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From San Francixw to Singaponee to Tidet the
Avgasy of an Imteqpdd Adwentoaeer Whom
Fate Emtustss With the Emenaild of
the Phamoails and the Mystic
Secrets of the East

By HENRY LEYFORD
Attior of '‘Mem of Asami,” “Galidnn Harwlds of Zltmandipl,” etx.

CHAPTER 1
Slicatdons's of enth

EYTON caught the fellow's
wrist just in time. The knife,
point upwards in a thin, dirty

hand, was fleshing sidewise in a
direct line to the ribs of the heavily
cloaked fiigutee that had caught Pey-
ton's attentiom because of its air of

somber mystery. He bent back the
murder-intent arm, giving it a sharp
twist.

The knife fell to the ground and
the would-be assassin writhed in
Peyton’s grasp.

He was a strange, weird fifjuure,
lean and wiry, with wrinkled skin
the color of old parchment. He was
virtually naked under a loose, filgp-
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ping garment that resembled a
monk’s robe save that it opened
down the front, held by a soiled
green sash. His head was bare and
his jet-black hair clipped tight.

E captive glared up into Pey-
ton's face, his deep dark eyes ma-
levelent. He muttered a curse in
gofme tnintelligible tongue and then
suddenly theust his knee hard into
the pit of his captot’s stomach. The
blew caught Peytom unawares and
caused him to double up and loosen
his hold. =t

In a filash the little fellow was lost
in the crowd.

Peyton stared about him, his
muscles twitching to be at the fugi-
tive's neck, but there was no sign of
him. Only the changing kaleido-
scope of the East; Lascars from the
China potts, Buddhist monks from

Burma and Siam, sleek Levantines
come from Aden for a fresh cargo of
conttaband women, and fat Malay
merchants who waddle inte Victoria
Square every afternoon at four
o'clock to look at the Eutasian girle
who have paraded into the Square
from the near-by Street of Temporary
Loves.

Every day at four o’clock the
human scene in the Square is the
same, but everything in Singapore
was all very new to Peytom, who had
landed that morning from the Pacific
Mail's Mowgbdia, eighteen days from
San Franelsce.

It was a new and multi-colored
world, pungent with the strange
odors of the Orient, mysterious, like
the cloaked fiigure that had passed
him at the mouth of Prince Edward
Street and given him a leok out of
eyes as black as grotto pools.
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It was only a brief, passing look
that meant nothing at all save
that he, a staring American, was ob-
viously a stranger in Victoria Square,
but something in the eyes and air of
the figuse touched his curiosity.

He made up his mind it was a
woman, but the face to which the
eyes belonged was completely veiled
and the cloak, of a dark unfamiliar
cloth, swept to the ground. He had
followed her without much thought
of what he was doing.

She walked quickly and he thought
that two tall, slender forma in long
brown coats were her bodyguard,
for they were always close to her,
He wondered, now that the dirty
little fellow with the rat-like face
and the knife had disappeared, where
these twa shrouded figures had been,

E saw them a little way ahead

and new, at least, they were
close behind the one they guarded,
but neither they net the other ap-
peared to be aware that he had saved
Victotia Square from a beld four
teloek murder.

Even while he looked after them
they were gone.

Dissolved into the dense crowd
that was so intent upon its own
affairs that ne one had seen the
little drama of the knife that had
been stopped and dropped.

With a wry curve at his lips Pey-
ton stooped and picked up the
weapon which still lay at his feet,
It was a curious blade, with no guard
separating the hilt and the steel. 1t
was curved, 86 that ence imbedded it
would net be easy te withdiaw it,

Peyton slipped the thing under his
arm beneath his coat, sinece it wasn't
an ebjeet that could be put into a
poeket without a sheath, and turned
eut of the Sqguare meditating upon
the cireurnstanees o6f having arrived
in Singapere enly that rerning and
already saved the life of a stranger

THRILLING ADVENTURES

who apparently was utterly unaware
that her life had been in danger.

NE direction out of the Square

being like another, he ehese a
narrow street which he discovered
presenitly led to the waterfront. 1t
was an URsavery street that threaded
the Chinese guarter and when Peyton
tuemed inte it three furtive figures in
leng dirty robes that were open
down the frent and held with green
sashes slipped clese behind him, hilts
of thelr knives drepping from their
gleeves to their palms,

Once Peytom thought he caught a
glimpse of the woman in the long
cloak. She croessed the narrow street
a hundred yards sleng. He struck
out after her and the three shadows
behind him followed with quickened
paee.

But if he had been right, he had
lost the mysterious figum: again. He
found himself suddenly in the heart
of the “Sampaeng,” the quarter given
over to the “doll houses™ and epium
resorts of the Chinese,

Here the street was packed with an
eddying mass of slant-eyed faces,
here and there ameng them the
flower-like faces of the ™dells,” the
Chinese girls whe are smuggled in
from Cantom in wicker baskets, that
their fnasters fay sell their smiles
and favors te these whe eome inte
the Sampaeng te buy.

Peyton slowed his pace. There
was no need to hurry anywhere—
particularly since he wgs now con-
vinced that he had been mistaken in
thinking he had glimpsed the
stranger whese life he had saved.
Temottow he would be golng merth-
ward, as far northward as the jungle
on the farm rim of Assam, but today
he had enly te enjoy the newness of

Singapere. "
Frem a curtained window under a
red-globed light a pale yellow

face peeped out at him. He caught a
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glimpse of black hair, with a white
rose that was bedded against its
silken sheen.

He remembered what had been told
him of the "“doll” who nests a white
rose in her hair. High caste, and
therefore desirable above all others
as a “pearl of Heaven."

N sheer good humeor the young

American lifted his hand in
friendly gesture to the fragile little
prisoner who had chosen him from
the passing crowd for her hopeful
smile, apnd them he would have passed
oh but semething in her gaze startled
himh. It was as {f her smile had sud-
denly frozen on her painted lips and
inte her eyes had come panic and
hoEkror.

She was staring past him—not at
him, now, but over his shoulder. He
swung about in intuitive alarm. The
descending point of a knife ripped
his coat at the shoulderl

And it seemed, in that one horrible
instant, as if his escape was to be
short-lived. Two other assassins—
yellew, he could see, and cloaked as
had been the first one, were bearing
down upon him.

The stream of humanity which
packed the street flowedl past within
finger touch, but in the XSampaeng
one has business of his own to at-
tend. If he hasn't it is the rule that
he leaves others strictly to attend to
theirs.

Peytom heard the glass-muffled
shriek of the little “doll"” whose face
was now pressed against her window
pane. He heard, too, another sound,
a hearty shout that boomed cheer-
fully above the droning murmur of
the street.

Wihille he was throwing up his
arms in what would have been a
futile attempt to stave off the three
assassins at once, the shout was fol-
lowed by the appearance of a rescuer,

Taken by surptise the three thugs
hesitated, and lost their advan.
tage. The newecormer, whe was big
and husky, thiew hirmself upen the
nearest. Peyton lurehed at the
otheis.

In an instant the three bent and
dodged in under the ffiqpping sleeves
of the many hued robes of the
Chinese pedestriansz. Peyton held
out his hand to the mewcomer,

“I certainly owe you a lot,” he
said. “That was handy work.”

“It’s twisted ye are,” the other de-
clared lustily. * 'Tis me that’s thank-
ful. It's only now and ag'in you get
a chance to take a good rap at one
of them little yellow rascals.”

[E other's grin was 8o infectuous
that Peyton esuld net help smil-
Ing back te him. He was bread eof
shoulder and Hheavy of ehest, and
Peyton could easily determine that
he would belong te the waterfront,
though not as one of that gquarter’s
denizems. A mate, perhaps, on ene of
the China Sea beats.

“Lucky for me, just the same,”
Peyton insisted, “that you happened
to see them. I dida't, until it was
too late.”

The big fellow shook his head.

“Again you're wrong. I didn’t
just happen to see ‘em. I was
watchin’ 'em, and prayin® that they'd
be going for someone.

“I saw their knives and I was ready
to bounce.™

Peytom proposed a bottle of wine
and confessed that he didn’t know
where to go for it. The hotel bar
was across the city from the district
he had wandered into,

"“There's places,” said his com-
panion, "I could recommend and
there’s places I couldnt. You look
as if you had a pocketbook and that
rules out the Sampaeng. There's a
feelin', you might say, against letting
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pocketbooks be where they belong in
this district. We'll go where 1 know
the decks, as you might say, an’ ¢an
keep a watch out fore an’ aft for
your three little friends.”

Peyton remembered the “doll” in
the window, and that it had been
the terror in her eyes that had saved
him from that fiirst knife, despite the
boasted watchfulness of the big fel-
low who had rushed in. The big
fellow would have been a second too
late for that thrust.

The girl was still at her window,
her painted lips smiling again, the
rose gleaming alabaster white against
her jet-black hair. She motiomed him
to come into her little hall but he
indicated her windaw. She raised it
and spoke in twittering pidgeon.

“Chia-win liking white man.”

“Chia-win?” Peytom said. “That's
a pretty name. And you're pretty,
too."

The little face broke into bright
eagerness but Peytom shook his head.

“Just want to thank you. little
Chia-winl And give you something
—for a bracelet, perhaps.”

ER sloe-eyes danced while he

fumbled a gold eoin out of the
pocketbook the blg fellow had re-
minded him of, and which was in.
deed full enough of bills and coins
to attract treachery in any Sampaeng
Fesort.

He laid the coin in the girl's tiny
palm. and turmed from the window.
A diminutive hand touched hig
shouldet. The painted smile was
gone and in the sloe-eyes was iitent
appeal.

“Whhitte man being look alound all
time,” she said in a small, quick
whisper. “Chia-win flaid. Dyak
knife no fimdingy here—" and she in-
dicated by putting a hand over her
heart—"ome time, maybe finding
othe” time. Dyak knife ne stepping.

THRILLING ADVENTURES

Chia-win ask joss go side of white
man all the time.”

EN she closed the window, and

her little face disappeare@ behind

her fluffy curtain,

The big fellow's eyes twinkled.

“Made a hit there, my friend,
Chia-wim, eh? Them of us as ties up
hereabouts new and again, hear a let
about Chia-win. Mandatin's slave
giel from Salgom. Killed the fat
duffer when Hhe twisted her Hhair
plaits enee teo eften, s his wives
sold her i Singapore. They say her
feet are eut 8R the betiem &8 she
ean't fun away—with stenes sewed
dipder the skin”

“You heard what she said—some-
thing about 'Dyaks?" ™

“I did hear, An" you might say it
didn't make good hearim’, my friend.
If them birds was Dyaks from the
Tibetan hordess, which 18 where they
come from, you're net walking se
easy—whoever o6f whatever you are.

“It's just like the dell said. If a
Dyak doesn’t get his knife home one
time, he hangs around and gets it
home another time. They're a per:
sistent lot of raurderin® scouwndrels,
Maybe over the wine yoeu'll be (ellin’
me what the llkes of yeu Rhas been
doing te the Dyaks or 1o them as
hires "em.”

“Over our wine I'll tell you that I
haven't been in Slngapote fwelve
hours and that I was never here be-
fore, and that I den't know a seul
and havent spoken to a soul exeept
the Americam eonsull and the ai-
taehes at the hetel.”

The big fellow sheok his head.
“FIt be dropping back, maybe, 6
have a jabber with Chia-win. THhese
sing-song girls know mere than the
gods intended anybedy te kneow at
one time—about deviliry that's gein’
on. Maybe she knews the why ef
what almest happened in frent ok Rer
bird-eage windew.”
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CHAPTER 1T
Tiee Dannifg Giirl
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visions, that made a chaos of in-

describable forms that seemed to be
neither animal nor human. His head
cleared, he steadied his companion,
who was beginning to weave on his
feet.

“A souvenir, undoubtedly,” he said.
"I made no mistake about that figgure
that came oit of the shadews. It
was the woman of this afterneen.
I'd give a let if I knew what werd
she was trying to give me—and
where she went t6.”

'NEIL began to tura glum.
“There’s ce in's inside me,’
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Pey tee theughtful te eb:
jEEt When fhs ether took hi3 arm and
ed him inte the middle of Saigen
Strest, inte which they had strelled
when Peyton begar teo realize that
his companion Weuld be the better
for as mush fresh air as he eeuld
pessibly

§5I% 3] §tr§§s begins brightly, but
soen besomes ap unlit path threugh
the old temple district that flanks the
waterfront. Here the denizens of
the night are furtive and sinister
and already Peyton had begum to
look for an exit from the neighbor-
hood when he felt that feathery
touch upon his wrist,

Ahead of them a greem light
éhone, pale and sickly in a whorl of
mist. O’'Neil, who seemed to have
his bearings, made a sound of satis-
faction.

“"Tis Antoime's, the Frenchman's!
Werre ye not just speakin’ to me, my
friend, of the welcome you’d give for

a drop of rare tramdy?"”
“I wasn't,” Peytom laughed, “and ft
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would do you no harm to get the
thought out of your head.”

'NEIL was heavily saddened. “A

ghame it will be te be going into
the Fren¢hman's and be uppish, like
you fight say, abeut his brandy.
'Tis fRe-lieense brandy, and its a duty,
I elaim, for every good citizen to
enceurage the se of mno-license
brandy, when you think of the
erimimall tax the goevernment's always
eolleetin® for the geoed things o
life.”

The green light came closer. Be-
neath it amber light escaped through
the clinks of a door, and the sounds,
too, of weird string instruments and
the rhythmic beat of taut drums,

Peyton drew back, determimed to
get his companion to his lodgings as
soon as possible. He had stood din-
ner and the wine and the after dinner
wallk, which, he felt, was sufficient
acknowledgment for one day of the
debt he undoubtedly owed the big
fellow.

But O’Neil pushed in the heavy
wooden door and Peytom found him-
self in an evil smelling corrider that
rambled away to some far intetior of
what once had been a Buddhist
terple, but long since converted to
the more worldly designs ef Antolne,
the Frenehman.

“It's forbidding,” O'Neil offered,
with quick return of his cheerfulness
once he was out of the dark street,
“but it's enticing. Known up and
down the archipelage for its brandy,
ita women and ARteine’s epium
bunks. Emtiein' and amusin’, te say
nothing of belng whete we can take
a sensible glint at the bit of green
glass.”

At the end of the leng, murky
corridot, another wooden dook swing
on wetl-oiled hinges to open on to a
scene that can be nowheke found ex-
cept in the Malay perts,

A long wide room which once had
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been a cloister of the monks, but was
now filnkedl by tables at which twos,
and fours, and parties, culled from
all classes of Singapore life, sat un-
der shaded dim lights. These table
lamps were the only illumination in
the place and over them hung a
blanket of purple smoke.

ERE and there among the tables

were little greups of vemtures
gofme tourists whe Had wen the €6f:-
fideitee of their guides and enjeying
their sinister adventure iAte a Saigen
Street den. At ene table was a party
ot British naval efficers in eivilian
clothes, and next te them was an
Afghan prinee, his iAserutabie faee
topped By an immaeulak white
tuiibam.

At other tables yellow faces, brown
faces, and greem—some of them as
green as the ‘“souvenir” Peyton
fingaredd in his pocket while O’Neil
led the way across the smooth stene
floors of the aneient cleister te the
table he had chesen.

The big fellow's advent was imade
into something of an hilarious event
by a party of sailers who, apparently,
were frequenters ot the Freneh-
fman's. Fromh their knees they siid
Eurasian gifls to the floer Wneere:
moniously and shuffled eut te make
their neisy and thiekly guttural
greetings.

O’Neil waved them away.

“They're thinking,” he explained,
“that I've got a berth and my ffimst
month's pay. They'd deink it up on
me joytul, you might say, full know-
Ing that I've had ne first month's pay
for many's the day.”

Which circumstance in his affairs,
O’Neil had explained to Peytom over
their wine earlier in the evening. but
Peytom was dubious of his excuses.
He rather imagined that O'Neil had
been caught ashete with his kit full
of “chandu,” non-government opium,
and was for some longer or shorter
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time suffering the smuggling mates’
black list.

O Antoine, however, when that

amiable proprietot with a rat-like
face and tweo scar3 that bisected
either cheek came up with a smirk,
O'Neil was eloquent and boomingly
hearty. He jerked a thumb in Pey-
ton's direction and shouted pleas-
antly:

"*Tis not for the fame of youwr
dirty den my friend comes in this
night, but for a tiredmess he has of
dodging Dyak knives. Saved he was,
this day, by me-—=which is good for a
gtand of brandy three ways around,
I take i.”

Peyton demurred but Antoine,
after a startled examination of the
American patron who was marked
for Dyak knives, ambled away to re-
turn with a decanter of his smuggled
brandy which he sold at the same
ptice it would have brought with the
official tax added.

“Ver® glad,” Antoine murmured to
Peytom. “Dyaks ver’ bad. You walk
maybe middle of streets after dark.
Or maybe you stay till daylight?
This ver' nice place. Big time to-
night."”

O'Neil grunted his scorn of An-
toine’s compliments to his den and
his unbelief in "big time tomight.”
The oily Frenchman ignored the
taunt and adided:

“Famous dancers come to Antoine's
tonight. Sainya, from Bangkok."

To Peytom, "Sainya, from Bang-
kok,” meant nothing. To O’Neil it
seemed to mean much. His face,
which had fallen inte moodimess, lit
up.
“You lie, you slinky devil!” he
accused the Fremchmam. “For what,
now, would the most famous dancing
giel in Siam be coming te your
chandu den?”

Unpertturbleed, Antoine smiled.
Wihem he smiled his thin, scarred

face took on a grotesque expression
that caused Peyton to shudder,

“Siam’s king is not home, He
goes to that America which is your
own. Maybe it happens Sainya is not
so welcome in Bangkek when the
king )3 net at hethe, Maybe she
thinks safer te danee for Anteimz, in
Singapere.”

HICH seemed to impress the
big Irishemam, but he would mot
admit it.

“All the same you lie, Antoine,
Sainya wouldn't stub her pretty
green toes in your place. There's
placed where she'd get a fortune—
Sainva and her girls! Here! Bahl™

Again the Frenchman's face con-
torted into its fieandisth grin.

“Maybe yes. Maybe no, he
gtunted. “Maybe other places Sainya
afraid. Long hands can reach down
from Bangkok when the king is not
at home.”

“Mayhbe so. Maybe so.”

O'Neil seemed to understamd the
possibility that the famous dancing
gitl who had her own pink marble
palace at Bangkok, might want to
remain hiddea in Singapore while her
friend, the king, was absent from
Asia.

Peytom, who had been fascinated
by the grim colorfulness of the
Oriental resort, questioned his com-
panion about the dancer when An-
toine had departed.

O'Neil told him of the piak marble
patace. Of the fame that had reached
from Bangkok te Calcutta, And
them he ordered mere brandy, mo-
tioning toward the peeket in which
Peyton had depesited the “green
glass,”

Peyton brought it out and ex-
amined it curiously. It was as large
as a small egg, and somewhat epg-
shaped. [ts green was deep and
limpid—a colored crystal, Peyton de-
cided. And marvelously colored, for
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its buried green flames were s¢in-
tilant.

HILE he turmed it over in his

hand curieusly he gave a sud-
den exelamation. Te O'Neil he
pointed put a faee that was deeply
earved in the greem. A curious face,
gerene and arrogant, with wide al-
fapnd-shaped ey s—umquestionably
an Egyptiam faee, and carved by
some master craftsman.

Whiille he stared down at the
miniature face the same feeling of
premonitiom he had experiemced out-
side the Frenchman's came over him,
Again he began to see the visions
that had clouded his brain before,
and again he had to shake his head
to clear it

O’Neil, however, was only mildly
interested in the carving.

“Fake antique,” he scoffed. “Plenty
of them In the Street of Bazaars—
maybe net just like it, but same kind
g stuff, you might say, When I'm
salling I always earry things o' that
kind te cheat passengers with.
Whiich I'm meanin’ te say, mest all
passengers In these ceas are fools and
falr chestin',”

Peyton dropped the bauble on to
the table top, by his brandy goblet,
taking his mind from it only by a
determimed effort. He fell to think-
ing of the strange adventutes of his
first day in the Malay port—his first
and enly day, fer he was due to start
for the jungle's edge the next
morRing.

Inevitably his mind rested upon
the cloaked figure of the Unknown—
who had so mysteriously shadowed
him through the waning afternoon
and early night, to slip into his hand
in the temple shadows the bit of
carved glass.

Hiz reflections were suddemly in-
terrupted.

At a far end of the smoke-thick
room, curtaing parted on a dais
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on which were grouped the musicians
whese weird and monotonous strains
had fliterari out into Saigon Street.
They were of all races, these musi-
cians, yellow and brown and—even
an Americam fnegre whose mnative
banje had been replaced by a gourd-
ltke Instruthent with strings woven
from sea weeds. O'Neil grunted.

“Now we tefl Antoime again that
he lies,” he muttered.

But, it seemed, the
hadn't lied.

The musicians swung into a pre-
lude in furious tempa. Around the
room guttural Shouts from men and
shrill cries from women went up, for
Antgine had spread the news of his
rare treat well. Then a heavy
silence fell acress the room. The
silence of expectancy,

Frenchman

SECOND pair of curtaims, be-

hind the musicians, parted to ad-
mit an avalanche ef sinuous forms, a
veritable caseade of fill curved limbs
that pgleamed through the teAuouss
gllk swathings of the Siamese dane-
ing girl,

They lost no time, these dancers
from Bangkek in posing or parading,
but plunged fiiercelly into their rhy-
thmic ecstacies. Thete was more
tham a score of them and they com-
pletely filled the floot, a woluptuous,
whirling mass. O'Neil was satisfied.

"There’s no mistaking that crcw,”
he muttered. “I'wve seen 'em many's
the time—but never in a den like the
dirty Frenchman's.™

Peytom was interested in this, as in
any other native sight of that East
Into which he was having hiz intro-
ductiom. He adjusted his senses to
the unbelievable evolitions of these
famed beauties, to their thimn gar-
ments that gave the impressiom of
voluminous wrappings and yet were
g0 light and sheer that they were
bately veills.

He understood his oompanion's
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wonder that they should be seen
at the Frenchman's vile haunt.
They dida"t belong to that evil scene.
But he was fairly convinced that it
would be useless to try and under-
stand any of the mysteries of this
new world he had come into from the
States until they explaimed them-
selves.

He was glad he had given the eve-
ning over to the company of his
aftermoon’s rescuer, the big fellow
who waxed heartier and boomier
than ever over their first bottle of
wine, and showed signs of being
morose after the second.

He was sure O'Neil was some kind
of a rascal himself, but he was agree-
able enough, and faithful. He'd kept
a sharp lookout for the Dyak
knives he was certain were trailing
thern, though he had missed the
human shadow by the temple wall.

HE cloud of vari-colored fiffgures

on the Frenchmam's floor retreated
to the dais at the end of the room
with a great clashing of bracelets
and anklets against the furote made
by the musicians.

There was a wave of applause and
drunken shouts from some of the
tables, thet. a momenitlh expectant
silence again while the musicians
waited for a new cue.

The cue came and was impercep-
tible in the dim light from the table
lamps, but the cutious imstruments
btoke inte a new noise, the dancers
switled into a new formatien, and
them Sainya. pethaps the most fa-
mous of the dancing stars from
Shanghaii te Suez, leaped on te the
stones of the old cloister.

Peyten supposed it was pure
scandal—that thing about her being
such a favonte of the Slamese king
that when he was gone from his
capital she had to flee to escape the
jealousy of the Bangkek cowrt,

But she might, he decided, be a

favorite of anybody whe could go in
for khol painted lashes that lay on
her cheeks like spread fans, a cloud
of black hair framing a green-tinted
face. She was taller tham her €om-
pany, tere limber and agile, and
mofe fAHamwyand)y jeweled.

QRUNNWA leaped from ameng her

giels, whirled on te the filser, a
fFiot of eoler, tossed her head at the
Rearty applause that breke Rew withs
8t stint, and began her daneing four
ot the tables. O'Neil's eyes furned
watery with sheer faseifatien and Re
eenstantly grumvred:

“She didn't come to Anteiae’s for
the fun of it—there"s something in
the wwiindl!™

At the moment, however, there was
nothing in the wind but Sainya. She
danced like a comet, scorning the
slow, contorting gestures of the typ-
ical Siamese dance, to leap through
paroxysms of rhythemic frenzy.

At last she subsided in a graceful
heap in the center of the stone fiiner,
her forehead touching the stones.
Her dancers grouped around her. At
one table a man whe knew the cus-
tom signaled with a eoin.

Sainya rose, for all the world like
some sea-form rising from the waves,
and seemed to hesitate for a moment
while her deep eyes stared at the
mar who was flshimg his coin to-
ward her.

Peytom was certain the famous
dancer would retreat from the comi
descensions of any of the French-
man's customets, but Anteine him-
self suddenly slid inte the middle of
the floor and quite apparently begged
of the dancer to go through the cus-
tomary ritual,

She nodded, flkeshedl her dark smile,
and approached the man with the
coin, she stoed before him while he
tossed the coin at her thteat. She
caught it in her bodice, and by some
teick that was surprisimg, fliipped it
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out and into the air, catching it on
her forehead.

She whirled then, on her toes, and
the coin was gone. Perhaps back
into the bodice. Now there was
clamor from other tables, and other
silver coins. She made the rounds
and came at last to Peytom's table.

O’Neil looked at his friend plead-
ingly. His own pockets, Peyton
quite well knew, were empty. Pey-
ton produced a coin and handed it
to the Irishmmam who made an elab-
otate gesture of his generosity at the
expense of his cempanion.

Sainya caught the coin deftly,
tossed it to her forehead, pirouetted
and turmed again to the table for her
set smile of acknowledgment, show-
ing her white teeth.

Then something happened.

The dancer's ornaments tinkled
sharply. Her head straightemed and
something luminous came into her
face. Her slender body was poised,
rigid. O’Neil grunted and scraped
his chair. Peyton, startled, leaned
forward over the table,

E widened almond eyes of the

daneer were staring at the green

bauble which still lay on the table
beside Peytom's brandy goblet.

O’Neil reached to touch Peyton's
arm, as if to call his already fixed
attentiom to the dancer’s actiomns, but
he seerned to sense some imcomgruity
in even the slightest motion—for
Sainya seemed to cast a spell over
the whole room which a moment be-
fore had droned with comversation
and tinkled with the sounds of the
breast-plates of all the othet dancing
girls.

The Fremchmam, coming up, was
stopped and held by the spell, and
stood motionless in the center of his
floor, watching.

Suddenly Peyton was aware that
the hands and arms of the dancer
were reaching out, slowly, and that
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her palms were turmed upward, a
gesture which Peytor vaguely recog-
nized as a pagan salutation of some
sort.

The carmine lips were moving. At
firstt their whisper was unintelligible,
then Peytom caught it quite distinct-
ly—the thing she was saying over
and over in a tone of imdescribable
awe:

“The Emerald of Pharoah!™

T firdt he could hardly believe

his ears. But seon he knew
thete was fie mmistake. Again and
again the whispet came from the lips
that were a splash of scarlet across
the dancer’s luminous face.

“The Emerald of Pharoalin!™

And never once did the girl take
her eyes from the carved face on
the green surface, until at last her
whole bedy dreoped, and with an in-
describable grace she bent her legs
under her until she had wilted down
much as a flower wilts, and she was
a vivid meund ot celer on the an-
clent stone fleor, her head dewn s6
that her ferehead touched the
ground.

In an instant she leaped up from
her strange obeisance. Her dark eyes
were shining. She flicked Peyton
and O’Neil with a single glance and
then, with lithesome grace, slid ¢lose
to the table. Her head bent, as if
she nodded fer anether ¢ein, but this
time It was te whisper elearly inte
Peytom's face:

“The wind is from the North, my
pretty Americsm!”

That was all,

A second later the dancing girl
had whitled down the flloor, the
Fremchmam and all his patrons gaz-
ing after heft.

The curtains behind the musicians'
dais parted and, with her dancing
company clattering behind ler,
Sainya disappeared.
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CHAPTER 111
Puifonaer

HEN Peyton's somewhat
dazed wits begam to
straightem out he was con-

geious of a stir all about him, and
ef a determimed movement by the
big O’'Neil.

The Irishmam was completely so-
bered, it seemed. He had got to his
feet and his huge, brawny hand was
in the act of closing over the green
thing at which the dancing girl had
gtared and te which she had made
her astonishingly selemn obeisance.
And the big fellow was saying,
Shiarply :

"Come, my friend. We'll be leav-
ing the Fremchman's behind ws.”

Antoine was shuffling up to the
table, his beady eyes glowing sharp-
ly, and others of his patrons were
beginning to come toward the table
which Sainya had distinguished with
her startling scene.

Antoine was trying to catch a
glimpse of the thing in O'Neil'
hand, but the big fellow unceremon-
iously pushed him back so fiercely
that he held to his balance with diffi-
culty.

“You were not a liar, Antoine,”
O'Neil said, his voice loud and boom-
ing, but not pleasantly. “But you
are a bad kind for henest men te be
hangin® ‘roune, just the same. An®*
If you have e followed into Saigon
Steeet I'lll tuem ‘round and come back
with an jdea of wrlngin® your dirty
neek.”

What the Frenchman returmed to
that, Peyton never knew, for O‘Neil
had him hy the arm and literally
dragging him acress the stone Mfloor,
In the long corrider te the street
door O'Neil muttered te himsellf:

“Ereadid of Pharoah® is it now,
an' ‘the wind is comin' frem the
Nokt".”

Peyton began a query:

"What the devil does it all mezm?™
But they reached the street door
and when he would have gone out

inte the night O'Neil thrust him
back swddemnly :
“"Wait a bitl Wait a bitd Little

fellows with nice little knives can
hide on either side of a door miginty
cute-like."”

O'Neill went out first, with a jerky
movement of hi3 huge frame which
any lurking assassin would have
found disconcertimg. Apparently,
however, the street WRS deserted.

“Just the same,” O’Neil muttered,
“we’ll keep to the middle of it an'
if you'll look ahead I'll walk back-
wards.”

ENSE of menace opptessed Pey-

ton, theugh it all seemed feelish
and silly. What was it that had hap-
pened that day?

He had happened to see a little
fellow in a curieus garment ahout to
assassinate another strange pedes-
trian in an equally curieus cloak.

He had interfered and for his pains
the fellow’s accomplices had followed
him and would have assassinated him
if the ]earty O’Neil hadn’t inter-
fered.

But what of the green “glass”
bauble that had been so mwysteriously
pressed inte his hand?

An emerald? Not glass, ot erystal
at all, but an emerald?

Ridiculous! An emerald of that
size would be worth an unteld for-
tune, literally a fabulous amount of
money, for the depths of it were
clear and flawless and though it wad
uncut, its deep green fire was a veri-
table blaze.

Emerald of Pharoahl

Sefme Arabtan Nights' dream was
taking peossessiom of him! He began
te think even the daneer at the
Frenchiman's was unezal. Perhaps the
ne-license brandy had got the better
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of him as it had O’Neil, and by the
time he got to his hotel—

“Look aut!™

It was O'Neil’s cry, and it was too
late.

The night in the unlit street was
black, but a deeper blackness en-
veloped him. A sack had been thrown
over his head and drawn tight about
his forearms, 8o that his hands were
helpless although he strugglled furi-
eusly.

Strong, wiry arms closed around
him and he was lifted from hia feet
and was being carried by shoulders
and ankles as easily as if he were a
ehild—cartied by captors who seemed
to skim the cebblestones of Saigon
Street in bare, seundless feet.

He heard, muffled by the heavy,
smothering sack that wrapped his
head, the cries of O'Neil. The Irish-
man was putting up a fiight of some
gort and, he gathered, not getting the
worst ot it, for the cries seemed to
have the ring of fierex triumph in
thesh.

UT they grew fainter and fainter

as his capters—who must be

guite a band sinee it seeed a dozen

pairs of arme were fastened areund
his bedy—hurried him away,

Suddenly he was aware that he was
slowly sinking into oblivion. His
senses were dulling and his brain
yielding to stupor. A drug of some
sort, he realized Instantly. A drug
that had vaperized within the sack,
filliyg his nestrils and lungs with
every breath.

He made a vallant effert to held
on to himself, to held on te his wits
while he fought through a supreme
strugglle, but knew all the tife it
was utterly useless. The blackness
settled over him like an epague blan-
ket wrapping tightly.

It seemed that there was no in-
terval of time, after that slow lapse

unconsciousmess until his brain
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began feverishly to pick up his wits
and senses.

But time had elapsed, he was Bwon
aware, for thin lines of daylight were
outlining the shutters of a room in
which he lay outstretched on an un-
kempt cot. The shuttets were tight-
ly drawn and the roofm was gray with
a thin, halt light that turned various
objects into vague bulks.

OR a space of time Peyton lay

quite still. He had been knocked
out a time or twe on the feetball
field and remerabered his mistake at
those times in lifting his head too
quickly when he came to.

Whille he lay there he marshaled
his wits into definite order, even to
the extent of remembering that he
had left O'Neil appatently getting
the better of the attackers who had
assaulted him, and that the Irish-
fman had the emerald In his pocket,
having failed to feturm It after his
blg hand recovered it from beside
the brandy goblet en the French-
fhan's fable,

So if the motive of hiB kidnapers
had been robbery, they had found
themselves thwarted in advance.

He had closed his eyes during this
process of experimemtal thinking.
Now he opened them and lifted his
head tentatiwely, Thete was no pain.
He remembered, suddenly, that there
had been some kind of a drug in the
sack and that he hadmt been knocked
out with a blew.

The room in which he lay was a
mutrky, dingy enclosure. Furnished
only with the cot he was stretched
on, a ramshackle table and a dimgle
chair. In a cornet there was a box,
or a drawer-chest of some sort, and
on the walls a framed lithograph
over which there was no glass,

But he was not alone in the room)

Gradually he made out the pres-
ence of three silent forms, two of
themm standing tall and rigid against
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a door frame, their arms folded
across long brown robes. The third,
standing a little away from the other
two, was moving toward him, Even
while his eyes picked this one out he
recognized her—Sainya, the danecer
from Bamgkokl

HEN the other two bhecame

clearer and took shape in hia
brain as these twe tall figures that
had appatently se far failed to guard
the cloaked Unknewn in Victoria
Square, that if it had not been for
him she would have felt the point
of a Dyak knife.

He had not seen the faces of those
two guards, only their backs and
broad, sturdy shoulders. But in-
stinctively he knew that here they
were, standing guard over him—
gither the same pair or their coumter-
parts.

Sainya came close to the side of
the cot. He raised himself and
swung his feet to the filam. He saw
that the girl had changed her cos-
tume-—as of course she would have,
now that a new day had dawned.

She had put on some kind of
Eureppeam dress that was dark. At
her weists jewelry glitteted, diamond
bracelets. Her face, paler olive in
the half-daylight of the rolm than
it had been in the smcke-purpled
lights ot the Fremchmam's place, was
expresaionless, menaeing,

“The usual question, I suppose,
Payton said, “in a citcumstamce like
this, is ‘what do you mean by drug-
ging me and bringing me here? I
might add that I am an American
citizen.”

Only an arrogant gesture of the
girl's hand answered him. She stood
quite close above hir, searching his
face silently., Again he spoke;

“If you haven't taken my pocket-
book, already, you tnay have it—save
for an addeess or two that's in it,
and I'll get out of here peaceably.

L]
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If that won’t do, I'll get out not so
peaceably."”

From one of the shapes near the
door there was a low grunt. The
dancing girl stepped back aB Peyton
got to his feet, but the others still
did not move,

“You do not go, my pretty Ameri-
can,” the girl said, in her meas-
ured, sibilant Emglish, “until we
have the Emerald of Pharoah. Per-
haps you do not go them!™

Peyton managed a laugh that, he
hoped, sounded real enough to hide
the nervousmess behind it.

“You'we found out, them, that I
haven't got—whatever It is that you
call your Emetald of Phatoah, If
I did have it I shouldn’t be in a
hutey te tuem it ever, what with only
halt a promise that I'd get ouit even
then.”

Sainya stamped her foot.

“Fool! Do you think thia the time
to laugh? To play? It is a time of
danger for you. A gteat danger. Ik
is not only that there fhust be k¢
emerald. Thete fmust alse be {talk.
Ot the master you serve. OF the
treachery you have done. Of the
desighs you have, And of what it
is that you knew.

“All of this there must be. And
quickly. My people are net patient.
The Priests of Ra do net wait upen
a weslding. ™

T struck Peyton llke a thunder-

belt that the girl was insane, and
that he had been made a victim of her
lunaey. Her &ry, back at the Freneh-
man's—"Emerald of Phareah!” was
patt of het insanity, and dewbtless
the little bauble was but green glass
after all.

But even while this thought was
going through his head his better
judgment rebelled against it. This
girl who faced him, her eyes smoul-
dering flercelly, was not insane,

She knew, or thought she knew,
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whereefl she spoke. And it could not
all be some fanciful dream, for those
two grim guards at the door in their
strange robes, and with their lean,
swarthy faces, were not shapes of
fantasy.

The knives of yesterday and the
attack of last night were not more
real than the predicament he was
now in.

“See here!” he exclaimed, earnest-
ly, “you may know what you're talk-
ing about, but I don't. Emerald of
Phatoah fmeans nething te me—and
youe Priests ot Ra, whether they are
cut-threats orf temple monks, are
abaut as well-knewn te me as a
fajah's eoneubines:

"In other words, your are on two
kinds of a wrong track for all of
your pains. I haven't the emerald, if
it is an emerald, and if you thiak I
know anything abeut it, whenee it
came or what it means, if anything—
that's your second wrong track.

“Now let's open the shuttets, make
up our minds like geod friends to-
gether that its bread daylight and
we're in the midst of a civilized city,
and then I'tl go along and catch my
teain to whete I'm bownd.”

E swung on his heel and moved

toward the windows. Silently,
but like a double flash, the two
guards leaped from the deor and
blocked him.

At their hands were glints of
steel. Theit eyes held him by the
very tensity of their malignant
hatred. He recoiled and then turned
questioningly to Sainya.

The girl speke te the others in a
jargon which Peytom could net wh-
derstand, a liquid, fflowing tengue
that seemed to be all vewels. She
gpoke rapidly, as it she explained
what he had said. The twe dark men
did net meve. The girl turned agaln
te Peyten.

“If what you Bsy is true how came
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the Emerald of Pharoah to be at youf
hand last might?”

TjYOR a moment he was of the mind

to give her a sharp reply, thea
theught better of it, He shrugged
his shoulders and attempted a wry
smile,

“That’s better,” he said. "I don’t
mind telling you all there is to tell.”

Briefly he explained the affair ot
yesterday—the little fellow in the
monk’s robe and his thwarted knife
in Victoria Square. He would have
gone on at once to finish the history
with the apparition in the shadows
of the abandoned temple in Saigon
Street, but all at once his attention
was caught by a movement of the
girl’'s hands.

He had just speken of the ¢cloaked
Unknown whom he had saved from
such bold assassinatiam, and had de-
scribed her as she walked through
the crowd ahead of him.

And now he observed that Sainya's
arms were extending in front of her,
as they had the night before at the
Frenchrman's when she glimpsed the
carved ornament by the hrandy gob-
let, and that her hands were firned
up, her palms cipped, in the same
gestute of salutatien.

Wihem he paused her atms dropped
to her sides, but when he explained
hew the "emerald™ had come inte his
possession, they extended again, as
if thelr movement was ifvwelumtary,
and again the palime were wpfirned
and cupped. He asked, swdidierlhy:

“You must know who my Unknown
was? I'd be mighty interested to
have you tell me—in retutm for what
I'm telling vou.”

For a second the girl’s eyes probed
him, probed deep. Then her scarlet
lips moved again, and in the same
whisper of the night before, she saidi:

“You saved her life? And she came
toe you—to put inte yout hands the
emerald of her fathers?”
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He was so struck by her strange
manner, a manner of awed reverence,
in which there was an undertome of
mystical awe, that he did not reply.
But she must have seen in his glance
convincing assuramce that he had
fully explained whatever the mys-
tery to her had been—the mystery of
his possession of an object that
meant much to her.

For, silently, she wilted to the
floor, in quick obeisance, her fore-
head drooping to touch the room's
frayed carpet, and then she was on
her feet again.

HE spoke rapidly and wvehemently

to the two dark-faced watchers,
in her strange voweled tongue. They
looked from her to Peyton with curi-
pslty showing in thelr eceal-black
eyes, but it was not a friendly
cukiesity.

It was borne upon Peytom that the
girl argued in his behalf, but that
whatever her plea, she was refused.

One of the men spoke, his voice

guttumall and staccate like. And in
his tone was fifinhitly.
Sainya continued her harangue.

Her face was expressive, and her
hands ffudtenssild in her wehemence.
Peyton was at the point of breaking
in, but some intuition whispered him
to cawtion.

Suddenly one of the swarthy chaps
appeared to give way. He grunted a
terse sentence and turned majesti-
cally toward the doofr.

At the threshold, however, Hhe
paused, and turming, showed the
point of a curved blade that pat-
tially dropped from the sleeve of his
cloak. He touched the blade eéx-
pressively and shet a planee at Pey-
ton,

The doot closed them, behind the
precious pair,

Peyton at onece sprang toward
the shutteted window but Sainya
was quicker and flung heeself in

front of him. In hurried whispers
she saidi:

“Fooll Do you think you could
escape that way? There are many
who watch from the street below. 1
will set you free. But you must
obey.”

There was a truth of purpase in
her manner. Some miracle had hap-
pened—she who had been so6 wun-
friendly was now Peytom’s friend. A
lifted hand warned him, howevet, to
silence,

“I bargainmed that I talk with you
alone. It i8 believed that yeu do not
speak the truth. That you are the
enemy of the One who is served by
the Priests of Ra. The bargain is
that I try alone to persuade the
truth from you while they wait out-
side the deet. Talk, pretty Ameri-
can. Talk, that they may hear.”

TP)EYTON was bewildered. Again
L that mysterious phrase—the
“Priests of Rat"” Assuredly more of
insanity, yet the girl wnguestienably
was net insane!

“The only thing I can talk abewt,”
he stammered through his bewilder-
ment, “is the matter of what the devi|
this whole thing meams, what is the
Emerald of Pharoah and who are
these people who stand guard over
me and look as if they arc about to
cut my throat?"

Whiile he talked the giel had fftewn
across the room and was fugging
fietaadyy, yet with ineredible silence,
at the heavy bit of furniture that had
the appearamee of a erude erate inte
whieh drawers had been imserted.

He decided immediately that she
was following seme plan of her own
to set him free witheut his having to
tun the gauntlet of these whe
watched from the street—or the pair
on the other side of the deer.

He started toward her to help her,
but she waved him back imperiously.

“Talk on. Frotm where you are.
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Let them hear your voice else they
will enter the door.”

“Wiill you not explaim some of the
things I've asked? That I am eurieus
about?”

The box was slowly moving into
the room, away from the wall. 1t
must have taxed the strength of the
slender dancing girl whese hands
were far too tenueus and daintily
cared for to be assustemed to amy
kind of laber.

Yet she answered in an even toRE
that could have caused ne suspicion
on the part of the listeners outside
the door.

“I am setting you free because 1
believe it would be the wish of the
one who gave to you the emerald.
If it iB ordained, she will reveal hey-
self to you. Perbaps alrsady I 13
ordained that you are te SEFVE RheF
as you say that yeu Served her in
Vistoria Square. 1, Sainrya, dars only
te explain mothing,”

OW the box was free from the

wail, And behind it an epening,
large enough to admit the stooping
frame of a man, was revealed. Pey-
ton started, but again Sainya held
hirm back.

“We will go,” she said, imdicating
the opening with a brief motion of
her hand. “But when we leave this
room we must go quickly. Soon there
will be pursuit. I will go first. You
will follow.”

Wiith freedom promised at the
other end of some hiddem passage
Peyton's spirits retuemed and he
could afford to give a thought to the
strange creature whe first was his
jailor, and was now his liilberator.

“"And you?"” he said. "“Are you
sure no harm will fall to you? Those
fellows with the handy knives don't
look as if they have a very forgiving
temperameni.”

The girl Bnsightened suddenly to
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her full height. Her eyes glinted in
the semi-darkmess of the roem,

“To look upon the Emetald of
Pharoah,” she said, with indescrib-
able impressivemness, “is to see a sign.
To you, and to me, that sign has been
made. It may not be recalled, or
altered. What is to be—must be!”

Wiitlh no othet word she touched
his wrist and disappeared behind the
box.

TOEYTON followed her, bending
st Jgw. inte the eaverm. At first the
darkmess was impenetribe, but $66A
hig eyes, growing aceustomed, made
eut a small sguare of dim light
ahead that grew larger and larger a8
he erept along In the wake ot hiis
guide,

He could not see her, except when
the bulk of her shut out the light
ahead, but the perfume of her was
close, and when he put out his hand
to feel his way it came in comtact
with her garments.

Over her shoulder her faint whis-
per came:

“Hurry. They will be entering the
roam by now.”

And even as she spoke there were
the unmistakable sounds of a commo-
tion behind, of a door slamming
shut, of guttural oaths and shouts of
alarm.

The passage threatemed te be in-
termiimablle, but suddenly it ended
against a painted pane of glase. The
patch of dim light that expanded as
they appioached It was explained,
Only the faintest rays could pene-
trate the encrusted glags pane. Now
the girl stepped. so abruptly that Re
crowded against her.

“Break the glass—theie i§ no more
need of cautiom. They are after ws.”

And indeed he could hear the gut-
tural shouts at the mouth of the
passage behind them! He hoped
they wouldn't shoet blindly ahead,
and then was cemforted by ¢he
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thought that such rascals as the
swarthy chaps in the long brown
tobes seldom relied on other arms$
than their sleeve knives.

Without hesitation he crashed an
elbow through the glass. The shat-
tered fragments clattered loudly on
what appeated to be a tile laid roof.
Wiith both elbews working furiously
he cleared the frame of jagged pieces
and erouched backward that the girl
might goe through the opening first.

An instant later both were on the
glass-strewn roof owtside.

He saw that there were other roofs
to cross, irregular patches of sloping
tile, before there was a drop to the
ground.

CROSS these the nimble feet of

the girl fled swiftly and he fol-
lowed, more concerned with the job
of keeping his balance.

He saw that the house to which he
had been takem was close to the
waterfront, for he could see the sap-
phire blue of the Bay of Siam and
the tall mast3 of coffee ships from
Sumatra and Java rlding at anchor
outside the inner roads.

Here, in this vicinity, he knew,
would be the derelicts and vagabonds
of the Seven Seas, cut-throats all,
lurking in deerways te ambush any
passerby whe promised to yield even
the smallest of the €oins that produce
a pineh of white “"chandu” in the
eplum dens.

A well chosen neighborihood for a
rendezvous of swarthy kidnapers!

Directly ahead of him the girl
paused abruptly. Peytom saw that
she had stopped at the rim of a well-
like opening in the tile roof.

"We must drop down here,” she
said. '"Below there is a corrider to
the street.”

Below Peyton could see the pass-
age she indicated, and that the drop
was not difficult.

WIND 23.
“I will go fiirst,” he said. “Follow
quickly—I will catch you.”

HE shot him a grateful glance

which speke rautely ef her fear
for her fraglle daneing ankles. Pey-
ton deopped inte the well without
hesitation and sprawled on the filwor
below, between walls that shut him
in closely on either side.

While he regained his feet he
made out a ribbon of light laid across
what would be the top of a street
door near at hand. He looked up-
ward and raised his arms.

Instantly the girl dropped into
them, her slender body sliding
theough his hold until her feet
touched the flloer lightly.

"Quickly!” she breathed.
street, before they cut us off.”

He supposed she meant that con-
federates of the pair behind, of whom
he had caught glimpses hurrying
across the roofs after them, would
be rushing around inte the street
outside, but suddenly there wad a
still more threatening explanation of
het fear.

They had almost reached the street
door whemn, from some unseen open-
ing into the passage, a half score of
brown-tobed forms appeared. To
Peyton it seemed as If they emerged
from the wall itself, but the girl be-
hind him must have known of an-
other deor and a connecting corridor.

She screamed, but her scream was
choked off quickly.

“The

“To the door!"” she cried. ™There
is a latch that slides!™
Somehow he fought his way

through the swarming fighgess—thwir
sheer number was his advantage, and

his heart sang when he realized that
the girl had pressed close and—un-
less one ot the glinting blades had
searred her—was as safe as he.

The iron latch slid easily and
light from the street leaped in. With
a glad shout Peyton plunged into the
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open air, with the girl’s hand in hi8
and she close beside him.

Close beside him, but suddenly not
there at alll

An assassin’s hand fastened from
behind on his arm. He swung around
to ward off the expected knife thrust
and, swinging, tried to fling the girl
free. But she broke from his grasp
even as his body wheeled and he was
hotrified to see that she had fflumg
herself directly at the swarthy mob
that was at the point of filbwing into
the street,

MEWHERE close the shrill
wail of a one-toned whistle
gouinded. Peyton was conscious of
the red-jacketed form of a Sihk
policeman hurrying into the street.
With a fiierce cry he sprang after
the girl, his blood frozen before his
brain's awareness of steel being
buried in soft fltaih. He caught one
hottibble vision of Sainya’s body sink-
ing—{falling outward from the cavern
ot the corridot, outward toward the
sunlight in the street.

Cursing he plunged toward her but
already one brown-robed form was
leaping across her.

Again the shrill note of the Sihk's
police whistle, arid this time close at
hand.

The assassin leaped backward. The
door slammed as Peyton's body
crashed against it. Sound of its
latch sliding inte place was an
ominous fitngllty for the girl whe Rad
died that Peyton might have his
chance at eseape

Wihen his shouldets, reinforced by
the Sihk's, had battered in the doot
after a furious assault, he found het,
crumpled between the nartow passage
walls, her sloe-eyes staring up at him
unseding.

The Sihk, his pocket lamp fifisHiiig,
plunged across the body to his ex-
ploration of the cortidor which, save
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for the still form by the street door,
was empty now.

Peyton remained behind, to close
the dancing girl's lids, and to touch
the scarlet lips and erase their paifi
before they became cold.

Other Sihks in red jackets
crowded into the corridor from the
street. Peyton gathered that ne frace
of the brown-tobed cfew could be
found in the maze of areaways inte
which the passage led.

When he had explained his ffigint
with the girl across the tiled roofs,
the Sihks clambered up through the
toof opening, utilizing each other’s
shotilders and lifting Peytomn after
themn. The breken window was
guickly located, and the reefn at the
end of the upper eorridef.

The search spread through the en-
tire beehive block, but the sinister
band had made good its escape, with
only valueless clues left behind.

CHAPTER 1V
Thee Misszge

ROM Singapore to Dessa Luak

n the Tibetan border is ten

days, by steamer through the
Straits of Malaeea to Rangoon, by
the wheezy little train to Mandalay
and Cherra Punji, and then by peny
te the jungle's edge.

On the maps of Upper Assam,
Dessa Luak is marked as a village,
but it is in reality barely more than
a compound surrounded by low ram-
bling heuses of the tea planters
whose plantations spread away te the
Brahmaputra River which beorders
the ne-man's land of the savages whe
bar the way te the Tibetah passes.

On one side of the compound
stands the club house where the tea
planters gather in the twilight for
brandies and soda and to swap the
news from home that comes in the
weekly delivery of mail, and to fHirt
balf-heartedly with each other's
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wives or to recount the day’s con-
tacts with the head hunting tribes
beyond the border jungle.

Behind the club house, the jungle
beginms, pierced only by rhinoceres
trails and occasiomal paths beatem by
the hoofs of a herd of wild yaks.

IGHT had fallen on the tenth

day after Peytom's escape from
the brown-robed assassins in Singa-
pore.

The compound was silent, save for
the occasional tinkle of glasses in the
lounging room of the club house, the
far calls of night birds, and the
ominous whispers that erept out frem
the jungle depths.

On the far aide of the compound
from the club houae lamp, light out-
lined the windows of the one flt@ored
bungalow of Matthew Breedon,
Dessa Luak’s only bachelor, owner
of one of the neighboring planta-
tions and guardiam of another,

Breedom was a youngish man, in
comparison with others of the Dessa
Luak exiles, slender-framed but
sturdy, tanned by the fierce moon-day
sun with lean features that could, at
times, take on an umprepossessing
cast.

Breedon was not disliked by the
little colony of plantets, most of
whom were Englishmen, but there
were few in the outpest settlement
that held him to be as friendly as the
glumest of the other residents. By
the natives who werked his planta-
tien he was held te be a hard, theugh
srupulously just, task mastet.

The great plantation which ad-
joined his owm, and over which he
had been master for more than a
year, belonged now to Blair Peyton,
who had inherited it from the
brother of his father, and who had
come out from San Framcisco to
examine and take possession of his
property.

Bebind the lighted windows of

Breedon’s house, Peyton sat before a
teak-wood table brightened by the
glow of a massive oil lamp.

On the table the Emerald of
Pharcah, was a &himing green
pool. Beyond the lamp, along the

edge of its shadow, Breedon paced
the room nervously. Suddemly he
wheeled about.

“Tell me,"” he said abruptly, “about
this fellow O'Neil. Why did you
bring him along with you—and why
did he want to come?"

Peytom shifted in hia chair with a
slight shrug of his sihoulders.

"Wiy he wanted to come, is more
difficult to answer than why 1
brought him. Wmhen I had seen to it
that the dancing girl's body waa
propetly cared for, and had spent a
futile heur at the barracks of the
Sihk police, I went to my hotel and
there, In the gardems that flank the
gtieet, I carme upem O'Neil,

E poor chap was woebegone and
well out of his senses. He had
come through the tussle in Saigon
Steeet fairly well, with enly a few
bite of his skin slashed off, but he
had spent the night hunting the dens
of Singapotre for me. He seemed to
have some antipathy to an emlistment
of the police, and had carried on his
search alone.

“At daylight he began hia vigil in
the hotel gardems, and there he was
or, rather, there his hearty shout was
before I could locate him, when I
turmed up. I hadn't really expected
to ever see him again for, you see, he
had the emerald in his pocket.”

“And so, out of appreciatiom for
his honesty, you brought him through
Burma and Assara to this jumpimg-off
place of the world?™

“Not exactly. More, perhaps, be-
cause he wanted to come. He seemed
to have become attached to me and he
swote to a conviction that I was in
sorme dread danger. The persistence
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of the Dyak knives that followed me
in the Sampaeng seemed to bear him
out in this convictiom, and, anether
thingl To him, at least, the Emerald
of Phasoalh had a meaning, vague
though it is.”

REEDON gave an exclamatiom of
satisfaction.

“That 18 what I want to hear! You
mentioned before that he recognized
the stone when the dancing girl had
named it. Wihat does he know?”

“He didn’t exactly recognize it,
Peyton compromised thoughtfully.
“He was not quite clear, neither then
for during our trip northward, but
he spoke of a legend that persists,
he says, in the ports of the China
Sea, that somewhere beyond the
Tibetan passes there is a mountain,
he called it the '‘Blue Mountain,'
whiech [s inaceessible but which
fevertheless harbers a human settle-
meAt on [ts snow-covered peak—a
eompany of isolated humans with
wheom the Emerald of Pharoah is
identiled by the legend.

“As I have said, he is quite vague:
He explains that he never listengd to
the legend except whem he was
drunk, and that every time the tale
differed.

“Frankly, I fancy he thinks he
knows more tham he confides. He
has been a ship’s mate about the
Malayan ports for years. He has
picked up many strange tales—with
which he regaled me during our
jourmey up from Singapore. He has
proven that I could trust him with
valuables, and he was pretty faithful
to fhe on two treacherous occasions
in Singapete. He's broke and
anehorless—"

Again Peytom shrugged his shoul-
ders. He {fimished dryly:

"And there you are! I broaght
him along—hoping to fit him in on
the plantatien somehow. Anyhow, I
hated that ten day® alone. Somehow,

L]
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I've been oppressed by premonitions.”

Breedon did not t onece reply, but
resureed his pacing. Peyton watched
hima quietly, wneasily,

Earlier in the day, when Breedon
rode out the Dessa Luak trail to
meet him, he had been free of the
vague feelings of alarm whieh had
come over him at Singapore.

The ten days on the way mnorth-
ward had restoted his belief in
the sanity of things and his doubts
of the inexplaimably miysterious.

O'Neill, too, had recovered his
jovial heartimess and by common
consent diseussiom of the events in
Vietoria Square and Saigon Street
had been dropped.

It O'Neil kept a constant watch
over his new American friend, and
Jooked askance at suspicious fravelers
on the train of among the pony cara-
vans on the trail from Cheera Punji,
Peytom was not observant.

At Rangoom, where the Singapore
steamer docked, there had been sev-
eral hours delay waiting for the
Mandalay train to start morthward.

Much of this time was occupied by
the transfer of Peytem's baggage—
O'Neill had only his dunnage bag—
but there was still time for a stroll
Inte the foreign quarter where
British, French and Duteh mierchants
and craftsmen kept their shops.

ECAUSE O'Neil had been horri-

fied at the thought of his carry-
ing the huge emerald oen his persen,
Peytem had stubbernly clung to it
His legie had beenm:

“If any of the Dyak chaps. or the
brown-robed fellows decide to come
after it, we will, at least, know
they're aroutrd if they have to come
directly to me-to get it."

O'Neil had accepted this situation,
after a day on th,\ boat. The baggage
disposed of at Rangoon the two wan-
dered into the foreigh quarter and
Peyton was attractedd by the sign
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above the door of a Dutch jeweler's
shop: “Oriental gems appraised.”

On impulse he entered the shop
and called for the proprietor. He
left O’'Neil on guard at the street
door.

E jeweler exhibited startled as-
tonishment when the green stone
was laid on his ¢counter, But, watch-
ing him closely, Peyton decided that
in his amazement there was no sign
of recognition,

“It is impossible, sir,” the jeweler
exclaimed, “that there should be an
emerald of this size and weight in
existence and still not be known to
all of us who pride ourselves upon
our knowledge of such things."

“Granted that such a circumstance
would be impossible,” Peyton re-
turmed, “them it remains that the
thing is not an emerald at all, but a

marvelous bit of green crystal. Isn't
that it?"
The jeweler weighed the stone

both in his fiingers and on the deli-
cate balanece of his scales. After a
long re-examinatiom under his glass,
he sheook his head, his amazement
increasing,

"There is no questiom, sir, but that
it is an emerald. One of the purest
specimens of African emerald I have
ever seen. Almost all emeralds, you
may know, are fHanad. Even the
smalles ones. The Russian emerald
and the Indiam stone are practically
valueless a3 medern germs for this
feason.

“The African emerald is purer—
but T have never seen a stone 80
pure as this one. The carving, too,
is surprisimg. Thete is ne eraftsman
today who can sink his stylus seo
deeply inte an emerald surface with-
out flkking the gem.”

"No craftsman today? You mean
to say that the nature of the carving
indicates some degree of amtiiquiity?™”

The Dutchman held the stone si-

lently, gazing at it intently for sev-
eral moments before he replied.
Them, laying it on a soft square of
counter velvet tendetly he ssiidi:

“F will venture to say, sir, that its
antiquity is beyond estimate. Shall
we say a thousamrd years? Them I
would add that a thousand years ago
that carved sutface had been polished
by the wear of still ether theusands
ot years,

“No, my dear sir, it would be use-
less for me to count its age. The
face that was carved in its surface is
the face of a Phatoah. It may well
have been the signet of a Pharoah
princess.”

YTOM started at that statement.
He had not said of the stone that
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ﬂil@ jswslsr regarded his Amer-
iean visiter with a questioning glance
that appealed for some explanation
of his custody of such a remarkable

gem, Peytom, however, did not
oblige him. He asked his fimal
question.

"Wikat would you think, then, that
such a jewel would be worth—in
my own American dollers?

The jewelet smiled patiently,

"My dear sit] By what standard
would we compate its value? The
Emir of Afghanistan is credited widh
the fiinest collection of emeralds in
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the world—among them the h%?%sgt
and purest specimens: 1 Rave

the henor of examinirg the collee:
tion.

“Its mest valuable 8toRs {8 2B-
praised at half a million sf YoUr
American deliars: It will wssg
however, less tham a tenth eof tRi®
stone, and there are half a dp2eR
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depth. Shall we hit uper a value
for this stone by appraisirg it
against the Emir'g?"

EYTOMN whistled and for the
first time, perhaps, handled the
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Chia-win, the Chinese "doll," had
warned him that knives that fail once
are surer next time. And, so far,
knives had failed twicel

Suddenly Breedon executed one of
his abrupt movements, sttode to a
corner of the room and jerked a cord
that set up a melodious clatter of
Chinese chimes. Almest instantly an
inner door opened noiselessly and
Breedon's Pathan houseboy ap-
peared.

“"Have you been in the compound
tonight, Sohbat?” Breedon inguired
sharply.

“Yes, Bdnib. To the club house, for
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lemons and tobacco. And once
again, sahib, on another errand.”

Breedon studied the Pathan in-
tently. The “"boy" was a full grown
native of the Peshawar region who
had once guided Breedon on a pan-
thee hunt. He had Insisted upen re-
turning with Breedon te Deasa Luak
and taking charge of his bungalew.

Breedom had not been averse to
this arrangement., Himdw ser-
vants were hard to keep on the
jungle frontier It they were of the
refiable classes, and the other kind
were far too treacherous iR a counfry
where treachety was always guarded
against=the treaehery of men as well
as of leepards and €ebras.

To the master it was apparent that
the “other errand” inte the compound
had net been an idle onfe.

“You went out,” Breeden charged
the servant, "to gossip. Ot whispers
from the north. Is that not s6?”

Peyton suddenly sat stifly. So far
as he could remember he had not
repeated to Breedom that curious
warning of Sainya's—"the wind is
coming from the morth!™

It had been so utterly senseless
that he had forgotten it. But now
Breedom was speaking to his house-
boy of “whispers from the north!I*

HBAT was ill at ease before his

master's scrutiny. His face fell,
and”l-ﬁ%tefeﬁa §CW£E“¥1csﬂ'a5ntface fell,
andpshigg rﬁB!M:rYéas tHFS1§@N what  the
sahlb VINNGPINARAY isi%9s WHAsahiE
ﬁﬁ%b W"N&@HxngA”d HulS a3, i& sapil
32¥hid AYAKY "Wrrns RY! peldi§ho {HE
5ahif tHevSmed s {if. berals docibd
AXWBrsthen OpRen l?né": habé Qrahdd
ﬂ%\l‘%rspetkﬂs i'&ethbuﬂcgl!ﬁh haMgib lt"fr”e‘j

R



PERIL IN THE WIND 29.

is true. The Bhutan men have come
in from the plantatioms. More and
more. At sunrise this day the sahib
saw that some of his own men had
deserted the tea fitdls. The master
was angry them. His servant does
but speak the truth when he say that
from all the plantations the Bhutan
fmen are stealing in.”

VER his shoulder Breeden ex-

plained to Peyton that the plan-
tations iR Upper Assam were almest
whelly dependent for theit Ilaber
upeh Ratives of the Bhutam eowniry
in the feethills et the Himalayas.
The Bhutamese were a sturdy raee,
aceustomed to the jungle trails and
less afeaid of marauding panthers
and lespards than the Hindwu RAative,
whe stuek te his villages.

To the servant Breedom said: “Do
they give any more explanation of
their sudden fears?"

“I gathered no more news, sahib.
Of what they fear, like it is with
what they know, the Bhutam men
speak little. They point only to the
orchid flowets and then say that the
rhinoceros has not been to his water
hole for three nights. This much
they say, but they gathet outside the
compound and tutn their faces to the
north.”

Breedon took a few turns down the
room. The servant waited, immobile.
Breedonm stopped before him after a
time and issued a curt cammand.
“Go out inte the compeund and find
Gomba. Bring him here.”

HEN Sohbat was gone Breedon
pouted frem a deeanter that had
been left en the table, a stifff drink of
brandy. He sheved the deeaRter ¢6-
ward Peyten while he siphoned seda
inte his glass. Peykom, instead of
pouring a drink for Rimself, watehed
the ether éxpectantly.
“Gomba,” Breeden said when he
put down his glass, “knows much,

But he has never been made to talk.
Perhaps—"

He paused abruptly, crossed the
room to a magazine rack and brought
out an Emglish monthly of a long
past date but still precious on a
frontier where mail was always a
month late.

He opened the magazine and, with
a “Do you mind?” to Peyton,
spread it over the emerald, conceal-
ing it. He dropped into a chair, then,
across the table from Peyton.

“You are wondering,” he said, in
his abrupt, unexpected way, “why the
sight of that emerald and the story
of your experiemces in Singapore
have affected me. It will take Soh-
bat half an hour to find Gomba, the
fellow I sent him for. He could
probably produce him in five min-
utes, but he will want to loiter at
the edge of the settlerent to pick
up fmore murmutings 6t the natives,
I will eccupy the halt hour.”

EYTON nodded. “You have been

mysterious,” he said. “Amd I am
interested in a phease you used—
‘whispers out of the morth.”

“I will begin there,” Breedon re-
turmed. “If you remain in this part
of the country long, you will soon
learn that ‘the north” has a signifi-
cance that iz ominous. We (se the
designatiom in much more tham a
geogtaphicall Betse, The nefth, to
us, hete in Dessa Luak, means
dangee.”

“But there is only Tibet to the
north,” Peyton observed. "The bot-
der, I have always understood, is
impassable.”

“You know yout Assarh out ot the
geographies only,” Breedom res-
matked deyly. “Tibet Is te the north,
but so is the norman's land ot the
Nogi tribes.”

“Nogi tribes? I've heard there are
savages beyond the jungle.”

“The Nogis are there. Cannibals
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by legend, head-hunters unquestion-
ably, Nominally the territory they
inhabit I3 under British contrel, but
Britain has been careful te avoid any
attempt at administering it, or bring-
Ing it under any kind of gowernment.

“The Nogis are a fiierce tribe, per-
haps the 1at of the world’s pure sav-
ages. They are a mongrel race, part
Tibetam, part Chinese and part Mon-
golian. They allow no stranger to
inteude upon their domain. A few
ventutesome white men have tried to
invade their country. They have not
feturmed.

N the past there have been Nogi

ralds on this side of the jungle.
The Britich sent expeditions against
therm, and returmed with fewer men
than set out and no other result. The
Nogi fastnesses are immpenetrable.”

“Pretty sort of neighbors,” Peyton
commented.

“Pretty! The last time they called
upon us—that was before my time
out here, but your uncle then was
running his plantation—they left
half the settlement dead behind
them.

“Tomorrow you will meet at least
one man, gray-haired and bent now,
who killed his wife, little more than
a bride, rather than let her fall iinto
the hands of the raiding Nogis. That
was the last time they came through
the jungle. But we've been afraid
ever since.”

“Was that what you meant by—
‘whispers from the morth"?”

“Yes. It began three days age:
The Bhutamese began to be restless.
Began to desert the plantations and
come into the settlement. Question-
ing them was of no avall. They
pointed to the jungle. Semething
that they undetstood came to them
out ot the forest. The situation has
been growing fore and more mys-
terious.

“The Hindus whose huts are out-

side the settlement are disappeat-
ing. to the south. The native As-
samese are spending hour after Reur
before their Buddha. And, as S6h-
bat said, the orchids have tubmed 6A
their stems to face the south, The
jungle’s omen.”

“You expect to get some informa-
tion from the native you have sent
for?™

'q“IWIE years ago I found Gemba in

the jungle, terh and bleeding, a
dead baby leepard beside Rim. His
poisoned spear wad in the animal's
shoulder, but the leepard's paws had
mangled him before the poisen get
in its werk,

“I recogmizad himm as a Negi who
had wandered farther south than is
the wont of his tribesmem. But I
brought him in and managed to patch
hitm up and save him. It teok guite
a while.

“He was so astounded by my fail-
ure to fiinish off the leopard’s work
that he refused to go back to his
teibe. Perhaps he was afraid. He
has remaimed in the settlernent. He
has been acting strangely for the
last theee days.”

Peyton pointed to the magazine
spread over the emerald. “Why
cover this because your fman ia com-
ing im?"

Breedom wa3 thoughtful for a mo-
ment, frowning to himself. He looked
across the table to Peytom suddenly.

“You spoke of the ‘Blue Mountain.}
Gomba told me of the Blue Moun-
tain. And told me—"

He did not fifirikh. A sound at the
compound door interrupted and an
instant later Sohbat stood withim the
room, a strange fligure behind him.

A thim, half-naked, brown figure,
with beady eyes and nose and lips
split grotesquely, as by an animal's
claws. Above his loin-cloth the man
wore a cape of yak hide. His thin,
wity legs were bare, as were his feet.
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His little eyes blinked at the lamp
light, then he slid into the room and
stood uneasily, his gaze never leav-
ing the tall form of Breedom, who
had risen from the table,

Breedon eyed the newcomer for a
full minute. He spoke suddenly and
sharply.

“Wihat comes out of the nerth,
Gomba?" )

The man started and shifted un-

gasily:

’-‘é%ms!’-’ Breedon fapped: ""ngj
de the Buhtansss come In fFEﬂ J §
E!éa%%f,jéﬁ&ﬁ??’ Why de the Hinghs

Gemba glapced at Peyten. With
3 gesture of his hand Bregder SBSp:
sofed his guest: but the _N?gi-ﬁ
glance did net leaye PBeytons Haee:

“Thres nights ago,” Gomba said, in
a high, shrill voice that was, mever:
theless, little more tham a mawrmur,
Ythe jungle began to talk: It began
to tell of strangers from the south.
One stranger comes. The jungle
speaks truth. There is amnother
stranger who comes soon.”

METHING in the Nogi's steady
gaze at him caused a shiver to
course Peytom's spine. Vet the man
did not seem to be unfriendly. In
his eyes there was no antagonism.
Peyton couldn't understamd his feel-
ing.
“But
strangers?”
"They come
Luak.”

The Nogi shifted his glance to the
man who had saved his life and upon
whorn he spent a devotiom that was
slavish,

“The jungle speaks further, sahib-
master,” he said, still in his shrill
but quiet monotome. "The jungle
leaves speak to each other and say
the strangers come to the Blie
Mougtaifn."”

“To the Blue Mountain?" Breedon

what of the arrival of
Breedilom demanded.
regularly to Dessa

exclaimed. “Go on, Gomba. What
more does the jungle say to youw?"

“That the stranger who is still to
come from the south may pass
through the lands of my tribe and
ascend the mountain in peace. ~ But
the other one, the stranger who is
already come, he may not pas® among
the Nogis.™

Gomba had returmed his gaze to
Peyton and Peyten leaped to his
feet.

"Is it possible the man referg to
me?"” he exclaimed. “By his man-

ner, he seems to. I don't under-
stand.”
“I do not know, szihib-master,”

Gomba said quickly, “I know only
what the jungle says.”

Peyton would nave spoken again
but Breedon imtervened.

“As I warned you, Gomba knows
more than he will admit—even to me.
To him every sound in the jungle is
speech—speech that he and the
Bhutamese can understamd as easily
as we understamd our native Jan-
guage. In the trail a marmot rmakes
when It crosses a wild yak's path he
can read every jungle &ewel”

Whiille he spoke he turmed his back
on the Nogi, and with an appearance
of utter detachmemt, casually lifted
the spread-out magazine and folding
it, tossed it to the opposite end of
the table.

EYTOMN, watching Geomba out of

the eerner of his eye, saw {he
Neogi stiffen, his eyes fastened sn the
emeratd. Curiously, a shade of the
native's deep brown geemed to €bb
frem his faee and his eyes te bulge.

Breedon turned slowly and gazed
steadily at the tramsfixed Nogi, The
silence in the room drew out. Pey-
ton, bewildered, stared from Bree-
don to the other.

From the compound outside, the
sound of a door being closed in one
of the bungalows around the square
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filredd in, and the far call of a
night bird. A dog howled, and the
low, monotonous drone of the wind
through the arack trees at the
jungle’s edge came closer.

Still the Nogi gazed at the emer-
ald, tense and fascinated. The si-
lence grew weird. Peytom would have
brokem it, but there was a sudden
interruptiiom.

A sound that was close. To Pey-
ton it sounded as if a visitor had
tapped at the door that opened onto
the compound. Tapped not with his
knuckiles, he thought, but with the
ferule of a cane, or riding crop, per-
haps, for it was a sharp sound.

Breedom moved toward the door
but Gomba, suddenly galvanized into
life, leaped across the room and
threw himself upon the white man,
Breedon stumbled backward with an
oath and Peyton stepped forward to
interfere. Gomba whirled upon him.

“It is to you, sahib-master, the
jungle speaks maowl"

REEDON swore again, but not
this time at Gomba. To Peyton
he sald shacply:

“Keep out of range of the door.
That's what Gomba means.”

From a drawer under the table
Breedon brought out an awtomatic
pistol and fllipperld the safety catch.

“Wiat is it?” Peyton cried.

“Wadit,” Breedon commanded, “un-
til Gomba opens the door.”

Gomba was already creeping to-
ward the door, keeping warily to one
side of it as he approached. When
he turmed the knob and flng the
door open he leaped backward, as if
he expected a danger of some sort
to come rushing in upon him,

But there came in only the sudden
aswell of the night’s weird noises, the
rustling of creepers in the jungle
underbrush and the stir of prowling
animals.

And the wind, a brisk wind, that

found the pages of the magazine on
the bungalow table and Adhteared
them.

There seemed to be nothing else,
but Gomba suddenly grunted and
sprang at the opened door. From
its panels he withdtew an arrow
which had Dbeen imbedded deep.
Wihemn he flung the door shut he held
the arrow for Breedon to see.

"A message, sahib-master,” he said,
“from my tribe. To the stranger
who has come to the szhib-master's
house."”

CHAPTER V
Tiee Bliwe Mbpmitzin

N unthinking amazement, his
wits dulled by the Nogi’s man-
ner, Peyton reached for the ar-

row which Breedon had dropped
upon the table. Gomba cried a shrill
warniag.

“PoiBored,” Breedem said. “Don't
touch the tip. Wea've never discov-
ered an antidete and Gomba swears
there is none.”

The Nogi gave signs, now, of
growing antipathy to Peytom. Bree-
don noticed this and said, cwrtly:

“He comes to this house as my
friend, Gomba, If the wind from the
north brings peril, it brings it upon
me as well, for what comes to him I
shall share.”

The Nogi
formal salaam.

“It is as the sahib-master says,” he
said. “"To the sahib-mastet’s friend,
Gomba also is friend.”

“That is good, Gomba. Now speak
up. What does the poisoned arrow
mean?"”

“The jungle has sald that a stran-
ger comes from the south who may
not pass the Nogis. The jungle
speaks true. The stranget has come.
The Nogis warh that in the jungle
there is death fer him. They wara
mere. That death will eeme here

bowed in a sort of
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for him, perhaps for all white men.
Death is near, sahib-masters.”

“But in God’s name, why Gomba?"
Peyton exclaimed. "I have no inten-
tion of trying to pass through the
Nogi territory. I never until this
night heard of your people.”

The native regarded him stolidly.

“The jungle speaks true. One
stranger comes. A womamn stran-
ger—1¥

“A woman?” Peytom cried.

“A woman stranger. She the Nogis
will protect. Another stranger is al-
ready come. Him the Nogis will
kill, and all who would save him. If
sahib-masters ask why, Gomba cannot
say.”

Breedon indicated the emerald
which glittered green beside the
sombre arrow.

“You recogmized this, Gomba.”

The Nogi fizshesl Breedom an wun-
easy, pleading glanmce. Breedom per-
sisted.

“If you wish to serve me, don't
hold back what might help us.*

E native was silent a moment,
then apparently made up his mind
to speak.

“It is the sign the jungle speaks
of. The sign of the strange people
of the Blue Mountain.”

“Ah! T thought so!™

Peytom was so struck by Breedon's
exclamatiiom, and his manmnet, that he
could not speak at once. Breedon
seemed to be lost in thought, star-
ing at the pool of shimmering green.
Presently Gomba glided up to the
table.

“If sahlb-master will watch with
pistols while Gomba gone, Gomba
will go into the jungle, quick. Gomba
will come back, maybe quick, maybe
next moon.”

“We will
Gomba I"

The native salaamed in the Hindu
fashion he had picked up, and dis-

watch, with pistols,

appeared—not through the door that
opened to the compound, but in the
back of the bungalow from where he
could slip out into the night noise-
lessly and wnobserved.

Now it was Peyton's turm to pace
the floor, and Breedon’s to sit at the
table motionlessly, watching the
younger man.

Between the two men there was a
marked change. Blair Peytom, fresh,
young and active, his face modeled
with strength, yet touched with the
handsomemness of a boy.

E prospect of his trip into the
unfrequented regions of Assam
had enthused him. He had done no
little dreaming, on the way across
the Pacific, of the glamot and adven-
ture that seemed to be promised.
Since Singapore, however, his man-
ner had somewhat changed. He was
subdued and thoughtful. More than
he would have acknowledged the
prophecy ot Chia-win, the China girl
behind the dell heuse eurtain, had
entered his mind.

He was imaginative enough to
wonder, occasionally, if indeed some
necromancy of the East was not at
work around him.

And the vision of Sainya, the
dancing girl, falling back agaiiriat the
knives of her browm-robed assassins,
persisted in his brain. There, surely,
was not necromancy—but awfil
horrible fact.

And there remained the other fact
—that seemed more and mote to be
associated with dread. The Emer-
ald of Pharoah!

Fantastic as it seemed—the price-
less gem had been pressed into his
unwitting fiingess by the woman
whose life he had saved. And that
woman remained an utter stranger—

What was it Gomba had said? *“A
woman stranger comes—she, the No-
gis will protect!”—"The emerald is
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the sign of the strange people of the
Blue Mouwmtaiml®™

Breedon watched him quietly. A
somberness had settled over the fea-
tures of the older man. Tt seemed
that into his eyes a shade of morose-
ness had entered. He seemed to be
reading the other’s mind while his
own mind dwelt upon some secret
thoughts that, now and again,
brought a glitter into his morose
eyes. Occasionally he glanced from
Peyton to the emerald on the table
before him.

Suddenly Peytom swung around.
“Feor God's sake, Breedom, tell me
what its all abowt?™

REEDON nodded quietly and

fhetioned te the ehair aeress the
table Peytom had vaeated. Whemn the
youRger man drepped inte it, Bree-
den preduced a secend pistol frem
the table drawer and slid it elese to
Peyioms ftingars.

“Whhiille we talk.” he observed, “we
might keep our attentiom on the
crack of the compound door. If it
begins to widen noiselessly, take a
shot without waiting. That arrow
Indieates that the Negi's have come
cloge.”

“But it is all so preposterows!™
Peyton exclaimed.

Breedon nodded again. From the
drawer where the pistols had been
he brought a square of paper marked
with ink-deawm lines whieh, Peyton
decided, represented a erude and
amateurish map, He spread the map
under the glow of the iable lamp and
pointed with a penecil tip,

“Here,” he said, “is Dessa Luak.
And here is the jungle.”

To Peytom the markings swddenly
became quite clear. Breedom’s man-
ner was tense, imptessive. Peyton
watched the pencil peint while the
other talked.

“The width of the jungle 1s ap-
proximately ten miles. We penetrate
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it for a mile or so quite easily wher
we are in the mood for a. hunt, 6t
when we pgo out after a raiding
panther. For that distance the arach
trees are moderately far apart and
the underbrush is mostly orchids, fir
and loose creepers.

"But after that there are no tracks
save the paths of the rhinocerl and
these converge at the water holes,
Expleration parties seldom return,
The jungle is a barrier between
Assam and Tibet almost aB impreg-
nable as the mountaim passes be-
yond.”

LL of this Peyton already knew,
but he did not imterrupt.

“"Beyondt the jungle,” Breedon
went on, “lies the Nogi domain, a
bareem, rocky country that marks the
heginning ot the upward slope to the
Himalayes, Wihat we khnow of this
domain is whelly unreliable.

"“Tie Nogis, as has been said, per-
mit no visitots. They guard the
Tibetan passes more stubberaly than
could a dezem regiments of British
goldiets. They are as unfriendly to
the Tibetans and Mongols as te the
whites oA this side of the jungle.

“There are a dozen separate tribes
of themm and they fiight one amother
industriously, but they unite at the
firstt whisper of intrudets from either
the north or sowth,

“And as you saw tonight, their
weapons are poisoned darta and
spear-heads—which are more grue-
some than the metal of bullets or
steel of blades.™

Wihille he spoke, his tone settling
into a drome, Breedon’s peneil point
followed twisting Hnes of the map,
to settle at last at a point beyond
the Negi domain.

“Here,” he said, "is supposed to be
the Nyinser—the only knewn pass
through the meountains inte Tibet,
Twenty years ago a group of whites
managed to cross the Nogi territery
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and came upon this pass. The party
ventured through it and managed to
get into Tibet.

“One of the party managed, also,
to get back to Dessa Luak. The rest
did not. But this one came back dy-
ing of jungle fevers. He left little
more than a legend of the Nyinser
and its location. What I have drawn
here is the interpretatiom of the fal-
tering descriptioms he was able to
give, as they have been handed along
during the twenty years.

“And I have made a few correc-
tions based upom what Gomba has
tried to tell me. Gomba can make
neither head or tail out of a map,
ot course. And he can talk geogra-
phy enly by the use of lamdmarks
which are planted in his mind. But
he has described the Nyimset jtself,
with mueh detail. If ever I come
upon it I shall be able to get through
it—to what is beyend.”

Peyton looked up sharply.

“If ever you come upon it? Do
you mean to say you have some idea
of braving the jungle yourself?”

REEDQN was silent a moment,

his peneil peint wandering over
his improvised map almlessly, touch-
ing here and there at markings which
to Peyton remained wnintelligible.
At last he said, quiiexdhy:

“Sooner or later I shall try to fimd
the Blue Mountain, It is somewhere
close to the other end of the Ny-
inset.”

“Again the ‘Blue Mountain'!” Pey-
tem exclaimed. "This emerald—
Gomba's prattling—the mysterious
‘woman straigesi’—alll seem linked, in
your mind and yeur Gomba's, with
your weird Blue Mountain. And
even O'Neill mumbles abeut it.”

“Shall I tell you, briefly, the story
brought back by the man who re-
turmed, dying of jungle fevers?™

Peyton nodded silently.

“Thete are one or two pioneers in

Dessa Luak left, who remember his
returm. They would tell you em-
phatically that the fellow came back
utterly crazed. That the fever had
sapped his brain.

“He cried out, in his delirium,
about a mountain with a blue peak
where other peaks were white with
snow; a mountain that reached not
so high as Everest, but was more
difficult to scale. ‘Beyond Nyinser'
he screamed, over'amd over while he
was dyimgs ‘'Beyond Nyinser, the
Blue Mountaim—amd the strange
people—and, besides, the Lake of

Monsters".

EYTON leaned back in his chair

suddenly and laughed aloud.

“Oh, come now! ‘Lake of Mon-
sters! I'm beginning to think some
kind ot fever has got hold of the
whaole bateh of you—O'Neill included,
though he's never been near the
jungle before.”

"Yes,” Breedon admitted surpris-

ingly. “Perhaps I am crazy. Some-
times, when I listen to Gomba, I
think I am.”

"Your man Gofba, a8 Negi himself
whe knows the Nyinser Pass, verifies
the yarn of your dying mamn?”

“And adds to it. Let me go on.
When I &ome to Dessa Luak, the
story of the chap who came back
from the north was seen reteld to
fie. You see, up hete, we have few
things to talk abeut after the mail
has been gone over and the news
frerh heme exhausted. Pelities, plan-
tatien ges&sip and eur littte seandals,
beeeme tireseme.

“Seven years ago, when I came,
there still were many whe had lis-
tened te the ravings of the dying
man. They liked te pass them oA to
neweemers. His tale of a Mmeuntain
with a blue Asge was intriguing. AS
was his ineeherent attempts to tell
hew he and Ris cempaniens had fel-
lewed a yak trail up its side te come
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at last upon the home of what he
called 'the strange peoplé.'

“At this point, it seems, he began
to scream of monsters in a pool, or
lake, monsters that he wouldn’t even
descrilbe, they filled his tottering
brain so horribly. But it was gath-
ered that the rest of the party met
their deaths in some terrible fashion
in this pool of water. How the one
escaped was never discovered. He
died with his screams on his lips."

“And Gomba has decorated those
ravings with a semblance of trath?"

RELATED them to him one day

\when he was convalescing, in a
baek roer in this bungalew. The
fellow was wershiping e by then,
and had bBegum te pick up English
werds with an amazifg facility—with
Sehbat's help. He gave me te wnder-
stand at that time that he knew of
the Blue meuntain and of the sirange
peeple.

“From that minute on I turned my-
self into a language teacher, I made
an amusement out of it, not having
a woman to occupy my mind. At
length Gomba filled in the gaps in
the other poer fellow’s ravings.

“"He swears there is a blue moun-
tain. He has never seen it, nor, he
says, have any of his tribesmem, for
they do not go beyond the Nyinser.
But they knew of it. And more,
they know of the 'strange people’
and the 'Lake of Meonsters'.”

In sudden gesture Breedom dropped
his pencil and lifted the emerald.

“Gomiba recognized this,” he said,
impressively. "Deo you doubt thag?"

Peyton frowned. “You heard me
accuse him of knowing somsething
about it. I was mstounded.”

“And your dancing girll—the
Sainya of Bangkok who had taken
refuge in the Singapore cabaret—she
called it the ‘Emerald of Pharoah"?"

Peyton was appalled by the glitter
that come into the other man’s nar-
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rowed eyes, Breedon had Jleaned
across the table, The hand that held
up the gem clenched it se ¢ightly
that the veina in his wrista were
puiple ridges, and his lipa were so
tightly pressed that they had ebbed
a sickly white.

Peyton could only nod his affirma-
tion. He wondered if there could be
a strain of madness somewhere in
Matthew Breedon's blood.

REEDON dropped the jewel and

got up. He paeed the reom with
leng strides, gazing all the while at
the feer and ruttering te himself.
His pistel lay where he had feft it
aRd suddenly Peyton realized that
Beth sf them Rad fergetien te wateh
the deer fer the pessible widening
gt its erack—which was 8 mean Negi
danger.

He forgot everything save the man
who walked the flloor and muttered
to himself, and that other form that
was never out of his memeory, the
cloaked fiigure that walked ahead of
him in Vietofia Square and that had
80 raysteriously confronted him for
that briet second in Salgon Street at
the entramee te the Frenchman's.

All at once it seemed to him as if
there were two people walking the
floor of Breedon's bungalow. Bree-
don himself and another, a wvague,
dim fligure that was tramsparent—in
a long cloak that completely hid her
face.

He grew cold with apprehension
of some impending thing, and rose,
gropingly, lost in his spell. His move-
ment seemed to bring Breedon back
to a sense of his presence.

The man Bwung around and came
up to the table, his face darkened
in the shadow above the shaded lamp.
Peytom &iaw that he was lividly
white.

“Emerald of the Pharoah!" Bree-
don said, his voice tense. “That ex-
plains everything—that Gomba has
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told me! I know who the strange
people are. I know who the ‘we-
man stranger’ is—the woman whose

life you saved from the Dyak
knives!”

“Good God, man. Wthat is it you
are sayimg?™

Breedon’s voice rose to a cry:

KNOW, I tell you! I know why

the orchid filoweis have turned
their faces to the south. In welcome
to that one who comes to join the
Strange People. Who comes back
to them with the bleod of the royal
Pharoahs in her veins. The living
Pharoah, Peytom!ll Think of it!

“The Pharoah strain kept alive
through all these thousands of years.
Kept alive by the Pharoah Priests
of Ra, who fled from Egypt to make
their home through the centuries on
the hidden crest of the Blue Moun-
tain! Fled with the gold and jewels
of ancient Egypt and crossed a con-
tinent to hide in safety while the
world fmoved on below their feet—
to hide and wait for and pray for
Egypt’s restoration!”

Now, Peytom knew the man was
insane. Or so he told himself. And no
sooner did he accept this comclusion
as final than doubts began to enmter
his brain.

Something in the other’s tenseness,
his utter convictiom, seemed to
bridge the gap across the top of the
lamp and grip at his own wits. He
discovered to his amazement that he
had unconsciously lifted the emer-
ald, and was grasping it as tightly
as had Breedon a mement 6f two be-
fore,

And when he looked down at his
own wrist he saw that his veins were
purple ridges too.

“It's fantastic!” was all that he
could say. Breedon echoed his word.

“Fantastic? Yes. Unbelievable,
But, Peytom, God knows that I be-
lieve it. Wihat became of the Priestd

of Ra when the Pharvahs fell? Are
there not a thousand hints in the
papyri at Cairo's muBeum that the
household priests of the last Phar-
oah fled across the Dead Sea, taking
with them the accumulated treasures

of the dynasty?

“Have not the tombs disclosed
hieroglyphics that more than one
Egyptologist has translated into
phrases that point to a living Phar-
oah spirited away to an unknown
harbor? Fantastic? So the savants
have said. But the Nogis say differ-
ently.

“Their legends tell of the Strange
People, who came before Buddha of
the Tibetans; before Christ, of the
Christians; befere Bhrama, of the
Hindus. They tell of rites and sacri-
fices on the Blue Mewntain—that
were the rites and saerifices of Old
Egypt. They have never seen these
people of the meuntain, as Gemba
deelares, but they serve them faith-
f:lly:beeauae their aneestors served
the.

“Ewvery generation of young Nogis
is taught to watch for the coming of
the stranger from the south, the
stranget wheo I8 te be guarded and
passed thtough the Nogi demain and
guided through the Nyinser pass 6
the base of the meuntain, Who weuld
these strangets be—if net the livin
Phaioalhs, ene after the ether (hreug
all the years, eofme to PresidE over
the couneils of their Ridden guard-
jane—=the living Priests 6f Ra?”

OLD perspiration gathered on
’ Peyton’s forehead. He wantc
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was the fiirst smile Peyton had seen
on his somber face.

“I am not talking,” Breedom said,
almost pleadingly, “without knowing
what I am saying. I have Bpent seven
years translating into meaning those
incoherent ravings of the poor chap
who came back to die. I taught
Gomba to be my slave and to under-
stand English, that I might fit those
ravings into the legends of the
Nogis.

ND I have sent to Egypt for such
clues as the savants permit to
escape inte the werld. They believe
their own eclues, these Egyptelegy
fellows, but they—like ysu—have the
word ‘fantastie’ always in the back
of their heads, and unlike e, are
atraid of ridicule. But I believe,
Peyton, that the Priests of Ra in-
habit the Blue Mountaim and that the
worhan whese life you saved is the
princess of the House of Pharoah!
“Remember your Sainya—The
wind is from the Nottth,” and "Emer-
ald of Pharoah." Remember Gomba
—just a little while ago. ‘The sign
of the strange people.’ Amnd remem-
ber the assassins who would have
killed you for no other reasom than
your possession of the emerald.”
Peyton sorted out another mem-
ory that confused him. "But why,
then, the attack on this unknown wo-
man’s life in Victoria Square? Dyaks
sought to wipe me out, presumably
because I had interfered in their plan

to kill her. Somehow that doesn't
fit in with after evemts.”
Breedon shook his head. “I don't

understand that. The living Phar-
oah has enemies who have hired the
Dyaks. That is the only possible ex-
planation. The Dyaks are murderers
for hire, you know. I refuse to try
to understand everythimg—umtil the
right time comes.”

“The right time? Can there be
such a time?"

“I am going through the jungle,
Peyton,” Breedon said quietly, I
have made up my mind. I probably
shall net returm. There i8 A6 one to
grieve it I den't. But I've lived
seven years with my broeding over
the strange peeple on the Blue
M?g‘atam,. and Aew I shall Runt them
eut.

Peyton was conscious, again, of the
emerald in his hand. He opened his
palma and stared down inte the shim-
mering, watery greea. He turmed the
stone 80 that its earved face looked
up at him,

Something of the serenity of that
face communicated itself to him.
And. somehow, the vacant circles of
the eye pupils seemed to grow vivid
and animate, and the whole face to
take on the warmth of life,

Wien he spoke, after the drawn-
ot silence, it was as if he did not
speak to Breedom at all, but to the
glel of the face carved In the price-
less gem.

“I'd like to find her again,"” he
said. “I'll go with you, Breedon.”

CHAPTER VI
Thoeggh the [dungle

AWN was breaking over the
compound amd drifting
through the curtains of

Breedon's bungalow when the ftwe
fmen rose fimally frem the table en
which Breedon had sptead his im-
provised rmap o6f the regions te the
ABFtH.

Again and again he had attempted
to dissuade Peyton from joining in
the adventure in the Nogi domain.
But his protests were half-hearted.
Peytom knew that under his reserve
Breedon was delighted that Hhis
friend should velunteer to join in
what proriised to be a dangefous as
well as feelhardy undertaking.

Some of Breedon's enthusiasm had
communicated itself to the other,
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In his calmer moments Peyton pre-
tended an utter disbelief in the
eurious conclusions Breedom had ar-
fived at—that there could still exist
in the werld a carefully preserved
strain of the royal bleed of Egypt,
and, mere, that the Egyptiam priest-
heod had perpetuated {tself in such

a far exile as the unknewn pass iA
Ehe Himalayas and there hearded the
aneient treasure of the Egyptian
kiRgs.

But always these saner moments
passed before the logic of Breedon's
arguments—and before the memory
of the recent events of Singapore
and Gomba's strange comdiict.

Wiith the dawn, and relief from
further fear, temporatily at least, of
a Nogi visitation out of the jungle,
Peyton decided to prepare O'Neil for
what was ahead rather tham lie down.
O'Neil had been put up temperarily
at the elub and Peytom left the
buRgalow te eress the eempound to-
ward the elub heuse.

E settlement’s life already was
astir. Behind the heuses whieh
skirted the squake, moved the lurking
figures of the Bhutamese Ilaberers
whe had stelen In frefh the planta-
tions. The uneasiness that had set-
tled down over the little eolony
brought its residents early from their
beds and through the windows ot the
bungalows could be seen their we-
men, moving abeut In their house
sarongs, the long single garments
affected on the frontief.

The breeze from the jungle was
fragrant with the scents of wild
clematis, mimosa, beech and lotus.
The bordering arack trees waved
lazily in the wind, lazily and peace-
fully.

In the bright light of day Peyton
ridiculed himself for the night of
tense consideratiom of the strange
menace symbolized in the poisoned
arrow sunk into Breedon's dooft.

Still the zest of the adventure
tingled in his blood.

Breedom had spent the small hours
of the night elaborating upon his
conclusions and explaining his “evi-
dence.” He had produced a volum-
inous correspondemee with Lord Kil-
daire, the celebrated British expert

on Egyptiian history.

ORD KILDAIRE had professed

a consumjng interest in the story
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gions that when the ézﬁaﬁy of the
Pharoahs crumbled. the heuseheld
Brigsts had fled with the reyal treas:
ure and the reyal heir, to perpetuate
themselves through centuries of wait-
ing for the miracle of restoratien.

This letter from the great British
Egyptologist did more than anything
else to persuade Peytom that the se-
cret of the Blue Mountain, granting
that there was such a thing as a
“secret of the Blue Mountain,” might
prove to be interestimg, if not
startlimg.
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O’Neil, grumbling against the
dawn, which he swore he hadn't met
for time out of mind, rolled from hid
cot at the club house te listen sleepily
while his patron explaimed that they
§66h would be earrying the Emerald
of Pharoah still further than the out-
pest of Dessa Luak. When Peyten
fentioned that it weuld be a gquest
ot the Blue Meuntain the big Irish-
fan was suddenly full awake.

ERE are two tales,” he said,
selemnly, "“that have cofe dewn
through the years te get at the hearts
of sailermen; It you might say sail-
ormen have such things as hearts.
The one has te do with the Flying
Dutehrmam, which is told one way or
anothee on all the seas, and the other
has to do with the Blue Mountain
of Tibet, which I8 an Oriental tale
and you hear it mostly in the ports
of the Gulf of Siam and the China
Sea.

“You never get the straight of it,
and you never hear it told the same
way twice, but still, you might say,
its always about the same—that up
where civilizatiom ends and hell be-
gins, which is way of saying where
Tibet starts, there's something that
links the old world to the new. I've
told you before what I've heard. Pity
it is I've mostly been drunlc when
I've heard it, which in a manner of
speakiin’ i8 not a bad way to be when
you're a-hearin’ of curious things. It
makes you more believin',

“I'm with you, my lad, on any
sort of adventuring, but I'm saying
here and now that from the little
I've seen of him, considerin’ that we
only arrived late on the yesterday, I
don't trust your Mister Breedon.”

IS, probably, was the longest
speech Shane O'Neil] ever made in
his SPEECNarmd 2R Qn’x‘lﬂle'd?a‘f‘é‘iymi%lbn
blzediy aitid: '™ Tidielel sHAIRS
3434 sR¥ppddi Bk fore’ kllerlf'eguﬁ should

have stopped before begun."”

“Why don’t you like Breedon,
O’Neil?”

"“Ask me why I have wartd on my
fingess every two yeats when I've
fiever been near a toad? I'll tell you
I don't know.”

“Them we’'ll not speak of that
again. Mr. Breedom has aroused my
curiosity. I believe that he thinks
he is on the track of a great and
interesting discovery. Wihetther he
s of net, I'm going in with him.
Fact I8, my tea plantatiom is shot to
pieces, nothing te be done about it
IA 2 Rukry, 86 I've time.”

“Fact is,” O'Neil said, slyly,
“you're wanting to know what kind
of a face was wrapped in the collar
of the long cloak you spated being
punctured In Victoria Square.
Thete's no chance at all your Jittle
heathen friend Gemba meant that
lady, when he told of a weman
steanger, but you might say it's what
there's ne chanee of that eefmes true
Aew and them. When de we pack?”

“We travel with little packing,”
Peytom returmed. "Amd we wait un-
til Gomba comes out of the jungle.”

OMBA reappeated, not with “the
next moon,” but at neen of the

second day. Peyton and Breedon
were at the club, in the bae, when
Sohbat came in to salaam before his
master.

“It is Gomba,” he said.
say, come quick please.”

The Nogi had thrown himself on
the rug of the Breedom bungalow's
front room, in complete exhaustion.
His yak-hide cape was tossed aside.
His body was bare save for the loin
cloth. His back was cut by brush
thorms. At Breedon’s step the native
leaped to his feet. He attermpted a
low salaam and his weakness over-
came him. He toppled again to the
floor. Breedom commanded Sohbat,
sharply, to bring brandy.

“Gomba go far,” the Nogi said

“Gomba
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when the brandy had brought life
and strength to his veins, *“Every-
where in the jungle are Gomba's
tribesmen, but never are there two
in the one place. Gomba must hear
two of them talk, one to the other,
so Gomba go far. At last Gomba
hear.”
"“Good!” Breedsm
“"What did you hear?"
“Even now the woman stranger
passes through the jungle, sahib-
master. Tomotrow she will be among
the Nogis, where the Nyinser begins.
My peeple guard the jungle paths.
They wait for the other stranger.”
Now the little fellow's beady eyes
turmed upon Peytom. He murmured:
“The new sahib-master must not go
out under the moon."

exclaimed.

REEDON laughed shortly. "We

shall be tinder the meem if yeur
own domain, Gomba, Tomortow we
start—for the Blue Mewntain.”

Gomhba leaped to his feet, his eyes
blinking. Suddenly he fell to his
knees and in the Nogi gesture of
supplicatiom bent to lay his palms
flat on the floor before him.

“You will not go, szhib-imaster,”
he cried. “Not with the new stranger.
The Nogis seek the greem stone.
From the strange people on the
mountaim there has come word. It
is word to the Nogis. It is the com-
mand that the Nogis bring te the
foot of the mountain the green
stone. The strange people say the
green stone does net belong ln the
keeping of the white stranger.”

“Ah!" Breedem exclaimed. “That
explains the poisoned arrow and the
attacks of the assassing in Singapore.
The friemdB of the unknown woman
in Vieteria Squiare den't appreve of
her little gift of an emerald that is
witheut priee.”

“Yes, yes!” Gomba cried. “The
strange people want it back. To the
Nogis they have said: ‘Returm to us

the green stone. It is held by hands
that defile it. Those hands must not
keep it That is what the jungle
repeats to Gomba.”

EYTON frowned. “I understand
the unrest In the jungle became
apparent three days befete fy ar-
tival, yet I eame as fast as beat and
traih eould bring me after My eseape
froth these whe killed Sainya. I'm
uzzled te khew hew werd ecould
ave gene inie the Negi demaim,’
with whieh there {8 R8 communiea-
tion, Befere an enemy of mipe eould
have Breught it from the sguth. That
is, gt esurse, admitting that Gemba
is right aRd that there i3 & iRk Be-
fween the steRe 3Rd the WAKRBWA
fesidents atep Ris Blue Mounizin

“That is a mysterious thing,” Bree-
don agreed, “but when you have lived
close to the East as long as I have
you will not bother yourselff with
seeking the explanatiom of things
that seem miraculous. You will ac-
cept them as facts and let it go at
that. The Nogis were warned of your
coming, Gomba says, and Gomba is
never fooled by news out of the
jungle,

“The tribesmen flkeredd down to
the very doorstep of Dessa Luak, be-
fore your arrival. And the Bhutanese
and other natives who work the
plantations knew they wete coming.
You might ask ‘hew?' the Bhutanese
kanew, but you'll wait until dosmssday
for your answer.”

Breedon warned Peytom, and
O'Neil as well, that the settlement
must have ne sign of their plan to
go north on any kind of an explora-
tion. Gomba alse urged that the
purpese to atteript reaching the
Nyinser Pass and the fabled Blue
Meuntaim be kept seeret. When he
was eonvinced that his master was
adamant in his deeision Gomba was
eager for the jourmey te begin.

“We do not return,” he said, com-
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placently, “but my eyes shall see
much before they close. Perhaps
we shall come to the end of the
Nyinser. Beyond the Nyinser is the
next world.”

REPARATIQOWNS for the plunge

inte the jungle were simple, and
were guietly made. From the settle-
ment commissary, jaclkettss and
breeches of native weovem box-cloth
were procuted for Peytom and
O'Nezill. Panther rifleB were cleaned
and olled, to be slung on Gomba's
shoulders. No food supplies were
included, save tea and sugar.

“Im the jungle there are fruits,™
Breedon said. “Beyomd the jungle
there is human life, and that means
that also there is food.”

The start was made long before
the dawn of the day after Gomba's
return. To Peytom it seemed that
the ten miles through the dense un-
derbrush could hardly require more
than a portion of the day, but Bree-
don warned him that days might be
consumed.

For a mile after the start the
jungle was criss-crossed with ecasy
paths, beaten and troddem by gen-
erations of huntets for marmot and
parteidges and peacocks, but after a
mile the verdure thickemed. Gemba
led unercingly to an age ot rhinece-
fos trail which weund through arack
and fir trees and eut through the
mattied wndergrewth.

Of this trail there was a full three
miles, and progress was swift. Pey-
ton was eager, zest of the adventure
tingling hi3 veins. Breedom was in-
tent. Peytom occasionally glanced at
him, when a clearing overhead per-
mitted a shaft of the thin merning
sun to creep dowm, and wondered
why it was that O'Neil did net truist
R,

And more than once, coming sud-
denly upon a patch of light, Peyton
surprised O’Neils quiet scrutiny of
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their companion. A changed mood
had come over the big Irishian. By
nature hearty and exhuberamni, he had
assimilated some of Breedom's nats
ural morosemess. Peytom eharged
himm with a ehange of heart.

“'Tis mistaken you are,” O'Neil
promptly assuted him. " 'Tis only
that I'm used to seeing fore and aft,
port and starb’d when I'th navigatin’,
I'm tardy gettin® accustomed to be
going where you ean't see, and €om-
ing from where you ean't leek back.”

The rhimoceros path led eventu-
ally to a long dried water hole upon
which other long abandomed trails
converged. Gormba chose one of
these paths. Breedon called Pey-
ton's attentiom to the comverging
paths.

“The stranger in the jungle would
be bound to pick the wrong one,”
he said. "He would be in luck if he
found himself whete he started.
Motre often they have gone on until
they've found themselves in a pan-
ther's claws.”

HEN Peyton's nerves became

aceustomed te the slow prog-
fess they fade, barely ereeping aleng
behind Gemba's heels, he grew €6n=
scious of the strange jungle neises
which were a weird murthur. He
had the feeling of being swireunded
and watehed By uRknewh living
things, underfoot, behind each matted
Brush, evérhead.

This feeling was intensified by the
actions of Gomba who seemed barely
to creep along the path, even when
the trail opened straight ahead for
many yards at a time. The native's
brain sorted out the neises. A maf-
mot whistled e¢lese and O'Nell
juemped, slapping his hand at his pis-
tol helster. Gomba, however, appeared
net te have heard the little beast's
startled pretest.

An instant later a sound none of
the others could hear found its way
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to the native's ear. He dropped in
the path, prone, signaling the others
to do likewise. Presently Peyton
was aware that the little brown man
—his body innocent of its yak-hide
cape now, was creeping forward,
inech by ineh, on his stomach. S3Sud-
denly he rose. The alarm, whatever
it was, had been false, or the danger
wae passed.

T was Breedon who ammounced,

suddenly, that night had fallen,
Peyton was astounded. He had for-
gotten to keep track of time, and
they had penetrated the jungle's
darkest interiot. For heufs they had
been pushing ferward through wtter
blackmess, but Peytem had suppesed
the sun was still shining abeve the
impenetrable eanepy of tree feliage.

"My people soon will be all around
us,” Gomba whispered. “But they
will meve south, teward Dessa Luak.
With arrows ready for the white
man. We rest off the path, and we
be very still.”

“Resting off the path,” Peyton
soon discovered, meant creeping into
little clearings in the brush that
Gomba shaped with hia hands.
Clearings barely reemy enough for a
body te be fifted inte, not stretched
out but cramped inte a sitting posi-
tion.

Vaguely, Peytom undetstood that
the native was bent upon surround-
ing each of them with a foliage
screen that would serve to some ex-
tent to shut In their scents, protect-
ing them net enly frem the lwrking
Nogis on their way te the settle-
ment’s outskiris, but frem prewling
beasts.

So far as Peytom knew, the inter-
minable night, softened only by oc-
casional periods of fiitfull sleeping,
passed without incident. Gomba,
never at hand, seemed however to be
ever close. O°Neil snored once, but
consciousness of the sound he made

startled him more than either Bree-
don or Peytom. He awoke with a
frightened gasp and after that slept
noiselessly when he slept at all.

But the night had not been with-
out iimciidiemt !

Gomba's bullet-like head protruded
through the verdure screen that
sheltered Peytom and signed that
morning had come. The native led
the way to the trail. Peyton
stumbled over a solid object in the
undergrowth and Gotnba, comtorting
his face intoe the semblance of a grin,
frade a faint, hissing seund.

Peyton’s probing filngers identified
the object he had stumbled over,
The prone body of a naked brown
man. Breedon, stumbling up, whis-
pered in Peytom’s ear.

“"We were pretty close to the end
during the night. Gomba got two of
them. This one and another, who
were stealing up.”

CHAPTER V11
Nasaiigg Blluee Mdoatiin

T was high noon of the fifith day
from Dessa Luak before the
narrow stretch of berderland,

which was the domain of the Nogis,
lay behind the little party.

In the clear atmeosphere of the
Hirmalayas foothilla, on a tableland
hedged in on either side by the rising
slope of rocky hillsides, Breedon and
Peyton, with O'Neil beside them,
looked down tipon the territory they
had crossed at last.

A land of deep valleys in which
wete strewn the crude tents of the
teibesmen whe had lived in this res
mete corner of the world for time
eut of mind, ruled by a strange fres
ligion that was a mixture ef all the
religions of the East, fieree and fof-
ever at war with eaeh other, &anni:
bals By legend, Read-Runters AGW.

It had been a perilous journey
across those valleys and open plains,
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mostly made at night, by following
the bending lines of little rivers that
rushed down every slope of the land
to haven in tiny pools that, Peyton
thought, must surely overflow but
never did.

Gomba explained that these pools
were bottomless. He was quite sure
that his tribesmem had solved the
secrets of the great oceans of which
they knew only the vague rumors
that had come down through past
generatioms.

“The pools go deep into the earth,”
he explained naively, “and then they
come out on the side and the water
from the mountaim rivers flows out
and makes the big lakes the sahib-
masters call the seas.”

EYTON was soon to learn that
ombas exElanatlon of thc ocean
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O'Neil was, perbaps, the mest
weary member of the party. His
great bulk had teld upon him seme-
what, and at Breedon's suggestion an
cighteen hour rest was taken befere
the pass was entered. The rest was
welsome to all, save, perhaps, Gomba,
who seemed to have been unaffected
3}' the experiences of the past few
ays.

THRILLING ADVENTURES

The start into the pass was made
early the following morning. Travel
was not difficult. The cleft in the
mountains was a natutall gorge, a full
quarter of a mile wide and its valley
fairly level. A halt day's progress
had only been made when other
travelers in the pass were sighted,

OMBA was unfamiliar with the

fegion, yet He reeegnized these
ether mysterious fiaves instantly.
Lamas, of Buddhist menks, he ex-
plained te Breedon, whe were the
ohly eentact beiween ihe Negis and
Tipetans. For Bits et eloth and
Baskets, BFQU%E By the menks, he
Negis traded Rides.

“If one of those chaps should caich
a glimpse of us,” Breedon grumbled,
"“we're done. From the fact that
they are appearing In larger and
larger numbets on the pass fTbor,
we're pretty sure to have to run the
gauntlet of a lot of them.”

The walls of the pass were thick
with outjutting spruce and the tall
stems of rhododendrom bushes. Both
Breedon and Peytom had browght
glasses. Wihem these glasses picked
out an apptroaching figure, wsually
accompanied by a dog hitehed to a
tiny cart, the party would instantly
disappear In a clump of rhododen-
dron and wait, silent and metionless,
while the traveler pasgsed. These in-
terruptions beeame rore and mere
frequent.

The lamas wore long dirty robes
that fllsppeti about their sandaled
feet, completely covering their
bodies. On theit heads they wore
the broad-rimmmed straw hat of the
Tibetams. Under their hats the
hoods of their cloaks fitted tightly
against their heads, covering much
ot their cheeks and all of their necks.
Only a patch of their muddy-yellow
faces were visible,

And each one carried the prayers
wheel of his race, a cutious comtriv-
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ance of a series of wheels, each
smaller than the other, pyramided at
the end of a long pole. Breedom ex-
plained :

“They constantly whirl the wheels
and they have a knack of making the
wheels revolve in opposite directions,
Each revolution is supposed to make
a complete prayer to the Supreme
Buddha. The prayer-wheels of the
lathas are their protectiom against
tobbers and unfeiendly bands. The
lama 18 net melested by the rival
factions of the Tibetans.”

S the day drew out it became

appatent that something had to
be dene about the increasing parade
ot lamas, all traveling to the south,
toward the Nogis. Black tents be-
gan to appear, dotting the floor of
the pass and clinging to the side
walls.

“There will be a temple farther
aleng,” Breedon said. “That means
a gang of them clustered in one
spot.”

“It might be possible now,” O'Neil
suggested, “for me to start an argu-
ment with onhe, or maybe twe, of
those fellows. If I argued streng
enough, maybe I'd come out of the
fracas with a pair of these robes and
twe prayer-wheells. By repeating the
argument when the gecasion arese 1
might aequire anether pair of sutfts.
For myself, I'd piek sut a fat ene.”

The suggestion mmeant nothing to
Peyton who began te despait of ge-
ing much farther, and Breedom had
said that the Blue Mountainh, grants
ing that it existed at all, weuld be
Well beyond the far mouth eof {he
pass, in the Heart of the outlying
Tibetan seftlements.

But Breedon shot O'Neil a quick
glance while the Irishman was pre-
posing his whimsical plan. A few
moments later Breedon talked te
Gomba anifhatedly, seme distanee
apart from the others. Peyton saw

that Gomba nodded, and set out along
the floor of the pass at an incredibly
swift trot. Presently he was out of
sight.

“We'll wait until he comes back,"”
Breedon announced.

“You've sent him to the corner
store, maybe?” O’'Neil murmured.

But Breedon made no reply to the
sally. Peytom felt a vague uneasi-
ness coming over him.

It was full two hours before the
Nogi returmed. He appeared sud-
denly out of a clump of spruce close
to where the party waited. In his
arms were the tall poles of prayer-
wheells, wide-brirared straw hats,
and areund his neck hung a bundle
of rags that, when pulled apart, be-
eafhe thiee lafma rebes In various
gtates of delapidated patehwerk.

Peyton whistled. “To the corner
store was right! How did he manage
it?”

Gomba avoided his glance and
Breedon occupied himself by an ex-
amination of the robes, tossing what
seemed to be the most voluminous to
O'Neil. Its filthimsss evoked a dis-
gusted grunt from the Irishman.
Peytom shrank silently from the
touch of the garment Beeedom handed
himm. Tibetan lamas right be hely
faen, but they were net samidary|

N a little while the party had
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“The holy men of Buddha,” Bree-
don returmed, “are accustomed to
Jong periods of silent comtemplation.
The Indian, Gandhi, is silent through
one day each week. Some of these
lafhas take a notion to be speechless
for a year at a time. When we have
found the right vegetable matter with
which te dye eur skins, and can thus
Fidk Being lesked at faee to faee, we
shall simply Be under the ‘silenee
vew.' as Gemba, euf servant will ex-
plain By the preper metiens.”

“Since Gomba scorns the effiort at
disguise, he will be in himself sus-
picious, will he not?” Peyton won-
dered.

“Again we may rely on the pe-
culiarities of the lamas. Exception-
ally hely is the monk who has
rescued a savage tribesmam from the
mire of unbelief in the Supreme
Buddha. Many of them have ser-
vants captured ot lured from the
border tribes.”

T was O'Neil who solved the mys-

tery of Gomba's acguisitiom of the
theee lama outfits, from sandals to
enveloping rebes, from straw head
coverings to spinning prayer-wheels,
When the stop for the night was
made, within sight of the fiist of the
temples they were destined to pass,
O'Neil drew Peytom aside.

“Gomba is an efficient arguer,” he
said.

Peyton looked at him, puzzled.
O’'Neil nodded solemmnly.

“You notice he had a chat with our
friend, back there in the pass. And
that he went away alene. 1 said
nothing about it at the time, but 1
slipped out of the path te imvestigate
a couple of the Nogi's side glanees,
baek aways, and each time I feund
a dead menk. 1 missed the third,
but he weuld have been the fat ene
whose robe I aequired, beeause the
twe I diseovered in the spruce were
skinRy ehaps, whe had Been argued

THRILLING ADVENTURES

with nice and clean, straight to the
heart with a knife from betiimd ™

Peytom’s soul sickened. What
manner of a man was Breedon? The
remainder of the journey through
Nyinset pass ever remained a con-
fused memery of events in Peyton's
mind. As the pgrasslands of Tibet
proper drew nearer, the temples,
litthe pites of erude stone with their
Buddha shrines within, beeame mere
aRd fere MUMEreus:

ANY were the narrow escapes

for the party when they passed
these stone piles and the groups of
lamas gathered about them. Some
day, Peyton prormised himself, he
would tell of the initial stages of his
ventute, in a beok perhaps.

The moment when he recalled this
promise, and swore that his journey
to the Blue Mountain should ever
remain a secret, locked in his soul
as well as his memory, came swiftly
after his fourteenth day of travel
from the little compound of Dessa
Luak.

Their presumed “vow of sillemce™
had got them safely past the temples,
and had even made it possible for
them to spend one tired night at a
great lamasery, a house of monks, be-

yond the pass where the grass
plateaus began.
And it was while they were

stretched on the hard stones of the
lamasery, after the manner of trav-
elers who accept a night's loedging,
that Gomba came creeping up, and
waking Breedon. whispered:

“Tomomrrow, sahib-master, we come

to the Blue Mountain. Gomba has
learned!”
How Gotba “learned,” Peyton

never knew. The Nogi had picked
up many Tibetan words, holy words
most of thermn, for he talked only
with the lamas whe came and went
through the pass, and who trudged
the narrow roads of the grass pla-
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teaus high in the Himalayas. But
they were words that helped to
mutual understandings. Yet he could
hold ne conversatioms. Still, he had
“learned.”

And toward noon of the next day
Breedon pointed ahead, and up, ex-
citedly. Peyton’s blood raced and
O'Neil grunted. Unquestiomably the
high nese of a peak that towered
above its neighbors, was of a blue
tinge, startling, in a sky into which
the white capped peaks of the neigh-
boring mountains faded.

The peak was not higher than
many ot its neighbots. Not high
enough to be ranked as a rival of
Everest. This, to Peyton, explained
what had been his mystery, that
theee could be a Himalaya peak of any
unusual charaeter that had net been
noted by the explorers of the range.

“It is a trick of the sun's rays that
give the crest its bluish tinge,” he
said to Breedon. “If we attempt to
climb it and succeed, we will prob-
ably find, instead of your “strange
people,” a waste of impenetrable
snow that, at close range, is as white
as any other.”

Breedon, through the preceding
days, had become more and more
morese. He had entered into few
conversatioms. Peytom thought his
eyes had taken on a permanent
glitter that was something of a mad-
man's. He talked at length with
Gomba, and Gormba reported to him
after many absences from the party.
Absences which Peytem could not
explain.

CHAPTER WVIII

Eaxtt
EABAVIEERE on the ascent
Peyten had lost Breedon,

O'Neil and Gormia!
Through two torturous days they
had climbed and climbed. Always
the trail upward was marked, definite,

an ever ascending path that showed
the handiwork of human hands. Now
it was a natural ridge around the
mountainside. Now it was an open-
ing cut through rocks. And again it
led across the stumps of trees that
had been cut, not by any cataclysm
of nature, but by saws.

TT dawn of the third day the up-
ward e¢llmb had begun again.
Peyton estimated that they were
twenty thousand feet abeve the level
of the sea, Gomba, who had never
wearied, began te shew the effects of
the altitude. He breathed with diffi-
eulty. O'Neil was frankly tired.
Breedon was as fresh as the day the
party started.

Breedon had gone ahead that
morning. as usual, Peyton foilowing
close behind. And suddenly they
had corie to the snow llne. Here
were great drifts of snow that
geeped down, and down, onte the
teail, in endless drifts of pewdered
white.

Peytom never remembered just
what had happened—but suddenly an
avalanche of dry, powdered snow
swept down upon them. He heard
Breedon calling. an "all right; push
on.” And he had pushed eén.

Oncc again he had heard Breedon's
call, unintelligible but reassuwring,
and he had not stopped. Amneother
snowslide might occur at any me-
ment, and it would be better for beth
of them to be beyond the area.

Presently he was aware of the
ominous silence, the emptimess be-
hind him. Steadying himself against
a protruding rock He Hhalted and
looked back. Behind him the {rail
had made a sharp bend. He sheuied.
In the elear, frezen air ef that great
height, his veiee gathered velume
and eehoed Baek te Rim frem a theu:
sand erags iR the MBURtAIR valleys
aRd gerges, But therk was A8 3lién
seund—shnly his ewn echs.
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He shouted again and again, some:
thing akin to panic coming over him.
During the last few days the nerves
of each man in the party had become
taut, O'Neil had become as meeody
and morose as Breedon ever was,
Gomba had taken on a bit of his
master's surliness. Peyton felt that
a line had been drawn between Bree-
don and, in a minor sense, his faith:
ful servant, and he and O'Neil. A
line of budding emmity,

REEDON regretted that he had

fiet made the journey alonet
This was borne in upon Peytonm more
and more. The never lessening mys-
tery to him was, why?

Still, there in the awful solitude
of that isolated Himalayam peak,
with the menacing Tibetans below
therm, and memory of many days that
had linked them together in endless
danger, the echoing return of his
call, vacant, empty, diisheartening,
wrought something of terror.

He attempted to retrace his steps,
but the slide of snow completely
blocked the trail. He attacked the
powdered pile feverishly with his
gloved hands and soon realized that
he might as well ladle the otean
with a dipper.

For the first time his ears began
to sing, as an effect of the rarefied
atmosphere, and he felt himself sud-
denly growing dizzy, his brain weak-
ening before the awfulness of his ut-
ter aloneness, the altitude and the
intense cold. He began blindly to
rush upward, crazed with the thought
that if, as Gomba and Breedem had
declared, there were ‘““strange
people” on the blue summit above,
they could not be so strange as to
deny him aid in rescuing Breedon
from the downfall of tons of envel-
oping snow,

He had groped his way wupward
perhaps a dozen yards when the

THRILLING ADVENTURES

narrow path swung sharply in a
curve around the mountaim. He
made the bend carefully, steeling his
reeling wits against the bottomless
precipice that stretched downward
from the outer edge of the path. He
knew that he was shouting, still
shouting, hoping to sort out of the
cche an answering cry from either
Breedemn, of from O'Neil and Gomba,
who had been still farther behind.

Suddenly his shouting died in his
threat.

Around the bend in the path he
came face to face with—

One of those figures in long brown
coats that had walked behind the
Unkmown in Victoria Square,

That was his first impression, for
the long cloak that confronted him
was brown against the dazzling white
of the snow. And the figure was
tall and lithe, and around its head
was wrapped the same white semi-
turban that had covered the heads of
the pair of guards in Victoria Sguare.

UT of course it couldn’t be.
ore was ar e ack,
FRJ §e al g e %&
g CS a ?(( é
I‘% Eg ee%;n s} ru%i vi glo ou%e.
e ?é’ Lvision ol
Epér Whet BE Jogkid apdinl it e
S 9% H s| eH menagl .
“It is the stranger $rom the Sowth

algpe Whe it wefcome: His friends
Will net answer his cafl.”

Theugh it was perhaps but a see-
ond until Peytom was certain that it
was the man who stood in the path
before him who spoke, it seemed to
him as if ages passed before he per-
suaded himself that his senses could
be believed.

The voice seemed to come not from
the one who was close, but from afar
off, as if it came down from the
summit above. And the purity of
the English acecent was extracrdinary
startling.
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Slowly Peyton absorbed a dis-
tinct impression of the figure that
confronted him. The brown robe
was of the same unfamiliar cloth as
were those in Victoria Square, and
later, in the room in which he was
a prisoner with Sainya, the diamcimg
giel,

The face, that looked out from un-
der a hood that was wound into a
curious head-dress on top of the
head, was dark, but it was not brown,
as was the Nogi skim, nor yet yellow,
as that of the Tibetams. The cheek
bones were high, and the nose long
and fiinely chiseled. The eyes fas-
cinated him. Inexpressibly black,
and wide with narrow lids.

He remembered, suddenly, the eyes
that had glanced at him in Victoria
Square—the eyes of the Unknown,
Black as grotto pools they were,
and that is what he thought of now
—grotto pools!

The man did not move. Had not
moved since Peytom stumbled upon
him around the bend in the path.
Peytom heard his own voice, asking
the questiom that was framed in his
mind but that seemed so fatuous in
spoken words:

"Wiho—and what—are you?”

“Does the stranger who brings the
Sign of the Pharoahs need to ask
that?"”

*Sign of the Pharoahs?™

PEYTON was certain that his ter-
tor for Breedon had got the best
of him. He laughed inanely He
tubbed his eyes to rub the fantasy out
of them, and in great good humor with
the trick his senses were playing upon
him—as he thought—he exclaiomed:

“Oh, come now! You will be tell-
ing me that you are part of the
‘strange people,” and that you live at
the top of the mountain and are one
of the Priests of Ra!"

Funny, he thought to himself, that

Breedon should have created such a
tale for himself to enjoy in the soli-
tude of his Dessa Luak bungalow.
Funny that he, Peytomn, should have
believed that in this, the twentieth
century, such things could be—even
on the far top of a mountain in the
Tibetanh Himalayas.

The strange appatitiom did not an-
swer. Peyton began to laugh again,
louder this time, knowing all the
time that his wits wete deserting
him, but laugh he must. And then
his laugh broke off. He felt that
the eyes that peered oiit at him frof
undee the long, narrow lids, were
boring inte him, boring iR and tak-
ing held—smethering him—c¢lutching
—sending h | m—ilowly=i A t 6=6b=
liviea|

CHAPTER IX
Halppat

IS first thought was that he

was stretched on the lamas-

ery floor at the end ot Ny-
inser Pass. Breedom would be lying
close, with O'Neil next to him. And
Gomba would be hovering abeiit,
holding his strange conifetences with
the lamas who woeuld trouble them-
selves to solve his jatgon of acquired
words and hi8 ffluent gestiires,

“Breedon!” he mutmuied. “I'm
tired. This is a fools' chase. Sup-
pose we go back to Dessa Luak and
call it a day?”

“From one world to another it is
far, my friend, but not se far as
from my feet to Dessa Luak|”

Peyton sat up with a smethered
cry, wits and senses alert. "“Where
am— Youl”

“Is my friend not happy that he
hag found favor in the eyes of Hol-
pat?”

Groping, in a daze, Peyton got to
his feet. He was conscious of
strange, unbelievable surroundings,
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but hise brain would admit an aware:
ness of nothing save the face and
form before him,

There were the grotto-like eyes,
under long black lashes that were
like fans, upraised and spread
against an alabaster skin. Hair,
black as night, that lay fiat against
head and cheek, to lay acress a
shoulder in long, rolled plaits. An
oval face, with mouth as scarlet as
the heart of a pomegranate and
ehiseled as finely as a rate gem.
Jewels, myriad of them. wrapped
around a stem-llke theeat, circling
bare arms and flashing at slender
WEists.

LL this his brain absorhed be-

fore He realized that he was
staring dumbly at a woman who
teanscended every dream of lovell-
fiese he ‘iad ever had. Barely more
tham a giel, he was cefrtaim, yet a
womam withall, fer in the deep black
eyes there was ineffable wisdes and
mystery, and in the lift ot her head
on ite stef-like neek, there was a
poise indeseribably majestie.

She was seated on a bench of some
sort. A shining bench that might
have been carved from pure gold,
or gilt—he was only vaguely aware
of it, for his brain would still admit
nothing else but the weman herself.
But she was seated, and her hands
were spread, like flaftened lilies on
the bench at either side of her, and
she leaned a little forward while she
gazed up at him.

Her lips moved. “For all the
Piraroahs whe have gone to fhe
Heaven of Endless Time, Holpat
thanks you for the gift of hetr life
when the evil blade would Hhave
claimed her. Holpat commands that
you smile upon her besuty.”

Much as a parrot might mock a
prettily sounding word, Peytom could
only murmur a dazed echo. “Holpat?"

“Priimcess of the House of Pha-
roah, Queen of Egypt.™

For one frenzied moment Peyton
thought he must give up at last.
Must shout aloud for deliverance
from the spell of insanity that, he
thought in that brief instant, had
been gripping at him since the day
of his arrival in Simgapore.

But, even as the eyes of the man
on the mountain path had held him
in their hypnotic spell, held and con-
quered him, her eyes held him now—
but mote gently, levingly, sesthingly.

Quite suddenly his braim cleared
and was orderly. No, he was not
insane.

Breedom had been
Gomba.

rightt And

HE Pharoahs had lived through

the centuries. And hefe, before
him, the Unknown of Victoria
Square, was the Living Pharoah of
today!

A strange sound, that seemed to be
close and yet was neot withim the
chamhber in which he stood, caused
him to start and for the first fime
to take his eyes from the one whe
called hesself “Holpat—Quatm of

Egypt.”

The sound was indefinable. ‘The
snarl of a beast, yet of no beast he
knew. A deep, sullen roar that be-
gan on a low note and rose, them, to
change inte a sheill, dolorous wail,
On its echo a thousand othee similar
sounds swept upon him in a wave
that deafened him and froze him
with horref,

He looked about him wildly, and
for the first time took to his mind a
picture of his suwrreundings.

The chamber he was in seemed to
be cut from solid stone by some
master architeet and with infinite
patience, for all abeout him were
cloisters and corridors that weund
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among age-gray pillars of the mother
rock.

Curiously the chamber seemed to
have no confines, no walls, or begin-
nings or endinga. It seemed to
stretch away into intermmimable dis-
tanee bisected endlessly by the cor-
tidors between the colimns.

It was not until some time later
that this effect was explained to him
by the unique arrangement of the
columns by which the pibamer+
would he have been one of the orig-
inal Priests of Ra of ancient Egypt?
—had achieved his imposing result.

The shrieks and protests of the
beasts who must be close and yet
could not be seen continued to make
an unearthly din. Bewildered, Pey-
ton returmed his glance te the wo-
man on the bench. To his amaze-
ment she was watching him, serenely
smiling!

“The monsters are eager for their
meal of Royal Egypt and her loyal
friend,” she said.

And then, when he stared, uncom-
prehending, Peytom discovered that
the jewel-ladem wrists that drooped
beside her were chained to the bench
on which she sat!

CHAPTER X
Thee Lallee of Mdassters

EYTON'S ears became accus-
tomed to the ravenous cries of
the beasts she had called “The
Monsters.” And her voice lulled him,
a voice that was tuned and throated
and that flowed with a rhythmic mel-
ody that was ineffable—it lulled him
inte a strange sense of oneness with
the unbelievable swrroundings.
"Holpat cannot understand?"” she
had said, her marble-like brow wrin-
kling, when he stammeted out his
pleas for some understanding of her,
of the “strange people” whose cap-
tive she becarme, of her presence in

Singapore—and of her predicament
now. “Holpat cannot understand?
Is it true, then, that her friend was
not aware that he saved Reyal Egypt
from the assassin's blade?”

Again he assured her that she, and
everything into which he had blun-
dered, was an unfathommable mys-
tery. And then, in her melodious
voice, she told him what was unbe-
lievable then, and what he ever after
must deubt if he would fefain sane,

“—and here, on their mountain-
top.” her voice went on, “the priests
found their refuge, and here, each
generatiom, the heirs to my ancient
Egypt have been bora. Each has
been sent out ifite the world, to €ross
its distances to a haven on the Nile,
where he or she, prinee of princess,
has waited the Restoration. ARd t6
the Blue Moauntain each has returned,
when the time has ceme, to be be-
trothed and te give birth te an heir.
I came from the Nile, te be be-
trothed to the ehosen Priest of R&”

UMBILY Peyton pointed to the
chains. Again the marvelously
red lips curved to their serene smile,

"Holpat defied the Emerald of the
Pharoahs, which was her sacred herit-
age. She passed it into the hands
of her friend. That defilement was
tec her mind a graciousness and a
sign that she had chosean her own
betrothed.

“The Priests of Ra have asked of
the gods their verdict, and the ver-
dict is glven. Holpat and her friend,
whorm the emerald drew after her,
must expiate in the Lake of the
Monstets. Holpat Is glad that her
happiness is to be rendered her, if
fnot i 1ife, iR death. Is net Ker
friend happy, t66?”

Wihem, at last, Peytom fully wnder-
stood the import of her strange re-
cital, and her calm assumption of a
combined happiness in their deaths
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together, he sprang away from her
and plunged through corridor after
corridor, always ending up at the
bench and in front of her serene,
unperturbed smile, until at last some
fortunate turn brought him to an
opening arched in the rock.

Suddenly the din of the amimals
threatemed to burst his ear-drums.
Stumbling across a filat rock-floored
space in utter darkmess, he came
abruptly to the rim of a vast pool
of black water under a roof of solid
atone.

“Lake of the Monsters,” she had
said. Here, before him, was the
"Lake,” a mass of black, unfathom-
able water, into which no ray of
light shone, but from the surface of
which glistened the fiery eyes of
thousands upon thousands ot slimy
mensters whose shapes Peyton could
net make owt.

The din of noise was ewvidence
enough that these were not water
beasts, yet their bodiea made a hide-
ous splashing in the dark. And he
was suddenly aware of a Hhorrible,
strong odor, the odor of myriad foul
breaths.

ICKENEID, he staggeted back imto
the chamber of the princess.
She was still emiling ealmly.

"The moment of passing from life
to death,” she said sweetly, "is hut
au instant. The life beyond is eter-
nity.”

“Am eternity,” Peytom declared,
“that will come to both of us in due
time—but it must not be new!”

The girl was frankly puzzled.
Again her smooth brow wrinkled,
and her black eyes widened.

“*Not now? But do you not un-
derstamdl, my friend, that the Priests
of Ra have spoken? They speak the
will of the gods they have con-
sulted.”

“Their will may be their own,™
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Peytom said. "It is far from being
mine! Not in that horrible pool!

Hardly knowing what he was do-
ing he knelt before the girl and at-
tacked the chains at her wriste. To
his amazement they parted easily—
their golden links as fragile, almost,
as strands of seiper stems.

Wihen he rose the girl rose with
him, her goldem-laidd robe draping
gracefully about her slender fifgyure.
The brokem links of the golden
chains dangled from her freed wrists.
Her lips were slightly parted, and in
her eyes was wonder.

“You dare challenge the gods?"
she breathed. and in her tone there
was a new note of reverence. "Are
you, them, above the gods who rule
the Priests of Ra?"

He could not help crying out to
her:

“Do you meam to say you would
sit there, bound by straws,. until your
people came to toss you to the
beasts

She shook her head and was deep-
ly troubled.

“Holpat cannot understand,” she
said slowly. “The commands of the
gods are fiirel. Yet you, who break
Holpat's bonds and yet live, defy
them?!"

EYTOMN realized that he was

dealing with neo ordinary mind.
He caught the girl by the hand and
sprang into the corridor which, he
knew, would lead him to the flat open
space that spread to the Lake of
Monsters.

Wiy he chose to lead her to that
stone ledge, his brain refused to rea-
son. He supposed it was because
there lay the only exit from the
columned chamber he had discovered
and liiB intuitien warned him that if
he were to find escape to the moun-
tain path which must lead to the
refuge of the exiles, he must begin
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by flleeing the prison chamber itself.
Before the black yawning of the

beast-infested pool, Peyton drew up.

The girl stood beside him guietly.

“Woulld you take Holpat back into
the world? Is that the command of
her friend?” she asked.

“Yes, yes! If I save myself I shall
also save you. Comel You must
know a way of escape.”

“Holpat does not escape!” 3Sudden-
ly the girl had drawm herself wup:
Her voice rang imperiously. But her
tone instantly softened. “Heolpat
obeys her friend, and will go with
him where his hand wouid lead her.
Wait!”

In quick panic Peytom realized
that he stood alone on the rock fiwer
in the dense blacknmess. He thought
to call aloud, then checked his im-
pulse. Of what good to call? If she
proposed to return to him, she would,
without being summoned. And he
felt that she had not deserted him,

Minutes passed.

Heads of the monsters thrust them-
selves over the brink of the pool,
theie fiery eyes gleaming close. Pey-
ton drew back and then begam to feel
his way cautiously along the edge of
the fftar. His senses, quickened in
the darkmess, became aware of a mar-
fow, swinging bridge that led out
over the suirface of the black waters,

NTATIWVHEILY he slid a foot

on te it. He drew back in herror

when, throwing spray to the stone

roof overhead, a thousand beasts

lashed the waters and bore down in
hideous mass.

He realized that if he had taken a
single outward step he would have
been drawn into the swirling vortex
of monsters below.

“Holpat will lead the way across
the bridge. The monsters will abey
Royal Egypt.”

Her voice was close. She had slid

up noiselessly. He missed the glints
of gold in her robe and knew, some-
how, that she had garbed herself in
the dark cloak he had seen in Vic-
toria Square. Her hand, cool and
fiten, toueched his wrist.

When she stepped ahead of him
and he realized that she had stepped
free of the rock floor and was full
upon the swinglng bridge, his heart
flew into his throat and he tried to
cry out. Them, suddenly, He knew
that sofe mlraele was beifg per:
formed.

The girl’s voice, droning wnintelli-
gibly, was filating: out over the pool
in Some weird, unearthly incantatien.
Switching bodies lashed at the black
water and then were quiet. Whele
constellations of fiery eyes were
blotted ot at the same mement, yA-
til the peol was quiet and of the
monstets the only evidence was theif
foul breath,

“Come, my friend. The mensters
sleep I”

CHAPTER XI
Ropd! Bgppt Ceomuands

F “the strange people,” the

Priests of Ra, Peyton Hhad

no other glimpse than {hat
encounter on the ascent. Whille they
still were feeling their way aeress
the swinging bridge in the reek
chamber of the peel he speke t8 his
eoripanion of a pessible danger still
to come when her peeple sheuld dis-
eaver her Afljaht.

And though she replied in a
whispet something of her inmperious
tone entered ijt.

“It is Holpat's will that she net
die. It is her will that she goes
where her friend shall lead. The
Peiests of Ra are angey. but they
gal_re fiot eppese the will of Egypt's

elf."”

In silent thankfulness and an ever
deepening awe, Peyton descended



54 THRILLING ADVENTURES

the narrow path with the strange
Holpat by his side. Save when he
spoke to her, she was silent.

He felt that her eyes were not on
the path at all, but upon him, and he
feared to look aside and meet them—
what his fear was he couldn't deter-
mine, but her eyes were like those of
the priest he had met on the upward
climb beyond the snow-slide, and
those eyes had hypmotized him.

He wanted now, more desperately
than ever before in his life, to keep
his wits clear and sane.

Presently, if they could pass the
point of the snow-slide, they would
come to the bottom of the mountain.
There would be O'Neil, and Breedon,
he hoped, and Gomba. With them
would come return of normal things,
of sense and the world as it exists.

He would not believe, even, that a
woman walked beside him; a woman
whose voice had calmed hideous
monsters who clamored for the fikesh
of their bodies; a woman who called
herselff “Royal Egypt'—he would not
believe that her coel hand was on his
weist, until he was face to face again
with things in which he could be-
lieve.

The snow had been blown from the
path. The descent was open. At
the bottom of the trail were QO'Neil,
Bteedon and Gomba. O'Neil ran
toward him with a great shout.
Breedon came up glumly, his morose
glanee never leaving the partly ex-
pesed faee of the one who walked at
Peyton's side,

UDDENILY the grasp at Peyton's

weist tightemed. The glel stiff-
ened. Peytom saw that her head
lifted high.

“Holpat does not like the one who
comes. His thoughts are not of
Holpat, but of the treasure of the
priests.”

Clearly she indicated Breedon.
At Peyton's first word of reassurance

her body relaxed, but her hand did
not release its held of his wrist. Did
not releage its grasp until Breeden,
with a sufly snarl, filung himself at
Peyton, his hands elutehing for the
ether’s threat.

Just what happened Peyton never
clearly knew. He heard Breedon's
oath, and a wild accusation that he
had been treacherous—that he had
found the store of gold en the Blue
Mountaim—hadl feund it aRd planned
tat “eheat” him, Breedon, of his share
of it

FTERWAMRDS O’'Neil explained
that Breedon had exteicated him-
self from the snow-slide with greatest
difficwity and that, finding It impos-
sible to continue the ascent after Pey-
ton, had returmed te the lower ap-
proaches of the trail, grumbling that
Peyton had tricked him and had gone
ahead alone te discover the treasure.
It had soon becorme apparent o
O'Neill, so he declared afterwards,
that it had been Breedon’s plan to
find the treasure and approptiate it—
“You might say to the detriment of
you and me, since I've no doubt he
would have had Gemba help kill us
both if he ever got his fliigers eon
geld.”

But at the moment this explanation
was still unmade. Peyton was taken
by surptise and only a quick leap
from the edge of the traill saved him-
selt from falling ever the side of the
path inte the precipice that de-
scended jnte a bottomless gerge be-
tween the meuntains.

O'Neil plunged to his assistance
but Gomba, with a snatl that copied
his master's, fMling himself in his
path and O'Neil drew up spuiter-
ing against the threat ef the Negi's
peisened knife.

The Irishmam, however, would
have filung himselt on the blade, cer-
tain of death to follow, but certain,
also of saving his frlend frem the
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surprise attack by the maddened
Breedom, when there was a sudden
interruption to the scene,

Peyton sensed a quick movement
by the girl who had been filung be-
hind himm by Breedon's onrush. He
heard her voice, with its imperious
note. But the voice was calm, com-
manding.

He could not understand her
words, for they were in her strange
tongue, but he saw Breedon sway
suddenly and throw up his arms
against the gaze of her cyes from
beneath their narrowed lids. Throw
up his arms and shriek, and then dis-
appear |

O’Neiil shouted and Gomba released
a shrill scream.

Peyton swayed backward against
the mountaim wall. He had seen the
white hand that a moment before had
beea 86 cool te his wrist, press
calmly against Breedom's breast, and
the weight ot the glrl's bedy press
behind the hand.

NILY Breedon's shriek came up
from the precipice gorge, fainter
and fainter.

Peyton was overwrought by the
tragedy. Its suddem. inexorable
swiftness held O'Neil, too, in a daze
and Gomba hovered close to the de-
scending abyss at the edge of the
pass peering down, trying to pierce
the opaque blue haze of the depths
into which his master had disap-
peared.

The girl came over to Peyton and
stood beside him. In her serenely
modeled face there was puzzle, and
a touch of tftouble.

“He was not good,” she sald. "His
mind was on gold, while Holpat's
mind was on love. Come, my
stranger! We will go—back into the
world. Holpat, who is the rightful
queen of Egypt, shall be the slave of
her stranger. With her the Pharoahs

shall die, but she will have known
love."”

O'NEIL stood near, staring,
Gommba still 1ooked down inte the

precipice, but O'Neil wanted ex-
planatioms.
Wearilly, half-heartedly, Peyton

sketched briefly the events that had
marked his ventute inte the retreat
of the Priests of Ra, while he told
ot the Lake of Monstets, and the
patiently willing walting ot Helpat
for her penalty fer having resigned
the "Emerald ot Phareah.”

“'Tis a yarn,” said O'Neil, “that'l]
be good for the tellin’ from Borneo
to Fortmasa. But there’ll be none
as'tl be beliewiin’, you might say.”

Peytom brought from his pocket
the filhing green emerald. He
looked from it into the marble-like
face of the girl who stood so regally
motionless in the path, her dark,
grotto-like eyes always fixed upon his
faee.

“To many who are in the service
of the Priests of Ra" she said,
“the emerald is a sign. It will pro-
vide for my stranger and for Holpat
all the delights of the world save
love, Holpat has granted that,
Come, let us go! We will go into
Egypt, whence Holpat came. There
we shall find refuge for dreams to
pass the days and nights away.
Holpat knews the way and the
friends aleng the path.”

O'Neil grunted. “We found some
Dyak knives strewn along the way,”
he mmwrmured.

The girl whirfed upon him. “The
Dyaks are enemies of the House
of Phareah. Through the years
their knives have been drawn against
the wards of the Priests of Ra, but
always their knives have been thrust
aside. Death does not come to a
Pharoah until the gods are ready.”

She turmed again to Peyton and
held out both her hands.
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“Come, you will go with Holpat.
There is far to go, them Holpat will
be ready for love.™

Peytom shook his head.

"We are going back, my child.
Going up the path. Your people up
there will obey you whem you tell
them you must live. I shall return
to them the emerald.”

She moved close te him, her sliglht
figuree drawm to it8 full height.

“Holpat has decreed that she shall
have love. It is Holpat, who is
Royal Egypt. who issues commmands.”

Peytom again shook his head, and
took her hands, and spoke gently.

"Listem, my dear, None of what
has happened this day could be true
—if it wasna't that poor Breedom dis-
appeared inte the abyss. That is
tewe. Other miracles have happened,
but leve cannet happem—as eother
things have. Tometrew 1 shall re-
fember you as a dream of what
eauldn’t be. Teday—I must take you
where T feund yeu.”

He felt the cool soft hands he held
tremble. Their coolness gave way to
a surge of warmth, and then they
were cold again.

"Holpat is
stranger?”

He looked into her cold, haughty
face for a moment, and then saiid:

“It can’t be that you know—lovel
You are not of the world that love
rules—whoever, whatever you are—
you don‘t belong where L must ever
be. Nor would I belong where you
must ever be.

not loved by her

HE took her hands from his,
slowly, gently. Once her dark
eyes dropped, but lifted imstantly.
“Holpat has learned love,” she
said, quietly. “It is not happiness,
love. It darkens the world. A
Pharoah scorns a world that is dark."
O’'Neill cried out, and Gomba made
a shrill, startled noise. Peyton,
thrown into a trance by the ineffable
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majesty of her calm voice was sud-
denly snatched to life—but not quick
enought

The girl had backed away from
him, until she was at the far edge of
the path, en the precipice brink.
Them, regally, yet quickly, she had
turned.

A strange incantation echoed across
the abyss, a chant that reached heav-
enward, Ther Peyton sprang, but his
hands caught enly a fold of her cloak.
Houriffied, he watehed her body fall-
ing—falling—until it, like Breedon's
had disappeared in the blue haze be-
low.

E Emerald of Phatozh is now on
display In a glass case Ih the
Dynasty reofh of the Reyal Museum
at Calro. Any visitor may see it, and
ponder over it, and from any aftend-
ant may buy a beautifully printed
pamphlet which gives the history of
the marvelous stone which, it 1s said,
belonged to the House of Pharoah
throughout its dynasty and disap-
peared with the fall of the last of
the dynasty.

There is much in the pamphlet
about the Priests of Ra and of the
legend that these household monks
disappeared from Egypt and fled to a
far hiding place.

Also there is a paragraph referring
the reader to a long monograph, in
the archives of the Museum, by one
Blair Peytom, an Americam, who
tells a strange story of his discovery
of the Blue Mountaim, the Priests of
Ra, and the Lake of Monsters.

King Fuad, of Egypt, the mono-
graph states in an introductiom, in-
vited Peytom to Cairo to relate the
story of his adventure into Tibet, of
the Dyak knives and the Princess
Holpat. And after the audiences, it is
noted, the king bestowed upon Blair
Peytom the rare order of the Cres-
cent, in returm for Mr, Peyton's gift
of the Emerald of Pharoah.



A Shifpss Dhetnrr Forced to Joiin a Treasuwne Hunt
Wittt a Blindd My and Hiss Crew
is Manaoned! on an Adland

By LANE ARCHER
Auttbior of “Chhiiesse Pazzidy,” “Biriple Thoublels,” atie.

Y ARTWRIGHT was on the
beach at Brisbane with enly
a couple of months* wages in

his pocket.

Bitterly he realized that it dees
not pay for a ship's physician to be
too conscientious: careful attention
to his duties on the Seuthdern (Dugen
had earned him the cordial dislike of
her officers and was respongible for
his unjust discharge.

He waited around in the hope of
getting a berth on some other passen-
ger steamer, but the officers of the

B7

Sauttérern Quesevz had given him a bad
name in shipping circles as an un-
manageable, quarrelsome fellow, and
he soon saw that his chance was hope-
less,

Brisbane is an expensive town to
live in. Soon his money began to dis-
appear. He tried to get medical work
and failed. He moved from the mod-
est hotel at which he had put up, to
a ramshaekle little boarding-house in
Powis Street—a house which was 80
far respectable that, though mest of
its inmateis seemed to be ih a perma-
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nent state of intoxicatiom, he never
saw knives drawn.

That was more than could be said
of most houses in the street. The
riffraff of two hemispheres seemed to
have gathered there. Ladies with
diamond-stucdided! teeth, who had
made San Framcisco too hot to hold
them; trim little Japs, who looked
neat and demure and modest, and
were the biggest thieves of the lot; a
wild harpy who was the umcrowned
queen of the street, and was known
by the cheerful name of ™“Poison
Kate"—these were the women, and
the men matched them.

A sprinkling of ships’ offiicers and
managers of the sugar plantations out
on a spree—these were the most re-
spectable of the men. Then there
were Frenchmen who smelled of the
penal colony at New Caledomia, a
mile off, placid-looking Chinese, who
ran opium dens, card-sharpers of
every natiom, bullies and receivers of
stolen goods, and, above all, drunken,
easy-going, easily robbed merchant
sailors.

ERE was a grog-shep, known to

its elients for some obseure reason

as "Barten's Coffim,” which presented

a highly respectable frontage to the
Steeet.

If you were in the know, how-
ever, there was a courtyard at the
back where you could sit in the shade
and drink the worst spirits in Aus-
tralia, and dance with the ladies——
Americam, Jap, and even Kanaka.
There was a kind of baleony on one
Bide, in which the more respectable
visitors sat.

One evening Cartwright was there
talking to the master of a steamer,
and buying him drinks with the hope
ot geiting a free passage to America
eut of him. The captain wag very
drunk, and though he addeessed Cart-
wright every moment as "goed ole
friend,” the decter was searcely able
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to keep his attentiom to the point at
issue.

Every reference Cartwright made
to his ship brought the reply, “That
reminds me. good ole friend, of a ship
I once had,"” and then there was mo
checking the drunken old fool tifl he
had gottem a quarter hour’s yarm off
his chest. Cartwright was wondering
whether to give up the attempt when
a rough-house began helow.

"Grab that knife from the migger!™
shouted the captain.

His drunkem eyes had picked out
shrewdly enough what was happen-
ing, A gaunt Yankee sailor had quar-
relled with a dark-complexiomed man
about one of the Japamese girls.

*My gal—you damn hook off,” said
the dark man.

The Yankee’s hand went to his side,
Thete was a scream and the Yankee
darted from the courtyard.

Cartwright leaped from the balcony
and was down in the crowd in a mo-
ment.

"Out of the way; I'm a doctor,” he
cried.

Bartom, the proprietor, strolled
leisurely up, cigar in mouth, and then
sigred to one of the women of the
house to ewab up the blood from the
dance fftoor.

“This man’s badly hurt,” Cart-
wright said. "Wihete can I take him?*

Mr. Barton, a man of few words, in-
dicated by a motion of his head a
shed at the far side of the cowrtyard.

Cartwright had the man carried
there and began to examine him.

"Come, boys,” said Poisom Kate to
the crowd of onlookers, “we hain't
stopping this dance for a buck-
nigger.”

E crowd melted away and Cart-
welght wasg left alone with his pa-
tient. In half a minute he saw that
there was little hepe for the half-
caste. Every time he breathed, a
froth of blood came to his lips. Cart-
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wright did what he could for the poor
fellow, and could see from his face
that the dying man was grateful. He
tried to apeak once or twice.

“Don't talk,” Cartwright said,
“you'll never get better if you talk,”

The fellow's hand went te his left
ear. It was pierced for earrings, but
he wore none. Instead, there was in-
serted a tiny roll of paper.

“Take—no let blind boss have him,”
he whispered.

He pressed it into Cartwright's
hand. The doctor put it hastily into
his pocket, thinking it might be some
message from his friends. Then there
came a splutter of bleod, and the half-
Caste died.

Cartwright bent over the body for
a moment, looking at the wound, and
saw that the body was covered with
vivid scarlet blotches which showed
strangely on the dark skin. It looked
like a malignant type of lupus, and
Cartwright thought that perhaps it
was all for the bekt the poor fellow
had had sueh a mercifully sudden
death.

“He's gone,” he said to Barton,
when he had left the shed.

Mr. Barton'3 indignation ewvercame
his customary taciturnity,

"That's it,” he grumbled. “They
come here, knife one another on my
premises, and thea I get ifte trouble
with the police. 'Tain't fair to have
my business upset by niggeis. Well,
it'Il be less bother Aew he's dead right
away. Tiey make ten times the fuss
It a beggar dles in a hespital.”

ARTWRIGHT went away rather

sickened by this callous inhuman-
ity. and resolved never to go near his
filthy place again.

It was not tilk Cartwright was go-
ing to bed that night that he remem-
bered the little roll of paper his pa-
tient had given him. He took it out
of his pocket and looked at it

In exquisitely neat writing, which
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was obviously not that of the half-
caste, he read, “Serwalli Islands—
mound by big bay on north island—
scarlet faame™ It meant nothing to
Cartwright; so he butred it over the
candle.

E next night, when he returned
to his boarding-house, he found
the propriettess waiting for him,

"There's a patient waiting for you,
doctoer,” said Mrs. Malone, who, for
a wonder, was almost sober.

"A patient for me?” Cartwright
said surprisedly.

“So the Chinese divil says in the
kitchen.”

Cartwright went to the kitechem and
found a neatly dressed Chinaman sit-
ting there.

"Capitan boss plenty sick—want
plenty doctor,” he said.

Cartwright wondered whether his
drunken friend of the previous day
had gotten to the deliriuem tremens

stage yet.
"Go on,” he said; "show me the
way."”

He was glad of the prospect of
earning a few shillings.

His guide led him to the whart and
stopped at a boat on the steps. There
were two other Chinamen sitting,
waiting.

“Whenre's
asked.

His guide pointed to a blur in the
darkmess.

“Right you are—go ahead,” Cart-
wright said.

In ten minutes he was smounting
the side of a small schooner,

A big, burly, sinister-looking man
met him on the deck.

"Are you Doctor Cartwright?™ he
asked.

“Yes."

"The sick man's down in the
cabin,” he replied. pointing to the
stairs.

He allowed Cartwright to go it

the ship?” Cartwright
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The cabin door was open at the bot-
tom and the doctor went straight in.
Two men were #itting there.
“Good evening, gentlemen,” he
said. “"Wihat can I do for you?"
“Please sit down, doctor,” said a
calm, refined voice.

Cartwright looked at the speaker
and saw a little shrunkem man with a
keen, hard face, and eyes that he rec-
ognized at once to be sightless. The
other man was a corpulent German,
whom he instinctively took a dislike
to. As he sat down, the man who
had met him on deck locked the cabin
door.

“We'we no actual patient for you,
doctor,” said the blind man smilingly.

Cartwright rose to his feet, *If
you've got me here to rob me, you've
mistaken your man. I've no money
with me,” he said coldly.

“Sit down,” said the blind man
commandingly. “Don’t move in your
chair. We want to know what “Yel-
low Sam' said to you yesterday eve-
ning."”

“Don’t know the person,”
wright amswered.

“I understand he died in your arms
yesterday.”

“Oh, the half-caste. He said noth-
ing in particullar. He was dying when
I got to him.*

“But he gave you a paper."

“Yes. I burned it last might."

Cart-
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ing the truth. Let me feel your ptlse,
doctor. Now say what was written
on that paper.”

ARTWRIGHT was not afraid of

the two bullies in the cabin, but
something in the blind man's tone
made a chill run through him.

“All it said,” he answeted, “was
this — and it is meaningless to me:
‘Serwalli Islands—wmound by big bay
on north island—scarlet Hamnee.' "

“The Serwallis, the very place
where the typhoon would have driven
the boat.,” commented the blind man.
“I am inclined to believe that Doctor
Cartwright has spoken the truth.

“No, Harkins, put your knife back.
If the doctor were killed and it
turmed out afterward that he had
spoken the truth, eur business would
be upset. Besides, thete mmight be in-
quiries made. The doctor willl come
with us en the veyage. De you care
for a treasure hunt, decter?”

“Not for a compulsory one,” Cart-
wright answered.

“Ah, I regret that it is a compul-
sory one; for if we let you loose in
Brisbanme, you might talk. We don't
want a steamer racing us to the spot.
As I said before, there are objections
to killing you. You've no objections
to a month’s voyage in a schooner and
five thousand pounds for yourself."

The other two men grumbled loudly
at the suggestion.

“I think I am the head of the ex-
pedition. Thiis is my schooner,” re-
marked the blind man suavely. “Well,
Doctor Cartwright, are you going to
accept my offer?™

“I'm afraid that I have no option,”
Cartwright said.

“Welll, I'll explain the matter to
you. A few months ago one of the
pearling fleet found a unique oyster
bed. They made the hit of a life-
time, and then, by the irony of fate,
they had bad luck. Tihe steamer was
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caught in a typhoon and wrecked on
an island.

“Only the chief offiicer and one of
the divers were saved. However, the
box in which the pearls were stored
was driven ashore when the wreck
broke up. The twe survivors, quite
natuceally, theught it useless to take
the pearls back te the Brisbane com-
pany whieh had dinanced the expedi-
tieh.

“Unfortumately, the first ship that
sighted the fire the two men made as
a signal, belonged to the same com-
pany, and had one of the directors
aboard. They were halt naked and
eould not conceal the pearls about
their persens, so they merely took
two or thiee and hid the rest. They
were taken baek te Brisbane, and then
Stevens, the chiet officer, died sud-
denly.

TITHE diver, llke a drunken fool,
talked. I get a hint et it and man-
aged to get him aboard here. Through
the ineompetence of my companions,
he was allowed to escape and swim
ashote. I was on the point of re-
capturing him when he got stabbed.

"S6 you are our companion instead.
I congratulate myselt on the change.
Now, if you will write a note to your
landlady, I will send a Chinaman
ashore for your things. You can tell
her that you are going off on a
voyage.”

"I'm apparently te be compelled to
take this voyage,” Cartwright began.

"You can decline if you wish,” said
the blind man playfully, "though in
such a case I could not undertake to
restrain my friends here."

“Let me stick him mit a knife,”
growled the German.

"You see Mr, Muller is not an
amiable character.”

"I'll write a note, but I owe her for
a month's board,” Cartwright com-
mented.
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The blind man threw a handful of
gold on the table.

“Take what you want, doctor. Now
I guarantee that no harm comes to
you on the schooner Islami?yr, We
shall sail in the morning. As it would
be risky for you to attempt te leave
the vessel or communieate with an-
other ship, it weuld be well it you
went and slept in a buRk iA the spare
eabin.”

Cartwright wrote his note: Harkins
scrutinized it, and then the blind man
pave it, with some money, to one of
the Chinamen.

“Now everything Is arranged,” he
said, "and, Doctor Cartwright, I wish
you pleasant dreams.”

Cartwright was locked in the cabin
and left to his meditations. After all,
though he had been kidnaped, he
dld net mueh object to the woyage.
He had the prospect of starving in
Beishane it he were ashore.

It this voyage took a cotiple of
months, by that time conditions
might be better in Brisbane and he
might have better Iluek iR getting
back te America. He did Aet esunt
mueh on the five thousand pownds
promised him. All he wished was {6
get ot of the adventuee alive.

They had not searched him. He had
a small revolver in his pocket, and if
the worst came to the worst, he felt
sure that he could account for Har-
kins and MuPet. Se he turmed In and
slept pretty comfertably, theugh all
his dreams were ot a little man with
sightless eyes, who, neverthelless, pers
petually watehed him.

EN Cartwright awoke he could

tell by the regular movement of

the seheener that they had left the

harbor. Seon his deor opened and a

polite Chinaman brought in his bag-

gage.

"Capitan boss hab breakfast plenty
soon,” he said.

"What did they say when you
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went for Cartwright
asked.

"No Baxee replied the Chinaman.

In a few minutes Cartwright was
ready and went to the cabin.

“Good-morning, doctor,” said the
blind man as he entered. He knew
the doctor's step at once. There was
a horrid alertness about him.

"Good-morning,” Cartwright re-
plied. "I see you are already off on
youe veyage.”

"I ought to introduce myself. My
name is Jordan,” he said. “This will
be an interesting experienee for you.
I cannet say miich for the society
aboard. Harking is a scheoner cap-
tain. One need say no meore for
him. As for Muller, he is an illiter-
ate German. Why is it, decter, that
when a German ls offensive he is so
fAuch more offensive than any other
type of humam being?"

“I mustn't criticize your partners,”
Cartwright answered.

"Why not? They would et hesi-
tate to critieize you, of, what is more
annoying, sheet you on sight. Pray,
don't trouble to pass me anything.
My Chinese servant arranges every-
thing for me ln a certain regular
ordet. 1 can loek after myBelt at
feals."”

my bags?”

ARTWRIGHT was surptised at

the extraordinary ease with which
he managed his feed. Ne gAe wateh-
ing Rim eould have detected that he
was hlind.

"I see you have finished, deoctor,”
the blind man said at last, ""You need
not be surprised. 1 said ‘see,’ but I
meant that 1 could tell by the way
you set down your cup that it was
empty. Let us go up on deck.”

Cartwright saw Muller at the
wheel, and Harkins pacing the deck,

"Good-merning, my friends,” said
Jordan, “Out of sight of land,
aten't we?”

“Yes,” grunted Harkins.
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T thought so. Tihe wind is blow-
ing off the land, and yet the land
smell is not to be detected. Tell one
of the Chinamen to rig up an awning
on deek. Now, doctor, your medical
duties wen't be heavy on this voy-
age, §6 yeu may pay your passage by
reading to me. You'll find a bundle
of besks in the lewer bunk of my
eabin. Would yeu be so geed as to
bring them up."

ARTWRIGHT went down and

got the books. To his suiprise,
he found that nearly all of them
were Greek.

When he came up on deck again,
Jotdan said to him, “Of course you
can read Greek?"

“If you mean translate it, I should
be a very poor hand,” Cartwright
apologized.

“Oh. no; just read it to me. I can
trapslate it. You have the ‘Iliad’
there. Just begin where the page is
turmed down."

Cartwright read steadily to him
for an hour. His face was lit up
with interest. Sometimes he stopped
the reader to comment on some
splendid phrase.

"Stop now,” he said at last, “your
voice is getting tired. You have
given me a great pleasure. Your
proaunciation is defective, but still
I can grasp the sense.

"On my last voyage I had a man
before the mast who had taken high
honors at Oxford. He was a de-
lightful companion. I was 80 sorry
when he got at the rum cask, and
In the interests of diseipline, 1 was
gompelled to sheet him.”

“To what?" Cartwright exclaimed,

“To shoot him, I said,” responded
the blind man calmly.

“You took the law into your own
hands then?”

“There is no law except that of
one’s own hands in these seas.
Harkins and Muller will confirm me
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on that. Whhat keeps them from
shooting me and seizing the schoon-
er? Nothing, except the certainty
that my Chinamem, who are devoted
te me, would kill them by inches.
It is never pleasant being killed by
a Chinaman. These inserutable per-
§6Rs put all the intelligence they
pessess inte their dertures.”

He held up his hand as if to feel
the air.

“Captain Harkims,” he called, "the
breeze is freshening. Shorten sail a
trifle. The schooner is too old to
carry much."

Tihe next three weeks were a curi-
ous experience for Cartwright. Dur-
ing the day he read Greek and talked
to Jordam. On calm nights, when a
Chinarman could be left at the helm,
they had a rubber of bridge in the
cabin.

The cards were marked in some
way so that Jordam could feel tHiem,
though Cartwright could never de-
tect the almost imperceptible pin-
pricks which guided him. Each called
out the card he played as it fell.
Beyond that there was nothing to in-
dieate that ene of the players was
blind. Cartwright was usually Jot-
dan's parther. Often they wete &6
suceessful that Harkine and Muller
sullenly deelined te play any mere.

NE night when this had sccurred,
the blind man, with calm disregard
ot their presemee, refarked to Cart-
weight, “You ean tell the breeding ot
i man by the way He takes a beat-
ing. Loek at the two of them now—
angey with us when they should be
angty with their own stupidity. You
need not stop to scowl at me,
Muller.”
"How did you know 1 looked at
you?” grunted Muller.
“You stopped as you were going
out, and I judged that as you were
too cowardly to say or do amything,
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you probably contorted yout already
sufficiently ugly face.

“You see,” Jordam observed to
Cartwright, when the others had
gone on deck, “one must keep the
whip-hand of that type of man. If
only the Chinamem were competent
to navigate the scheener I wotuld
have the pair of them over the side
In five minutes. I Aever 80 mueh re-
greteed the intellectuwal limitations of
Chinamen.

"Good-night, Doctor Cartwright.
With care and constant practice you
will become a decent bridge player.
You are far from being the worst oft
this coast now. By the way, have
those othefs suggested to you that
you fiight poison me yet?”

ARTWRIGHT started. "Not yet;

I will tell you if they do.”
Alrndllgdsd yReribatheder and
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Hysit reading to a blind man all
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€ W not._Tor von Mminy rolilé
us,’, u }er whispere nBut 1 é
S uller whispered. ut, 1 €
1 rom somethin e}se in hug
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“If 89 my life wedlda't Be werth
tWe:-psree:  Eartwright —amswered:
"89 you had better not discvss such
FEmGte pRssiBilities.”

Mulier shoek his fist at the decter.
“If you talk=" he threatened.

“Don't worry,” Cartwright replied.
"Mr. Jordam told me a week ago that
you would probably ask me to poison
him. I should think he would be
pleased to fiind his judgment veri-
fied."

“Not von wort about poison did I
say.” snarled Muller.

From that time Harkins and
Muller never spoke to Camtwright,
As he loathed the sight of both of
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them this made the voyage all the
more pleasant,

T last Harlkime® anxious calcula-

tions of their pesition made
Cartwright certain that they were
approaching the Serwalli Islands.

It was evening when they cast an-
chor off the most northerly of the
islands.

Captain Harkims, for once, became
civil to Cartwright. “Yeou said
‘mound by big bay,’ dida't yeu?" he
asked.

"Wihy, that must be the moundl”
Cartwright cried, entering inte the
excitement of the treasute-humt. “It's
the only elevated place on the island,
and leok whete the sun is on It, it's
searlet—the scarlet flare. Some
floweritgg shiub on it, 1 suppese.”

"“"We'll see about it in the morn-
ing,” said the captain. “It'll be dark
before we can get a boat ashore.
Theen pearls 'll have to wait another
night."

As soon as the sun rose in the
morning the big boat was lowered.

“How many shall we take ashore?"
asked Captain Harkins.

“The ship’s company,” replied Jor-
dan. "We must not leave Cart-
wright on board alone. He might
be tempted to set sall. And I want
all my Chinese bedyguards; I might
fieed them. Even the best of men
faay feel tempted te suppress am if-
eonvenient blind partner.”

Cartwright obeyed him and en-
tered the boat and sat a little ner-
vously while the Chinathen rowed
themm ashore. He felt that if the
pearls were not found his life would
stand an excellent chance of termi-
nating promptly.

“Give me an arm,” said the blind
man to Cartwright when they landed,
"I can't walk over this rocky shore.”

The othera all hurried on toward
the mound. Only one Chinaman
Stayed with Cartwright and Jordan.

Wiiille they were stumbling along
the beach the others were thrusting
through the great mass of scarlet
flowerss which covered the meund.
Muller at the top of the mound was
lifting up a spade.

Suddenly he gave a great roar.

"I feel der box mit my spadet”

"Then you spoke the truth, Doctor
Cartwright,” sald the bllnd man. “I
tl;\inlk we can dispense with yeur sef-
viees.”

IS tone must have been a signal

to the Chinamam, fer he made
no sigh that Cartwright eeuld dis-
tinguish. With a guick mevement
the Chinamam whipped eut a knife
and stabbed the deeter iR the Bask.
Cartwright staggered away over {he
stones for a few minutes and fhen
collapsed. The bleod seemed io Be
welling eut Belew Ris  sheulder
blades. There was Re aﬁam 8Hl¥ 3
kind of lasaitude, an dimly
theught, "How easy dying is*

For an hour or s6 he must have
lain unconscious. Them A a8 dream
he seemed to hear voices.

“Somewhere about here,” said the
blind man indifferently. "I saw no
use in having intermimable argu-
ments about his share of the pearls.”

“There he is,” cried Harkims. “Go
over and see if he's a goner, Muller.”

“Don"t trouble,” said the blind
man, "Ah Lin is a servant of mine,
and he knows that I do not allow
mistakes. Leave him to the land-
crabs.”

Their footsteps died away, and
Cartwright was left alone, bleeding,
as he thought. to death under a
burning sun. Fortumately, a frag-
ment of rock sheltered him a Hittle.

He lay quietly waiting death for
hours as it seemed. Then he heard
something scuffing at his feet and
saw a great land-crab staring at him
with its protruding goggle eyes.
That gave him strength to move
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away from the beach. Somehow he
scrambled up the shore and saw
amamg the scrubby growth a
wretched kind of shelter.

Perhaps it had been put up by the
two castaways who had hiddem the
pearls. Cartwright got to its shade
and sank down.

Them, from sheer weariness and
loss of blood, he fell fast asleep.

HERW he awoke it was broad day-

light. He seemed to have been
asleep no time, and yet, from the po-
sition of the sun, he could gather
that he mudt have slept nearly twelve
hours., There was a curious smorting
noise outside. Cartwright took it to
be a humming in his ears.

Slowly he moved out to the fresh-
er air and rubbed his eyes as he
gazed at the bay. A British warship
was just coming to ancher and he
heard the threbbing of the emngines.
Frantically he staggetred down to the
shore and waved his mhandkerehief,
Seon he saw his signal was per-
eeived, and that a beat was seiting
off for the shere. He remembered
belng lifted into the beat, and after
that knew nethihg fer same days.

Wien he became conscious he
found the surgeom of the cruiser lean-
ing over him,

“"You'wve had a near-shawve, but

you're all right now. You're a
medico, 1 swppose?™

“Yes. Wihe told you?” he an-
swered.

“Neo one; but you talked in your
deliriuem. That stab was a bad one.
If the point of the knife had mnot
struck a bone and been deflected an
inch or so you'd have been done for.
Whe did it—some native? The
other fellow wasn’t as lucky as you.”

“Wihatt other fellow?"

“A big stout man, with a yellow-
ish beard. He'd been stabbed in just
the same way, but the point of the
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knife had penetrated the heart. His
body was farther up the beach.”

“That must have been Muller,”
Cartwright said, thinking that the
blind man must have had another
person removed whoe might have
wished to share the pearls.

“I meant to have him buried, but
the big waves which followed the
cyclone that broke the night we
found you, must have washed the
body away. What is the meaning of
it gnz?”

Cartwright told him the story, to
which he listened with intense imter-
est. Them he smiled.

“We're here to take sounding of
the uncharted shoals and rocks rownd
this island. As soon as we've Gfihidfed
we're undee orders for Brisbane. Ten
to one we shall arrive there bhefere
youk blind friend, untess HiB scheon-
et enjoys exceptional luek with the
weather.”

The next day Cartwright was well
enough to go ashore. He teook his
friend the surgeon to the mound
where the treasure had been buried.
Onee, evidently, it had been covered
with a mass of brilliant red orchids,
but the cyclone had stripped every
blossom from the plant?.

"It shone like a fire when we Gist
came to the bay,” he said. “That was
one of the marks of the treasure-
hunt—the scatlet fiame.”

Bb-thhiats the proper color for

your treasure-hunat,” said the sur-
geon. "You and that other fellow
must nave lost blood emough.”

The next day they left the bay,
and the crusier was soon making its
steady way toward Brishame, Cart-
wright was on deck the second after-
noon when the captainm, whe was
talking to him, stopped suddenly and
said, “Wiat's amiss with that
schooner?”

Cartwrigit looked in the direction
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Be Indicated and gasped. “I believe
it's the Idbader.”

The captain had his glasses on her
in a minute,

“There’s no one at the wheel,” he
said, “and the deck's deserted. I'll
send a boat aboard. Tthere’s some-
thing very wrong there.”

Cartwright went with the surgeon
In the boat. As it came alomgside
they waited for the beginning of
some attack, but a deathly silence
seemed to reign on the ship. In a
minute the sailors had serambled wp
the sides.

“No one on deck, sir,” reported
One, saluting.

“Let's look in the fo'c'sle,” sald the
surgeon.

They glanced In and a fearful
gight met their eyes. Lying about
in grotesque attitudes were halt a
dozen Chinamen. All dead!

“What's this?"” said the surgeom to
Cartwri ght.

“I've seen one case like it before,”
he replied, “and that, curiously
enough, was a man who had been
to this island.”

“"Let's go aft,” said the suwrgeon,
"We'll find the captain there.”

ARTWRIGHT was just going

down to the cabin, when ke
heard a velee. He trembled as it
struek his e#fs.

“Is that you, Cartwright? Dear
me, Ah Lin must have bungled. It is
an unfortunate thing that my in-
fimiiyy prevented me from doing my
own work. Welll, what do you want
here? The pearls, I suppose. Well,
I dropped them overboard when Hat-
kins died this morning.”

Cartwright leaned forward and
looked in the cabin. Jordam's face
and hands were one great scarlet
blotch, He was hideous.

“Wihe is your friend—the one
Bvending behind you?"” continued the
flyhsg man., “A naval officer from

his step. Oh, a surgeon. Walll, i
think you may observe in me an in-
teresting caBe. I can’t account for it.

“My Chinese servants said that
they had caught it from the scarlet
orchids which grew on the mound,
and that explanation is as likely as
any other. Now, gentlemem, if you
will paidom me, I thimk I have only
a few moments to live.

“Excuse me, Dr. Cartwright, if the
exigencies of a somewhat piratical
profession brought us into disagree-
able conflict. Will you oblige me
now by reading me something from
Homer, and quickly, please.™

Cartwright took up the book and
read for two or three minutes.

Jordan lifted his hand to check
him at a line.

“I remember my tutor once said—"
he began, and then his breath failed.

They returned to the cruiser to re-
port to the captaim, and told him
that after this weird disease it would
be inadvisable to send a crew aboard.

The schooner was old and worth
little, and the captaim thought that
it would be nearly impossible to tow
her to port. So in a few minutes
the fate of the Iddadder was settled.
A couple of shells and she went
down by the head,

Since that day Cartwright has been
a surgeon of a Queensland hospital,
and has seen many forms of tropical
diseases, but he has never seen a
case of that curious scarlet blotch-
ing which showed alike on dark and
white and yellow skins,

In some ways he is inclined to
credit the idea that the great scar-
let orchids contained some maligmant
venora, and to believe that both the
men who hid the pearls and those
who found them must, from their
contact with these death flawess,
have been &mrched and blasted by
the scarlet flame which led them to
their doom.
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Unseen Forces of Black Magic
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ORBIN had often heard
Macao referted te as the
Monte Catle of the Orient.

Fromm what he'd seen of it so far he'd
deeided that Mente Carle as com-
pared with Macae was as a kiddy-car
compared with a super-tank.

If there was any vice this old
world has ever known that Macao
hadat put on a wholesalle, cemmer-
cial bhasis, it was simply because it

diun't pay. He was sick of it. His
soul was in reveli.
He'd cabled his resignatiom and

was ready to leave Macao and the
Chinese Coast forever when he ran

€7

into a blind beggar one motning in
front of the Yeng Hang gambling-
house who thrust up a piece of paper
at him. He was about to brush on
by when something stopped him.

It was as if he'd heard a cry—a
girl’s voice crying out to him for
help—im English.

A moment later he was explaining
this to dnimself. Ile'd stopped im-
pulsively and takem the paper from
the beggar's hand. There was some-
thing writtem oh it—Ilh a woman’s
handwritimg—iim English,

No doubt he'd caught a glimpse
of this writing in the first place and
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his subconscious mind had done the
rest.

The writing on the paper 3ug-
gested a cry. Feverishly writtem, and
yet with a character to indicate that
the writer was educated. There were
just four words; somathinglg teerritie—
Po um,

Whem Corbin looked up from the
paper the beggar was gone. He
couldnt remember whether or not
he'd given the fellow any money.
But he must have .deme 30, Me
argued, else he'd be there yet.

It gave him »a touch of added
eeriness that the beggar was no-
where in sight. Had the fellow been
shamming? Was this some sort of
a trick ?

His eyes came back to the writing.

He'd felt the inclinatiom to crum-
ple up the paper and throw it away.
Half the sing-song girls of the China
coast were writing some [English
nowadays. Even if they didm't they
knew how to bait a hook.

But something was telling him—
repeating to him—that this had been
writtem by ne such gitl. The girl
who'd writtem this was English—
Ametican — in trouble — swemething
ternibbdé !

A couple of bearded Sikh police-
men were strolling past—striped tur-
bans and khaki uniforms, revelvers
at their hips.

ORBIN made a meve to stop them,
a word was en Ris lips/ But just
as he did so there was a disturbance
down the street. A seller of Ioftery
tickets was shrieking and ¢limging
to a man, probably a thief, whe was
trying to beat him off. The Sikhs
were away at a fun, opefing their
holstees as they went. Suddenly, the
whole street was sweeping in that
direction.
Again that touch of eeriness re-
turmed to Corbim. Was this all part
of his mifrgg, his diestimy?

China, he knew, had been getting

him for a long time past. He'd been
going steadily downhill. Macae had
just about finished him. It was to

hirself, his own soul, that semething
terrible had Mappened.

FPIHE blind beggar had been a sym-
bol, unreal, supernatukal, That's
hew he'd come to disappear the way
he had. lie sheek himselff free frem
this and eame baek te the end of {he
fAessage—those last twe werds:

Po Llwm!

The words were calling up a pie-
ture in his mind. The pictute was
that of a Chinarham, huge and vague
and seen through a veil of smoke,
He was fighting for his memory now
as one fights for the memory of a
dream. Suddenly. but still vaguely,
he remembered.

One night—he couldn’t recall just
when—whille wandering about the
streets of Maecao he'd come ipen a
little old man whe'd been knecked
down and probably left fer dead by
a band of robbers.

He'd carried the victim te some
doctor or other and had had him
fixed up, then offered to take him
home. The old man had declined,
but he'd minutely described the
place.

The place was Po l.tim's.

Po Lum himselff had often brooded
over the vices of Macao. None knew
them better tham himself. For he'd
not only garnered a fortune from
thetm, he'd tried them.

He'd tried most of them so per-
sistently that presently he was
spending as much money on dectors
as he'd spent on pleasure, and for
vice was reduced to mere gluttony
and opium, which he regarded as two
of the minor imdulgences.

His preference, moreover, ffirdlly
settled on Chinese doctors, whom he
could bribe to make his treatment
fairly pleasant. The much-vaunted
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European doctors he came to despise
and hate. Their advice was ob-
noxious and their decoctions worse,
Then he'd heard of one Dr. Muk,
ot Dr. Muk had heard of Po Lum.
In any case, the tweo of them Hhad
got together. And it wasp't very
leng after that befere Po Lum was
ieafning ecertain tRiRgs abeut viece
he'd never theught existed befere
sutside of dreams and legends.

Incidemtalllly, the Chinese have a
saying to the effect that the king of
hell decrees how every mam shall die
—zand Bow!

There was one formula that Dr.
Muk explained to his patieat at
geeat length and whieh fascinated
Po Lum to the execlusion of all
others.

First of all, it had to de with a
black stone image, very primitive
and about a foot in height, which
came, he explained, from a hidden
teraple iR the jungles of West
Africa, He produced such an image.
It was, he sald, ot ineredible anti-
guity, dating frem the time when
there was Re pgreat difference be-
tween men and animals.

It looked it.

Next, there was the famous mni-
humtdagea-a word or phrase which
might be translated as “confuse-the-
spirit-liquid“—the secret of which
had been kept, practically sinee fhe
beginning of the werld, in THhibet.
De. Muk was able te seeure, for a
price, one of the small jade betties in
whieh this magie liguid was kept.

The only other thing reguired—
apart from the knowledge of how to
use it—was a full-grown male orang-
utan, preferably one that had come
straight from the jungles.

O LUM. having carefully learned
+ all that there was to learm, com-
missioned Dr. Muk himselff to go to
Borneo and get the big ape. But as
any man could get an orang-utan,

provided he had the money, and fear-
ing blackmail later on when the
magic was put into operatiom, Po
Lurm ordered the doctor suppressed.

This, to the best of Po Lum's
knowledge, had been done. Such or-
ders had always been properly car-
ried out before.

There was some delay in getting
the sort of big ape he wanted. But
In the meantime theie were other
things to keep Po Lum o6ccupied.
And when the orang-utam did ar-
five it ereated a sensatien.

Everyone who saw it agreed that it
was the largest and finest specimen
that had ever been captiired.

0O LUM commenced his experi-

all that there was te learm, comi-
first in a tentative way. He wanted
to try the formula on others before he
tried it on himself,

Even these experiments cenvinced
him that he hadn't been lied to—that
he’d got hold of a big thing. But he
was also convineed of its danget. The
experiments had resulted in the death
of a couple of girls and of thtee or
four waterfront coolies.

He ascribed these deaths to warious
causes, none of which had amything
to do with the value of what he had
acquired. Once there had been a bad
fanggshtir-a-a bad spirit-vibration—be-
cause he hada't handled the black
joss right. Another time, he'd dosed
the blg ape with tee mueh epium; and
the fiext time with Aet eneugh. And
§6 6A.

He was an ediecated man. He'd
been dabbling in Oriental magic oft
and on all his life. The more power-
ful the magie, the more eareful you

had to be. Not that the deaths so far
m?ét%m" He was thinking ef him-
gelf.

The mere thought of himself—the
soul and the mind of him—using that
big orang-utam's body te enjoy him-
self whille his own body refreshed it-
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self in a blissful sleep would have
drivem him to any lemgths.

FP'© have seen Po Lum you would

have undetsteed his desire for
guch an eseape. He weighed some-
whete around three hundred pounds
«—estly fat; not very healthy fat.
As he sat there now in a rear alcove
of the “flower and happiness house"
he'd inherited from his grandfather,
he looked like a Chinese belly-god,
more than man-size, in the shrine of a
temple.

The place itself was something like
a temple, of a purely pagan soft
There was a large room, seftly lit
and hazy with smoke, rieh with
carved teak and decorative BARAEFS:
No noise. The main gambling hall
was to the right.

All that was heard from that dires:-
tiom was a murmur of voices and &
perpetual soft clicking. To the left
were rooms for other forms of entef:
tainment. It was mostly silenss from
that directiom, also, except for an oe:
casional screech of nasal musie.

Tivis roomm Po Lum overlooked was
the mair reception-hall.

There were plenty of customers—
Chinese mostly, or mixed-bioods, like
the girls who were there to receive
them: but all of them sleek and pros-
pereus looking, some millionaires
among them. He knew them all and
they knew him.

He wondered which one of them
he could kill—iff it came to amother
killing—without getting himself into
trowkble.

For the main trouble with those
earlier experimmemts, he'd decided,
was that the coolies he'd used didn’'t
have any real souls anyway, of their
geip on their souls was teo weak,
Fot a real test he would have to ex-
periment on semeone llke himself—
educated, well-befA.

He was meditating this when his
little black eyes saw a white man

come in, A white man was a rarity
in Po Lum's place. He'd never en-
couraged the tourist trade.

The main entramce to his establish-
ment was up a huitngg, or alley, imto
which tourists didn't like to wemture.
Ordimarily a white man coming in
here would have been politely steered
out again. But this was different.

Po Lum raised a finger and a little
Chinese girl with a painted face drew
near.

“Ge sweetly,” he said, "apd bring
that foreigh devil here.”

The girl did as she was teld., The
white stranger followed her, losming
large and pink, manifestly embar-
rassed. He was a handseme yewth,
somewhetre in the miid-twenties,

"Am American.,” Po Lum shrewdly
judged, noting his well-eut Tuxedo.

He was might.

"['m an Americam and a stramger,”
the young man began at onece, while
Poe Lum inwardly thrilled. “But I
beg your parden. Do you speak Eng-
lish?"

"I do.” And Po Lum smiled. He'd
lived in San Framzisswm, "Is there any
way in which I can be of assistance?”

The Americam brought out a strip
of red paper with Chinese characters
writtem on it,

"This,” he said, "is suppesed to be
the address of the place 1 was look-
ing for. I can't read it and I seem to
have been misdirected.”

Po Lum took the slip and read it.

"Ah.” he said, "you were looking
for the Long Life Tea Gardem. It is
but a step from here. But these
Macao lanes are confusing. Permit
me to send a servant with yeu to
show you the rest of the way."

ORBIN wondered if the big
Chinamam hada't reeegnized him,
He was pretty sure that he had. But
neither he nor Pa Lumm gave any sign
of doubt or suspiciom. They chatted
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pleasantly and exchanged compli-
ments until the servant arrived.

To the servant Po Lum droned
something in an undertome. Then,
speaking more loudly, told him to
exert every care for the American's
comfort. After which, he told his
caller good-night and invited him to
come again.

Corbin followed the servant out the
front door. His exit, he knew, was
being watched by a hundred pairs of
eyes.

So far everything had happened as
Dr. Muk had predicted it would. He'd
found the queer little old man wait-
ing for him, whem he'd returmed to
his boardimg-houss, after having re-
ceived the note from the blind man
in the street.

De. Muk had told him all about Po
Luni's experiments and what the end
of them was apt to be.

ROUGH a number of narrow al-
leys and by a series of sharp turns,
Po Luen's servant had brought Corbin
to a door in a high brick wall. Here
the servant knocked, and the door
was opened at once by an old man
with a staff and lamtern,
"Wellcome to the place of delight,”
he said in Chinese. "The flHovears
await the Mumming-bird."”

As he said this, he suddenly dashed
the lanterm toward Corbin’s face, as
if he intended to blind him. Corbin
jerked back and threw up his hands.
As he did so, his feet were smatched
from under him. He went down
figitingqg. dragging others with him.
How many he couldm’t guess, but it
was a mob.

It seemed to be a mob with ropes.
Eachh hand was noosed, each foot.
Thhetre was a rope about his neck that
was strangling him. He tried to go
on fifiphiing. But it was like hgbbimg
in a quagmire.

He was going down—going down,

He still felt that he was sunk in
mud — suffocated and paralyzed —
—when he was coming out of it. But
he had to come out of it. He had to
clirnlb. Someone was calling him. 1t
was a voice that he'd teied to Forget.

He'd been trying to forget it ever
since he'd received a cable, on his ar-
rival at Shangfhmi three years ago,
telling him that the girl he'd loved
and was expecting to marry had mar-
ried someone else.

For the fiirst time since then he
willed to pronoumze her name.

“Mary!t”

It was her voice that pronounced
his name. She was pronouncing it
ovet and over agaim. It was this that
had called him up from the depths,

*John! John! John!"

"Yes. I'm Johm Corbin,” he panted,
with an effort. "Amd you—you are
Mary."”

He opened his eyes.
swimming before his eyes.
afraid that this was deliriwm. It had
happened to him once before. He
tried to raise a hand to touch her
face. He was unable to do so.

“I''m Mary,"” she told him.

His heart seemed to stand still.
But he summored such strength as
he had in his heart and brain.

"Youw were married,” he said.

“That was a lie,” she almost sobbed.
"He""—Coribim knew whom she meant
~—"sent you that lie because I wouldn't
marry him. I've been trying to fimd
you ever since.

"Wihem I went to Shanghaii, you
were in Cantom. Wihen I went to
Cantom, you were in Saigom. When
I went there, you'd left for Simga-
pore. I had no money. You had no
fixed address until you came to
Macao—"

Her face was
He was

ERE came to Corbin a recollec-
tion of the paper the blind beggar
had given him.

“What's happenmed?”’ he cried.
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“Whatt's happened—te von?—to me?™

He was struggling to get up. An-
other voice broke in,

“This is somewhat better tham I
thought.”

It was Po Lum standing a little
away from themm. He loomed like a
grotesgue specter in the dim light. At
sight of him, Corbin made amother
desperate effort of the will. He could
feel that neither his arms nor legs
were bound, and yet he was umable
te move.

He was lying on a couch with his
head propped up. Mary, who'd been
kneeling at his side, had swung round
partly until she also was facing Po
Lum. She was still on her knees.
She'd put out an arm across Corbin's
body, as if to protect him.

Po Lum looked at the two of them,
but fiimallly his puckered eyes rested
on Mary. She would have made a
picture to attract the eyes of any man
—fair, her delicate face flaming
whitely, her yellow hair falling about
her slender shoulders,

"Somewhat better tham I thought.”
Po Lum begam agaim. “Q Ming? O
Fate! To think that yow twe should
know each other! Hawe yow shown
your here his eelleague in this little
drama? Lift him wp.”

Mary was shrinkimg,
whiter.

“Lift him up, unless you want me
to—with a noose,” Pe Lum imsisted.
"He can't move. He's like the cater-
pillar stung by a wasp. He's par-
alyzed. 1 gave him the sting myself
before they breught Rim here.”

growing

ARY. shrinking, put ap arm
undetr Corbin's head and lifted
him slightly. He was able ie see. He
stared uncomprehendimg for a mo-
ment or 8o, then with a growing hor-
toe as his dull brain came mote wide-
ly awake,
He was recalling now all that Dr,
Muk had told him. It seemed as if

he were recalling a story he'd heard
centuries agoe, in some remote preced-
ing life,

He struggled to find some secret
spring in mind or heart that would
bring him out of this mightmare,

The room where he lay was not
very large. It appeared to have
neither windows nor doors. Walls,
ceiling and floor were black, of solid
teak or ebony. Except for the couch
on which he lay he saw no furniture
—nothing to relieve the solid black
but the thing just opposite that held
him absorbed.

FIRHIS was an iron-barred cage, the
L front of it flush with the wall, ex-
cept for a narrew shelf along the
tep. Them, behind the bats, imtently
watehful, maniacal but humam. the
gray faee and glaring eyes of the
great ape that had been brought from
BoHR®.

The beast snarled and withdrew
into the shadows at the back of the
cage as Po Lum advanced.

"Then this,” Po Lum said. He was
lighting incense sticks to cither side
ot a black stome figure—ape or man,
it was impessible to say—standing on
the shelf abeve the cage. “The
Junglle Jess!™

For the time, at least,APo Lum was
completely master of the situation,
He savored this situatiom.- The whole
thiee hundred peunds of him were
beglnning to swagger a little.

The excitement of the presemt tri-
umph and of triumphs that lay ahead
were putting a straim on his heart and
nerves. Purple blotches were begin-
ning te appear on that sallow ham
which was his face. His eyes were
beglnning to protewd. Falsette motes
begah to sound in Ris velce when he
spoke.

Once he had looked at Mary just
as she was rising as if in response
to seme irresistible impulze to attack
him it with nothing but her hands.
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“Make a silly move like that,”
squeaked Po Lum in a voice that was
nearly hysteticall, “and I'Il kill this
white dog of yours right now.
Would you prefer amofiher?™

“You're killing him anyway,” Mary
gasped. Her own voice was as if
frozen.

"I'm not killing him. You shall
see."

*You've Kkilled others,”
Mary softly. "I'we seen them
And the girls!™

Po Lurm laughed. For him this
was a let-down, sheer bathes. In a
normal voice he explaimed :

"These fellows who died were
nothing but coolies. Their souls were
as light and fragile as bubbles. A
breath, and they disappeared! The
girlst Bah! They were slave giris,
worn out. Im six months 6¢ a year
they would have been dead amyway.
Now you, my ivory goddess—"

Corbin roared: "Po Lum, what is
this thing you propose to dio?"

Po Lum became the mincing. con-
descending walrus. His humor was
like an obscene offense. At first he
answeted nothing, Tlhere was some-
thing else engaging him.

He"d pressed a lever hidden in the
wall, The top of the cage began to
descend. The great beast, familiar
with this horrar, began to fiight the
increasing pressune. It trumpeted. It
toared. It shrieked.

wailed
die,

ARY, already overwrought by
such ordeals as Corbin dated not
imagine. pressed her hands against
her ears and turhed her face away.
Hee head dreoped te Corbin's breast.

He could fed the spasms of her
sobbing. He wak strickem. With the
supremest effort of his will, he was
still unable to move arms, legs, body.

The orang-utam nt longer howled.
It made no more tham a subdued
moaning. From the wide sleeve of

his kimomo-like robe Po Lum pro-
duced a shining imstrument.

In a few more seconds the big ape
was silent. Again Po Lum pressed
the lever. As the top of the cage
went up the great ape lay still. On
its forearm, extended beyond the
barf, there was a slight stain of
bloed.

OT until then would Po Lum turn
to Corbin te complete that ex-
planatiom he'd begun.

"The beast sleeps,” he maid. "It
sleeps as no beast sleeps without sci-
entific aid. Its tiny seed of a soul
has fled and left a vacancy. Here
comes the mystery.

“Tie soul of a man responds to
gravity—like air, like water, like any-
thing else in nature. It seeks the
lowest level available whenever a man
loses his grip—shall we say on spir-
itual things? I'm going to set your
own soul free.

“I hope I'm making myselff clear,
It’s one of the oldest tricks of matural
rmagic—the release of a human soul
and its descent into an animal body.”

He was like a lecturer. He was
picking up enthusiasm and awthority.

“You've surely heard of that,” he
said. “The shamans, the ghost-doc-
tors, the left-hand yogis, the red
lamas, and others, here in the East,
have never lost that secret.

“In the old days you Westerners
used to have the secret yoursedweiz—
hence the stories of vampires, were-
wolves, dryads, donkeys that spoke.”

He stopped to laugh.

From the fold of his coat he pulled
out a carved jade bhottle and held it
up to the light.

"Wihat's that?" Corbin asked, in a
stifled voice, altheugh he knew now
what the answer would be.

“This,” Pe Lum answered, "is the
solvent known as the minkhnnetiang.
It's the good old 'confiise-the-spirit-
soup.” what the ignorant believe the
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demons give to the newly dead, so
that their souls will go rambling off
into the shadows and so be upahle to
findl the road hack to the sum and air.
But which we wise ones knew can
be put to bettetr use before we die.”

E laughed again, but he quieted

down. He was looking at the
Jumglle Joss on the shelf abeve the
cage.

He began to murmur something in
the Mandarim dialect. Corbim cawght
a number of the words. Wiat Po
Lue said seemed to be an iimvoca-
tiom :

“O Ancient One ... O Grandfather
. .. the soul of this man ., . into the

soul-ped . ... of this Man of the Be-
ginning the Man of Four
hands , ,

A chill crept over Corbin as
Po Lum turmed from the Jungle

Joss and looked at him instead. The
face of the big Chinamam had wnder-
gone some sort of a Satamic trans-
figuratioion.

His face was all purple now. His
stare was fixed. He leaned over Cor-
bin with the unstoppered jade bottle
in his hand.

Almost before Corbim knew ¥hat
was happening, some of the liguid
had fallen on him. He felt a sear on
face and-throat. It was as if he were
being burned alive, swiftly, yet ling-
eringly, terribly.

He felt his body arch and oollapse.
He saw a pillar of white smoke or
mist going up and knew that this
was some vital part of himself,

He seemed to hear a sctream.

A silence followed.

ET when Corbin opened his eyes

it struck him that he was hearing
the end of a scream-—a shriek that,
somehow, had awakemed himm a long
time ago from a curious drearm. He'd
dreamed that he was a man. He hated
men. He hated the scent of fhem.

He sat up with a sense of strange-
ness about him and an aching. He
remembered now. Im his man-dream
he'd thought he was paralyzed, as one
might be by a fite-bolly, either fallen
from the sky or sent up frem the
ground by men,

He saw a small bloodstaim on his
hairy forearmm and he brought the
wound to his lips and sucked at it,
The familiar taste of blood was
mingled with a bitter taste.

He wonderedd what insect or snake
had stung him. He hated snakes. But
he hated men more. Thetre was the
man-smell now, getting stronger. He
crouched back inte the shadews of
the cage as the man-shadow and the
man-stench grew stronger.

“Stench.” he growled, "get back!"

The man stopped.

UICKIER tham a snake might

strike, Corbin thiust out a creoked
forefinger—it was like a blaek iren
heek. as hatd and Streng—and ripped
a gash dewn the great meen face. A
little mere and He weuld have had an
eye, an ear, a slab of jewl.

Listem to the two-legged elephant
squall.

There was a barking of human
voices from which Corbim was in-
clined to retreat. The man-thing he'd
scarred was loudest. But through the
man-howls Corbin could hear the ac-
cents of a woman.

From the depth of the cage he
looked out at the womam. For the
first time, Corbin saw that there was
another man-creature lying on a high
place and that the womam was weep-
ing over bim, like a fowr-handed
mother weeping whose baby has been
shot by men. Maybe this other man-
thing there was sick—or dead,

Suddenly, Corbin saw that the wo-
man had turmed and was looking in
his directiom. She appeared to be
calling to him.

Something white jabbed inte the
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cage, and Corbin, hia interest ffied
on the woman, had been almost im-
paled.

He saw what had happemed. The
man he had scratched had found a
long knife—long as the arm of a
man. It was this that he had thrust
through the bars of the cage in an
effort to cut him,

The effort did not frighten Cor-
bin, but it threw him into a rage.

He began to scream his rage. You
could frighten even a crocodile with
a proper scream. You could make a
pythom unwind its coils in terror
even after it had completed a kill.
He gatheted his lungs full ot the air,
fetid though this aie was, and rolled
eut a ehallenge.

The noise was so terrible that the
big knife drew back.

But now the womam had sprung at
the man with the knife, and there
came to Corbin the strange, imcred-
ible thought that it was for him that
this worman was fighting—was risk-
Ing her life.

Not so incredible! He remembered
now. No womam of the forest had
ever killed a member of Corbin's
teibe.

Thete came inte Corbin’s throat a
curious tingling at this thought, He
called at the woman softly, But
again he was all fury. The man had
theust her aside, was threatening her
with the swerd.

ER only answer to this was to try

to seize the leng knife with her
hands. The man backed away from
hek, bellowing,

Again Corbim shot out the iron
hooks of his hfiggers. He had the
reach, almost, of a striking python.

This time he’d hooked the robe.
He was drawing the mam backward.
It was the man’s turm te scream
again—a jungle screech, the death-
cry of a pig struck by a lespard.

A huge and terrible shape emerged

—as if skinmed and hairless to the
waist, mountains of flesh, an albino
buffalo, boiled and scraped. But
above this a mask of Gwa, the god-
devil, that both animals and memn en-
counter at times.

Still Corbim was unafraid. He'd
learned from those previous thrus®h
As the blade came toward him he
le it come. Them, swift as a danc-
ing shadow, he’d slid aside, and
seized the white wrist beyond the
blade. The blade dropped.

Close to his own face Corbin saw
a purple moon—a purple moon with
two black holes that must have been
the eyes of the man-thing.

Evenm now, in this crisis, he could
find, time to stop and gaze into those
tiny black caverns—the eyes of a
man—the eyes of a mam like this.

ORBIN snapped the fat wrist and
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bin felt that curious burning in his
throat that he had experiemeed Dbe-
fore.

It was something like the feeling
that he'd knownm, somewhete, sSome
time, for wife and babies—miights,
when the meoon came up. and he was
sitting sentinel in some, lower eroteh
of a tree while these people of his
were gleeping in the branches abeve,
and a night bird watbled, and yeu
eould hear the answeriRg veiee of
FURRIRG water.

At such a time he'd seem Gwa
again—devil-god that both amimals
and men could see at times, and Gwa
would leok at him with wonder as
he, the ape, would look at Gwa with
wondet, each of them wondering
what it was all about, but feeling
friendly.

It was with a thought of Gwa,
curiously consoling. that Corbin now
began to feel a strange sense of
wearimess, of homesickmess, a desire
to be gone,

He tried, as he knew he must have
tried a hundred times before, to
spread the bars at the front of the
cage or to break the planks. The
near presence of the dead man made
him feel umhappy.

But he fell to looking at that black
stone that had struck his enemy
dead. There was something about
it, something to recognize. Then
recognitiom came. This was Gwa—
the face of Gwa that had been carved
in stone—anel the expressiom of Gwa
was friendly.

ORBIM, in the body of the ape, no

lenger felt alene, ne lenger felt
hopelless. Gwa was there. Even
heee. in this house ot infamy and
hortor, 1o, he'd founrd Gwa.

There was something so lulling. so
soothing, in the thought that Corbin
let the wearimess and the sleep creep
over htm. He was safe. Whatever

happened, he was safe, with Gwa sit-
ting sentimel like {hat.

There seemed to have been a si-
lence.

Corbin, dreamimg, was conscious
of that burning in his throat and he
knew it for what it was. TWHEB was
love, and all the things that Jove
must always stand for—faith, €our-
age. patienee.

He remembered how onece, in the
dim past, he'd lost faith through be-
lieving a lie. He resolved he would
never do that again.

As if to reward him for this si-
lent troth he felt a kiss on his face
—light as dew, gentle as the rain.
He smiled and opened his eyes. He
saw Mary there leaning ever him.

“"Wihat happened?” he asked.

All she could answer was te cry.

He came out of his steep. He was
remembering. He recognized this
room. He remermbered that he had
here beem horrified, mistieated He
should have been hotrified now. Biit
a curious sense of peaee persisted—
persisted heyend all reasen.

E asked no further questions for

quite a8 white. He merely put
his arms about Mary and deew her
face close to his and let her ery as
long as she wanted (o.

A curious place for love and peace
it occurred to him a little later. The
room was horrible to see. Dead. Po
Lum was vaster than whem he was
alive.

Corbim saw what had happened.

Po Lum must have tried to kill
the ape. The ape had selzed him
and dragged him to his death. Na,
it must have beem the Jumgle Joss
that killed Po Lush, ag 6ld Dr. Muk
had predieted it weuyld.

Corbin crept close to the cage.

The great orang-utam appeared to
be asleep. Corbin watched. He
could see no sign of breathing.
Finally, with steady nerves, he put
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his hand through the bars and
touched the ape’s great black hand

There was something about that
contact, he couldn't teli quite what.
But as the orang-utam's fingers and
Corbin’s half interlocked in what
was something equivalent to a fare-
well handshake, he felt sueh an out
and out fellowship with the beast it
was as if he'd lost a brother, some-
thing—who knows?—<closer than a
brother; an integral part of himself.

"I wish we could get the poor old
fellow out of the cage,” said Corbin.
“I hate to leave him here with Po
Lurm.”

“Neither of them are here,” said
Mary.

That servant of Po L.um's—the one
who had ostensibly led Corbim to the
entramce-gate of the Long Life Tea
Gardem, but who had in fact merely
conducted him aroumd various corners
to Po Lum’'s own back gate—suwddenly
appeared.

At sight of him. Corbin was on his
feet and ready to fight. feeling with-
in himself something of an old bat-
tle-straim that may have come down
to him from hairy amcestors.

But there was to be no fight. The
man wilted to his knees. He didn't
know whom to fear most—Corbin
alive or Po Lum dead. His panicky
eyes kept rolling from one to an-
other.

“Get us out of here,” said Caorbin,
"and pretty damn quick! You
savvy 7"

"Yiss, master,” the fellow said,

He'd worked in Shameem, the for-
eign concessiom of Canton, like so
many other of the Macao Chinese,
He was ready to go.

Corbin picked up the image of the
Junglle Joss.

"You won't need it where you've
gone to, old pal,” Corbin said. "But
I may need it where I'm goings
We're still on earth.™

It was curious how that fellow-
feeling of his for the great ape kept
coming back to him. For he remem-
bered nothimg at all of that fight with
Po Lum. Not just then.

But sometimes, for years and years
to follow, he’'d catch himself dream-
ing that he lived in the jungle, that
he'd sat sentinel in long peaceful
nights when some family of his, wife
and babies, were sleeping in the
branches overhead. He never told
Mary these dreams for fear of hurt-
ing her feelings.

A S for Mary, neither did she tell

him abeut the time she'd seen
hirm—ih ne dream, either=as a hairy
ape. She alse was afraid of hurt feel-
ings, perhaps,

Anyway, it's always better {o look
ahead, not back.

But, just the same, they'd think
of all this when ofe or the eother
of them. or both, weuld happen te
look up at the Jumgle Joss that they
kept in the place of Hener @R their
mantlepliece.
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A Pt Ageinstt a Feared Young Pinatee in the
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GHT had fallen that July
evening in 1770, when a boat,
with twe who rowed and

three who sat, stele quietly out from
dark and silent Bostom harbor and
headed toward a ship lylng at ancher
in the calm waiets of the bay.

The three fliguress might have been
but three dummmies, they sat so still,
so silent, and so close togethet in the
stern of the dinghy. Their chins
were sunk deep in the mufflers that
swathed their neecks in spite of the
warm sumter night, hiding half their
faces, while their three-cornered hats,
tilted forward on thelr brows, efffectu-
ally concealed the upper features,

8

Only their eyes remained brightly
visible and those three pairs of eyes
seldorm removed themselves from an
unswerving gaze aecross the dark
waters to the great hulk that Joomed
like a blet against the inky sky.

No man spoke. The ripple and
swirl of the tide, glittering with phos-
phoric bubbles, hurtied past; the regu-
lar creak of the oars and the lap and
splash as they dipped were the only
sounds to break the stillness. Even
the night areund them seemed ffllled
with lurking shadows.

The men rowed carefully as they
came under the great black hull of the
ship that towered high and threaten-
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ing above them; then, as they grated
against her side, they heard the quitk
patter of feet on the decks above,

A voice from the darkness de-

manded who they were and what
was their business. One of the three
answered by a single word. Then
sllence again as they waited,

The boatmen clung with difficulty
to the slippery side of the great %hiF
that rode ponderously upon the swell,
striving to keep the dinghy from be-
ing ground and brokem as the tide
washed them close on the crest of a
toller.

Then came the sound of returning
feet, and a moment later a lanterm was
swung over the side of the ship. A
rope ladder came overside and then,
for almost the first time, the three
mutfled ffigures showed signs of life.
Tweo in tutn scrambled up the ladder
and disappeated above the dangling
light.

As the last man placed his foot
upon the unstable rungs he turmed to
the twe who rowed.

“"De you await us, my lads,” he
said; “and—hark ye, the less seen and
marked for remembrance by your
eyes, the better for your pockets, to
say nothing of your necks.”

HEN, he, too, swung to the top.
Thcre was the sound of voices as
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cloaks, three left hands sought their
sides and held their swords in readi-
ness for instant service,

The time of waiting seemed inter-
minable, until the coming of a negro
slave set an end to their fears. At a
word, they followed him, stumbling
along the galleries and deseending the
Auferous steps and staits and arriv-
ing at last in a large cabin splendidly
fiteed and illuminated with Jamps
hung frem the erossbeams of the
eeiling.

Their eyes becoming accustemed to
the light after a few seconds, they
saw standing at the head of the long
table a tall, well-built man who ap-
peared considerably more at ease
tham his visitors.

He looked gallant enotgh in a
crimsom damasks waisteoat and
breeches, a black laced ceat, and a
wig that was irreprogehallie. Sus-
pended by a silk seaeff flung over his
shouldets, were a pair of pistols, and
a sword of incompatable inlaid work=
manship dangled at his side,

He bowed to his three visitors, and
with a wave of the hand disrmissed the
negt@. After a momentary hesitation,
he who had been the last to ¢limb the
ladder advanced,

“I have the pleasuxe of addressing
Captain Jonatham Atkins?" he said in
a somewhat strained voice,

OW that they were face to face
he had diffiewlty in tetally mas-
tering his fear.

The other bowed.

"The same. I give you weleome {6
the Wantideaier, Sie Alwym Forteseue.
And you Mr. Philip Forteseur, and
you Mk, Crowne,

"But come forward and be seafed,
gentleman; there 18 much room wnder
the light. We leave the shadows fer
honest men who de net fear a lurking
foe—rogues are like meths, ever
drawn te the light whether Ehey will
6f fo, eh, Sir Ferteseue?”
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Fortescue laughed haltingly.

“I have always been interested in
yout career,” he said hurriedly. “You
have my admiratiom for a fame rapidly
achieved, elegantly maimtained.”

“Substitute ‘notomityy” for ‘fame'
and I'll not quarrel with you. Sir
Alwymn,” replied Atkims. “Ewem a
rogue may love the truth, and flilttery
has ever been distasteful to me.™

“Umless it comes from the other sex,
shall we say?” interposedd Philip
Fortescue, seating himself on the left
of the captain.

"Imdeed, you have many admirers
among the womem since it bas gone
forth that the most darimg pirate on
the high seas is a young and hand-
some man. But. talking of women, 'tis
all on account of one small wvirago
that we arc here tonight. Now, Al-
wyn, my brother, do you proceed to
tell Captaim Atkims of our plight and
your plan.”

E elder Fortescue clasped his

nerveus hands upen the table be-
fore him. As Philip finished speaking
he tuemed his eyes toward Jonathan
Atikiints.

“It is on account of our sister—our
half-sister I should say. Pamela For-
tescue. She has been wooed for no
little time by our friend and cousin
here, Halsey Growne.

“But in spite of the fact that we,
her brothets, strangly urge the match,
she is saucy enough to turm up her
nose at what is in every way a suitable
matrimmomiall alliance, and not only
does she absolutely refuse to be a
party to the affair—"

“"But, in additiom, the jade openly
ridicules me and te my face, for-
sooth!™ interrupted Crowne, whose
thundetous brow betokemed ne good
will toward Mistress Fortescue.

Atkins glanced at him and
peessed a smile.

“Amd them.® continued Sir Alwyn,
"what must my lady de but add insult

re-

to injury and contend that she has
given her heart for good and all to a
paltry nobody—in short, the son of
the Governor of am obscure pert in
the West Indies. 'Fore Heawem, ’tis
not to be thought of!"

"But, my dear Sir Alwym, why
come to me?"” Atkims imterrupted.
"Im what way can I possibly assist
you to straightem out this family
tangle? I can assure you that I have
ne liking for a jeb that already smacks
of parting a maid and her lower.”

“"Hear me a little further, Captain
Atkims,” pleaded Sir Alwym. “The
scheme is simple and will, I hope,
commend itself to you. 'Tis well
knowm that most women jdmire
chivalry and bravery, so 1 have
lighted upon a plamn whereby the af-
fections of our sister may be turned
from this nobody and, by a little
stratagem, givem to our cousin here:
'tis in this wise:

“We have discovered that Pamela
and Pierre Hautecourt have decided
to elope tomerrow night during a ball
held at the house of a friend. Haute-
court is to slip from the daneing reom
a few minutes after nine of the clock;
in a short peried Pamelx fellows t6
the meeting place—a seeluded arber
frem whenee the read is easily aeees:
sible, and where a ehaise will Bbe
waiting."

Atkins bent forward.

“Well?™ he said shortly,

E will undertake to account for
Hautecoukt, 6 you will be free
to seize the girl—gag her, bind her,
stifle and silenee her, so you Bring her
safely here to your ship. Mind yeu, ]
would net have yeu use her ilt er
harshly; but, en the ether hand. yeu
must net prove tee kihd an abdueter.
As soon as she is safe on board do
you get under way immmediately,
and make for a reute which we will
decide upon later.
“A few days upon the high seas
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will afford my lady sufficient time to
repent of her sins, and she will hail
with gladness the sight of a sloop that
will give you chase—yeouw must let her
give you chase for some little time.
Quk cousin here will be much in evi-
dence when the time comes to stop
you and board you.

“Them, amid much fghtimg, which,
needless to say, will have no ill efffect,
as we shall take care to instruet our
men to fire wide, and will expect of
you the same, Halsey, here, will board
your vessel, overcome your men, make
you a prisoner in your room, and
rescue Pamela in triumph from her
seemingly perilous position.

“Onece he is a hero in her eyes the
rest will be easy; lHautecourt will
seers but a mean creature by cempari-
soh, What de vou thimk, is it not a
pretty plan and one that might appeal
to the suseeptible heart of any foolish
weneh 7

Atkins had sat silent throughout,
with a somewhat supetcilious smile
curving his lips. New he glaneed up
inte the eager face of Sir Alwyn.

“And the terms for this service?”
he asked,

“Amh, now that we come to terms we
know that the captaim Has comsented!™
replied Fetrtesewe, with a quick smile
te each of his companiens.

Later, when the three had again
sunk their identities in the folds of
theit muffllers for the returm to land,
they bade their host geod-might.

"We shall meet again shortly,”
said Crowne, a smirk wrinkling his
pugnacious face. “De not forget the
instructions."

FLUSH of rosy light, faint and
waren and still elusive, flickered
at the closed evelids ot Pamella Fot-
tescue and, awakening het, recalled
the strange surroundings whieh the
sleep of exhaustiom had blotted frem
het thouights,
Wiith a start of bewildered recollec-
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tion, she rose unsteadily to her feet
and looked atround het, still uncertain
of her position.

One glance proved that she was in
the cabin of a ship; and the uncer-
tainty of her walk'as she crossed to
the square, windew-like port con-
vinced her that the ship was moving.

With quickly beating heart she
hurried forward and peered cagerly
out over the waste of waters that met
her startled gaze. Far away the sun—
a pgreat red ball-—showed above the
rim of the sea. A trio of shrieking
gulls followed in the wake of the
vessel—the only living things in all
that vast expanse of a landless world
which she had never seen hefore—a
world all sea and sky.

TH a cty she went back to the

centec of the eabin and buried
her faee in het hands, bletting 6ut
from het eyes the seene that, te her
land-bred mind, held in it nething but
limitless deselation. The meurnful
ery of the eireling sea-birds feund
an eehe in hetr Heart, and she flung
herselff upen her eeueh iA the witer-
mest despair.

But the even, monotonous meotion
of the vessel quieted the owerwirought
nerves of the giel, and when the
mood of tearful desolation had spent
itselt she tuemed her thoughts te mere
practical matters.

She was surprised, but greatly
pleased, to see on the other side of
the room a small box which she had
packed secretly to accompany het on
her elopement. Whe had friisirated
their carefully prepated srrangements
she could guess without fmuch diff-
eulty, but wherm she had te thamk fer
her present strange pesitiom she had
yet to discaver,

With this resolve in her mind she
set about making her toilet and eras-
ing the effects of her grief. Then
with her heart beating quickly at what
lay before her, and with a eeftain
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courage borm of anger she tried the
handle of her statetoom door.

FP\® her surprise it opened casily at
-+ her touch. and she stepped into a
large, airy cabin.

As she advanced, she saw that the
saloon was not empty, and that its
other occupant was one of handsome
face and figure.

On seeing her he came forward, and
to his elaborate bow she responded
with her best curtsey.

“I give you good-morning. Mistress
Fortescue; you are astir early. I
teust the motiem of the boat does not
disturb you?" he asked, with a charm
of manner that was not wholly lost
upon Pamela,

“Imdeed, no; the motiom itself does
not disturb me. 'tis the oddness of my
being here at all on board a ship that
causes me much trepidatiom. But
you, perchamge, can clear the mystery
—or can it be that you, too, are one
who owes his presemce to ahduction
by force?"” she asked,

“Wihy,. no. Mistress Fortescwe. The
fact is I happemn to have a good deal
to do with the affair that has caused
you so much incoaveniemee. But
come, I shall be honored it you will
breakfast with me. Let it Rever be
sald that Jomatham Atkins was ence
knowm te be lax in the laws et hes-
pitality and keep a lady waiting.
Yeur hand. mistress.”

For some moments Pamela ecould
not recall where she Had heard the
name before. Them, with a start, she
remembered, the notorious pirate!
The man whese word was law, whese
will was iren; and whe, fer his ex:
trere beauty no less tham far his feats
of daring, his phenorenall sueeess in
capturing riehly ladeh prizes. was
farned throeughout the celenies.

And here she sat at breakfast with
him, though at his command she
might walk the plank five minutes

afterward! He noticed her swdden
paller, and asked hee, was she ill?

“I am not ill, Captaim Atkims, but I
entreat you to tell me, what is it you
want with me? Why have you
deagged fe on board your ship?
Why de 1 sail away from Massachu-
getts, from my home. my friende and
these I love?" she cried piteoausly.

“My sweet lady, you alarm yourself
needlessly. I have no thought but to
serve you, and you shall hear how I
have done so presently. But, I en-
teeat you, e fnet leok upon me as if 1
had the ferocious aspect of Teddy
Teach, or others of such-like calibre,

“But since it will lessen your fears,
I must tell you that it was at the sug-
gestion of your brothers I wndertook
this affair, and that 1 had but little
liking fof the job, But thinking that
it 1 refused you might fall into hands
less te he desired tham mine, I agreed,
took their rmoney. heard their orders
==aid here you are.”

As he fiimishel speakimg, Atkins had
the satisfaction of seeing the color

ebb back inte the girl's face. She
looked up at him with gratitude,

“And them what happens?” she
asked.

"They, together with one Halsey
Crowne, intend to follow in an armed
sloep. whose guns they tell me they
de net intend to use with ill-effect
against e,

“So, Mistress Pamela, do you wish
to be overtakem on the high seas by
your worthy brothers and, after being
conveyed on board their vessel, forced
inte a marriage with Mr. Crowne?
For it sueh be the case I shall adhere
to their commands.”

S5 Atkins spoke he watched the

giel narrowly ; he saw hee expres-

sion change from fear to hope, and
she turned to hirm impulsively.

“Captaim Atkims, if I ask you not to

give me over to my brothers; if I ask

you to give me safe conduct back to
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Massachusetts, where I may find what
has befallen him whom I was to have
married today; or if that be not your
destination, to Emmisto in the West
Indiies, where I have friends who
would receive me, will you do so?
You were my friend before you ever
saw me; now, if I ask you, will you
continue so?"

“To the death, if need arise,” re-
plied Atkins quietly, as he raised her
fingzss to his lips.

“And now, Mistress Pamela, I have
some other news for you. Your
brothers told me that while I was en-
gaged in securing you, they would
take upon themselves to account for
your lover, Hautecourt.

“I liked not the aspect of the affair
from the fiirst, and for that reason
1 secretly commissioned my men to
seize him before Sir Alwyn's men
came upon the scene.

OWEWVER that may be, my boys

were a little late and arrived only
just in tirme te save him from the
uhited strength of three blades—ene
had already seratehed Rirh iR the arm,
gtherwise he weuld Rave joined us at
Breakfast this merning."

“What, Pierre is hurt?” cried the
girl.

“"Mis but a trifling scratch, and will
be well within twenty-four hours;
you must rest thankful that he is alive
at all,” replied Atkins.

“But,” said Pamela, when she had
poured out thanks upon the head of
her benefactor, “what motive can
Alwyn and Philip have in causing
you to abduct me in this manner?
Wihat can they hope to gain by these
measures?”

“That, dear lady, is more than I can
tell,” replied Atkins,

“It seems to me that they must have
some other design in those heads of
theirs. They are forever hatching
and hoping, and ‘tis all for meney,
money, money. Think you, Captain

Atkims, that there is something on
board this ship of yours that other
men might know about and cowet?"

AMEILLA, in her eagerness, gazed

slowly at the eaptain. Se leek:
ing, she saw a sudden theught dawn
ih his mind; she saw him clench his
hand upon the alr and his jaw set in
iren lines. He rese with some haste
from the table,

“Mistress Fortescue, if what I think
is true, you have given me the clue to
a mystery. I believe this albdwction,
real enough in its way, was their
method to gain admittance to this
ship, and throw dust in my -eyes by
making me believe that you were the
only object to attract them thither.”

Even as he was speaking they heard
the noise of sudden commotion over-
head, and before he could cross the
cabin a man entered hurriedly and
without ceremony.

“A sail has been sighted, captain—"

“Ah, then, 'tis as I thought!” cried
Atkimns, speaking rapidly. “They in-
tend to take us unawares! Well,
Mistress Forteseur, I hope you bring
us Juck. Let's hope that we net enly
shatter this, our mutwal enemy, but
gain a prize as well="

“Whhat, do you mean that you will
fighi®?"’' cried Pamela aghast.

Atkins turned to her with a glow
in his eyes such as no woman ever had
the power to bring there, nor ever

would.

“Fight?  Assuredly we'll fig.
We'll show these greed-stricken
landsmen who are the masters of the

We'll teach them to make a wo-

sea.
man their decoy and lies their pass-
ports.

“The sea is outrs; pirates from

pirate ships are safe—that ia the
honor of our trade—but from these
cringing cura we'll exaet a recems
pense that'll leave them with shattered
hull—with masts gone by the beard—
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and with sails that filutter like ribbons
in the breeze I"

Hi3 impassioned words fell like
hail around Pamela’s ears. When he
had fimished], she dared not speak, for
she was fearful of the steely light of
outraged honor that glittered in his
eyes.

Then, with a quickly spoken com-
mand that she was to remain below,
he strode from the saloon and disap-
peared up the stairway to the deck.

E morning wind was blowing

freshly across the expanse of blue
where the white-caps tessed and
twirled. The Waideeser, leaping for-
ward under her stresd of sail, eleve
{hreugh the waves and gent the
strong, salt spray Ming up almest
inte the faees of the men whe leaned
gver the wide balustrade ef the gal:
leries, their heads swathed in Bright
Randkerchiefks, and the sunlight glint-
iRg oA the kRives and eutlasses i
their belts.

All eyes were turned to the horizon,
whete a tiny speck of white hovered
agalnst the brilliant azure sky.

Jomatham Atkins, as he stepped out
upon the deck, took in the scene at a
glance. He faw the distinct prize,
saw how she had set her course to cut
them off on the starboard tack; and he
smiled grimly as he pictured the faces
ot the three conspirators when they
met with the reception he held for
therm.

Themn, above the noise of the breeze,
his voice carried orders for all hands,
the uncovering of the guns and the
clearing of the ship's decks for im-
mediate action.

As his eyes roved over the faces of
his crew he smiled with cold serenity
to think that there were those so ig-
norant as to pit their pigmy strength
agalnst these fearless cut-throats, who
now kept up a running fire of oaths
and curses—their satisfaction on
gighting a prize,

As the morning advanced, the wind
dropped slightly; the Wanddeater less-
ened canvas and awaited the approach
of the sloop.

As they came up with her at length,
Atkins glanced significantly at his
masthead where the Jolly Reger
fluteeedd threatemingly. Thea Re
lowered his eyes until they rested A
the eager, upturned faces of the men
whe thronged the deeks of the §166p.

Among them, n¢ picked out the
swarthy featuires of Halsey Crowne,
as that gentleman walted for the
critical moment to give orders te his
men.

At that moment Crowhe caught
sight of Atkims well in evidenee upeon
his own peep, and something in his
bearing, a subtle hint of purpese in
his manner, 8eAt a forewarning
glimmer of deubt darting threugh
Crowne's guilty mind.

Almost before those on the sloop
were aware of what the Widanlierer
was about, there came the thundet and
clap of a broadside which was poured
into the sloop, now almest alongside.

T the first onslaught, Halsey
Crowne turmed and fled inte the
firgit sheltered spot he could spy,

As the sound died away, giving
place to the crash of splintered wood
and the agonized shrieks of the
wounded, Crowne, persuading himselt
that it was some dreadful mistake on
Atkins® part, shouldered his way
through the dense curtain of smoke.

Quickly he ascertaimed what dam-
age had been done. Then with his
heart beating sickeningly at his ewn
nearness to the spot where the shot
had struek, he scurried acress the
deck as fast as his shaking legs would
carry him,

Reaching the side, he looked up
and beheld the Wanddeaer looming
up through the smoke, like some
gigantic apparition, its very size in-
creased by the smeky pall.
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He saw Atkins looking down upon
him from the high walls of the galley;
and he heard the calm voice of the
pirate as he gave a command. Then
the grappling irons fastened like the
tentacles of an immense octopus on
the il1-fated little sloop, which he and
the Fortescues had chartered with
such sanguine hopes.

A moment later and the men from
the pirate ship came swarming over
the side like a plague of flies.

Turming rapidly, on seeing that
Atkins had anticipated his move,
Crowne gave frenzied and imcohnerent
orders to his crew to get free or make
the best use of their guns.

Then he daBhed down to the cabin,
where Sir Alwyn Fortescue and his
brother sat awaiting the news of vic-
tory and the coming of their sister.

As their confederate entered,
trembling, they turmed and listened
in dismay to the account that fell
from the little man's stiff lips.

Them, together, the three hastened
to the decks, where they found a
hand-to-hand conflict taking place be-
tween both crews, until, overpowered
by numbers, those on the sloop
yielded and were forced to look on
helpless while the pirates looted what
they chose.

The three looked on in helpless
silence, seeing every hope slip from
thera.

In the midst of the melee, they
were approached by two of the
pirates, still red with the stains of
the engagement, and commanded in
no gentle manner to appear before
Captain Atkins on the WA¥ad@awer.

NOWING it to be useless to re-
sist, they coemplied with the best
grace they could, and within a few
finutes they found themselves again
within that cabin whetre they had so
recently discussed this scheme.
Atkins was standing, as they en-
tered, at the head of the long table,

and seated by his side they saw, with
no little astonishment, their sister
Pamela.

“Se, gentlemen, we meet agaim?™
cried Atkinms, with an imscrutable
smile.

They stood, ill at ease, in a row be-,
fore him. They scowled, but made no
further reply to his salutation.

“But our meeting is somewhat
sooner than the arrangement war-
ranted, efh?”

ONATHAN ATKINS, you black

traltor! Wihat is the meaning of
this outrage that you have perpetrated
upon us?" cried Sir Alwyn, his veice
ascemdiimyg in a Aerveus squeak.
"Whete are your oaths and promises
of fair play, and what mmeans this
mannet in which you have kept your
compact?”

“Whhat useless questioning,” an-
swered the pirate with dangerous
gentleness. “It is known to me, even
as it was known to yourselves that
night you came to me in Massachu-
setts waters, that the abduction of
Mistress Parmela here was but a blind
that you might take me wnawares.

“You thought to make sure of gain-
ing my decks by a pitiful sfratagem
that you might take my unsuspecting
crew by surprise while seeming to act
a part in your pretty love-drama—
that you might rob me of the sixty
thousand pounds’ worth of diamonds
which you knew me to be carrying for
one who is my friend.

“So, gentlernem, if I may apply an
honorable term to siieh a scutvy set
ot rogues, I anticipated your move-
ments. 'Tis but a case of the biter
bit.

“You may be glad that I permit
you to go free with youe lives, though,
doubtless. my jolly scamps have left
you precious little elsel”

“And Pamela Fortescue?” cried
Crowne, struggling for breath and
speaking with barely restraimed fury,
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"Why does she sit there at your side?
Has she no word of pity to put forth
on behalf of her brothers and her
affianced hushamd ?*

EFORE she could reply, Atkins
iAterposed.

“Winat Hittie right they have te beg
Ber intercession has already been
Hsed en their Behalf, and en yetirs,
teo, dog that yeu afe. Thus it hap-
pens that yeu are not all set adrift
like helpless derelicts. As for return-
ing te these who would have so
cowardly slain her lover, and who
have already used her so ill—why, I
have her own answer to that.”

"Well?" snarted Sir Alwyn.

89 she remains with me. Is dhat
Aot 38, mistress?” asked Atkins,

Pamela nedded.

“A fine protector you have, my
amiable sister* sneered Philip. **It
seems your taste is ever for the bhase
born of the earth: but seareh a§ yeH
may, Hautecourt is lest te yoy #ef-
gver:

“He paid for his gallantry in at-
tempting to elope with you with his
life—my servants had orders to kill
the reptile—"

“But failed to do sol” said a weak
voice.

They started round, their faces
suffused with an ashen pallor. Pamela
sprang to her feet with a ery.

“Pienre, dearest, you are bztter;
you are recovered!” she cried, Tun-
ning to him and clinging to his un-
wounded arm.

“I am well, dearest; they told me I
should rest still, but I could not resist
the idea of coming forth to face these
cowardly wretches,” he replied.

Halsey Crowne turmed a purple,
apoplectic face toward Atkins.

“You think you have cornered us,
but if we don’t raise a stormm when we
land again in Bostom, such as will

cause the seas of the werld te be
scoured in search of you="
“Emough!” cried Atking, interfupts
ing. “You seem to forget there must
be a condition to your freedom. One
well-directed volley from my @uns
and not a man of you will ever see
land again. That freedom whieh 1
offer you and yours is8 the price of
your silence. Seo, ¢cheose — your
solemn word—to be hapt ferever, net
brokem—sillemee, 6F a fhefe intimate
acquaintamee with the oc&am?”

TNOR a few seeconds there was a

tangible stillpess. Then, iR sullen
tones, one by &he, they pgave their
grudging premise.

Atkins recalled the men, who dur-
ing the interview had withdrawn
from the room to stand on guard out-
side the door, and commanded that
the three prisoners should be returned
to fheir own vessel, which he ordered
to be immediately cast adrift.

Them he turmed to Pamela and
Hautecourt,

“Perhaps you would like to go up
on deck now?” he said, smiling,
“Doubtless your brothers and Mr,
Crowne would be grateful to you for
seeing them awvay?"

“It is quite safe them, Captain
Atkins?" asked the gitl dimidly,
“Thetre will be no more fighdhigd”™”

“There will be no mete flgbiing,
Mistress Fortescue, for the simple
reason that we have relieved therm of
all they had in the way of ammuni-
tion—and for the matter of that, of a
good deal more besides, which they
will have to account for as best they
may to the astonished owners of the
sloop.”

So they went into the clear alr that
seemed vibrant with hepe and life.

Leaning upon the balustrade they
watched the sloop disappear in the
distamce, them turmed their faces hope-
fully sewthward,
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OM BLAIR ducked imstinc-
tively as the roar of a rifle
echoed from the little clump

of cottom-weods. He laughed harshly
as a bullet spattered against the face
ot the big rock which served him as
a larrier.

Behind him rose the towering gray
walls of the mountains that formed
the ravine, the narrow entramce a
streak of black shadow that seemed
as though a grimy finger had been
drawn carelessly down a painting of
sun-baked rock and deep-blue sky.

Blair's lean face was grim as he
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tossed his worn gray Stetson behind
him and slid further along the rock.
His eyes were hard as he (fifirdlly
found himself peering around the
side of the massive boulder. His gaze
swept the green-clad valley baskimg
peacefully in the warm sunlight and
then centered on a little cluster of
trees less than fifty yards away.

An expression of cold hatred crept
over Blair’s face as he stared steadily
at the deep shadows beneath the
trees. The barrel of the Winchester
in his right hand was still warm from
the last shot he had fired—a shot that
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had brought a prompt answer from
his hidden foe.

He scearched eagerly for some
slight motion that would reveal the
exact location of the man who lurked
amld the cotton-woods.

Blair cursed softly as he again
heard the echo of a rifle. As a bhullet
sped by not more than two feet above
his head he raised his Winchester
and aimed carefully at a dark object
beneath the lew hanging branches of
ene ot the trees.

There was a roar as his gun spoke
shatply.

An instant after he had fired Blair
ducked back behind the rock. He
was taking no chances. He knew that
the tman in the cottom-woods was
*8lash" Hawkims, a grira and ruthless
killer, and Temn Blair was no fool.
Possessed of plenty ©f courage. he
nevertheless dealt eautieusly with
fattleshakes and men llke Hawkins.

T was a duel of death the two men

fought, a cembat in which mercy
was nelther asked not thought neces-
safy. Hawking was an oeutlaw who
woeuld die fighting, while in Blair's
heart lurked a bitter hatted that enly
the other's death weuld satisfy.

The memory of Lem Gray as Blair
had found him five days ago limgered
in the mind of the man sheltered by
the bilg rock. Lem weakly gasping
eut his stery as he lay oh his bunk
at the ranchhouse dying from (he
bullet weunds et the tan out there
in the €ofton-weeds:

Slash Hawkins had brutally mur-
dered Tom Blair's partmer without
giving the latter the sliphtest chance
to defend himself.

Hawkins had come to the ranch
owned by the two partners at a time
when he had been sure that Blair was
away. He had planned his visit care-
fully, for there had been a simister
motive behind his appearamce at the
Box X. He had known that Lem Gray

was laid up with a broken leg, and at
firdst the outlaw had pretended hiB
visit was a friendly one. But Lem
knew and disliked the man and had
resented his presence,

As soon as Hawkims had realized
thi3, his tactics had changed. With
a sneer he had revealed his real pur-
pose. It was te get the money, fiwe
thousand deollars, that he had seen
Blaie draw from the bank the pre-
vipus day, and which the partiers
intended te use te buy an additien
e the Bex X herd fref a neighber:
iRg rFARERer.

The outlaw had been sure the
money was somewhere in the ranch-
house and that Lem Gray knew itB
hiding place. He had tortured the
disabled man in a fruitless effort to
make him tell, for loyalty to his ab-
sent partner had sealed Lem's lips.

When he had found Lem would
not speak, Hawkins had gone into a
wild rage and fimally he had deliber-
ately shot Blair's partner as the latter
lay weak and helpless on his bunk,
and the killer had left Lem slowly
dying from his wounds.

But he had not told his secret
and Hawkins had torm up half the
house before he had fiinallly found the
money and made his hasty departure.

OM BLAIR had returmed half an

heur later and learned what had
happened from his partner in the Jast
words that Lem Gray would ever
speak.

Wiith a cold and vicious anger in
his heart Blair had started after
Hawkims. The realizatiom of what he
had done had sent the killer riding
toward the Bad Lands, HMawkins
knew that Blair would follow him,
that the latter would never give wp
the chase until one of the two men
had died,

For five days Blair had fellowed,
pushing on steadily. Hawkins had
been careless from the start and it
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had been easy to pick up his trail.
Blair had paused only once, save to
rest his horse and himself at night,
and that had been at the little town
of Painted Post.

Here he had learned that Hawkins
had passed through, still heading to-
ward the Bad Lands. Blair had
traded his weary mount for a fresh
hotrse at a price that proved the man
with whom he dealt was a shrewd
bargainer and then continued riding
steadily through the night.

At last Blair had sighted Hawkins
ahead of him as he had ridden
through the mouth of the canyon and
into the entramece of this valley. But
the killer had sensed the presence of
the other man, and after firing wildly
in Blair's direction Hawkins had
made a dash for the little clump of
cotton-woods.

Blair, realizing that it was to be a
fighit to a fimish, had left his horse
back in the canyom while he sought
to get Hawkins from his position be-
hind the big reck.

Again Blair edged around the side
of the huge boulder and took a snap-
shot at the shadows beneath the trees.
He realized that unless he was able
to find Hawkins' exaet locatiom he
was fmerely wasting bullets but he
was anxious to keep the othet man
fight where he was at presemt, and
give him ne chance te change his
position.

"This is a private fight or can any-
body get in?” drawled a voice be-
hind Blair,

E ownet of the Box X swung
areund abruptly te find a tall
dark-baired man standing a shert dis-
tance away smiling sardomically. The
stranget's right hand was very close
to the butt of the heavy Colt .45 that
he wete in a worn holster tied loew on
his right hip.
Blair half raised the rifle that he
held in his hands, but something in
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the cold blue eyes of the new ar-
rival stopped him before he had com-
pleted the motion and he slowly
lowered the weapon,

“You're a friend of Hawkims, I
reckon,” Blair was unable to keep the
bittermess from his tome. “I wight
have known that jasper wouldn't play
anythin’ but a sure bet, like twe
against one!"

OU'VE got me wrong, stranger,”

the dark-haired man’s smile grew
wider. "I rode Into the other end
ot the canyom, heatd some shooting,
so I left my hoss back yonder and
comes to investigate.”

“Right curiews, ain't you,” said
Blair shortly.
“Yeah,” the stranger Jawghed.

“Reckom Hawkims mus’ be th® feller
out there in the cottom-woods that
you been arguin’ with right peintedly
for the last half heur or §6.”

“That's Hawkins,” stated Blair
geimly. “You say you heard us
shooting?”

“Naturally, seemn’ as I ain't deaf,
or nothin”. Just like I said, I hears
rifles, so I goes to see how come th'
gunplay.”

“And it took you half ap heur te
find out about 1t?" demanded Blaif,

“Sure. Me, I'ma right cautious Jike
when it cornes to nesin’ iAte things
that fay be none of my business.”

“Them you’re not a friend of Haw-
kins?"

“Nope—this Is the first I've heard
of the gent.”

There was a calm sincerity I the
tall man’s words that made Blair
feel he might be telling the ¢ruth.
Yet the ranch owner did net dare
take any chamees. The stranger
might have appeared in the easual
fashion that he related and ¢hen
again he might be iR league with
Slash Hawkins. The Rew arfival
still held his hand very elese i@ his
gun.
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“Who are you?" Blair demanded
abruptly.

OR an instant the two men stood

glaring at each other, their bedies
tense and their eyes celd and hard.
Then suddenly the stranger siiled
and the tension relaxed.

“I'm Jack Martin,” he said slowly,
his dark face serious. "Not that I'm
figunrirs® its any of your business, but
seein' as you're right active-like this
tnornim” I ain't blamin’ you for
wantin® to know.”

“Uh huh,"” said Blair with a smile.
“I'm kinda funny that way."

There came the report of a rifle
and a bullet whistled over the top of
the rock and went humming through
the mouth of the canyon.

“You're friend out there seems to
be gettin’ right anxious about you,”
drawled Martin. “He ain't what I'd
call a patient cuss. Looks like he
craves action.”

For a long moment Blair stared at
the other man. Fimally he deliber-
ately turmed his back toward Miartin
and began to edge his way along the
left side of the big rock.

The tall man watched his actions
with slow dawning admiration in his
eyes. He realized that Blair was
taking a long chance in turning his
back on a stranger he had never seen
before, and Jack Martin was a man
who appreciated bravery.

“I'm figurin’ you got a right gooed
reason for wanting to get that feller
out there,” he said moving closer to
the rock.

“I have,” stated Blair grimly as he
swung around. “Hawkins killed my
partmer—shot him without giving
him a chance. Deliberately mur-
dered him, even though he didn't
die right away. Shot him when
Lem wag unatmed and laid-up in his
bunk with a broken leg.”

“Lem,” repeated Martin
“Lem wiho?”

softly,

“Lem Gray. Him and me owned
th* Box X ranch dewn iR th' Peecos,
I'm Torm Blalr, maybe you've heard
of iis sorfonieres?™

“Yeah,” said Martin slowly, and
the drymess in his tone caused Blair

to look at him wenderiagly. *“Maybe
I have.™
HERE were questions Blair

wanted to ask. Perhaps this man
had knewn Lem in the days befere
he and QGray had beeeme partners.
Blair remembered that Lem had {eld
him of a Brether whe Rad Been a wild
and reekless wanderer, 3 Brether dhat
Lem had net seen for ten years. He
might Be this strapger Whe &alled
Rimself jaek Martin.

“Lem Gray,” sald Martin finally,
“And this Hawking killed him, €h?
What for?™

“Fiwe thousand doliars we drew
from the bhank to buy some new
stock. I was away. Hawkins came
to the raneh, shot Lem and pot the
money. L2m only lived leng enough
to tell me who did it.”

“Them this Hawkins is a murderer
and thief to boet?”

"He sure iis!™

A3 he ceased speaking Blair
turmed and began to edge along the
rock. He had left Hawkins in peace
far too long—the latter might think
he had given up the fifidig.

“Drop that rifle!” Martin ordered
suddenly, prodding the barrel of his
Colt inte Blair's back and swifily
wrenching the revolver from his hip.
"Deop th' rifle, I said, prowte!”

Blair cursed as he let the Win-
chester fall. “Looks like I fHfigured
you wrong,” he said bitterly, “I
theught you was a white man, not a
dirty skunk that would be sidin" with
Hawkins,"

Martin did not answer as he swung
Blair around so that the latter faced
the entrance to the ravine.

“Walk back into th’ canyon,” Mar-
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tin commanded. “Am' don't look
back!"”

With a curse Blair turned away.
It was not until he was half way
through the entramce of the camyon
that resentment got the better of him
and he glaneed over his shoulder.
Martin was no longer in sight behind
the big rock and the Winchester
was gene.

Blair smiled bitterly as he swung
around. It was quite clear to him
now. Martin was in league with
Hawlkiins, and there was no reason for
the datk-haired stranger to fear the
killer,

Suddenly there came the sound of
shots. Blair stood for an iimstant
listening tensely, and then started on
a run for the big rock. Just as he
reached it Martin slid around the
edge, the Wimehester In his hands
and bloed stalning the left sleeve of
his gray filonnell shirt.
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“I got him!"” he exclaimed. “Only
he was quicker than I thought he
would be.”

“I think I understand,” said Blair.
“You're Lem Gray's brother that he
hadn’t seen for ten years. When
you heard that Hawkins killed Lem
—you wouldn't let me get him be-
eause you had to de It yourself!”

"That's a swell story,” Martin
smiled grimly. “Only it aint quite
true. I'm not Lem's brother, but I
have heard of you both and I know
you are both regulae. I didn’t have
any time to argue with you but I
dlda't want you to de any killm® or
get killed around here.”

"But why?" demanded Blair.

“Welll, you see,” Martin chuckled
apparently not in the least perturbed
by his wounded arm. “['m th" Sheriff
of Painted Post and I kinda like to
keep things quiet and peaceful
around HMeered”
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SYNOPSIS

The old womam Gozeli, said to hftve
“powers,” tells Pierre Bayard about the
Solomon Bush and the Leopard Men of
Africa, Farowlk, the meost dangerous white-
black mam In dark Afriea, long agh put a
eurse on Bayard's mother. Bayard feals,
strenges than amylhing else, that he must
kill Faneuk. He must ge te Afwiea, find
him, and avenge Ris mether's death.

Bayard’s most intimate friends, Commo-
dore Haven and Dr. Holbein, secure a herth
for him at the Natuwral History Museum in
New York, and an opportumity arises to go
to Africa in search of scientific information.

_His friends give Bayard a faiewell party,
Lily Estelle Haven, the Commadere's daugh-
ter, interests Bayaid greatly. He i ai-
tracted to hef, and alse is started at her
wide knowledge of Afriea.

Before his departure, Pierie gives Lily
one of his most precious private possessions
~—an old family map of Africa.

A year later in Africa, in the Guineas
Bayard meets Dom Gotizalo Fare, an old
exited Portugusse, wheo gives him the ffiss
informatiion he gets of Farouk.

Dom Gonzalo and his grandfather were
both at one time Leopard Men.

Dom Gonzalo tells Bayard of the etory of
the Smollets, how the father left his young
wife and baby daughter all alone, and re-
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tumed to find the mother clawed to death,
tﬂ;;e Leopard Sign, and the daughter carried
]

Famuwk did this when he was white; but
he cht himself and the little gifl turned
black.

Through Fare, Bayard meets Eboreh, a
witeh doctor, and the dark litthe gorilla-like
gest of mrastrel-man, Gundey, Old Fare
eofitinues with his story of the Smellets.
The little ﬁlHl tuithed white again; Faredk
has to sell her to slave dealers iR the
Boudan, whe ssll her tp a wealthy BEng-
lishman abd Rig wife. When Farpik puf:
gues he puts the Lespard sigh on the gitt=
meaning that she must reiurh some day.

The Leopari Men attack Faro, Eboreh,
Gundey and Bayard. Famowk, the largest
among them, claws at old Farp—wihe is
his own father—and at Pierre. In the
strugylle Fare dies.

Pierte, at the funeral, is told that Faro’s
fguinrit is instructing him. He is told that
he must turm bléck if he wishes to assurs
himswlf of vengeamece on Farouk.

Meanwhile Gommodore Haven, his diaugh-
ter Lily and Dr, Holbein plan a trip to
Mombasa, Afrieca, Lily goes on to Africa
slone a3 the others are not yet ready. At
Naiirali she gets up her own party of na-
tives and goes fnto the interior. She is
completely under the spell of Africa,

She flies to the frontier in a chartered
plane, using the old map Bayard has given
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her. Native bearers take her to the region
of the Zandey Hilly.

Alone in her trmt one night, she looks up
to see a Leopurd Man of unusual size. This
man-beast has brought something «lke- into
her tent: a body unmistakably homan, but
flageell. Before Lily can fire:,, one of the
horrible ereature’s pawa has struck the
weapon from ?Iéf' hajid—then slid across
her thraat takihg away her bresth—taking
away her senses,

Nome go on uithh the: 2bany.

CHAPTER XI1I
Backk to Moeah

E particular mountaim, or
hill, called Gumbah, was the
broken-dowm core of an an-

clent voleane. Se Bayaid gathered
from what they told him, while he
gat there with his mind adrift, and
only some faint llne of aftention
helding him to what they said.
Gumbah was like a porous island,
fissuredd and caverned like an enor-
mous sponge, mossed over with a
depth of clean and fragrant forest.
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It was here that the last pure
remnant of the origimal Yaga people
lived, ancestors to halt the tribes of
Aftrica—fetish, sacred. like the place
they lived in, shut off and remete.
Around Gurmbah there was a bread
zone of marsh. Around the marsh,
tahe Zandey Hhills rese like a ehaetie

ik

“Gumibah " humrmed the minstrel,
as he plucked his harp. “Him We-
country!f"—his native Jland, and e
hear him was to hear any pairiet,
slightly homesick, spealkiimg of
herhe.

Something in his voice gave Bay-
ard a glimpse of hfs own We-
country:—New York, the high sky-
line of it flleeced with steam and
proud with fliags, all under the crystal
purity of a cool blue sky. And he
felt siek again.

He and Eboreh and Gundey had
come, soon after the burial of Senhor
Faro, to Eborch’s medicine-house
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hidden far back in a taboo crotch of
forest between two creeks,

Bayardl was very gick. He could
gee, at times, his own soul hovering
over him like a toy balloen. Who
was he? He didnt know. But he
was learning—he was becoming what
he would be.

Long before another moon came up,
he'd fixed up his story amd—there
was another black man in this old
Africa. Not very black. But he was
getting blacker.

His name was Keefa, Primce Keefa,
Keefa Banh. He was not only Yaga
but alse he was a Leopard Man. He
had the theee scars; he knew the
three words; and them the seven
signs, enly four of which were ever
used this side of the old Dzhomey
Fitual of “the geat without herns,” or
the Inlaga cannibal ritual, which was
the sldest ef all.

‘A S Bayard looked at himself in tine

foot-square mirror that Eboreh
passed to him, he saw this other
man. Keefa was Bayard; Bayard
was he. Yet the Bayard of yesterday
was nowhere, giving him that sense
of giddimess, making him feel as a
toy balloom might feel when it bobs
off into the blue.

He was unmoored. He was some-
thing that had been held by Pierre
Bayard. Now Pierre Bayard had let
him go. He'd left himself behind.

He was out of sight and almost out
of memory. He was Keefa, a dark
man. yet a personality with no assur-
ing weight of experiemce, of recollec-
tion, or connections of blood or
memory.

“Batura-Dudu? Bayard muttered:
"one of the Black-White People.”

“All same for one Gozeli!"—he'd
told them about Gozeli.

Whiich gave him some growing
sense of reality. And, anyway, they
had rehearsed the story which would
peeount for the new Prince Keefa.

Who was Primce Keefa? Where
had he found his money? Whhat had
he been doing in the coutse of his
travels?

He'd been captured in his youth
by an old Portugurse-Ametican by
the name of Captain da Silva (Would
Fatouk remember him?) who'd taken
him to Ametica, But latterly, Keefa
had come baek to Atfriea and had
found his chance to get even.

EEFA had come upon the grand-

son of Captain da Silva and had
murdeted and robbed him. (Fareuk
would approve of that.) As proof of
the expleit, should Fareuk want
preof, here was the late Pierre
Bayard's safee, his beemy, this gold-
encased miiniature.

And would Farouk like to see the
face that the locket comtaimed?

The story was perfect.

Bayard looked in the mirror, and
now he recognized this man who
looked back at him. Onece, in
the dim, dim past, there had been
a real Keefa. Bayard knew his
thouglhits.

E knew the slugging of his

heart. Keefa alse had looked
into the hazy future, as Bayard was
doing new, and for the twe of them,
new become merged, the future meant
climmb, and risk, and love, and fall
pethaps, and climb again.

Eboreh and Gundey were going
with him. They'd start toward the
end of sun-time—say, four In the
afternoon. It had been a bitter day
and nlght, and painful. But Ebereh
gave hira a banguet. There was warm
champagme, with fish from the river,
and jars of ehareuterie frem France,
then coffee and ecigarettes.

After which the new black
turned in and slept.

Neither on the West Coast do you
have to travel through Aftrica any-
more as Livingston and Stanley did,

man
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There are railroads, steamers, motor-
trucks, and Fords; not to mention
all the well-policed safari-trails.

Only, these were not for the three
Birange Negroes. Wikat you might
call the back-alleys of traffic were
the roads they traveled—by river
wherever they could; but never,
never out of the gloomering forest,
where roads were bush-trails, or,
more often, no trails at all.

HE Fans (Fumgemo on that old

faan 6t Bayard's) passed the trio
baek from village te village, in the
aneient way, although these villages
themselves were often at war with
each other, generally because some-
one's uncle, or wife, or grandmother
had disappeared.

First, that village where they'd
eaten the Banoko man, and where,
Bayard believed, Eborch told them
who he was; for here there were old
men who remembered both Captain
da Silva and that Daddy Bayard
whe'd been Bayatd’s father.

Perhaps they thought that he
was some new avatar of both these
notables. You can never tell about
white-man fash, Him strong t00
mueh!

But, whatever the origimall myth it
was that Eboreh o6r Gundey Hhad
spun about their passing. it toek on
depth and extensiom the further they
went.

T/ EEFA BANHI A fetish-chiief!

A mitcitemaiu! And not only a
prophet, but a Yaga. an "uncle” to all
these people! Bayard, now shining
black, “felt"” the part.

Centuries ago, the Fungemne had
migrated down from the nefth and
east, wave after wave; degenerating,
dying out, the further they went; but
always leaving that traditiom 6f a
superior raee—the Hepe of Afriea,
perhaps—=haek where they eame frem.
And new this Primee Keefa was ene

of these black supermen: Keefal
Keefa Banh!

Bayard had been shedding his
white get-up more and more, He
wore a very fine Yaga shirt of cotton
and wool—he had three of them in
his antelope carryall; Mandingo
boots of a rich canary yellow, but
generally just sandals; and them a
powerful, native, handmade umbrella.
No jewelry: nothing but his safee,
and this had been wrapped, locket
and chaim, in bat-skin.

The only two other articles of his
wardrolbe to be in evidence from this
time on were a Soudamese cloak or
burnoose, to be used at night or when
it rained, and them, most important
of all, the leopard-skim mantle that
ofily chiefs, bawiss, and such, could
weat,

Keefa didn't belong to any sodden
Guinea tribe, willing and proud to
ape it in buckra fiinary, He was
Yaga.

IS fetish grew stronger. It was
something that called for se-
crecy and speed.

The black tribes themselves seemed
to realize this the more deeply, the
further he went. He seldom spoke.
Eboreh was his “mouth"—and Bayard
let him do the talking; and Gundey,
the little minstrel-man, made up
songs about Keeia and acted them.

Keefa was the ancestor of all these
people whom they met. Nights, aes
cording to Gundey, Keefa went out
and talked te the leepards In the
forest, and the leopards erawled 8
his feet and lieked his hands.

Such was the persuasiveness of
Gundey's acting that Bayatd almost
believed it himself. Thete was a
contagion in the facile belief of these
others. Thete was a suggestion in
the ablding presence ot the forest.
The sights and smells and angulsh-
ments of Africa had become as the
facts of efernity.
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This wasn't New York. This
wasn't modern. This wasn't a white
man’s world, at all. The world had
moved back about twenty centuries—
back to Noah. Maybe, that long ago.
facts weren't so frozen and static as
they are today. They were fThid.
They changed. At one moment they
were one thing, visible; them, some-
thing else, invisible. Hemee, magic.

There were times when Bayard
wondered if he wasn't black for good.

Out in the woods, one night, in a
thunderstorm—tihe word is weak for
what was really going on—he came
face to face with a leopard. It was
the biggest leopard he'd ever seen.

The lightning and the thunder
matched him—Ilashes and lariats of
blue flame coiling and jerking about,
all the howitzers of heaven bamging
in their ears.

E leopard had slid from the

bush 8n hig belly. His paws wefe
like the paw iR the seng-hRet. He
leaked to be as big as a Bengal tiger,
and it was elear that Re Rated {(his
eembinatien of fire and watet and
Reise as only a Big eat esuld. He
eomplained. He euyrsed. He rfaised
Ris mask te Bayard as it Bayard
were {he auther ef it all and
%EF%F&@@ his misery iR Bayard's
aee:

One second, or five, o a dozen, and
he was gone.

And all Bayard had been able to
do was to sympathize with the beast,
to understamdt what he said, agree
that he felt that way too.

“Maybe,” he told himself, "you are
in truth this thing that Eboreh and
Gundey have been pretending that
you are. Mayhbe they weren't pre-
tending—they'we really made you
what you seem.”

And Bayard, from then on, wasn't
pretending even to himself.

They'd reached the dark and
tangled land of the Akkas, who were

Gundey’s original tribe. They were
like him—so like apes that they gave
you the same shock of surprise, and
something like shame, that yeu feel
in the presence of a too man-like ape,
They had hair the color of jute.
Their skin wa3 a dingy russet verg-
ing on gray. Their eyes had the
btlghtmess and pathes of a menkey's.

They were,as Eboreh called them,
"a shame people™—uneasy and aloof.

But they brought Prince Keefa
wild fruits and wild meats of kinds.
To pay them for this Bayard gave
them a "book™—a piece of paper—
that would be honored at the nearest
Congo post and make them rieh in
the two things they wanted most,
which were salt and iron.

It wae they who guided the
travelers through the last stretch of
the Zandey hilla. It was a region
intoe which the Akkas didn't dare go
unless under cover of a powerful
peinee; and to thera Keefa wae all
that and more.

They'd heard rumors of Farouk.
They had heard that he was a
stranger and dangerows. Thete had
been a lot of feeling against him
and his Leopard lieutenants among
the Yagas. And the I[ittle Akka
monkey people, intuitive like ani-
mals, had guessed somehow {hat
Keefa was Faroullc's enemy and was
coming now to deive him out.

The Akkas left mysteriously.

Eboreh understoad their disappear-
ance,

“We close in,” he said,

"Close in!” Gundey confirmed,

CHAPTER X111
Guardidngs of tiie Miorass
OTH Gundey andl Eboreh
sniffed the air. It was as if
they could smell the old

sacred mountain they were looking
for, although nelthet of them had
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ever approached Gumbah from this
direction before,

*Close in!"—Bayard heard the
phrase. It meant that Gumbah was
close. After all these years his

drearn of coming to Gumbah was
soon to be realized.

Was it to be realized, as it was
with so many dreams, only in the
finall shock and eclipse of death?

It was as if be himself could see
the thing that lay ahead, although
this was invisible to his eyes. He
would kill or be killed.

In his imaginatiom he could see
the fiigure of Farouk like that of a
colossal leopard—snatling and deadly
like that leopard he had seen in the
raih—but uncanny. perhaps super-
hurmam, fnaster of the black magic
that had killed that other “Miss
Lily,"

Bayard—black as any tribesmam in
Africa, dressed iike a Yaga prihcee-
found himself staring into a black
patch of jumgle. Dimly, at fiirst, then
with fiery suddemmess and brilliance,
he saw the face of what might have
been cither leopard or man.

The thing was so real that he gave
a gasp. But he reasserted himself.

“Get baek to hell,” he said in
Engllish, and was able to laugh.

The apparitiom was gone.

BOREH and Gundey Jeading,

they made their way up and
around a jungly sheulder of the hill
through wild celery and bambee by
what Ebereh said was an eld goritla
trail.

He alse mentiomed that the gorillas
and Akka pigmies lived in terms of
friendships. Bayard could tell that
Gundey and Eboreh—amnd, for that
matter, he himself—now moved with
the fatality of animals. They were
guided by instinct alone,

They couldn’t stop. They couldn't
tuem aside. Like that, just after
nightfall, they came out on to what
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had been a rockslide but now was
the slope of a grassy meadow—so
sweet, so open, after the Ilong
smothet of the forest, that Bayard
felt a gulp in his throat.

There were stars. They were on
the shore of an ocean of air.

“O Gumbah!” came Eboreh’s voice
like a moan.

Bayard thought it was one of
Eboreh's prayets. They were all
crouched together in the middle of
the little meadow. Bayatd brought
his ewn thoughts back te the Kere
and the new.

Out across the black @mptiness
that he faced he thought he saw a
quaver of head-lightning,

*“O mother!” whimpeted Gundey,
and he touched his harp. He adidied:
“Gumbah, take me te your Wbresst!”

“It's Gumbah " — Bayard could
bear his own heart shouting it to his
slower mind.

The suppesed heat-lightaing had
become a spreading glimmer, soft and
remote. It wreathed and crept and
disappeared. Themn, there it was
again, spreading a little further and
becoming mere pPrensunced.

ERE was an eeriness about i,

something to bring the wender
billowing over hirm, geatly, in wave
after wave. 1t was as If he Hhad
been a voyager through space=it
seerned 80 o him, iR any case=—=and
that new he'd appreaehed the fren-
tier of a strange siar.

There was an aceompanimemnt {0
this train of thought. It was a kind
of astral musie that Gunrdey dfew
from his harp.

Them, “Look!” breathed Eboreh.
Wiith reveteme® he annoumeed iif:
"The Mothet has heatd. She sends
us a messanger!™

The far-away shimmer of Gumbah
still shone but another and nearer
light had appeared. It was this fo
which Eboteh referred.
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"A messenger ™ Gundey chirped,
with a voice like a ericket's.

1t may have been a full minute Mhe-
fore Bayard saw it. He wotlld have
said that it was one of those swamp
lights he had seem on Bayou Tanga.

A lumineus green globe, shining
glienly. had appeared as if out of no-
where, olf somewhere ahead of them,
dewn the slope. Frem the firsi, the
movement of this was erratie.

Now it danced like a lanterm car-
ried by someone who walked mimbly
through the dark, and whom you
could imagine to be in a playful
mood, as the light swung up and
heovered and completed the circle or
else came swinging back again,

R it darted to left or right and

up in the aie, and held there, with
the speed and peise of a humming
bird.,

Eboreh touched Bayard. So did
Gundey. Both were crooning and
strainmimg. as Bayard had seen Gozeli's
people do at the Voodoo lodge on
Lac Perdu.

“She'll lead us,” panted Eboreh.

“"Across the swamp,” wailed Gun-
dey softly.

And Bayard found himselff repeat-
ing their words and believing what
he said:

“She'll lead us acress the swamp,’

He remembered that zone of marsh
they'd told him about—the one that
isolated Gumbah proper from the
outer ring of the Zandey Hills, and
he needed some sort of assuramee to
tackie it in the dark. Se did they.

The marsh may have been from
ten to fiffteem miles across, mastly
grown over thick with saw-grass
higher tham an elephant, but with
weedy pools in it that had ne bettom
and a scattering of matted iislands
which weren't really islands at all
but mere snatls of aquatie jungle,
tall as ships, that teetered and ffieated
in the ooze,
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Them, in this meorass, all the
creatures that usually breed in such
a habitat, from crocodiles te small
green snakes; and yet othets, worse,
of a sort no white man would ever
believe in.

So, why mentiom them now?

It was with the haunting sense
that all things might be true, beth
black and white, devilish and divine,
that Bayard fixedl heart and eyes on
that shimmering small globe and
clung to the thought that it would
lead him to that greater shine beyond
the marsh.

The globe was no longer like a
lanterm that someone carried. It had
assumed an unearthlimess that was
all its own.

The dance hak] taken on a Ieisurli-
ness and fflowrigh te suggest an aerial
creature, more aerial ever tham a
humming-bisd. 1t was a guide to
fellow noet so mueh with your feet
as with your soul.

Gundey led the way. He was the
poet of the party. In any case, be-
tweem him with his harp and this en-
tity. this "thing,™ with its light, there
seermed to be some sort of a bend.
He whimpeted to it. He twanged
his hatp. And the light-bearer,
whatever jt was, seemed to respond.
Bayatd followed Gundey. Baek eof
him was Ebeteh, making medicine
as he eame. They crept and stumbled
dewn the hill, taking chances, geing
it blind: and. befere they knew it,
were in the slime almest up te their
feeks,

TWFE situatiom developed a tech-

nigue. Just befere they smethered
they dug a feet and an arm jnto a
elump of grass. and as this lay ever
them they sprawled en it and drew
a breath.

The grass had stems aa thick as
corn-statlks down in the ooze and the
cutting-edge lay only along the shiv-
ering blades.
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But it was like choosing the way
they preferred to die, by the saw or
by suffocation. The wet stench at
times made them think they were
under, and paft of the wet was hot
and had the taste of blood.

“Each man is his own Inlaga,”
Eboreh said while he struggled and
panted.

“Each man is a cannibal,” Bayard
said, “and himselff is his own sacri-
ficiall wictim.™

But his mind would come back to
his body and help it like a distracted
friend—like a man trying to save his
dog. save it from one of these suck-
ing horrets of the swamp that only
the primitives could believe in,

Bayard was a primitive now, just a
wallowing blind worm, most of the
time. But there were moments also
when he knew the added grief of a
cteature that has developed a faith
in something and them had seen that
faith go null and weid.

Wiith hope or without they waded
and flowndered. There were still
flickers enough of the pale-green
dancer that was guiding thermn to
keep them going. That. of the mem-
ory of it; or the old life-drag that
did bring the blind werms up out of
an ooze like this at the beginning
ot the world,

For a while they clung to one of
those flesating islands and sobbed for
breath, then used such breath as they
could spate for mutwall encourage-
ment.

island had a life of its own.
L It twitched and heaved and half-
decided o roll over and submerge.
Black cranes went up squawking and
snapping their bills. The mosquitoes
swarmed in,

The pool about them rocked and
belched. And Bayard thought of
New York—it was like a visiom of a
distant, distant future—built solidly,
on a rock, of steel and cement; then
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of Lilian Estellle, as the spirit of this
New Jerusalem,

At that moment, everything was
black. The dancing light was gone.
The shine of Gumbah was geone ouf,
All that was left was a sprinkling
ot stars,

In the faint, distorting glimmer of
these a great head lifted like a bar-
rel from the silver mutk and yawned.
It was so close that the breath of it
gave a new tang to the stemch and
heat. The fleating island bobbed. The
head belenged to a Wippopotamus—or
something else,

1SS LILY, take me by the hand,”

Bayard said te himself, and
ewung at the head with his antelope
carryall.

He had to have something to cling
to, if it were nothing but a thought.
And Bayard clung—as he took a
scrambling header inte the murk. But
his hold must have been with his
teeti.

He fought in all directioms at ence,
with legs and arms, and found him-
self clutchimg at what felt to be a
hairy throat like that of a horse. It
was the antelope bag. and he brought
it with him as he clutched a root and
raised himselff again. with Gundey
and Eboreh just beside him,

The shock had brought his nerves
back. He was all ef a pieee agaln,
as a man ought te be—nherves, beef,
and braim. He laughed. and after a
second or twe they laughed with
hir.

"My medicine is strong,” he said.
"We go to Gumibath!™

It must have been that the flleafing
tanglle had deifted round, cireling,
for he'd hardly got eutt his boast and
was getting it nested ia his own
thought when—thete was our danc-
ing light again, and thefre was Giifh-
bah shinthg stronger tham ever.

Eborelh and Gundey broke out in
quavers of rapture. It was like the
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“Bless Gawd!"” and “Glory be!"” of a
camp-meeting.

They saw the dancer bob joyfully
down inte the pool and go away
down under water, still shinimg, then
emerge again, and wheel and disport;
8o, pretty soon they treaded down in
this directiom, with the water to their
chims, but felt a groumd so solid tin-
der their feet that Bayard could lend
a hand to little Gundey—riding him
on his hip and the box of his harp
making hollow sounds against Bay-
ard's head as Gundey clasped his
neck.

They crawled out of the marsh at
last and lay where they found them-
selves on a slope of solid earth.

They were clotied withk mire and
biood. But they knew that they wete
saved.

"Wo-wol” mumbled Gundey, for
the strings of his harp were hroken,
and he'd lost most of his charms and
tatters.

But they laughed at him, and he
clicked laughter with them.

"Ch. behold, I am here!”
Eborel.

He rolled over on his belly and
kissed the ground where he lay,

said

CHAPTER X1V
“imdgaia! Inlejpgdr”

AYARD was on his knees, try-

ing to scrape himself to

rights and readjust the sod-
den rags of clothing that still re-
mained te him, when he saw a lumi-
nous cloud sweep areund a blaek €on:
tour of rising @round.

It was as if there were millions of
those green daneees like the sne they
had followed across the great merass,
It was like the sweep of nfigerniist
from a voleano. But there was ne
heat. The spectaele brought a sense
of awe but ne terrer.

This—Bayard's own mind was tell-
ing him-—-was what made Gumbah
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shine by night. This was the spec-
tacle that his grandfather and others
of his family had seen at different
times in the past,

In a moment. Bayard had seim the
ARature of the light. It was a swarm
of giant fiifhies—ileyy were more
like lJumineus meths. They were
there In unAumbried milliens, dense
as a swarm of locusts.

Eberel and Gundey alse had comce
te their knees. They raised their
arms and their faces and kept them
raised as the swarm went over. Then,
just as the swarm was disselving into
the blackness of seme hiddem wvalley,
they beth eried eut that this was the
Intaga Jight and that tRey Rad ne
time to Jese.

They were up and runnirg in a
moment, taking the same dlirection
that the swarm had takem. His com-
panions knew wheie they were going.
Bayard dida't. Ner had they econ-
ferred on what they sheuld de when
they get there.

It didn"t matter. They ran, and
there was an excitememt on all of
them that made them forget their
fatigue and their Hhurts.

The darkmess was ne lomger
opaque. It was as if a faint shine
came dewn frem the sky. And the
silenee wasn't sueh as it had been.

Thete was a throb and a mwrmur
in it. which Bayardi took at first to
be the theeb and murmut of his
bleed but whieh he learned, without
conscious diseovery, was the sam.
gort ot threb and mukmur he'd heard
that ether night while sitting by the
fiver with Dem Cenzale.

That was cannibal music, and this
time the victim wasnt to be just a
poor Banoke man,

MEWHIERE near in this black

wildermess a while girl was eap-
tive. In accordance with the oldest
rites in the world she was being pre-
pared for sacrifice.
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They ran like wolves, first along
what you might almost call the beach
of Gumbah, where the shrinking of
the marsh had left a skim of dried
mud over the ooze.

It was a ghoulish highway, crooked
but easy, with a surface so fragile
that a jackal would scarcely have
trusted it; yet clastic, sending them
along with the sensatiom of falling
down hill,

Them, they struck off into a buah-
path up a rising valley, still running,
hoisted along on a gale of excite-
ment, for the light was growing
stronger and the drums louder, and
added to the drums there was a roar
of veoices.

The valley curved round into an
amphitheatre, a vast green bowl with
a jungle background, lit up weirdly
by the Intaga swarm owverhead.

In the bowl there were upward of
a thousand people, seated in circles,
leaving a round open space in the
center; and Bayard's flirst immpression
was that all these people had some-
thing the matter with them—that
they were lepers or ghosts—but his
wits came back and told him that
they had painted their faces a chalky
white.

The crooning and drums flilled the
place with a booming roar like that
of surf, and when this suddenly
stopped the shock of the silence
made his heart stand still. A mo-
ment later he knew the reasom for
the silence.

PROCESSIOMN was filling into
the open spaee—gils with fag-
gots and beys with small flaming
torehes, mean who tugged aleng un-
der the welght of a great stone box,
like an Egyptiam mumemy-case, but
black and shining. like obsidisn;
then priestesses and priests.
All the processiom was black. The
members of it had inecreased their
natural blackness with the blippo
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medicime. The naked bodies of the
boys and girls were like flluent jet.
The women and men wore black
tobes and veils.

Eboreh and Gundey had Bayard
wedged between them as they
watched this entry. They crowded
against him just as hounds will do
when confrented with something
they can't wnderstand,

IS was something they had never

geen before. They were filled with

a dread. They shivered. They were

taut. Se with Bayard at fiisd. He

wondered what it was all abeut, what

he was to do—what could he do—
and where was Mary Smollet.

The porters had set the stone box
down in the centee of the clear
space. Around this the boys and
girls danced and set a circle of a
dozen ot a score ot small fires going.
Them, all except one of the process
sionall party were seated iR a tight
cleele clese up te the flies.

Bayard heard a whisper
Eboteh :

“Farooikk' !

Faroulk was the one who had fre-
mained standing.

Bayard knew them he would have
recogmized him without Eboreh's
whisper, and in spite of the addi-
tional news of Farouk that the Ak-
kas had given him. Thete was that
about Farouk that sent a twitching
over his skin.

Farouk had flung back his head-
cloth and robe. He steed there
naked to the waist. It was as if he'd
sent out an emanation and this had
floodnsd ever Bayard telling him whe
this was.

Farouk must have been about fifity,
but still the hulking, pewerful type,
very muscular, a bull Reek and shoul-
ders supporttimg his sufficient head;
blacker than Bayard had suspected,
for Farouk also had applied the
blippe, but undisguised; sHOrt-

from
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bearded and long-haired, to recall
certain pictures of Samson,

The resemblance was heightened
hy the weapom he carried in his right
hand, for this was a trumddslsh, a
Yaga woodem scimitar, shaped like a
donkey's jawbone.

Bayard knew it later. There had
been a revolt of the Yaga people
against the intrusion of Farouk, and
Fatouk was playing a dangerous
role. He had wom his way back to
his high place as Miaityesu, or
Prophet, with only abeut half ot the
Yagas to suppert Him and the ether
half ready te kill hir=if they ceould
enly evercome their fear ef him.

But at that actual moment Bayard
didn’t know it. lle didn't know any-
thing but the evidence of his eyes,
And what he saw was so impossible,
so outside reason, that he had no
more reason, or will of his own, than
the bullet in a gun.

TVAROUK had leaned over the stone
L bex with a sert ef twe-handed
gesture, as if he were expestulating
with the spirit ef the bex. He
gtraightened up and raised his arms,
as if ealling dowa the forees of the
swatming light.

All this was mumrery to impress
the watehets. Them he leaned for-
watd and exhorted again; and this
time as he did so, Bayard saw a stir
ot white in the big blaek coffer, like
a puff of steam—a magician's frick
that anyone could imitate,

But, slowly and impressively and
without hesitatiom, Farowkk had
thrust his left arm into the stone
coffin and was helping a girl to get
to her feet. She was a white girl.
She looked as if she'd been asleep
and was just now awske—shrouded
in white, the old fetish color—sur-
prised, amazed, wondering what it
was all about.

“Inlaga!l"—everyone was murmur-
ing it: and the drums were rolling
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it too, in a way the experts have of
making the drums pronoumnce certain
werds:

“Anlbaged ! T hidagel™
CHAPTER XV
Faee of the Dead

P~ B AFIAT gale of sound had
caiight Bayard as if he'd been
no more tham a leaf in a
whirlwimd. He had ne more will than
a leaf. And yet he never had felt
so sure of himself in his life before.

This was the time he'd waited for.
It was as if his whele life had been
a preparation for this moment. White
or black, it made no difference,

It made no difference what would
happem to him, what he was.

The shouting was a part of him-
self.

“[nlaga! Inlaga!™

He himself might have been, just
then, “that spirit come from afar.”

Eboreh and Gundey both may have
made some efffort to seize him as he
started forward. He was unconscious
of their hands.

He was aware that others were try-
ing to stop him—hulking old war-
riors, ambassadors from tribes up and
dowm the length of Africa, women,
boys—alll of them as white as ghosts,
smeared with the fetish paint that
made them ready for the expected
cerermoniall feast,

He brushed these aside as easily
as if he himself had been noth-
ing but a ghest. They must have
gathered such rags as he might have
still been wearing.

But this made no difference. He
was black. Time had gone back an-
other thousand years or so. He was
shameless as a black Adam.

Almost unconsciously—it was as if
his voice had belonged to someone
else—Bayard had shouted Farouk's
name. It was a blast that made itself
heard even in that roar of shouting.
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It was as if a shout were let out
in church while the organ rolled.

There was a shock, a straining
pause, even while the roar continued.

Farouk had raised his trumdash. It
was such an ancient weapomr that it
had become sacred, like the mace that
has become a marshal’s batom or a
king's scepter. It was clear that in
another instant he would have
brought this down on the head of
the victinn. But the shout and the
racket had upset him. He must have
thought that this was part of the
revalt he had feared,

He turmed a little, with the trum-
dash still raised, and there was a
look on his face that warmed Bay-
ard that Faroulk would bring it down
on his own head instead of that
other.

On Farouk's face was exactly the
look that Bayard had seen on the
leopard's face that night in the
storm; and, not knowing what else to
do, Bayaid sprang one of the Leopard
words that Eboteh had taught him.

Not once during this time—it had
been too short, too «rowded—had
Bayard looked at the girl again; but
now he shouted out in Yaga for the
others to take the girl away,. and he
still kept his eyes on Farouk.

In the meantime, Eboreh and Gun-
dey must have been busy. For Bay-
ard heard other shouts of “Keefa!”
and “the true Prophet!!"—and knew
that this must have meant himself.

He saw his chance—or a reflex
jerked him te it—and he grabbed
Farouk™ right arm with both hands
just as it started in his direction.

TMAROUK was encumbered in the
L' robe he'd drepped abeut his heels.
He fell. Bayard went with him.
Maybe others have the power of
slow-motiom camera effects when it
comes to describing a rough and
tumble figdit. All Bayard knew was
that after a spell of strain and suffo-
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cation in which it seemed that the
whole tribe took part, he was on his
feet again, with the trumdash in his
hand, and that all the hands that had
helped him up now seemed to be
holding him. But othets had alse
helped Farouk te his feet and were
helding him as waell.

“O People!” Bayard shouted, in
Yaga. “I hawve come to save you. I
have come to save you from the
Father of Lies!”

MEQONIE, or many, were shouting
abeut the Inlaga. They wanted the
show te ge oA, First settle the Ia-
laga. They'd settle the rest of it
later. And these whe said this may
have been the fellowers of Fareuk.
This gave Bayard his eue.

“She is the true Inlaga!™ he yelled.
“He would have killed the true Spirit
Come from Afar!”

Amnd he could feel that the words
went home,

Farouk broke in—with sewething
Bayard was not sure what; for Far-
ouk’s own command of the language
was far from perfeet. But new Bay-
ard spoke to him direet. He gave it
to him in English. All he said was
this:

“I've come all the way frem Bayou
Tanga!'—Lac Perdw!”

That reached him. It got te him
just like a poisored arrow-—first a
prick,. then a spreading blur—and He
tried to throw this off, but a new
fear had seized him.

Some were now saying that Fareuk
was a devil and others were say-
Ing that Bayard was a devil. THhe
eonfusion was great. It weuld have
taken but a blew ef a little bleed te
set a general massaer 8n the way,
and few thizs was what Bayard
gfia@%a werse than he dreaded Faf:
Buk.

So he managed to get himselff free,
with the sacred trumdash still in his
hand, and he shouted out that there
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was a way to tell who was devil and
who was not.

Lo, it was writtem that they should
drink juice of the Solomon Bush!

At this a cheer went up. Every-
one cheered, Farouk's eneries as
well as Bayard's. Fof here was a
spectacle that weuld end in death,
maybe twe deaths, and then—the
events that followed such death made
entertainment of the strongest. They
were painted white—and ready.

Bayard turmedl to see what had
happemed to the Inlaga. But they'd
taken her away. Ebereh was there,
and it was he whe told him. For
the time she was safe. She was in
the hands of the eld wermen whoe had
prepared het for the ritwal. Te them
§he was saered.

So Bayard shut his mind to the
thing he'd seen—or thought that he'd
seen—and merely kept the hepe and
the glimmee of it down deep in his
heart as the thing that might keep
him alive when he drank the juice
ef the Selemen Bush,

CHAPTER XVI
“Weryy SSrodliet”

AYARD Dbelieves—as he has

always believed and as he

believed it then—that Farouk
had equal chances with him in the
test of the Solomon Bush,

The brew of it, as the Yatas pre-
pared it, was a deadly poison. And
the only antidote knowm was the
blippo medicine. Bayard had been
dosed with this. But so, he was con-
vinced, had Farouk,.

On the other hand, he may have
been leaning on Eboreh. He knew
him to be no ordinary witch-doctor
but a real medicineman with a
knowledge of herbs.

He'd trusted him with his life
when he'd allowed him to dose him
with the blippo back at Senbior
Faro's place, Eboreh had learned his
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art—or had done his post-graduate
work, so to speak—here in Gumbah
itself,—where an old Yaga priest had
taught him. a man named Manuba,
and it was Manuba who would have
charge of the poison ordeal.

All this flashed through his mind.
But it dida't matter. Sommewhere
he'd read—and he remembered it now
—that no man follows a logical train
ot thought in a erisis, net even a
Napolzomn. He jumps to a deeisien,
and the decision is made fer Rim by
a sert of iAner self by His mind
Ignered.

However, “this be white man fash,
not country fash,” as they say. Such
speculations may come afterward.

ERE was a sort of Iull, an
enti'acte, during whieh Bayard
saw a number of headmen ef {hHe
Yagas shepherding the erewds back
inte semething like their fermer
order—using white reds te de this
and sometimes thwaeking those Whe
were sullen or teo slew.

And Gundey, the little black min-
strel, weirder than ever with the
mud caked over him, had borrowed a
brother minstrels harp and had
skipped out to a positien just back
of Bayard, twanging and singing and
—Bayard had no doubt—acting again
the story of how Farouk had killed
Mrs. Smollet and carvied away the
missionary’s child.

The effect ot this on Farouk was
evident, and the evidence gave
Bayard an idea of his own.

N all these peisom trials, it is fear or

conscience that kills as often as
poisen. Bayard's safee was still
hanging frem his neck. The bat-skin
that had been wrapped about it had
protected it frem the mud and
water. He scraped the skin away
and the geld of the Jlocket shone
bright. He opened the locket and
looked at his mothert’s portrait,
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“Farouk,” he cried in English,
“Look at this—and remember I"

There were a dozen Yagas guard-
ing each of them—but respectfully,
aleof, as became the guardians of
potential devils.

Bayard still had the trumdash in
his right hand as he stepped toward
Faroulk, and it appeared that Farouk
thought Bayard intended to strike
him. For, on the instant, Farouk
deew a dagger frem a fold of bhis
rebe.

But Bayard wasn't afraid as he
steppedd toward him and thrust the
miniature forward in froru' of his
eyes,

Farouk's eyes came round to it.

You would have said that he knew
what he was going to see. All saw
a change come over him. And on a
sudden all seemed to knew what this
change was. It was something that
had been at werk on him sinee the
moment of Bayard's imterruption.

T was all the superstition of
Afriea that had begum te bubble

up in Rhim—=Dbelling hard: net of
Africa 86 much as the superstitiom of
the old Guinea coast. Farouk wasn't
fetish or white at all any more. He
was just plain West Coast “nigger,™
—which is a word over there re-
served for slaves.

Bavard told him what he had to
say in the trade English of the West
Coast, He told Hiim:

“Aeer hid forr ceome!™

Wihat he meant was that his
mother's spirit had tracked him khere
—that she was now 'puttimg her
face™ on him.

Farouk stared at the portrait like a
hypnotizedd ox. For a moment he
seemed to be falling, But it was a
feint. Tn a moment he had whirled
at Bayard with his dagger.

Bayard's magic was stronger than
his. Faster than his will Bayard
slipped aside and crashed the trum-
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dash at him, Somehow, even then,
Bayard knew that into that blow was
going everything he'd dreamed ahout
at Lac Perdu—tihe poisoning of his
father, the haunting of his mother,
the stories his grandfather and
Gozeli had teld him ef this coumtry
that was his ewn seeond Mhemeland.
He believed new that eld Gezeli her-
selt was there, in spiFit, t8 nerve him,

ND the heavy trumdash caught

Faroulk at the junction of head
and neck. After that Farouk was like
an uncorked bettle,

They let him He. It was at the
moment when old Manuba, the
poisen chief, came with his brew of
the Solomen Biish,

“Lao, lo!" he shouted out.
spirits imtervene!™

Manuba had a big black beowl in
his hands. He lifted this abeve his
head and came striding over te where
Farouk Jay,

“If not in life, drink, then, in
death,” be shouted; and he peured
the contents of the bowl ever Fareuk,
helding the bewl high ard pewring
the stuff out slewly.

Now it may have been an effeet of
the light from the Inlaga swarm.
The light was brilliant eneugh, byt
not like any other light. It was
more like the light from mereury
vaper, such as ene sees iR {ubes
named afier Coeper-Hewit, mislead:-
ing to the inexperienced i the Mmat-
ter of eoler.

But -fhatever the cause, they saw
Farouk blaneh. 1t was as if he had
received a wash of seme other light.
Under their eyes, now after he was
dead, he was going white,

“The

HILE we'te explaining. we'll ex-
plain abeut the Inlaga swarm and
that greem daneetr they fellewed=ef
theught they followed—aeress the
marsh. The mystery remains, and
(the wpell of it—Ilike so mueh else in
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this life of ours, even here in White
Man Land—although it has been
catalogued and named.

They call it “the Inlaga moth."
although there’s a longer name in
Greek. In some respects, it's like the
locust, breeding undergroumd for a
nurber of years, then, still like the
locust, enjoying a brieff period of air
and liberty.

Yet rather it's like a giant fiirefly,
with a light that expands to a most
fantastic size and never goes out
during its aerial life. And its only
known breeding-place in the world
is Gumbah, which likewise is the
only known place in the world where
the Solomom Bush grows,

Such insect-plant associatioms are
commom enough. A Germanm ento-
mologist has undertakem to clear up
the subject. In all confidence, we
may leave the rest of this matter to
him.

GREATER mystery was ob-

A gessing Bayard—the mystery of
Mary Smollllet!

He'd seen her. She'd reeled there
before his eyes. It was her presence
that had sent him, like a blown leaf,
down into that murder-circle; and
this, not just because she was white,
just because she was Mary Smollet.
Or had he been the victim of a
delusion?

As soon as he could, and now with
sufficient backing to make him feel
safe, Bayard insisted on being as-
sured again that “the Inlaga™ was
safe; and, that mueh settled, on in-
sisting further that he be givea a
chance to bathe and put em the
clething that was proper te ene of
hig pesitien; and deing this with
that eentractiom abeut the Reart that
may be there whem ene is te submit
himsel enee mere te a trial ef life
8r death.

Yet wnhurried.

He had, perhaps, a secret as yet
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unknowm to all the world but him-

self. This seeret had beecome a
frantic hope. It was filling him with
visions.

It was doing to him what the
Solomon Bush is said to do—stirring
up in heart and mind every precious
bit of wisdem that has ever been put
there by a thousamd or a hundred
thousand generations of ancestors.

Wihem he was ready. and not until
them, Bayard commanded that he be
conducted to the place where they
had takem the Imlaga and that their
interview be private, just she and he
alone.

E had on his Yaga shirt and his

leopard skim, his Mandinge
beots o6t yellow leather; but he was
praying that these weuld rather €em-
plete his disguise than make hHim
fidiewlows.

He was very dark. His hait was
long. He hadn't shaved for a
week, although his beard was never
very strong.

They had takem her to Manuba's
stockade, his borumbhagga, or collec-
tion of houses in a private stockade.
The whole place had been cleared,
except for her, and she had been told
that Lord Keefa was coming.

They met out in the open air while
the Inlaga swarmm rained light about
thei.

He hadn’t been wrong. This was
Ao Mary Smollet he'd ever heard
about. This was Ao stranger. It was
Lilian Estelle whe was standing
there. But a Lilian Estelle so
different!

Because, for one thimg, she looked
80 beautiful.

Bayard couldmt speak. He could
only look. The shadow and light of
sleep, or deeams, still shone in her
eyes. Her lips were parted. They
had a eurve of tendermess he'd never
noticed before.

Them, that something In her face
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that had always made her so different
from other girls, had now become, he
didnt know what, straight out of the
Arabian Nights,

She made him think of an Oriental
princess, one that had upset Ghengis
Khan or Marco Polo.

CHAPTER*XVII
Wheeee Twos Endés Meet

HE said later that she had

recognized him right away.

Priwatelly, he doubts this, as
just a bit of poetic license, say, or
feminine license, whieh is the same
thing, She couldn’t have recognized
him. He was teo dark; and in that
costume, wlth the ceremomial trum-
dash still in his hand.

In any case, she let him come for-
ward and kneel at her feet—as a
Yaga prince should net have done in
such a case—and kiss her hand. All
this, witheut her having spoken a
wotd.

But her hand went over his face
and pressed it back until he was
looking up at her. And them he saw
that she was breathing hard, and
there was a limpness in the way she
stood.

Them he forgot himself,

“Oh. Lily" he said; and “Thank
God!" and also, it seems, "You don't
khow how beatitiful yeu are!™

“Pierre!” she said: and just re-
peated it: “Pierre! Pierre!™

Now and them a squeal of music
reached them, followed with a chesty
chorus. That was Gundey, the
minstrel-mam,. letting the Yagas know
hew Keefa had saved them from ex-
termination; for soom the English
and the Fiemeh would be peuring in
upen them and they weuld have been

slated for Shadew-land, and the
Yagas were celebrating.

It sounded like an old-fashioned
Hallelujjah.

Overhead the Inlaga moths were
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still celebrating, too; in a way so
brilliant, so haunting, that you had
to feel as if something great and
wonderful had come over the ezrth,
It was a feeling that grew no less
as the Inlaga light began to fade and
a pinkness in the air told them that
the sun was coming up.

It's a feeling—so Bayard and Lily
say—that has lasted ever since, to
some extent; or which is easily re-
newed by going to look at the
Solomon Bush.

AS Lily Haven's real reason,

after all, for that almest fatal
safari of hers toward the sacred
mountaim te find and use the Selomon
Bush? She'd learned a 1ot of things
from Gozeli on repeated visits to
Bayou Tanga even after Bayaed had
left that place.

The girl had been haunted by the
web-like trails she'd followed in her
mind on that old map Bayard had
given her,

Bayard never asked her—then or
afterward. Ju3t then he was prepar-
ing to have several doses of the
strong medicime himself to cownter-
act the black poison of the blippo
that he'd swallowed.

Wihether it made him wise of net
—after the manner of Selemon—re-
mains a question. Maybe any fah is
wise=when he marries the right girl.

After their recognitiom thete in
the stockade they decided, in any
case, to accept each other as they
were.

"Wihhat's that thing yeu have in
your hand?” she asked. "An African
boomerang ™

"That's a trumndash,” he teld her.

She may have recalled, neow, that
this was the thing that Faroulk was
going to kill her with, Her woice
went down so soft and lew it became
like the murmue of a drum of a
haep.

*Oh, I know,"” she said; “they used
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to throw such a thing at a girl in
the old ceremony of marriage by
capture.”

Their eyes met.

“Are you going to make me see it
that way?™ he asked.

Silence was better.

EFORE he slept he'd seen that
ten native runners were on thelr
way to scatter news.

He found out afterward, that Dr.
Holbeim had been headed for the
Zandey district anyway. He'd been
hard hit—with a fear which was
awful, but which he refused to be-
lieve in—by the news that had
feached him back in the Mombasa to
the effect that Miss Havem had been
killed and carvied off by a lespard.

But there were tints in the black-
ness of this information that gave
him a desperate hope. The mnatives
had talked too much about the
leopard having been not a regular
leopard but a "devil-leopard,™ a beast,
that is, with a humam brain and soul
=ANfrican version of the werewolt
tales.

Dr. Heolbeinm wasn't the sort who
"“goes black,” as they say, and gets to
believing too much about fetish and
so forth: but he'd been too much on
the Congo to think that the Congo
was the same as the Broax. And
hadat Miss Lily talked te him a lot
abeut the Selemon Bush?

Commodore Hawvem came next, not
far behind.

A certain young doctor from Lon-
don, acting as coroner, had assured
the commodore that while there was
evidence of a female victim, all right,
she was surely “native” not “white.™

He examimed the bones through
a microscope. And there were other
tests (all of them stranger than
Solomon magic) but which the com-
modore perforce must believe.

Bayard missed much of the de-
nouement because he was bowled

over by a postpomed attack of fever,

In any case, he came out of this
white—a bit too white, perhaps—
so lie had ne qualms about appreachs
ing a delicate situatiom when the
commodoie and he were alene. You've
probably guessed what it was. It
the cemmedore was willing, as Miss
Lily was, well, Bayard wanted te
farcy her.

The commodore surveyed Bayard
with a sparkling eye.

“You speak of het, Piette,” he said,
“as my daughter. I love her as such.
My dear wife loved her. But, as a
matter of fact, It's been one of the
sorrows of my life—Ged forgive el
—tthat I know nething 6f her erigin.
We picked her up, here in Afriea,
from a fellow, a slaver="

Bayard began to see the light.

"A slatee,” he broke in; “down
from the Sowudam!™
OMMODORE HAVEN'S eyes

sparkled. If he'd beem anether
fan, one would have said that his
eyes were moist. All that he said was
"Yes,” and Bayard could see that he
was waitifg,

“Amd later,” Bayard went on,
“down in Cairo, a big tawny brute
came and claimed her, and you struck
him with a whip—"

The commodore nerved himself.
He whispered:

“Piiermre, for God's sake, tell me the
truth, as you seem to know it. Was
he really her father?”

So Bayard was in a positiom to tell
the commodore a thing or twe, to his
own great elevatiom of soul. Lilian
Estelle Havem was Mary Smmollet, or
the other way reiifid.

Not that it mattered. It would not
have changed matters much—the
way they felt—if Farouk actually
had been her father.

And this brings us back to a con-
sideratiom of the Solomom Bush.

Tike &nd



A Tense Story of the World War and a Young
Avidtoer Who Progvesses From Cowardice
to Valor

Bv JOHNSTON CARROLL

EDERICK GARKFIELD
KEATS clambered down frem
the mud-spattered lorry, and

with H{EAITLB eclBaP G cHOW Np e
riouslythén M shaitaed glanesd and
wditaidiy adishifle bag perched preca-
riopaky finbiscodaubdest @lanssehine-
gordainbyttaboséng drummed into his
carsh@ndfahi d ekl H ok i tae i a0hinet
HunjevhdttRingongeltiamdned Aintbadlis
tareepbd thpAbdlard Hpewdlakfedoatent
dhidevedatfdgsaMaicoRot  Aas badly
letiaeathridgnNbeale BIQEtRHERAA cifial
gﬂéadﬁa(ﬁdtfprﬁi’é(eﬂ BP®, was the
hemuargwss% aihhaﬁﬁﬁﬁ%ﬁf&m Aarw
Squadron of t E, F.

The ugly squat hangars and bulky

shacks thrust themselves oltrusively
inte his vision. The barrem leafless
trees and brimming shell holes fiilled
him withh a hollow sense of fore-
boding. Tie gray sky above was
pouring forth a steady ominous driz-
zle that seerned te cast a shadowy
melancholy over his very being.

A moment Jlater he depesited the
bag on the orderly room floor and
was ushered into the presemce of the
squadron commander. He smapped
his hand to the precise mllitary sa-
lute that he had been taught by the
martinets behind the Jines.
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“Second Lieutenamt Keats reports
for duty, sir™

A lean face and a pair of subtly
humorous eyes looked up at him,
For a moment Major Tarvim scru-
tinized the youngster before him as
though he would read the calibre of
this replacement in a steady, silent
serutiny.

Keats shuffled uneasily. He was
aware of a faint empty feeling at
the pit of his stomach that imvariably
came to him whem he was mnervous.

“Pillot or observer?” snapped Tar-
vin.

*Observer, sir."

The S, C. considered this for &
moment.

IlAge?,l'

"Twenty. sir,
in the papers.”

You'll find ali that

[S last was an unfortupate

staternent. It was prompted sole-

ly by a desire on Keats’ part to say

something; to give a persomal toueh

to the brittle military interchange of
words.

But the S. C., competent enough
at his job was by no means a psy-
chologist. He glared at the youth
before him, and whem he spoke his
voice was iromic, acid.

“So,” he said slowly. “I'll find it
all in the papers. Wil 12"

Keats nodded. He realized his
mistake, but the muscles in his
thtoat seemed suddenly paralyzed.
He found no words to rettiewe his
error. Tarwim's suawe, sarcastic tone
evolved into a bullying roar. "

“I'll find it in the papers. eh? Do
you think I've been accepting re-
placements for six months without
knowing what the hell to do? You
ttaining camp aces don’t have to tell
me how to run this outfit. Now get
out. Hawve the orderly take you to
Maxwelll,

“You're to bunk with him. And
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if he squawks, as he prebably will,
tell him it's not my fault it H. Q.
sends me a lot of lousy green kids
when we need men. That's all.”

Keats turmed and walked blindly
toward the door, whem the majer's
voice agaim keyed to a eool irenie
note, came after him.

“Amd it's customary, Lieutenant,
to salute your supetiois—ewen in the
air force.”

Keats" teeth caught his lower lip
as he turmed again and brought his
hand to his cap visot. Tarvim graves
ly returmed the salute and returred
to the papers on his desk. Keats
marched from the roor, his eyes
moist and a diseoncerting trembie i
his knees.

An orderly escorted him down the
long line of rain-swept shacks. The
heavens pounded a steady tattoo on
halff a2 hundred corrugated roofs. The
orderly paused before am wnpainted
door and knocked respectfully. A
Gargantuam bellow crashed through
the woodem portal.

The orderly flung opem the door
and deposited Keats' bag on the
threshold. Them he disappeared into
the rain, leaving the yeuth standing
thete staring at a huge HAigure pres-
teate on a creaking cot.

"Welll,” said a voice testilly. *Come
in, come in. And for Pete’s sake
close that door. Tiere's enough
damned rain outsidle without getting
it in here."

EATS slammed the door shut, and
with a sigh picked up his kit. He
glanced nervously at an empty bunk
in the far corner.
“Is—is that mine?"” he queried.
The man on the bed sat up and
stared at him.
“I dont know,” he said at length,
“Is iit?"
"I'm a

replacement,” Keats ex-
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plained. "The S. C. said I was to
bunk with you.”

The big man sighed and made an
attempt to conceal the disgust that
crept across his florid cowmtenance.

“Them,” he said indicating the va-
cant bed. “I guess it is yours,
Though why in hell Tarwim wishes
all you kids on me, I dont know.
All right, make yourself at home and
try not to annoy me with too many
questions.”

He threw himselff back upon the
bunk, rattled the leaves of a momnth
old paper and ignored the boy com-
pletely. Keats remained stamding
uncertainly for a moment, them as
the other paid no attentiem to his
presenmce, he set about the task of
unpacking his lelomgings.

It was a glum and silent job and
when he had fimished, he sat heavily
on the edge of his cot

He was utterly and wiholleheartedly
misetable. In his mind he comtrasted
the sunny lawns of the training camp
with the depressing scene framed by
the small windew of the shack.

He weighed the brusquemess of the
S, C. and the surliness of his present
roommate with the gaiety of the rol-
licking youths whese company he
had just left. He sighed heavily,
miserably.

EN, as his depression grew, it
evolved slowly to the bitter anger
that youth alone knows. Anger
agalhst these hard-boiled men who
thought just because they'd flown at
the front that the rest of the A. E.
F, was as dirt beneath theic feet.

All right, he'd show them He'd
let them see what sort of a man he
was. As soon as they let him go up,
he’d grab the controlz and show
themn that he, too, was a daring,
death-defying fool who  feared
neithet God nor devil. He'd show
them!
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The door opened, admitting a
flwrry of rain and a tall, thin indi-
vidual in a trench coat.

“Qut of your hop. Maxwell,” he
said. "There's a little job to be
done."

Maxwell propped himself up on
his elbow and gave vent to a legato
flow of profanity before he asked ex-
actly what the job was.

“Just a little fiing imstruction,”
said the newcomer. “The S. C,
wants you to take your new sleep-
ing partner for a little spin over the
lines. Says he wants to use him on
pattel temorrew and he'd better have
a short hop before then.”

Maxwell contributed three oaths
that he had overlooked before.

"Wihy the hell do I always draw
that assignment?” he asked. “What's
the matter with you, Lawrence? Or
Frest? Or Simimoens?”

“I guess you must have a way with
children,” said Lawtemce. “Anyway
you'd better get going if you expect
to be back in time for mess. It's
cleating up a bit, 160.”

He left the shack as abruptly as
he had come. Never once while he
had stood in the room had he imdi-
cated by word or gesture that he was
aware of Keats" existence. The dull
rage in the youth mounted, when
Maxwell, with a gruat, slid eff the
bunk and spoke te hHim,

“All right, kid, get out.
going fifiying”

We're

EY struggled inte their fIfying
togs in silence, and Aot a werd
was exehanged as Keats fellowed ihe
othee out ifte the drizzle and headed
toward the farmae.

Standing before the huge hamgar
was a DH4 equipped with dual con-
trols, quite in contrast to the sleek,
trim-lined Spads that were parked
at the deadline,

Maxwell stood with his hands on
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his hips casting expert eyes over
the fuselage. A pair of grease mon-
keys waited respectfully at his side.
Maxwell approached the ship and
leaned casually upon the turtleback.

“Now listen,” he addressed Keats.
“Get this: no panic, see? If any-
thing happems. you sit tight. If you
can handle that rear Lewis, go to it.
I'm running this ship. and when I
do get bumped off it's not geing to
be the fault of any lousy training
camp ace. Got if?”

“Yes, sir,” said Frederick Keats,
stifling with an efforti the het words
that rose to his Jips.

“Right,” said Maxwell.
in‘ll

Keats clambered clumsily into the
rear cockpit after Maxwell. The lat-
ter leaned over for a moment in the
forward office and picked up a
wrench from the fioor.

"“See this?" he asked.

Keats modded.

“This is a little present for chil-
dren who freeze on to the controls.
They get this square over the base
of the skull.”

Without waiting for a reply he
opened up the throttlle. A reverber-
ating roaring answer from the en-
gine crashed against Fred Keats’
ears. Slowly Maxwell eased Hher
down again, then casting one swift
glance at his filying partner, he sig-
naled the miechanles.

“Climb

EATS was aware of a sudden

lureh as the heavy ship teek t6
the air. He sat grim and white-
lipped in the cockpit. his hands
clesed hard over the sides of it.

Tihe earth evolved into a cockeyed,
rain-soaked panorama. Tie biting
wind and the slipstreamm comspired
to send the filying rain drops inte his
face. He watched Maxwell dully
and saw him flietten out as the alti-
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meter indicated the fifteen thousand
mark.

He was obeying the other’s in-
structions literally. His feet were
jammed uncomfortably up against
the cockpit, sedulously out of the
way of the rudder bar.

The stick before him wobbled in-
vitinglly, but he kept his hands glued
tightly to the supports at his side.
He peered out into the gray mist
that enveloped the roaring ship.

He thought grimly that the fflgdits
he had takem at the training school
and this were two utterly different
things. The only point in common
was the steady staccato roar of the
motor and the whirling arc of the
propeller blades up front. The
struts trembled violently as the ship
pounded her way toward the damger
20ne.

Maxwelll sat immobile at the stick,
the one tangible thing in a wniverse
of intangibility. Suddemly he thrust
the stick forward and dived. For a
moment he glanced over his shoulder
and pointed downwardl. Keats' eyes
followed his outstretclhed hand. The
nose of the DH swept earthward in
a long low arc.

OR a short second Maxwelll cut
the motor, and there came to
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gallantly over their own lines to ap-
proach those held by the foe.

Fred Keats felt a little ill. Deep
in his heart he knew that the tight-
ening of his nerves and the pounding
of his pulse meant that a gripping
pall of fear had descended on him.
A horrible vacuous sensatiom attacked
the pit of his stomach. He could
almost hear the beating of his heart.

He visualized the battlefield below
and pictured himself as one of those
deserted corpses, left for whatever
vultures the elements might bring
forth. He gazed at Maxwell's broad,
untroubled back and hated him for
his indifference, his utter lack of
fear, and the calm capability which
he showed at the controls.

Maxwell threw the DH over the
enemy front line trenches at an al-
titude of barely a thousand feet.
Keats was acutely aware of the gray
figuress below. Some tep mem tossed
their rifles te their shoulders and
blazed away at the big Allied plane.

In a culvert over to the left, the
sinister black barrell of a heavy ma-
chine-gum thrust its nose into the
air, and unleashed a crackling flame
of tracers.

Maxwell banked easily, as he pulleds
back on the stick and sought a safer
height.

HUNDRED whining rounds

whistled about them. Thete was
a slight popping sound as a steel
pellet ate its avid way through the
fabric of the wing. Fred caught his
breath quickly. His teeth sank into
his lower lips.

Maxwell waved reassuringly to
him over his shoulder. The gestare
was almost one of gaiety, Xeats'
fear was, for the moment, almost
banished by the hatred for the man
who could meet death eye to eye
with such monchalance,

Up and to the left the big DHA4
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pulled herself. Her prop raced
madly and her straining engine

roared against the crashing noise of
the failing shells below.

Of a suddem there was a puff of
black smoke at their side. Keats
gazed at the explosiom, a vague and
haunting fear in his eyes. He turned
his questioning glance at RMaxwell's
back. The latter cut the motor for
a mcment.

"Archies,” he yelled back into the
teeth of the wind that sang through
the struts. "“We'll head back for
home now."

Keats nodded mechanically, hop-
ing that the other had not moticed
the quiver of his pallid lips.

AXWEILL gave her the gun
again. The engine coughed dubi-
eusly for a memment, then responding
te her eontrolis. pouted all her peotent
pewer inte the prep thrust. The
blades spun reund iR a frantie eyele,

Maxwelll agaim tried for altitude,
circling in wide banks and climmbing
as he did so. The black puffs of
smoke were growing nearer and
more frequent now.

A crashing reverberatiom fought
against the pounding of the motor.
Keats was dimiy aware that this
shell had been much closer tham the
others. He saw the wing swddenly
become permeated with holes from
some invisible agent as the speed-
ing shrapmel hurled itself wiciowsly
through the fabrie.

METHINNG deep within him
seemed to assume control of his
whole being. His senses wete uiterly
aufmbed. His mind retained one
single picture—his mangled body
lying far, far dowm on that bloody
fieldd beneath him.
The visiom stuck. Nothing else

was possible in the paralyzed mnerve
centers of his brain. The atavistic
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horrot of death seized him in an im-
placable grip.

He gave a weird unearthly shriek,
and half rose in the cockpit seat, and
leaned over the dashboard. He sheek
Maxwell violently by the shoulder.
The ship swerved crazily, as Max-
well’s hands were momentarilly jerked
from the comtrols.

The veteran shook him off, and
shouted unintebligibly into the vi-
brating air. Keats pointed down
frantically. His own hand seized the
rear stick and thrust it dowmward,
Below was safety, even though it
fAeant certain capture.

Maxwell’s arm descended swiftly
to the floor of the fore cockpit. It
came into view again holding a
wrench. Keats met his gaze, and
saw a grim determined look in his
flamingg eyes.

AXWELL lifted the weapon and

breught it down with all the
strength of his powerful forearm.
Keats cringed back, mounting curses
and appeals.

A puff of wind hit the right wing,
and the ship reeled precariously.
The wrench missing its mark, landed
dully on Keats® shoulder. He sank
back into his seat, trembling violent-
ly. Maxwell hutled the wrench
violently at him. and the weapon,
aimed inaccurately, went whirling
of into space. Maxwell swiftly
§prang Baek inte his seat and seized
the eentrels iR his expert hands.

Slowly the ship came back to an
even keel. The puffs from the
Archies were butsting around them
in a perfeet circle, essaying to cut
off their retreat, but Maxwell was
an old hand at this sort of warfare.

Steadily he gained altitude, with
banks and zooms, but never once did
he cross the edge of the circle of
smoke. Slowly the altimeter hand
crawled around to ten—fifteen—six-
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teen thousand feet. Almost at the
ceiling he fHaterasti out.

YAR over to the east, a half

dozen black spots appeared against

the horizon. Maxwelll, cirecled easily

and holding the stick even, gave the

ship everything she had in an at-

tempt to beat the enemy’'s patrol
back home.

He opened the throttle wide, and
veritably filung the roaring ship back
toward her home fiedld. As they
pounded theitr way over their own
lines, Keats sat, an abjeet sllent fiig-
ure, behind the rear controls. THhe
gripping fear had passed and left
him with an even mere gripping re-
actiom,

He still trembled slightly, and a
bitter loathing of his own cemduct
fillkdd his heart. The only greater
emotion tham that awful fear, was
his fear of belng afraid. He was
thinking of the taunts and jeers he
fust endure when they reached the
tarmae, aRd Maxwell gave an ae-
eount of his yellew conduét.

Before he was aware of it, Max-
well had throttled the motor again,
and they were volplaning dewn to
earth. The huts of the fiield Joomed
larger and larger as they seemingly
rushed up to meet the descending
ship. The motor roared agaim as
they drew close to the fledid.

AXWELL deftly pulled back on

the stick as the wheels came in
cofitact with the wet ground. There
was a bumpling contact as the ship
rolled unevenly aleng the field, then
slowly came to a stop.

Half a dozen mechanics rushed
from a neat-by hangar, and took over
the plane, before the pilot had
sprung from his seat. Keats clam-
bered clumsily from his position in
the rear and joined the hulking fiig-
ure of Maxwell upon the ground,
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He jerked off his helmet and looked
at the big pilot.

Maxwell said nothing but returned
his pgaze quizzically. Two Ffigures
approached from the mess. With
misgivings, Keats recognized them
as Lawremce and Tarwim, the S, €.
He set his teeth grimly and waited
for the torturing moment whem Max-
well would make his report.

The pair saluted stiffly as the S, C.
approached. Lawremce was the fiirst
to speak. He shot a shrewd glance
at Keats.

“Welll,” he remarked to Maxwell,
“from the look of the boy scout
here, I'd say that you'd rammed at
least a dozen Fokkers, and about
four sawsages.”

Maxwell shook his head.

“No,” he said briefly. “Nothing at
all. An Archie plugged us in the
wing, but that's all.”

Lawrence surveyed the shattered
wing, as the S. C. took up the bur-
den of the comversation.

"How's our new pilot. Maxwell?™
he asked. "Did he take it all miight?"

AWRENCE looked up with in-

terest at this questiom. Keats felt
the pall of misery descend upon him.
He stood, an immobile awutomaton,
awaiting Maxwell’s jeering words.
The latter's voice came to him
through a hazy aural screen,

"Wy, yes,” said Maxwell slowly,
meeting Keats’ eyes squarely. "He
handled himselffi pretty well for a
rookie. The Archies bit through the
wings a couple of times, but the
kid here, didn't seemm to mind. In
fact, he seemed sort of sorry to
leave, but 1 spotted a Jerry patrol,
and decided not to take any chances.”

The S. C. beamed, and crossing to
Keats, slapped him heartily on the
back.

“Good,” he said genially. "We
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need all the guts we can get in this
sector,”

EATS murmured something in-

articulate as the Major turned

and walked off with Lawtemes, then

he turmed to Maxwell and over-
whelming gratitude deluging him,

“Thanks,” he said huskily. *“That

was damned white of you. I didn't

deserve it. I'm sorry I was so yel-
low.”
Maxwell flung a friendly arm

about his showlders.

“Yellow, hell!” he scoffed. “That
was nothing. You'll get over it, and
wish you hadn’t. It's natural to be
afraid of death and it's a terrible
thing not to give a damn about any-
thing.

"“But that's what war does, son. 1
only hope to God you can keep on
being afraid.”

Days passed; days of blood and
death which quickly snatehed away
the youth of Keats and gave him
hardmess, cynicismm and madwrity
twenty years before his time,

No longer did he knew that grip-
ping, hungey fear as he rode Into
battle; no longer did he envy the
calm of Maxwell as he piloted theif
roaring Pegasus acress the Mines.

No, now he was one of them. He
had conquered man’'s naturall fear of
death by the reckless philesephy of
the war birds: Ce failr riem. He uf=
derstood now those enigmatic werds
that Maxwell had spekem after his
fieshiflighght.

Yet his mind was not entitely free
from worry. Maxwell was beginning
to slip. Nine months of fllying with
no leave seemed to be taking its toll
of the big man who seemed so im-
pregmable.

The others had noticed it too.
In the mess Keats had taken Law-
rence to task for uttering some idle
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quip which reflected on the courage
of Maxwell.

But deep in his heart Keats knew
that truth lay beneath the jest. Max-
well was on the verge of swccumbing
to the terrific strain.

This perturbed him. because the
two of them had become fast friends.
He had never quite rid himself of
the sense of obligatiom that he had
incurred after their first trip to-
gether.

And, hard and impervious to
emotion that he had become, he felt
a tug at his heart when he saw Max-
well eome off the dawn pattol with
a tremble in his fingets as he lit a
cigaretie, with eyes hollow and deep
set in his head, with a ghastly pallot
creeping through the notmal ruddi-
ress of his faee.

He had spoken to Tarvim abowt
leave for the big pilet, but the S. C.
had been regretful but fitien. Men
could not be spared at this tirme. It
was utterly out of the guestion.
Keats had stermed, had said things
that one does not say te one's com-
manding otficer,

E annoumneed in no uncertain and

1 geverely profane terms that it was
urder to keep a man filylag daily for
filne mMenths. It was toftuke to a man's
nerves te foree him to face death
gvery merning befere breakfast for
guch a leng pefied. He had told the
§. C. other and URprimtable things.

Furthermore, Tarwim had agreed
with him, but he had still been ffimm.
Leave was out of the gquestion.

Keats them essayed to take the
case of Maxwell upon himself. First
he tried dosing him with whisky be-
fore they hopped. That was all right
as a temporary relief, but when Max-
well reached the hangover stage it
served merely to intensify the pre-
carious conditiom of his shattered
nerves.
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N answer to Tarwim's summons the

entire squadron assembled in his
office early one evening. They
found the S. C. frowning over a
huge map that coveted the top of
his desk. He looked up and re-
garded them with anxious eyes. He
was obviously upset over sormething.

Young Keats stood beside Max-
welt whe had seated himself in the
only chair of the room. The latter
seemed unaware of his swrroundings.
He stared vacantly at the floor and
twined and untwined his ffiggars,
Keats rested a friendly hand on his
shoulder as he listened,

"We'we got a job. boys,” Tarvin
was saying grimly. “A job that may
be the last.

The gravity of his voice engen-
dered a tensiom in the room. Even
the mocking smile of Lawrence was
missing. They waited in silence for
him to coemtinue.

“Yes,” he went on at last. *I
don't like it, but what the hell, it's
a war. Now get this.”

He ran a pencil over the map.
Necks craned and bodies bent to fol-
low the lead that might pilot them
to their death. Maxwell alone re-
mained aloof. He sat silent, his
hands moving nervously as the others
crowded aroumd the speaker.

“This,” said Tarwim, making a
mark with the pencil, "is a bridge.
At the side of it there is an am-
munition dump. Wiy Jerry put it
there T don't know.

“"Either it was plain dumb or else
he fijguredl in case he had to blow
that bridge up in a hurry, a well di-
rected shell would do it. However,
he's not going to have a chance to
blow it up. That's what we're going
to do."

He paused for a moment and

looked about as though to make
sure they understood. Lawrence
said:
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“Go ahead, Chief, let's have the
rest of it."

“They'we pusted the infantry
back,” went on Tarwim. “The Jerry
troops will start crossing that bridge
in the morning. We've got to bomb
the dump and smash the lbridge."

“If the infantry is crossing,” put
in Simmonz. “They'we sent plemty
of Fokkers out with them."

“That's the catch,” said Tarvin.
“HQ told me to bomb the dump.
They said whem and where, but not
how."

“You're cra2y,” came a voice from
the rear of the room. “That's suicide,
Tarwim. Let HQ do it themselves.
To hell with it

A dozem pair of eyes turmed to
look at Maxwell. He glared back
at them, twisting his fingers desper-
ately, a look of tortured anguish in
his eyes. A short silence, them Law-
rence laughed maockingly.

“It's a war, Maxwell,” he said
ironically. “Lots of people get killed,
risk their lives every day. Wihy not
us?”

Maxwell
word “kill.™

“[ don't want to risk my life," he
murnbled.

“Wellt,” said Lawremce bitingly.
“There's lot of people who don't
want to risk their lives either. They
keep a whole mob of them in the
jails at home,"

flinched visibly at the

EATS started across the room to-
ward the speaker, then thought
better of it. Maxwell, whe less than a
montlh age, would have thrust the
insulting words down the otfher's
throat. appeared neot to hfar them.
He mumured something wnintet-
ligible and went back to twisting his
AeFvous fitigers,
He followed the rest to the door
docilely enough as they took their
leave, yet he walked like a man in a
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daze. Keats stood in the doorway
and watched him amble toward their
shack, them he turmed back and faced
Tarvim.

ARVIN," he said, and there was a

desperate sinecerity in his woice.
“You camlt let him go up in the
morning. You simply can't. The
man is shot to hell.

“He's not yellow as Lawrence
seems to think, Yaw know that. But
his nerves are ripped to pieces. Hell,
a man can't keep this business wp
without some relaxatiom and he's
been at it for the better part of a
year now. You've goitt to let him stay
down. Groumnd him. Do amything."

Tarwim sighed wearily.

“[ can't, son,” he said, and there
was a vague pain in his tone. "It
wouldn't be fair to the others, I've
got to put every ship I can into the
ait tomorrow morning. We'we just
got to gamble on Maxwell’s coming
through. I'Il ground him when he
gets back it you like.”

“lff he gets back,” said Keats bit-
terly. "All right, Tarwim. I see your
point, but, neverthelless, 1t's murder.”

He stalked angrily from the or-
derly room to his quarters. To
his relief he found Maxwell curled
up on the bed fast asleep. He tip-
toed quietly from the troem and
headed over to the mess in seareh of
a bottle whiech had net yet been
violated by his thirsty ecomrades.

Twe hours later he had drowned
the problem of Maxwelll in a guart
of really excellent ¢ognae.

Dawn! A sickly mist settled owver
the country, thick and sinister as
though it were tossed thete by the
casual hand of Death himself. The
ait was damp and raw,

The solid bulk of the hangers
appeared ghosttily and evanmescent
througih the grayness of the morn-
ing. On the tarmac, like fabulous
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birds half obscured in smoke, stood
the ships of the patrol, their motors
idling as though they were eager to
be off in search of the sun which
shone above the blanket of fog.

Young Keats was the last man of
the squadrom on the field. His mouth
still burning from the coffee he had
gulped, he arrived at a dog-trot.
Maxwell was already there

He leaned against the turticback
and smoked dully. His abstract mood
persisted, for he gazed vacuously
into space, seemingly unaware of his
surroundimgs.

Maxwell seemed normal encugh as
his hands found the controls. His
take-off was perfect. He taxied her
half-way down the field, then gradu-
ally pulled back the stick until al-
mest imperceptably she started to
fise.

Keats’ hopes began to soar as he
saw the other's skillful handling of
the heavy bomb-laden Breguet.

Suddenly the fog vanished. A
sparkling sun hurled its myriad rays
down upon them. Below, the mist
was a swirling screen that olscured
the torn terraim of war.

ARVIN flattened out at seven

thousand feet and thereafter the
flight kept in even array. Keats moticed
that the fog was thinning out.

Now he could make out the roads
and derelict buildings beneath them,
and far in front the trenches were
dark cuts in the soil that even the
fresh sunlight failed to enter.

Up ahead, at the apex of the V,
Tatwim suddenly waggled his wings
and shot downward. Almost in-
stantaneously Maxwell followed swit.

Keats glancing below saw # shin-
ing ribbon of silver as the Aisne
flowedl gaily to the sea, oblivious to
the carnage that would shortly stain
hee argent waters. A scant half mile
to the South he made out the net-
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work structure of the bridge. Near-by
stood a bulky square of tarpaulin—
the ammunition dump.

The five ships ripped through the
air toward their objective, Tarvin
seeking enough altitude to render
them safe from the frightful detona-
tion that would result when one of
their bombs went home, and at the
game time essaying to keep close
efiough for accuracy of aim.

Suddenly the S. C.'s ship de-
tached itself from the fllight and
swooped forward at a terrific rate of
speed. Something white and glisten-
ing shot from its undercartiage and
hurled itself to earth like a thunder-
bolt.

Maxwell manipulated his comtrols
and hung close to Lawrence’s tail.
A shower of mud threw itself into
the air as Tarvin's missle missed by
a good fiifity feet. Lawrence sped
forward to make the second adftempt.

Keats' eyes swept the sky amxious-
ly for a sigh of the enemy pairol,
but he saw nothing. Casting his
gaze downward again he neticed a
mass of gray dust approaching dewn
the road frem the East.

Moving so slewly that it seemed
motionless, the Impetial German
Army marched steadily toward fhe
doomed bridge in pursuit of the
Fathetland's enemies.

AWRENCE'S bomb scattered the

earth harmlessly, as had Tar
vin's. Maxwell glanced back over hié
shouldee. His face was pale and
drawn.

Keats nodded his head in signal
and the Breguet shot forward to-
ward the bulky mass of tarpaulin.
His hand was steady enough on
the release lever, though his heart
pounded with excitement.

He mustt score a hit this time,
Two had already missed it, and there
in the distance, tramping steadily
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down the road came the Hun horde,
ready to cross the Aisne and slash
the stragglers of the Allied retreat.
He mustt score a hit.

Maxwell flew the ship steadily
enough at an altitude of fifteen hun-
dred feet. Keats shook his shoulder
and motioned downward with the
flat of his hand. For a moment Max-
well hesitated, then an expressiom of
vague fear crept across the pallor of
his face. He shook his head viclent-
ly, leveled her out and shot straight
ahead for the bridge,

Keats cursed beneath his Mreath.
This was the first indicatiom of the
morning that atl was not well with
Maxwell. Welll, it he would not go
down. they must shoot from where
they wete. His eye trained itself on
the objeetive betew and his hand
tightened on the lever,

Even before the gleaming bomb
reached its destinatiom, Keats knew
that it was wide of the mark. It
was already about fiifteen feet off
with a strong solth wind carrying
it further away each foot of its
drop.

He gestured over the rear of the
office to Simmons to come on and
try it, when something red ftieshed in
the cornee of his eye. He fturned
quickly to see a red Very Light
falling to the ground.

A second glance showed him only
too certainly why Tarwim had fiired
it. Thete, Righ up in the heavens,
llke a black-crossed Nemesis, came
the proud Fokkers of Germany,
swWooping upon thedn. theik engines
shouting a raging seng of battle.

S the combat started Keats fownd

himselff mote wortied about
Maxwell than ot the fflating death
that threatemed him from above.
Truge, the twe things wete irrevo-
cably imterdependent,

If Maxwelll failed, that was the
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end, their powerful roaring ship was
a crippled helpless thing with man's
brains and skill to aid her. If—

But he had no time for further
meditatiom. The Fokker filight was
upon them. In front he saw Sim-
mons and Tarwim engage a pair of
the enemy ships, while Lawrence
and Young Carstairs maneuveted for
positien. For a fflacting; seeond Max-
well seerned te Hhesitate. He kept
straight oR an evenA keel.

EN his fightimg instinct mo-
mentaeily conquered his fears. He
jerked baek the stick and zoomed as
Keats. clinging to the rear Lewis,
prayed fot an opening that weld
give him a mertal shot at the foe.
He didnt get it. Maxwell whipped
out of the zoom at eight thousand
feet, thrust the stick forward pre-
paratory to diving at the foe. Keats
coiitdn't see his face, but the hand
on the stiek was clenched tightly
and white showed at the knuckles.

Down they went at terrific speed,
Keats swung his Lewis around on
its pivot and glued his eyes to the
ring-sights.

Before them two Fokkers were en-
gaging Tarvim. A staccato threnody
from Maxwell's Lewis ripped through
the air. Keats saw the bareel shake
violently as the pilot's hand trembled
on the stick. The shots flew wild.
Maxwell plunged down past his
quarry, followed by a tearing hail
freom a Gerfaan $pandau,

Keats looked up and fired a
short burst at a black cross that
appeared from nowhere into the ring
of his gleaming sights. The Fokker
lurehed crazily for a morment, threat-
ening a spin, but her pilot deftly
breught her eut. He then charged
dowh upen them.

By this time Keats was thoeroughly
alarmed. Maxwell had failed hadly.
It seemed as though the cracking up
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that he had feared was at last wpon
him. Desperately he pressed the
trigger, lining his sights on the Jug-
gernaut of death that was hurtling
like a plummet upon them. Frantic-
ally he stretched his left hand be-
hind him and shook Maxwell's
shouldet.

He felt the ship flatten out a 3¢ant
two hundred feet above the ground
and even as his sights were pulled
off the foe, he saw a thim, cruel
flame shoot avidly up the Fokker's
cowling. Then Maxwell pulled back
the stick and for a moment the Ger-
man ship vanished from his vision.

He saw it once again as they were
ascending. Down it came like a filem-
ing live thing, quivering, smoking,
reeling to a certain death below,
Keats caught a swift glimpse of a
face stamped with terror as she
passed.

P above them the air had lecome

a veritable hell. Iawrence and
Tatvin were fighting desperately,
Simmon’s ship was still flying, but
heer wings were riddled with machine-
gun bullets,

Then suddenly Maxwell leveled
out agaim. For a second he cut the
motor and shrieked into the welative
silence.

“To hell with them! I'm not go-
ing to die. I'm going home. To hell
with them!™

His face was distorted by a ter-
rible, overwhelming fear. His strained
aching nerves had at last owercome
the dogged courage of the man. Be-
fore Keats could move, Maxwell had
given her the gun, centered the
stick, and headed in the direction of
the ffedid.

Desperately Keats leaned over the
forward office and reached for the
stick, but Maxwell, with the strength
of a mamiac hurled him off, throwing
him hard against the side of his own
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cockpit. The Briquet, throttle wide
open, was scurrying for home, desert-
ing her patrol in the midst of batdile,

EATS" brain raced madly as he
grappled with the temrific prob-
lem that confronted him. He half
rose in the cockpit and reached out
to grasp Maxwell’'s shoulders, when

Death and Destiny stepped in
simultaneously.
Something pimged pastt the

observer’'s car. Three times he heard
a faint humming sound through the
peunding engime. Them his startled
eyes saw a small red pateh in Max-
well’'s baek. A small red pateh that
rapidly grew Jarger.

The back of the pilot's head, too,
was red. A crimson stain fowed
down his neck and ran crazily down
the back of his tunic. His showlders
heaved silently, and he fell forward
over the stick,

Keats' hands sheok in spite of his
desperate effort to steady himself.
Maxwell—his comrade, killed? Shot
in the back while flieeingz an attack!
Shot in the back while deserting his
flliigtng !

In his heart the youth knew that
it was not the big pilot's fault. He
knew that the man's natural courage
was still there, but no mortall can
live under such terrific straim and
retain samity.

UTH, indeed; yet he saw Law-

Fence's mocking smile and Tar-
vin's cold, superiot air when {hey
diseussed it in the mess. Maxwell
had run away, commitied the WA=
patdomaiie sin ef the air feree. THhHat
faet remained, A8 matter what {he
e¥planatiom.

He shuddeted as he thrust the
body aside and reached for the stick.
Them, in that sudden heroic iillumina-
tion that comes to men under terrific
stress, he knew the answer. Max-
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well was dead, but still he could be
saved from the calumny and smeers
of the living. Ewen now he need not
bear the coward’s brand.

Almost directly below him was the
river. The river, and the bridge that
they had come to destroy. There it
stood, erect as though defying the
men who had come to raze it. Less
tham half a mile away the gray
mass ot troops apptoached, plodding
tenaciously through the mud of the
road.

In a split second Keats" decision
was made. Tirue, his own life hung
in the balance, but what of that if
the objective was accomplished and
Maxwell was snatched from the
gloating tongues whe would tell and
retell the tale of his cowardly
flight?

Keats clambered over into the fore
cockpit. The extra weight forced
her nose down a trifle. He pulled
back on the stick and noticed with
satistaction that his left wing was
smolderlng slightly.

Gently he thrust Maxwells imert
form to one side and aimed the nose
of the throbbing Breguet dicectly at
the tarpaulit-covered dump at the
side of the bridge. The Aisne flowed
on calmly,

HE ship tore through the air at

sixty~five miles an hour. Closer and
cloger drew the ammunitiom dump.
Closer and closer marched the gray
teoops. Keats shot one last look
above him. The embattied planes
gtill jockeyed for positiom above
Rim. He east a swift lingering Jook
at the torn plain beneath him. Ugly
as the earth might be, ne man
relishes leaving it, and in a Mmoment
Re might be a eitizen on the eouter-
mest realm of edernity.

Gripping the stick with his left
hand he cautiously put a foot out
on the trailing edge of the wing.
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The flame on the wing had fiftiblered
into life now.

That was his last conscious regis-
ter. The Breguet engine roared a
raging swam song inte his ears. The
whirling prop blades hummed a
whirring threnody,

The dump was less than a hundred
feet away. The river was directly
beneath him. He pushed hard
against the plane and jumped.

E Breguet charged head-om for

the ammunition dump. Sitting

upright at the controls was a man

clad In the baggy flying outfit of

the American air forees. Sitting up-

fight with glassy eyes gazing straight
ahead,

A dead man carrying out the or-
ders he had received in life, A dead
man in death, it seemed, had found
the inherent courage which had tem-
porarily deserted him in life.

The prop blades whirled withim a
foot of the tarpaulim. The emgine
pounded and sucked its last breath
of air through the intake. The man
sat immobile at the stick. Then—

Hell and bedlam broke loose to-
gether, A terrific detonatiom hurled
itself into the air. Steel crashed
upon steel and disimtegrated.

Flame shot upward and the air
was black with jagged missies. The
gray mass on the road scattered and
ran for cover. The fighting hawks
above ceased their hostilities as a
sound louder, mote devastating than
the noise ot their combined engines,
beat against their ear-drums.

Below the placid Aisne was a
spoutimg, whirling stream. The solid
bridge was a twisted mass of
wrecked, distorted metal; the tar-
paulin-covered bulk was a huge cra-
ter at the river's bank,

And somewhere lost in the jagged,
crazy hail of metal that scattered

(Cwabiinded on page L28)
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Globe Trotter—whe takes you to the
places you drearn about, and, remem-
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DEAD MAN'S FILIGHT
(Caratldeted fiorm page 123)

across the plain, were the remnants
of a gallant Breguet and somewhere
was the body of a man who had died
twice: onee as a fleeing coward and
once as a filaming hero who had e€at-
ried out his orders.

As Tarwim had said, Headquarters
had told themm where and whem, but
it hadn't told themm how.

N hour later the infantry came

up and dragged Keats from the
river bank where he had erawled,
hatf drowmed, covered with jagged
wounds from the flhying shraphael.

Tarwim and Lawremce visited him
in the hospital and he felt a thrilling
pride as they spoke in awed accents
of the beroic exploit of the man who
had been his friend.

"At first."” said Tarwim. “I thought
he’d cracked. Thought he was run-
ning away. Them, when ! saw what
he did I felt ashamed of myself.
Never have I seen such bravery."

Keats said nothimg, but he knew
that the dead man’s courage was no
greater thamn the real Maxwell would
have shown in life had it not been
for the ferwe tearing madmess that
was upom him.

Anyway, he had discharged a duty
to a friend whom he would meet
and fly with once more in Valhalla,
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