was—decoyed
us from the camp to get at Joan?” His
voice was strained, cracking at the
finish.

Kerry cut in before Bruce Jordan
could reply.

“One way to find out is to get back.
W ait though—" He turned to Shirsi.
“You carry Swami Leinsdorf’s body.”

They turned, Kerry leading them
toward the camp. Jordan was at his
heels. W ith the natives gone, Leins-
dorf dead, and murder on the loose
around them, anything was likely to
happen. Hardly had the idea germi-
nated in his mind when an unearthly
series of howls and cries filled the
night air.
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CHAPTER 111
Jungle Trap

THEN came the
sporadic crack-crack
of exploding bul-
lets. Only the pro-
fessor had a gun.
The white men
halted. Above the
hideous screeching
was the yelp they
had heard when
Leinsdorf was
struck. It cleaved the ominous howls,
reached them distinctly. They stared
at one another, letting each know that
they identified the horrible whar-r-rr,
whurr of the phantom wolf!

Sweat oiled Jordan’s face, rolled
down his neck. He urged Kerry along
faster. Morely, behind them, stum-
bled, fell headlong. Jordan turned
but Morely jumped up at once, said
he was all right, for them to keep
going.

An eon seemed to pass. Jordan’s
legs felt tons heavier as he thrust
them forward. A prayer turned his
lips. He wanted to reach camp be-
fore it was too late.

It was no more than a few minutes
later, actually, when they came in
sight of the line of three tents, the
pile of stores and the flickering fire.
The scene was shot with fleeting dark
streaks. Ominously absent was the
gunfire.

Kerry yelped suddenly.

“Look—they got at the stores!”

The foodstuffs were scattered over
the whole clearing. Wolves were yap-
ping at the preserved meats, nosying
into boxes of dried fish, crackers, mar-
malade, spreading them helter-skelter.

Jordan looked toward Joan’s tent,
concerned only with her safety. At
his side, Morely blurted, extended his
arm just as Jordan himself spied it.

“Good Lord!” came hoarsely from
Morely. “It’s—it’s that thing!”

The skin at the back of Jordan’s
scalp crawled. His eyeballs threat-

ened to pop from their sockets. By
the light of the fire he made out the
human form, crouched like any of the
wolves. The body was hairy in spots,
blotchy where mud covered the tanned
but undeniably once-white flesh.

“That’s a man!” croaked Kerry. “I
swear it is!”

“Joan!” burst from Bruce Jordan,
“He’s at her tent!”

He ran as he had never run before.
He yanked at his automatic, then fired
squarely into the midst of the vora-
cious pack. The Man-Wolf spun, half-
sitting, teeth unsheathed in a baffled
snarl. Light from the campfire re-
vealed eyes defying description.
Bright and piercing, like glinting
agates, they were widely spaced under
a high, broad forehead.

A curt yap from its drooling mouth
spat at the trio of white men. The
wolves tensed, as though to a given
signal. Another sharp cry caused them
to herd together into a pack. Wedge-
formed they sped toward the Man-
Wolf. Instantly, the wolfish creature
assumed leadership!

They vacated the camp in an amaz-
ing short time — scurrying into the
blackness of the jungle like so many
spectres.

Jordan blasted a volley at their tails,
but only the resounding echo of the
gunfire returned his fire. They raced
to the center tent. Jordan thrust aside
the flap, his heart missing a beat.

OAN lay on the cot, deathly pale.

His hand flew to her wrist, found
the pulse. The rhythmic spurt of life
reassured him. The girl stirred,
moaned fitfully, then sat bolt upright,
a low cry of terror bursting from her
lips.

Seeing Bruce Jordan, she threw
herself into his arms, trembling. He
spoke comfortingly.

“You're all right, Joan.”

She sobbed brokenly.

“Bruce—Bruce! He was here. |
had dozed off when shots awoke me.”
A shudder raked her from head to
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foot. “And | saw him—running among
a milling pack of wolves. |—must
have fainted!”

“We saw him too,” said Jordan.
His teeth ground together. He was
wondering where the professor could
be.

From the outside, Kerry rasped an
oath. They went out of the tent.
Morely jumped toward them, blocking
the way. He jerked his head for Joan
to stay back.

“It’s Henri,” he managed to tell
Jordan. "Horrible!”

“Stay here, Joan,” Jordan snapped.

He released her, moved swiftly to-
ward the rear of the next tent, where
he had last seen the mannish creature.
Dave Kerry was crouching at the side
of the sprawled body of Professor
Penson. Any personal differences he
may have had with the professor were
gone.

“If 1 didn’t see this with my own
eyes,” he said to Jordan, “l wouldn’t
believe it!”

Bruce Jordan steeled himself,
looked down at the second victim. A
more thorough job had been done on
the professor. Face, head and neck
were mutilated. Blood dripped from
raw chunks of torn flesh. One eye was
gouged out. Deep grooves in the cheek
below it hinted that the wolfish thing
was equipped with long nails which
he used as talons.

“He must have been doing it about
the time we spotted him,” exclaimed
Kerry. “If I didn’t know better, I°d
say the native superstition about Siva
seeking revenge is working out. First
Leinsdorf saw the thing, then the pro-
fessor.”

Jordan’s voice crackled.

“But you do know better. Other-
wise we’d all be marked. We saw the
Man-Wolf ourselves.”

Kerry shrugged, stood up.

“That’s what | mean.” He faced Jor-
dan squarely, asking. “Do you sup-
pose any of your shots hit home?”

“No. Not from the way he scam-
pered away. Easy about this to Miss

Chandler,” he warned.
upset.”

Kerry swore softly.

“l don’t like this business, Jordan.
If that science talk about telepathy
and psychic phenomena holds good,
Miss Chandler is like a magnet. You
saw how close that thing was to her
tent. Maybe we ought to pull up
stakes.”

He was interrupted by Joan rushing
up, breathless. Her hand flew to her
lips as a cry broke involuntarily from
her. She had to look away from the
professor’s featues.

Morely came up behind her, shrug-
ging. His efforts to save her the hor-
ror of seeing what had happened had
been unavailing. He spoke to the two
men.

“l had to tell her about Leinsdorf,
too. She had every right to know.”

Joan spoke hastily.

“And | heard what Kerry wants to
do. 1 don’tintend to leave. We came
for a specific purpose, and I’ll stay
until 1 get my answer one way or an-

“She’s plenty

other.” She tilted her head deter-
minedly.
Bruce tried to persuade her to

change her mind. But she shook her
head insistently again, appealed to
him.

“Don’t you see, Bruce, | couldn’t go
on living with this hanging over me.
You must help me—you must!”

THE courage she displayed heart-
ened Jordan. He took her hands,
pressed them, nodding. His only
thought had been about her safety and
welfare. He knew how much the truth
meant to her.

“We’ll stay,” he told Dave Kerry.

The explorer shook his head.

“Then I'm not taking any more
chances. I'm going to build a trap
for Mr. Man-Wolf. With Shirsi’s

help, | ought to have it ready in short
order.”

“A trap?” Joan appeared shocked,
mystified. “How—how—"

“Leave it to me,” smiled Kerry con-
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fidently. “Meanwhile, I think some-
one should stand guard.”

“1’ll take care of that,” exclaimed
Jordan.

“Fine! We’ll beat old man Siva and
his native bugaboo. At the same time
we’ll bag us a Man-Wolf de luxe.” His
eyes gdittered as he swung around,
shouted to Shirsi to get the machetes.
“We’ll start chopping some bamboo
stalks.”

As he strode off Jordan turned to
Ralph Morely. The ethnologist was
standing apart from them, concentrat-
ing his attention on the professor’s
body. The peculiar expression on
Morely’s face caused Jordan’s eyes to
narrow.

“You must be dead tired, Ralph,” he
said. “Better get some sleep while
you can.”

Morely half-heard him. He hadnt
been listening. He came to with a
slight start.

“Eh? Oh, all right.” He glanced
hesitatingly at Joan Chandler, then he
patted her on the shoulder. “Good
girl!” With that he shuffled off to his
tent, head lowered.

Joan whispered.

“Did you see his face?” She shiv-
ered. “It made my flesh crawl. Bruce,
he’s got something on his mind.”

“He’s just fagged out,” said Jordan
to allay her fears. “Perhaps you ought
to get some shut-eye, too.” He es-
corted her to her tent, put his hand
on her chin, lifted it, winking with
approval. “Keep it up, Joan.” Then
he urged her inside and drew the flap
closed.

Jordan frowned as he wheeled,
looked speculatively at Morely’s tent.
He could see the ethnologist’s shadow
on the canvas. The lamp inside was
extinguished almost at once.

Rousing himself with a shrug, Jor-
dan tried to understand the abrupt
change in Morely’s attitude. Morely
had been the cool, level-headed man
Henri Penson had recommended until
Joan had insisted upon staying. Was
Morely cracking under the strain?

The jab of premonition dug deeper
into Jordan’s consciousness as he
strode to the fire. He stooped to pile
more wood on it. A cylindrical object
caught his eye. It gleamed from the
smoldering ashes. Jordan quickly
plucked the object out, let it fall on
the ground at his feet.

Sweat dampened his brow, pebbled
his upper lip. When the metal cooled,
Jordan inspected it. His heart som-
ersaulted. The cylinder was an empty
cartridge shell. After a quick look
about him Jordan pocketed it.

He straightened up, his brain gear-
ing to high. Going to the professor’s
body, he knelt over him. Thanks to
his medical training, he was able to
check his hunches. Then he began a
systematic search of the ground near
the body.

His toe snubbed something. He
stooped, picked up a slab of preserved
meat. A semi-circle at its edge drew
his gaze, held it. What he was think-
ing appeared fantastic, incredible!

He ran a shaky hand through his
moist hair. If the line of his reason-
ing were correct, it explained Ralph
Morely’s changed attitude. Repugnant
as the truth appeared to be, Jordan
was forced to admit the logic of it.

Dropping the slab of meat, he piv-
oted, going to Morely’s tent. Instinc-
tively, his hand dropped to the butt
of his automatic. He called softly to
Morely, waited, but received no an-
swer.

Jordan’s scalp tightened. He then
pointed his flashlight at the camp cot
inside the tent. It was vacant!

Entering, he looked around. At the
head of the cot on an overturned box
was a tin dish filled with a white
liquid. Jordan dabbed at it, didn’t
have to be told what it was.

HE pattern of events began to un-
fold in his mind. The milk in the
dish definitely bolstered his theories.
Taking the dish out he dashed its con-
tents into the fire. The sizzling seemed
to go right through him, was a pre-
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lude to the anguished plea hurtling
from the darkness.

“Jordan! Jordan—help!”

It was Dave Kerry. The shouting
stopped. Jordan cast a harried glance
at Joan’s tent. The cry of help had
not awakened her. He darted for the
spot where Kerry was erecting the
trap. Just then the blood-curdling
howl shrilled again eerily.

He plunged through the brush,
caught the unmistakable panting and
scuffling of a bitter struggle. His light
beam coned through the darkness to-
ward the ravine. At the bottom, near
the partially built trap, he discerned
two figures locked in savage embrace.
Even as he watched, they fell to the
ground, rolling, kicking, each trying
to get the upper hand.

Jordan’s light drilled at Ralph
Morely’s back. Kerry was thrusting
him off with a boot planted against
the ethnologist’s chest. A gun in the
explorer’s hand spouted an orange-
red flame. Morely seemed to hang
suspended in air. Then he crumpled,
body twitching as life ebbed.

It happened so fast Bruce Jordan
had had no chance to interfere. He
slid down into the gulley. Kerry
scrambled up, blood gushing from a
head wound. His voice was thick with
emotion.

“He almost got me!”

He yanked out a handkerchief, put
it to his wound, stemming the blood.
He glanced at Jordan, who was blink-
ing down at the third man to die that
night. Kerry started to explain.

“l was working on the trap when
suddenly | felt somebody nearby. |
saw Morely. He said he’d come to help
me. Before | could say anything he
slugged me with his gun butt. |
went down, yelling for you. It was
then that Morely howled like a wolf
—came at me with something in his
hand.”

“Where’s Shirsi?” cut in Jordan.

“Out getting some bamboo stalks.
The howl mustve scared him off.
Morely probably figured that out.”

“What did he come at you with?”

Dave Kerry brushed the ground
with his boots. They struck an instru-
ment not unlike a pair of pliers.

The jaws were serrated with teeth
similar in contour to those found in
the human mouth. Dried blood shone
on the metal.

“Holy Harry!” cried the explorer.
“Don’t you see it, Jordan? This looks
like a man’s set of teeth. And that
howl. Morely wanted it to seem as
though | had been finished off by the
Man-Wolf, too!”

ruce Jordan leveled his gun
B steadily, shook his head.

“It won’t work, Kerry. | know why
Morely came here. He suspected you
were behind Leinsdorf’s and the pro-
fessor’s deaths. That milk you put in
his tent to lure a cobra there was the
last clue he needed.”

Dave Kerry’s lids drooped.

“You’re crazy, man!”

“Dont try that,” retorted Jordan
icily. “Things stand up too patently.
Only you were capable of tracking
down Leinsdorf, killing him, hustling
back to camp and tossing around the
meats to entice the wolves.

“You fixed the fire so that two
shells would explode when the wood
burned through. When | found the
empty shell in the smoldering ashes
I got the whole picture. You mur-
dered the professor as you planned to
murder every one of us!”

Bruce Jordan’s finger tightened on
the trigger as Kerry lurched. But it
had been a trick. A padded step
sounding behind Jordan warned him
—too late.

The back of his head seemed to

burst. A vicious clout to the base of
the brain toppled him. He heard
Kerry’s gloating voice as he hit the
ground.

“Nice work, Shirsi,” it said. “Now
get Mem-sahib Chandler. We've got
to work fast.”

There was a sibilant reply. Then

Jordan lost consciousness.
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CHAPTER IV
The Man-Wolf

HE CAME to with
his head feeling the
size of a diving bell.
He groaned as shafts
of pain drove agoniz-
ingly through his
skull.  He tried to
budge, found himself

unable to do any-
thing. He pried his
lids apart. The

jungle blackness was fading as dawn
stroked the eastern horizon.

His eyes riveted on the trap twenty
yards from him. A lump clogged his
throat, and he tried to speak. The gag
stuffed in his mouth almost suffocated
him. He realized suddenly that he
was tied to a mango tree trunk, just
as Joan Chandler was lashed to the
bamboo poles inside the trap Kerry
had built!

The diabolical scheme was appar-
ent. Kerry was trying to lure the
Man-Wolf to Joan. When the creature
entered the tent, the trap would be
sprung!

Joan’s .blouse was torn, exposing
her tanned shoulder. She had fought
Kerry, obviously. Mud streaked her
jodhpurs, and her boots were caked
with slime. She faced a criss-crossed
gate made of rattan strips and rein-
forced with bamboo. Her back was to
Bruce Jordan.

He could see her, but she couldn’t
see him!

Rage hardened the muscles in Jor-
dan’s body. Kerry had been pretty
clever. But he had not counted on
Morely, then Jordan, discovering him
to be the culprit. The teeth marks in
the slab of preserved meat had been
enough to convince Morely and Jor-
dan that the teeth marks on Leinsdorf
and the professor were different.

Kerry’s final act, though, was even
more devilish. He wasn’t going to
kill Joan and Jordan himself. He in-
tended to have the pack of wolves do

that, once their leader was captured!

No wonder Kerry had impressed
them with the need for strict secrecy!
It had been part of his game. The
world outside knew the expedition
had been on a hunt for wild animals.
Kerry would explain that the native
desertion had put them at the mercy
of the jungle. The hungry wolf pack
had killed off the inexperienced
among them, and only Kerry himself,
explorer that he was, had been able
to come out alive—with a prize!

Jordan had no doubt that every
move in the plan had been well calcu-
lated. In order to capture and bring
back the Man-Wolf to America as his
own, Kerry had to eliminate the others
especially Joan. She, above all, might
have claim to the Man-Wolf!

Bruce Jordan tugged on the raw rat-
tan holding him prisoner. He had to
get free. He wondered where Kerry
and his accomplice, Shirsi, were hid-
ing.

He followed a length of rattan with
his eyes. It was connected to the gate
release five feet from Joan. It led
through the crotch of a neighboring
tree, back to a camouflaged clump of
bushes. Not until that moment was
Jordan aware he too had been camou-
flaged in order not to frighten off the
Man-Wolf.

“The stage is set, Jordan,” crowed
Kerry. “All actors are on the set ex-
cept one. He’ll be along shortly, I'm
betting.”

He was referring, of course, to the
wolfish creature. His previous experi-
ence had taught him how to induce
animals to walk into a trap. Confi-
dence flavored Kerry’s statement.

“You and your ethics,” he snick-
ered. “I’ll get international publicity
from the deaths of Leinsdorf, Penson,
Morely and you. Joan’s value lies in
the direction you can see now.”

His voice was low, gloating. He
went on boastingly.

“You fools were going to make a
laboratory specimen of the Man-Wolf,
get all the credit. 1'd get a few thou-



78 THRILLING ADVENTURES

sand bucks .only for my trouble. You

didn’t think 1 was that stupid, |
hope!”
Bruce Jordan couldn’t answer,

tjhough he strained to shove the gag
out of his mouth. Kerry kept talking,
getting a vicarious thrill out of the
situation.

“No, siree! | had a few ideas of
my own. The Man-Wolf will bring
me millions. Can’t you see every man,
woman and child flocking to see this
unusual creature. Movies will pay big
for a chance to photograph him. Sci-
entists, if they want to study him,
will kick through plenty. You and
your narrow-minded ethics,” he
laughed, “would keep him penned up
in a private cell for observation and
study. 1’1l give him to the world at
a price—and what a price!”

Kerry stopped talking. Jordan also
heard the rustling of foliage. He and
Kerry were down-wind, the creature
making the noise couldn’t detect
them. A heavy silence ensued.

Then came a growling sound, like
the first time. Bruce Jordan heard
the Man-Wolf howl. Kerry’s trap was
going to work!

Twisting ,his body, Bruce Jordan
succeeded in getting his fingers on
the empty cartridge shell. Its sharp
rim gave him new hope. He contorted
himself, began to rub the sharp rim
against one of the rattan strands.

EINS stood out on his forehead
Vas he labored noiselessly. He
knew Kerry was too absorbed watch-
ing the trap to pay any heed to him.
Stealthy sounds reached Jordan. The
brush some forty yards away parted.
A hideous face leered out at Joan.

She stirred, writhing. Then she
grew rigid, stared at the creature as
he crawled toward her on all fours.
A growl came from the drooling
mouth. When Joan remained motion-
less the creature took courage, ad-
vanced, sniffing suspiciously.

Reassured, it came to the brink of
the ravine, jumped down to the trap!

In spite of the peril to Joan, of his
own predicament, Bruce Jordan found
himself staring, fascinated by the
wolfish creature. It was human, all
right! The hairy portions of its body
gave it an apish appearance, but it
did not stand erect.

It snarled, one hand clawing the
earth. It seemed timid, undecided, its
behavior typically lupine. Certain it
had nothing to fear, it launched itself
inside the trap, a yard from Joan!

There was a twanging sound, a
snap. The rattan release functioned
perfectly. The gate winged shut. In-
stantly Kerry and the native Shirsi
sprang from cover. Shirsi whirled
around the trap from the embankment
above, fastening the gate.

The caged creature howled in dis-
may, pinwheeled grotesquely. It ut-
tered a drawn-out howl, bucked at the
gate with its sloping shoulders, its
head.

Bruce Jordan worked feverishly on
the rattan strand, taking his eyes off
the yowling creature for a few sec-
onds. The rattan fibers split suddenly.
Jordan flung the strand aside, hur-
riedly began to extricate himself. He
was positive Kerry was too absorbed
with his captive to heed anything he
was doing.

In less than a minute Jordan was
free. He looked at the trap. The
Man-Wolf was crouching as though
to lunge at Joan. With a mighty
spring Bruce Jordan catapulted him-
self at the trap. Bamboo supports
crashed as he hit them.

A blasphemous oath spat from the

explorer. “Don’t touch him or Il
shoot!”
The frightened creature mistook

Jordan’s appearance as a danger to it-

self. Roaring wrathfully, it hurtled
itself at Jordan. Kerry fired at the
same time.

Jordan heard the report as he

jumped aside to avoid the Man-Wolf’s
clutches. In doing that the bullet
labeled for Jordan struck the lunging
creature in the chest. It shrieked.
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Clawing at its chest it tried to tear
out the burning slug. Then it slumped
to the ground, its piercing eyes turn-
ing glassy in death.

Jordan looked up at Kerry. The
explorer stood there, dazed, smoke
curling from the gun snout. He lifted
it slowly, training it on Jordan. A
maniacal gleam shone in Kerry’s eyes.
But he never got the chance to yank
the trigger.

Snarls and howls hemmed in Kerry.
Shirsi screamed. It took Bruce Jor-
dan a half-second to understand what
was happening.

The trap was a boomerang for
Kerry. The expression on his fear-
lined face showed it.

From all sides came the pack of
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It was then that Jordan went into
action. On impulse, he dragged the
Man-Wolf out of the trap, laid it
some yards away. Quickly stepping
back to the trap, Jordan righted the
bamboo poles. They would be a bar-
rier against any attack from the
wolves.

That done, he wheeled to Joan. She
had fainted, and he thanked God she
had been spared the sight of the ter-
rible onslaught. He removed the gag,
freed her, and began to revive her.
She came to, stared around her, slow-
ly understanding what had happened.

At that moment the pack cascaded
into the ravine. They prowled around
the trap, yapping and snarling, then
huddled around their dead leader.
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wolves the mannish creature had led.
Its cries had been a summons for them
to rally ’round to the rescue.

W hirling, Kerry fired at them as
rapidly as he could. But the beasts
gave no quarter. Kerry retreated.
Shirsi raced from the spot. But he
didn’t get far before his scream her-
alded the end.

LONE, now, Kerry backed to a

tree, tried to climb it. His gun
clicked on an empty cylinder. A
brown shape sprang viciously at him.
He flung his automatic. Fangs tore
into Kerry’s arm. From another side,
a second wolf leaped at him, bore him
to the ground.

Jordan had to look away. A terri-
fying screech from-Dave Kerry faded
into silence as the wolves piled on
him.

Jordan had about given up hope of
getting out alive when a volley of
gunfire thundered through the forest.
Jordan rose, shouted as loud as he
could. The wolves slunk off imme-
diately. From a distance came an an-
swer in Oxonian accents.

“Where are you, man?”

A short time afterwards a white
man in a pith helmet came up with a
squad of native troops. Jordan helped
Joan out of the ravine. The man in-
troduced himself as the Commissioner
of the district.

“What’s been going on?” he de-
manded brusquely. “The natives sent
word you were being attacked by the

so-called phantom wolf. They said
Sahib Kerry wanted help.”
“So that’s how the natives de-

serted,” murmured Jordan. “Kerry
didn’t overlook anything except how
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the wolves would take to his trap.”

Swiftly, Bruce related what had
been going on. The Englishman’s eyes
widened with incredulity. He turned,
went down into the ravine to inspect
the body of the Man-Wolf.

Jordan led the girl back to camp.
Neither cared to talk. They waited
for the commissioner to return. He
was ten minutes in coming. He looked
at Joan, cleared his throat, frowning.

“Your Mr. Kerry certainly would
have had a fine prize,” he admitted.
“That creature is human, no question.
Kerry gambled for high stakes — a
world reputation that would last as
long as civilization does and a hand-
some fortune. But he lost.”

The commissioner couldn’t repress
a shudder as he remembered the havoc
done by the wolves. Bruce Jordan
nodded.

“The native scouts must have re-
ported seeing signs of the Man-Wolf,
and Kerry scared them with the super-
stition about Siva, the destroyer. He
urged them to get help from you as a
verification that we were being at-
tacked by the wolves. The pair of

pliers with the teeth was a device to
throw us into a panic—and he suc-
ceeded for a time.”

The commissioner nodded gravely.

He hesitated for a moment, then
spoke to Joan.

“Miss Chandler—er suppose that
creature was your brother. [It’s been

so long since he was lost, and you
were far too young to remember what
he looked like.” He stopped, then
came to the point bluntly. “What |
want to know is this—had you any
positive means of identification?”

“Yes,” Joan asserted. “There was
a scar left by a snake bite on his right
foot above the ankle. My Father had
cut the wound and sucked out the
venom.”

“Well,” the Englishman answered
quietly, “there is a scar on the right
foot above the ankle, Miss Chandler!”

Joan quivered. Bruce Jordan circled
her with his arm. It was all over
now. He was taking her home. Never
again would she be haunted by the
doubt concerning her brother. Jordan
vowed that silently as he pressed her
closer, protectingly.
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ing, sure as death. The MacThane
was a smithy because he liked to
smith. He was a rattling good smith,
too. That was reason enough for folks
to call him “The” MacThane. But
there were other, bigger reasons. Out
of the fierce loyalty of his Scot nature
there grew a legend which the men of
our town still tell their kids. You can
believe it or not, as you wish, but some
folks claim that you can still hear the
MacThane’s anvil ringing through the
dark of a night whenever men like
Yavapai Ben and his devilish consorts
come to town.

This might be a story about Silver
Jack alone or the MacThane alone,
butitisn’t. It is astory about the two
together, because they couldn’t be
parted while they lived, and they can’t
be parted in death. They came West
together on the same bucking seat of
the same high-sided Conestoga. They
lived the best part of their lives to-
gether, bound with an unbreakable
bond of mutual respect and under-
standing between them. But they
didn’t die together, and that is why
there is a story to tell.

Silver Jack was smart, but there
were men he met while he lived who
were smarter. They were smarter in
the way that a trapped fox or a badger
in a barrel is smarter than his scot-
free brothers. They were deadly-
smart. Silver Jack was too much of
a tolerant man to cope with their
weasel cunning.

When Yavapai Ben and his pack of
murder-mean hellions rode in on the
lashing tail of a dust blow that had
been clawing the Arroyo for three un-
holy days, they came like the Horse-
men of the Apocalypse, riding out of
the gloom of hell. They were four
evil men on four bleeding, brush-
scarred horses, riding through the
swirling yellow fog of dust.

Silver Jack saw them as they passed
the County Sheriff’s Office and knew
them instantly for what they were.
He noted the set of their guns, the
way each man turned his head fur-

tively as though expecting to be shot
at. The silver-haired, silver-mus-
tached sheriff saw them as four bad
men who would some day grace a gal-
lows if fate let them live so long.

The MacThane saw them when they
passed the door of his smithy. He
paused in his work long enough to
notice that their horses were badly in
need of shoes, that one had a broken
cinch ring and another a bent bit
shank.

T WAS typical of Yavapai Ben and

his crew that they left their droop-
ing, thirsty horses to huddle tails to
the wind while they washed the dust
from their own throats at Donovan’s
saloon. What the MacThane did was
just as typical. He laid down his
sledge and let his iron grow cold while
he went out into the inferno of dust
and watered the horses, one by one, at
the livery stable trough.

Silver Jack paused on his way into
the saloon.

“You've done a kindness, Douglas,”
he shouted above the howling wind.

The MacThane crashed his huge
right fist into his palm and roared.

“They’re unfeelin’ brutes, leavin
the beasties suffer while they carouse.
You’d better beware o’ such men,
Jock.”

“Stick to your forge an’ leave sher-
ifin” to me!” Silver Jack said with a
chuckle.

The MacThane went back to his
work, but his mind was uneasy. As
the might of his arms forged glowing
metal in to useful shapes, he couldn’t
help but think how desolate life
would be without Silver Jack. He
thought of their years together, of the
hardships they had faced, of how Sil-
ver Jack had taken to enforcing the
law not because he liked the work,
but because, in that wild time, no
other man was willing.

He thought, too, of Yavapai Ben and
his ilk—the human drones whose idle-
ness led them into deviltry. The Mac-
Thane believed that a man’s mission
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on earth was useful work, that there
would be time enough in eternity for
resting. Like the strong men of all
eras, his philosophy was simple be-
cause he had no fears. He was a smith,
through and through, even to his hair
which was the color of golden-hot
metal, and the hue of his eyes was the
blue of well-tempered gun steel. Yet
he was no automaton, the MacThane.
The warmth of his heart and his dry
Scottish humor made him the best
loved man in our town.

That evening, when Silver Jack
came to the MacThane’s house for
their nightly game of checkers, he did
not lay his guns aside as usual. In
answer to the question in the Scot’s
blue eyes, he spoke softly.

“Stacey just rode in from down
Arroyo. Says he found Placer Sam
Willoughby murdered in his cabin.
The Killers took every ounce of dust
the old man had, then slit his throat
with a skinning knife.”

MacThane’s rugged face turned
stern as judgement in the pooling
yellow lamplight. He let his hand
fall on the checker board, scattering
the pieces.

“The murderers!” he muttered.

“The storm has covered the killers’
sign.” Silver Jack went on as he re-
arranged the board. “There’s no proof,
and they know it.”

“Proof!” MacThane snorted. “W hat
more dye need, mon? No one of us
would do such a bloody thing.”

“I'm a sheriff, and | need proof.
I’ll get it, too.”

“How, Jock?”

ILVER JACK sighed thought-

fully and crowned a black king.

“If I know their kind, and | do, they
won’t be happy unless they’re gam-
bling. If | know Donovan’s games,
which | do, they’ll lose. Now if they
pay off in dust, I’'ll have my proof,
because Sam’s diggings are the only
place in a hundred miles where a man
(izf)y,ld get placer gold and plenty of
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“But they’re four, an’ you’re one,
Jock. Ye’ll be needin’help.”
“Play and keep shut, you muscle-

bound Scot.” Silver Jack said with a
grin. “What | need most is your help
in killing time. They’ll be well-

liquored in another hour, and unless
I'm wrong they’ll be gambling their
filthy shirts away. Play, Douglas!”

“They’ll no escape, Jock?” Mac-
Thane asked anxiously.

“Not while the dust keeps blowing.
They wouldn’t get twenty miles.”

“Then I'll play, an” no doubt Il
beat you as usual.”

They played for an hour to a six-
game draw, and though they usually
played ten rounds, Silver Jack pushed
away from the table. He looked at his
watch.

“It’s time | was going. They’ll be
liquored up by now.”
MacThane stood hurriedly and

reached for his cap.

“l could do wi’a wee drap, mysel’,”
he said.

“No, Douglas. This is my job just
as yours is smithing.”

The Scot snorted noisily.

“Whoosh, now!” he said, “If you
were as good a mon at your job as | at
mine, | wouldn’t worry. Let’s go.”

Yavapai Ben and his dark-skinned
breed consorts were liquor-ugly and
inflamed with the bad fortune they
were having at cards when the Mac-
Thane and Silver Jack came in. The
saloon was crowded with men waiting
out the storm. The floor was thick
with powdery dust so that when a man
walked he was enveloped knee-high in
a cloud of it. There was white dust
on the bartop, and on the brass lan-
terns that swung from the ceiling
beams.

Dust trickled into every fold of
clothing and clung to sweaty skin like
a plague of the itch. Tempers were
short because of it, and men drank
incessantly to wash their raw throats
clean. To top all was the stench of
the place, for the windows were shut
tight against the storm. It smelled, as
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the MacThane remarked to Silver
Jack when the two bellied up to the
bar, like a whiskey barrel full of un-
washed sox.

Silver Jack nursed his drink and
watched the pile of chips in front of
Yavapai Ben shrink, watched the
house dealer’s fingers tremble a little
each time he spun the cards across the
table. Yavapai Ben was chunky as a
fattened beef. The flush of Indian red
on his features had deepened to a
livid, sweaty hue. His mashed nose
and crow-black hair which dropped
in long, straight braids from behind
each ear, gave him the appearance of
a fat, predatory vulture.

The beady Apache eyes of his men
followed his every move as hawk
nestlings watch their mother, waiting
for a carrion morsel to be crammed
down their maws. They were not
handsome, as breeds often are, but only
evil. The dark and the light blood that
mingled in their veins was the murki-
est dregs of two great racial pools.
They were bad, not because of the
color of their skins, but because they
lacked souls.

“l dunna like the look of them.”
MacThane whispered. “And they care
not a hoot whether you’re here or
gone.”

“They know the storm has covered
their sign,” Silver Jack explained.
"They’re nervy scoundrels, and the
sooner they’re jugged the better—if
they’re the ones.”

“Can ye, doubt it, mon?”

Silver Jack shook his head. It was
easy to imagine blood on their swarthy

hands.
A FEW minutes later an oath
cracked from Yavapai Ben’s lips.
The saloon grew still, and you could
hear the howl of the wind and the
swish of sand in the eaves outside.
Yavapai Ben came to his feet and
giowered down at Donovan’s white-
faced dealer. His three outriders sat
tense, thumbs hooked in their beaded
cartridge belts. Yavapai Ben’s voice

had in it the spine-tingling yelp of the
Apache war cry.

“Our dust, all of it, against your
whole stinkin’bank!” he yelled. “We
cut once with a new deck. High card
takes all.”

The dealer’s face was ghastly in the
green glow of his eye shade. His
glance flickered to where old man
Donovan stood. Donovan, who owned
the saloon, raised a finger in assent.
Yavapai Ben dug a rawhide poke from
inside his shirt and plunked it down.

“This is it!” Silver Jack whispered
to the Scot. “They’re gambling with
a dead man’s dust!”

The dealer broke the seal on a fresh
deck. Yavapai Ben snatched it from
his hands, riffled the cards a few times,
then slammed the deck down.

“Cut!” he snarled.

The dealer’s supple white fingers
reached out and hesitated over the
pack. Tension became a tangible, elec-
trifying thing in the crowded saloon.
Men shrank away from the table or
hunched deep in their chairs. Some of
them hurried out the door, preferring
the lash of gale-driven dust to the
eminent risk of lead.

Silver Jack moved in easily with the
MacThane not far behind. With a
jerky, nervous gesture, the dealer cut.
Yavapai Ben’s breath hissed in his
teeth -when he saw the card. No one
doubted, from the curdling rage that
contorted his face, that Donovan’s
dealer had drawn an ace.

Yavapai Ben’s chunky paws dropped
toward his guns, then hesitated. He
seemed for the first time to become
aware of the sheriff’s presence. Sil-
ver Jack chose that moment to speak.

“Keep ’em high, Ben. You’re under
arrest!”

Ben whirled, his red-shot eyes nar-
row. He held his hands stiffly away
from his sides.

“What for?” he growled.

“Murder.” Silver Jack told him as
he drew a gun, “You slit Placer Sam’s
throat and stole his dust.”

“That’s a lie!” Yavapai Ben snarled.
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“You’re in on this crooked game, you
two-bit lawman!”
Silver Jack smiled thinly.

“Ill talk to Donovan about his
games later. Right now there’s mur-
der on my mind. Are you coming
peaceful?”

Yavapai Ben hesitated, his eyes
sweeping the room. His three long-
riders sat rigid in their seats. Then
Ben seemed to make up his mind. He
raised his hands high but close to his
ears.

“It’sadirty frame, but I’ll come,” he
snarled.

“Drop your guns and kick ’em over
here,” Silver Jack ordered.

Ben obeyed, keeping his movements
slow and cautious. First one gun, then
the other hit the sawdust. He toed
them over to Silver Jack.

“The rest of you do the same,” Jack
said.

For one tiny instant his glance
strayed from the big breed’s face. But
that was time enough. Ben’s hand
darted to the back of his neck, then
flipped toward the sheriff. The swish
of the flying knife was a faint echo of
the howling wind outside. The blade
took Silver Jack in the base of his
chest.

He knelt in the dust, retched, then
pitched forward on his face.

SIGH went through the room.

No one moved except the breeds,
who leaped to their leader’s side with
guns drawn. MacThane stood rigid,
his unbelieving eyes on Silver Jack’s
body. A moment ago the man had
breathed, had moved and talked. Now
he lay in pooling blood—not a man
any more, but a charnel thing, fit only
for the grave.

The Scot dropped to his knees by
the dead man’s side. He opened his
mouth and tilted back his head. The
sound that poured from his throat was
never heard in Donovan’s saloon be-
fore or since. It swelled forth in a
rising wail and had in it the howling
loneliness of the coyote, the trumpet-

ing anguish of a wounded moose and
the death cry of a wolf-slashed an-
telope. It struck the chill of the tomb
into the very souls of those who heard
it, and they shuddered, trying to im-
agine what horrible vengeance could
ever still a grief so big, so elemental.

Yavapai Ben snatched up his guns
and cowered back. Out of the very
wildness of his own savage nature,
he understood the meaning of that
cry. He knew that there was no longer
room enough under the same sun for
himself and the terrible Scot. Yet,
knowing this, he dared not kill the
MacThane. He sensed that no grave
was deep enough to bury this man’s
grief. It would reach out from be-
yond death and drive him mad in the
lonely hours on the trail. So Yavapai
Ben bolted like a bushed deer, his
three dark imps of Hades crowding
his heels.

There was not a man in the saloon
who dared follow, for some say that
Satan himself took a hand in things
then. You can believe it or not, as you
wish, but the instant Yavapai Ben
stepped out into the night, the gale
wind dwindled to a sullen whisper.

When the sound of their galloping
horses had died away, a few of the
more daring ranchers tried to follow,
but the storm lashed up in their faces
and drove them back again. The devil
was riding the wind that night.

Yavapai Ben and his murderous
crew were long gone when the Mac-
Thane rose to his feet, and with his
eyes still on Silver Jack’s body, swore
in a terrible, choked voice.

“They’ll no live ta ken anither sun-
set, Jock! I vow it!”

Yet through all the dark night
hours, the McThane could do nothing
but sit in his smithy and beat his huge
fists on the unfeeling iron of his anvil.
There was mockery in the sand that
hissed through the open door and set-
tled like snow on his head and shoul-
ders. Each passing minute saw Ben
and his bunch getting further away,
while MacThane did nothing to stop
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them.
boast.

As the sand storm dwindled toward
dawn, the storm in MacThane’s breast
waxed till he was half mad with the
pain of it. The best years of his best
friend’s life had been stolen from him,
and a man’s years were his most
precious possessions. How could the
MacThane avenge such a terrible
crime? Silver Jack himself had said
that a man is what he is. The Mac-
Thane was only a smithy while Ben
and his bunch were professional Kill-
ers. They were as expert in their in-
famous calling as MacThane was in
his peaceful one. Yavapai Ben, no
doubt, could never have smithed a
stroke if his worthless life depended
upon it. By the same token, Mac-
Thane couldn’t wield firearms.

He looked down at his huge hands
with loathing. They were capable
hands for honest work—muscular,
broad and thick in the fingers.

“But what good are ye now, when |
need ye most?” he choked. “Yed
break a gun to bits. Ye’d tear a trig-
ger off its pivot. Ye canna avenge the
death of a friend, ye useless, beasty
things!”

His vow seemed only an empty

E pistol was not for the mighty
hands of the MacThane, nor was
the more delicate art of the knife.
Yet, with the coming of dawn, one
thing was clear to the grief-stricken
Scot—he could never smith another
stroke until Silver Jack was avenged.
And smithing was the MacThane’s
whole life. Without it, he was no
good on earth.

“I'm a simple smith just as Davy of
the Good Book was a simple shep-
herd,” the MacThane told himself
bitterly. “Puny little Davy that
keeled Goliath wi’ a rock no bigger
than his fist. He was a good mon,
that Davy. |If only | was as good a
smith as Davy was a shepherd—"

As MacThane muttered the words,
a blood-red shaft of dawn sunlight
thrust through the murk of circling

dust in the smithy. It struck through
the dust, shattered on the far wall
where hung a coiled lariat, and bits of
it trickled down upon a sledge that
leaned in a rack. The dawning sun
bathed the rope and the sledge and a
coil of heavy iron trace-chain in
bloody light.

Slowly, the MacThane rose to his
feet. The blood-red dawn sunlight
bathed the great bulk of him from
head to toe. He was a fearsome figure,
like the Avenging Angel himself. The
timbers of the smithy shuddered as
MacThane thundered.

“Guns! Guns! I'll ha’ no need o’ the
devilish instruments!”

A short time later, MacThane rode
out of town on the back of a powerful,
thick-withered stallion that could bear
the great weight of him. The hoof-
beats of his hurrying animal were
muffled in the dead-white sand that
carpeted the valley, and the light of
the blood-red sun clotted and ran,
staining the hillsides and touching the
dust-whitened foliage with gory color.
And as he rode, the MacThane sang,
rumbling out a war song that his
mailed and mounted ancestors had
chanted on their way to battle in old
Scotland.

Before it died, the storm had clawed
from the earth every sign of the trail
left by Yavapai Ben and his murder-
ing riders. But MacThane knew the
valley as well as he knew his own
anvil. There was one way into Sha-
man’s Arroyo and two ways out. One
led steeply over the rocky hills to
green grass range in the north.

The other, enticingly easy, was a
terrible man-trap. The verdant valley
twisted and turned until it finally
ended in a steep canyon. The canyon
gave on a hundred mile stretch of the
dreariest, deadliest alkali desert that
ever man had seen. A few had crossed
it, but more had left a heat-cooked
vulture feast of their bones on the
glittering borax flats.

MacThane breathed his mount at
the fork of the trail. He studied the
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rippled dust with a hopeful eye, won-
dering which way Yavapai Ben had
chosen. If the forces of evil had
reigned in the night, the power of
good were supreme by day. His glance
caught the glitter of polished iron in
the dust of the canyon trail.

It proved to be part of a cinch ring
that a freak of the storm had left un-
covered. MacThane recalled that one
of Ben’s riders had been traveling
with a broken cinch ring, and he whis-
pered a prayer of thanks. Yavapai
Ben and his hellions had chosen the
wrong way out of Shaman’s Arroyo.
Unless they were fools, they would
turn back, and if they turned back,
MacThane would be certain to meet
them on the narrow canyon trail.

MTT WAS noon, or near it, when he
sighted the four. They were plod-
ding up the trail with Yavapai Ben
leading. Their horses were half dead
with thirst, barely able to shuffle one
hoof ahead of the other. MacThane
reined in and waited. They had not
seen him yet because their heads were
lowered against the glaring sun.

The iron-muscled Scot must have
made an awesome appearance, sitting
his horse athwart the trail as rigidly
as though both were made of granite.
He bore no visible weapon save a
short-handled sledge that was tied to
a lariat which hung from his saddle
horn. Yet when Yavapai Ben saw
him, a scant dozen feet away, his
mouth slacked open and his black eyes
bulged. He and his men looked as
though the Avenging Angel himself
were blocking their trail.

In a sudden agony of haste, Ben
snatched both guns from their holsters
and leveled them at the MacThane.

“Get out of the way!” he snarled,
his voice pitched high with terror.

MacThane didn’t answer. He lifted
the sledge from his pommel, and tied
the free end of the hide lariat to his
left wrist. Then he balanced the
strange weapon in his right hand as

though it weighed less than a feather.
The breeds watched with complete
fascination, but all four held their
guns ready.

“Get gone, you crazy Scotchman!”
Yavapai Ben snarled again, taking
courage from the knowledge that his
bullets were faster and deadlier than
the Scot’s sledge.

MacThane spoke in a voice that
rumbled like the crack of doom.

“There’s nothing of mercy in the
heart of me now, but in the name of
dead Jock Biney—will ye return an’
stand trial like men?”

Yavapai Ben’s dark eyes slitted.
He sensed that he must Kkill or be
killed here in the sweltering canyon.
His fear of MacThane’s ghost was less
than his fear of the man, now that the
red sun was shining. He fired twice,
carefully. As his shots cracked out,
there came the splatting of lead as it
struck. Two black holes blossomed
in MacThane’s plaid shirt, both of
them over his heart. But the man
himself seemed completely unhurt.
His booming laugh shook rubble down
from the canyon walls.

Yavapai Ben backed away, moaning
in terror. His trembling fingers trig-
gered lead while MacThane slowly
lifted the hammer over his head.

“Die now, ye black-souled imps o’
the Anti-Christ!” the Scot thundered.

The sledge flew from his mighty fist,
trailing the rope behind it. Ben’s hor-
rified yell died on his lips. His horse
whinnied, then bolted at the sudden
sight of a bodyless head crimsoning
the dust near its hoofs. And the sledge
was a gory and gruesome thing as it
returned to MacThane’s hand, obe-
dient to his tug on the hide lariat.

The three Kkillers pivoted and
spurred down the echoing canyon,
shooting as they rode. MacThane
followed, spinning the sledge in a
widening arc until it was a twenty-
foot circle of humming death. It
whistled down like a gigantic scythe
as his great horse overtook the hind-
most breed. There was a hollow
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sound, like the plop of a ripe melon
breaking, and what had been a man a
moment before was only a lump of
quivering flesh.

Yet as he thundered along through
the scorching hail of their lead, Mac-
Thane was not entirely invulnerable.
A bullet had opened his cheek, from
mouth to ear. Another had ripped
the cap from his head. His neck was
gashed, his left hand bloody. By the
time his terrible sledge had tolled off
another of the two fleeing killers, he
swayed in the saddle like a gale-blown
oak.

The last of them stopped at a bend
in the canyon, turning to make a des-
perate stand. MacThane’s relentless
charge didn’t falter, but just as he sent
his sledge winging toward its final
mark, the breed aimed a careful shot
over the crook of his arm. The sledge
caved his chest, and he flew from the
saddle, dead before touching the
ground. The bullet struck MacThane
high on the forehead. Blood gushed
down into his eyes, and the great bulk
of him tottered, then slid to earth
where it lay without moving.

IT WAS two hours later when a
posse set out from town. We fol-
lowed the MacThane by the wheeling
gray buzzards, and many of us turned
from the sights we saw—the four
grisly things on the clean canyon trail.

When we found MacThane we were
sure he was dead from the way his
shirt was riddled and torn. But the
great pulse of him throbbed in his
wrists, and we found that a bullet had
furrowed his scalp. MacThane was
unconscious, but not dead.

We gave him a quart of Donovan’s

best, then three of us tried to lift him,
but failed. Three grown men couldn’t
lift the MacThane!

It was beyond understanding how
even my father could weigh so much
until we thought to open his shirt.
Around his waist, around his chest,
completely covering the powerful
torso of him was yard upon yard of
heavy trace-chain. It covered him
snugly in a three-fold thickness and
only my father could have borne the
weight of so much well-forged iron.

We unwound the chain, and bullets
dropped out of the close-fitting links.
There can be no doubt that the slugs
were fired by Yavapai Ben and his
murdering spawns of evil.

My father lived to an age of ninety,
and some folks say he didn’t die at
all.  When Quincey’s Livery burned
at midnight, they claim to have seen
Silver Jack standing in the flames
with his checker board under his arm.
MacThane went in to rescue the
horses, and he never was seen again.
Some folks claim they heard him talk,

while the fire was wrapping him
around.

“I’ll play, Silver Jock, an’ I''ll beat
you again as | used to.”

The fire raged the whole night

through, and when the blood-red light
of the dawning sun lit up the smoul-
dering ash, the only trace they could
find of my father was a broken cinch
ring that he habitually wore on the fob
of his watch.

There are folks who claim—and you
can believe it or not—that whenever
the ilk of Yavapai Ben ride into our
town, the MacThane’s sledge rings
through the night until the murdering
son is gone.
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Doren swung the gun like a blackjack against the Lama's skull

FATE ROLLS THE
BONES

By SEABURY QUINN

Author of “l Married a Ghost,"” “Candid Camera,” etc.

Vengeance At the Roof of the World Cuts

the Ground Out

From Under Two Adventurers Who Invade a Sacred Temple!

ICK ENVERS had been dead
ten years, almost eleven. Of
that much Doren was certain,
but all the same he was horribly
afraid of the dead man. Enver's, alive,
had not been much to reckon with—
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undersized, inclined to be consump-
tive, slightly crack-brained ever since
his head had been broken like an egg-
shell in a brawl in the French Quarter
of New Orleans.

His life had been saved by a quick
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trephining operation that left him
with a silver plate the size of a half-
dollar in his skull. But after that he
had grown erratic, unpredictable and
often vicious. When his brittle tem-
per broke, he was a nasty customer
with a knife or pistol, yet Doren
would have laughed if anybody had
suggested that he would ever be afraid
of the crazy runt.

Envers, dead, was another matter,
though. Doren’s materialistic atti-
tude toward life was underlaid with
all a gambler’s blind, unreasoning
faith in chance and hunches. He had
a hunch that somewhere, somehow, in
some way, Envers would even up the
score. In the language of his unre-
generate earlier days—a language he
was now careful to avoid—Envers’
memory “had the Indian sign on him.”

“I’ll get you for this, you cheat,
just wait and see if | don’t!” Envers
had screamed in hysterical farewell.

Of late Doren had developed a
slight facial tic, an uncontrolled and
irrepressible twitching of his left
cheek underneath the eye. Now, when
the frightening memory of that
ghastly threat came to him, his whole
face jerked and quivered. His pulses
jumped like frightened rabbits with
each breath. His throat closed with
ungovernable fear and he trembled
like a helpless bird that sees a snake
approaching.

“Poor chap,” his business friends
said sympathetically, “it must have
taken something out of him, that long
stay in the Orient. Of course he made

his pile, but—with a half-envious,
half-resigned shrug—*“1’d rather sweat
for mine right here in God’s great
country.”

“Poor Mr. Doren,” sympathized the
nice old ladies of the church of which
he was a leading member, and to which
he made large contributions regularly,
“he must have had a dreadful time in
the East. Perhaps he had a tragic
love affair, like that one Kipling tells
about. You know, the one where the
Englishman fell in love with a native

and when her father found out, he cut
off both her hands? A shock like that
would be enough to cripple anybody’s
nerves forever.”

IT HAD begun in Mysophur, near
the Nepal border. There had been
awoman mixed up in it, though Doren
had seen her less than half a dozen
times and had never spoken to her.
She was Envers’ girl, a sixteen-year-
old Eurasian, sloe-eyed, sooty-haired,
with pinchbeck jewelry shining in her
ears and clinking on her arms and
wrists and ankles. An ivory-skinned,
lithe dancer who looked like a Ma-
donna, she was familiar with all seven
of the Seven Deadly Sins. Her name
was Luli-Jan.

Envers had been mad about her,
lavished money on her as if he were a
maharajah. He bought rings of solid
gold to replace the brass hoops in her
ears. Bangles of pure precious metal
he hung upon her wrists, in place of
the cheap imitation silver that had
clanked every time she moved a slim
henna-tinted hand. The little silver
bells he gave her chimed musically
upon the slender ankles above the high-
arched, narrow, henna-painted feet.

The woman was a leech. The more
he gave, the more she asked. When
he had spent his whole stake on her
and as much as he could borrow, she
was still demanding more. A wealthy
Parsi coveted her and offered her a
diamond nose-stud.

“You geeve Luli-Jan?” she had
asked Envers. “Not mak’ her take
eet from Phiroze that old fat peeg?”

“Where the devil would I find the
money for a three-caret stone?” he de-
manded angrily.

She shrugged her creamy shoulders
till the gold hoops in her ears touched
them. At the same time she spread
her pale-saffron hands with a gesture
that set all the bracelets he had given
her to chiming mellowly.

“Luli-Jan mus’be made hap-py,” she
replied in her soft sing-song voice.
“If you not geeve her di-a-mond,
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Phiroze sahib do so. You geeve her
di-a-mond and piche—afterward—"

Her sloe-eyes promised delight un-
guessably. Her pandanus-red mouth
was moist and dewy with a rich
pledge. The touch of her tiny henna-
tinted hands swept away all resistance.

“I’ll find the money somehow, some-
where!” he groaned. “I’ll get the dia-
mond for you, little lovely Luli-Jan,
if 1 have to die for it!”

Where he could raise a hundred
guineas, he had no faintest idea. Bor-
row? No chance. His friends were all
as near the borderline of bankruptcy
as he was, and not likely to advance
five hundred dollars on his unsecured
note. Steal? British Indian jails
were far from comfortable. But pos-
sibly he could do a little “prospect-
ing.” Jim Doren was in town. Envers
had seen him at the bar in Celestes’
place the other night. Doren was the
sort of chap who would be ready to go
shares on anything that promised
profit, and hang the ethics of it.

Envers called a rickshaw.

“Madame Celeste’s,” he
“Chop-chop!”

The usual crowd was at the notori-
ous saloon. Flies clustered murmur-
ously about the tawdry chandeliers.
Electric fans buzzed wheezily be-
neath the cobwebbed beams of the ceil-
ing, stirring up but not cooling the
superheated, sultry air.

At the bar and the small tables, set
along the farther wall, the polyglot
clientele of the place took whiskey-
sodas, gin and bitters, straight brandy
or absinthe, for they came from every
race and every nation. Celeste’s cus-
tomers were men whose occupations
were strictly their own business, but
one and all they could be bought for a
price. The price was also their own
business.

ordered.

IM DOREN sat alone at a small
table. He was a lean, brown man,
already graying at the temples, with
the stamp of the sun and wind upon
him, and a shrewdness in his gray eyes

that revealed the seasoned gambler.
He might have been forty, but his
years, however many they were, had
not so much aged as hardened him.
The few wrinkles he had were deep
ones.

“Hullo, Doren,” Envers greeted
with unnecessary cordiality. “How’s
tricks?”

Doren looked up from his Scotch
and soda with the dispassionate stare
of one accustomed to weighing hu-
manity.

“Broke ?” he asked with acid brevity.

“Almost.” Envers tried to cover his
embarrassment with a laugh. “Broke
and disgusted. I'm fed up with this
rotten place. Been thinking of takin
a trip up-country. Know anything

good?”
“Do you?” Doren gave out little
information. He preferred to listen,

rather than to talk.

“Well,” Envers hedged, “they say
there’s a chance to pick up—"

The approach of the stranger cut
short his faltering words. The stranger
had obviously been a big man, with the
high cheekbones and ash-colored eyes
that proclaimed him a W hite Russian.
But what he had been was entirely
blotted out by what he was—a pitiable
cripple.

He dragged one foot as though it
were encumbered by a ball and chain.
His body was emaciated. And his
hands, once large and powerful to
judge by the size of the bones, were
now little more than withered claws.
Across his face, from brow to chin,
zigzagged a dreadful leprous-white
scar that obliterated his right eye and
pulled down the corner of his mouth
a full inch. Though the night was
hot and stifling as an overheated
greenhouse, he trembled as if with a
violent chill.

"Pardon, messieurs,” he said to En-
vers and Doren, “but do you mind if
I sit here? | am a little tired.”

They made room for him at the
table, studying him with covert
glances. Finally Envers, who never
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could keep his mouth shut long,
coughed deprecatingly.
“You Russian?” he asked tenta-

tively, though what remained of the
man’s countenance and the glass of
vodka in his hand were sufficient an-
swer to his question.

“Yes,” their new companion an-
swered absently. Then, as if echoing
the question he repeated: “Russian.”

He bolted half his drink of vodka.
When he set the glass back on the
table, his hand was somewhat steadier.
But his one good eye remained ex-
pressionless and the wrinkled flesh
where cheeks met chin still trembled
pitifully.

Envers fairly squirmed with curios-
ity. Women and other people’s busi-
ness held an irresistible fascination
for him.

“The Revolutionists,” he hazarded.
“They did that to you?”

The Russian’s maimed face twisted
in the parody of a smile, making the
great scar that forked across his cheek
do a grotesque macaber dance

“Tibetans,” he responded in a flat,
accentless voice. “Lamas.”

“Great heavens, man, you mean—"

The Russian went on speaking, ap-
parently unaware of the interruption.

“Yet, if |1 had succeeded, | should
have had a treasure beside which the
fabled hoards of Monte Cristo and the
Mines of Solomon are nothing. Less
than nothing. Wealth—the word
seemed to hypnotize him, for he re-
peated it slowly, as though savoring
its taste—“as much wealth as was
ever fought for or stolen.”

Doren’s gray eyes flickered a warn-
ing at Envers with the quick, admoni-
tory look of the alert gambler who
signals an accomplice.

“Tell us about it, old scout,” he
asked sympathetically as he raised a
finger to the hovering Goanese waiter.
“Chop-chop, boy. A bottle of vodka
for this gentleman. And leave it
here.”

The big clock in
case ticked off the hours.

its fly-specked
One by

one Celeste’s patrons left, some stag-
gering, some walking with the
stately, careful stride of men far gone.
Some were bent on rounding out the
night with opium or hasheesh in the
little houses with the blue-tiled fronts
that gleamed on Frangipani Road,
where heavy, cloying scents and bit-
ter, caustic stenches mingled in a
stupefying, anesthetic reek, and laugh-
ter sharp and bitter as smashed glass
fell tinkling from the barred windows
of upper-story rooms.

UT Envers and Doren and the
maimed Russian kepttheir places
at the table. The first bottle of vodka
was replaced by a second and a third.
The crippled man’s faint, stammering
whispers grew stronger as the potent

liquor fumed into his brain. He
leaned conspiratorially across the
table, and the scar that zigzagged

down his face seemed to grow whiter
against the flush in his slashed cheeks.

“Da, da!” he rasped excitedly. “Yes,
yes, the hoard is boundless, without
limit, greater than the riches of the
Forty Thieves’ cave. But ah, mes
amis, he who tries for it runs greater
risks than he who braves the depths of
Hades to steal the fiery rubies out of
Satan’s throne! Bozhe moy—my God
—do not | know it? Look at me, my
friends. Behold these withered limbs,
this sorry remnant of a face.

“They did that to me, those lamas!
And because | screamed and whined
and begged for mercy like a beaten
dog, they released me, for | had not
gone into their sanctuary. | had not
profaned their shrine. | did but stand
outside and watch. Those who had
gone in and laid hands on their
heathen idols”—he broke into a croak-
ing laugh—*"“were not so fortunate.”

“And where’s this bleedin’ lamasery
with its blinkin’ pot of gold?” urged
Envers. He had grown a little thick-
tongued and his eyes were showing
bloodshot, but his covetousness had
merely grown with his drunkenness.
“Dye know how to get back there?”
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The Russian recoiled as from the
threat of a bared knife.

“Ten thousand nevers,” he
screamed. “Not for all the Indies’
riches! Not though | knew | could
come back safely, would | go near
that accursed place again. W hat good
would wealth do to a creature such as
1?7  Could women love me for it, |
whose face is frightful as a skull?
Could 1| buy the confidence of little
children or the friendship of men, the
tolerance of my neighbors? You
know that | could not. Everyone
would fly from me, or turn away their
heads in horror. No, my friends, |
cannot be tempted.”

Doren shoved the vodka bottle to-
ward him.

“Take it easy, old man,” he soothed.
“W e’re not askin’you to go there with
us. Just draw a map to chart the
course for us and we’ll attend to every-
thing. You can rest safe in Nepal
and if we succeed, we’ll cut you in
for a third. That’s fair enough, ain’t
it? What’s there for you to be afraid
of?”

The Russian looked away for a long
time. He tried with all his meager
strength to resist the temptation, but
in the end the lure of gold was too
strong. He nodded miserably and
quickly hurled another drink down
his skinny throat.

OR DAYS they had struggled up-

ward through the tach-davans, the
sharp-edged mountain passes in the
flinty ridges of the ever-rising hills.
Their six Bhotia bearers and the two
small shaggy ponies were rebelling at
the enforced speed, but Envers and
Doren drove them mercilessly. Now,
according to the Russian’s chart, they
had reached the treasure throne, the
ugly yellow stone building that clung
precariously to the very edge of an
enormous cliff.

“You, boy, makee talk-pidgin ’long-
side lama feller, can do?” Doren asked
their head bearer as they drew up be-
fore the low gate of the lamasery.
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“Why, you can talk their lingo, Do-
ren,” Envers protested.

He was silenced by a furtive kick.

“Quiet, you fool! D’ye want ’em to
catch wise? We’'re just a couple of
English Johnnies out here, huntin’,
got caught by nightfall in the passes.
Savvy? Keep your big mouth shut
and your eyes open.”

The broad, benevolent, rather stupid
face of a lama peered through a wicket
in the gate. It opened and they
trooped into the lamasery courtyard.
The ta-lama, or abbot, met them with
halting Russian.

“Chileb sol—be welcome.”

When they smiled and bowed and
shook their heads, he tried slurred
Mongolian and a few slow words of
Cantonese with no better result. After
that the conversation went on in sign-
language.

They were shown to a small cell
with windows overlooking the great
chasm. Wolf and bearskins were
piled almost knee-deep on the floor.
Envers complained when they had
made a circuit of the lamasery’s cor-
ridors:

"He sold us a pup, the filthy swine!
Gold, me eye. [I’ll bet there aint a
grain of it within five hundred miles.
Just look at the poor beggars, Doren.
They’re so poverty-stricken, they’d
crawl a mile on their bare knees for
a handful of copper cash.”

“Maybe,” Doren said. “Maybe not.
I’'m goin’to have a look around when
everybody’s gone to bed. Are those
flashlight batteries workin’?”

They lay upon the pile of skins on
their cell floor till the luminous dial
of Doren’s wrist-watch showed mid-
night. The strain told heavily on En-
vers, who never could keep silent long.
Half a dozen times he started to speak,
and each time Doren shut him off.

“Keep that blasted tongue of yours
between your teeth. Snore if you have
to make a noise, but don’t talk.”

At last he whispered: “Okay, Dick,
time to start. Keep your mouth shut
and step softly. Let me have the
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flashlight. 1 can’t trust you with it.”

Across the courtyard, where the
bearers lay against the ponies for
warmth, he led the way to the small
door of a passage cut in the virgin
rock.

“l noticed one of ’em was always
standin’ here,” he whispered. Every
time a bearer started toward this door,
they turned him back. Maybe it’s
nothing, but 1ve got a hunch.”

The door led to a tunnel, and the
tunnel twisted like a snake in agony,
dropping from one level to another
with bewildering suddenness. Finally
it ended at a doorway hung with yak
hide, beside which a fat, shaven-
headed lama squatted like a Buddha,
sound asleep, with a Mannlicher rifle
propped incongruously across his
knees. Their felt-soled underboots
made no sound as they crept past him
and pushed aside the yakskin curtain.

BEYOND the curtain was avaulted
room some twenty-five feet wide
by forty long, partly hollowed from
the living rock, partly a natural cav-
ern. Multicolored hatyks—Ilong silk
banners—hung from the low, vaulted
ceiling, each embroidered with Bud-
dhistic prayers in Chinese characters,
or painted with the effigies of Lamaite
saints. Wide bands of blue and yel-
low silk, stiff with gold embroidery,
rippled down the walls. On each side
of the doorway were prayer wheels
waiting to be turned.

A plate of beaten gold, on which
the signs of the Chinese zodiac were
carved, was set above the curving lin-
tel of the entrance. Before the altar
were red lacquer benches for the lamas
and the choir, set in sections like the
pews of a church, with a center aisle
between. At the farther end of the
chapel was a great curtain of imperial

yellow silk, inscribed with Tibetan
mottoes worked out in rubies, dia-
monds and emeralds. Small lamps

with tiny flickering flames threw a
subdued light upon gem-encrusted
vessels and tall gold candlesticks.

Doren’s breath rasped as he viewed
the lush wealth of the cavern.

“Poor, are they?” he grunted.
“Crawl a mile on bare knees for a
copper cash, en? What d’ye say to
this?”

Envers’ eyes were bright with avar-
ice and the fever of incipient tuber-
culosis.

“Gold!” he almost bleated, hypno-
tized by the sight of the treasure.
“Gold, diamonds, rubies—"

Doren’s warning hiss shut him off.

“Listen!”

Muffled, as if coming from a dis-
tance and through many closed doors,
they heard the whispering shuffle of
feet on the stone floor of the corridors
and the soft, sweet chiming of little
bells.

“Quick!” Doren ordered. “We've
got to take cover. If they catch us
here, Lord knows what’ll happen.”

He ran on tiptoe to the door, but it
was too late. The lama at the en-
trance had awakened. Doren could
see the gleam of approaching candles
shining on the passage wall at the far
turn. He drew the heavy Browning
pistol from his belt, weighed it for
an instant in his palm, then swung it
like a blackjack. The monk collapsed
without a sound.

Doren caught him in his arms,
dragged him inside the chapel. He
stripped the yellow cassock from the
stunned man, thrust the inert body
behind a curtain, then slipped the
gown over his own head.

“On the floor with you!” he or-
dered Envers. “Lie flat behind those
benches. If you make a sound or
move, our goose is cooked!”

Next instant he was squatting by
the prayer wheel, the cowl of the
monk’ cassock drawn about his ears,
his head bent as in supplication while
he spun the disk of the prayer ma-
chine. Softly he murmured the
Buddhist invocation:

“Oom mani padmi hong. Hail, thou
Jewel of the Lotus.”

The long procession filed into the
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chapel. First came the ta-lama, hands
crossed upon his bosom, head bent
reverently. After him, in double file,
paraded the monks of the commu-
nity, robed in yellow, bearing staffs of
bells, candles, or small saucerlike
dishes of fine gold, from which spir-
aled up thin streams of incense.

Two of them pulled back the silken
curtain of the sanctuary. In the half-
light of the flickering candles and the
ceiling lamps there seemed to emerge
a life-sized effigy of the Lord Gotama
Buddha, seated in the Golden Lotus,
one hand upon his navel, the other
raised palm forward, as in benediction.
Grouped about the great image were a
hundred smaller ones, ranging from
the size of chessmen to a height of
two or three feet, and they all ap-
peared to be of solid gold.

OREN fairly shuddered with cu-

pidity as he glanced at the sanc-
tuary while he spun the prayer wheel.
The great image of Buddha was pure,
solid gold. The robe that draped it had
been cunningly devised to simulate
brocade, with the pattern picked out
in enormous yellow diamonds. There
must have been a million dollars’
worth of gold and gems in it, he esti-
mated breathlessly.

The ta-lama struck a golden gong
with a padded drumstick to call the
Buddha’s attention to his prayer.
Then he closed his eyes and put his
hands before his face as he prayed.
The other lamas bent their foreheads
to the floor, while their abbot prayed
upright before the face of Buddha.

Meticulously they kept in rank ac-
cording to importance. The yellow-
robed hutuktus, or highest monks,
knelt in front. Behind them were
the gelongs, whose rank entitled them
to offer sacrifices of incense before the
sanctuary. Last of all were the getuls,
the lowest order, scarcely worthy to
be known as monks at all, who occu-
pied a position roughly corresponding
to that of lay brethren in medieval
Christian monasteries.
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"Oom mani padmi hong—hail, thou
Jewel of the Lotus.”

The invocation began in a muted
whisper, slowly, with each syllable
spaced carefully. Then by degrees its
tempo quickened and its volume rose.
Louder, faster it came, till at last it
was a rumbling wave of never-ceasing
sound that seemed to shake the carved
rock walls of the cavern and make the
candle flames burn higher. The prayer
wheels spun. The incense spiraled
upward in a cloud so thick that it ob-
scured the lights before the sanctuary.
The air was heavy, choked and satu-
rated with it.

Doren felt his senses reeling and
his will slowly oozing from him. He
was numbed and almost physically
battered by the continuously shouted
invocation, half-anesthetized by the
incense. In a moment he would have
to rise and tear the disguising cassock
off, while he screamed in self-accusa-
tion :

“Here we are, the vandals who
would loot your shrine and commit
sacrilege! Take us, kill us, torture us.
Do with us as you will!”

Only the booming of the great gong
by the altar saved his sanity. It
echoed like a peal of sonorous music
in the little vaulted chapel. The
echoes of its echoes seemed to hang
in mid-air, reverberating second
after endless second, till Doren could
not say if he still heard it or only

imagined that he did, and would
continue to imagine its resonance
forever.

The prayer-service was concluded.
Led by the ta-lama, the monks filed
slowly from the chapel.

Doren let his breath out with a jerk.
Though he hadn’t realized it, for some
time he’d been holding it deep in his
lungs, striving to keep out the reek of

paralyzing incense and retain the
mastery of his will.
“Whew!” he breathed. “That was

a near thing. Thirty seconds more
and 1’d have given the whole bloody
show away. Are you there, Dick ?”
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Envers crept out from the shelter
of the bench behind which he had
lain.

“Gawd!” he gasped. “I thought
they had us dead to rights that time.”
He stood before the gem-encrusted
curtains of the sanctuary and tears
streamed down his cheeks. “We’ve
found it! The Russian didn’t lie!”

HE SEIZED a little golden image,
another, a third, and thrust
them in his pockets.

“What the devil are you doin’?”
Doren asked.

“I’m goin’to take as much of this as
| can, of course.”

“You poor fathead, don’t bother
with that junk. You couldn’t carry
more than fifty pounds of it at most.
If you load yourself down, you won't
have a chance. Here, help me with
this.”

Like a farmer shelling corn, he ran
his knife blade down the sanctuary
curtain, ripping diamonds and rubies
off in handfuls. He crammed his
pockets with the glittering stones,
then turned to gouge great yellow
diamonds from the Buddha’s golden
robe with his knife point.

The lama he had stunned stirred
weakly, whimpering like a sick child.

“Tie that fellow up,” he ordered.
“Put a gag in his mouth.”

“Tie him?” Envers’ voice was high
and squeaking, almost mouselike in
its nervous shrillness.

There was a scuffling sound, then
a noise like a man choking, and a gur-
gling as of water running softly down
a drain. Envers came back to the
altar, wiping his Kurkri knife on his
breeches.

“Stand clear!” he commanded. “Let
me at those diamonds! She wanted
one for her nose, did she? By the
Lord Harry, she’ll have one for every
toe and finger and both ears as well.”
Like a man possessed, he gouged and
dug and picked at the great yellow
stones, stuffing pockets and shirt front
with them. “I’ll make her love me.

I’ll make her crawl to me and beg for
diamonds like a puppy begging for a
lump of sugar.”

* * * * * *

The bearers still lay huddled by the
ponies when the two white men came
out again into the courtyard. Doren
bent above the nearest man and
struck him ruthlessly upon the head
with his pistol. Stripping off the
fellow’s sheepskin coat, he drew it
over his own shoulders. Envers served
a second porter the same way.

In a moment, muffled to the ears,
they led the ponies through the gate-
way of the lamasery. They paused a
moment to make sure their girths were
tightened, secured their coats against
the wind that whistled past the peak,
then fled down the long, winding
trail.

The way was all downhill and fear
struck spurs to them, for the memory
of the crippled Russian’s face was be-
fore them as they fled. Five miles,
seven, ten they raced, flogging their
mounts mercilessly. The ponies
slipped and stumbled on the rough
trail, but they jerked them up again
with savage tugs at their bridles, then
lashed them on to greater speed.

By dawn they passed the third tach-
davan. They lost sight of the peak on
which the lamasery stood. If they
could hold the grueling pace six hours
more, they’d be free.

Then they heard it. Softly at first,
scarcely louder than a summer zephyr
sighing through the trees, but grow-
ing louder and closer every moment,
the shrieking, screaming war-cry of
a wind that tore through the moun-
tain passes. It was one of those sud-
den, fierce wind-storms of the upper
Himalayas that come swooping down
from the roof of the world, gathering
strength and momentum like crashing
avalanches as they advance, leaving
death and desolation in their wake.

The brooding mountains were sud-
denly alive with its shrill screaming.
And yet it was not quite a wind sound.
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Mixed with it seemed to be a devilish
laugh that echoed out of the immen-
sity of the hard sky. It roared and
swirled about them like a mountain
torrent at full flood, twisting, tearing
at their clothes and forcing them
against the cliff-walls as if they had
been dry leaves caught in an autumn
gale.

ISMOUNTING hurriedly, they

fought their way to a cleft in the
rocks and crouched there, breathless
and afraid. They clung to the sharp,
uneven stones with hands that were
bloody ribbons on the flinty edges,
wedging themselves tighter in the fis-
sure, bracing feet and legs against the
suction of the vengeful, shouting,
laughing hurricane.

Then silence, utter and abysmal,
fell. After the tumult of the tearing
wind, it was like a great weight
dropped on them. The air was still,
but thick and dark with brooding
menace.

They crawled out of their refuge
and looked around. One of the ponies
huddled close against an overhanging
rock. Its flanks were swelling and
contracting like the folds of a bellows
as it fought to regain its breath. The
other lay upon its side. When they
forced it to its feet, its left foreleg
hung helpless from the knee.

“Blast the luck!” Envers swore.
“Its leg is broken. [It’ll be no good to
us— Hey, whatre you doin’?” he
yelled as Doren led the sound beast
out into the trail and swung it around
to mount it. “That ain’t your horse.
You can’t do that to me.”

Doren shut him off with an impa-
tient gesture.

“No use crabbin’, Dick. These little
horses cant take two riders and
there’s just one of ’em. One of us
goes on him. The other takes his
chances with the lamas. W hat say we
match for it?”

Envers eyed him speculatively.
He’d been a gambler all his adult life
and in the main he had been lucky.

The only gods he knew or trusted in
were those of chance.

"How’ll we manage it?” he asked.
“We haven’t got a deck of cards, and
I threw all my coins away to make
room for this bloody bunch of Lama
jewels.”

“Shoot craps?” Doren
“l’ve got a pair of dice.”
“Roll ’em,” Envers said tersely.
The dice were souvenirs of earlier
days. Doren had always found them
dependable. He shook them gently
and blew on them for luck before he
made his cast. They turned up five

and one.

“Six is your point!” cried Envers,
dropping to his knees beside the ivory
cubes. “Come on, you little honey of
a seven!”

Doren threw a second time, neglect-
ing to shake the dice before the cast.
Two fours turned up and Envers
snapped his fingers in delight.

“l knew you couldn’t make it. Come
on, dice, turn up a seven.”

Doren had cast once more. A three
and six turned up. Envers’ flushed
face went a ghastly gray.

“Come on, seven!” he implored as
Doren scooped the cubes up from the
stony trail, rattled them beside his
ear and threw. A four and a two
turned up. Envers snatched at the
dice. “No, you don’t! It’s best two
out of three. Give me my turn!”

Jim Doren was already in the sad-
dle.

“Not on your life, sucker. | won
this nag and I'm takin’ him.” He
struck his heels against the pony’s
sides. Then, as the unshod hoofs
struck on the bare rock of the trail, he
said : “Here, take the bones and amuse
yourself. | won't be seein’ you again,
most likely.”

He threw the dice at Envers’ feet
and drove another vicious kick into
the pony’s flanks. He’d gone perhaps
a hundred yards when the shrill yell
came to him from the trail above.

“I’ll get you for this, you cheat,
just wait and see if | don’t1”

broke in.
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He half-turned in the saddle and
waved a hand ironically.

“So long, sucker!” The fusillade
of shots came like a hail-storm. “Won-
der how long it took him to find out
the bones were loaded?” he asked him-
self as he bent low above his pony’s
neck.

Envers was emptying his Browning
at him. Rage spoiled his aim and all
the shots flew wide, though one or
two struck close enough to make
Doren flinch.

The end would have been easier if
Envers had not quite emptied his clip.
Hardly had he fired his last shot than
he saw five husky lamas, moving with
the practiced ease of hillmen down
the pass above him. Their faces were
impassive, but their eyes were not,
and the morning sunshine glinted on
the barrels of their Mannlicher rifles.

Envers flung his empty pistol from
him. Bent almost double, he raced
along the downward path, slipping,
stumbling, falling, then scrambling up
and rushing on again. A lama leaned
against a jutting rock and braced his
elbow on it, steadying his aim. The
report of his rifle was like the snap-
ping of a whiplash in the cold, still
mountain air.

Envers slid face-forward on the
smooth stone of the trail as a steel-
nosed bullet, scored across its tip with
a knife-cut, smashed the bone of his
left thigh. He lay still for a moment,
whimpering with the agony of his
wound, then dragged at the knife
hanging from his belt. His weignt
was on it and he couldn’t seem to turn
himself. Finally, though, he had it out,
raised the keen blade to his throat and
made a futile, ineffective slash. He
couldn’t do it. The will to live was
too strong in him.

Then the lamas were upon him,
binding his hands to his sides with
strips of fresh yak hide, pulling a felt
bag over his head.

“Cheat!” he shouted as they put the
sack over his head. “Dirty cheat! I'll
get him for that rotten trick. . -

Doren could never tell what
made him pause before the glass-
shelved window of the antique shop
on Third Avenue. He wasn’t inter-
ested in antiques, whether furniture,
rugs or jewelry. His house in the
fashionable Westchester suburb was
furnished strictly in the modern
mode, glass and chromium and bright,
contrasting leathers, modern rugs
loomed in American factories, pic-
tures that were painted within the last
two decades. In all the place there
was no hint of background of ances-
tral furniture or silverware. Most
especially was there no hint of the
Orient.

He had become respectable, conser-
vative, an average citizen of a commu-
nity that was composed of people in
the upper brackets of the income tax,
a regular attendant at businessmen’s
luncheon clubs, a solid, though not
very active member of the local golf
and country club. He was a liberal
contributor to the most respectably
conservative church in the commu-
nity. He didn’t believe in God, but
with a gambler’s inconsistency he
thought disbelief was no reason to
prevent his trying to bargain with
Him.

W ith the proceeds of the jewels
he'd taken from the lamasery, hed
bought into an old, conservative in-
surance business in Maiden Lane. It
was in pursuit of business—Ilooking at
a building project on which they had
been asked to write an indemnity bond
—that he found himself in Third Ave-
nue where it bounds old Murray Hill
upon the east.

The shop was typical of its kind.
In the window was a miscellany of
old glass, old china and old silver,
with here and there a curio to drama-
tize the display. An Afghan tulwar
lay beside a Turkish water-pipe with
red glass globe and snakelike stems
of verdigris-discolored brass. This in
turn was flanked by a long-barreled
Moorish musket with a short stock
thickly inlaid with shell-pearl.



FATE ROLLS

At the very bottom of the window,
picked out by a stray ray of sunshine,
a skull grinned with sardonic humor
at the lumbering red trolleys and
green buses bumping on the cobble-
stones beneath the EI.

Doren couldn’t take his eyes from
it. Some skilful craftsman had trans-
formed it into a tom-tom, stopped the
nose and eye openings with small in-
lays of flat, polished bone, wired the
jaws together with thin strands of sil-
ver thread, pierced the low bridge of
the nose and set a ring in it, then
hung a cord and tassel from the hoop.

It was a trick of light, of course, a
sudden shadow cast by an EI train or
passing vehicle. But as Doren looked
upon the grisly relic of mortality, it
seemed that the death’s head winked
at him with one of its blank eyes.

Before he realized it, certainly be-
fore he was aware of any such inten-
tion, he was in the shop.

“W hat’s that thing?” he demanded
of the proprietor.

“That?” the man responded. “Oh,
| don’t know. Some sort of drum, |
think. We got it from the Wade col-
lection. OId Cyrus Wade was a great
one for stuff from the Far East. Want
to look at it?”

Doren didn’t want to look at it, but
in a moment it was on the counter be-
fore him. He saw that the skull-vault
had a silver plate in it. Circular,
slightly ragged at the edges where the
periostium had made attempts at bone-
repair, it was darkened like an aged
coin, but entirely recognizable as a
trephining plate about the size of a
half-dollar.

IM DOREN looked at it more
closely. Down the right temple
and cheek, clear to the jutting chin
and almost to the silver hoop that held
the parchment drumhead to the open
bottom of the skull, there ran a zig-
zagged, wavering scratch. It looked as
though a knife had slashed the flesh
right down to the bone.
A scene stood out in Doren’s mind
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like the after-image of a flash of
dazzling light upon the retina of a
closed eye. Madame Celeste’s that
night, ten years and more ago. The
crippled Russian had had a scar like
that across his face.

“How much?” he asked the shop-
keeper. Then, before the other had a
chance to name a price: “I’ll take it.”

Here was the proof. Envers was not
only dead, they had dismembered
him. They’d made a drum out of his
head. Well, he was always sounding
off in life, so that seemed appropriate.

And Doren had bought Envers
skull. It was his. He could do any-
thing he wanted with it, kick it, curse
it, fling it out the window, sink it in
the river. And it couldn’t answer back
or do a thing to stop him.

It had all been an empty boast, that
parting threat of Envers’, hollow as

the skull-drum in his hands. He
couldn’t come back now. The dead
can’t act. The dead can’t think. The

dead cannot even remember.

Doren stood upon the high embank-
ment overlooking the Hudson. A
motorboat’s lamps flashed as it sped
up the river. From a passing tug a
ray of orange light fell splashing on
the night-dimmed water. From far
away the lonely, melancholy hooting
of a ship’s whistle sounded.

“lve got you dead to rights,” he
whispered to the skull as he undid its
wrappings. “Goin’ to get even with
me, were you? Goin’to square things
for those loaded dice? Don’t be a fool,
Dick. You’d have done the same to me
if you had had the chance. You know
it. Now I'm goin’ to roll the bones

once more. See what you think of this
throw, pal. Good-by, Dick. Good-by
for keeps.”

He drew his arm back like a pitcher
about to throw a curve, raised one foot

from the ground, turned halfway
around to give more force to his
throw. And he screamed in sudden

pain and horror.
The force with which he had drawn
back the skull had snapped the silver
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lashings of the jaw. In some way he’d
caught his finger in the gaping mouth.
He felt the rasp of long-dead teeth
against his forefinger. In terror he
hurled the skull from him.

Wind whistled through the gaping,
unlashed mouth and beat upon the
parchment drumhead as it flew
through the air. At first it hummed
and rumbled with a satisfied, low,
chuckling sound. Then, as its force
increased, the chuckle rose to a shriek-
ing, laughing scream.

The skull fell in the river with a
soft splash. There was a moment’s
bubbling gurgle, then silence.

“Heart failure,” Dr. Wilkes wrote
in the blank that followed “Primary
Cause of Death” on the certificate.
“Septicemia” resulting from infec-
tion of a small incised wound of the
right forefinger,” he wrote in the blank
reserved for “Immediate Cause.”

“Funny thing about the vagaries of
delirium, Doctor,” the nurse said chat-
tily as Dr. Wilkes replaced the cap on
his fountain pen. “Take Mr. Doren,
for instance. He seemed to think he
was in a crap game. Imagine a solid
citizen like him rolling dice! Just
before he died, he sat up straight in
bed and shouted: ‘All right, Dick, are
you satisfied now? | lost the last
throw of the bones. You win!””
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THE GLOBE TROTTER

(Continued from page 10)

my English colleague. Then we called the
captain:

“We want to pay you,” | told him. “After
all, you've had to feed your men, and
they’ve come miles out of their way. Just
how_ much, do you think, will reimburse
you?”

I was holding a handful of American
dollar bills, and my British friend held a
sheaf of pound notes. The captain took
one of the American dollars and looked
curiously at the engraved picture.

“Who is this?” he asked then.

“That’s George Washington,” | told him.
“The Father of Our Country.”

“Washington. Ah yes, we have heard of
him. And these are American dollars? We
will take one of them for each of the
men.”

There were sixteen men in the patrol,
and without delay | shelled out the six-
teen dollars. It was the cheapest two days
towing | had ever heard of.

Three or four years later | met the
same captain at Bandar Shapur on the
Persian Gulf. | recognized him imme-
diately, and he proudly displayed his dol-
lar bill. He had kept it as a good luck
token, he told me, and his men had kei)t
their bills for the same reason. Volubly
he assured me that the American dollars
had brought good luck.

I wondered then—I have often wondered
since—whether that plain admiration for
George Washington on the part of that
Persian captain was because, in a way,
Washington had a Persian parallel.

In many respects, the career of the re-
cent Shah Riza Khan Pahlavi—who has
been succeeded by his son, Mohammed
Riza, since the British-Russian occupation
—was like that of George Washington.
There are differences, of course, generally
prompted by the demands of the Persian
or lIranian people, but the general features
of the careers of both great leaders are the
same.

The British and American officials in
Teheran arranged for us to visit the Shah’s
palace, and we met Riza Khan amid all the
Oriental pageantry and color that are
famed in history and legend. The pomp in
which we were received began when an
automobile was sent to our hotel on the
Khaiban-i-Dawlat, a short distance from
the Maidan Tupkhaneh, or Artillery Square.

It may have been that they figured that
our sand-scarred, battered, rather dilagi-
dated-looking machines were not the
proper vehicles for a regal visit. | quite
agree that they would not have been strik-
ing adjuncts of beauty to the scene when
we reached the Maidan where we were
met by a mounted escort of gaily capari-
soned trooPs. Personally, however, we be-
lieved we fitted quite well into the setting,
in our new tropical linens, and with thi
polished, chalked whiteness of our topis
set off by the morning sun.

Pomp and Ceremony

~The drive to the palace was a compara-
tively short one—only about three or four
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city blocks. Nevertheless the populace
turned out to watch us go by. The Per-
sians are always interested in a spectacle,
and love pomp and ceremony.

The agproach to the palace is a scene
long to be remembered. The old citadel,
part of Teheran’s defense works, formerly
stood on the site, but was torn down in
1869. There is a splendid collection of
ardens, riotous with dga%/ flowers and
right green shrubs an ushes. Facing
these gardens are courtyards of polished
and colorful stone, and buildings that rise
above the surroundings in monarchical
splendor.

Officers carrying golden swords led the
way from the car into the Talar or throne
room. The throne of gleaming white mar-
ble, was brought from Shiraz by Karim
Khan Zand.

Riza Khan Pahlevi first greeted us while
he remained sitting. Then he cast aside
regal rights and came down to shake hands
with us democratically. This was a particu-
lar honor—one we duly appreciated.

When some of the officers and retainers
had withdrawn, the Shah strolled with us
into the adjoining council chamber. Here
we were treated to a sight of the famous
Peacock Throne of Fath Ali Shah.

Even in his relaxed moments, Riza Khan
ave me the impression of being a man
eavily burdened with responsibilities, a
man who must make important decisions,
and is constantly wondering whether they
are the right ones. Because of the position
of Iran between British India and Soviet
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Russia, and with Turkey on her western
border, the diplomatic situation in Iran is
one that requires extremely deft balance—
and always has.

Riza Khan likes nothing better than to
recall his youth. His father was an officer
in the Persian Army, and Riza Khan was
accustomed to riding the fiery chargers of
the cavalry regiments almost before he
was old enough to walk. At the age of
twelve, he enlisted in the famous Persian
Cossack Division. One of his commanding
officers was Taimur Khan.

When later, his military successes dur-
ing and after the World ar | indicated
that he was destined for a brilliant future,
he married the daughter of Taimur Khan.
And when the old Shah departed in 1924,
and the Majliss or Persian Cabinet selected
a new Shah, it was the son of the army
officer and the daughter of the cavalry
commander who ascended to the throne.

New Days—New Ways

During the past sixteen years there have
been extensive changes in Teheran and
throughout Persia. The city has well over
a quarter of a million people, and would
probably be much larger, were it not for
the fact that all the water must be brought
in throu%h kanats or pipelines running out
to the Shimran slopes of the Elburz moun-
tains. There are no reservoirs or lakes
close to the city, which naturally means
that the water must come from under-
ground sources that are entirely dependent
upon snow and rainfall.

In speaking of snowfall for a city sup-
posed to be in the tropics, it must be re-
called that Teheran is actually about as
far north as our own city of Richmond,
Virginia. Over a ten-year period, the aver-
age maximum shade temperature of Tehe-
ran was 104.6 degrees Fahrenheit, while
the average minimum was 147 degrees
Fahrenheit. You can just about name the
sort of weather you want there—and get it.

Ancient and Modern

It is impressive, and curious, to note and
compare the ancient and the modern dur-
ing a stroll through Teheran. Age-old
buildings are there, buildings which have
known ~the tragedies, the lightness and
grandeur of life through the ages. The cit
as a state-owned electric plant whic
provides street lights from sunset to 11
p. m. The additional lighting provided by
the municipality is of the ancient variety
and consists of old-time wick lamps. And
a sturdy lamp-lighter still makes his eve-
ning rounds to kindle them, and drops
around each morning to snuff them out.

Teheran is in the center of another
World War. It is a quaint city at a cross-
road over which has already rumbled the
power and might of two warring countries.
It still is a focal point of the world’s inter-
est. The country’s wealth of oil, and its
transport route for the goods of battle are
vital in Democracy’s struggle, and are well
worth fightin? for.

But now, let us put that Europe-Asia
auto jaunt back into our memory book, and
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look at the business on hand for this day
and month.

Our Authors Speak

We have a most interesting collection of
letters this month from our writers and
readers, and | know you’re going to get
a big kick out of them. First of all, we’ve
asked Harry Widmer to tell us a few
things about his novelet of the Norman
Conquest, “Arrows of Invasion.” He
writes:

Dear Globe Trotter:

BK asking me to tell you something about the
background of “Arrows of Invasion, you may
have “left yourself wide open. The early History of

England and France is one subject that I like to
Flay ‘with, both in my story writing and as re-
axation. I've gone behind the scenes from the
time of Charlemagne right down to the defeat of
the Spanish Armada, and some of the incidents
that I've dug uﬂ make really exciting material.

Naturally, “with Great Britain as the mother
country, I’ve always been interested in the early
doings in the Islés. We’ve heard a good deal
about the position of the Norwegians in the dis-
covery of Vineland and North America, and it is
interésting to note that the Normans of France
were also descendants of these Vikings who roamed
from their Northern countries to the Mediterranean
and the west coast of Africa, and penetrated as
far eastward as Syria, Palestine and ancient Phoe-

nicia.
~ William the Conqueror is the personalized figure
in the forefront of the Norman Conquest picture,
and selecting some of his men as my heroes, gave
me a knowledge of individuals based on my read-
ing, that seems to have stood me in good stead in
“Arrows of Invasion.”

I've tried to make the castle background look and
read authentic.  |’ve striven to have my characters
act as they might during the period.” 1’ve tried
to dramatize and Actionize people that are real,
living breathing individuals to ine. 1 hope | suc-
ceeded, and | hope you like the story.

Sincerely, .
Harry Widmer.

interesting discussion,
Harry, and we’ll be looking forward to
more material from your facile pen. Charles
Stoddard’s storly takes us around another
half of the world, and he’s certainly gotten
behind the scenes in digging up this mate-
rial. Here’s what he says:

Dear Globe Trotter:

Until six months ago that yarn about Romulus
and Remus, those two kids who were supposedly
raised by a mama-wolf and who later founded
Rome, was just another legend to me. Imagine,
a wolf playing nursemaid to a pair of youngsters!
Then, like" they say in stories, it happened.

From the northwest wilds of India an Anglican
missionary, Reverend J. A. L. Singh, was reporting
a true-life drama that not onl% knocked the props
out from under my belief, but gave science in
(f;eneral a swift boot in the intellect. You see, those
actual gentlemen, who use a micrometer for a
yardstick, are loathe to take anything for granted,
esgemally_ if it smacks of the Tantastic.

roof “is their weapon against that, and they
whipped out that weapon to silence the report
emanating from the little othanage in Midnapore.
Armed with skepticism and notebooks, reputable
scientists invaded the Rev. Singh's domain in
search of proof. They got plenty—sufficient to
Wlﬂe out the skepticism and fill their notebooks.
W hat’s more, they initiated a rumpus that is still
reverberating where scientist meets scientist.

Some_ ar%ue that the Amala-Kamala story is
authentic, but they want to know where those two
native children who were rescued from a wolves’
den, came from. They are anxious to learn how
those children got “lost,” to whom they belonged,

ITurn page]
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what made that mother-wolf care for them_ as she
cared for her cubs. If you have any imagination,
your guess is as. good as theirs. .

_Othér scientists are stewing in a hot-two-sided
dilemma, each side sticking out like the proverbial
horn. One group of scientists contends environ-
ment molds the human being while the other group
says Its heredity. The answer, judging from the
case history of the Midnapore children seems to
be a combination of both theories.,

If you haven’t read about Amaia and Kamala,
here’s the gist of what occurred.

On October 10, 1920, Itev. Singh and some com-
ﬁam_ons_ investigated a rumor about “ghosts” in-

ahitating an ant hill, common in thaf region of
India. After building a tiger-hunting pTlatform
the men waited for the “ghosts” to appear. They
didn’t have to wait long.” A wolf emerged from a
hole, followed b%/ two ~other adult wolves, then
two cubs. At the heels of the cubs came two
creatures shaped like human beings.

Rev. Singh was satisfied they were human
beings and, with the aid of native diggers, even-
tually broke into the clean, neat den. uddled in a
cornéer were the two human creatures and the cubs.
After a tussle the cubs were separated from the
humans, w'ho fought more fer00|o_usl¥ than the
wolves. One of the children was eight, the other
about a r)]/ear and a half old—both girls. Rev. Singh
named the older Ivamala, the younger, Amaia..

Then a case history, the equal of which science
had never known, was inaugurated by the. Singhs.
They treated the children as infants, attempting to
make them civilized. It was tough going, because
the children were in reality nothing more than ani-
mals, possessing the instincts of animals. At cer-
tain times each night they howled like wolves.
They scampered about on “all fours, lapped milk
like”dogs, shunned daylight and human contact.
But Rev. Singh and his wife were patient. They
realized what a job they had undertaken.

Just_when thé pair appeared to get a foothold
on civilization Amaia took sick and died. Then
the first_ word of the wolf-children penetrated to
the outside world, causing a stir that had never
been anticipated by the Rev. Singh. Still, lie re-
fused to let the world in on his secret, rpreferrmg
to handle the delicate task of remolding Ivamala to
human standards with the aid of his wife.

Ten years after he had found the two “ghosts”
Kamala died, but she had succeeded to a certain
extent in learning much about her fellow beings,
and unlearning a great deal about wolves. It must
be said, however, that Rev. Slngh did not com-
pletely change Kamala_from tin* animal he had
rescuéd to a blushin gblrl of eighteen. She could
do errands and speak about fifty words, but if she
had to do something quickly she reverted to_the
wolf, loping on all fours, or acting in characteristic
wolf fashion. K .

Gathering the facts from the history written by
Rev. Singh, science interpreted them according to
its set dogmas.  The scales of science jockeyed
back and forth like a seesaw, bowing first to ‘en-
vironment. then glvm(t; the nod to heredity. But
the case history of the Midnapore girls” spoke
bluntly. Heredify and environment can’t be taken
alone.” They are so integrated that they unite to
develop the’creature we know as the human being.
~ That was the amazing case that gave me the
incentive to write, “Doom Stalks the Jungle.” In
it | tried to depict another mystery frowned upon
b¥ science because it doesn’t fit into the bracket
of statistics. IVlien Amaia died, something vital
appeared to snap in Kamala—something nof wolf-
ish, and yet it doesn’t come into the human ken.
It was as _if a complete circuit had been brokeu
a circuit of telepathy that appeared to have existed
between the %I_HS, telling one what the other was
doing or thinking—yes, a sixth sense, that quality
sugp_osedly inherent to us, but dormant now.

cience ‘does not countenance anything less than
a theor¥ based on facts. Perhaps, though, the time
is not too remote when another phenomenon like
the wolf-children of Midnapore will shake the con-
servatism out of science, and daring thought will
unravel mysteries beyond our reach today. Here
then, Globe Trotter, 'is the reason for the mysti-
cism in my story. May the future give us the right
answer—soon.

Yours truly,
Charles Stoddard.

That’s sure an interesting story, Charles.
But now it’s the turn of our readers to
have their say. Let’s open the mail bag a
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bit wider and see what we can dig out of it.
Here’s one from a member out in Utah.
At least she’s in Utah for the moment, but
as you can see from her letter, she takes
her globe-trotting seriously, and will prob-
ably be on the way when this hits print:

Dear Globe Trotter:

Greetings_from one of your members. Been a
long time since | wrote you for membership but.
man, since then 1’ve “been places ami done things.

Aud have made several good friends through

y°Hope to heaven I'm_ not through going just
yet. At least not until time to make the last trek.

Am planning on seeing tkc extreme Northwest of
the States. Have managed to miss them somehow,
hut as long as I’'m this far West perhaps that can
be remedied In the near future. .

| enéo% all your stories, and especially those of
Harol ruickshank. 1Jut then I've always had a
yen for things Oriental. i
~ So keep up the good work and the next time I m
in New York I’ll Stop in and see |¥0u.

uth Bonaehea.

Now that the women have taken the
floor, here’s a missive from an air-minded
young lady:

Dear Globe Trotter:

| road in your October issue of THRILLING
ADVENTURES, which | enjoy reading, that you
would also like to have girls in your €lub. 1 am
glad of that for | like t0 correspond with people
and | would enjoy having pen pals from all parts
of the globe, . .

I am twenty-two years old and work in the office
of a construcfion concern. 1 like all outdoor sports,
and have several hobbies. 1 am especially inter-
ested In aviation.

I will enjoy hearing from anyone who cares to
write me and” 1 promiSe to answer.

tTurn page]

(KWOLSSIjs))

Sieve* M

The World’s Greatest Sleuth
Tackles a Baffling Case of
Mysterious Death

MURDER
MOON
OVER MIAMI

A Full Book-Length Novel
in the January Issue of

THE PHANTOM
DETECTIVE

AT ALL
STANDS

EVERY
MONTH

107

BLUEPRINT
| READING |

AMAZING
NEW INVENTION

Makes Blueprint Reading
Easy as Seeing a Movie

NOW. at lart an Amazing New In-

vention has been perfected by Out-

standing Experts exclusively for Austin

Technical Institute—an invention that

makes Blueprint Reading easy as
A.B.C. Better Jobs and Bigger Pay ore now waiting for
men who ean read Blueprints. If you can read English.
YOU, 1loo, can learn to read Blueprints EASILY, QUICKLY
—RIGHT AT HOME—IN SPARE TIME at an amazingly
low cost—through this Shortcut, Inexpensive, Sensational
New “Shadowgraph” Method.

THOUSANDS OF MEN WANTED-AT ONCE

Every day—thousands of factories engaged In National De-
fense work call for men of ALL ages, who are qualified to
work from Blueprints. “Must be able to work from Blue-
prints”—that’s the way WANT ADS read these days. It
doesn’t matter whether you are a machinist, mechanic, car-
penter, plumber, steamfitter, truck driver, student, office
worker—whatever your occupation—Blueprint Reading opens
up for you the quickest, surest way to win a Better Job and
Bigger Pay. Write today for our FREE Illustrated Book
and full details.

FREE 500«

SEND THIS COUPON FOR YOUR FREE BOOK

AUSTIN TECHNICAL INSTITUTE Div. X.G.-l =m
BUS Broad Street, Div. T.G.-l, Nowarfc, New Jersey §
Send me FREE, without obligation, your !
-ertfUf m lllustrated Book, “STEP UP TO A BETTER =
TO* = JOB ANO BIGGER PAY." also, full details. <
BETTE* fl
JOB T Name [ ]
ANO
BIGGV* | Addrew
PAY
City State....ccown. 8




MOUTH INFECTIONS

Bad enough In themselves but some
of them may lead to other infections,
such as:

PVOPBEHEA

If you are a sufferer from any of these mouth infections,
why not tr{ PY-RO, a simple home remedy which has been
used with beneficial results many times.

If your gums bleed ... _if thére is evidence of pus ... or
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Hoping this will bring me many new friends, |
remain,
. Bebe Lee Sawyer.
P. O. Box 64, Allapattah Station, Miami, Fla.

Here’s a young fellow out in Pennsylva-
nia with something of a squawk for you Fen
pals. He's living rather an interesting life
as you can see. Tell us about it, Steve:

Dear Globe Trotter:

| have read your magazine for some time and
3Iv|\/aysd meant to join your club, but was always

elayed.

| r¥ave a good many pen Ipals that | met through
your column. One thin notice is that the for-
elgsn boys answer my letters while the boys in the
US.A. don’t. What's the matter with them ? |
have thirty friends in foreign countries all ob-
tained from your column. Of all the letters | have
sent abroad only one has not been answered.

My hobbies can be classed as everything under
the sun—coins, stamps, books, curios, Indian relies,
fossils, gems, semi-precious stones, postcards, and
many ofher things too numerous to mention.

By jomm\gl_your club I hope to get many more
Ben pals. 'With so many hobbies I"find it easy to

e pals with anybody. . i

I 'was over the Pennsylvania Turn[nke the other
Sunday and | sincerely wish that all of the read-
ers of your column could see it. This is one of the
most modern hlghwaP(s in the world. | doubt if
there is another“one Tike it anywhere.

This highway stretches from Harrisburg to
Pittsburgh” with no sharp curves, no intersections,
no red Ilgnhts no steep grades, although it travels
through the beautiful Appalachian Mountains. It
has less than a three-percent rise because of the
tunnels built for the highway. | could write on
and on about the highway, but I would probably
bore you. If you think the readers of your column
would be interested | could write a Iétter to each
and every one of them through your column about
this example of modern engineéring.

i Stephen P. B. Pavlina.
318 Eighth, Street, )
New Kensington, Pennsylvania.

That Pennsylvania Turnpike sure is a
beauty. It's going to mean a lot to people
who want to see the western part of your
state, and the sights along the Appalachian
and the Blue Ridge Mountains. Our next
swing of the geography book and the mail
bag takes us up to Fall River, Massachu-
setts. Jack Carroll is a new member from
H}at bailiwick, and we're glad to hear from

im.

Dear Globe Trotter:

As a new reader of your magazine allow me to
praise you on_your fine storieS, (articles and de-
partments which are both interesting and inform-

ing. | am sending along the application for mem-
bership in your world-wide Globe Trotters Club
and 1 would like to get letters from members of

the club in foreign countries. .

1 am seventeen years old and my favorite hob-
bies are correspondence, travel,” reading, lan-
uages (French, Gaelic, and German, a little),
iterature, current events, photo%raphy and radio.
While. my favorite sports are baseball, football,
and hiking and bowling. i
So. hoping that foreign pen pals keep the mail-
men busy,

766 Locust Street,
Fall River, Mass.

Jack Carroll.

And here's another long letter from one
of the girls in our club. Fern is really
getting a big kick out of life, and she
wants to tell you about it.

Dear Globe Trotter:

May | come in for a chat? 1’ve been an ardent
reader of THRILLING ADVENTURES for quite a
long while and ma/_thlrst for adventure is mo-
mentarily quenched in the episodes of the charac-
ters therein. Some individuals shun the idea o
women adventurers but history gives proof



many brave and adventurous women. Women
erm have changed the destinies of nations them-
selves.

Men have the shoulders, breadth and strength,
but it's a woman’s sustaining and enduring Tove

that waters the roots of man's ambitions. So
1 feel wstlfled in claiming a part of THRILLING
ADVENTURES for my very own. Stories told of

legends of old are espécially interesting to me and
in” October's issue of said” book, “Don Roberto’s
Right Arm,” by Jonathan McCulley, was worth
double the price of the magazine. .

1’ve been in New Mexico only a short while, but
this country is an adventure in itself. = Many
sights of irterest to entertain one’s imagination.
The “Carlsbad Caverns” are one of the world’s
greatest attractions and people travel here from
all over the waorld to go through them. Truly a
miracle, of scenic attraction. Bemgn a typical out-
love Nature and all she has to offer

door _girl 1 Ic i

us. 00, | give heed to the laws of Nature in all
respects. | love life, I love adventure, but most of
all 'I love strength. Strength to overcome tempta-

tions and troubles. | have written a short poem
and will send it alor%'g, hoping you enjoy it. And
many thanks for a “Thrilling Adventure.”

Life is short, but pain is long;
Temptations lead from right to wrong.
We pay too much for pleasure’s song,
We look for life, then find it gone.

Adios, amigos,

. Fern Hendrickson.
110% S. Main Street,
Carlsbad, New Mexico.

Your idea about having woman adven-
turers sounds like a good one, but I'm

[Turn page]
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or Toronto (5) Ontario, Can.

Try

Complete home-study courses

g 8 5 * 5 8 7 tails and Illustrated 72-page bar-
'

gain catalo ET_REF\[ W rite™ today!
SOOSherman, Dept. N-227, Chicago

OLD LAPSED
LIFE INSURANCE POLICIES

HaveanAdualCashValue

' NEW MANUAL TELLS YOU HOWTO
COLLECT. Our files are filled with cash
collections made on OLD LAPSED LIFE INSURANCE/
POLICIES. All the simple Instructions for collection
onLap S|
Policy e
Money Back i
BUREAU,

uranceare embodiedlaour* OldLapsedj
ryManual.” Nothing llkeit Sllgsl'gd,
fnotdelighted. POLICY HOLDERS
0.Box 717, Dept. 20, Chicago

i

sed In
Recov
Back
P.

OLD LEG TROUBLE

Easy to use Viscose Method heals many old
leg sores caused by leg congestion,varicose veins,
swollen legs and injuries or no cost for TRIAL.
Describe your trouble and get FREE BOOK.
T. G. VISCOSE METHOD COMPANY
140 N. Dearborn Street, Chicago, Illinois

afraid we’re going to have some trouble
convincing our writers about that. After
all, if the villain has a spark of gentlemanly
feeling, he isn’t goin% to take a whack at
the heroine, or gun her down at the cli-
max. Or would he? Your Carlsbad Caverns
are worth going a long way to see—unless
you happen to be afraid of bats.

And here’s a brief note from one of our
C.C.C. boys.

Dear Globe Trotter:

| have always been interested in adventure, and
when | read %/our magazine | found that | may
really have the chance to correspond with readl
adventurers. It would interest me tremendously to
correspond with a man_who does a great deal of
sallln? and writes stories. | would also like to
hear from some person who_has been around the
South Sea Islands. All mail written to me will
be answered promptly. So come on, some of you
sailors and writers. "Let’s hear from you

Alton Tvedt.
CCC Camp Co. 1722-S-95,
Effie, Minnesota.

Thanks for the note, Alton. |’'m sure
some of our real globe trotters will be
glad to correspond with you. Our next
new member comes from Indianapolis. And
he has a couple of pets that ought to be
novel in anyone’s menagerie.

Dear Globe Trotter:

Enclosed is my application for r_nembershl?] in
your club. Although I am _only nineteen, | have
managed to travel about a little. The longest trip
1 have made was in 1939. My father retired from
business that year and he decided to take a trip to
a country he had always wanted to see. When the
freighter sailed, 1 was on it with him.

| especially want to contact members and read-
ers who live’in the Caribbean or near it, and South
America. | expect to head that way next spring
and personal contacts with a countfy help to in-
sure the success of a trip. Correspondence with
A.Y.H. Association members is also desired..

As for hobbies, | like everything. Athletics are
my  favorites, though, and | ‘enjoy such sports as
sKiing and sailing, down to just rowing a boat. |
am not above average in any of them but I will
try anything once.

I have a pet lemur from Madagascar, and a
South American parrot.  Their actions supply
plenty of interesting writing material, so come on,
some” of you felluw ‘members, let’s make the post-
men earn their wages!

Yours truly,

. Maurice Barker.
2930 Guildford Avenue,
Indianapolis, Indiana.

Before closing the mail bag this month,
we have a note from a youngster in Lon-
don. He’s anxious to have some pen pals,
and I'm sure he’ll get his wish through
this department.

Dear Globe Trotter:

| hope this letter reaches you quite safely. |
think Xshall enjox_ being a momher of your club.
I know most of this little Eng?land of ours quite
well, and will be only too glad to answer any
questions that are put to me by other members,
%rowded they are discreet, and” not liable to be
lue-penciled” by the censor.

M%/_ hotography,
electri am also an

hobby covers a large ground of
cal sciences and engineering.
ardent student of all medical sciences, and can ob-

A Lot of New Members of
THE GLOBE TROTTERS’ CLUB
in next month's issue

will appear

no



tain any information you ma)'/: require_concernini
hospital work. | also speak French, German, a
Latin. Hoping my application for meinbershi
will meet with approval, | remain.

St. Bartholomew's Hospital,
London, E. C. 1, England.

Oar Next Issue

The editorial wheels have been grinding,
as usual, and we feel that for the next issue
we’ve assembled a group of stories that
will be a delight to all of you readers. As
usual, we’ve reached out and taﬁped the
backgrounds from all parts of the world
to lend variety and appeal both to the long
stories and to the shorter ones.

With the little disturbance in Panama,
and the interest of the American people
in the defense of the Canal, the area on
the Isthmus is particularly intriguing at
the present time. That’s why the leading
novelet in the February issue will be “Guns
for Gatun,” a top-notch yarn of the U. S.
Defense forces at the Canal Zone. You're
going to like the way the United States
Marines handle a situation that is a radical
departure from ordinary military strateg¥,
and which puts a new twist on jungle
warfare. .

The story is by Arthur J. Burks, an ex-
leatherneck himself, and he ought to be
able to give the boys that patrol from the
Halls of Montezuma to the Shores of
Tripoli the sort of action story to which
they’re entitled. We liked this story, and
felt that it was extremely timely. Here’s
hoping it rings the bell with you.

[Turn page]

Will you help her ...
against her worst enemy ?

T-TEK 'worse
enemy?
Tuberculosis !
More people be-
tween 15 and 45
die front tuber-
culosis than from
any otherdisease/

Yet tuberculo-
sis can be wiped
away. Since 1907
your Local Tu-
berculosis Asso-
ciation has helped
reduce the annual

death toll from

179 to 47 per

100,000.

Join this light! From now till
Christmas send no letter, no card,

no package without the Christmas
Seal that fights Tuberculosis|

Buy
CHRISTMAS

SEALS

70 MAKE THIS UN/QUE
GAS SAVING TEST

Will you permit U3 to_send you at our risk
the Vacu-matic, a device which autoowners
everywhere are p_ralsmg:? Install it on your
car. Test it at oar risk. Unless it trimsdollarsoJ
ourg{as bills by saving up to 30% on gasoline con-
umption, ?IVES_ more power, quicker pickup and

faster aoce eraugn, the test will cos|

, Automatlc upercharge
Vacu-matic faentirely different! Itoperateson
the su erchal%geFrmclple by automatically add-
Ingachargeofex raox¥gen,drawnfreefromnho
outer air into the heartof the gas mixture. Itis
entirely antomatJcand allowsthe motorto “ breathe™ at
the correcttime, opening and closing hs required. Savoa
onto 80% on gan costs, with better motorperfermanca.

FITSALL CARS
ConstToctedof (dxparta
fused into aslngl_eunll
adjusted and_etxilsd afl _
t e'I?Ic[i)nrsy\'alIEeadS{)lyaannd— "
g"“nl(ce iny afew minyuteys.
FOR INTRODUCING. Here’aa Bplendid opportunity for unusual sales
and profits. Every car, truck, tractor owner aprospect. Send name and
address now for big monev making offer and how you canget yonrs Free.
The Vacu-maticCo., 7617-619 W.State Street, Wauwatosa/eVia*

High School Course

at Home  Many Finish in 2 Years

Goas rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Course
alent to resident schoot work— prepares-fereeitege
rance exams. Standard H.S. texts supplied. Diploma.

0 . S. subjects already completed. Single subjects if de-
d. High school education is \Illery important for advancement lu
a

L | 13 mp

i g0 g eger HEABRCOLDS
etinjhn | eflt. N obfgati!

eriffan fcNjol, H Dre@IAISA,RrRzJ@L

TRY THIS FOR RELIEF OF THE NASAL CONGESTION
To ease such nasal congestion symptoms as sniffling,
sneezing, hawking, stuffed-up feeling, watery eyes
roaringearsand Rloundln ressure, FLUSH the n_asai
passage with SINASIPTEC. Based on a physician’s
successful prescription. SINASIPTEC washes out
thick, crusty, sticky, old mucous as it soothes and re-
duces swollen, irrifated tissue. Ask your druggists.

Send Today for An Amazing 25c Test

Just mail 25c with name, address todav for new special com-
pleteSinasiptec andNasalDouche package forthoroughtrial
toAmerican Drug Corp., Dept. B12.6000 Maple, St. Louis, Mo.

FALSERTEET HM)w cuff6é 85

90 DAYS TRIAL
TEST THEM
EXAMINE THEF4
Wo make FALSE TEETH for you BY MAIL SEND

from your mouth-impression!
GUARANTEE

Money-Back of

Satisfaction. FREE impression NO
material, directions. Booklet of FREE

New Stylos and Information. MONEY

Write today to
PARKER DENTAL LAB., 127 N, Dearborn St., Pept 17, Chicago, 111

7 3 o SHAVES FROM: BLADE

AMAZING NEW
BLADE SHARPENER

New sharpener for ail makes of
double-edge razor blades performs/
miracles! “Not necessary to change(i
blades,” writes one user. Another says,
"Have Used 1 blade over 730 times."
k RAZOItOLL really sharpens
4 blades because it strops on leather. Give*
keen, smooth shaving edges. No guess-work.
Blade held at correct angle and proper pressure
i —automatically. Just turn crank to sharpen
1blade. No gears. Well made. Handsome—-
compact— in attractivo case. Weighs few ounces.
W ill last years. Makes ideal gift. «
1 B
NO MONEY! wrie sy Baveosty
cents postage. Use Razoroll for 5 days and if you're not
delighted with smooth, velvet shaves you get. return RAZOKOL."
and_we'll return your_dollar. Hurry—order today.

RAZOROLL CO.; G20 N. Michigan, Dept. 201, Chicaft, L



in 90 Days at Home

Hundreds of men and women of all ages 18-50 make $10.00 to
$20.00 In a single day giving_scientific Swedish Massage and
Hydro-Therapy  treatments. here is a big demand from
Hospitals, Sanitariums, Clubs, Doctors and private patients as
well as opportunities for establishing your own _office.
Learn this interesting money-making profession in your own home
by mail, through our home study course. Same instructors
as in our NATIONALLY KNOWN' resident school. A diploma
Is awarded upon completion of Ahe course.
completed in 3 to 4 months.
ing Is not necessary. Many cam
learning.

Anatonmy Charts & Booklet FREE

Enroll now and we will include uniform coat,
medical_dictionary, patented reducing roller and
Hydro-Therapy supplies without extra coat. The
reducing course alone may be worth many times
the modest tuition fee.

Send coupon now for Anatomy Charts and booklet
containing ?_hotogra_ hs and letters from successful
graduates. These will all be sent postpaid—FREE.

ig money while

THE
Dept. 163—30 E. Adams

You_may send me FREE and postpaid, Anatomy Charts, booklet con-
taining photographs and letters from graduates,” and complete details
of your offer.

mm # U STOPPED
I 1 % H -o/Money”~Back

For quick relief from itching of eczema, pimples, athlete’s foot,
scales, scabies, rashesand otherexternally caused skin troubles,
use world-famous, cooling, antiseptic, liquid D. D. D. Prescrip-
tion. Greascless, stainless. Soothes irritation and quickly stops
the most intense itching. 35c trial bottle proves it, or money
back. Ask your druggist today for D. D. D. PRESCRIPTION.

EE PREPARED! LEARN TO SHOOTttWaITH BENJAMIN

n
°

Target—Small Game—Camping—Guaran-
ccurate—Practical —Economical—Safe—Clean—Jr

@

djustable Force—Amazing Maximum Velocity. \
ke or Fumes Bolt Action —Hammer Firée—
IlggerfsafelgoLockaan Pump.

5 5 120,
=am°

S22
®

Write
.. U. 8. A*

FALSE
TEETH

*SLOWAS S7.9S

| Per Plate. Dental plates are

made in our own laboratory

1from yonr personal impres-

P and Material GUARANTEED or PURCHASE

We take this risk on our 60-Day Trial Offer,

|ltf| Uat Crun Vilnucv Meglcpos}car for FREE material

10 nOT atNU «NT WSURtl and catalog of our LOW PRICES.
DON'T PUT IT QFF — Write ua today 1

Brighton-Thomas Dental Laboratory

DEPT. 946 6217 S. HALSTED STREET, CHICAGO. ILL.

Best Action stories of British S'llols

RAF ACES

I0c At Ail Stands

eron. WORKMANSH]I
PRICE REFUNDED.
1J

in

Now on Sale

What with rodeo stars riding through
the streets just below our office window,
and Madison Square Garden echoing to
roars of the Brahma bulls, the whinnying
of bucking horses and the laughter of nice-
looking cowgirls, even your Globe Trotter
starts thinking about the West and the
great open spaces. We know a lot of you
readers have your hearts in the rangeland,

too. That’s why we think Ed Earl Repp’s
“Law of the Range” is really going to
thrill you.

You've read Repp before, and you know
that when it comes to drawing Western
story characters with the real bronze of
the plains, picturing quick-trigger, fast-
riding cowboys, he’s right in his element.
And the sagebrush, sahuaro and cactus
seem to bob right up before your eyes.
“Law of the Range” is one of the better
W estern stories to come to our desk, and
we’re passing it on to you in the next issue
of THRILLING ADVENTURES.

For our short stories, we’re dipping for
background into some of the more exotic
countries of Europe, Asia and Africa.
You’ll find them up to the high standard
we’ve tried to maintain in the past.

Join Our Club

And so we turn over the diary for this
month to the last page, and invite you to
join hands with our armchair and real-life
adventurers. The membership list of the
Globe-trotter’ Club is always open to you

readers. If you’d like to join up, just fill
out and mail the coupon below.
When you send in the application, you

might tell us a bit about yourself. If you're
one of those lucky gents or gals who have
been able to do a bit of tramping or tour-
ing around this old planet of ours, we’d
like to know about it. If you’re still hop-
ing for the first jaunt over the horizon, by
all means let us know about your plans and¥

The Globe Trotter,
THRILLING ADVENTURES
10 East 40th Street,

New York City.

I wish to be enrolled as a member of
the Globe Trotters’ Club. | am inter-
ested in adventure and will endeavor to
answer all questions asked me by other

members regarding the places with
which I am familiar.

NamMe
AdAreSS e
(O 1 TSRS State
......................................................... Age ...

My hobbies are.....iniiniieiiscenns

To obtain a membership card, enclose
a self-addressed stamped envelope.

Foreign readers are required to send International Reply
Coupon or American Stamps
1-42



ambitions in this direction. As soon as we
receive your coupon, we’ll mail your mem-
bership card without delaty.
There are no dues or fees required for
membership. We are chiefly interested in
banding together, in a fraternal circle, those
Americans, young and old, who have a
healthy and ‘pleasing outlook on life, and
are more than willing to live and let live.
A bunch of real sports and good scouts.
Now and then we hope you’ll drop us a
line, telling us just how the magazine
strikes you, and making any comments on
your preference regarding book-length
novels, novelets or short stories. Always
remember that this is your magazine.
Address your letters—or postcards if you
prefer—to The Globe Trotter, THRILL-
ING ADVENTURES, 10 East 40th Street,
New York, N. Y. And now, until the next
time we join hands over the editorial desk,

good-by.
—THE GLOBE TROTTER

MYSTERY  THRILLS

In Our Companion Magazines of
Baffling Crime Fiction!

THRILLING DETECTIVE
POPULAR DETECTIVE

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

DETECTIVE NOVELS MAGAZINE

THRILLING MYSTERY

BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE
G-MEN DETECTIVE
EXCITING DETECTIVE

THE MASKED DETECTIVE

Each I0C At All Stands

s il

Before Rubber Goes HigherJ
GOODYEAR-FIRESTONE1
GOODRICH-FISK-U.S.;

And Other Standard Makes
National Defense calls forrubbercon-',
servationf Crude rubberpricesare up! X
Tires are setting scarcer daily. Our*
Standard Brand reconditioned tire3,/
serviceably repaired by experts withe

BALLOON TIRES
ize

Tires Tubes rials, will solve

29x4.40-21$2.25 $1.05 the tire problem for you. Only our
29x4.50-2i .35 105 26 years' experience and Vvol-
ggxz&.;g-% ﬁg %g ume sales make these low prices
29)’54 7250 550 158 Possible Talc"advanla’ge of them today.
29%x5.00.19 285 1798 on’t delay. ORDER NOW.
80x6.00-20 2.85 125 UNCONDITIONAL GUARANTEE

5.25-17 2 .98 35 OrulgGluarantéi,e Bofndlagrefeslo replace
28x525-18 2. :35 at half price tires failjn r any rea-
29;5.25-19 2 .85 35 sonw glsoever,to Ivgfu?l 9 n%_/ont S
30x5.25-20 gg .35 service. Replacements f.0.b. Chicago.
Sixggs-al 342 185 TRUCK HEAVY DUTY
28x380.18 332 T40 .. BALLOONS TRUCK TIRES
20%550-19 3.35 1.45 Size Tires Tubes SizeTires Tubes

800~ & 3 67 1439354.25 $1.65 80x6 $4.25 $1.96

000 17 3.40 1ERD- 207445 1.8 ax6  r95 295
80x6.00-18 3.40 14g 1900- 20 5:95 2195 34x7 10! 465
81x6.00-19 3.40 145 7-50- 20 6.95 8.75 38x7 10.95 465
87x6:00.20 345 158 8:25-20 - 9.95 6.6R 36x8 11.4S_4.95
85%6°00-51 3 €2 122 9.00- 20 10.95 6.95 40x3 13.25 4.9
82x6.50-20 7S 1.76 ORDER TODAY  ALLOTHER SIZES

SEND ONLY S1.00 DEPOSIT on each tire ordered.
($3.00 on each Truck Tire.) We ship balance C. O.D.
DeductS per cent if cash la sentin full with order. To
fill order promptly we may substitute brands if neces-
sary. ALL TUBESBRAND NEW— GUARANTEED—
PERRY-FIELD TIRE & RUBBER CO.
1720 S. Michigan Avo., Dept. TF-50, Chicago

SONG POEMS WANTED

TO BE SET TO MUSIC
Free Examination. Send Your Poems to
J. CHAS. McNEIE, MASTER OF MUSIC .
510-TF So. Alexandria Eos Angeles. Calif.

Free for Asthma
During Winter

IP you Buffer with those terrible attacks of Asthma when It Ls
cold and damp; if raw. Wintry winds make you choke NS if each
gasp for breath was the very last; if restful sleep is impossible
because of the struggle to breathe; if you feel the disease L$
elawly wearing your life away, don’t fail to 3end at once to the
Frontier Asthma Co. for a free trial of a remarkable method. No
matter where you live or whether you have any faith in any remedy
under the Sun. send for this free triaL If you have suffered for a
lifetime and tried everything you could learn of without relief; even
if you are utterly discouraged, do not abandon hope but send today

for this free trial. 1t will cost you nothing. Address
Frontier Asthma Co. 41-J Frontier Bld|.
462 Niagara St. Buffalo. N. Y.

>STUDY AT HOME

Legally trained menwin high-

er positions and bigger suc-

cess In business and publio

life. Greater opportunities now thaa

ever before. ig._ corporations are

o _ hoadod by men with legal training.

. More Ability: More Prestige: More Money
' We_guide you’step by step. You can train at homo
during spars time. Degree of LL.B. Successful
_graduates in everly section of the U. S. We furnish
All text material, including 14-volume I,*w Library. Low cost, easy

LaSalle ExtensAionc University, Dept 1320*1, Chicago

orrespondénce Institution

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED

Size 8x10 inches or smaller if de-

sired. Same price for full length or ,

bust form, groups, landscapes, petJ
animals, etc., or enlargement* of anya:'I 4 7
part of group picture. Safe return o

original photo guaranteed. 3 for>1.00

SENDNOM ONEYSS5S

and within a week you will receive your beautiful
enlargement, guaranteed fadeless. Pay postman 47c s
ostage—orsend 49c with orderand we paTy postage. DI
6x20-inch enlargementsent C. 0. D.” 78c plus postage
prsend80c and we pay postage. Take advantage ofthisamaz-
ing offer now. Send yourphotos today. Specity sizewante

STANDARD ART STUDIOS, 113S. Jefferson SI.. Deot.402-A.Clin



“The 7 Keys to Power alleges to teach,” the author says, “All the Mysteries of Life from

the Cradle to the Grave—and Beyond. It claims to tell you the particular da

and hour to

do anything you desire, whether it be in the light of the moon, sun, or in total darkness.”

TTe claims, “The power to get what you want revealed at
last, fot the first time since the dawn of creation. The very
same power which the ancient Chaldeans, Cuthie, Egyptians,
Babylonians and Sumerians used is at our disposal today."

He says. “Follow the simple directions, and you can do
anything” you desire. No one can tell how these Master
Forces are” used without knowing about this book, but with it
you can mold anyone to your will."

From this book, he says, “You can learn the arts of an
old Science as practiced by the Ancient Orders. Their marvels

were almost beyond belief. You, too, can learn to do them
all ‘with the instructions written in this Book," Lewis de
Claremont claims. "It would be a shame if these things could
all be yours and you failed to grasp them."

He claims, "It is every man’s birlhr}ght to have these things
of life; MONEY! GOOD HEALTH! HAPPINESS! If you lack
any of these, then this book has an important mesSage for
you. No matter what you need, there exists a spiritual power
whl(cjh is abundantly able to bring you whatever things you
need."

OVERCOME ALL ENEMIES.OBSTACLES*"!ODEN FEARS

ARE YOU CROSSED

The Seven Keys to Power,

how to remove and cast it back.

The Book Purports to Tell You How to—

Gain affection and
Adjust disputes.
Obtain property.
Make people tlo your bidding.
Make "any person respect you.
Make people bring back stolen

goods. .
Make anyone lucky in any

games.

admiration. Feel strong and fit.

Get any job you want.

Understand mental telepathy.;1

Help people in trouble.

Banish all misery.

Gain the mastery of all things.

Jlestore your ambition. .

Choose words according to ancient,
holy methods.

IN ANY WAY?

Lewis de Claremont says, shows you

THE ONLY TRUEBOOK OF SUPREME MASTERSHIP’

This is the Power, he says, from which the old masters gained their
knowledge and from which they sold limitless poriions to certain favored
Kings and others at high prices, but never to be revealed under a vow,

the 'violation of which entailed severe punishment.

Tin's

THE VOW HAS NOW BEEN BROKEN
book, he claims, shows

you the secrets of old which when prop-

erly applied make* you able to Control the will of all without their know-

ing. If é/ou havé a problem and you wish to solve it, he says, don’t
hesitate. Advertisements cannot_describe nor do this wonderful book jus-
tlce.h You must read it and digest its meaning to really appreciate its
worth.

GUARANTEED TO SATISFY OR YOUR MONEY REFUNDED

Only a limited number available for sale, so don't wait.
It is ‘worth many times its price. If you are wise, you will
rush your order for this book NOW.

MR. LUCK’S CURIO CO., Dept 518
800 N. Clark Street., <
Chicago. Illinois.

Tliis__coupon is worth $1.00 to you.
to tliis coupon an

d
Power—Regularly $2 for only $1.

Name
Address

City ...

If you wish we Trust
ennies_Postage.

few [)

ND NO MONEY!
You. . .

Check hero
« « « @ EEN

mMMmmmm

L Attach a Money Order for $1
we W|Illsend you your copy of Tho Seven Keys to

State...ciiiiiiins

*am o ©OU3Z

. (Pa¥ Postman $1 on delivery plus a

%



WORLD’S LARGEST DENTAL PLATE MAKFP*

FALSE TEETH

-BY MAIL—
$m /795

to $35
SEND NO MONEY!

BEFORE AFTER
MADE - TO - MEASURE

DENTAL PLATES DlI-
RECT FROM OUR LAB-
ORATORY TO YOU!

. We make to_measure for you
individually—BY MAIL—Dental
Plates for” men_and women —
from an impression of your own
mouth taken by you at your
home. We have thousands of
customers all over the country
wearing teeth. we made by mail
at sensible prices.

AT ROCK-BOTTOM

PRICES
If you find out what others
have paid for theirs, you will be
. . astounded when you see how
Mrs. Elsie Boland of Norton, Kansas, writes: little. ours will cost you? B
“Enclosed find two pictures. reading our catalog, “you will
One shows how I looked be- learn liow to save half’or more
on dental plates for yourself.

fore | got my teeth: the other
one afterwards. Your teeth Monthly payments possible.

are certainly beautiful. 1 have

not hail mine out since the ON 60 DAYS’ TRIAL

day | got them, except to

clean them." Make us prove every word we
say. Wear our teeth on trial for
as long as 00 days. Then, if you

are not perfegtl)); satisfied with
gé%rg\, they will not cost you a

HANII-CABVED SET

WITH MONEY-BACK
GUARANTEE OF
SATISFACTION

We take this risk. We guar-

. antee that if you are not com-

Mrs. Geo. G. Conklin, pletely satisfied with the teeth

Bridgeport,  Connecti- we make for you, then any time

cut, writes: within 00 days we will immedi-

“| received my set of ately refund every cent you have

Harry Willoughby, Adair- teeth. | wear them day paid us_for them. We take your

i i - and night. 1 have good R
ville, Kentucky, writes: reason glo be well plegsed word. You are the JUdge' KUUFLIIHS

and'am PROUD OF THEM +  mugn |1k youven HIGH_GRADEW%QIHX@%H@ND EXPERT

feters: §8 40" 26 Clmbly that vou will gbtamn  TRAVTTURRKT Bihtos VB ey ECOELES Sy tRARTIN b e

the same results. What is'important to you is WE  genuine, porcelain teeth; constructed from high-grade material*,
GUARANTEE YOUR MONEY BACK™ IF YOU  with expert workmanshiq{. We rr\ake all styles of plates. A dentist
ARE NOT 100% SATISFIED. supervises the making of each plate. . ..
FREE ot 5% =55 AL oK ow
! . t
postcard with name and address plainly wrineonneiscea\nll F R E E de\]\;A L COMPANY
that is necessary. Dept. 1-82, 1555 Milwaukee Ave.,

CHICAGO, ILLINOIS.

We also Repair or Reproduce OIld Plates— 48-hour Service %eéﬁg'rimlt%%g&gg“ %tdolnn’f rorrl{zrat'i:o%EE Impression

UNITED STATES DENTAL COMPANY  Aogees

*355 Milwaukee Ave.. Dept. 1-82, Chicago, IlI. (Frint Clearly)
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LADY SHEAFFER
Xifetime Feathertouch
Ensemble, $12.25

VIGILANT
Hi"etUne Feather,
touch Ensemble

(Military Clip), $1275.

Other Ensembles

(Military Clip),

Sheaffeic$S

XC|fu SPA Off

GIFTS THAT LIVE

You’re trying to say,fMy feeling for you is genuine and lasting.”

want to be in your life while life endures.” But— how to say
it so that it can’t be forgotten? Will you express your feeling
with a gift that’s soon worn out;or a gift that’s merely expen-
sive? NO! Give a Sheaffers JliJjetime*. ft is the finest gift of
IU kind, and it is guaranteed for the life of its owner, as
enduring and fine as your own sentiment. When you say it with"
a Sheaffer’s I"etane, you say it for a# time! W.A. Sheaffer
Pen Co., Fort Madison, lowa; Toronto, .Ontario, Canada*
*Arl J lije tu pens are unconditionally guaranteed for the life of the owner except against

loss an<I willful damage—when serviced, if complete pen is returned subject only to |nsur-
ance, postage, handling charge—35c.

SHEAFFER PENS, ALL COLORS, $2.75TQS20. PENCILS, $1 UP.
ENSEMBLES” $3.95 UP. DRYPROOF DESK SETS, $5 UP.

M x

Copyright,
1941, W. A. Sheaffer Pen Co.

* Trademark Reg. U.S. Pat. Off.

CRAFTSMAN
Ens©mLle, $5

Sfcup

IN THIS TOUGH, SAFE,
PLASTIC CONTAINER
Safe in yojur pocket; kit or
traveling bag, and would be
a bargain, unfilled, at 50c;
you get your SKRIP Free.

50c¢c



