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ERHAPS yoae think that

takijig music lessons is like

taking a dose of medicime. It
isn't any lomger!

As far as you're concermed, the
old days of long practice hourt with
their Lorrld acales, hardworlk exer-
cises, and expmive personal teacher
fees are over and done with.

You have no excuses --mo alibis
whatsoever for not making your start
toward mausical good timea woow!

For, through a method that remdves
the boredomm and extravagamee from
music leasons, you can now learm to
play your favorite instrument entirely
at home—wiithout a private teacher—
in half the usual time—at a fraction
of the usual cost.

Just imagine . ... a method that
has made the reading and playing of
musie 80 downright simple that you
don't have to know ome note from
another to begin.

Do you wonder that this remerk-

you are always kIeaming
to piny by aetual #Aotk
the classic faverites and
the latest syncopationa that fef-meﬂx
you only listerrecd to. -

And you're never in hat water.
First you are told how a thing is
done. Then a picture Rhows you hew,
then you de it yourself and hear it.
No private teacher ecould make it
clearer or easfer.

Soon when your friends say. “'please
play something,” you ean surprise
and entertain them with pleasing
melodiea on your faverite instrument.
You'll find yourself in the spatiight
Eomlar everywihere, Life at last will
ave it sllver Ifning and lenely
houra will vanish as yew play the
“blues” away.

New Friends — Better Times

If you're tired of doing the heavy
iooklng on at parties—it always listen-
ng to others play has almest smidd
the pleasure of musle for yeu—if

able way of learning music has al- you'ws been envieus beeause they
ready been hed for eould ontertain _their
by ever 600,000 people friends and family=it
in I;l; parts of the PICK YOUR I@ifﬁlgﬁ Husie ?ﬂfh al-
worl Wways Besn ane © 888
INSTRUMENT BeVEF:to: e@ma L
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famous U. S. Sehool of ;{""f;"' :1""‘. " te ¥QUF FeReue:
Musle. They econsist of G:ﬂ:, -c:ﬂ,,o " Don’t be afraid to
complete  printed  in- Hawallan Steal Guitar begim your Jessons at
atructions. dlimgrams, slﬁht Slnglne once. Over 600,000 peo-

and all the rrusie yeu
need. You study with a
smile. One week yau
are learning a dreamy
waltz—the next you aré
mastering a stirFing
march. Aa the lessons
eontinue they preve
eapler and easier. For
instead of juat sedles

Vaies #nd

aaa Aseerdwn
HaFmeny ii%a %SWRBE‘ 188

Drumi and Traps
Automatie Fmea [}
B “P (Pleetry
Stlng  oF
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ple learned to play this
modern way— and found
it easy aa A-B-C.
el get that old-fashiened
ntro idea that you need spe-
cial “talent.” Just read
the list of inmuments
in the panel,

Schoel will do the reat. And bear In
mind no matter which instrumemt you
choose, the cost in each case will aver-
age the same—just a few cents a day.
No matter whether you are a mere
beginner or already a goed performer,
you will be Interested in" Jemmni

about thia new and wonderful method.

Send for Our Free Book and
ration Lesson

Our wonderful lllunrated Fm Book
and eur Free Demenstration
alh al abeut this femafkable
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Please send me your free book,
“Hlow You Can Master Music in Your
Owm Home.” with inspiring message,
by Dr. Frank Crane. Free Demonstra-
tion Isesson and particulars of your
easy paymemnt plan. 1 am Interested
in the following couwrse:

which ene you want to
play and the U. 8.

For- Have You
Instrument?
Name Yol
4 Add
City = State.
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CHAPTER 1
Tite Maon MPlace

ARRY TRACY waved asiide
the bottle of gin which the
—4d Chinaman offered him, and
with characteristic directness, re-
verted to the matter which had
brought him to Yan Lee’s office.
“It’s a fair price, Yan Lee,” he
said. “Im fact, it's more than fair.
There’s no reason for haggling.”

The Chinaman shrugged his shoul-
ders and looked up at the bronzed
white man with inscrutable eyes.

Broathlesss Adueniewee i Hhe Fijl

A Complete
By JACK

Auibbor of "llakke of FRiawing

“Bargaining is the pleasure of
business,” he said softly. “In the
Orient we do not conclude a deal in
a single day. Indeed, a trivial pur-
chase may consume the greater part
of a week.”

“Ttis isn't the Orient,” said
Larry impatiently. “It’s the wvery
unromantic island of Vitu Levu in
the Fijis, and I'm offering you a
sweet price for a shack in the hills

15lands
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that's in a terrible state of repair.
Now will you take it or leave iitt?"

“Haste,” quoted Yan Lee in a sing-
song voice, “is the thief of wisdom.
Let me deliberate a day as befits an
old mamn.”

“Deliiberation,” rejoined Larry
Tracy testily, “may be the thiet of
three thousand dollars in silver if
you don’t accept my proposition at
once.”

For a full minute the old Chinese
spoke no word. He sat in replete si-
lence, staring blankly at the paint-
less wall of his office. Larry watched
him with a puzzled frown playing
across his brow. Even allowing for
the Oriemtal love of prolonging a
business deal, it seemed absurd that
the Chinaman should hesitate to
make his decision in this case, where
he was clearly the gainer.

At last the slant eyes lifted them-
selves from their profitless contem-
plation of the wall and fiixed them-
selves on Larry.

“Very well,” he said. "I shall sell

bh the Tvalls of a Castle. of Msarls
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the Moon place. We shall go at
once to Mr. Oldham. He shall make
out the necessary papers. You shall
give mc the cash—and may Confu-
cius grant that neither of us regret
the deal.”

XULTANT at having concluded

his business, 1%arry paid scant
attention to these strange words.
Though, had he been more alert, he
would have neticed an edd apprehen-
sive flicker eross the Oriental’s usual-
ly impassive face as he rose from his
desk and shuffled at Larry's side to-
ward the door.

After Oldham, who had a smatter-
ing of law, had drawn up the bill
of sale and Larry had handed the
money over to Yan Lee, he returned

his own bungalow with the air of
a man who has just concluded a most
satisfactory piece of business.

In the five years that he had spent
in the islands, Larry had amassed a
comfortable fortune trading with the
natives; enough, in fact, to permit
him to return to the States and live
in comfort for the rest of his life
But although that had been his orig-
inal intention, he found now, that
the magic spell of the South Seas,
that inexplicable glamor, that gar-
ish beauty, had done something to
him.

He knew now that if he was to
retire, he would do so in this very
spot where he had made his money,
Because of this he had purchased the
Moon House. Uninhabited for three
years, since the death of old man
Moon who had rented the place from
the Chinaman, the cabin stood far
inland in the foothills.

It lay in the midst of a glorious
unfrequented beauty spot, and it was
there that Larry had decided to
build a veritable island mansion for
himself—a castle in the midst of a
tropical fairyland.

In his own bungalow, his boy had

just cleared away the dishes of the
evening meal, and Larry sat over his
coffee, sketching with a deft pencil
the Moon House as he remembered
it, planning and drawing the im-
provements he intended making.

A staccato rap on the outer dook
caused him to look up.

"Come in!" he called.

A frown crossed his brow as he
recognized his visitor, but it van-
ished immediately, for the white’
man's law of hospitality in the is-
lands is rigidly kept without regard
for the host’s opinion of his visitor.

"Hello, Simmons,” he said cordial-
ly. "Sit dowm. Smoke? Driimlk?”

Simmons, a tall, dark, tacituen in-
dividual, declined both invitations
curtly. Larry gazed at him curi-
ously and wondered what had
brought the man to his bungalow.

Simmons was not popular among
the white men of the island. His
trading was shady. His name had
been connected more than once with
business that hovered on the border
line of the law. Heretofore, Larry’s
acquaintance with the man had been
limited to polite greetings when they
passed each other.

But if Larry wondered at the
other’s visit now, he wondered still
more when he heard Simmons’ first
words. The latter came to the point
at once.

“[ hear you'we bought the Moon,”
he said abruptly.

ARRY dissembled his surprise.

“Yes N hc said. ' ot it from
Yan LC%Sthl Sft%qjlqoon £a1!f thqu
m c&ﬁ)eu;ws BeJn Pile toraid gy @
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W'm 381 TR
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offer you ten percent on your in-
vestment or anything like that. T'll
offer you real money. Say three
times what you paid for it. Is that
fair emougin?”

“Too fair,” said Larry.
entirely not to arouse my
cions."

“Suspicions of what?" There was

"Too fair
suspi-

a defensive challenge in the tall
man’'s tone.
ARRY shrugged. "I don't kmow."

he replied. "But in any event,
it's not for sale, Simmons. Not at any
price. That's fiinal"

Larry was utterly unprepared for
the scene that followed. Simmons,
with a murderous rage in his eyes,
leaped from his chair and, rushing
across the room, seized Larry's
shoulders in his hands.

“Listen,” he said tensely, his voice
vibrant with emotion. “"Youw've got
to Sell. You've got to sell that place
to me. You must. If you won't, I'll
not be responsible for your life. You
hear me?"

Larry came slowly to his feet. He
removed the clutching hands from
his shoulders. Then he spoke coldly.

“I’l thank you to leave this house,
Simmons. I have no idea what your
threats mean, but 1 refuse to be

threatened hy any man. Now get
out!”
Simmons waiked slowly to the

door. He was under control mow,
but his eyes still blazed with a ve-
hement hatred. He turned for a mo-
ment on the threshold

“You'll hear some more of this,"
he snarled. Then the door slammed
behind him and he was gone, leaving
an angry and bewildered young man
staring through the window inte the
purple tropical twilight.

And in less than an hour, Larry
realized the truth of Simmons' part-
ing words.

Yan Lee stood impassively before

1]

him. A moment before the China-
man had come silently through the
night to Larry's bungalow, the sec-
ond strange caller of the evening.
Larry offered him a drink, then sat
back expectantly awaiting to hear
the object of the Oriental’s call.

Yan Lee cleared his throat softly,
then spoke in his sing-song drawl.

“Only the fool has a single
thought. The wise man may change
hi6é miind.”

“Whiich little gem of philosophy
leads up to what?"” asked Larry iron-
ically.

But Yan Lee was not to be hur-
ried.

“Tthe wise man may think twice,”
he continued. "Tihen he may con-
clude that his second thought con-
tains more wisdom than his ffirst™

A sudden thought struck Larry.
He remembered the object of his
first visitor of the evening. He tried
a stab in the dark.

"By that,” he said coolly, “I take
it that you want to buy back the
Moon House which you sold to me
this aftemneom?”

N almost imperceptible fHicker

crossed the Chinaman's face, but
Larry knew that his shet had hit
home. He pressed his advantage.

“Listen, Yan Lee,” he said in a
grim hard tone. “"Now what's it all
about? Wihat's all this fuss about
the Moon House for? Simmons was
here a while ago and he offered me
too much money for it, now yeu've
coine to buy it back. I suppese yeu'll
offer more than 1 pald fer it, t66.”

“I offer you ten thousand dollars
for it,” said the Chinese undis-
turbed by Larry’s tirade.

“Wihy 2"

Yan Lee smiled blandly.
sake of both our lives,”
quietly.

"Hooey,” said Larry disdainfully.
“You talk like Simmons. Wihat have

"For the
he said
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our lives to do with it? Why
should anyone want to kill for that
old shaah?*

“Does it matter why?" asked Yan
Lee. "I warn yeu it will happen:
If 1 leave here witheut the deed to
the Moon pilaee neither of us will
live very lomng.”

T was then that Larry Tracy com:-

pletely lost his temper. Normal-
ly, his disposition was even emough.
But at the present moment he was
thoroughly tired of the Chinaman's
evasions, of all this wild talk abeut
death and the Moon House.

“Get out, Yan Lee,” he said amgri-
ly. “You can tell whoever sent you
here that I'll never sell the Meen
House. That's definite. Now get
out!”

Yan Lee turned to the deer with
all the impassiveness of his raee. As
he was about to cross the thresheld
into the night, he ineclined his head
slightly and wuttered four simple
words with so much sinecerity in his
tone, that despite himself Larry
Tracy felt a shiver of apprehension
tingling down his spine.

“We shall die tonight,” said Yan

Lee softly. His slippers shuffied
huskily on the veranda. And he was
gone.

Larry kicked an unoffending chair
savagely, reached for a cigarette and
contemplated the peculiar events of
the evening. But rack his brain as
he would, but one salient fact stood
clearly in the maze of that might's
occurrences.

Quite obviously some mystery had
its source at the Moon House. What
it was, and how Simmons and Yan
Lee were interested in it was be-
yond him., However, he decided to
hit the trail for the old cabin as
soon as possible. Perhaps he would
find the key to the mystery there,

For a long time he sat there smok-
ing in silent meditation. It was al-

most midnight when his third and
most unpleasant visitor of the eve-
ning came a-calling. This time it
was without the formality of a knock
at the door, without the imterchange
of a social greeting before the in-
truder made his business k#iown.

Larry, intent on his own thoughts,
his eyes staring at the drawing of
the Moon House on his table, essay-
ing to unravel the mystery of the
jungle cabin, neither saw nor heard
the lithe brown figure which seftly,
silently appeared at the windew.

Wiith such consumrnate skill that
the woodwork never creaked, that
the netting across the window made
no sound as his knife bit a deep gash
in jt, the brown figute slowly drew
itselt over the sill,

Wiithout, a splendid silver moon
threw its platinum rays down upon
a gleaming world. The Southern
Cross stood proudly in the sky—
and in the brown man’'s hand some-
thing glittered silver in the reflec-
tion of the heavens.

Two barefeet struck the flooe ot
the bungalow noiselessly,

CHAPTER 11
The Castle of Pearls

T WAS not sound whieh caused

Larry to whiel suddenly in his

seat. It was rather that sixth
sense whieh is acquired by men whe
have faced death a number of times;
that psychic warning which their
nerves give, that peril is at hand.

In the filickering light of the oil
lamp, he saw an evil-faced Fiji, his
black hair piled up on top of his
head, moving swiftly toward him. A
vicious curved knife, grasped fimmly
by a brown hand swung through the
air.

Larry moved with the speed of a
cobra. His knee knocked over the
table as he rose. A single swift step
to the side took him out of the path
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of that swishing pigee of steel.

For a second the native was bent
forward, off balance, and in that sec-
ond Larry closed in. His left hand
grasped the wrist that had wielded
the knife, his right swung hard to-
ward the other’s jaw.

HE Fijian, knowing well the

fightiiigy methods of the white
man, threw his head back and took
the blow on the side of his neck.
Then swinging his free arm about
Larry's neck, he clinched.

For a long moment they grappled
there, the advantage going to meither.
True, Larry was young, strong and
accustomed to battle. But the Fiji
seemed no less powerful. Wiih Lar-
ry's neck in the crook of his arm, he
Spueezed with all his strength, apply-
ing a veritable strangle hold to the
white man.

Larry’s left was useless. He dared
not release the hand that held that
murderous knife. Inasmuch as the
native was on his left side his right
hand was practically useless. Yet he
swung it frantically toward the other
as he tried with all his strength to
break the grip of that brown arm
about his throat.

He found that these maneuvers
were of no avail. They simply
served to exhaust him. It was then
that he staked every ounce of ener-
gy on one desperate move. With a
tremendous jerk he threw his whole
body forward and to the right.

The Fiji, never losing fis held,
went with him. The native's feet
came clear of the flloor and for a mo-
ment his whole weight rested on
Larry’s neck.

Sweat dripped down the white's
man's forehead, as he twisted HI's
body further. Then seizing the
other’s left wrist he twisted it eruel-
ly. The sudden pain and the jerk
opened the Fijian's arm. His bedy
went hurtling over Larry's head. It
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hit the floor ahead with a dull thud.
The knife clattered on the boards.

Larry paused for a second to
breathe, but the Fijian, realizing that
his chance had flown, rose imumedi-
ately and, running with all the speed
and grace of his race, flung open the
door and raced like a madman out
into the night.

Larry ran to the open door, then
stopped dn the threshold. He real-
ized the futility of attempting to
pursue the native through the brush.
Slowly he turned back into the room.
He picked up the knife from the
flooir and examined it closely.

He stared at the bright blade for
a moment in mingled horror amd
alarm. For the tip of it was red—
gory red. He touched it lighdy
with his finger, then examined it
more closely. The deed veritied his
first suspiciom. It was blood—and
it was still wet!

He lighted a fresh cigarette. His
eyes narrowed. First Simmons,
then Yan Lee—and now this, the
death that Yan Lee had prophesied
so short-a time ago. Well, he had
won the first scrimmage, but what
now? Wihat was the next move in
this grim drama of the tropics, this
strange mystery ot the Moon House
to which he had no clue?

The answer came almost inume-
diately. Through his window he
noticed the little valley outside was
alive with moving lights. Despite
the lateness of the hour, a single
house below reflected yellow squares
of illuminatiom from every window.
The moving lights traveled toward
the house.

E crossed the room and lookdd

mere elesely. The heuse with
all the lamps was undeubtedly Old-
ham's. The meving lights were
torehes evidently earried By men
coming teward the bungalew. He
walted just leng eneugh te drep a
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.38 into his pocket, then he raeed
down the hill toward the gathering
below.

HEN he entered Oldham’s bun-

galow he saw every white man
of importance on the island was pres-
ent. Oldham, himself, a mudidy-faced
individwal of about forty, sat with his
head bowed in his hands in a corner
of the room.

Every eye in the room looked up as
Larry entered.

“Whwt's the matter?” he asked.

Norwich, the skipper of a trading
schooner, gave him the answer curtly,

“Rutth. Oldham's daughter. She's
missing.”

“Missing?” Larry was so startled
that he could say nothing else. Old-
ham’s daughter had lived with him
for six years. Being the only young
white woman on the island, she was
a prime favorite with the men. To
hear that she had disappearied was a
shock which transcended even the
other things which had happened to
Larry that evening.

“But how?"” he asked the seamen.
“Wihere could she be?”

Norwich shrugged. “Wiho kimnows?"
he said. “She was here a hour or so
ago. Oldham left her sitting on the
veranda. He suddenly heard a scream
—her scream. But by the time he
rushed out of the house there was
no sign of her. We"ve searched the
whole vicinity therowgihly.”

Larry’s brow clouded. Perhaps,
this somehow might tie up with some
of the other mysterious events of the
evening. He went over to the grief-
stricken father.

Oldham raised his head as the
younger man approached.

“I'm taking it pretty hard, Lamry,”
he said. “But she's the only thing
I've got in the world. For God's
sake help me find her.”

“I'll do all I can,” said Larry

gravely. “Do you suspect amyone?
Have you any iidiea?"

Oldham shook his head. “Nome at
all,” he replied. “It’s been a tragic
night. First Yan Lee, then this.”

Larry’s nostrils quivered. His pulse
picked up a beat.

“Yan Lee?” he repeated trying to
keep the excitement from his wvoice.
“What about Yan Lee?

“Haven't you heard?” asked Old-
ham. “He was found dead an hour
ago. Knifed. Murdered.”

It was then that Larry’s vague
hunch of a few moments ago crystal-
lized in his brain. True, there was
no logical reason for attributing the
disappearance of Ruth Oldham with
the xither odd events ot the evening,
but nevertheless, Larry was pesitive
that they all tled up semehew. He
was equally pesitive that the answer
to all the mystery could be found at
the Meen Heuse.

E laid a friendly hand on the
older man’'s shoulder.

“I think perhaps, I can help you,”
he said. "I don't know. Anyway,
I'm not sure enough to take anyone
into my confidence. But I'm going
to see what I can do at once. I'll re-
turn some time tomortow. In the
meantime, don't give up hepe.”

Oldham looked up at him eagerly.
“You mean you know something?
You knew where Ruth iis?”

Larry shook his head. “It’s only a
hunch, Mr. Oldham,” he said. *“But
it's the strongest one I ever had in
my life, and I'm going to play it
through.”

Shaking the other’s hand he turned
and walked from the bungalew, but
an observant eye would have noticed
that he did not go in the direction of
his own cabin. Instead he walked
along the edge ot the jungle to a
spot where a faint trail crawled into
the foliage. There he hesitated for
a moment, thrust his hand inte his
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pocket, felt the reassuring butt of his
revolver, then plunged into the brush
where growth and the night con-
spired to make him invisible.

For three hours he walked steadily
through the tropical forest. He
picked his way with the wuncanny
accuracy of a native. The night was
cool and tranquil and a strange eeri-
ness seemed to envelop the jungle.

E realized full well that in all

probability he was heading to-
ward peril and danger. 1t would have
been easier had he known what to ex-
peet when he arrived at his destina-
tlen, but as it was he had not the
glightest idea what te expect at the
Meon Heuse—if indeed anything at
all.

It was dawn when he arrived. The
small frame cabin stood at the foot
of a range of hills whose tops were
jagged silhouettes against the morn-
ing sky. He approached cautiously.
The house showed no sign of life and
yet, deep within him he sensed im-
minent danger.

It came—and abruptly. As he
mounted the steps of the veranda, the
door of the house was suddenly filung
open. Before he had a chance to
reach for his revolver he found him-
self gazing into the implacable of a
rifle. Behind the rifle stood Simmons.

“You didnt obey my warning,
Tracy,” he said in a hard voice. “Now

you must answer for the conse-
quences.”
The hardness in Larry's eyes

matched the other's tone. Despite the
rifle that drew a bead on his heart,
his voice was calm.

“I think it is you who must do the
answering,” he said. "I am the own-
er of this house. I'd like to know
what you're doing in it. I'm entitled
to an explanatdion.”

“"You're entitled to a bullet in the
guts,” said Simmons harshly. “And
when I'm ready, I'll give it to you.
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Until that time you’ll obey my orders
implicitly. Now, come inside.”

Larry had little choice but to obey.
Checking his anger he entered the
cabin, hoping that chance would pro-
vide him with an opportunity to turn
the tables on his captor.

His heart gave a sudden bound and
in that instant he realized that his
hunch had been correct. For the first
person he saw in the room was Ruth
Oldham. A man stood on each side
of her holding her wrists. Larry rec-
ognized them as two of the beach-
combing gentry named Somers and
Roche. He spoke to the girl coolly,
as though meeting her were the most
natural thing in the world.

“I am glad to see you,” he said.
“I rather thought you'd be here.” He
turned abruptly to Simmons. “I think
this has gone far enough,” he said
angrily. “You must release this gifl
at once, and then leave my heouse. 1
shall—"

“You shall obey my orders,” said
Simmons. “You don't seem to real-
ize how close to death you are.”

“I was closer to death last night,”
said Larry, watching the other keen-
ly. But if he expected Simmons o
be taken aback he was disappointed.

"I don't know how you escaped last
night,” said Simmons ceelly. “I éx-
pected you were dead by new. But
1 can promise you I'll do & better job
next time. Now, sit down and shut
up. I have some werk to deo.”

T ARRY sat down. Simmons, with-
di eut meving his rifle frem Lassy's
direction. spoke te the girl.

“Now, Miss Oldham,” he said. “It's
your turn. Shall you tell me the
whereabouts of the Castle of Pearls
of your own volition or shall I ferce
the information from yow?"

The girl returmedi his gaze stead-
ily. Her little chin was held high
and she wore an imperious air.

"['ve already told you that I don’t
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know, and if | did Y sheuld never be-

tray my father.”
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IMMONS swore a vile oath. He
turned to his men. "Somers, Roche.
Grab her. Let her have it ecasy at
first. Then we'll try the hot irons.*
The two men advanced upen the
girl. Each seized an arm and rough-
ly twisted it behind her back. She
made no outcry, though Larry eould
see her little white teeth sinking

deep into her lower lip. Perspira-
tion stood on her forehead.

“Now,” said Simmons. “Wiill you
talk?"

She did not dare to trust her voice.
But she shook her head emphattically.

“All right,” said Simmons. “Harder,
boys."

Somers and Roche twisted the frail
arms viciously. A streak of blood
showed as her teeth bit into the skin
of her lip. A blind red rage swept
over Larry Tracy.

Like a tiger springing to the kill
he leaped across the room in a single
bound. Before the two torturers
knew what was happening he was
upon them. His swinging right fist
caught Somers full on the point of
the jaw. Wiith a cry of pain he went
down. Roche half turned as Larry
attempted his second knockout blow.
His knuckles rapped across the
other’s forehead, tearing the skin.

Wiith a roar of rage, Roche re-
leased the girl and clinched. For a

moment it was anybody’s battle, Sim-
mons stood behind the table shouting
futile orders, his automatic in his
hand. Yet he dared not shoot for
fear of wounding his ewn men.

For a moment, Larry felt his right
arm free. With all his waning
strength he swung. Roche reeled
back. Larry followed up swiftly. His
right hand drew back. His eye
gauged the distance. The blow start-
ed on its knockout journey. But it
never landed.

At last Simmons had overcome his
rage and excitement enough to take
an active part in the battle. Swiftly
he crossed the room, and at precisely
the moment Larry prepared to de-
liver the coup de grace, he swing
the barrel of his weapen through the
air. It landed with a sickening thud
on Larry's temple. His khees buékled
and without a seund he fell to the
floor, prostrate acress the bedy eof
Soriers whieh was just beginning te
stie inte regained conseiousness.

The girl came to her feet, her eyes
snapping.

“You cowards! You curs. Hew—"

"Shut up,” snapped Simmons. “All
right. Reche. Drag him in the bed-
room. Take her in with him. Lock
‘em in. I've got a better idea than
trying to get it out of her amyway.”

Roche, with the assistance to Som-
ers, who by now had come to his
feet, dragged Larry into the next
room. The gifl was pushed in also.
The door closed, and the key turned.
Simmons voice came faintly through
the panel as he divulged to his asso-
ciates the new idea which bad come
to him,

T was midnight, when Larry Tracy

opened his eyes. Mysterious nee¢-
turnal seunds from the jungle seund-
ed through the night. A gelden moen
flung its irridescence upon the earth.
Lunar light streamed through the
window.
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Larry found himself lying upon his
own bed looking up into a concerned
feminine face. For a moment he
thought that this, too, was a drunken
dream. Then, in an instant, memory
floodketl his brain. He tried to sit up,
but the thundering ache in his head
was too much for him. He relaxed
again, then spoke.

“Are you all might?"

HE nodded. “I'm all right. But
what about yow?"
“A headache from that smack

Simmons gave me. Otherwise okay.
And now that we have a minute
alone, I'd like to ask you what this
is all about. All 1l've gathered is
that Simmons seems vitally con-
cerned in something called the Cas-
tle of Pearls.”

“That's true,” she said. “There's
an uncharted island somewhere
about here, peopled by pure Maoris.
Thus far they’re untouched by civi-
lization and are most warlike. They
used to prey on the boats that came
near their island. They had no wish

to know the white man. The Brit-
ish  Government interfered, and
guaranteed them isolation in ex-

change for their promise that they
would leave shipping alone and re-
frain from attacking the peaceful
natives on the neighboring islands
which are under British control.

“In order to keep their bargain,
the Government has kept the island
unchartered. My father and the
British Commissioner are the only
white men that have ever seen the
place. It was they whe made the
treaty for England. The island is
feputed te be very wealthy, and
upen it their Maeri ruler lives in a
eastle made ot huge pearls. Of
eourse, fhese pearls are werth Wh:
teld wealth. That's what SimmeRs
is interested in."

Larry nodded his head slowly.

“But,” he said questioningly, “where
do you come im?"

“Of course 1 have heard- my father
speak of the place occasionally. But
I have never seen the chart. How-
ever, Simmons believes that I have,
and he is bent on forcing informa-
tion from me.

Larry considered this for a silent
moment. “There’s trouble ahead,”
he said slowly, “and plenty of it.
1 judge that Simmons has planned
this thing thoroughly. He’ll let
nothing stand in his way mow.”

“You're right there,” she told'him.
“Since I've been here, I've noticed
boxes of ammunition, machine guna
and other arms. Simmons has staked
a lot this time, and it's not going to
be easy to stop him.”

Larry nodded. “Well,"”
"it's a tough spot.”

Before they could discuss it
further, a key rasped in the lock and
the door was flung open. Simumnons'
voice rang harshly through the room.

“Come out, you Tracy. Leave the
girl there.”

he said,

CHAPTER 111
A Message far Oldham

ARRY"S head pounded as he
stood on his feet and walked
from the room. The door wad

closed and locked behind him. He
noted as he approached the table
where Simmons still sat that the au-
tomatic was in his hand.

“"You're lucky, Tracy,” were Sim-
mons’ first words. “Yow're damned
lucky.”

Larry’s eyes narrowed. “Why?"

"You're lucky because you happen
to be of more value to me alive than
dead. Now listen carefully to me.
Starting very shortly, you're going
to trek back to the settlement. Your
going to see Oldham and give him a
message from me. Listen carefully to
that message. On it depend a num-
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ber of lives, including that of the
lady you so gallantly tried to res-
cue a little while ago.”

“All right, let's have
listening.”

it ¥m

OU will go to Oldham. You will
: travel swiftly, for time is an im-
portant element and a lot depends on
it. I will allow four hours for you to
get there and four hours for Old-
ham's messefiger to get back. You
will tell him that I have his daugh-
ter in my possession. You will tell
him further to send to me by mes-
senger that he can trust, a map of
Pearl Island. He'll know what I
fmean. Tell him I mean to go there.
When 1 return, I shall return his
daughter. I'm holding her as hostage
to preveat him from getting a war-
ship to prevent me from landing on
Pearl Island.”

“If he attempts to trick me, I shall
kill the girl. If his messenger is
not here within eight hours I shall
kill the girl. If he attempts to at-
tack me here with a picked-up force,
I shall kill the girl and slaughter
his force. For, before morning, I
will have been reinforced by fiifty of
my own men, and I warn you they're
the bloodiest gang of cut-throats in
the South Seas. Now, repeat my
message."”

In a quiet voice Larry repeated
the salient points of the message.
Simmons nodded his head and stared
steadily at the youngef fman. There
was a terrible sincerity in his veiee
as he spoke.

“All right, but before you go let
me tell you that I am ruthless and
relentless. 1 have gone too far to
turn back now. I killed Yan Lee
for his greed. I paid him a decent
rent on this place but he was tempt-
ed too much by your offer. If yeu
hadn’t been lucky last night yeu
would have been killed for your ob-
stinance. I still dom't khnow hew

you escaped. I hold the whip hand
as long as I have the girl. You
know that and Oldham knows it. I
will show her no mercy unless I
am obeyed implicitly. Now, get go-
ing!”

He drew a revolver from his hol-
ster and held it in a steady hand as
Larry walked from the door, back
into the jungle. He hit the trail
through the luxuriant wnderbrush
and set off toward Oldham’s with
his message.

He well realized that Simmons
had spoken the truth. He did hold
the whip hand, and Larry had no
doubt that he would carry out all
his threats if his fantastic scheme
was threatened. The preparation for
Simmons’ coup had undoubtedly con-
sumed both time and money, and he
would certainly not let a human life
more or less stand in his way.

Larry plunged on through the
jungle. He forgot that he waB tired,
hungry and thirsty as his mind
clicked on all cylinders, essaying to
evolve a scheme which would prove
the undoing of the unholy three
back at the Moon house.

To organize a posse in the settle-
ment was out of the question if
Simmons had spoken the truth re-
garding his fiiffty cut-throats. There
were less than thirty men in the set-
tlement and at least a third of them
were too perennially drunk to bear
arms, and it would take more time
than he dared to wait to summon aid
from the naval authorities.

E arrived breathless and weary
at the settlement in Vitu Levu.
Dirty and disheveled he made his
way to Oldham's bungalew. A weary
voice called "come In" as he knock-
ed at the doer. Oldham rose eagerly
to greet his visitor. His faece was
drawn and white. His eyes were
haggard with worry.
"What news, boy,” he said, hoarse-
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ly and Larry noticed that his hands
trembled. “Tell me, for God's sake,
have you found het?*

Larry put his hands on the dis-
traught man's shoulder and gently
pushed him back into his chair.

“Yes,” he said quietly. "I have
found her. But the battle is far
from won yet."

LDHAM"'S palsied fingers clutch-

ed his sleeve, "Tell me. Tell

me quickly?” His voice was vibrant

with exeitement and apprehension.
“Is she saffe?”

“Your daughter,” said Larry
gravely, “is at the present time, safe.
Whetther or not she remains so is
up to you—and me.”

Oldham frowned. His eyes flash-
ed dangerously. He said hanshly:
“What does that mean? Blackmmail?"

"Of a sort. The price of your
daughter’s freedom is the chart
locating Pearl Island, sent by spe
cial and trusted messenger to the
Moon house at once.™

Oldham’s eyes widened. For a
moment a terrible righteous wrath
overcame his parental amxiety.

“Pearl Island? Wihat do you know
of Pearl Island? What does any
man know? Wihat has that to do
with my dauginter?”

"Ewverything.” said Larry grimly.
“[ have just come from the men who
are holding Ruth and that is what
they demand ot you.”

“"Who are they?"

“Simmons and two other worthies,
Somers and Roche. If you’ll calm
yourselt tor a morment, 1I'll give you
all the details.”

"Go ahead,” Oldham said huskily.

Briefly, Larry told him the wheole
story of the day's occurrences at the
cabin. Wien he fimished his regital,
Oldharm picked up his glass with
trembling bhands, tessed dewn an-
other drink and groaned.

“God!” he said, and his voice was

an agonized supplication. “Wihat
shall 1 do? I must betray either
my country or my daughter. I must

be an unworthy father or else an
unworthy citizen. If we send for
help immediately, heaven kmnows
what they'll do to Ruth. If we
don’t 1 must send them the chart
and be called draitor.”

Larry's eyes filled with sympathy
as he gazed at the old man.

"I have something of an idea,” he
said. “It's incomplete and 1 can't
guarantee that it'll work. First,
though you must decide for your-
self. Do you want to send them the
map? Not that 1 counsel it. You
must remember that evem if you do,
you're gambling. for they intend to
hold yeur daughter as a guarantee
against your tipping off the goverf-
ment wntil they've pilfered Pearl
Island. And 1 doRn't trust Simmens.
Atter he's get what he wants we've
ne guarantee that he'll return her.”

"You're right there. He's an un-
scrupulous customer. But suppose 1
don't comply with his diemamnds?"

“Tell me about Pearl Island,” said
Larry. “Let me commit the chart
to memory. Let me lead them there.
They won’t dare touch your dawgh-
ter or myself when they know that
1 have the knowledge they want. At
least they won't touch us till they're
at the iJsland itselt. 1a the mean-
time, 1 shall keep my eyes open.
Perhaps, 1 can find & way to frus-
trate them Dbefore they eonsummate
thele plans.”

CHAPTER 1V
Am Ay off T Hidwes

OR a long time Oldham sat in

ilence considering this pro-

posal. Finally, he sighed and
nodded his head.

“Very well," he said at last. “As

you say, the plan is quite imcom-
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plete. But you leave me no alter-
native. 1 can do nothing else. 1
shall show you the map. After

that, 1 am in your hamds.”

E rose and, going to a safe in

the corner of the room, disin-
terred a chart from it. He spread it
out on the tabie and Larry studied it
keenly for a few minutes.

"Okay,"” he said at last. “I'we got
it. I'll return at once to 3immons
and tell him that I'm to lead him.
Then, it's up to me. But L assure
you that 1'll do everything in my
power to rescue your daughter and
prevent Simmons from getting to
the islamd.™

“But,” objected Oldham. “Suppose
you fail? Suppose he loots Pearl
Island, suppose something happens
to Rutth?"

Larry considered this gravely for
a moment.

"Of course,” he said at last, “I
can guarantee nothing. However,
give me a week. If you haven't
heard from me by then, inform the
Residemt Commissioner. Get a man
o' war over there right away. By
that time it'll probably be too late
for anything but direct action."”

Oldham nodded and came towards
the other with an outstretched hand.

“Shake,” he said, a new courage
in his tone. Tihen he turned, and,
closing the door behind him, set out
for the trail which led to his
enemies.

And if his brain had been wrack-
ing for ideas on the trip in, it was
forced to work overtime on the re-
turn journey. He realized full well
that most of Hhis reassurances to
Oldham were optimistic rather than
practical. Simmons undoubtedly held
the upper hand, and it was geing to
be no mean feat to evelve a scheme
that would overcome the well-laid
plans of the men who meant to loot
Pearl Island

Dawn screamed across the tropical
sky in a half-dozen garish colors.
Larry Tracy plodded onward, weary,
hungry and thirsty, yet impervious
to all physical hardship, as his
fatigued mind grappled with his
problem. So intent was he upen his
own thoughts that he failed te see
a number of figures silhouetted in
the dawn, down en the trail ahead.

A sharp challenge brought him
out ot his reverie.

"Halt! Who are yow?"

He looked up quickly and found
himself gazing into the implacable
muzzle of a Springfield rifle. Back
of the rifle stood a man, a Kanaka,
and behind the Kanaka stood halt a
dozen of his fellows. They regard-
ed Larry with frank suspicion,

“I have a message for your mas-
ter,” he said. "Take me to him at
once.”

E natives jabbered for a meo-

ment in their ewn dialeet, then
beckoned to him to appreaeh. Larry
advanced down the trail. Tipey Suf-
rounded him and gave him a full
eseoit for the Jast mile's walk te
the Moon Heuse.

Arrived once more into the clear-
ing before the house that he had
called his own only a day ago, he
was astounded to see the force that
Simmons had collected. There were
fully fifty armed men lounging Dbe-
for the little cabin.

Simmons had spoken truly when
he had characterized his army as
the bloodiest gang of cut-threats in
the South Seas. They wndioubtedly
were. Kanakas, Samoans, and fillthy
renegade whites sat in little groups
and chatted idly. A pile ot empty
bottles was in evidence and the high
spirits of the men attested to the
fact that they had been emptied
guiekly.

At the door of the cabin, Larry's
cscort stood aside to permit him to
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enter. Simmons sat in the center of
the room, apparently in close con-
ference with Somers and Roche. A
shadow of amazement crossed his
face as he looked up and saw who
the messenger was.

“Wiat the hell—" he began
abruptly. ““What are you doing here?
Are you sucker enough to come back
after 1 gave you a chance for your
life?”

ARRY smiled faint'y. " 1I'm less
afraid of you now, Simmons,
than 1 was before,” he said calmly.
Simmons snarled and his aute-
matic was suddenly in his hand.

“I told you once before,” he said,

“that 1'd kill you when 1 didn't
need you. Well, I don‘t need you
now. Get restiy!"

The weapon jerked in his hand
and his finger constricted on the
trigger.

“Yow're wrong.” said Larry softly.
"Yow'ire wrong. Simmons. You need
me more than ever mow."

A vague suspicion shone from
Simmons’ eyes. “Why?"

“Because.” said Larry, more softly
than ever. "1 am the only man who
can guide you to Pearl Island. I
know where it is.”

Simmons stared at him. Slowly
he replaced the revolver in its hol-
ster. then his eyes mamrowed.

“"Explain  that.” he said.
listening."”

“You'd bettei listen,” said Larry.
“Oldihann has told me where Pearl
Island is. I've seen the map. I'm
to take you there, and once you
land, you're to send his daughter
any myselt back. It'll take a couple
of days which should give you
plenty of time to loot the place and
make a get-away before a man 6’
war ends youe career.”

Simmons listened to him in a re-
flectivee silence. A puzzled frown
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crawled over his brow when Larry
stopped talking.

“But you?" he queried. "Wy did
you come back? You were well out
of it"

"I came back,"” said Larry deliber-
ately. “For two reasons. First, I
want to see that your gang of thugs
don’t mistreat that girl, and second,
to kill you, when and it the oppor-
tunity presents iitself.”

Simmons stared at him with a
rage-distorted face and a vile oath
passed his lips.

"All tight,” he said at last. “You
are safe now, and you know it.
You are safe because you know the
way to Pearl lIsland. But 1 advise
you to be careful. Tiat mob out-
side’d tear you apart for the sheer
joy of it. Now you better go in
and get some sleep. we're leaving
here in two hours. And 1 want my
guide to have a clear head.”

Larry Tracy awakened to the
sound of staccato voices outside his
window. He raised himselt on an
elbow and peered out into the blind-
ing light of the tropical day.

There, lined up like an army at
the side of the house, was the rag-
ged unkempt army that Simmons
had recruited to loot Pearl lsland.
Aye, ragged and unkempt they were,
but, nevertheless, they responded to
Simmons’ commands with alacrity.
Evidently they knew the value of
discipline. Larry listened to Sim-
fmons’ voice as it floated through the
window.

OW, men, we start today. I've

prormised each ene ef you mere
meney than yeu've ever had in yeur
lives before. 1A retura for that 1
expect abselute ebedience. We preb:
ably will have te ffiaht. To that end
I have armed yeu. We shall be eut-
Aumbered, but these L.ewis guns
sheuld equalize any edds that we
find against us. Frem Aew 6A it's
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all for one and one for all. That's
all. You may stand at ecase. But
be ready to march in half an hour."

He swung sharply on his heel and
Larry heard his footsteps coming up
the veranda. He swung himself
from the bed and met Simmons en-
tering the front room as he came
out. Simmons nodded his head ap-
provingly as he saw him.

“Good,” he said. “You'ie up.
We'te leaving shortly. You'll march
up front with me. 1f you behave
yourselt you might make some
money. 1f not, you'll die.”

“May 1 have something to eat be-
fore you kill me?"” asked Larry with
a grin.

IMMONS scowled. “You'll lose

your sense of humer before 1'm
threugh with yeu,"” he threatened.
“There's a eook wagon at the back
of the house.”

Larry walked around the cabin
and was amazed by the consummate
preparation that Simmons had made.
The men were well-armed. In the
rear of the building a roaring fire
was being attended by three men,
clad in cooks’ aproms. Evidently
the army had already been fed.

Larry was given food and, retir-
ing to a shaded spot, partook of it
with zest. As he ate he wondered
what had become of Ruth. He had
Aot seen her since his return from
Oldham. He resolved that he would
guestion Simmons about her before
he essayed to lead the army to the
Island of Pearls.

Simmons was waiting impatiently
on the veranda when he came up

“All right, Tracy,” he said testily.
“I've been waiting for you. We're
ready to go. I'lf lead the way to
the boats 1 have waiting, After
that, it's up to you to pilot us.”

“Tihere’s one thing before we
leave, though,” said Larry.

“Amd that iis?"

“Ruth Oldham. Wrhhere is sie?"
“What the hell’s that to yow?"

“Plenty,” said Larry coolly. “One
of the reasons I'm here is to insure
her safety. 1 must be assured that
she’'s all right at this moment before
1 start. 1 haven't seen her since 1
returned.”

Simmons cursed, then yielded. He
bellowed stecntorianly for Roche.

"Get the girl out of the cellar,”
he said when his lieutenant had an-
swered his summons. “She marches
in the rear with the cooks and the
supplies.”

They waited in silence as Roche
disappeared through the trap that
had caused Larry so much conster-
nation on the day before. A moment
later he reappeared with Ruth Old-
ham. She seemed surprised and re-
lieved when she saw Larry. She
smiled at him bravely and effered
her hand.

Larry took it. "Are you all wriightt?”
he asked.

She shot a venomous glance at
Simmons. “As well as I can be
while associating with vermin,” she
said in a tone of quiet contempt.

Simmons stung by words turned
to Larry.

“Welll,” he demanded.
satisfied that she's all right?
we'll start.”

Larry nodded. Amnd ten minutes
later the army was under way
marching through the dense foliage
of the jungle where few white men
had ever trod. For two long days
Larry plodded along at Simimons’
side, his head bowed and his back
bent from the unaccustomed physiecal
strain.

"Are you
It so,

T was Simmons’ shout of triwmph
which halted the little party and

cauddyciaPalted i HitleoPaty Ml
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yards before them glittered the azure
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blue water of Oceania. Still and rip-
pleas, like a smooth infinite turquoise
the Pacific, true to its name, stretch-
ed before them.

Yet despite the beauty and tran-
quillity of the scene Larry was aware
of a dull sinking sensation in his
heart, as he gazed upon it. For there
close to the beach were six schooners
tugging at their anchors, their jibs
billowing impatiently as they awaited
the arrival of Simmons' army.

CHAPTER V
The Marlked! Map

HE first impression that reg-
istered on Larry’s mind when
he saw the boats was the

enormous cost all this preparation
must have stood Simmoms. The men,
the arms, and now this miniature navy
fAust have caused an expenditure of
at least fifty thousand dollars. Per-
haps, he had underrated Simmons
when he had gambled his life on the
single chance of being able to come
upon a scheme whieh would eutwit
the renegades.

It seemed that Simmons had care-
fully planned every detail, and that
he had invested a considerable sum
of money, which he was determined
to get back ten fold when his plans
had been executed.

The little army marched cheerful-
ly dowm to the beach. Simmons
walked on ahead and held a brief con-
versation with a barefooted white in
a sailor's eap whe met him en the
shore. Six deries were pulled up en
the beach.

Wiith military dispateh, Simmons
assigned the men to the dories and
in a few moments they were being
rowed out to the anchered scheeners
in the bay.

Larry found himself seated in the
stern of one of the smaller beats,
Simmons at his side.

He realized that it he was to pre-

vent this outfit from reaching Pearl
Island, it was now that he must do
something. This thought was cor-
roborated by Simmons a moment
later.

“The girl is coming on the same
ship as us. She's coming out in the
next load. Wihen we get to the
schooner, you'll go on the bridge
with the skipper. You’ll show him
where Pearl Island is on the chart.
And you’ll stay at his side until we
get there. Undlerstand?™

Larry nodded absemtlly. Hia
thoughts were in a turmoil. It was
now twenty-four hours since he had
Jeft Oldhamm. Wihein he had told the
gicl's father to allow a week before
sending aid, it had been his inten-
tien merely to fall back on that as a
last resort.

UT now he began to realize that

perhaps the help which Oldham
was to send was the only way out of
the mmess.

He stood upon the small bridge of
the schoomner and watched the shore
with narrowed eyes. The last boat
was alicady heading out toward him.
In it sat Sometrs, the girl and the
crew at the ears, When they should
arrive, Simmons weuld mest certain-
ly give the order to put eut te sea,
and it was up te Larry Traey te act
as pilet-

Then suddenly an idea came to
him. He had told Oldham to give
him a week. Perhaps, he could stall
that long. None ot them had any idea
where the island was. He eeuld pre-
tend that it was guite seme distance
off, pllet them in eireles for a time,
then bring them up te the island in
time te feet the HFitish ship whieh
Oldham was te eend.

As the dory pulled up alongside,
and Ruth came aboard he decided
that his last idea was his only hope.
He turned to see Simmons and the
skipper, a hard-faced, unshaven Irish-
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man, named Conners, thump up the
companionway to the bridge.

“Okay,” said Simmons gruffly.
“Amchors aweigh, Captain. Here's
your pilot. Mark the spot on the
chart, Tracy. Whhich way do we
headl?”

“Well,” said Larry tentatiively,
putting his scheme into subtle ex-
ecution. "It's quite some distance,
you kmow."

*How famr?™

ARRY considered this for a mo-

ment. "“Say ten days with good
weather., More if we run into
storms."

Simmons eyed him suspiciously.
Conners laughed aloud.

“Yeah?” he said. *“I can make
Sydney in ten days, and 1I'm damned
sure it's not that far.”

Simmons’ gaze became even more
suspicious. Larry cursed his lack
of geographical knowledge, but said
nothing. The three of them stood
in silence for a moment. Then Sim-
mons gave vent {o an wunpleasant
chuckle.

“Maybe,” he said. “Maybe it is
ten days, Tracy. But until we get
there neither you nor that girl eat
or drink. Furthermore, you will
mark the island on the chart now. If
1 find, after we arrive at the desig-
nated spot you've marked it falsely,
I'tl kill the girl and let my kanaks
put you to death. They have some
origimal ideas in that regard.”

Larry admitted defeat. Once more
Simmons had out-thought him. To
stall was to endanger the girl's life
and his own. True, he could die
with the secret of Pearl Island
locked in his own brain, but to keep
that secret was not his sole imotive,

No. He wanted to return Ruth
Oldham to her father, and more
than anything else he wanted to
even up his score with Simmons.

This time he would yield again to
Simmons, motivated by the hope that
as long as he kept alive, the oppor-
tunity to outwit the looters might
present itself.

“Give me the chart,” he said in a
dull voice.

Wiitlh an ill-concealed grin of tri-
umph, Conners handed him the map.
Larry bent over it with a pencil and
drew a small circle some hundred
odd miles to the southwest of the
bay in which they were amchored.

"A day's run,” said Conners.

"Amd a day's fighting, and a day’s
loot,” added Simmens. [MAmother
day to return and our fortunes are
made. Shove offft”

Conners bellowed a gruff command
to his crew below. Willling hands
pulled up the anchoe. The other
vessels following the example of
what apparently was the flagship,
proceeded to get under way.

Slowly the six schoomners sailed
through the glassy waters ot the bay
toward the open sea. Passing the
cliffs that landlocked the indenta-
tion, a brisk breeze hurled itselt into
the sails, and the pirate fleet sped
gracefully over the waves in the di-
rection of the island whieh had
never known the white man's in-
fluence.

For the remainder of the trip
Larry was left pretty much to him-
self. Simmons, convinced that he
had marked the map truly, permitted
him to leave the bridge and wan-
der freely about the ship. He paced
the decks hoping that perhaps he
would catch a glimpse of Ruth, per-
haps even gain an opportunity {o
have a word with her.

ARRY TRACY stood in the bow
ef the scheoner watching the
golden Seuth Sea sun dipping slowly
toward the western horizon. The trip
bad beea uneventful, as plaecid as
the seas through which they sailed.
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A sudden shout by one of the
crew startled him, and as he turned
inquiringly, that single shout was
taken up by a score of throats. It
echoed and re-echoed as the remain-
der of the fleet took it up. Larry
turned his gaze in the direction in
which every other man on the ship
was looking. Then suddenly he
gasped with the splendor of the
sight that met his eyes.

ERE, off the port bow, some five

fAiles away, rose to heaven a tre-
mendous gleaming tower. A tower
ef iridescence which reflected the
golden rays of the waning sun. A
miraecle of opaleseent beauty blinded
the eyes of the onlookers.

A rapt silence enveloped them as
they were confromted with a sub-
lime sight that even reached the
hearts of such Godless men as these.
Then came Simmons’ voice hoarse
with triumph and awvidity.

“The Castle of Pearls! It's there,
men! A fortune for us all'"

Larry stared at the distant spec-
tacle for a moment, then his keen
eyes perceived a number of small
floatimg objects putting out from the
shore of the greem island which
towered out of the sea before them.

The others were too intent on the
magnificent spectacle which rose up
from the center of the island to take
notice of the laden canoes which
were shoving out from the shore.

For a moment Larry stood hesi-
tant, wondering if he should give
warning. But before he could come
to a decision, the alert eyes ot Sim-

mons had seen them also. HiRB wvoice
rang out from the bridge.
“Stand by for action! Man the

guns!”

The crew and the cut-throat mem-
bers of Simmons’ army broke sud-
denly from the trance which was
upon them. Men rushed to and fro.
A number of Lewis guns were hur-
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riedly brought from the cabin and
set up on their tripods by the port
and starboard gunwales.

Rifles appeared miraculously in
men's hands. Boxes of ammmumition
were dumped on the deck. Eager
fingers loaded the drums of the ma-
chine-gums. The click of maga-
zine springs was deafening. Larry
saw that the same wailike activity
was in progress on the remainder
of their vessels.

Now despite the fact that he had
little sympathy for these invaders
of Pearl Island, Larry was of o
mind to stand supinely on deeck and
permit the oncoming Maoris to hurl
spears at him. True, he was being
forced into this battle, but the na-
tives would make no distinetion be-
tween him and the rest of them.

All that they would be aware of
was the fact that white fmen were
coming to their island in defiance of
the treaty whieh protected {hem:.
Knowing something of the Masris,
Larry had little doubt that they
would fight to the bitter end, even
though the superier arms of Sim-
mons’ men weuld mere than equalize
thelr numbers,

He approached Simmons as the
latter came from the bridge to in-
spect his men who were already
lined up in battle array at the bul-
warks.

"Do 1 get a rifle,” he asked. “OF
are you afraid I would tuen it en
you 2"

Simmons glared at him.

"“If you turned it on me,” he said
harshly, "my men would tear yeu
apart. Yet we can use all the man
power we've got. Pick up one of
those and post yourselt at the pert
bow. There's ammunition lying ail
ovee the deck.”

ARRY helped himself to one of
the indicated rifles eagerly. He
jammed ten rounds in the magazine
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and marched forward again. Batk in
hie mind there persisted some appre-
hension about the girl.

Since they had set sail he had net
seen her. He was morally certain
that she was imprisoned in the poop
cabin, but though he had strolled
past the closed port three times he
had seen no sigm of her.

At the bow he insinuated himself
up against the rail between a tall
well-built Samoan and a derelict
white man. The obvious differences
between the pair of them made him
ashamed of his race. The white man
grunted as Larry placed his rifle
over the rail.

“Mph,” he said. “You the mug
that's got the chart. Aint yow?"

Larry nodded. He was in no mood
for conversation. Already the laden
canoes from the shore were within
firing distance. Tihe blue water was
dotted with them. He tried to take
count, but there were too many for
him. He estimated conservatively
that there were at least two hundred
ot them.

CHAPTER VI
Hand-toHéndd

HEY were advancing in com-
pact array when suddenly a
number of them parted from

the main body and moved out on the
flanks. Evidently the plan was to
surround the invading fleet.

Spears and shields gleamed in the
fading sun, and Larry noticed that
some of the war canoes were occu-
pied solely by archers.

They were close now. Larry won-
dered why Simmons did not give the
order to fiire. The battle was bound
to be a massacre anyway. Those
Lewis guns would mow the canoes
down like so much paper. Still Sim-
mons gave no word. His motive,
Larry reflected bitterly, was to lure
the canoes in so close that his with-

ering fire would permit no sur-
vivors.

Then suddenly one of the canoes
containing the archers shot out in
front of the others as though it was
a live thing. Half a dozen superilly-
bodied natives rose to their feet. Six
arrows were fitted to as many bows.

A single twang sounded through
the air. Six hurtling arrows shot
forward. One aimed at the bridge
ot each of the invading vessels. Lar-
ry heard a scream of agony above
him. He glanced about and saw
Conners on his knees frantically es-
saying te jerk a bleedy arrew frem
his sheulder. Simmens fan te the
side of the bridge, ignRering the
ether's plight.

“Fire!” he yelled "Give it to
them. Dont let a man escape
alive!™

A crazy saddistic gleam came into
his eyes as he issued the command,
and his last words were lost in the
terrific reverberations of the ma-
chine-guns.

Larry squinted along the barrel
of his rifle, but as yet made no move
to ffixe. He had decided some time
ago only to use his weapon as a
means of self-detemse. There was
little point in furthering Sinimons’
ambitions by destroying his enemies
for Rhim.

The tranquillity of the late after-
noon was suddenly shattered by
the thundering of machine-guns. A
score of rifles took up a crackling
obligato. It seemed impossible that
anything could live through that
withering fire.

ITH the enemy armed with the
mest primitive weapomns, affows,
spears and shields, the white iman
must overwhelm them with their ma-
chine-guns and their rifles.
But the Maori is an intelligent be-
ing. Despite the terrific havoc being
wrought among their craft with
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those devastating threads of fire
from the invading fleet, the native
leaders hastily essayed to cope with
the situation.

The canoces were paddled swiftly
straight for the six schooners. Their
casualties were heavy. Tihe water
was alive with black and red strug-
gling figures. Yet one canoe in five
made its objective and came to a
halt close up against the side of the
schooner for which it was aimed.

IS maneuver rendered the ma-
chine-guns ineffective. Their long
aluminum-covered barrels could not
be directed at such an angle. Like
€ats, the natives gripped hold of the
ship's sides and commenced to board.
Simmons shouted an alarmed
warning as he divined the purpose
of the Maoris. True, seventy per-
cent of their canoes were overturned
by now, seventy percent of their
men were incapacitated. But yet there
were the remainder alive to attack
in a grim, desperate hamd-to-hand
encounter.

Larry who had not fired his weap-
on yet, drew himself up and pre-
pared to give battle. The schooner
trembled violently as the gallant
brown men swarmed up her sides.

A spear hurtled through the air
from nowhere. Its blade embedided
itself in the throat of the white man
at Larry's side. With a horrible
gurgle he fell forward, slumped on

the rail. Blood mingled with clear
salt water ran crazily down the
scuppets.

Then, when there was no other al-
ternative, Larry sprang into the fray.
A tremendous brown-skinned giant
leaped like a tiger from the rail to-
ward him. A spear gleamed in his
powertul hands. Larry's fiingers con-
stricted on the trigger. A single
Btaccato report sounded.

The brown man gasped suddenly,
his neck pitched forward in midair.
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Wihhen he completed hié jump he was
dead. He fell to the deck, his figure
lying prostrate across that of the
white man that his comrades had
slain a minute before.

The deck was a swirling mass of
struggling humanity. The ffiggdnip
seemed to be the focal point of the
natives’ attack. A hasty glance
about showed Larry that the other
five boats were dealing with but a
handful of boarders.

Simmons, who to give the devil his
due, possessed the quality of couf-
age. He stood upon the bridge sheut-
ing orders. The remainder of the
fleet was closing in in an attempt to
give aid to the fllagship, but they
withheld theie fire, afraid of weund-
ing their own men,

Larry Tracy found himselt sud-
denly in the embrace ot a huge na-
tive. A knife gleamed above him.
Wiitlhh a tremendous effort he broke
the steel grip which held him and,
swinging his rifle butt, crashed it on
the point of the other’s jaw.

The natives were putting up a des-
perate but losing fight. Foe every
white man that lay with a spear
through his heart, three Maotis wefre
prone with bullets eating their very
life-blood from them.

Then, of a sudden, Larry heard a
shrill scream which set his spine to
tingling. He turned swiftly in
time to see one of the huge Maoris
leaping from the poep cabia with
the figure of a struggling girl
clasped to his breast.

TN a single bound he sprang to the
d- rail and drepped like 2 plummet
inte the sea. his aet appeared to be
the signal te the patives te eease hes:
tilities. As theugh by seme precen-
eeived signal they turned and fel-
lewing the example of the kidnaper,
leaped frem the rail inte the placid
water beneath.

Simmons’ army, seeing victory at
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last, ran to the rail, their rifles
poised to deliver the death blew te
the fleeing natives. In the midst of
the brown bobbing heads whieh
swam toward the shore, Larry saw
the goldem hair of Ruth Oldham.
His voice rang commandingly.

“Stop! Don’t fited™

There was something in his tene
which stopped them. The huge na-
tive who had snatched Ruth frem
the cabin was swimming steadily
some distance behind the eothers.

CHAPTER VII
A S Baak!

ARRY'S emotions were drench
ed with despair as he watched
the girl he had promised to

guard being borne away from him. He
stood there for a moment, undecided.
Then he heard Simmons’ bhellowing
laugh from the bridge.

“Tihat's a good one!” he roared.
“They're taking the girl to hold as
hostage. They'll get a surprise when
they find out that we don't give a
damn what happens to Inent™

Ttese mocking words spurred Lar-
ry to action. He knew full well
that there was no chance of Sim-
mons sending his men to rescue the
girl. Each powerful stroke of her
captor took her nearer to the shore.
Larry realized that once the brown
man gained the land there would be
little chance of Oldham ever seeing
his daughter again. He saw but one
gambling chancc—and he took it.

His eyes swept the bloody deck.
Lying there near him was a glit-
tering knife that had been the
weapon of a Maori. Swiftly he
stooped dowm and seized it, then,
kicking off his shoes, he ran lightly
to the rail. Eor a moment he poised
there, a slim graceful figure, then
putting the knife betweem his teeth,
he achieved a perfect dive into the
water.

Putting every ounce of energy into
his strokes, he swam strongly in
pursuit of the kidnaper and his fair
burden.

He clenched his teeth grimly, for-
getting for a moment the weapon he
carried in his mouth. His reward
was a trickle of blood that ran down
his face as the sharp steel bit into
his lip. After that he was more
careful.

Gradually he was gaining on the
moving black figure who pushed the
girl along before him. His muscles
ached and his breath came fast, but
he did not lessen the terrific pace
he was setting. Once the Maori
reached the shore, the gamble he
had taken was hopeless and his own
life would hang in the balance.

He thrust his head out of the
water for a moment to see how much
he had gained, then to his utter hor-
ror he saw a sight that caused the
blood to run cold in his veins.

Some twenty yards ahead of him
a streaking silver triangle cut
sharply through the water. It bore
down swiftly on the Maori in front.
For a moment Larry stopped and
trod water. Then he raised his head
and gave vent to a shout of alarm.

The native turned his head and
his eyes followed Larrys out-
stretched ffinger. He turned again
and struck out for the shere with
tredoubled effort. For a moment
Larry's eyes followed the silver
wake that the shark was making in
transfixed herror. At the rate the
big fish was traveling it was evident
that he would evertake the native
and the girl ere they reached the
shefre. Larry Traey teek & deep
breath and fmade a mementeus 4de:
€ision.

IKE a porpoise he rose in the
water, lashed out and swam fran-
tically toward that silver fiin. By
now it was a scant tea yards from
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the Maori who, swim as he would,
was handicapped by his burden. Lar-
ry trod water again. He yelled
loudly and splashed the sea with his
hands. His heart stood still for a
moment as he watched the shark.
Would he succeed in attracting its
attention, in drawing it away from
a certain prey?

Slowly the silver dorsal fin de-
scribed a semi-circle. It paused
there a moment, then moved rapidly
toward Larry. A strange mingled
emotion of relieft and fear swept
over him. Relief that the girl was
temporarily safe, and fear as he
thought of what the outcomae of this
welrd nautieal battle would be.

He saw the native turn his head
and shout something umimtelligible
at him, and his brown hand waved
some sort of sigmal. But Larry
was too intent on that approaching
silver flash to pay him much atten-
tion.

E realized under what a terrific

handieap he was labering. Even
a native weuld have ne better than an
even chance tackling a shark in the
water with no weapon save a kiife.
And despite the fact that he was a
first-rabte swimmee, Larry had had
no close experience with these man-
eaters of the deep, and he was none
too adept in the manipulatien et his
weapon.

Howewer, he kept his head. The
greater the odds the cooler one miust
be. He trod water steadily and
waited for the monster te eharge.
He remembered having read that in
order to bite, a shark must turf ever
en its back. He reselved to wait
until the beast started its turn, then
te plunge.

Through the clear water he could
see the ugly fish quite clearly new.
Its sinister face reminded him edd-
ly of a vicious, chinless meron. As

(-]

it neared him the protruding fin
seemed to move more slowly through
the water,

He knew that in a second now he
must plunge his knife in deep and
hard; that in the next instant his
life must be staked. He shot a swift
glance over his shoulder toward the
boats of Simmons. He expected no
help from that quarter, but yet a
vague hope sprang in his breast.

The six vessels were becalmed in
exactly the same spot that he had
left them. The decks were lined
with interested spectators to this
weird battle between man and vora-
cious fish.

The dorsal fin slowly sank beneath
the water. The frontal came to
view. Through the crystal sea, Lar-
ry saw that evil mouth open. Yel-
low teeth showed horribly in the
beast's mouth. Swiftly the shark
moved toward his kicking legs.

Then with a silent prayer to
heaven, Larry Tracy made his move.
With a tremendous effort that teok
every ounce of his fast waning
strength, he kicked his feet straight
out behind him. His hand snatched
the knife from his teeth, and as the
upper part ot his body came forward
his arm shot out with all the power
he could command behind it.

And in that single eternal instant
his life hung in the balance. He
felt the blade strike something soft.
It traveled further, up to the haft,
until his fiimgers gripping the handle
felt something soft and ylelding at
their tips.

1SLAND

HEN and only then did he glance
down. llis alm bhad been f{rue
enough. He jerked the knife swiftly
from the animal’s snout where it had
entered, and hastily threwing him-
selt on his back floated a few yards
away. His wary eyes never left the
wounded beast.
That silver fin had disappeared for
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a moment, but now it came to the
surface again. Again it came slow-
ly toward Larry but this time its
former speed was lacking. Laberi:
ously it moved through the water.
As Larry came once more inte an
upright position he saw the herrible
gaping wound in the shark’s sneut.

This time he did not wait for the
attack, instead he carried it to the
stricken ffidh. This time the knife
ripped its way across the mam-eater's
belly as he half turned at the ap-
proach of his enemy. Hastily Larry
withdrew again to watch the result
of the damage he had inflicted.

OR a long time the fin remained
out of sight. Then it slowly
came to the surface, but for an in-
stant only. It moved over to the right
and a moement later the man-eater
floated belly up on top et the water.
Larry Teacy, weary and spent,
took a final Jook at his deceased
enemy, then slowly and with the air
of a man expending his last strength,
he swam back to the flagship of Sim-
mons’ fleet.

As he slowly neared the ship it
occurred to him that his welcome
was a most uncertain thing. Sim-
mons had rid himself of Ruth and
here was an excellent chance te lese
Larry. Now that he had gained the
island there was no further need for
the man who had brought him Hhere.

Ten yards from the ship he was
amazed to hear a reverberating cheer
split the dusk. With an effort he
raised his head. Simmons' cut-
throats were crowded about the rail
and madly cheering—him! Their
master’'s enemy.

For, despite their caste, despite
to what depths men have sunk, those
who have often faced death are
bound together by the virtue ot cour-
age. It mattered little to these
hard-faced men whe Larry was,
what he was or what he stoed fef.

It mattered little at the moment
whether he was friend or enemy.
But what did matter a great deal
was the fact that he had just over-
come a common enemy of all man-
kind, and they were but giving him
his due.

His clutching hand reached the
Jacob’s Ladder which had been
dropped over the side, and, pamting
and spent, he climbed slowly to the
top. As he gained the rail friendly
hands pulled him on deck and a
score of congratulatory palms slapped
his back. He lay back on the deck
exhausted, surrounded by an admir-
ing group.

Simmons pushed his way abruptly
through the crowd and for a moment
regarded the prostrate figure of the
man he had threatened to kill.

"You'we got guts, Tracy,” he said
impassively. “A lot of guts. Maybe
I can find further use for you. I'll
talk to you lager."

Larry Tracy made no answee for
two excellent reasons. First, he had
nothing to say, and second he had
not the breath to say it, had he seo
desired.

Night descended swiftly over Pearl
Island. The moon had not yet risen
and a deathly quiet pervaded the
atmosphere. There was ne soeund
save the montonous lapping ot the
waves agaiast the weeden hulls ot
the ships.

Larry lay where he was, the rest
and relaxation slowly restoring the
energy which he had burned up in
the past few hours. Occasionally he
heard an order shouted from the
bridge. He was conscious of a
gradual movement of the vessel. Ap-
parently, Simmons was about to
land his men.

FTER a while he heard the rat-
tling of the anchor chains and
the creaking of the stern davits as
the dory was lowered. Men's voices
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and the trample of men's feet told
him that the army was landing.

His muscles protested achingly as
he came to his feet and made his
way to the stern of the vessel. Sim-
mons stood against the rail and
watched him approach.

“Get in this boat load,” he said.
“Amd see me after we land. 1 want
to talk to you.”

Larry nodded and took his place
in the dory. The crew rowed them
swiftly to the shore.

OST of them had already landed
when Larry walked up the white
beach from the dory. Already a
tremendous fire was roaring and the
cooks were preparing the evening
meal for the men. This latter obser-
vation made him realize that he was
hungry.

Making his way toward the fire
he stood at the end of a hastily-
formed line and gratefully received
his rations from the cooks. He was
eating alone under a palm tree when
Simmons approached with a steam-
ing bowl of soup in his hand. With-
out waiting for an invitation he seat-
ed himselt next to Larry and pro-
ceeded to open a casual conversa-
tion in the mannet of a man who
has suddenly ceome across a crony
in his private €lub.

"Nice scrap you put up this after-
noon,” he said pleasamtly.

Larry looked at him quizzically.
A strange smile flitted across his
lips.

"Yes,” he said ih a tone that
matched the other’s, though it con-
tained a subtle bantering quality.
“You did a nice job against these
natives yourself.”

“Wiimt the hell,” said Simmons.
“That was easy. I'm talking about
the job you did on that shark™

Larry shrugged, and thea said
what was in his mind.

ISLAND 31

CHAPTER VIII
A PPoguasition

OU didn't care a damn which

one of us won that battle,"” he

said grimly. “Amd I know it's
hardly your idea of a good time to
come over and engage me in a little
soctal chat. Now what's the game,
Simmons? Wihat's on your mind this
time 7"

Simmons smiled without resent-
ment.

"“Of course, you're right,” he said
coolly. “This chat isn't entirely so-
cial as you have suspected. Now
look here, Tracy, I'm willing to ad-
mit that 1 misjudged you originally.”

“Tihat’s more than I'm willing to
admit about you,” retorted Larry. “I
put you down as a scoundrel the
moment 1 laid eyes on you and moth-
ing has happened yet to make me
revise that opinion.”

Simmons scowled for a moment,
then forced a smile. He looked very
much like a man who has resolved
to keep his temper at any cost.

“We'll let that go for the mio-
ment,” he said.

Their eyes met for a moment.
Simmons tried to read his man be-
fore he continued further, but Larry's
gaze was impenetrable, unreadable.

"Welll,” he continued. “Here's
what I'm driving at. There’s over
a million dollars' worth of pearls in
that castle alone. God knows how
much we'll knock off altogether. 1've
promised everybody a deecent share,
but of course I'm taking the bulk
ot it. 1'm afrald, though, that when
this ragged crew of mine sees how
mueh there really is, there may be
semething of a revelution. They may
want mere than I've premised. Yeu
ean see what sert of hell weuld Breal
leese it they started serapping ameng
themselves, and they may de it.”

“Tthey undoubtedly will,” said Lar-
ry with unconccaled satisfaction in
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his voice. "They'li raise all seorts
of hell before you're through: That's
one thing you didn't plan, Simmens."

Simmons nedded. "Yow¥es right,
there.” he said. "New that's where
you come in." '

“Yes,” said Larry, and the seepti:
cal significance he put into the werd
gave the other a moment's Ppause:

After a silent moment Simmens
continued. "Two or three men with
guts can easily domimnate this rab:
ble. Somers is a good man. I'm
not so sure of Roche. But if you'll
join me. come in on my side in ease
of trouble I'll guarantee you a mini-
mum share of twenty thousand ; more
if the looting's good. Now what do

you saoy?"

ARRY TRACY sighed wearily.
“No,” he said calmly.
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“You've had

A right." he said. Youve had

your chance. But fortunately money
doesn’t mean so little to most of us.
To prove my point, I'm going to
offer twenty silver dollars to the
man whose knife is found in your
ribs in the morning. Something tells
me there’ll be plenty of takers.”

He turned abruptly and walked
away in the direction of the waning
campfire.

Larry lay at full length beneath
the palm tree and meditated. The
situation, it seemed was heopeless.
He bhad bungled it herribly. First,
the giel was gone, and it seemed that
after Simmons fhade his generous
offer te the Kanakas he weuld be
gone, {66.

A faint but penetrating noise from
the jungle thudded into his conscious-
ness. He stirred uneasily, paying ne
attention to it, but eventually it dis-
turbed his train of thought se thef-
oughly that he lifted himself en one
elbow and listened intently.

Rhythmically and softly from afar
came the sound of the native torn torn
sending its monotonous cry thirough
the night. The moon had appeared
over the fringe of the palm trees, and
the eerie jungle night spread itself
over the beach,

HE Maoris were evidently embark-

ed en an impertant pew-wow {6
diseuss ways and means of grappling
with the pewerful enemy that had
raided thele sheres. Larry listened
intently to the distant drums. Some-
where the Maoris were planning, just
as Simmons and his councilors were
doing out on the beach beyond.

And somewhere, with the Maoris
was Ruth Oldham. An utterly crazy
idea crossed Larry's mind, an idea so
ridiculous, so desperate that mill com-
mon sense dictated its immediate dis-
missal. But after all this was a des-
perate case.

Larry was certain that Simmons'
last words had been more than an
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idle threat. The men had umdoubt-
edly meant what he had said. And
should Larry Teacy remala here to
sleep, there were a dezen Kanakas
whe weuld fight for the privilege of
earning the twenty silver dellars that
Simmens weuld sHer his murderer.

Stealthily he rose to his feet and
cast a swift glance around the beach.
Luck was with him. He saw little
groups ot men sitting some distance
away, but nene of them paid any
attentlon te I2anry. Cautiously he
stole behind the palm tree and a meo-
fent later he had disappeared inte
the dark unfriendly cover of the
thiek foliage which berdered the
white beaeh.

CHAPTER 1X
Captumexdl !

E SET out slowly, guided

solely by the treacherous

sound of the drums. Time
and again he would find that the
sound grew fainter, that he was walk-
ing away from them. Then he would
resolutely retrace his steps and head
cautiously back.

He had still with him the revelver
that Simmons had given him when
he had been sent to Oldham. 1a ad-
dition the knife with which he had
bested the shark was stuck iA his
belt. Somehow the possession of
these gave him confidence.

Through the darkness he made his
way. Now the sound of these mad-
dening torn toems grew leuder—and
louder. They beat upen his 6aF:
drums with damning persistency.

Through the lush pgrowth he
caught sight of a pin peiat 8f Hick-
ering light. He slackened his paee
and approached even mere €autious:
ly than befoere.

The pin point of light grew to a
flaming fire which danced sinisterly
between the droeping palm frends.
Famry fell flat on his stermaeR and

crawled slowly through the under-
brush.

To his civilized ear it seemed that
he was making no noise. He could
hear a rattling jargom in some umin-
telligible tongue somewhere ahead,
though he could see none of the
natives. So intent was he on the
enemy that he forgot that primitive
cars can hear what the white man
is unaware of.

The first intimation he had that
he was being observed was an in-
articulate guttural comment behind
him. He turned swiftly and leaped
to his feet, but too late!

A brown arm gripped his throat
like steel. He gasped for breath and
groped in his belt for the knife. He
whipped it out and his hand shot
forward, but his captor was versed
in such tactics. His throat was sud-
denly released and the brown man
danced back out of ramge.

He stopped for a moment, then ad-
vanced, and gleaming coldly and re-
lentlessly in his hand was a wicked
looking curved blade. Larry thought
of his revolver, but resolved not to
use it unless it was absolutely neces-
sary. A single shot would arouse
the whole tribe. He stood still and
silent, his knife held grimly, await-
ing the attack.

MIYHHE brown man moved in with a

swift sudden rush, his blade held
before him. Fer the seeend time that
day Larry effered up a prayer {8
heaven te help him iR a situatien of
whieh he was By ne means esnfident
et his ability te handle.

And for the second time it seemed
that his prayers were amswered.
When the Maori was almost wupon
him, when the wicked curved blade
was within six inches of his heart, a
loose root became the white man's
unexpected ally.

The Maori’'s advancing foot struck
it. For a moment the man fought
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to regain his balance, then he fell.
Larry charged forward te throw him:
self on his enemy before he eeuld
regain his advantage. But at that
moment the falien native threw back
his head and utter a piereing €Fy:

The underbrush rattled vielently
and the sound of many pattering
feet came through the jungle. Larry
hurled himself upon the prostraté
savage, knife in hand, but befers he
could deliver a blow reimforeements
were upon him.

Strong browm hands dragged him
from his victim. The knife was
wrenched from his hand. Roughly
he was dragged through the palms
toward the roaring camp fire. Be-
hind the fhames he saw something
glitter and sparkle magnificently in
the dancing light as the sublime
castle of pearls towered up from its
solid base.

TOUT little time was left him for

* admiration. A hundred mnatiives
thronged eagerly around his captors,
and though he could understand no
word of their guttural mutterings he
realized full well that the menacing
glares of the savages boded him lit-
tle good.

Hastily he was led toward the tre-
mendous gleaming portals of the
castle of pearls. His captors escort-
ed him through a long corridor,
through two more doors, and even-
tually into a room whose walls glit-
tered with inlaid pearls of a size
Larry had never dreamed existed.

Down a long teak floor they took
him, to halt abruptly before an
opalescentt dais at the far end of the
room. Seated upon the Carrara
throne was the most perfect physical
specimen Larry had ever seen. Stand-
ing behind him, in a group, were a
number of warriors.

Larry’s captors bowed low before
the dais, making signs of fealty and
homage. Their chief, for such it ob-

viously was, waved them away and,
glaring at Larry through relentless
eyes, spoke rapidly in a dialect
which the white man could not un-
derstand.

Larry shrugged his shoulders and
in none too lucid pantomirtme essayed
to convey the impressiom that he was
a friend. The chief, however, en-
raged by the wanton attack made
upon his men, was in no mood for
parley.

He turned his head, spoke rapidly
to one of the warriors behind him.
A live brown figure sprang grace-
fully out ot the group, spear in hand,
and aimed the weapon directly at
Larry’s heart.

ARRY breathed deeply, and fikding
his petential exeeutioner with 3
steady paze reselved t8 die esufa-
geously. His hands were ¢lenehed
tightly at his side. His head was
held ereet, and his pglane: did Ret
waver as he stared steadily at the
weapen whieh was abeut t8 end his
lite. The Rative drew Hhis Wiff{, afm
baek. The spear gleamed dully in
h# hand. His museles disxad. Larry
Traey stared eye {8 eye with death.
Suddenly there was a wild commo-
tion behind the throne. Am excited
voice jabbered in Maori jargon. A
figure detached itselt from the
chief's warriors and a pewerful
brown hand wrenched the spear frem
the executioner's grasp. A wail et
shocked surprise went up from the
warriofs at this lese majesty. The
chief rose to his feet and, with stark
rage distorting his features, deliv-
ered a verbal barrage at the man whe
had dared to impede the exeeution 6f
his erders.

Larry Tracy was no less amazed
by this suddem turn of events than
were the Maori chiet and his coun-
sels. The huge brown man whe had
literally snatched death away from
Larry Tracy, fell to one knee and
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spoke humbly and at great length
to his master,

ARRY watched the chief’'s face

anxieusly for a clue to this un-
expected eceurrence. As the native
speke, the chief's face seemed to
lese its expression of anger, and his
eyes held an understanding light.
Eventually Larry's savior stopped
talking and rese to his feet. As he
steod up Larry, for the first time, ob-
tained a good look at his face. Then
He understood.

For the man who had imtervened
and saved his life was the man whe
had kidnaped Ruth; the man whe
Larry had saved from that sinister
silver fin of the man-eating shark.

At the conclusion of his speeeh,
the huge Maori turned to Larry and,
coming close to him. put both hands
on his shoulders, bent his face for-
ward and proceeded to rub his brown
nose against Larry’s sunburned one
—the Maori gesture of fraternity and
friendship. Larry realized that the
savage was demonstrating his grati-
tude and he hoped that this native
stood high enough in the chief's
counsel to command enough influence
to save him.

Evidently he had. The chief barked
a staccato order and Larry's omigi-
nal captors, who had been stamding
at the rear of the room, returned, and
seizing him, led him from the audi-
ence chamber.

He was led through interminable
corridors of the Castle of Pearls.
They halted before a door at which
stood a warrior on guard. After a
short verbal interchange the door was
opened and Larry was flung into a
dimly lit chambee. The door slammed
behind him. Before he could take
stock of his new situation, he heard
a voice which set his pulse te peund-
ing.

“Thank God!"™ Mte. Teacy!
how did you get here?”

But

He looked up to find the blue eyes
of Ruth Oldham staring at him in
mingled relief and surprise. Hastily
he crossed the room and took her
hand.

“Thhank God!"” he echoed.
found you."

“But how—? Why—?" She seemed
bewildered.

Larry, speaking in a low voice, told
her everything that had occurred
since she had been taken from the
boat. She gave a little shudder when
she heard the story of the shark.

“I must have fainted when that
native broke into the cabin,” she said.
“I'm glad I did now. I'm glad I
knew nothing about the shark.’™

“At the time,” said Larry gravely,
“I never thought I would live to
thank God for that great white shark.
But it it had not been for him, I
most certainly would have been
killed a few moments ago.”

"Wihat does Simmons plan to do
now?"” she asked.

Larry shrugged his shoulders.
"He'll probably attack as soon as the
sun comes up. The Maoris probably
figure that with us held as hostages,
the others will parley for our release
before they do anything else. How-
ever, no one knows better than you
and I what a mistake that is.”

“Yes,"” she said soberly. “I hadn't
thought of that. The Maoris un-
doubtedly think that they can hold
Simmons off while they have us as
captives. That would also work in
Simmens' fawver.”

“He gets all the breaks,"” said Larry
bitterly. “Ewerything I do seems to
work out well for Simwmons.”

“I have

OR a moment they sat in silence,

then the girl spoke abruptly. *Lis-
ten,” she said. “Yeouw'te exhausted.
There’s nothing we can do now. Per-
haps when dawn comes and Simmons
with it, we may be able to plan some-
thing. But, whatever happens, there's
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hardship and strain ahead and we
must be rested and fresh to face the
future. Let us sleep.”

Larry saw the common sense of
her words. They stretched them-
selves out upon the fragrant pallet
of palm frongs in the cormer, and
hand in hand, like the babes in the
woods, they slept—peacefully and
quietly in the midst of peril, jeopardy
—and death.

CHAPTER X
A Despeadee AXitempt

ARRY TRACY was awakened
by a faint rattling noise. In
his semi-conscious waking pe-

riod his mind failed to recognize the
sound for what it was, but instinct,
which never sleeps, sent a vague
tremor of apprehension to his heart.

He sat up and blinked. The rat-
tling sound grew louder. Excited
voices rang through the castle. Larry
seized Ruth’s shoulder and shook her
gently to wakefulness.

“Machine guns,” he said hoarsely.
“Simmomns is atttiacdkimg.”

She sat up, fully awake and alert.
Wihen she spoke her voice held a
vibrant, excited tremor.

“WhHettewer we do,” she said, “we
must do quickly. If Simmons cap-
tures this place, and undoubtedly he
will, we can expect little mercy.”

Larry’s brow was corrugated as he
concemtrated on the perilous problem
which confronted them. He turned
to her suddenly.

“Theyll probably bring us food
shortly,” he said. "It is then that
we must gamble. It's dangerous, but
we must take a chance on their being
too busy with Simmons’ gang to no-
tice our getaway.”

“Amd if we get away,” she asked,
“what tinen?"

“If we get away,"” said Larry, grim-
ly. “I have a plan which will finish

Simmons.
it's our only chance.

They sat there in a tense silence,
awaiting their chance. Wiithout, the
din of battle grew louder. The stac-
cato stuttering of the machine-guns
grew to a crescende roar and the
clatter of the rifles sang a devastat-
ing obligato. Evidently the Maoris
were being forced back from their
first line of defense.

A slither of naked feet in the cor-
ridor outside brought the first ray of
hope. The door of their prison moved
slightly as someone fumbled with the
lock outside. Slowly the heavy por-
tal swung inward and a native en-
tered bearing a dish filled with an
unappetizing gray concoction.

The native was armed with a spear
and a curved blade was thrust in his
loin cloth. He set the dish dowin be-
fore them, and as he bent over, Larry,
summoning all of his strength to his
weary muscles, sprang.

It may finish us, too, but

IS right hand caught the native

on the side of the ear, slightly
abeve the vulnerable peint. The Maseri
staggeied back. Before he eould make
an eutery, Larry was upen him again.
His left hand grasped the spear and
enee again he swuRg vietously with
his fight.

This time his aim was true. The
spear came free in his hand and the
brown man fell silently on his back.
Larry bent down and plucked the

knife from the other's girdle. He
turned to Ruth.
“Quick now,” he said. “The first

part of it's done, but there’s still
plenty of trouble ahead.”

She joined him in the deerway and
after a hasty glance which disclosed
no sign of the Maoris, they tiptoed
down the pearl-inlaid corridet. Larry
Teacy was by no means sure in which
direction an exit from the castle
could be found.

By good fortune they met no one,
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In the distance the noise of rifle
fire and the battle cry of the Maoris
came harsh and discordant to their
ears. Suddenly, ahead a shaft of
daylight permeated the darkness of
the corridor. Larry squeezed Ruth's
hand in warning and they proceeded
more cautiously than before.

Ten feet ahead of them was a
doorway. Larry could see that it was
not the main portal through which
he had been conducted some hours
before. Holding the shaft of his
spear tightly in his hand, he ap-
proached the adit on tiptoe. A
cursory glance reassured him that no
one was on guard at this door.

"Quick,” he whispered hoarsely.
“We must run for it.™

Hand in hand they sprang across
the threshold and ran madly across
the twenty-foot clearing toward the
friendly cover of the jungle. They
had almost gained their objective
when Larry heard a wild cry at his
side.

RNING, he saw a warrior, shield
across his breast and spear poised
for the kill, charging upen him at
right angle. He did net deckease his
pace. Carefully he gauged the peint
et intersection.

Gaining that point, he stopped
ehert. The Maori was almost wpon
him. His shield covered his breast.
His spear plunged forward at Larry's
throat. Swift as lightning Larry
ducked and plunged his own spear
upward under the shield. The Maori's
weapon hurtled harmlessly over his
head, while his ewn ripped its way
into the brewn man's vitals.

Wiith a terrific jerk, he wirenched
his spear clear ot the falling body
and then, grasping the girl again by
the hand, resumed his interrupted
race toward the thick feliage whieh
would give him eover,

Gaining the jungle, they paused
for a moment to regain their breath.

Larry gazed at the girl admmirimgly.
She was standing up marvelously un-
der the terrific strain to which she
had been subjected. But he knew
full well that safety was not yet in
sight.

Before he could put the next part
of his plan into execution he must
make his way unseen through the
Maoris and Simmons' battle line. The
jungle was a bedlam of discord.

E devastating fire of Simmons'
army, the wild eries of the natives,
the agonized wails of the wetnded
and the roar and chatter of the fear-
crazed animals of the forest con-
spired to create a hellish sympheny.
Cautieusly they meved forward.
They spent the next hour in hell.
Daring to move no more than a yard
at a time, they made their way care-
fully through the Maori flank. Once,
as they crouched trembling in a
leafy cover, a trio of warriors almost
stepped upon them as they ran
swiftly through the forest.

And their danger was not from
man alone. Twice Larry’s spear
transfixed a snake as it was about
to strike. Once they crept silently
upon a single warrior who died with
a knife in his back without even
seeing his slayer.

Fortunately the battle was being
fought in open order; each side tak-
ing the fullest advantage of the
ubiquitous cover. Larry realized
that Simmons would spread his ma-
chine-guns far apart in order fto
cover the greatest area. Slipping
through there sheuld net be as dif-
fieult as piereing the natives' lines.

He felt the hardest part of his
task was over when he caught a
glimpse of Roche changing the mag-
azine on a Lewis gun through the
trees. They crept some fifty feet
away from Simmons" lieutenant and
then continued their forward march.
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Some distance ahead they could see
the white of the beach gleaming
through the foliage.

And yet, when it seemed that noth-
ing remained between them and their
objective a bush suddenly rustled and
the ugly face of Connors appeared,
staring at them with less than six
feet between them.

The surprise on the sailor’'s face
quickly gave way to an expression
of cunning triumph. Abruptly the
muzzle of his rifle emerged from the
bush and trained itself on Larry's
heart.

ITH a swift flashing movement,

Larry snatehed the knite frem
his belt and Hurled it. At the same
morent he duecked, pushing the girl
down with him. A bullet whizzed
harmlessly ever their heads, and
Cenners lurehed ferward, his bleed
spattering the vernal bush whieh had
eoncealed him. Hastily Larry re-
trieved his knife and they eentinued
8R.

At the edge of the jungle they
paused and peered through the foli-
age toward the scene of Simmons’
base. Two of the cooks tended a
fire on the beach and made prepara-
tions for the viectory feast. Larry
turned to Ruth,

“Take this spear,” he said, press-
ing it upon her. "Dom"t hesitate to
use it if necessary. 1 will rely wpon
the knife. Those two men are all
that stand between us and the frus-
tration of Simmons' plans.”

She took the spear with a steady
band and looked at him imquirimgly.

“We'lre going to burn the boats,”
he explained. “They started that
cook fire with kerosene. I remem-
ber them bringing it ashore. We'll
take that and a brand with us. 1'll
row, and you are to pour kerosene
on the hulls, then light it. That
will be the end of Simmons. He'll
be ilarooned here until help comes.”

“It may also be the end of us*
she said gravely, but with no hint
of fear in her voice.

“It may be,” said Larry, in a tone
that matched her own. “Amd if it
is, before we go I'd like to shake
your hand and say that you're the
bravest woman in the world.”

“And you,” she said, simply,
the bravest mamn.”

She ignored his outstretched hand,
and leaning forward, kissed him full
on the lips. For an eternal instant
each of them took what he could
from what might prove to be the Jast
morent of life.

Simmons’ two cut-throat cooks died
without ever knowing precisely what
had happened to them. The pound-
ing of running feet on the sand
caused them to turn simultameously.
They beheld the terrifying spectacle
of a fiierce, unkempt, unshaven man
charging upon them, a wicked, glint-
ing blade in his hand; a relentless,
blonde Amazon, hair streaming in
the wind, and a spear held flinmly
and purpoesefully in her hand,

Before either of the victims could
reach for a weapon, before he could
utter a cry for help, their murder-
ous nemises were upon them. Larry's
knife described a short glittering
arc, then bit deep into the nearest
man's heart. Tihe spear, flung with
amazing strength, plereed the other's
juguiliag,

They fell together by the crack-
ling fire they had been left to guard.
The stench of burning flesh crackled
into Larry's mostrils.

L1

are

ASTHLY he lifted a fifiveggdllon
can of keresene whieh stosd
near-by and, peuring a liberal pertien
en the end ef a elub-like leg, plunged
it inte the ffike. 1t igRited and, held-
ing the brand everhead, he raeed fer
the nearest dery.
Ruth was already seated in the
stern when he arrived. Handing her
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the arsonist torch, he dropped the
can to the bottom of the boat and,
seizing the oars, rowed like a mad-
man to the nearest schooner.

For once luck was with him. He
had feared that Simmons might have
left a guard upon the boats, but evi-
dently the renegade desirous of
flingimg his full strength in the bat-
tle, had considered that ummecessary.
After all, it was impossible for the
Maoris to pierce his battle line and
gain the camp, and from whom else
could he possibly fear attack?

The dory came alongside the
nearest vessel. With steady hands
Ruth tossed a liberal dose of kero-
sene on the hull, then touched it
with the flaming torch. The wood
roared to flame.

OWING like a madman Larry
skillfully maneuvered the small
beat frem hull te Hull, until at last
the six schooners that ecoemprised
Simmens' navy, the backbene ef his
gostly and desperate venture, were
allve with angry, craekling Hames.
Then, and only then, satisfied that
at no matter what risk to come, he
had effectively brought Simmons'
evil green castles crashing about his
ears, he turned the dory once more
toward the beach.

Already he heard shouts of alarm
from the jungle as Simmons’ men,
observing the black smoke in the
heavens, became apprehensive as to
its portent. Even as he and Ruth
beached the dory and alighted, he
saw halt a dozen men burst from the
jungle and emerge upon the beach.
Wiitth them stood Simmons, black
rage and murder written on his face.
Larry waited to see no more. The
pair of them ran madly up the beach
away frem the camp.

Simmons’ angry bellow came to
them, followed by a burst of rifle
fire. Angry steel buried itself into
the sand behind them. Semething
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bit into Larry's shoulder. Blood
trickled crazily down his shirt.

He was spent and exhausted as
they gained the palm trees. He sank
to one knee, but the girl pulled him
to his feet again.

“"We must go on,” she said.

And on they went. Despite the
heat, the hunger, the weariness, the
pain — on they went, and behind
them, as relentless, as merciless as
a wolf pack in full cry, came Sim-
mons and his cut-throats.

It was high noon when they stop-
ped. For the past hour the sounds
of pursuit had grown fainter, and
now, at least temporarily, they had
shaken off the hue and cry. A rip-
pling brook flowed past their halting
place. Larry, weak from loss of
blood, lay flat on his back and
breathed heavily. Ruth bathed his
wound with a piece of cloth torn
from her dress and bandaged it care-
fully.

O word was spoken between
them. Fitst, theirs was new a
friendship which transcended speech,
and the fear that they weuld be éver-
heard by Simmens' men stilled them.
The sun descended from its zenith
and swept off towards the west. The
purling brook slaked their thirsts,
but the pangs of hunger assailed
them. At dusk Larry slept a little
and awakened to find Ruth had
gleaned a meal of overripe bananas
and cocoanuts which had fallen from
the tall palms.

How they lived through the next
six days of hell, neither of them
ever knew. Larry fought the biting
pain in his shoulder with all the
courage and fortitude he could sum-
mon. They subsisted solely on what
fruits they could glean from the
jungle fitoor. The breadfeuit, nause-
ous as it tastes to the whites, preved
a veritable staff of life in this wild-
erness.
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ME and again, they heard the
trample of feet in the under-
brush. Time and again they heard
the harsh, cursing voices of Sim:
mons' army as they eewered te-
gether in the dark shadews ef the
jungle and prayed for their safety.
Early on the morning of the
geventh day an alien sound yammed
itself into Larry’s consciousness=a
dull thudding sound that was unlike
any jungle noiss to which he had
become accustomed. He raised him:-
self on one elbow and stared with
burning eyes at Ruth's wan fage.
“Listen,” he croaked hoarsely.
“What's tinet?™
They listened intently for a mo-
ment. “It sounds like a gun," she
said. “A big gun.”" She spoke in
such a low tone he had te wateh
her lips to understand a werd.
“It must be your father,” he said.
“It's help, thank God! Let us go
to the beach.”

Slowly they stood up. Tiheir ach-
ing muscles agonizedly protested
each move they made. Their arms
about each other for mutual support,
they made their way pitifully and
painfully toward the beach.

Out there at anchor in the bay
stood the solid gray hull of a British
man-of-war. On the beach the blue
jackets had already done their work.
Disarmed and disparing, Simmons’
ragged army stood lined up before
a file of sailors. Dimly, as though
through a hazy sereen, Larry saw
two men running teward them.

His senses were so numb that he
did not recognize Oldham until he
saw Ruth sobbing in her father's
arms. The other man threw a strong,
friendly arm about his shoulders and
helped him across the sand toward
the sailors. As he came up to them
he found himself looking into the
face of Simmons.

It seemed that the last six days
had ravaged the man almost as much
as they had Larry. The relentless am-
bitious light in his eyes had changed
to sullen despair.

Suddenly he moved. Like a hawk
he bent forward and whipped a re-
volver from the holster of a young
ensign who stood beside him. Before
the man could move, he glared at
Lartry.

“You dog,” he snarled. “I'll hang
for this, but before I do I'll know
that I've killed you. You! who've
robbed me of millions.”

His finger constricted on the trig-
ger. Larry, summoning an imcredible
strength, a strength he did not at
that moment posséss, a strength in-
spired, engendered by his Dbitter
hatred of the man contronting him,
whipped the knife frem Hhis belt
and sprang even as Simmons fiired.
He felt the bullet het en his eheek.
He felt his knife meeting something
soft and yielding. He felt an inert
bleedy figuse beneath him as he lay
gasping and prene upen the Bady &f
the man whe had eaused him te faee
death se often:

Friendly hands lifted him up. As
though in a mirage he saw Ruth
smiling tremulously at him. Oldham
was tendering him a flask.

“Better have a shot,” he said. “You
need it”

ARRY took the flask with a trem-
bling hand and raised it to his
lips.

“I guess I need it,"” he said husk-
ily. “Im\ awfully sorry, but I think
—I'm going—to—faint.”

He drank deeply. And then Larry
Mracy, who had always prided him-
self on his strength and virility, col-
lapsed, an inert heap upon the sand.

But he was never more of a man
than at that moment.
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Am Undersized British Private in HomgrKong
Suddenly Asserts Humselff— With
Stramge Results . ... .

By MALCOLM WHEELER-NICHOLSON

Awthios r of “HFirer and Sward?."” * The Scage of Islam:)” ette.

AsS HE crouched there behind the
garbage cans there was noth-
AL ing in his appearance which
could have justified the minute's ex-
citememt which echoed through the
barracks and courtyard above his
head.
Muggims, Private Albert Muggins
of His Majesty's Bedfordshite Regi-
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ment, had never been a particularly
prepossessing figure, being somewhat
ratlike with a pinched face and nar-
row, close-set eyes, the kind of man
that naturally and instinctively fiimds
himself in the bad graces of the
sergeant.

But above stairs, Muggins crouched
behind his barrel of garbage, heard
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much shouting and hurrying to and
fro and it filled him with a certain
amount of savage joy, a joy whieh
rose above the fear which gripped
him,

Lor, blimey, but 'e 'ad made 'em
stand about proper and no mistake.
There was Sergeant Hughes who had
ridden him week after week and
month after month, dirty kit, wmemili-
tary bearing, boots unshined, hair un-
cut, all the thousand and one things
that a pestiferous sergeant can find
wrong with an under-sized private,
had Sergeant Hughes found wrong
with him.

And at last, Muggins had exploded.
Seized with a blind and sgueaking
rage he had lifted his gun butt and
bashed it full in the face of Sergeant
Hughes. The horrified porter guard
had gaped in amazement, but not so
the officer, Lieutenant Newsome, the
young fellow just out of Samdhurst.

It was his hard luck to have step-
ped forward just as Muggins went
Berserker.

And he in turn received a blow
from the gun butt that must have
cracked a couple of his ribs.

UGGINS, crouched in the dark-

ness, grinned as he thought of
those two good blows, the first he
had ever rendered in his shert life,
And he grinned agaln as he thought
of the horrified looks on the faces of
the other men, seeing that wnheard
of thing, a soldier raising his hand
to an officer.

It was certain that Muggins had
attracted some attention, and his
starved soul expanded from the
memory of that ecstatic moment in
the limelight. No longer was the
ratty little private a subject for
ridicule and for heavy-handed bar-
rack horseplay. He fittered himself
that they had seen the real Muggins,
the implacable and fiiarcely combata-
tive individual who bore such an

outward mask of mediocre insuffi-
ciency.

That moment when all eyes were
turned upon him in startled astonish-
ment was the greatest moment in
Muggins’ life, and he rolled the
savor of it under the tongue of his
memory as he crouched there in the

darkness.

For even now, as he well knew,
the name of Muggins was on every-
one’s lips, the whole battalion was
speaking ot him in that halt deroga-
tory, halt admiring way in which
soldiers discuss the sudden and pub-
lic outbreak of any oene of their
comrades.

UNISHMENT was swift and cer-

tain, which made the deed mere
noteworthy. And Muggins had ne
illusions as te what weuld happen to
him. He could in his mind's eye
see the charges being read off, with
himself standing beside a stern
Sergeant Major, and stern officers
judging him for that most heineus
of military crimes, the striking ef
a swperior.

To have struck his sergeant was
bad enough, but Muggins had gone
the whole length and committed the
unforgivable crime of raising his
hand against his officer.

In Muggins® slow working meptal
processes there was no very definite
plan for escape. Like a rat he had
buried his teeth and squealed and
fought. And like a rat he had scut-
tered for shelter., His rush took
him out ot the courtyard towards
the kitchen. He had collided into
the portly paunch of a stout cook
and from thence had fled down
a corrider and dropped inte a comn-
venient stairway going to the cellar.

The hue and cry above continued.
The search was leading from barrack
room to barrack room. It would be
only a matter of time until the
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questing guard made thorough search
of the cellar.

Crouching there, his ears strained
for the slightest sound, he drew
back in fright as an iron door swung
open to his rear. The sing song
notes of Chinese voices fell on his
ears and he stopped trembling with
almost a sob of relief as he saw
that it was only the squad of Chinese
coolies making their daily rounds to
collect the garbage.

The foremost ones had now seized
the galvanized iron cans nearest the
door. A sudden wild plan came to
Muggims. Rising out of the gloom
he betook himself to the boss Chino.

Y DINT of pidgin English, many

gestures and the display ot a
few copper cash, he soon secured
the co-operation of the Chinese.
They were accustomed to queer do-
ings from these queer white soldiers
ir Hong-Kong and needed little per-
suasion to permit this particular
specimen ot a white man to climb
inte one of the half empty barrels
and to cover him with odds and ends
ot filthy burlap.

He was hauled out and placed
aboard the cart just as the advance
guard of his pursuers entered the
cellar at the other end.

There followed a day and a might
of close contact with stinking gar-
bage in a yard and then a cautious
survey, late at night, and a careful
progress towards the docks.

The coal passers were at work,
handing up rattan bags of dusty coal
and it was no trick to join them.
Blackened by coal dust and wmnrec-
ognizable from the garbage that had
adhered to his person it was a sim-
ple matter to work himself up the
ramp and on board the ship, where
he passed out through a coal hole
and found cargo space. Here among
bales and boxes, redolent of Oriental
produce, he hid himsc'f and hoped

to sustain life for days with various
hunks of moldy bread retrieved from
the garbage and secreted about his
person.

The ship hummed with coaling ac-
tivities. An occasional sailor went
through the cargo hold in which he
was stowed away and he gathered
from their language that they were
Spanish. That the police would be
searching the cargo for him was
a foregone conclusion and he listen-
ed and waited anxiously for the ap-
proach of his pursuers.

The night wore through and he
dozed, occasionally waking up with a
start, instantly alert as any umex-
pected sound fell on his ears. It
was after daylight, as near as he
could determine, when the coaling
ceased and he heard the welcome
sounds that betokened preparations
for sailing.

1S hopes were dashed when there

came to his ears the disturbing
tramp ot armed men. They were
in the carge held next his ewn and
he quickly ascertained that there
were two Sikh policemen, tall, thin-
legged, turbaned men with great
curling beards in charge ef a white
police officer.

To a certain extent he had pre-
pared for this eventuality, had shiift-
ed bales and boxes to make himself
a tiny cubby hole and into this he
crawled as the measured tread ot the
policemen entered his cargo hold.

The beam of an electric ftoreh
flashed hiither amd yon stalbbing the
darkness with a fiinger of light. An
errant ray penetrated through his
haven and he cowered ® the bettem
of his shelter, certain that he was
discovered and expecting every se¢-
ond to feel the stern hand of the
law on his shoulder.

There were some words exchanged
between the policemen and what was
evidently some ship’s officer and the



44 THRILLINGGA BVENTURESS

search went on past. The nearness
of that peril left him sweating with
fright and he sat back listening in
dread for a return of his searchers.

At last the welcome sound of
preparations for departure brought a
gleam of hope and soon the ship was
in motion.

His sanctuary was none too se-
cure, even when he felt the heave
and pitch of the ship nosing into the
open sea. The problem of water re-
mained still to be faced. His work
on the coal passing had made him
thirsty and the problem became more
and more vital in that stuffy cargo
held.

Then with dread he heard a new
sound from near-by, the sound of a
gang of sailors busily restowing
cargo and putting things in shape for
the voyage.

It was only a matter of half an
hour until he was discovered and
yanked out of his hiding place by a
burly boatswain’s mate. The fellow
spoke no English, but made himself
very clear as to his intentions by
kicking the diminutive stowaway
halfway across the cargo hold.

HE sailors laughed with a great

display et white teeth in dusky
faces and laughed seme mere as the
eulprit was ineentinently heaved and
hauled abeve decks where he was
eonfronted By an irate eaptain, a tall,
thin Spaniard with great, dreeping
fustaehes.

The captain promptly kicked him
dowin to the cook’s galley where a par-
ticularly saturnine and evil-looking
Calabrian officiated in greasy apron
and dingy white coat. This individual
premptly threatened him with a meat
eleaver and upen Muggins' abject mo-
tion of surrender led him firmly and
nene tee gently by the ear and point-
ed sut a great pile of pots and pans.

Thankful at least that he was not to
be murdered outright, Muggims set to,

sniffing occasionally at the intoxicat-
ing odor of the bubbling stew which
the cook was engaged in concocting.

After all, the situation was not so
bad. At least he would be fed and
be given a place to sleep and he was
away and moviag farther away every
turn of the screw from that Heng-
Kong where the stern British Mili-
tary LBW waited to exact its meed of
punishment. These cheerful reflec-
tions were not destined to continue
very leng.

FTER a gruelling day in the heat
ot the galley, fighting a parallyz-
ing sea siekness and dedging the tee
of the eook's beot he was hailed again
te the bridge where the tall eaptain
stared dewn at Rim iR high distaste.
‘S0-0-0 you have been escaping
from the ejerciteo-frorom the armay iss
it not? Verree good. But I will coom
in mooch trouble if you escape on my
ship. Therefore,” the captain waved
an admonitory forefinger at him,
“wihen we coom to Manila you will be
put in irons and back here you will
coom with us when we return. Yes?
You understand that.”

Muggins, as the import of this mes-
sage dawned on him understood it
only too well. All his efforts to es-
cape was to be frustrated and brought
to naught. Standing with lowered
head before the captain, Muggins, ene
time private in His Majesty's bat-
talion of Bedtfordshites, made up his
mind then and there that he weuld
escape from that unlueky ship at the
first oppertunity.

“Ohh-he,” grinned the captain ami-
ably, "you think you will break away,
is it not? No, am/go, you will not
break away for you will be ia irons
at every place we stop.”

And with this comforting assur-
ance Muggins returned to his galley
and his implacably indigmant cook
who kicked him back to his table
with scant ceremony and set him to
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work polishing knives. And the cap-
tain's threat was no idle persiflage,
for at their first port of call which
happened to be Macao, the burly
boatswain mate yanked him out of
the galley, dragged him down to the
hold, clamped a set of cumberous
irons on to his wrists and locked
him into an evil smelling dark cubby
hole, as the ship entered the hasbor.

Thereafter he was released when
they were in the open sea once
more, but had a few days surcease
from confinement. At times when
the cook’s cruelty became almost un-
bearable he found himself looking
back with a certain amount of wist-
fulness on those quiet hours in the
dark of the cubby hole.

After several days they began to
pass small islands from which flloat-
ed vaguely inviting tropical odors.
Although he knew it not, the ship
was passing close by the Tawi-Tawi
group of the southernmost Philip-
pine Islands.

E cook was growing steadily

weorse. The fat Calabrian kept
his huge meat cleaver in censtant
reach and threatened the perspiring
stowaway at thirty-minute intervals,
varying this procedute by reimfore-
ing the numerous commands with
the toe of his ever ready boot.

Bruised and battered, brokem in
spirit and gloomy as to the future,
Muggins was slowly being driven
to that same type of outburst which
had resulted in his sudden disap-
pearance from the active rells of the
British Army.

It was one night after supper that
the cook in a special outbuest of
temper flung a sauce pan full ef het
water at his assistant. Stung with
the paln, Muggins suddenly went
Berserker again.

The nearest weapon was a butcher
knife and with this in hand he leap-
ed at the startled cook and drove

once and again at the fellow’s stout
form. The cook went down with a
bellow of a wounded ox. Tihere was
a rush of feet along the deegk.

Muggins jumped out of the galley
door and stood facing five or six
sailors, the light of madness in his
eyes and the bloody butehee knife in
his hand.

E startled sailors came to a halt
and drew baek a little from this
vengefull apparitien. Their hesitaney
and evident fear was as wine to the
soul of the aroused Muggins, He
tasted it to the full until he saw
the tall form of the captain hurry-
ing aft, revelver in hand.

And then Muggims became alive to
his danger and leaped for the rail,
slashing at the fastening of a life
preserver hanging there.

There was the bark of a shot and
a bullet spatted into the deck, just
as he flung himself overboard, his
arm through the life preserver and
his right hand still clinging to the
knife.

Man and life preserver hit the water
with a resounding smack, and Mug-
gins clung frantically to both objects
which he carried A shout went up
from the ship behind him and there
was another bark of a revolver, and
another as the ship went by

In a few minutes he was far astern,
but across the water he could hear
sounds as of the engine being stop-
ped and the shouts of men lower-
ing away a boat. Impelled by this
new danger he struck out blindly,
pushing and paddling, kicking like
some puppy dog.

A current set in here which aided
his progress and after awhile he saw
the lights of the ship diminish in
the distance as the umnsuccessful
search was discontinuwed. As the tiny
light faded out a cold fear settled
down upon him and he found him-
self alone on the face of the waters.
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Again, however, came that surge
of exultation as he recalled the
startled, frightened air of those
sailors as he had bounded out among
them. Truly, they would remember
Muggins on that ship. There was
no doubt in his mind that he had
killed the cook and that now he was
a marked man, an outlaw soon to be
gought for by the combined efforts
ef several nations.

Thinking these things, Muggins
found some comfort therein. His
starved soul warmed to the thought
of the suddem importance of which
he had invested himself in these last
few days. The smell of land came
out to gladden his nostrils and he
heard the distant sound of surf break-
ing upon a beach. A great tropic
moon rose benignly as though to light
his progeess and he made out the low,
dim bulk of massed trees to his front.

It was after the swift tropical day-
light had flushed the sea with molten
gold that he fought his way through
the mild surf and dragged himself up
on to the warm sand of a beath.

Fronting him was a thick, lush
green of heavy jungle growth. A land
crab scuttered away at sight of his
tattered formm. Two or three monkeys
swung down a palm tree and stared at
him, chattering and gesticulating.

BRILLIANTLY plumaged bird

swooped frem the upper tree-
teps and sped like a flash ot scarlet
acress his field ef vislen. Tendrils
and climbing vines, great heavy lid-
ded flowers and flashing birds made
an unforgettable pleture, a veritable
fountain of color, a seene, however,
whieh left Muggins umimeved.

He was thinking of food and of
water and of danger from savages.
There was something foreboding
about that jungle with all its riot of
color, something cold and sinister
that warned him to move carefully.

A little recovered from his battle
with the surf, he raised himself and
stared about him. The beach extended
for several hundred yards on either
side, only to lose itself around jutting
headlands.

HERE was no doubt in his mind

that he had marooned himselt on
a small island, but where he was, or
hew far frem civilization he did not
knew. For weapons he had nawght
but his buteher knife and this he
hugged €lese te him, glaring at the
jungle indemitably, a persenificatien
6t puny man daring the ferees of
hature.

The monkeys continued to jabber
and chatter at him and he found their
ribald comment suddenly insubordi-
nate to his newly acquired dignity as
a iman among men. Cursing angrily
he reached dewn and seized a smooth
plece of heavy driftwoed and hurled
it at the effending menkeys.

‘Tkye that, ye narsty little hel-
lians!” he screamed up at them.

There was an immediate and sur-
prising response. The monkeys chat-
tered angrily, leaping up and down
in the palm tree, two of them swung
themselves up among the leaves and
suddenly some dark browa object
sailed out into the air and drepped
with a thud inte the sand, rolling al-
most to Muggins' feet.

It was followed by another and an-
other, the dull thud of their diropping
punctuating the shrill chattering of
the monkeys and the wash of the
waves from behind him.

"Cokermuts, s'help me!" he breathed.

His rancor against the monkey was
forgotten as he gathered up twe or
three ot the rough ceated objects, car-
rying them to a convenient rock
where he proceeded to smash them,
allowing most of the milk to escape
on his first attempts, but greedily
carving out tlje fresh white meat and
eating it. Axr least he wouldnt starve,
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he reasoned and, caching the remain-
ing cocoanmuts he set about to explere
the place.

Moving warily down the beach he
rounded the headland and eontinued
along the edge of the jungle for
nearly a mile until at last he eame
again to his starting place, having
completely circled the small island.

Fearful of meeting savages and
filled with the dread of some chance
encounter he yet found himself re-
turning to his starting point with
something very akin to disappoint-
ment. Subconsciously he had hoped
to meet some human being, some fel-
low creature who would understand
his lingo and to whom he could say:

“Who am I? Matey, Hi'm h'Al-
bert Muggins! You'll be 'earin’ that
there nyme one '‘er these yere diys
an’ no bloody fear maybe.” For it
was thus that he would have an-
nounced himself, hinting at his lurid
past, but not disclesing the whole
truth.

He sat there dejected for a space,
for it came over him that the glory
of his name in the outer world was
but an empty thing in this deserted
island, for what goed is glory wunless
there are present those who will do
homage. His thoughts drifted back
to a certain barmaid in a ceetain bar
otf the India dock. Millie, her name
was, and she had seen fit to sniff at
Private Allbert Muggins as he drank
his glass of halt and half.

“Hi sye!” she had commented,
“will ye look at wot they're mykin'
into soldiers mow-a-diyes!™

ND she had pointed a fiimger of

scorn at Albert Muggims. New,
it he could only see that barmaid
agaln, what he wouldna't tell her! A
runt, she had called hiai. He'd soon
tell her what a runt could do, and his
shoulders straightened out and a far-
away look came into his eyes as he
thought of the effect his return

would have upon her and the awed
whispers around the bar as men
pointed him out.

“Tihat’s h'Albert Muggins,” they'd
whisper, "'m wot knocked out the
sergeant an’ bashed the orficer an’
knifed a Spaniard! 'Es a fair des-
perate character, that's wot ‘e is!"

EY would shake their heads and

gaze at him In respect. Muggins
breathed deeply, his ehest expanding
at the theught eof that reception.
Then his eye came back again to his
immediate surreundings and he look-
ed abeut him, shaking his head with
a faint sigh.

But shelter must be sought and
water must be found and for the
moment these practical considera-
tions effaced his dreams and his re-
grets and he set about to establish
some sort of a domicile.

It was no easy task penetrating
the outer fringe of jungle, but once
through that he came into the outer
holdings of a great banyan tree
which covered a quarter of an acre
in extent, for the tendrils let down
from its huge limbs had taken root
and sent out fuether limbs until the
whole thing was like a great tent
supported by innumerable ecolumns.

It looked like a shelter of sorts
against the fury of tropical storms
and continued to look so until Mug-
gins had penetrated farther into its
depths when a huge, slowly fTtowing
Scaly thing slid away into the dusk
and he decided promptly agalnst this
place as a permanent heme.

There were snakes to be feared on
this island and his outward progress
became even more wary and cautious.
The silence of the place was its most
disturbing featute for there was no
sound of beast nor bird, noe whir
ot insect life to lend some cemfort-
ing nete. It was this silence that
fedeubled the gloominess of Mug-
ging' thoughts and increased his
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sense of danger by -its wmcanniness.
As yet he did not know that tropi-
cal flowers are rarcly perfumed and
that brilliant tropical birds are rarely
gifted with song, all that he knew
was that the silence pressed upon
him like a weight as he continued to
move toward the center of the island.
He soon hit rising ground and
came to a hill at the foot of which he
found a spring around which many
birds strutted and preened. He
sought above this and came at last to
a small hole in the hillside, torn out
by the fall of a great tree wprooted
in some tropical typhoon. Wiith lit-
tle work a rough sort of cave could
be made and this he set about, using
his butecher knife to loosen the soil.
Winem he had at last sufficiently en-
larged it his lonelimess returned upon
him, brought back again by his ces-
sation of activity and the slight
weariness induced by the umaccus-
tomed labor in the tropical sun. To
occupy himself he returned to the
beach and salvaged the halves of the
cocoanut shells. Hollowing them out
he made a pair of very fair contain-
ers for water and gazed at the cave
with its sole furnishing of two cocoa-
Aut shells and wondered how he was
going to live in that deserted spot.
But iive he did, his hunger im-
pelling him to test and try various
fruits. One of these he found was
especially palatable, a sort of melon
which grew on a small tree. Its
orange-colored flesh was faintly
sweet and pleasing to the taste, nor
did he know that he was eating the
famous papaya melon and emriching
his system by much pepsin thereby.
Other fruits he found, some edible,
and some so rank that they shrieked
poison at him before he ever tasted
therm.

UT three or four days of fruit
and cocoanuts left a faint, ghaw-
ing hunger in him, the hunger of the

meat-eating animal for ffksth. A
species of mussels only temporarily
assauged this and he cast about for
other game, gazing enviously at the
wild pigeons which flew about in
graceful carelessness,

In his boyheod days he had made
bows and arrows and after seme
crude but effective werk with the
butcher knife he comstructed a bow.
For bow string he had nothing., but
sought and found a creeper which,
when scraped, rolled and peunded,
yielded a sort of toeugh fibre whieh
served the purpese. AFfrews he made
of reeds, tipped with pieees of shell
and with feathers found after the
feast of some night animal.

Wiith this crude outfit he stalked
his game, fimally bringing down a
pigeon after shooting away some six
arrows.

ND then came the need of fire.
Somewhere he had heard or seen
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going tide. Later he devised a spear
out of a bamboo shaft and sharpened
fish bones and grew expert at spear-
ing his prey.

The days were long and wumevent:
ful. The jungle continued in its vast
silence. The sea lapped ceaselessly
against the beaches, making a dull,
monotonous undertone sounding in
his cars day and might.

The occasiomal harsh cry of a bird
would break the silence or the
mournful notes of a gecko lizard
would beat through a hot afternoon,
unvarying and unchanging, a monoto-
nous repetition of the same full
throated note hour after hour, until
he went forth half maddened, fully
intending to slay and of course could
not even succeed in locating it.

Loneliness weighted upon him
more heavily and he began to talk
aloud to himself as he paced bavre-
headed and full bearded about his lit-
tle kingdom. Once he saw a faint
smudge of smoke on the horizon and
hastily put together a beacon, piling
on green stuff until a cloud of smoke
went aloft, but the faint smudge on
the horizon dissolved and he saw
nothing again but the unvarying
monotony of sea and sky and a faint
low lying shadow on the far horizon
that betokened another island.

Bitterness grew in his soul as he
thought of that notoriety that was
his in the outer world, thought of
his name on men's lips and the vast
forces of several governments mov-
ing to apprehend him.

ERE beyond that far horizon he

was an jmpeortant personage and
Here on this little island was ne ene
te whem he eould talk, ner ne ene
whe would give him the meed 6f awe
whieh he felt was his rightful due.
He dreamed wistful dreams ef re-
turning te Loenden, his pieture fea-
ured en the frent pages et the illus:
ted dailies and the vast respect

that would be paid him as a great
crimimal.

Undoubtedly he would be impris-
oned, but as time went on and lone-
liness increased that had long since
ceased to worry him. For even in
prison there is the sound of human
voices, and even in prison there is
respect to be had from the lesser
criminals for the greater.

Albert Muggins visualized himself
bowing and nodding affably to the
common criminals and of being the
object of a special care on the part
of wardens.

“A desperate character " they'd
whisper, pointing at him, “a very
desperate character who'll take a lot
of watching I

E closed his eyes and dreamed

of these things, for there was
little else te do, now that one or two
hours' work would provide him with
food.

The nights were especially Bong,
and he saw no beauty in those splen-
did tropical evenings with the great
moon flisoding the jungle with molten
silver, variegated by shadows of solid
ebony, the velvety dusk ef twilight
and the smashing splendet ot dawn
held no charms for him. The ¢loying
scent of ylang-ylang brought ne suf=
cease to his melamncholy.

He had proven himself a man in
a world of men and here was maught
but sea and sky, flluttering pigeon and
chattering monkey to be impressed
by that fact. He weuld have traded
the whole Seuth Seas with his hepes
of paradise to boet for a single eves
ning in a steamy "pub" ameng his
own kind, even did he have t8 pay
for that one evening by spending the
rest of his life in jail.

One morning he awoke at dawn, a
strange throbbing ia his ears and
rose up startled, wondering what the
sound might be. It seemed to come
from the sea and it was toward the
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beach that he made his way, listening
to the steady note pulsing across the
waters,

At first it sounded like the beat of
his own heart, but even ears long
accustomed to silence could make out
that the sound was human in its
origin for there was a steady, metal-
lic persistence about it that argued
naught but human agency.

He crashed through the jungle
fringe in time to see six or eight
great praus moving along abreast,
far out on the waves. Great gayly
colored sails carried them forward
gently, sweeping them past the is-
land as he watched.

From their decks came a flash of
sun on steel and the glow of scarlet
cloth. The throbbing note of tom-
tom beats across the face of the
waters and men danced, brown-
skinned men in gay sarongs as the
praus slowly passed on their way.

Tiat these craft were filled with
savages Muggins well knew. That
these savages might be cannibals or
any bloodthirsty species of alborig-
ines he felt was almost a foregone
concllusion. Yet so great was his
hunger for human kind that he
ripped off the remnants of his shirt
and waved it madly, screaming and
dancing on the sandy beach to at-
tract the attention of the natives.

S their craft eased off into the
distanee he became more frantic
and waded oeut inte the water con-
tinulng to leap and sheut and wave
his ragged shirt. Wihether the keen
eyes ot the Meros actually saw him
6t whether, seelng that wild fiigure
daneing erazlly alene at the water's
edge, they feared te investigate is
semething that eannet be determined.
It was sufficient of evil to Muggins
that they passed on, and faded away
into the distance without the slight-
est indication that they even knew
of his existence.

It was a bitter blow. Muggins
dragged himself up to his cave in
dispirited fashion, feeling that the
last hope of contact with his own
kind had faded away. He had no
doubt that the whole world was won-
dering what had become of Albert
Muggims, but the world would never
know that he perished miserably on
a desert island, wnknown and wmkon-
ored.

He chewed the cud of bitter reflec-
tion, realizing that it would be only
a matter of time until his very name
faded into oblivion and there would
be none to remember his great cour-
age and his great daring.

Days passed in which he found
himself with scarcely enough emergy
to find food, he had lost his grip.
Hope had departed from his life.
More weeks passed.

TN the outer world beyond his ken
J things had been meving witheut
the presence of Albert Muggims. A
certain determined Serbian student
had shet a certain rather plump and
none tee brilliant areh duke at a
place called Saraveje.

Thereafter things had moved swift-
ly to their pointed ends. Millions
of men were massed in Russia and in
Germany and in France. Great fileets
of warships scouted the Seven Seas.
German raiders reported in the Pa-
cific and lithe, lean British eruisers
hurried forth te apprehend them with
instructions to search sea and bay,
inlet and island until the enemy
sheuld be feund.

Thus it was that a boat crew from
H. M. S. Watersprite pulled ashore on
a certain small island close to Borneo
and stared in amazement as a bearded
white man, clad in rags, advanced
yelling upen them.

They drew back in amazement as
the fellow stopped before them, wav-
ing his arms and shouting something
incomprehemnsifble.
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“Who might you be?" asked the
petty officer, and opened his eyes as
the dilapidated beaeh comber drew
himself up in strange dignity.

“Wiho might I be?” returned the
apparition, “Gor blimey, h'I'm the
man that you’re lookin’ for,"” and the
weird-looking beachcomber drew
himself up to his full five feet four
inches, “h'I'm the man you're alook-
in* for.”

He waited until silence fell upon
the little group of men before him,
waited, purposely withholding his
smashing climax, purposely delaying
the announcement of his name so
that he might taste to the full the
savor of that awe and respect for
which he had walted so long.

“Mates,” he announced at
“h'l am h'Albert Muggins!™

The ruddy-faced sailors blinked at
him and waited. A little note of
doubt crept into Muggins’ voice as
he :

“H’I'm h'Albert Muggins wot de-
serted from the Bedfordshires at
Hong-Kong!™ and he waited for this
shot to hit home.

The sailors continued to blink at
him in owlish fashion. Finally the
petty officer cleared his throat.

“Tiat's all past and done with, my
man,” he said in kindly fashion, “the
King's amnesty pardons all deserters
and offenders against military law."

Muggiints stared at the ring of curi-
ous faces about him. Still he did not
comprehend and there was something
pathetic as he tried to convince these
men of his innate depravity.

last,

“But h’'I’'m tellin’ ye, h'Tim h’Albert
Muggins, 'im wot deserted from the
Bedfordshires at Hong-Kong h’after
a-bashin’ Sergeant Hughes with a
gun butt and pastin’ an orficer in the
ribs!” and he gazed about apprehen-
sively, walting for that dawning ree-
egnition for whieh he heped.

Again there was a silence and
again the petty officer cleared his
throat.

“Never heard tell of you,” respond-
ed that individual, “and besides all
that is past and done with. The
King’s amnesty pardons all military
offenders.”

“But, h'l—h'l—kmifed a cook
aboard a Spanish ship,” pled Mug-
gins almost tearfully.

The petty officer laughed.

“Let the Spanish worry ahout
that,” he grunted, "meantime you bet-
ter come aboard and find a suit of
slaclki® and get a good solid meal into
your gizzard. . . ."

“"Strewth A'mighty,"” mumbled Al-
bert Muggins and collapsed like a de-
flated balloon.

“And the funny thing, sir," ex-
plained the petty officer to a spruce
naval lieutenant who commanded the
ship, “this here bird looks at us like
a dyin’ calf. All of a sudden he gives
a kind of a bleat and turns around
and streaks it back into the brush
and that's the last of him we see.
Queer way for a man to act I says,
Sir.”

"Very queer,” echoed the lieu-
tenant and promptly forgot Albert
Muggiims.

Waich for More Siorss by Welcolm
Whaglortigolson
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Am Action-Loving Soldiior of Eortume Einds Tihrills
amd Excitement in am Uhwdertaking
Which Promised None

A Complete Novelette

By 6. WAYMAN JONES
Autttorr of “Mitas Mr. Deatth,"” “THee Houeee of Hewdbell Deathh)” ete.

ALDON PRESTOMN llooked
at Bristol coldly from a
great easy chair before the

fire in his study. He remained seat-
ed; didn't ask Bristol to sit down,
but appraised him with manrowed
sfmoky eyes.

Bristol drew himself erect, tall and
lean and wirey, automatically coming
to attention. His steel gray eyes met
Preston’s steadily.

The milliomaire extended his hand,
not in greeting but with palm wup-
turned. Bristol proffered his creden-
tials. x

Preston singled out a letter from
the mutual acquaintance who had
bro@ght them together; modded.

“I'm satisfied,” he said, as if that
settled the matter. “I'll pay you four
hundred dollars a month and ex-
penses. You'll live in the house,



BODYGUARD 58

That’s all. If youll ring for Cum-
mings, he'll show you to your rooms.”

“You mean,” said Bristol, “that
you'll tell me later what I'm sup-
posed to do? Wiy not tell me now
so that I can start right in with an
understanding—"

“Tthe first thing you want to un-
derstand,” said Preston incisively, “is
that you are not to ask questions. If
that isn't agreeable—" He motioned
toward the deor.

“Amytthing is agreeable to me,” said
Bristol, mindful of the four-hundred-
a-month-plus, “—anything short of
murder."”

The millionaire glanced at him
quickly, serdiomically.

“All you need know at present is
that you are being paid to guard my
life. Are you armed mow?"

Bristol’'s hand flicked under his
coat and out again holding an auto-
matic.

Preston nodded approvingly. He
returned to his book with a curt
“Good night.”

Bristol’'s “good-night” was just as
short. He wasn’t favorably impressed
by his new boss, but that didn’t mat-
ter. He wasn't expected to fall in
love with the man.

The butler conducted him to a
suite on the third floor which made
his eyes pop. He sighed. He seemed
to have fallen into a remarkably soft
spot—too good to last,

E Great War had left him at

leese ends with enly a eraving fer
further action to guide his steps.
Sinee then he had been threugh half
a dozen Seuth Ameriean revelutiens.
Had dipped here and there inte the
endless warfare iR China—a seldier
ot fortume. Till, weary ef all that
he had eeme t8 And himself still a
leese end; 3 man-at-arms adrift in
the humdrum Jife of the eity witheut
trade or prefessien {8 whieh he csuld
anehek.

A soldier of fortune surfeited with
strife, but forced by circumstances to
take a job as a glorified gumnmam!

And soft it was. As the days grew
into weeks he leaned more and more
to the conclusion that the mecessity
for a bodyguard existed only in Pres-
ton's mind.

Nothing happened; no hint of
menace. He accompanied Prestcn to
private libraries and sales of rare
books; to clubs; to dinner here and
there; to the theatre and the opera.
Preston treated him all right, civil
in his overbearing way; more as a
guest than an eamployee.

An easy life, luxurious, with every-
thing he wanted to be had for the
asking, but it began to bore him. The
change was too sudden from his
years ot campaigning in petty whs;
like jumping straight from a fllop-
house and slum to a feather bed and
caviar.

F amything was going to happen he

wished to heavea it weuld hurry
up. And he wanted to know what
danger threatened Preston—if any.

To that end he enticed Preston's
secretary into a mild drinking bout
and tried to pump him.

“Is book collecting Mr. Preston's
only occupation?” he asked off-
handedly when Moore seemed mel-
low.

Book collectin'?” Moore winked
slyly. “Umnmm. Books an’ manu-
scrip. That's it, sure. Sure”—he
winked again—"but the ol’ boy's
deep, see? That's it, deep. T'ell
with him.”

“Wiat's Preston leery of? persist-
ed Bristol. "Wio's after hinm?”

The secretary winked again, owl-
ishly.

“You'd like to know, wouldn't
you? Sure, you would. And may-
be I would, too.” He laughed, tossed
off another drink, mumbled: “I tell
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you what—" He stopped, shoek his
head. .

Bristol gave up, largely eenvineed
that the seerstary kRew ne mere
than he did himself. _

They meved presently to Preston's
estate in Westehester. ‘

Time hung mere heavily en Bris:
tol's hands. He meotered, rods horse:
baek, walked, ameng the relling hillsi
played leneseme geM on the Pprivate
links: .

But thers came an evening when
Preston rushed inte the house breath-
less, eobvieusly frightsnsd. He
pointed a trembling finger at the
hat he held crushed in his hand: A
bullet had penetrated its erowA:

Snapping out his gun, Bristel
stepped quickly toward the deor.

"No, nol” Preston caught him by
the shoulder, drew him back. “It's
nothing I'm not hmemtth*

Bristol looked at him with amaze-
ment.

"True,"” said Bristol dryly, "you're
not hurt, but 1 wouldn’t give amy-
bedy any eredit for that. If that
bulist had been a eoupls of imehes
lower you wouldn't have amything
MOFE t0 WOFFY over.”

"I'm not worrying,"” said Preston
coldly, his poise returning. *I
e?lo‘tl;ldn"t have gone out alone, that's
all.

He turned and walked away.

Moore came softly forward.

"Withat's the trouble?” he asked.

Neothing," said Bristol.

“No?”  Thie seccretary winked
knowingly, grinned. “Oh, neo, not &
thing except that somebody teok a
shot at the old man. Who was itt?"

RISTOIL'S eyes bored into him.
There was a shiftiness about
Moold®%hicHahe aiidRIftRRSS about
MOPfSwV\d“Hfiﬂod“iu{H@”EmA@%dy shot

at Higyerdo you know somebody shot

Who was

atefifidard you say so. yyho was
w

it heard you say so.
it?"

“You'd like to know, wouldn't
you?” said Bristol. “Tithat’s what
you told me a while ago when I
asked you for imformation.”

Things settled down again to dull
routine. So dull that Bristol enter-
tained a suspicion that Preston had
himself fired the bullet through his
hat.

Why? Oh, just to steam up the
idea that his life was in danger. The
whole business looked like, bunk—
but Bristol couldn’t bring himself to
the point of quarreling with such a
soft job.

Then reality stepped in most un-
mistakably.

They were returning from the city
at dusk. Preston was driving his
fast open car. As they whirled up
the driveway to the house he stopped
with a jarring suddenness which left
the brakes smoking and almost threw
Bristol through the windshield. -

LOSEM
tight lips.
yards amngl="
Bristol saw it then. Drawn taut
across the road at a height with
their heads, a wire was stretched
from tree to tree!

More than that he saw. Among
the trees not twenty yards away a
figure was darting down the path to
a bridge across Preston's trout
stream.

Gun in hand, he dashed in pur-
suit. The trees and the darkness
were against a clear shot. He held
his fire and put on all his speed
to overtake the fugitive.

Preston shouted for him to return
but he paid no heed.

Anger lent wings to his feet. He
gained steadily. The bridge was only
a few paces distant when he gathered
himself for the final effort. As he
leaped his arms flew out and wrapped
about his prisoner.

“Got youl” he puffed—and lome-

said Preston through
"Clese! Anotiher few
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diately was made aware that he had
taken on a lively handful.

Blows rained on his face and head
but the fists delivering them were
small and lacked strength. He knew
that victory was his, provided the
other did not bring a weapon into
play.

Because of thag possibility, he
raised his gun to end the conflict
with a blow. It was descending when
his brain registered that his pris-
oner was slim and soft—as a girl!
He dropped the gun and proceeded
to pinion the slender flailing arms.

Back and forth they reeled on
the narrow bridge, his captive fight-
ing desperately to escape. A wild
surge carried Bristol against the
railing. Hearing it crack, he heaved
unavailingly to regain his balance.
The railing gave way and sent them
both into the stream.

Promptly he became engaged in
another battle—this time to free him-
self from the panicky hold which
threatened to drown them both. He
was being dragged under when the
strangling arms about his neck went
limp.

ALF-DROWNIED himself, he
paddled ashore with his appa-
rentl)patgt%%%samebu\e’dgh his appa-
renf'%ﬁ‘é‘ﬁ?”?&'%a&&‘@%ﬂ " he was

sayin atirle w
in QUTRE 2 13819 Ku HaH- tm:e m%
&?a\é'”ﬂoré’er&aﬂ%ﬁs')ﬂmw{%%t Eg
Woe (0Lgeind®Y ANighr that his  cap-
tivey wasb mc;;rgmgd rIE
e

u I'A ll
prie e

muttered
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“Let me go home,”
tiredi!"

Bristol laughed derisively.

“*You can't get away as eaBy as
that. You've got some explaining to
do. You're going to Waldon PFeé-
ton’s house. After that—we’ll see.”

“No!” She shrank from him. “I'm
not going theret I wom't!”

“Oh, yes, you are!” He cursed to
himself. Now that he was able to
get a true picture of her, to realize
how slight and frail she was, and
how alluring, he found it difficult to
be hard-boiled. “Yaw're going with

e.,” he said, "right now. You're go-
ing to explain why you tried to cut
off my head and Preston’s. You
strung that wire, didn't you?"

She nodded wearily.

she said. “I'm

HAT did you do it for?” he

demanded harshly. “Wiho helped
you?"
“Nobody,” she replied more fimmly.

I didn't mean to hurt anybody. I
only wanted to frighten Waldon
Preston—that was all. 1 thought the
windshield would break the wire.
I didn't mesm—"

“Tell it to Preston.” Bristol
grasped her arm and lifted her to
her feet. "Are you going to walk
or have I got to carry yow?”

Her chin rose defiantly.

“I'll walk.™

Keeping hold of her arm, he took
her back up the path to the drive-
way, expecting to find Preston there.
But Preston had removed the ob-
struction and gone on,

It occurred then to Bristol to hear
what she had to say before turming
her over to his employer. Preston
probably would exclude him from
the interview. So why not learn
what he could from her? He was
entitled to know the reason for the
attack since his own life had been
endangered.

“I'm going to give you a break,*
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he said. “If you can show me any
good reason for trying to behead
Preston I'll let you go. Wihat de
you say to thatt?"

“I didn’t try to behead him," she
replied evenly, "but if that had hap-
pened he would have deserved it

“Make good on that,” said Bristel,
“and you can go on your way: But
we'll have to go to the house. You
must be cold. 1 know I am and 1've
no hankering for pneumonia.”

“My car is down the road, not far
away," she countered. “We can talk
there."”

“You've got to have dry clothes.

Amusement kindled in her eyes.

“Wihy be so concerned about me if
you think I tried to kill yow?"

“I' be damned if 1 know," said
Bristol bluntly; “but—mnever mind.
I'm giving you my word, understand,
that if your story sounds good to
me you can walk out without seeing
Preston. I'll tell him 1 fell in the
creck and that you got away."

“I'll take your word," she modded,
“as you'll have to take mine for
what I'm going to tell you."

“Okay,"” he said, "let's geo."

Ciroling the house, they entered
by a side door, went up a rear stair-
way and reached his rooms on the
second floor without seeing amyone.

Locking the door to his sitting-
room, he pointed to the bedroom.

“You'll find clothes in there,” he
said. “Tthe key is in the lock if you
feel mervous.™

"

FRIENDILY glint came again to
her big blue eyes.

“How about yourselff?” she said.
“You're wet, too.”

“I'm tough,” he grinned, frankly
admiring her. “Go ahead and be
sensible."”

Witthowt further
went in to change.

Taking a drink, he frowned, chid-
ing himself for fraternizing with the

objection she

enemy. Yes—and there wasn't a
thing to prevent her walking out on
him! His windows overlooked the
roof of the verandfi. She could
scramble to the ground—

But she didn't. Wiithin a couple
of minutes she emerged, bundled in
his bathrobe and shuffling in his
slippers. He chuckled. Looking
herself over, she laughed softly.

“You're next,” she said. “I won't
say a word until you get into dry
clothes. Not a word!"

“I'm glad,” he blurted, “that you
didn’t run away. Out the window, I
mean."” .

“But why?” she asked. “You said
you'll believe me. Wiy should I

run awey?"

HAKING his head, absurdly em-

barrassed, he retired to ehange his
clothes.

Away from her he swore, remind-
ing himselt that she was a potential
murderer. Wiith that fixed thought
he returned to her.

“"Wiheit’s your name?” he demanded
brusquely.

She smiled uncertainly,
his changed tone.

"Mary Wilson.”

"Does Preston know yow?”

Her eyes snapped: “He does.”

noticing

"And why did you try to kill
him?”

“I didat. I told you 1 only
meant—"

“Whait about the shot you took at
him a week or so ago? Was that
just another little joke?"

"It wasn't exactly a joke—no."

“You admit shooting at himm?"

“Not at him,"” she corrected. *“I
admit it, of course, because you
asked me to tell you the truth.

“But, good Lord!” He stared at
her, speechless.

“I didn’t shoot at him," she said.
“Thhe bullet didn’t go anywhere near
him. I only wanted—"
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“Nowhere near him}”  Bristol taking a vicious psychological re-
laughed. “It went so near that you venge, humiliating her, torturing her

came nearer to a murder charge than
you did tonight. It went through
his hatt!™

ER dismay was so genuine that
he couldn’t doubt it.

“How about yourself?” she said,
at him levelly. “I want you to listen
to me before we go any further.
I'm going to believe that you'll be-
lieve all I'm going to say.”

Bristol nodded umcomfortably.

“My sister,"” she went on, the red
of anger coming and going in her
cheeks, “thougiht she was in love
with Waldon Preston a long time
ago. She's been paying for that
mistake—she’s paying now. When
she broke with him she fell really
in love with the man she married.

“And she would be happy, tre-
mendously happy, but for Preston—
that monster who is driving her in-
sane I"

“But,” said Bristol as she paused,
“I don’t see how Preston can hurt
her if she doesn’t care for him and
never did."

"Tihere are letters that Jean wrote
Preston. He won't give them back.”

"What of it? Your sister's hus-
band isn't going to get excited about
some old love letters, is he?”

“You still don’t understand,” said
the girl. “These letters are undated,
Any one of them might have been
written only yesterday I"

“All right,” said Bristol, "but I
still dont see any justification for
murder.”

“I haven't attempted murder yet,
but” — her small teeth gritted — "1
will if he doesn’t give them up. Jean
has begged him on her knees to give
them back, to stop persecuting her.

“There isn't enough money in the
world to buy them from Preston. He
laughs at her and gives them back
one by one—on his own terms. He's

on the rack of hideous suspense.”

It was still far from being clear
to Bristol, but he nodded sympa-
thetically. She was so passionately
earnest.

“How do you mesm?”

“This way! Wihenewver Ben is
away, Preston knows it. Then he
gets in touch with Jean and makes
her meet him at some mnotorious
roadhouse. Don't misunderstand me,
please. He never puts even a fimger
on her. That isn't Preston’s way.
It is her peace of mind that he
wants to hurt. He wants to have
her constantly in fear that Ben will
find out she has been out with him,

"She doesn’t dare refuse to go. He
holds her letters over her head.
Under the bargain he drove with
her, she gets one letter back each
time they meet., For that she has
to endure diamer* with him and sit
with him in a publie place at risk
of being seen by someone who will
tell her husband.

O 'you understand mow why 1
have gone to extremes to help
her? There are only six more letters
and he has hinted that before the last
of them is deliveced to her his price
—will incressel™
“I get the idea.” Bristol frowned:
“Tihe only payment that he has
asked so far is that she dine with
him, but before he gets through—
um. He is a rotter, isn't he?”

“A figerd! For even if he—if he
never actually raises his price, there
is always the threat—a double
threat—bearing down on Jean. It is
unbearatble!”

“Yes,” said Bristol thoughtfully,
yes. But you aren't aocomplishing
anything. You haven't succeeded in
scaring him into giving up. I doubt
that you can. If you ask me, I'd
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say you’re only heading yourseif up
the prison voad.”

“I don't care! Suppese Presten
should put a date on one of these
letters—date it todayl—and 8epd it
to Ben Carson! Tihere would be
murder thenl As it i§ my sigier's
happiness and health are being
ruined—and that's bad eneugh:

WANT you to believe me," she

finlshed quietly, “and I want you
especially to believe that I never in-
tended to kill Preston—or amyone
else. 1 ofily wanted to scare him so
that he would stop—"

“He almost stopped breathing a
couple of times,” said Bristol stern-
ly, recalling that it was his job te
protect Preston. /'Yowr scares come
too close to reality, No more of
them. You've got to make me a
promise.”

“Wihat is that?"

“To let Preston alone. If I let
you go now without seeing him, will
you promise thatt?"

Her glance drooped and she
nodded.
“I promise,” she said. “I guess I

haven't any choice."

“That’s the girl,” applauded Bris-
tol. “Let nature take its course for
a while and maybe things will work
out all right. Maybe we can think
of something. Right now, the trick
is to get you out of the house. 1'll
dig up something for you to wear."

The golf suit he provided was
miles too big for her, They laughed
together over it; and, safely away
from the house, they parted laugh-
ing—anything but enemies.

Bristol went frowning to his em-
ployer to report failure—and move
for a showdown.

“So,” said Preston with his dry
smile that was a bit awry, “you
didn't catch the joker. I didn't
think you would.”

“It was no joke,” said Bristol.

“Somebody’s got it in for you good
and plenty. There's a woman in it.
I saw her footprints.”

Preston gave him a quick look,
assumed an air of frankness.

“You're only partly right,” he said.
"There are two women. An old
flame of mine and her sister—with
a husband to back them up. It’s an
old story. I should have told you
about it, I suppose, but a man hates
to admit his own fooliiwhness. That
much being out,” he smiled wryly,
"I might as well tell you the rest.
But first let me show you some-
thing."”

E took a letter from his desk

and handed it to Brlstol. It was
dated years age and Preston grinned
as he read the inane ewtpourings.
Addiessed to “Jean Darling,” it was
sighed "“Your Ever Adering Wal-
den.”

“I have quite a package of these
letters,” said Preston, “and every one
of them cost me five thousand dol-
lars. You can imagine how such
mush would look in the tathliwidis!
Yes, I think they are worth five
thousand apiece.”

Observing the bewilderment on
Bristol’'s face and not knowing ex-
actly what to make of it, he adidied:
“I can show you the cancelled
checks, if you like.”

Bristol shook his head.

“I'm not permitted to ask ques-
tions, of course, but since you've
raised the subject, I'll chance one.
You say the woman 48 now married.
Was she married when you wrote
the letters?”

“No,” said Preston, watching him.
“Wihy do you asi?"

“Because, that being the case, how
could the letters get into the tab-
loids? How could she get them
printed? She couldn’t sue you for
breach of promise at this late date.
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Her husband couldn’t sue you for
alienation. Wihat them?*

“You don’t even begin to cover the
possibilities,” replied Preston. *“It's
very simple to file a suit that has
no merit just to get publicity for a
lot of slush like this or other scur-
rilous matter. She might, for ex-
ample, claim the existence of a main-
tenance contract and say that I
agreed to keep her for life. That,
in fact, has been suggested to me
whenever any of the letters have
been offered — at five thousand
apiece."

“It there any such contract?"

“Tihere isn't and never was. But
documents can be forged. So, as I
remarked, I figured the letters cheap
at the price. I did, that is, until a
couple of months ago, when I de-
cided not to buy the last six letters.”

IX letters,” said Bristol, involun-

tarily.

“Six,” said Preston, eyeing him
keenly. “You seem surprised. What's
surprising about iit?"

“"Why, nothing,” said Bristol, re-
covering his wits. “It simply struck
me as odd that you should balk on
the last few letters after buying so
many of them.”

“A man can be pressed too far,”
returned Preston, "but we won't go
into that. The point is that the at-
tacks on my life started soon after I
refused to pay any more. Thinking
they would stop if I were constantly
guarded, I employed you. Still they
continue.” He sighed. “Ultimately,
I suppose, I'll have to buy the re-
maining Jetters.”

He took up the book he had been
reading, signifying that the conver-
sation was at an end.

Bristol, his loyalty divided, was on
the verge of repeating what Mary
Wiilson had told him, but held his
tongue. He didn’t know what to be-
lieve—but he did know that Pres-

ton's recital left him cold. There
seemed to be something lacking in
it—the ring of truth, perhaps.

OING to his rooms, Bristol

seemed to see the girl sitting there
with his faded old bathrobe huddled
about her. Her eyes—deep, earnest,
azure, bewllderingly besuiful—seem-
ed to plead again with him for
belief,

Against their appeal he placed the
evidence which Preston had offered.
He set it up and at once knocked it
down with the fact that Preston had
shown him only an old love letter
which Jean Carson might voluntarily
have returned to him when their af-
fair ended. Preston might have been
bluffing when he offered to show
cancelled checks in corroboration of
his statement. ~

Cursing himself for a sentimental
fool, Bristol decided to sit down with
his pipe and a book and forget it all.

Making himself comfaortable, he
got into his bathrobe. Something
weighty caused a pocket to sag.

He swore again as his exploring
hand closed on an awtomastic—Mary
Wiilson’s!

“But,” he argued in her favor,
“why didn’t she use it? Why didn't
she stick me up and get away? I'll

be damned if I can figure it out. To
hell with iit!"
But he couldn‘t forget. Particu-

larly, he couldn’t erase Mary Wilson
from his memory. He found himself
increasingly prejudiced in her be-
half; and in direct ratio he liked
Preston the less. He wanted to meet
Mary Wilson again.

“I'm quitting,” he told Preston

next day.

"Indeed?” Preston regarded him
searchingly. "“Why?"

“¥m fed up. I'm sick of the job;
that's all.”

“There are cures for all kinds of
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sickness,” said Preston. “Money is
very effective in certain cases, Am
I wrong in surmising that you have
gone over to the emempy?"

“You are,” retorted Bristol. “Just
whom do you mean by the ememy?"

Preston laughed. “You’re not al-
lowed to ask gquestiions.”

“But there's nothing to prevent my
telling you something. You don't
need a bodygward any more than 1
do. That's the plain truth.”

“How do you kmows?"

“I know,"” said Bristol, putting
faith in the promise the girl had
given him. “You couldn't be any
safer in a bank vault™

“Perthaps; How much have you
been offered to leave my senwice?™

Bristol flushed angrily, moved a
step nearer.

“Liisten, Prestom—"

“I'll take that back,” smiled Pres-
ton. "“Well put it another way. Will
you remain with me for the next two
months for ten thousand dollars?
That’s a simple question requiring
only a simple answer. And it's my
top figne

Bristol considered him speculative-

Ten thousand dollars was worth
having in any kind of money. There
was the question, of course, as to
what he would have to do to earn
the money but that could be met
when it arose.

“You'we bought something,” said
Bristol. “I'll stick.™

UT not even the thought of ten

thousand dollars could guiet his
dissatisfaction. He spent a restless
evening trylng te reconcile the irrec-
efeilable=Mary Wiikon's and Pres-
ton’s versions of the six love letters.
At mldnight he started eut te take
a walk.

Halfway down the stairs he saw
Preston and Moore in the lower hall,

Moore’s voiee was loud but his words
were slurred and imcomprehensible
to Bristol.

Catching sight of Bristol, Preston
shook Moore and spoke sharply to
him, Moore subsided, mumbling. He
was drunk.

“Come and give me a hand, Bris-

tol,” Preston called. "Put him to
bed, will yow?"
With difficulty, Bristol did so.

Moore kept muttering, apparently
under the impression that he was
talking to Preston.

“Ttiish th' lasht call, see,” he said
repeatedly. '“Sa ultimatum, see.
Lasht call, I'm tellin’ you, see.”

Bristol was about to go when the
secretary recognized him.

“Oh,” grinned Moore, rising pre-
cariously on an elbow, “so’s you, of*
gun-toter. 'At’s funny—funnier'n’ellll
Wihatoha doin' here, hulnh?”

“Helping you to bed,” said Bristol.
“Can 1 get you anything before I
go—ice-watter or sometthing?”

Moore lay back, laughing boister-
ously.

“Allways puttin’ somebody to bed,"
he gurgled, “ain‘t you! Shmart guy,
huh! But not shmart as Moore. Uh-
uhl Don‘t know walls got ears, huht
Don’t know windows got ears, huht
Shmart guy, huh, but not shmart as
Moore I

Bristol’s brows clouded. Taken in
conjunction with the fact that his
own windows looked out on the ve-
randa roof, the assertion that win-
dows have ears and eyes was signifi-
cant.

“I don't get you,” he said, disarm-
ingly mild. "“Tell me what you
mean."

OORE raised himself on his el-
bow again, smickered.

“Foxy ol’ gun-toter, huh! Shmart,
huh! Not shmart enough to know
Moore was on v'randa roof when you
had girlie heret Uh-huh! Not simart
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enough”—he winked and chuckled
obscenely—"“to know Moore got an
eyeful of girlie when she—"

Bristol slapped him on the mouth
and ran from the room to avoid com-
mitting further violence. He couldn't
thrash a man so helplessly drunk.

Assuming that Moore had in-
formed Preston of the girl's wvisit,
Bristol had something more te puzzle
over. Why, in that event, had Pres-
ton retalned him in his empley? Why
had Preston raised his pay frem feur
hundred te five theusand dellars a
menth? Bristel eeulda't Hgure it
sut altheugh he kept at it till his
head aehed.

He fell asleep at last with the de-
termination to shake the truth out of
Moorte, to beat him within an inch of
his life for having peeped at Mary
Wiilspn. But morning brought calmer
counsel. He did nothing, waiting
for affairs to shape themselves.

Moore, with a swollen lip to re-
mind him that his tongue had wag-
ged, kept out of his way. In the
afternoon the secretary left for New
York on an errand.

“I'm dining out,” said Preston that
evening, “with the lady we spoke
about the other night. I want you to
stand by in case there's any trouble.
We'll leave at seven.”

Tﬁﬂ-:reendéznussmasam imnr oon thiee
Sawmill River Road, a place
known for its riotousmess and the
looseness of its frequenters.

As they drew up at their destina-
tion Bristol received his imstructions,

“I want you to remain in the en-
trance hall. I'll arrange that with
the manager. If a certain young wo-
man appears—you know who I mean
—keep her from entering. I don't
care how you do it, but keep her
out.”

“80 Moore told you,” said Bristol.

“Yes." Preston smiled crookedily;
“Moore told me. If you’re wonder-

58S

ing why I didn't fire you, I'll tell
you. From my viewpoint, your use-
fulness to me was immensely In-
creased through your meeting with
her. From what Moore said, I gath-
ered that you have—shall we say—
considerable influence over her. I'm
counting on that—"

“Hold on a minute,” said Bristol
brittlely. “I don't like that erack.
Wihat did that skunk Moere &3y®’

“Why go into details,” emiled
Preston. “The fact that she spent
some time in your roems and that
she striipped—"

“That’ll be all of that,” flared
Preston. “Moore knows damned well
why she stripped. If you don’t hap-
pen to know, I'm telllng you new
that she and I both fell inte the
creek. And listen here—as geen as 1
get within reaeRh of Meere yeu're
geing te need a new geeretary. I'll
break his baek. As fer yeu Pres-
tep="

“I apologize,” said Preston smmooth-
}y. "If you wish I'll make further
apology later. 1 have to go now.
Theee's my charming dinner part-
ner.”

EAVING Bristol raging, he
stepped forward to meet the wo-
man who had just driven up alone in
a coupe. There was mockery in his
apparent gallantry as he bowed her
out of her machine and into the inn.
Through the mask of her smile, in
the cringing of her flesh as she
walked beside her tormenter, Bristol
paw stark fear and tragedy. He knew
then who had told the truth, on
which side he belonged.

Taking his post in the doorway, he
nodded grimly. For Mary Wilson’s
own sake, and her sister’s, he would
keep her out of the inn but not on
Preston’s account. To hell with Pres-
ton and his ten thousand dollarsl

A car swung recklessly in from
the highway. It scraped a concrete
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pillar, careened across the lawn, side-
swiped a parked car. While it
skidded to a stop, Mary Wiison
abandoned the wheel and jumped
out.

Bristol intercepted her as she set
foot on the veranda.

“You!” she flung at him econ-
temptuously. “Out of my way! You
can't stop mel"

He caught her by the arms when
she tried to push past him; held her
firmly.

“Help me!” She appealed to the
only person in sight, the doorman.
Under orders not to interfere with
Bristol, he remained passive.

“I'll scream!™

“That won’t get you in," said Bris-
tol, “and if you do I'll carry you
away. Listen to me a moment. Your
sister is in there with Preston. If
you start anything what good is it
going to do her? Don’t lose your
head entirely, girl. If you attack
Preston here, God Almighty himself
couldn't keep it put of the papers.™

She stopped her futile struggling.

“I'm not going to attack him. Let
me im!"

“Listen,” he begged, “I'm doing
what is best for everybody. I'm not
working for Preston. I'm working
with you.”

“Wiith me?"” she said wonderingly.

IGHT!" He started to maneuver
her down the steps. “Let's get
inte your ear aumndl="

“But I've got to get in theme!”
she cried, resisting. “Oh, won't you
understand! I've got to get in! Ben
is coming here—my sister's husbamdi!
Somebody sent him word that she
would be with Preston tonight. He
got home an hour ago. He’s on his
way here now! Let me go!”

Bristol’s grip on her tightened.

“Is this the tmutin?"

“¥Yes, yes, yes!” Her words tumbled
one on another: “A man was waiting

for Ben—the man who told him. Ben
was raging, fearfully angry, cursing
him. The man wanted ten thousand
dollars before he'd tell where to find
her. Ben was giving him a check
when I ran out.

“Let me in!” Her voice rose hys-
terically. “Ben has a gun! The man
gave it to him. She's got to get away
from here before Ben arrives e he'll

murder her!”
“Come on,” said Bristel, “we'll
both go in. Let me handle Preston.”

EAN CARSON wilted with de-
spair when she saw Mary ap-
proaching. She laid her head en her
arms, sobbed, foreseeing that finis was
about to be writien t8 all she eher-
ished. Mary bent ever her, eésmfert-
ing. whispering.

Preston got to his feet, seething,
heedless of the attention he aftracted,

“Hold it,” said Bristol—and told
it all pithily.

“I suppose,” said Preston with one
eye on the door, “I'we got that hel-
lion to thank for this. If—" his lips
pursed skeptically—"it isn't a trick
of some sort. How do I kmew—"

“You've got her to thank for sav-
ing your life,” cut in Bristol. “It's
on the level, Preston. You can take
my word for it—and that wokd is
costing me ten thousand dollars. I'm
through with you, of course.”

“I'm inclined to believe you,” said
Preston calmly. “A man doesn't
throw away ten thousagd dollars for
nothing. Come, Jean. This seems to
be our exit cue. I'll run you into
town—"

She gave him a look of hatred.

“I'd rather stay and be killed than
go a step with yow!"

“Youw're going,” said Mary emphat-
ically. “Wih=m Ben arrives he's go-
ing to find me and Mr. Preston. Take
her home, please, Mr. Bristol—and
please come back for me.”
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“That’s real inspiration,” said Bris-
tol.

“It may be,” said Preston, “but I'm
afraid you’ll have to get along with-
out me. I'm going.”

RISTOL gripped the gun in his
coat pocket. He moved close,
Preston felt the weapon prodding.

“I'm afraid,” said Bristol icily,
“you haven't much to say about it.
If you can't see things our way,
Preston, so help me heaven, I'll kill
you myself! Sit dowm!”

“I've always believed,” remarked
Preston as he obeyed, “that every
man ha$8*his price. This young hell-
cat seems to have found yours.”

“Weelll debate that later,” said
Bristol. “Right now there’s amother
matter to be adjusted and time is
short. You have some letters belong-
ing to Mrs. Carson. Hand them over.
Quick!”

“I’'ll be damned if 1 willlt™

“You'll be dead if you diomw!™

Prodded by the gun, Preston sur-
rendered.

“Once more, Bristol, I'm inclined
to believe you. I have one letter
with me. The others are in my safe.
If you in turn are willing to believe
me, I'll give them to you when you
get home tonight."

“And in the meantime,” Bristol
stipulated, “Miss Wiillson will get
from you a signed statement making
clear when these letters were writ-
ten. That will wind up the whole
affair regardless of whether you give
up the other letters. Are you ready,
Mres. Carsan?”

New life in her face, now fllushed
with gratitude, she got up to go with
him.

Mary looked at him with fascina-
tion, awe. He grinned at her.

“I'll be back for you faster than
the law @llowss!™

Preston’s glance followed them to
the door. He made a droll face.

“Worlldimt it be unfortunate if
they were to walk into the embattled
husband! The chivalrous Bristol
would more than earn his pay, but
I doubt that he'd live to emjoy it.™

Mary regarded him distastefully
across the table.

Preston laughed, albeit his gaze
ranged a trifle nervously to the door.
He ordered food; and a drink, which
the girl declined.

Wiithout being urged, he had the
waiter bring a plain sheet of sta-
tionery on which he wrote the stafe-
ment demanded by Bristol regarding
the antiquity of Jean Carson’s love-
letters.

Mary read it and tucked it away.

“You're a spunky little devil," said
Preston amiably.

E looked up inquiringly as the
head waiter stopped beside him.

The waiter had, his lines all pat.
Having witnessed the conference
which resulted in the substitution of
Mary Willson for her 9ister, he was
able to draw a pertinent conclusion.

“A gentleman, sir,” he related con-
fidenticdl}y, “was here a moment ago
asking for you. I—er—was on the
lookout for him, having noticed, you
understand—"

“Make it short,” said Preston.

“Yes, sir. I told him you weren't
here but he insisted upon looking
in. Wthen he first saw the young
lady he started to pull a gun. I1—
uh—we try to be as diplomatic as
possible, you understand, sir.

“I persuaded him not to be too
hasty and when he got a better look
at the young lady, he said something
about making a mistake and went
out. He got back into his taxi and
headed for New York.”

Preston handed him a fififyyeiidllar-
bill and waved him away.

T think,"” said Mary, her nerves
relaxing, “I'll go and sit in my car.
It will be a shade sweeter out there
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“Sorry,"” said Preston, a queer little
smile turning the corners of his
mouth. “You’re going to wait for
Bristol?” She nodded.

“Tell him he still has a bed at my
house. Tell him to come and get the
letters even if he doesn't care to
stay. They haven't much fllavor for
me now."

He took her out to her car; got
into his own and rolled away In
every way he found the evening un-
satisfactory. Most of all, he regretted
Mary Wiilson’s refusal to dine with
him. A spunky little devil . . .

» * *

AVING broken several speed rec-
ords in getting Jean Carson home
to the city in her coupe, Bristol sub-
sidized a taxi driver to break several
more in getting him back to the inn.
“Well go to Preston’s now and get
the letters,” he said to Mary. *“You
give them to your sister tonight and
take the last of the load off her
mind. Wiat do you tiniimi?"

“I think it would be wonderful,”
said she—which was more than just
an answer to his question.

Their acquaintance ripened iraypid-
ly. Long before they entered the
Preston estate they had been friends
for a thousand years and more!

Not far from the house they en-
countered Moore. He was slouching
along, head bent, steps wumstterrdly;
outward bound.

Wiitthin ten feet of him Bristol
stopped; swung the headlights on
him. Moore looked up, halted, his
expression ugly.

“That’s the man,” cried Mary,
“who got ten thousand dollars from
Ben for telling where Jean was!"

Moore mouthed a curse. He had
a check for ten thousand dollars—
a worthless scrap of paper on which
payment would be stopped.

“That’s the man I want to see
said Bristol.

He gently removed her detziming
hands and got out.

Moore spat an oath.

“Talk while you can,” said Bristol,
“because when I get through with
you your throat will be se full of
teeth you won't be able to talk.
Drunk or sober, Moote, you're go-
ing to get it mow!™

Moore snatched a gun from his
pocket. Bristol sprang forward,
stumbled as Moore fired. The top of
his head seemed to have been ripped
off but he kept going.

Blinking in the glare of the head-
lights, Moore fired wildly. The wind-
shield shattered.

The girl screamed. She tried to
get out of the car to help Bristol but
her legs wouldn't carry her.

Bristol, his consciousness fading,
tottered another step, reached blind-
ly, fell. Panic whelmed Moore.
Sobered, fearful that he had killed
both Bristol and the girl, he threw
down his gun and fted.

* * *

RISTOL recovered consciousness
tan his reerd in Presten's Hedise.

Bright sunshine beat against the
drawn shades. His head thumped
abeminably. He raised his hand ts feel
the bandages. A Aurse smiled at him.

He moved dry lips. She gave him
water. He closed his eyes, cleared
his memory.

Afraid to put the question direct,
he asked it obliguelly:

“Did anyone else—get shot?”

“Only you,” said the nurse, “and
you’ll be on your feet pretty soon.
Do you know who shot you ?”

He thought it over, considering
what was best for all concerned.

“No. How long have I been out?”

“Three days. You’ll have to be
quiet now. See if you can slegp.”

“Sleep!” he protested. “Affiter three
days of it! I'm all right—only
groggy. Can't I sit up?”
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“You certainly can't.” The nurse
exerted pressure: “The girl who was
with you will be here shortly. 1
had to send her away to get some
sleep. If you won’t rest I won't let
you see her.”

“I’ll rest,” he said docilely.

Mary Willson came in so quietly
that he didn't know she was there
until she laid her hand caressimgly
on his.

HE nurse left them together

D1d you tell,” he asked, ‘“who
shot mp3d you tell’" he asked. "who
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guess you're strong enough to read
it mow.”

He asked Mary to read it to him.
He had no great interest in amything
Preston might have to say. He liked
to hear her voice.

“'Wou can take my word for if,
Bristol',” she read, *“‘that revenge
may be sweet—but in the end it will
do ravaging things to you.

““I am, however enclosing for you
some slight reward for youe service
in making me see the error of my
ways. Part is your salary, of course.

““I want you to get this imme-
diately you come to. It should make
you feel a lot better if you are giv-

in
%hs Uiopped reading: said “Ohy”
éﬂé Rughed a resy red.

thate the matierd” asked Bris-
tel “Haye yed TUR inte 3ome
languags %"

8haking her head, she drew a deep
stafh and went om:

W —if yeu are giving as muceh
theught as | suspest to that delight-
ful little hellion, Mary Wiilsen. Be-
lieve it oF net, | onee loved her
gister—and | am not sure that ]
don't love her mow'*

Bristei chuskied but couldn’t cateh
her eye.

HE held the check in front of

him.

“Twemnty thousand dollars!” he ex-
claimed, again trying to get her eye.
“Wihat in the world will I do with
it?”

She looked demurely away.

“I think Mr. Preston is a little
ingsane,” she said, "but doesn’t he
make a suggestiom?”

Bristol reached for her. The nurse
held him down.

So Mary Wilson bent over and
kissed him—not solely because he
couldn’t get up to kiss her but also
because she thought it a most de-
lightful thing to do.
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A Story of Eighteenth Century Emgland —
and the Revenge of Gentiemam Dick

By WAYNE ROGERS
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HE long, low, diamond-paned
windows had beena left bare
and uncurtained, and from

the corner where he sat, with his
chair tilted back against the wall,
O’Toolle could see the huge bulk of
the mail coach drawn up at the door;
could dtstinguish the figures of the
holsters, and once the burly yellow-
coated guard of the mail.

And far away in the distance he
idly traced the long, straight, un-
ending London Road, lying in the
silver moonlight like a white scar

between the dark stretches of fiield
and common.

The inn parlor was deserted ex-
cept for a couple of farmers, tired
by the day’'s work and lulled by
the warm comfort of the fire, mow
all but asleep in either corner of
the wide bench. Except, also, for a
little group of three travelers who
had come by the mail and were go-
ing on by it to Londom, when the
horses had been changed and the
guard and driver were sufficiently
refreshed.
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O'Toole’s lazy eyes took in all the
scene, and his thin mouth smiled
as he observed the smug sattisfac-
tion on the travelers’ faces. 1dly
he wondered with what degree of
rapidity that same smugness and sat-
jsfaction would turn to abject fear
it they knew who he was, or if they
glanced at the face, and then from
his faee to that likeness of it so
beldly done in black chalk and
aderning the center of a printed fio-
tiee hanging en the wall at the far
end of the reem. The lettering—at
least all that part ot It which
O'Todlle eeuld read frem where he
gat=tan:

One Hundimel Guineas Reward!
Dead or ANiwe!
RICGHARRD OOIMDOLE
(Gentlemnan Dick)

“A hundred guineas!” he mut-
tered, thrusting his hands deeper
into his breeches’ pockets and tilt-
ing his chair to and fro on its hind
legs. “Faith, a hundred guineas
would be divilish good company for
a man tonight. 1'd do much for
such a sum with such an empty
stomach as I've the honor to possess
this moment! Wihat cursed misfor-
tune was it, at all, overtook me that
night last monAth on Richmond Com-
mon? "I1f ever a man was the butt
ot fate 1 was that ene.”

IS mouth twisted into a wry

smile as he remembered with
grim bitterness that night. It was a
month back, and the moon then had
been at the full, but the night was
dark and stormy. All that was de-
sirable for gentlemen of his profes-
sion. He had set out on his mightly
adventure in merry mood.

On the best authority he had heard
that a king's messenger was a trav-
eler by the London mail, and that
he carried with him a box described

as old and brown and deeply, carved
in grotesque African fashion, and
possessing a false bottom, beneath
which were secreted three of the
largest, finest diamonds the eye of
man had ever beheld.

As only one man in England be-
side his Majesty was known to have
any knowledge of the precious con-
signment, it was thought unmeces-
sary for the messenger to ride un-
der escort. The only precaution
taken was doubling the guard.

ULY it would have been a good-

ly hawl! But in the very mement
of suceess—the pguards turned ecow-
ards, the passengers abjeet with feaf,
and nething left for O'TeolR to de
but reap the reward of victory—Fate
gave a sudden turR {te fertune's
wheel and peer O'Toollk was nearly
Breken eR it

Fate was disguised as a king's mes-
senger, who had the temerity to haz-
ard a couple of shots from his re-
serve pistol with such good aim that
one found a lodging in O’'Toolle’s arm
and the other in the heart of his beau-
tiful chestnut rmare; but that only
had the effect of adding insult to in-
juky ian O'Toolle’s eyes, and roused
undying, passionate hate in his tem-
pestuous seul.

“May I meet him again one day,
that's all! Meet him and master him
and make him crawl stomach to earth
as I did! ... I'd know his ugly, port-
soddened face again if 'twas a hun-
dred years hence, bad luck and curses
oa Hirpn!™

He was a small man, and hiB three-
caped coat looked almost absurdly
imposing on his little body. His
high cheek-boaes were covered with
tightly stretched, sun-tanned skin,
and the bushy eyebrows shaded eyes
ene never forgot, once having looked
inte them.

Those eyes! Werre they blue or
black or brown? No two persoma
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ever agreed. They were hidden by
lids that scarcely ever opened wide,
and shrouded in the blackest lashes
eyes ever possessed. The man had
a way of being but vaguely seen and
vaguely remembered—unless he per-
mitted pne to look into his eyes,
full of a strange power; and then
one never forgot!

Now he tipped his chair down on
to its four legs and rose to his feet,
straightening his cravat and tlting
his beaver to a more comfortable
angle.

A little smothered sound had ar-
rested his attention, and he turned
on his heel like lightning, his fin-
gers fllying to his holster. Then he
laughed softly to himsdf, for the
cause of his sudden alarm was a
woman, and a very young woman at
that, though, to be sure he could not
see her very plainly because of the
long, gray cloak enveloping her from
head to foot. The sound which had
reached his sharp ear was the echo
of a sob.

She had seated herself at a little
table directly facing the notice which
proclaimed that an injured and in-
dignant government would be pleased
to pay orte hundred guineas for in-
formation concerning his humble
self.

O’TOOLE stood stock still, debat-
ing whether he should offer her
assistance and perhaps earn the price
of a meal, yet fearing that proximi-
ty might bring recognition. Femi-
nine eyes were always imconvenient-
ly siarp and diseerning, and woman
had sueh an uncomfortable habit of
jumping to conclusions which were
generally within an ace of the triith.

But he was Irish and chivalrous,
and the wound of a woman's tears
ever appealed to him—even though
occasionally they did not deter him
from gently offering her the choice
of money or her life. The sight of

the slender little figure in the gray
cloak vastly touched his susceptible
heart, and he found himself walking
down the room toward her before he
quite realized his intention, though
he knew that should she recognize
him she might scream out and de-
nounce him.

He came upon her so quietly that
he stood beside her for a full min-
ute, looking at her, before she turned
her eyes and saw him.

HE was very young and her blue

eyes were full of tears as she
looked up at him from beneath the
frill of the gray hood which all but
hid her face.

“You are in trouble, madam?"” he
asked in the voice which had won
for him so many friends and the
title of “Gentleman Dick” among his
brothers of the road.

"Oh!” she murmured, drawing
away from him and yet attracted to
him by the marvelous sweetness of
his voice. “Oh! who are you?” she
asked.

O'Toolle shrugged his shoulders as
he answered her.

“A passer-by, madam; mnothing
more. But 1 chanced to overhear
yer distress and, thinks I, seeing ye
unattended, 'tis a busy man I'd be
if I could not find time to offer ye¢
me poor services."

"I came to meet a friend here, but
he has not arrived—he is not here,
and 1 do not know what to do! Oh,
1 was afraid of this. 1 might have
known—I might bave guessed he
would be too cowardly to come! I
might have known it, and yet I
hoped! I hoped!” h

She spoke the words aloud, though
possibly unaware of the fact. She
had forgotten the stranger beside
her, too distraught to be conscious
of him. She flung back the gray
hood and leaned her elbows on the
table, sinking her chin in her hands.
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Her eyes, misty with tears, looked
straight in front of her.

ND straight in front of her was
. the king's proclamation which
so intimately concerned O'Toole.

Suddenly she smote her little
hands together, and with bitter scorn
in her voice she pointed to the no-
tice on the wall.

“Ofh, for a man with a courage such
as he must have!” she cried. “For a
man with a heart of steel such as
his must be! A brave, brave mam!
And the King values him at one
hundred guineas! Wihy, for such a
man—for such a mam—"

“Yes, madam? For such a man—
what?” O'Toolle’s voice vibrated in
spite of himself.

“For such a man I'd give twice
one hundred guineas—ney! Twice
that sum agaim!” she amswered
earnestly.

“What if 1 were to tell you that
he—that such a man as he, aye,
madam, a man with just such a
heart of steel as he ye speak of, and
with his courage—wimat if I were to
be after telling ye that such a man
as he was here at yer elbow, ready
an’ all to do yer bidding? What
then, faithn?"

“You?” she asked, turning to gaze
at him. “You?"

"“Sure, madam, an' who else? 1've
a mind to earn that sum ye spoke
of just now—four times one hun-
dred guineas, to be precise.”

“But what do 1 know of you?
How do 1 know I can trust you?
There is danger, perhaps very great
danger, in the thing I want done.
How do I know I can trust you?
You are a stranger to me, sir, and
not—not—"

She broke off, looking at him in
embarrassment.

“Yet ’tis but a minute since ye
wera extolling me to the skies!”

“I was? ... You? What do you

mean? . . . Oh!l—" And she gave . a
quick glance at the picture on the
wall.

“At your service, madam.™

The girl stared at him long and
wonderingly. Then, pulling her
cloak around her and shading her
face with her hood, she stood and
looked at O'Toole.

“Follow me,” she said, and led the
way out of the inn.

A narrow lane ran behind the
inn, connecting with the high road,
and as O'Toole and his guide en-
tered it from the inn yard they
saw the yellow lamps of a carriage
gleaming pale in tHe white moon-
light.

“It waits for us,” said the girl,
walking toward the carriage. “We
have three miles to drive.

The first part of the journey was
traversed in silence. O'Toole sat in
one corner, gazing out upon the
moonlit country through half-shut
eyes, apparently almost asleep, but
in reality noting every tura of the
road, picking up landmarks and reg-
istering them in his nimble brain.

The lady in the opposite corner
was silent, too; white-faced and agi-
tated, her hands clenched in her lap
and a score of emotions expressioned
in her face. O'Toolle could read the
doubt and indecision lurking in the
blue depths of her eyes, and a vague,
pitying irritation swept over him.
He turned to her suddenly with a
gesture of impaticnce.

F 1 may make so bold as fo re-

mind yeu, madam, 1 think it is
time ye sheuld tell me all 1 sheuld
know. 1f 1 am but a seldier ef for-
tune, 1 am a man ef hener, and ye
cafn trust me with yeur €ommissien
as well or better than ye esuld have
trusted that ether whem ye eame
te the inn this night t8 meet, ap’
that's the drudwy”

“Patience, patience, sir! I ought
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to know my brother's mind before
I tell you all that is in my own! . ..
And yet time presses, and it is es-
sential that you start on your jeur-
ney tomigftt!”

“A jourmey?™

“Yes, to Londom. You must be
away by twelve of the clock. With
a good horse, how soon do you
think you could reach Whitehall?
At eiigihte?™

T seven, madam, the saints with

me! For a wager 1 would put
the hour at six, and with a price on
me head and the enemy at me tail,
sure I'd dare swear to be having an
audience with his most gracious maj-
esty at fineed 'Tis all but a matter
of circumstances. A month back 1
would have staked my life and clat-
tered inte Whitethall at four! But
that was a month agoe and ‘twas I

possessed the finest horse in the
wokld then—pook Mavrone !”
“Where is she now?  Could
you_"

“She is dead, madam, dead. Mur-
dered by a black-hearted villain a
month ago! Shot through the heart
that was beat for beat in time with
mine! Dead and the best of the bad
blood in me went with her; shot
through the heart as I hope one day
to serve him, please Heaven!

“I'm living but for the hour in
which he’ll feel the hand of him he
so cruelly injured smite him as
sorely, the dirty blackguard. . .
Oh! your pardon, madam! Faith, in
airing me own woes I have forgot-
ten yours! But command me mow!™

The girl looked at him across the
flickeniingg, wavering dimness of the
coach, a searching question in her
anxious eyes, a telltale quivering on
her pale lips, but with a new gentle-
ness for him sounding in her voice.

“You ask me to command you,
when to command- you means to
trust you with something which

mean® a woman’s honor and a man's
life! Oh, shall I do right to so trust
you? You, a man whom I have
never set eyes on before an hour
agone, a cut-throat—for that is how
they style youll—a highway thief, a
man whose printed description hangs
in every hostelry and is nailed on
every gibbet at every crossroad in
England—am 1 to trust such a
man

O'Toolle, a red flush staining his
cheeks, leaned out from the shadiows
of his corner so that the light of
the moon fell full on his face. His
eyes, with the heavy lids wide open,
were level with her own—and after-
wards it seemed to her that for the
space of a long, long moment she
remembered nothing—until his voice,
speaking to her, aroused her.

"Your description of me is so true,
madam, that it alarms me! And one
day this poor body of mine may
flutterr from one of those same gib-
bets, who knows? But there is one
other qualification I possess that you
—forgot to memdion.”

“And that?" the girl asked, but
half aware that the question had
passed her lips.

“A heart of stilll”

The girl's flbwwer-blue eyes were
filled suddenly with quick tears, and
her voice was a whisper of gentle-
ness and remorse when she spoke.

“Amnd that heart is at my service
for tonight?” she asked humbly, lay-
ing a soft little hand on his lean
brown one,

“Faith, little lady, 'tis yours for
tonight and for all nights for ever
and ever till it beats no more!™

E spoke in the voice that brought

the atmosphere of a royal Court

inte the lumbering, jolting carriage,

and with the grace of a king he
bowed over the snow-white fiingers.

“Oh, how can I thank you?" cried

the girl, a wave of relief sweeping
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"oVer her at the strong confidence of
his tone. “How can I thank youw?"

“Faith, madam, you forget the four
hundred guineas! 'Tis them will be
all the reward I'm needimg!” said he,
a glint of laughter underlying the
words. “Amd now, if I am to make
Whhitehall by cockerow—"

“You are right. Listen. I went to
the inn tonight to meet my cousin to
whom I had sent a message imploring
him to come. But in my heart I
must have realized he would be too
cowardly to undertake that which I
would have had him do.

“Still I hoped against hope until I
saw the last passenger descend from
the mail and knew that he had failed
us! I was in despair. Then it was
that you offered your services and I,
like a drowning man clutching at
straws, felt that Heaven must have
seAt you at a moment when I was so
distraught as to be almost out of my
wits. That much you know.

“Tihe rest—all that part of it which
will concern you—is this: my brother
met with an accident this afternoon
which has rendered him incapable of
carrying out a mission which honor
and friendship compelled him to un-
dertake. He was to have ridden to
London tonight with a message—a
letter—for a great lady, a very great
lady indeed, sir—the greatest lady in
the Jaumndl—"

“Her Majesty?" asked O'Toole, his
voice instinctively dropping to a
whisper.

ND in a whisper, as though fear-
ful lest the shadows lurking
round the coach windows should
overhear, the lady answered hinm:
“Yes, the Queen. The letter means
her honor and a man's life if it be
not delivered to my Lord Hampden
tomorrow morning before the clocks
tell the hour of nine! Amnd into his
hands alone! Let no one persuade
you, no matter how fair they speak.

Always remember that you hold a
man's life in that letter—the life of
a man 1 love.”

Her voice sank to the wveriest
breath of a whisper and the tears
welled again in her eyes.

“I will permit nothing to delay the
delivery of that letter, dear lady. T’ll
take me oath on it,” he said gently.

“Oh, I thank you for that promise!
But be ever on your guard, for there
are those who will try and intercept
that precimia missive, and they will
stop at nothing.

SAID just now that my brother

had met with an aceident? It was
ne aceident! 1t was attempted mur-
der, and but for a eRanee, they weuld
have sueeeeded iR theit villainy, and
twe hearts—the great lady's and a
young gifl's=weuld have died under
the same bikowi”

“Faith, madam, but I begin to think
you could not have found a man bet-
ter fitted to the part than myselif!
The venture has a spice in it, and I
was ever fond ot spice!—Ha! ‘tis
here your brother is?”

The coach had stopped before a
long, low house, and the hall lights
shed a yellow brilllancy into the
night.

Upstairs a man swathed in blood-
stained bandages, his eyes strained
with anxiety, driven almost into de-
lirium by his helplessness, lay toss-
ing on a bed.

He looked at O'Townlle long and
earnestly.

“You swear to succeed if it's in the
power of man to do so?” he ques-
tioned, a nervous agony making his
voice ring metallically.

“Faith I do, sir,” replied O'Toole
cheerfully. “'Tis a lump of lead in
me heart here 'twill be the only thing
that'll be stopping me. I'm the vil-
lain to go when once I get started,
and the sooner that start begins the
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better, 1 think, if I may make o
bold ?*

“Yes, yes. Betsy, do you go and
get Blade to saddle Black Patrick
and send Hawkins here to me. Tell
him to bring my riding clothes and
jackboots with him. Mr. OToole,
my sister and I are placing our very
lives in your hands, and also the
life's peace of another who must net
be named too freely in a place where
even the walls seem to have ears. My
sister has told you nearly all. It but
now remains for you to dress your-
self in clothes befitting a visit to
Wihiittehall.

“There’s not so much difference be-
tween your size and mine that it will
be noticeable. That black wig of
mine yonder will be an excellemt dis-
guise in case you should happen upon
any of the gentlemen who have been
reluctantly generous to you in the
past—and 1 think also that this hat
of mine, and this cloak, have a more
aristocratic appearance than your
own, so accept them with my regards.

RING or two 1 think would be

suitable to adorn your hands af-
ter you have scoured them well, and
you'll find a purse a convenience, I
dare swear? The four hundred
guineas I will ledge with a friend,
Si¢ Fordyee Hollington, at Brook
House, Richmond, where you will
eall for them at a time sultable to
yourself after nine e'eleck tomeorrow
meFrning.

“You see, I'm trusting you ahso-
lutely, as 1 could not trust any of
the white-livered cowards here who
call themselves my friends!

“Now 1 think I've told you every-
thing. Remember, you have naught
to do save deliver this packet into
the hands of Lord Hampden before
nine o'clock tomorrow morning.

“Tihere will be no answer, no rec-
ognitions whatever, but I shall know
within the day of either your success

or failure. Amnd ride, man! Ride as
though all the hounds of Hades were
after you, and remember that danger
lurks behind each shadow, that the
country is full of spies waiting and
watching to trap the messenger who
carries thig little packet!

“Do not count yourself safe until
you are within the palace, and even
then be on your guard! To gain an
entry and an audience say that you
come from Henri Deschamps—do not
forget the name. Now go.”

ELVE was just striking from

the cleck over the stables when
O'Toole rede sut of the yard, meunt-
ed on the huge Blaek Patriek, and
dressed as a gentleman of fashien,
booted and spurred and gleved like
any dandy. A medish geld-laeed hat
perched rakishly en the eurled, full-
bottomed wig.

For the first time in four weeks he
felt in love with all the world. He
had had an excellent dinner, the ad-
venture was well to his liking, and
last, but not least, he was once more
astride as fine a horse as the heart
of man could desire,

“*Tis 1 would be the happy man
tonight if I could but have had me
own old coat with its convenient
pockets! Faith, an' 'tis me mother,
too, would be the proud woman could
she see me this minutel

“Amd the colleens—sure they'd
look at me, now—Arrah! Ye divil,
ye! Ye're beginning as early as this,
are ye? Ho, ho, they told me to
count every shadow as a man; but,
faith, I didn't expect to have t6
reckon on the very gate-stone as a
dirty scoumdbrell”

For out of the darkness of a tree
the black, quivering shadow of a
man’s head was projected flatly on
the white earth. The sight sent a
thrill ot pure joy through O'Toole,
and he licked his lips with fervent
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pleasure as he steadied his pistol in
deliberate aim.

As the rest of the man's body fol-
lowed the reflected head, he fired
sure and, he hoped, straight. Then
he dug his spurs into his horse and
was safe round the curve in the road
before the spy’s belated bullet came
singing after him.

Once was always enough for
O'Toolle, and the by-ways and the
woods were after all more familiar
to him than the open road, and vastly
more to his liking when there hap-
pened to be a hundred guineas on his
head! He realized, too, that the car-
rier of the secret letter would be
looked for on the open London Road
and in the approaches to Whitehall.

They would not dream of his pas-
sage through the woods and dales,
swimming the intervening rivers,
scaling the chalky Willtshire hills
and galloping at break-neck speed
over the trackless downs!

They were allowing for a hot-
headed youth, ignorant of intrigues,
riding straight for the goal with a
fine loyalty in his heart and an
Englishrman’s scorn for shirking dan-
ger swelling his head. They could
noet know that when they succeeded
in disabling one messenger his place
would be taken by one who lived in
the backwaters; a man who could in-
terpret the.fwittering of the leaves
and the rustling of the grasses in the
thickest forest as easily as the travel-
er reads the milestones on the open
highway, and te whem a tuft of
rushes IR the swamps was as sure a
landmark as a signpest at a €ross-
reads.

once clear of the avenue, lie
headed his colossal steed for the
high thorn hedge. He cleared it like
a swallow skimming water and
O'Toolle’s heart swelled with pride.
Then away, tearing like the wind in
a break for the open diowns.

On—on—ithe speed ever increasing,
the light fading as the meorning
waned, the sense of danger ever im=
creasing, London ever drawlng nearef
and nearer. On—on—the speed a
steady gallop now, the little meodlsh
hat long since leost, the gleves leng
since in ribbens.

On—on—a township sighted in the
distance, then its might-watchman
shuffling out of the way of those
ringing hoofs. On—on—the speed
failing a little in spite of the spurs,

On—on—till the night melted into
dawn, till the foam fllying from Black
Patrick’s massive jaws was filocked
with red, till the golden splendor of
the eastern sky faded to sober gray.
Then far away on the herizen a ¢loud
no bigger than a man's hand hung
low in the heavens, and under that
cloud O'Toolle khnew that Lendon
slept,

Y Lord of Hampden rang his
bell for the fortieth time within
an hour.

“The messenger—" he asked the
servant who answered the summons
—"is there no sign of him yet? Have
you sent to meet him? Why do you
not bring me—Hark! Wihat was that?
A shot?”

"The guards, my lord, have not
sighted any messenger, as yet, but
they are posted. Aye, my lord, that
surely was a shot! And there's an-
other! Shall 3—"

“Haste, haste and learn what they
mean! S'death! But they can mean
but one thing! God ha' mercy if
they've got him—Oh I"

He broke off suddenly at the
sound of rushing feet upon the
oaken stair, and his face, maturally
bloated and coarse, went white as
paper. He had spent the night pacing
up and down his room and the strain
was beginning to tell upon him. As
he listened to the noise without, his
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eyes blazed and alternate hope and
fear swelled in his brain.

The Stepa on the stairs came rapid-
ly near. There was a sound of a
heavy body being flung out of the
way, the sound of labored breathing.
Then the door opened with scant
ceremony, and O'Toole flung into the
room.

E was haggard and spent with

his seven hours' ride, bespat-
tered with red clay, shrouded in
white dust and bleeding profusely
feom a wound in the ear, where a
ball from an enemy's blunderbuss
had caught him in the very moment
of his triumphant dash down White-
hall.

“I am the messenger from Henri
Deschamps, my Lord Hampdem. I
have the letter safe. I have the great
good fortune to hand it to yer
honer!”

He held out the little packet—dec-
orated now with two or three sig-
nificant crimson stains—and Hamp-
den sprang forward to take it.

“In the name of the State I thank
you!” he said, with more reverence
in his voice than one would have be-
lieved possible to look at his coarse
face. "If ever there comes a time in
your life when you need a friend,
then turn you to Lord Hampden and
he will help yeu, though every law
forbids! Gad! You've ridden hard,
gir! And weunded, too? Badiky?”

It was then, as he stepped out of
a patch of shadow into the streaming
morning sunshine, that O'Toolle rec-
ognized him! Recogmnized the man
whom he had sworn never to forget!
The man he had been hungering to
meet.

The man who had killed his be-
loved mare! He was face to face
with the man whom he had wvowed
he would make crawl as he had
crawled that night on Richmond
Common a month before.

Weak and hysterical, the wound in
his arm like a hot iron searing the
flesh, he lunged at his enemy, his fin-
gers twitching to be at Hampden's
neck, an inarticulate cry sobbing in
his throat.

Mistaking his excitement for ill-
ness, Hampden turned quickly to the
side table and poured some brandy
into a glass, then brought it to the
messenger’s side and held it to his
lips.

The spirit, trickling down his
throat, revived O'Toolle and the red
anger in his excited brain gave way
to his usual cunning. He realized
suddenly his weakness and lauwghed
bitterly at himself. What mateh was
he for even the most puny of enemies
in his present enfeebled state—with
the blood still flowing from his
wounded arm? There were a dozen
lackeys beyond the deok, ready to
rush to their master's assistanee at
the faintest call! Ne, ne—cunning!
Cunning was always the weakest
dog’s best suite! Craft!

One of the lackeys had already
been summoned. He was directed
to bring water and bandages, and
Hampden bared O'Towlk's wounded
arm with his own jewel-cowetied fin-
gers. All the while O'Todlle was
torn with desire te bury Hhis thiek
white teeth in the neble’s bull-neelk
and hang on like a ferret till sne
or the other of them esnquered!
But his inereasing faintness warned
him to be meek, and he lay bBaek
in his chair, an apparently exhausted
fAan, with eyes almest elesed and
teeth all but meeting iR the uyAder

fip.

UT the eyes from under the

heavy, lowered lids were sweep-
ing the room, imprinting each detail
of it in the wendertul, retentive
mind; stering it all up en the ehanee
that some day in the future it might
prove useful.
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Then suddenly the eyelids quiv-
ered and the roving eyes grew fixed,

A small writing table stood al-
most beneath the window and the
sun was shining on it in all its
brilliancy, marking out everything
on it with startling exactness.

It was wupon this table
O'Toolle’s eyes had fallen.

For there, with the sunshine riot-
ing around it, lay a little brown box,
strangely carved in foreign gro-
tesqueness, and O'Toolle’s memory
leaped as he saw it. It was the box
in which the diamonds had been
brought from Hull to London a
month ago. The box which he had
tried to capture by holding up the
mail on Richmond Common, and
which had so nearly caused his
death at the hands of that wvelvet-
coated aristoctat who was so assidu-
ously dosing him with brandy.

that
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Mr. Townley, and see also that therse
is a bed got ready for him immedi-
ately. He is too weak to leave the
palace.”

It was the moment O'Toole had
been praying might be given to him!

The instant he was alone with his
enemy, O'Toolle sprang to his feet.

“My Lord Hampden,” he said
slowly and softly, with his stramge
eyes bent on the man before him,
“l am a man who once swore to
have the honor of killing ye. Ye
once murdered something I loved
and I've sworn to be avenged. But
'tis not with blood I'll soil me
hands, ’tis with something far and
away more precious, I'm thinking,
and something I've been wanting for
a month past”™

All the while he had been speaking
O'Toolle had kept his eyes wide
open and fixed on Hampden with an
intensity that made the latter's mind
drift in spite of his struggle to pre-
vent it. The strange mesmeric
power of the messenger's eyes was
unhuman, and the noble had an idea
he had met that look before—where,
when? He tried to think, but was
conscious only of a pair of eyes
staring wildly inte his through a
mist, and he lost himselt in a dream,
a trance.

O one stopped the messenger as

he walked out of the palace
yard into Wihitethall, and no one
noticed the bulk of the carved box
under the capes ot his coat.

It was exactly six hours later that
his lordship remembered with a sud-
den flash of inspiration where and
when he had met the messenger from
Henri Deschamps before and where
those strange eyes had looked into
his—and then the flash ot inspira-
tion was only brought about by the
discovery that the carved box, with
the diamonds still concealed in its
secret drawer, was missimg!
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PARIT TWO

SYNOPSIS

Joe Bardeen, crazed with jealousy, pre-
pares to blow up a gold prospect owned by
Kerry Lassiter, his successful rival for the
hand of Belle Bennett, But accident, in the

ise of a snooping gray pack rat, sends
the dynamite off too soon und Joe Bardeen
is deformed for life.

After surgical treatment he assumes vari-
ous names, finally calling himself Rufc An-
derson.

Kerry hears of the accident at the mine,
but bravely looks elsewhere for what he
can findl; and returning once from a three-
week prospecting trip, finds his wife, Belle,

e, the elder Bennetis stabbed in bed. All
that is left is his three-year old, frail son,
Jimmy.

Five years later he goes with Jimmy—
and Jimmy's uncle Ding—to the Armar-
gosa desert. Here he meets Rufe Ander-
son, who is starving. They feed him and
fake him a partner in & new prospecting
venture, not connecting him in the least
with Joe Bardeen. The thirst for revenge
is alive in Rufe Anderson, but he walts
patiently. . . .

Years later Jimmy, who is a mechani-
eally inclined student, is working in 1llinois
on a new model automobile, One day he
finds his model and tools dynamited, and
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.

connects the calamity with several nuysteri-
ous messages he has received.

He shows these niessages to his friend,
Corns Kemble, whose life he saved during
the World War.

They read:: Poverty, Disillusionment,
Failure, Death. Eaech message is mailed
from a different place and in eaeh anether
word is ringed.

Jimmy tells Corns all he knows of his
past history and that ef his father, He
shows a letter from Uncle Ding abeut the
disappearance of Rufe Andersen, whem
they call Frozen Face. The letter also says
that Kerry has left the mine apd eannet
be trased.

As Corns Kemble and Jimmy speak about
all this, at the bearding house where Jimmy
lives and plan to get to the bottom of it,
a bomb suddenly comes into the window.
Jimmy luckily catches it and flings it away.
The downstairs windows of the house are
shattered to fragments.

Corns and Jimmy take guns and start
out—

“Let's get him!” shouts Jimmy.
Now G& On with the Story.



Broath- Taking Adventure Among Oublaiys

CHAPTER V
Billteld THiough

KE was no need of pur-
suit. But there on the little
patch of lawn in front of

the old rooming house, lay a groan-
ing, half-unconscious figure —a
heavy-set man wearing beard and
mustache, whose clothes fitted him
crudely, as if they had been bought
from a mail-order catalogue.

He was terribly mutilated—one
leg blown off at the knee, and with
evident internal injuries. Men had
come running from other houses.
The landlady was staring, wringing
her hands.

"Quick! Ambulance! Phone the
Garfield Park Hospital!” cried Jim-
my, dropping to one knee. Instant-
ly he saw the spurting blood, and
began to rip off his shoes. From
the laces and the barrel of his .45

six-shooter, he fashioned a rude but
effective tourniquet.

“Must have throwm the egg too
quick—and then waited to hear it go
off.” commented Corns Kemble, with-
out sympathy.

Later he repeated this to the po-
lice, who were harshly imquisitive
and suspicious at ffistt—deeming it
likely that this returned officer him-
self had brought and thrown the
grenade.

Still later, in spite of the fact
that the would-be assassin died at
the hospital without regaining con-
sciousness, Corns and Jimmy were
cleared. The dead man carried a
gun, without a permit such as Jim-
my had.

And the bomb-thrower hailed from
a part of town just then beginnihg
to attain notoriety—Cicero. He was
known as an ex-bouncer, a stromg-
arm man, with convictions for as-
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sault on his record, not to mentien
one acquittal for robbery. . . .

Five days later, with some relue-
tance,* the comrades were allowed to
take the Overland Limited from the
Northwesterm Station. They were
bound back to Nevada, where Corns
asserted the truth of all these puz-
zles must lie.

“Tihat Cicero tough guy couldn't
be the braimB of the bunch that's
been after your happy family,” he
stated with conviction. “Nope.
We'll find him out somewhere near
the sugar.™

“Eh?” Jimmy was settling himself
in the club car, pouring out ginger
ale with a suspicious brownish fluid
he had brought in a flask.

“Tiat gold mine’s the crux of it
all!” stated Corns fletdly—and was
entirely wrong in the surmise. But
then he had been used to the wick-
edness of sane men, and could hardly
be blamed.

URING ensuing hours the two
talked over various aspects of
the singular puzzle, without arriving
at any definite conclusions. Out of
all the talk eame just a fimmer friend-
ship—and one item which made
Kemble areh his brows but say noth-
ing.

“Wihy did your folks call that
mine the Yellow Eye? Sounds more
like a mysterious diamond, rather
than gold,” Corns asked.

That led to a fuller description
of the missing Frozen Face, as Jim-
my had seen him that first time out
in the gulch of the Belted Range.
Corns was thoughtful for a while
thereafter.

There might be some connection
between a Yellow Eye mine, a part-
ner with yellow eyes, and this yel-
low ink on the correspondence cardis:
but for life of him it seemed like
stretching coincidence to the break-
ing point.

“I’'ll bet there aren't more’'n a
hundred bottles of yellow ink sold
a year,” he said after a time.
“Reckon I'll look into that one of
these days. It might give us a
clue.”

There was a rush in the club car
for a time that evening, and then
later it became almost deserted
again. Jimmy and Corns had been
out to the diner, back to their Pull-
man, and then returned to the club
car for a drink and smoke before re-
tiring.

EY found the end seats, those

arranged with tables, wmeccupied
on one side. Across the aisle was a
single individwal, a mman dressed
quietly, almost funereally in blaek.
He might have been a Protestant
minister, viewed frem the rear.

But as he glanced up at the two,
Corns realized that if this man ever
had been a minister, he had been
unfrocked ages ago. He was busy
with a deck of cards which he had
arranged before him in clock soli-
taire; and both the shoulder hunch
and the manner in which agile fin-
gers handled the pasteboards be-
spoke the habitual—if not profes-
sional—gambler.

Corns, who had spent most of his
years in wide-open Nevada, knew
the type. Another glance revealed
long, carefully-tended fingernailks, a
cold, flytrap mouth, and a diamond
little-finger ring of exactly the type
often used by cruder professionals
to camouflage a tiny palm mirror.

The ex-captain set the stramger
down as one of those cold-blooded
harpies which infest club cars and
steamship smoking rooms, making
a sordid living from uwmsuspecting
travelers.

Right there for the second time in
a short interval, Kemble's judgment
was in error. Tihe stranger once
had been the house man behind a
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faro layout in Goldfield, it was true.
But he had risen in the world.

For several years now he had
acted as the first lieutenant to a
very rich criminal—a man who
planned and carried out operations
through much of the west and south-
west, occasionally branching out still
further.

OZEN FACE RUFE ANDER-

SON, during his numerous peri-
ods of absence from the Yellow Evye
Mine, had started and was carrying
o6n a great organization doing busi-
ness far more to his liking—since it
almost inevitably called for murder,
and sometimes torture as well. His
specialty was abduction, ransom, tor-
ture—and then the final double-
cross, usually of the distressed
family who had paid the ransom.

Once a ransom was paid, it was
much better simply to kill a pris-
oner and dispose of the body. That
minimized risk, and also appealed
strongly to the basic instincts of
Frozen Face lust for killing which
he possessed even back in the days
when he rode as express guard with
Cussemout Crandall.

Jimmy no doubt was a more re-
ceptive and sensitive person than
his hard-boiled ex-captain comrade.
His glances at the man across left
him restless. He took a long time
over his nightcap drink, trying to
discover if he had ever seen that
black-garbed individuwal before.

Years in the army are apt to leave
any man with confused impres-
sions of familiarity where any con-
ceivable cast of human countenance
is concerned, however. Jimmy re-
luctantly decided that this must be
the case here.

At this moment the card-player
swept up his solitaire layout. He
turned once, Rlashing a strange, leer-
ing smile that seemed caustic, biting.
Then he got up and stalked down

the aisle to the writing desk at the
other end of the car. There he
sat down, a pad of yellow Western
Union blanks in front of him.

A few minutes later he rang for
the porter, gave him a message and
a bill. Then he arose, and walked
out of the club car.

Jimmy felt a queer hunch stir.

"Waiit a second, Corns!” he whis-
pered.

Then he arose, and went to the
writing desk. After a single search-
ing glance he tore off the top blank
and came back. Then for several
minutes he bent down close, tracing
carefully with a pencil the slight in-
dentations in the paper.

“Looks like he used a hard pen-
cil,” proffered Corns, who had be-
come interested.

“Uh-huh,” agreed Jimmy in an ab-
sent tone. “Sa-ay, what the hell
d'you s'pose this means?” he went
on, looking up with a scowl. “I—
well, 1 sorta felt that we—that this
message might—" He broke off,
scratching his chin. "Take a Jook
at it!” He held out the paper.

This is what Kemble readi:

Bildad Claeys
Ajo, Nevada
Guinea pig and salty razorback de-
livery Thursday four. C & O & D incon-
venient for packing.
GRANT.

EMBLE no more than looked at

it when he started to lawgh,
ehanged his mind, and held it dewn
te a snert. "Good Leord, you sure had
a huneh—=guinea pig! he chuckled.
“Oh, den't yeu see, Jimmy? I'm
the razordad! The letter C. O. and
D. mean Chieage, Omaha and Den-
ver! We ehange at Defiver—and I'll
bet eur ebvipus train te Aje is ene
that gets there Thuksday at feur
P. M
uOh’

the damn—" Jimmy red-
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dened and began to sputter. He had
been insulted lots of times because
of his stature, but being likened &g
a guinea pig was the unkindest cut
of all. “I'l work over that guy till
he knows he's—"

“Sh-h, mind!” cautioned Corns,
serious again. "He didn't know you
like I do, little man. But d'you get
the rest of this message? Packing
—that means killing and hiding our
bodies, 1 suppose—incomveniemt at
those places. They failed in Chi-
cago, so they'll probably try to do it
in Ajo!

“Welll, that means we can sleep in
peace a couple of nights, amyhow.
I'm glad to know that much. No,
we won’'t go after that gambolier.
He’s a friend of Bildad Claeys, the
slimiest critter in Southern Nevada.
You know, he used to hang out near
Clear Creek Valley, where my fami-
ly has its ranch. I remember Claeys.
I'll be mighty glad for a legitimate
chance to break his medk!™

CHAPTIER VI
Headgueateess in Frell!

HE crust of southeastern
Nevada—through the Belted
Range, the Desert Range,

Emigrant Valley, and evea Indian
Spring Valley—is so ash-dry that
even the carrion crow avoids it. Yet
all ever this immense land there is
water available within less than a
mile. Except where freak mountain
formations produce a narrow, iso-
lated oasis ot fertility, like Clear
Creek Valley, however, the water
flowiiiy generally seuth and east te
the Celerade River, er its tributary,
the Viegin, lies deep wumderground.

Some of the deep caves on the
eastern side of the Belted Range
have access to it: and it is in the
bowels of one of these immense
basalt and granite caverns that
Frozen Face Rufe Anderson bad

headquarters wherein many of his
important captives had been con-
fined in times past.

But never had he enjoyed the cus-
tody of men he hated as terribly as
those who now shivered in the dank
gloom of his natural dwmgeon!

Four hundred feet below the high
granite arch that supported a shell
of rock and desert alkali above, lay
chambers and corridors worn smsooth
in dim, past eons, by the bare feet
of men who vanished long ages be-
fore a Star shone over Bethlehem,
leaving no record of themselves or
their civilization. It was in one of
these sileat vaults ot black—

OR hours at a time there had

been no sound save the meonot-
onous st-gttstr of water seepage from
the high walls. But now in the selid
darkness sounded the clank of a
dragging chain.

It came from what once probably
had been a buried niche in this vast
catacomb, for there were other
niches just like it all along the wall
—rounded bays, each with a sort of
dais chiseled from the solid rock.

There was a muttering, tired voice.
Then a low, hopeless groan.

“Are you awake, Dimg?"

The hoarse voice boomed in the
vault, but its resonance deadened as
it reached the further imumensities
of the cavern. One sensed it was no
more than the involuatary protest
of a strong man who long since had
givean up hope, yet who could not
die till the last vestige of strength
had been sapped from his great
body.

He was Kerry Lassiter, who at
that very moment was being sought
by his son and Corns Kemble,

There was no reply for half a
minute. That in itself was an ap-
palling thing to one who ever had
known the swift smile, snappy
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comebacks, and general jollity of the
other man there in the dungeon.

“Oh, yeah, I s'pose I am,” came
the moody reply at last. “I ain't
even able to sleep, Kerry. Good God,
that devil’s gone plumb loco, ain't
he, Kemy?"

The last was a sort of explosion,
as the incredible horror of it all
burst once again through the dead-
ened shell of Ding’s apathy.

Now there was no answer at all,
except a muffled sigh. That was
worse than if the other denizen of
the darkness had burst forth with
the vilest imvective.

“Oh, Christ, Kerry!” came a sud-
den terror-strickem wail. “Say some-
thing, old man! Amything?! 1 got
to hear a voice! I been here eight
days—tell it by my luminous watch,
and that grub they bring us. I'm—"

“Amd I've been here simce—the
Monday following that cowboy
shooting out at Clear Creek Valley!™
came the solemn answer. Again
there sounded the ominous clank of
shifting chains.

GIOh-h_'i

E voice of Ding faded in ut-
ter horrok. His brother had been
chained here for nearly seven
fmonths! To him it was imconceivable.
“But even at that I-—oh, Kerry,”
he began again incoherently. “Don't
think 1 don't guess what youll«ee been
through! But—but 1 s'pose some-
times when we were all out there,
and only wondering what them cards
that come to us in the mail really
meant, you thought a lot about what
I—I was doing. Eh, Kerry?"
There was no answer. Probably
the elder brother did not grasp
words any more, unless he was
shocked into giving thern especial
attention.
Ding started again. He found it
hard to explain, this secret he had
kept from his brother-partner. But

the truth was that for a long time
there had been a gathering load of
dread on Ding’s mind.

He had not known what it was he
feared; but that only made it worse.
Then when those anonymous cards
had started to come, promising him
and Kerry CHAINS, TORTURE,
DEATH —wmelll, Ding had made his
arrangements for living under a dif-
ferent mame.

N brief, while away from the

mine, as he had been much of the
time now for three years, he had
married—under another name than
Lassiter. There was nothing erimi-
nal or even wrong abeut the decep-
tion. If something awful was geing
to happen to Kerry and himself—
and Frozen Face, whe admitted alse
getting the gqueer warmings—why
Ding meant te shield the gifl He
married. Now—

“Lord above, the doctor must be
with her now, Kerry, old mam!” he
breathed in mental agony. “I sent
to Rosewell for him a week ago yes-
terday—no, day before yesterday.”

A sigh was all the sound from the
other.

“Kerry, what in God’s name did
we ever do to Aim?"”

There was still no answer. The
two prisoners had been over this
ground of conjecture many times. In
all truth, Kerry himself had a sus-
picion now, though it was not
grounded in knowledge at all—
merely a sort ot dead reckoning of
elimination.

In all the world he knew of only
one man who might wish him hanm!
And that one was the creature who
already had done him the worst in-
jury a man can do another of his
kind.

If the partner they knew as
Frozen Face really were that fiend,
then Kerry Lassiter simply had to
live long enough to close the terrible
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account! The thought was all that
had sustained him through the grim,
lonely hours.

Ding spoke again.

"There—tihere's an empty place be-
tween us!” he said, with a catch in
his voice. "“D'yom s'posc¢ he's keep-
ing that for Jimmomy?"

IAT goaded the invisible man,
who choked out a curse that
trailed despairingly. But then Kerry
seemed to catch hold of himself.
“I wish you'd sing, old-timer,” he
said. "I—I used to lay here and
wish—" The rest of the sentence was
left unfinished.
Ding was game.
throat, and then launched
old vaudeville song.

He cleared his
into an

"1 just received a eable ‘fpatech
From my amcestral home.

It tells me 1I'm the great Gazoo,
Suiceessor 0 the throne!

Ny throne will he a bungalow,
Away up in the trees,

Where I'll be ruling mon

A dull crash from far up a corri-
dor interrupted him. Both prisoners
knew that this was caused by the
lifting away of a wooden door—
hingeless. It was not time for food.

They waited, tense, hoping that it
might mean something, amytiniimg!
Death even would be welcome as a
period to their suffferimg!

They both should have known bet-
ter. Frozen Face was coming, but
not to relieve suffering. This was
part of his program of refined cruel-
ty, the vengeance against a whole
family which his twisted brain
deemed mnecessary.

It was emblematic of his pantticu-
lar obsession, too, that he wished to
have all three members of the hated
Lassiteis present when he started
the final screaming horror of tor-
ture and death.

One member still walked free. But

the last message which had come
through from Bildad Claeys at Ajo
said that the boy was on his way
west. Oh, he would walk nicely into
the web of the spider!

Slow, measured footfalls sounded.
They approached. No glimmmer of
light showed. But unconsciously the
two chained men straightened, star-
ing into the blackness, expecting
they knew not what. This was some
new horror prepared for them by
their diabolical captor, both knew
with chilling eertainty.

The steps ceased. Of a sudden the
blinding glare of a powerful electric
torch illuminated the two niches
where the prisoners were chained,
and the empty space between, which
waited for Jimmy Lassiter. Neither
of the two men who strained to see
past that blinding light caught a
glimpse now of their captor, how-
ever. He remained motionlkess, veoice-
Jess.

"Amnderson!” cried out Kerry, his
voice hoarse with agony and the
strain his enfeebled body had put
against the unyielding chains.

No answer. The unseen man re-
garded his new prisoner without
any particular interest, then looked
at the unkempt, pitiful figure of
Ketry.

It would have been hard to dis-
cern a trace of the superb physical
being who had been one of the part-
ners in the Yellow Eye Mine.
Wasted, dirty, white of hair and
beard, clothes rotted away, and his
figuree no more than a caricature of
manhood now, Kerry Lassiter sank
back, understanding full well that
there could be ne merey from this
pitiless fiiend.

MIHEN came the horrid climax.
) The great searchlight blinked
out. Instantly Kerry and Ding found
their voices, clamoring foe mercy.
There was no immediate answer.
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Neither of the prisoners was sure,
after all that noise, that Anderson
had not silently departed, leaving
them to scream at the blankness of
the cavern. It seemed so, at any rate.
After a time they subsided, Ding
groaning, his head between his man-
aeled hands.

“Heh-heh-heh!"”

A grisly chuckle came from where
Anderson must have stood. But
now a small light fisshed on. It
illuminated only the head and shoul-
ders of the insane scoundrel, and it
stayed on no more than five minutes.

But those were long seconds of
crawling repulsion! This was met
Frozen Face Anderson! Or if it
was he, something more gruesome
even than the scars had happened to
his ecountenamee!

The face there in the light was
vermilion of lips, chalk white of
cheeks, hairless, appalling in some

unearthly fashion which mneither
prisoner could guess.
The light disappeared, leaving

them screaming with a momentary
madness which well might become
chronic. That awful face!

In actuality this was an imgenious
mask, made of chalk-white vici kid.
1t fitted the scarred face of Ander-
son as closely as a fine dress glove.

But ne knew, as he went hack with
slow, measured tread the same way
he had come, that neither of the
victims chained there in the dark-
ness would know, of even guess with
surety. He chuekled gloatingly

CHAPTER VII
A Deserte SHedleton

OMETIME during that first
night on the train, Corns Kem-
ble and Jimmy Lassiter lost

thelr gambler-shadow, the man who
had sighed his name to the telegram
concerning, a guinea pig and a razor-
birk hog.

Grant, as he had signed himself,
left the train and caught amother
bound back to Chicago. Everything
had not gone perfectly smoothly. But
he consoled himself with the last
message from the chief.

Frozen Face had changed his mind.
He was glad to have them coming
back to Nevada, where he could deal
with Jimmy Lassiter in person.

, uncertain whether or not they

had another watcher, the com-
rades came to the last stage of their
journey back to southern Nevada,
acting as if they had suspected noth-
ing.

“We'll fool ‘em now,” said Corns
grimly. “They expect us in Ajo.
Well, we’ll go there—but by a back-
door route. Next station, guinea
piig!"

He chuckled. For some reason the
total inappropriateness of this name,
where Jimmy was concerned, tickled
an obscure sense of humor.

"You said something about Clear
Creek Valley?" asked Jimmy, redden-
ing at the nickname, but ignoring it.

“Yeah. My home stamping grounds,
We'll pass through. Get your blue-
prints and your toothbrush. We're
dropping off sight unseen. Hope we
can get mules or hosses. It's one
hell of a long traummp.”

Taking advantage of his kmowledge
of how the railway made a big loop
here, Corns planned to visit his home
for a night before pushing on umnex-
pectedly to Ajo—and the Yellow Eye
Mine which lay in the Belted Range
beyond.

According to anything they could
tell, they succeeded in descending
from the train unseen. It was a tank
station named Beatrice; and the en-
gine filled up with water.

Wien it started to pull away from
the station they dropped off with the
two bags. The trunk belonging to
Corns would be put off at Ajo, and
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would have to take care of itself for
the time being.

Corns departed, leaving Jimmy
Lassiter alone on the platfornr: The
smell of hot sage was in his nostrils,
and his face looked oddly pale. Back
again ii(the Jand which had judged
him tndersized and unlikely! But
this was his country, just the 8ame.
Sometiyw he'd win through, this
time!

HE ex-captain did a little shop-

ping, and put across a dicker for
mules. He returned bearing a pack
age, and with twe bread-brimmed hats,
ene en tep of the ether, on his head.
They were straw sembreres, ¢cheap
but well ventilated and cemfortable.
He rede ene mule, and led twe ethers.
The third animal weuld earry thelr
bags, and alse the extra gallen can-
teens.

“Demt suppose there's much gun-
toting any more,” said Corns, un-
doing the package and bringing forth
two filled cartridge belts, with hol-
sters for the weapons they had car-
ried concealed. “But where we're
bound nobedy's apt to do much ques-
tioning.”

Both strapped on the belts. Jimmy
tried the sombrero, and found that it
fitted fairly well. He had no use for
the chin strap, se cut it off.

Corns watched the little man from
the corner of his eye. Wihat he saw
evidently pleased, for he was grin-
ning to himself as they started the
mules, riding the mules first to the
water tank to fill their cantcens, then
starting the animals westward into
the sage and glimmering playas.

In the far distance the barren peaks
of the Belted Range showed above
the broken hills and smaller ranges
nearer to hand.

In one of these ranges, totally sur-
rounded by desert, lay Clear Creek
Valley, practically the only cattle

range in this sector of the state,

On and on. Corns said nothing,
but through the afternoon, instead of
steering directly for his home, he
kept a little to the north, winding in
and out aimong valleys and below
ridgea which kept the full glare of
the sun, mueh of the time, frem the
skin of them bath,

1t would take days in the open be-
fore the first menace of the 6un was
overcome; and Corns recalled Jim-
my’s early trouble with nausea, sun-
induced.

There was no sign of it now. Jim-
my's blue eyes were shining, but he
was very thoughtful when they came
to a sheltered spot behind a butte and
made night camp. Corns had broaght
rations for supper and breakfast only.
He said that with any luck they
would reach Clear Creek Valley in
time for noon dinner next day.

Next morning they were in the
foothills of the Snake Range. Half
an hour after the start, Corns, lead-
ing, came to a stop at the foot of a
crumbling clitf. He pointed down-
ward grimly, thea dismounted.

"Some poor devil's cashed in all
alone out here,” he said as Jimmy
reined his mule. Thete was a jumble
of ill-assorted bones there, buzzard-
picked, with some fragments of leath-
er and cleth. Armeng the benes lay
a jawless human skull, with seme
tufts of yellowish hale still adhering
te the dried sealp.

A NY mystery of the desert such
as this, nowadays devolves a
duty upomn travelers in this region.
Tirme was when life was eheap, and
the desert could have her dead un-
guestioned. But that has changed.
"A horse, t00,” commented Jimmy
laconically, dismeunting to squat on
his heels and lift away parts of the
grisly exhibit.
Corns nodded, his serious expres-
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sion deepening. A horse meant that
this stranger, probably dead no more
than a week or thereabouts, had been
of the range rather than the desert—
a cowman, perhaps. And except for
the ffftty-by-tern mile grass in Clear
Creek Valley, there was no other cow
country for many a league!

HOT!” suddenly ejaculated Corns.

He poked a finger through a hole
in tHe Aekadap BUI9Er HIEOUBRo& hale
kufhearfiontahefeRe. AFer shorkmehs
alul capeldbd ratiedri Ay 2 vaeresad
R Geadad, RH&Eirievied aagersd
E‘&’E‘-@o@ﬁe'{ead when it fell out of an

eyRROCket bc a .45,
eAw§§3 o m besé’:\lg45 &1 tR§
vyc§§&[u”€ e sal ftm the
eless | "
§ BE WaE MG
|mm§; FewAin

Haﬁ sew,sem a8t commit ui:
cids. They aiR't got enough seRse 18
be that feelish,” answered €orns dry-
Ify “Fihoss shotgun chaps leesk kinda
HARY; theugh. BPrebly a stranger,
beeause there aiR‘t eneugh thiek
brush iR this eeuntry te make ‘em
anything but a nuwisahee.”

Two hours later, carrying only a
nondescript pocket knife and three
silver dollars as the possessions of
the unknown dead man, they came to
the pass into Clear Creek Valley, the
way through which cattle had to be
driven across the desert miles to the
railroad. Here Corns drew up short,
with a hissed warning.

“Horsemen!"” he said. In the back
of his mind all along had been a sus-
picion of the ease with which they
had seemed to slip the watchers who
had followed them at least part of
the way from Chicago.

But then he grunted reassurance.
These were cowboys from the valley.
They came forward, shifting direc-
tion, and trotting their horses. Car-
bines were carried unsheathed across
their saddles, and it was plaian that

Ei

they were on stern business, ready to
be suspicious of stramgers.

Shouts of recognition followed.
Corns Kemble knew three of the rid-
ers, and they remembered him well.
General handshaking ensued, with
Jimmy getting vociferous welcomes
—along with considerable good-
natured joshing in respect to their
mounts. (Whiille mules were far bet-
ter than horses for any distance
across the real desert, there never
was a cowpuncher who would admit
the fact.)

Greetings finished, there was a
speedy return to a former grimness
of manner. A tall rider with a twist-
ed mouth, answering to the name of
Harkins, revealed himself as the lead-
er of the party.

A week before this, Bert Long, one
of the three well-to-do ranch owners
of the closed valley, had ridden away
with only one of his own tophands—
a new man known as Arizony—and
had not -eturned.

"Long got a note one night, set-
tin’ down t' supper,” explained Har-
kins, rolling himself a wheatstraw
smoke as he talked. “He got Arizony
an’ rid away, not takin' methin'—not
saying nothin". He ain't showed
since.”

An exclamation came from Comi

Kemble. “Wrthat!” he said. “Who
brought the note? Anyone you
knew 7"

“Nope. A Mex on a mule. He
rode off—didn't stay even the might.™
“Amd this hombre you call Ari-

zony,” continued Corns. “Did he
wear chaps?"
“Yeah, the durned fool! Was used

to 'em, he said, an' felt nakid ef he
didn't—"

HOTGUN chaps? And is this his

knife?” Coras held out the pocket
knife he had salvaged from the pile
of bones.

A chorus of assent came. There
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could be no doubt whatever about the
circumstantial identification. €erns
\pointed out that there had been only
one skull in the heap, however. He
told them all about the discovery he
and Jimmy had made. To verify it
all they would have to do would be
back-trail thi mules about five miles.

“H'm,"” said Harkins. “Well, Long
didat shoot Arizony. Long's sorta
new, but he's a good fella down to
the roots. He goes an' comes—got
business outside. But we know darn
well he wouldn’t be goin’ away now.
His wife's sorta expectin”. An’ then,
too, Long didn't take as much as a
blanket. He's a kinda sperty cuss,
when it comes to clo’2s. No, he wasn't
aimin' to be away right now. Shucks,
he's got the doe in f'um Rosewell,
stayin’ with Miz lxng.

“Yore kid sister's stayin’ there,
Corns, sorta helpin’ out. Well, reckon
we’ll be foggin® along. On account of
things, don’t let Miz Ixing know we
got this sorta clue. It mebbe ain't
bad with Bert, so we don’t want the
lady worryin’ jest yet.”

“I'm glad you told us,” said Corns.
“We'lll see she isn't bothered. So
long!” And with waves of the hands,
the riders—nearly the whole force of
men from Clear Creek Valley, where
cowboys led an easy life—wemt on
their way.

Though neither Jimmy nor Corns
suspected, their errand was to link
up almost immediately and in pecu-
liar fashion, with Jimmy's guest.

CHAPTER V11t
Banjwmanddbitin

OW take vyourself a deep
breath, fella!” bade Corns
Kemble, '“This here's the

ridge of the pass. Now you're going

to look dewn Inte a part of Nevada

I'll bet you've never seem!”
Grinning, the cx-captain snatched

off his straw sombrero, whooped, and
dug his heels into the flank of his
mule. That creature, astonished,
broke into a next-to-verticall gallop,
a gait really slower than its side-
kinder trot.

But at the drop-off of the trail,
Corns reined sharply. “There—look
at that, fella!” he waved his arm. A
trifle of the dramatic effect was spoil-
ed by the fact that his mule, feeling
outraged, nearly unseated him.

IMMY Lassiter had seen, and

geinned In sympathetic apprecla-
tion. The valley was greea and
beautiful. Between widening bul-
warks of striped yellow, gray and
red rock, a watered valley widened
as it opened inte the far herizen.

Through it all lowed a small river.
Clear Creek, a stream that came from
one subterramean channel fifty miles
to the west, and disappeared into an-
other just below and to the north of
the pass. On its slow course through
the almest Jevel valley, hewever, it
created a luxuriance of verdure sub-
tropical in character.

“I domn"t wonder you wanted to
come homel” said Jimmy. “It's—
well, it looks like home! Are those
red and white animals down there,
your cows?”

Corns shook his head. *“Maybe
some of 'em,” he answered. *“The
whole valley is owned, you know, and
it's a common range for Dad, Apache
Tupper, and Bert Long. They let
their herds range wherever, seeing as
the cows can't get out unless they
sprout wings. Right below here the
land is owned by Long. the fella
who's turned up missing. He’s new,
so to speak—just came in this last
year, buying out old John Rhodes. I
haven't met Long, though I know his
wife. She used to be Kate Sommers.”

They descended, neither speaking
till they reached the level floor of
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the valley. Then Corns grinned,
shaking his head.

“I’ll have to take Luce back home,™
he remarked. “Luce is my kid sister.
She's a long-legged, freckle-faced
tomboy; but still and all, I can't fiig-
ure how Dad come to let her stay
with Kate a time like this, . . ."

“Oh, girls are pretty educated mow-
adays.” said Jimmy with a wry gri-
mace at the past. “How old is Luce?"

“Seven—hell no, she must be mime-
teem now! I'm forgetting how the
time ffliess. Yeah, nearly twenty. |
reckon. Maybe she won't be turn-
ing somersaults in the yard, after all.
Waouwlldn't s'prise me if she had her
haie up. . . ."

E straightened, amd then a cry

of recognition came from
Kemble's lips. Two horsemen had
fidden out from the corerals of the
Long ranch. Coras galloped for-
ward, reined his mule and leaped
off, running forward to seize the
hands ef the chunkier of the two
hersemen. This was Stan Kemble,
father of Coerns, a man whe was still
a little stiff in the saddle ewing teé
an injury et the previeus year.

His companiom was a famous char-
actet of the Southwest, Apache Tup-
per—scout, Indian fighter, sheriff,
marshal, gunman; come to compara-
tive peace and quiet in the twilight
of his years. He owned the middle
ranch in the valley. He had very
few cows, but that did not matter.
Here were companions after his own
heait.

“It's good to see yuh, boy! Now I
can quit cussin’, an' get a might's
sleep!” boomed Stan Kemble in a
sonorous voice. "Yuh—"

“I heard about Long, and about
Luce being here,” said Corns hastily.
“Dad, 1 want to make you used to
Jimmy Lassiter. 1 wrote you once
about him , ... he picked me off the

wire and carried me back to a dress-
ing station, once. . . .

“Jimmy, shake with Stan Kemble.
And now, meet the toughest old
buzzard-cheater in Nevada, this-hyar
specimen, Apache Tuppee. He's hu-
man, though he don’t look it!”

Jimmy grinned. He knew at once
that he would idolize these two old-
timers; and hoped with all his heart
they would not prejudge him ad-
versely because of his lack of height.

He needed not have worried about
Stan Kemble. Any man who had
saved the life of his only son, could
have carried the Seven Plagues of
Egypt in his bosom, and been wel-
come.

As for Apache Tupper, he was only
five feet six himself, though he Jook-
ed taller in the saddle. And he knew,
too, that there is a Jot more kick in
a nine-inch stick of dynamite than
in the biggest bologma sausage ever
stuffed. . . .

Speedily the news, or lack of news,
rather, concerning Bert Long, was re-
lated. Under promise of secrecy,
Corns told about the bones in the
desert—probably those of the punch-
er called Arizona.

Nothing more was said just at the
moment. A girl in a white frock ap-
peared in the doorway of the ramch-
house. She was tall, bobbed of hair,
hazel-eyed, smiling. . . .

“Corny!” she cried with gladness,
and came running to throw her arms
about her brother.

UCE! Good gracious how you've
grown! Why—let's look at yeu!
Oh, 1 forgotll Luce—" Corns looked
about, and grabbed Jimmy whcere-
monieusly. “Hefre's the Big Little
Man 1 wrote you about, Jimmy Las-
siter! Shake—and 1 hope you don't
make faces at him, Sis, because he's
really my best friend.”
*Shush, Cormy!” she stopped him,
coming straight to Jimmy with a
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smile, and holding out her hand. “I
feel as though I've known you a long
time, Jimmy. If you can stand
freckles and a snub nose, we'll be
friends, y'betcina!™

Still smiling, but with a glint of
meaning in her hazel eyes—a real ac-
ceptance without criticism, of the
man to whom she owed her brother's
return—Luce Kemble did an aston-
jshing thing. She kissed Jimmy
squarely on the lips!

“Wow!"” said the astonished Apache
Tupper. He and Stan looked at each
other, then down across the necks of
their horses. A horned toad sat
there. It was evident from the atti-
tude of these old-timers that neither
of them before had ever set eyes
upon this notable and extremely rare
curiosity. . ..

S for that jilted and confirmed

misogymist, Jimmy Lassiter—
a youth who would have consigned
women and all their wiles to some
far-distant planet, only ten minutes
before—well, he found that his brain
had started to stammer, as well as
his tongue!

He blushed as sweetly as a maiden
of thirteen, or whatever age it is at
which moderm girls still do blush.
And of course his burning cheeks
made him begin to be angry with
himself, down inside.

But luckily Luce was not trying to
plague him. Not right then, amyhow.
She talked to her brother, giving
Jimmy a chance. And he took it—an
eyeful of the gitl. Long-legged?
WeeeelHl, yes, perhaps. But net teo
leng. Freckled? Surely; but what
darned wholeseme aids (e beauty
freckles were! He had never ttheught
ef that before. SAUD nese? Deecided-
ly net! Her nese did tilt just the
Eeen;e&t Bit, just ensugh te be per-
eet

Somehow or other, leaving two old

men to chuckle and wag their heads
about the inexplicable ways of young
people, Luce, Corns and Jimmy en-
tered the ramch-house.

They came direct into a pleasant
living room of the old Nevada sort,
a room meant to hold all the guests
who wished to come. It was over
forty feet long, and more than half
that wide, furnished with homely
solidity rather than besutyy—though
there were many costly pieces, too.

“Don't mind if we leave you a
sec,” said Corns. “I want to see
Kate."

Jimmy nodded. He turned away,
examining the bear pelts, deer skins
and heads, and other trophies of the
outdoors which formed a major part
of the decoratioms. Over in one cor-
ner was a gigantic rosewood piano
of the old-fashioned box shape.
Bringing this thousand pounds of
wood and wire and ivory across the
desert surely must have taxed the
ingenuity of some pioneer.

Jimmy touched a key, but did not
make it sound. His eyes had fallen
upon something which looked oddly
familiar to him. It was a battered
old banjo-mandolin, lying on top
of the piano. He reached over and
picked it up.

"Wy this—" he began aloud,
stepping back toward the better
light. There was an almost scared
look in his blue eyes.

REATHING a little faster, he
looked at the frets, at the
scratched metal—and a pent breath
escaped in a thrilled exclamation.
There, where the black frets were
the widest, he read a monogram in
mother-of-pearl, one that he re-
memibencel! !

B. D. L.

Bert Dingley Lassiter—his umgdle,
Ding Laxsster!
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How had this come here? Could
Ding be this missing ramchman,
known as Bert Long? The initials
were the same. . . .

Wiith a lump of excitement in his
throat Jimmy held the instrument
in position. With one preliminary
chord to test the tune of the instru-
ment—which was nearly perfect—
he played.

ND as he played the accompani-

ment of a song he remembered
Ding Lassiter liked, Jimmy sang.
His slightly husky, not unpleasant
baritone filled the room.

“Gaanl-by my Bluebell,
Farewell to youw!

One last fond look into.
Your eyes of blue.

Mid camp-fires buming,
Mid shot and shelll—

I will be dreaming of
My own Bluebdlll”

At the first words of the song a
young woman in the adjoining cham-
ber looked up, startled. She sat up
in bed, waving a long white arm for
silence.

Then a choked, half-hystcrical cry
came from her lips.

“Bert! Oh, Bert! He's baak!”

She tried to get out of bed; but
a doctor who was putting in what
amounted to a fortnight's vacation,
came hurrying in and prevented her.

Corns ran out, scowling. “Say,
what the hell!” he whispered harshly.

But behind him a girl whose hazel
eyes were round, was staring at Jim-
my, who still clutched the bamjo-
mandolin.

“"Waiit, Corny!” she bade. “There's
something — funny -—— herell That
piece—"

Jimmy Lassiter was pale.

“Yes, it looks funny. 1, too, want
to knowl" he said simply. “You
see, that instrument belongs to my
uncle, Ding Lassiter "

"Oh, them—"

EN it seems that Ding is here,

wsing another name!” he filished.
“I ean guess why—and the reasen is
nething at all against him. But if
it's true, then he was captured like
my father! We'll="

"H'm!” said Corns, interrupting.
"Bet you re right, at that! Fella, we
start right new!” His black eyes
flashed.

Do Cormss and Jimmmy Find Kemyy and Ding in Time to Save Them Fnam
the Cluibthes of Frorzen Fawp? I8 the Inhumean Findl Cappioneadl?
A Thrilll on Everyy Pagpe in tihe Thivdl and Lastt Exctiting [hstial-

mentt of “Hivacen Fae!”
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In Which Kuthla’s Swwodd) the Scepter of the
Gramdl Mogul, Falls into Untholy
Hands . ..... .

Another Captaim Trouble Story
By PERLEY POORE SHEEHAN

Auttlosr of “THee Leagardd Mam.” “MMreee Nevena. ate

I

back in the Gorge of the Grasp-
ing Fist—omne of the old passes
leading from China into Tibet—that
Captain Trowble first heard of the
Spider Tong.
The man who told him about it
was a Chinese gentleman named Mr.
Wang. An elderly gentleman dressed

]T WAS while he was still far

in a long coat of gray silk, with
purple-black silk trousers neatly tied
at the ankles over spotless white

socks. Tten the long cue, and a
mandarin cap.
"A tsumgpmgg,” the captain re-

marked to himself—meaning a “red
button.” It took nerve on the part
of a Chinaman nowadays to wear the
regalia of the old empire, no matter
where he was. And Mr. Wang not
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only wore the mandarin cap with the
red button on it; there Was a cere-
monial fan sticking from the back
of his neck.

He himself, Captain Trouwble, in
such a presence, felt like a tramp.
He was just returning from the wild
Hou-Shan—"the Country Back of
the Mountains,” meaning this end of
Tibet, where, as successor to Kubla
Khan, he was establishing another
capital. It had been rough gelng—
and fighting—mwee oF less all the
way. He was dressed in nendescript
riding elethes.

XCEPT to bathe and shave,

which he did every morning, het
or cold, safe or not safe, he'd hardly
been out of his boots for a menth.

Captain Trouble, Shadak Khan, the
Fighting Fool; otherwise, Pelham
Rutledge Shattuck, of the U. S. A.
the rising war-lord of China and
perhaps the world.

Except for the long clean sword
across his knees, there was no sign
ot royalty about him at all. Mr.
Wang kept looking at the sweord—
first at Shattuck, then at the swerd.,

Kubla’s sword! Sceptee of the
Grand Mogul! All Asia was begin-
ning to whisper and sing abeut it.

“You risk your life to save mine,”
said Shattuck. “"WHhy?"

"The Spider Tong has already be-
reft me of family and fortune,” Mr,
Wang explained.

They were speaking the Mandarin
dialect, rich in various compliments
unnecessary to repert,

"“There was a Spider Tong 1 knew
of as a boy,” said Shattuck. “The
members of it put up bamboe scaf-
folding when my father was build-
ing his warehouses at Shamghai.”

Mr. Wang's face gave the hint ef
a smile. It was like & faee e€arved
from old ivery; and seme of its
tone, Shattuek guessed, had been
given it by epium.

“Tiese Spiders,” said Mr. Wang,
“are different. They also build. But
a web. In which they catch all who
are not spiders. And drain their
victitns to an empty husk.”

The interview was taking place
near the entrance of the Fur Girl
Cave, a vast grotto containing,
among other wonders, a boiling
spring. The place, largely on ac-
count of that flow of hot water, was
becoming more and more like home
te Shattuek. A heme that was huge
and still, remete frem the filth and
bleed et battle; and alse with seeret
reads i the SeveR Directisns—East
and West, Nerth and Seuth, Dewn
ahd Up, apd Newhere, the gireetien
yeu {fake when yeu die.

Shattuck was sitting crosslegged
on a pile of sadidle-blankets.

From where he sat he could look
out of the opening of the cave—as
high and wide as a triumphal ardh—
to a filmy waterfall beyond the
gorge, less than a quarter of a mile
away. Only when he listened could
he hear the murmur of the falling
water, It was like the hum of a
great wheel. Long before the water
reached the bottom of the gorge it
had turned to mist.

To the left and right of the water-
fall, wherever there was footing,
there were dancing sheets of green
where vines and ferns were swimg-
ing in the breeze.

HINA, hard hit in a thousand
places, was still beautiful. This
after all, was his second Father-
land. He Joved it
“Now they are talking of forming
the One Great Tong,” said Mr.
Wang. “Tihe Tong of the Spiders,
who will web the Empire back into
a single fabric again. 1f that should
come to pass, he who rules the
Spider Tong may rule the world.”
Shattuck, seated on his throne of
saddle blankets, didn't know whether
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he should dismiss the old gentle-
man or let him go on with his talk.
He was so tired he could secareely
keep himself awake. Yet he had te
be tireless. Disciplims had made him
nearly so. Discipline and semething
else.

There were times when he feit
as a ship might feel, with all sails
set and a favoring wind, bound for
some port still beyond the herizon
—a city of shining domes and min-
arets—a new capital in a new world
—ruled by the Maitreya.

E looked at Mr. Wang and saw

that the old gentlemman was
again looking at the sword that lay
across his knees.

“No one will rule the world except
with this for a scepter,” Shattuck
said.

“The sword of Kubla,” said Mr.
Wang. "Is it the real ome?"
Shattuck stared. “It is."

man was foolish.

Whhille he was still back in the
Blue Lake country—country of the
Kokonor — whispers had reached
Shattuck in various ways that fresh
trouble was brewing in Mlinchow.

A wandering lama of the Red Cult,
they who are magicians to a man,
had cast a handful of fimger-bones
into the air one night at the side of
the campfire, then inforraed him that
“the Cloudy Garden,” as the wide
Minchow Valley was called before
the Great Sorrow hit it, was again
fast becoming “Feng-ti-Yu,” which
is to say, the Valley of Hell.

To that Captain Trouble, Khana
Shadak, had replied, that most of
China was a Valley of Hell and that
Tilbet was even worse. There'd been
work to do in Tibet. There were
ten thousand men up there inow
working to restore the anciemt capi-
tal of Kubla Khan.

The dream of empire was taking
on reality.

The old

But as soon as he could, he'd
started back again for Minchow,
leaving Juma, the old Kirghiz ban-
dit, who was to be his Minister of
War, in the new dispensation, and
Champela, the half-American Tibe-
tan mystic, who was to be Minister
of Peace, when there would be peace,
to see that the work went along and
that the workers were fed.

Shattuck had a hundred Arghati
with him.

The Arghati themselves were ma-
gicians to some extent. Their long
life of seclusion in the depths of the
Gobi had made them so. Dwellers
in the dark, as they'd called them-
selves. Developing in themselves, or
keeping alive at any rate, the facul-
ties that all men had when the world
began but which now most of the
world had forgotten.

The world, the Arghati said, was
swinging around to another dawn—
another cycle; and he who carried
the sword of Kubla Khan would use
that sword to smooth the way for
the new King of the Wanld, the
King of Peace. The Maitreya! Mi
Leh Fu, as the Chinese called Him.
In Tibetan Rigden-jyepo.

Shattuck brought his attention
back to the fine old Chinese gentle-
man in front of him.

It occurred to him that the Ar-
ghati had warned him to be careful
about one who would appear before
him in the guise of a friend during
the third phase of the moon.

UT Shattuck had lost track of

time. He had too much else fto
think about, too much to do. When
he did take note ot time, it was gen-
erally in terms of split seconds—
everything happening so fast.

He was thinking about that mys-
terious scientific magic of the Ar-
ghati. They had a way of saying
that there was no future and no
past. Not in the usual sense of the
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word. Past and Future were “part
of the same landscape”™—a sort of
East and West of time, so to speak
—and you could see in one diirection
as easily as you could in another.

There were not many Arghati in
the world. Strange how that proph-
ecy of theirs about the Maitreya had
spread through the world. The com-
ing Buddha!

Something like that.

And Shattuck motioned the nice
old Mr. Wang to come near anil
make himself comfortable.

Mr. Wang, he had been imformed,
had been carried up into the Gorge
of the Grasping Fist in an elegant
sedan chair. There were a dozen
bearers who spelled each other, six
on and six off, because the climb
was steep.

Besides the chair-porters, there
had been about twenty other coolies;
altogether a good deal of style for
a man who claimed that he'd been
ruined.

But all milliomaires, Shattuck re-
flected, were like that—claiming that
they were paupers if they had only
one million left.

R. WANG had a light step for a
man of his apparent age.

Shattuck vaguely reflected that he
would have been more comfortable
it he'd kept a bodygward near him.
But his men were tired, after travel-
ing all night. He'd ordered them
into another part of the cave where
they could sleep in peace.

“Ai-yal!” breathed Me. Wang. “The
Spider Tong. The new one. Has
not my lord, Shadak Khan, heard
that the world is in fer a fresh deal
ot some sort?”

He tittered a little, and drew the
ceremontal fan from the back of his
neck. As Mr. Wang opened the
fan, with a graceful and ceremonial
movement, it seemed to Shattuck
that he saw a glint of bright steel.

ik

HE thing was impossible,
and he dismissed it from his
mind. He'd been mixed up

in so much fighting for the past
many months that he was seeing
death and the threat of death every
way he looked. Besides, he was
tired. He felt as if he could go to
sleep and sleep for a month.

Mr. Wang had remained stamding.
He appeared to have a doubt in his
mind as to how he should act in the
presence of this great one. The
great one was not only a foreigner,
a man with pale eyes. He was a
great war lord.

There were very few in China,
now, even among the educated
classes, who hadn’t heard that Kubla
Khan was back on earth in the per-
son of a white man.

“The Spiders,” Mr. Wang mur-
mured, apologetically, “declare that
even my lord, the successor of
Kubla Khan, is back of their move-
ment."”

“Hell's in their belly, and they're
belching lies,” said Shattuck.

“So 1 was certain,” Mr. Wang de-
clared. "Else why should they be
taking council to have you mur-
dered before you get back to Min-
chow? They have entered Minchow.
They are worse than the bandit
known as General Jade—Yw, the
Green Shiver—he whom you killed.
The Spidees say, ‘Why should amny-
ene go hungry when there i 80
mueh meat walking athut®?™

“You mezmn—"

Mr. Wang nodded, with his ivory
smile.

“Wanem and children,” he mur-
mured. “"To each lodge of the
opider Tong a feast every might.
And in these times of want, the
Tong grows swiftly.”

As Shattuck listened, with a grow-
ing rage and horror, to the story
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that Mr. Wang was telling him, a
number of the Arghati came ghost-
ing into the far part of the cave.

The soft voice of one of them
came . to Shattuck,

“Pardom, Great One; but we have
a feeling that you are rumning into
danger."”

“Be at peace,” said Shattueck. *I
have just been warmed."”

T was queer that these people

should have got word of the mur-
der plot against him. But he was
accustomed to the mysteries of the
Arghati by this time. He'd given
them but a glance. He’d given them
A gesture of dismissal.

For a time they still lingered
there, lean and dark. They looked
like neither Mongols nor Chinese.
They might have belonged to some
eurly Aryan tribe—the noble race,
as they were called in India; fore-
runners of all the white people in
the world.

“How'd you know where to find
me?"” Shattuck asked Mr. Wang.

He'd been keeping his movements
secret to some extent. There were
enough enemies on his trail, with-
out advertising for more. Russians,
Japanese, Chinese Communists, the
Nationalists also; then any number
of independent bandit chiefs who
knew that they were doomed unless
Shadak Khan met his owa doom
first.

“Prince,” said Mr. Wang, “I may
be merely old-fashioned and a little
crazy. But I went daily to the Sub-
lime Mount and there questioned the
Goddess of the Wind."

“Go on,” said Shattuck. *“But
suppose the Spiders did the same.
Then they would know that 1 was
on my way. As no doubt they do,
if they're planning to kill me."

“May the Lord of the Sky protect
you.”

Thhe Arghati, Shattuck reflected,

could foresee a man's fate; but not
even they could prevent that fate
being carried out.

Mr. Wang was kneeling now, com-
fortably enough, on another sadidle-
blanket just in front of him.

“By what sign.” Shattuck asked,
“are these Spiders kmowin?”

“By the sign of the Bite,” said
Mr. Wang. “But many of us have
taken the Bite merely to save our
lives. May 1 show you what it
looks like, O Lord of the Weorld?”

And the fine old Chinese gentle-
man drew back the overhang of one
of his silk gray sleeves exposing an
ivory wrist. The wrist was encircled
with a bracelet of pure green jade,
so tight that it must have been put
there while the slender hand was
smallee yet. Then, just abeve the
braeelet, three eurious red marks.

Mr. Wang leaned forward. So did
Shattuck.

As Shattuck did so, it was as if
he'’d been struck at by a striking
snake. And the snake was Mt
Wang. Then, with the sting of
fangs still in his shoulder, Shatfuck
felt as it the snake had thrown a
coil about his neck.

Nowhere! Meaning Death! That
also was one of the directions of the
roads leading off from the Fur Gitl
Cave—a tradition so old that the
place had been left deserted practi-
cally since the original Kubla Khan
had passed this way.

NSTEAD of being the fine old

geatlemhan he'd appeared 16 be,
Me. Wang was showing himselt to
be a flust-class demon. He wasn't
ivory any morfe. He was red-hot
steel.

He'd aimed a blow with a razor
at Shattuck’s jugular. Missing that
by inches, he'd slipped his arm
about Shattuck’s throat and was try-
ing to sever his windpipe.

At the same moment, a clamor
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had filled the cavern—multiplied by
ten thousand echoes. Shatttuck
thought of the hundred faithful who
were his only escort when he'd
reached this place. He'd led them—
and himself—into an ambush. Were
they also being murdered?

11L

VEN as Shattuck struggled,

with that sense of a mearness

of death upon him, his fignt-
ing mind was telling him pretty
clearly what had happened.

The Red Sect lama who'd thrown
the fiinger-bomess for him across the
divide in Tibet was a part of the
plot, putting into his mind the
thought that he was needed back in
Minchow. The plotters would have
guessed that he would leave the bulk
of his growing army at Kokonor,
there where he planned to make his
headquarters for the conquest of
Tilbet.

Minchow was to have been amother
center. From Minchow as a capital,
he’d bring this wild province of
Kansu into line. He'd organize the
untamed brigands into the best sol-
diers in the world, make their coun-
try—with its piled-up mountains and
fertile valleys—into another Switzer-
land.

With Kansu and Tilbet back of
him, he'd be ready to overrun Mon-
golia and free Manchuria. . . .

All this while he was ffiditimng—
fightingz to free his sword arm, fiight-
ing to keep that razor from his
throat, fiighting for air.

At the same time, his ears were
bringing him evidence of what was
happening elsewhere. The corridor
into the inner cave, where the Af-
ghati had established their quarters,
must have been blocked. Abowve and
below the main entrance te the cave,
through whieh he had leeked just
now, there had been sentinels pested.

They must have been ambushed
immediately following the arrival of
their chief. Mr. Wang was their
chief. His arrival in state, his old«
fashioned manner, had been a blind.
Room in the cave to have concealed
a thousand—or ten tinowsamd—men.

Now at their bloody work of
slaughter.
The Arghati had warned him.

They would be dying now on his
account.

Whether they were or not, their
strength came thrilling into him,
Up from the sword in his hand there
came a shock of mysterious elec-

tricity at high tension. He had
freed himself.
Bleeding! He knew the feel

There was still a riot of noigse and
echoes about him as if the cave
were filled with thunders trying to
escape.

"You die anyway,” shrilled a voice.
The bite of the Spider is poisoned.”

And there stood the enemy who'd
passed himself off as the fine old
Mr. Wang. The mandarin cap and
the cue of long hair were gone—the
polished head looked like a skull.
Gone also the gray silk coat, re-
vealing a sinewy torso and wiry slim
arms.

On the breast of the fellow Shat-
tuck saw a repetition of those red
marks he'd seen on the wrist—mag-
nified now, and recognizable; a skull
and bones, tatooed in red.

“Mzweah!”

The word meant “poison-doctor.

"Omne of the greatest,” came the
sneering reply. "Head of the Spider
Tong!"”

]

ND the Spider Chief made a

sliding jump to one side, swift
as a shadew, when Shattuck hunged.
Swift as a hunting spider. He’d
bitten—as he himself would have
said; he had only to wait for the
poisen to take effect.
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Shattuck’s knees went limp. With
an obvious effort to right himself he
went into a reeling fall. This time
the Spider Chief was taken off his
guard. The sword of Kubla flashed
and the poison knife went spinning,
taking a hand along

At the loss of his hand, the Poisen
Chief went into a sort of delirium—
cursing, dancing, staring.

Shattuck felt no slightest touch of
pity. ,

“Ai-yal” he shrilled softly, in imi:
tation of one of the ¢ries the tzuren
had wttered.

And with his left hand he smatched
at the amputated wrist and gave it
a twist that brought the poison dec-
tor to the floor of the cave. It was
a twist of pa-shih, the old Chinese
system from which the Japanese
took their jiu-jitsu.

The man was on his back and
Shattuck was read to flay his breast
of that poisom brand.

“Quick,” said Shattuck. *Death
—or stop the action of your mmem!”

“L lack the breath,” said the poison
doctor.

“Tihen tell me the wordi!”

And it was like that that Shattuck
came into knowledge of the pass-
word and various other gems of wis-
dom concerning the Spider Tong.

v

H ATTWACKK had shouted

"Dzuk 1"—a camel-word, really

used by camel-drivers when
they want their beasts to lie down.
A hiss and a click that carried as
no other word might have camriedl;
and he was conscious that it had
been heard and wnderstood.

He'd dragged his victim next fto
the stream that flowed away from
the hot spring. Tihe water was hot,
all right; but it wasn’t boiling. And
there were salts in it worth a for-
tune to a man with an opean wound

and in danger of bleeding to death.

He threw the Spider Chief face
down and knelt on him. He laved
his own wound. The shock of that
hot and salt-impregnated watet was
like a fresh stab—only werse—as it
struck his open ,wound. Semetimes
—often—pain was good.,

He jerked the bleeding wrist of
the Spider Man forward and thrust
it into the healing stream.

He listened. There was less
noise. From his own shirt he
ripped a linen strip and made a
tourniquet for his enemy's severed
wrist.

TRIUINNG an enemy in a fight was
one thing; leaving him te bleed
to death was another.

But the act ot mercy was one of
those that cause some men to for-
swear good actions for the rest of
their lives. As he turned from his
task of tightening the makeshift
bandage, he discowvered that his pre-
cious sword was gone—the sword of
Kubla Khan—the hope 6f Asia=the
hope of the worldl!

But if someone had been beold
enough, and deft enough, to steal
the weapon from his side during the
minute or so that his back was
turned, laving his ewn weund apd
that of the Spider Chief, why hadn't
the thiet killed him with it?

He'd been unarmed. He'd been
kneeling as if predestined to e&xe:-
cution.

He guessed the answer—all this in
the racing time of thought. The
man who'd taken the sword had be-
lieved that he and the Spider Chief
had struck up an understanding. The
man hadn’t dared kill them both, ner
yet kill one without the ether.

There'd been that cry to cease ac-
tion. Yet here the thiet had seen
the head of the Spider Tong, the
enemy, and the sword of Kubla
Khan.
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He had taken the sword and fled.

For a reeling second, while the
nightmare truth of this flared in his
brain, Shattuck longed for death.
Then in a frenzy of action, he was
his fighting self again. He'd scram-
bled toward the pile of blankets
where he'd eased himself of hid belt
and holster when preparing to rest.

EFORE he could cover a tenth

of the distance, he saw a dozen
strangers lurch into the cave through
the arched entrance. Blind instinct
was all that could have made him
stoop and seize the thing that lay
oA the floor of the cave at his feet
—a dead hand still gripping the
razer-edged knife with his owa blood
on the blade.

"Dzukll Dzuk!” he howled at them.
“Kneel, you camel spawn!"

And as he howled this at them he
rushed at them with that ghastly
weapon raised.

They were bandits of the sort mow
swarming over China, especially in
wild Kansu—two or three of them
almost naked, here and there a uni-
form, a general flutter of rags, all
sorts, but all of them armed with
rifles, even a bayomnet or two in
place. And all of them quick of
eye, as with animals long used to
hunt or starve.

There was a clatter and a falling
back as they saw what must have
appeared a devil bearing down on
them with a dead man’'s hand as a
weapon, and that hand armed.

"Dzuk!” Shattuck howled. ™“I'm
your new chief! I'm the Dragon
Spider!”

Thhere was one who doubted this
—a thick-set man, pock-marked and
military. He uttered something in-
coherent. He lifted his rifle with
its fixed bayonet and made a lunge.
As he did so, Shattuck flung hand
and knife into his face.

The man let out a stifled yelp and
tilted back.

On the instant, Shattuck was on
him and had his rifle. Wiith a side-
swipe he knocked the fellow the
rest of the way.

But that show of resistance on the
part of their leader had been emough,
brief and weak as it had been, to
set the others in action. There was
a shot that went wild.

Shattuck stabbed the man who
fired, and the bayonet held. There
was no time now for parley. A mo-
ment more and he would have been
surrounded, unarmed. He was al-
most sufrrounded as it was, but his
fightiiigy eye had shown him a possi-
ble hole—a recruit just to the side
of him, still so goggle-eyed at what
he had seen—was seeing still—that
he'd forgotten what his gun was for.

Shattuck jumped sideways, as he
had seen the Spider Chief leap, and
brought the recruit a jolt with his
shoulder.

They went down together; but of
the two of them Shattuck alone
knowing what it was all about.

Before either the recruit he'd
bowled over or anyone else divined
his purpose, he'd scrambled to the
pile of blankets and thrown himself
behind it.

Safe harbor, this was. In anmether
fraction of time he'd jerked out his
gun.

\Y

HIS part of the battle was
over. In quick succession,
Shattuck fired three shots.

The pock-macked man had come up
with a screaming curse—practically
from the moment he'd touched the
floo,, events had been raclng se fast.
He was the first te drep. There'd
come an echo of the sereaming eurse
frem the far side ef the eave, and
there was the Spider Chiet frething
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forward telling his men to kill this
foreign devil—this yamg-kwei-tzu,
with trimmings about the foreign
devil’'s mother. He was the next to
drop. Then a third, who made the
mistake of taking too much time to
aim his rifle.

“Ciiu wrimg!”

And that was a cry from the re-
cruit Shattuck had bowled over, ask-
ing Shattuck to save his life. It was
no more than the chirp of a sparrow
in the blood and thunder of this hole
in the hills, but Shattuck heard it.

“So be itI" he called.

T looked like more war as a dozen

more bandits came stampeding
into the cave from the outer trail.
But they were on the fun and
brought panic with them.

Shattuck caught the message they
were trying to tell even before their
comrades did. The Arghati were
coming.

Coming they were, in fact, from
two directions—frorn the outer trail
and from the back of the cave,

That cry Shattuck had let out a
while ago—the one he'd bled from
the Spider Chief—had done its work,
after all. It had checked the rush of
the Spiders, given a chance the
Arghhati needed te get away by an
inner passage and come to Shattuck's
rellet frem anether diirectien

Shattuck took his chance. He
clambered from cover, with his auto-
matic ready for action.

“"Down guns and up handsl” he
said.

There was a herding backward, and
Shattuck followed up. But guns be-
gan to drop and hands went up.
There were three dead men on the
floor, each with a bullet threugh the
center of his forehead.

That wasn't a detail to escape these
hunter-eyed bandits either. Brave as
starving tigers in their way. But
superstitious.
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The Arghati came in. They looked
like an army, although a dozen of
them had been killed or wounded in
their first attempt to rush the cor-
ridor that separated them from Shat-
tuck—Shadak Khan te them, the
Trouble Khan, heir of Kubla.

Shattuck singled out the recruit
who'd asked for quarter.

“Whet’s your name?” he asked,
while the Arghati troops were round-
ing the bandits up against the wall.

“Tihey call me,” the boy amswered,
* "the One-Eyed Cat.'™

One eye was missing.

But he had a “do"” name also. Some
fond mother had suggested it prob-
ably in a past that now must have
seemed remote. The name was
Meisun, the only possible translation
of which was Sweet Gentleness.

“Meisun,” Shattuck asked, “are you
a Spider?”

Thete was fright in the boy's eye
as he showed the marks of the “bite”
on his arm.

Shattuck clapped him lightly on
the shoulder. “Yom belong to me,”
he said, and he had the melamcholy
comfort of seeing the fright fade
from Meisun’s single eye.

VI

T was what the people of Kansu
called the Season of Greater
. Heat, about the middle of July.
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Shattuck knew why the Spiders
had left. It wasn't because they'd
been routed. It was because they'd
got what they'd come for. His own
life also would have been acceptable
to them. Perhaps they would have
liked to use him at one of their
“feasts.” He might have furnished
them amusement, at any rate, as he
squirmed under torture.

UT the real object of their am-
bush had been the sword of
Kubla Khan.

Shattuck tried to master his mel-
ancholy, his despair. He was bereft.
Something had been taken from his
life—the purpose of his life—all his
dreams. Life had stopped. Not
stopped but had gone blind and
crazy, like a rudderless ship in a
gale.

He must regain the treasure else
he die.

The Big Dipper was low in the
sky—the “Bushel” it was called, here
in China: the Tou. The North Star
was a goddess: Tou Mu.

Good enough to pray to, amyway—
that star he'd looked at as a kid, here
in China, over there in the United
States. Tou Mou was on their left.
They were headed East, the Blue
Dragon direction.

It was very late.
dark.

Shattuck had given orders. To
Paspa, his Arghati captain, he had
explained what he intended to do.
And Paspa, at least, had made no
objection. There was a grain of hope
in that.

Meisun, the One-Eyed Cat, was go-
ing to be useful. The gallop. the
night, and perhaps some animal or
juvenile intuition for Shatfuck’s
friendliness, was helping the bey te
talk.

Wang was the real name of the
Spider Chief—Wamng Chung, as one
might almost say Mir. Faithful King.

The plain was
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But in the Dragon Tong, of course,
he'd always been known-as the Num-
ber One Dragon Spider.

The Wangs lived in a large house
in the Tung Ma Lou, otherwise East
Horse Street. And Meisun knew the
house well and could get Shadak
Khan into it—if they weren't shot
before they could pass the city gates
—because Meisun had a sister who
was a “forked-head” workiag in the
place.

“"Wiat's that,
Shattuck asked.

1t was, Meisun explained, another
word for a servant gitl, because ser-
vant girls wore their hair in two cues
instead of one.

The thing that interested Shattuck
most was that the Spide¢ Chiet had
left an heir, a youth named Kien-
chang, who would be the nominal
head of the Spider Tong., now that
his father was dead, untit a new
Dragon, or chief, should be elected.

Shattuck hadn’t changed his clothes
nor made any attempt to disguise
himself. This was a desperate ad-
venture on which he was engaged.
He was staking his life en it. If he
failed, he might as well die anyway.

And he cast another look at the
goddess Tou Mu as she began to
fade from sight in the early dawn.

Early dawn, and already such
market people of the Cloudy Valley
as hadn't been frightened to death by
bandits or otherwise killed, were
making their fatalistic way t6 Min-
chow to sell what they had to sell.

Shattuck bought a melon and split
it with Meisun.

a forked-honadd?™

N the dawnlight, he led the way,

still mounted, and Meisun follow-
ing elose with the twe lead penies,
under the high walls of the ameient
city and intoe the erowded slime of
the main gateway. Here a eouple 6f
tax-collectors were for &iopping
them. But Shattuck pgave them a
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glare and whispered a Spider word
that turned them polite and almost
white.

The same thing happened when
they came to the large black gateway
of the big house in East Horse Street.
Wihen a sleepy major-domo finally
opened.

Shattuck, followed by the now tiinoi-
oughly frightened Meisun, slanged
the fellow and pushed on in.

“I would see the master of the
house,"” said Shattuck.

“He is not here,” the steward an-
swered.

“Are you sure you know to whom
I refer?” Shattuck asked.

“My lord Wang Chumng.”

“Wnrong,” said Shattuck. "The old
man is flying now with the Yellow
Stork. 1 would see your new master,
Kienchang.”

VII

HE big house was coming
visibly te life as Shattuek
followed the steward thisugh

court after court. Servants every-
where, men and wemen, and all ef
them, even the wemen, lgeking as it
they'd be gquiek te murder it they
got the signal.

But this was no ordinary Foreign
Devil. Devil, maybe. He had killed
a bandit king. Was he bent én an-
other killlng new? Shadak Khan.
Captain Trouble. King Trouble. ThHey
knew him. But evidently in league
with the Spiders.

The word had gone round. Shadal:
Khan had sent in a weed by the stew-
ard that had caused a reply te be
sent back at once that the visiter be
admitted,

Kienchang was the young master's
name. It was also a word that meant
“luxwriant.” Shattuck recalled this
as he surveyed the man he'd come to
see.

Kienchang hadn’t left his couch.
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He was dressed in white silk. There
was a bright red kerchief about his
head, also silk; and the front of this
was drawn into a turban effect by an
emerald the size of a pigeon’s egg.

Shattuck walked straight toward
him.

Kienchang quailed and made a
movement to protest, to express a
sense of outrage. Shattuck stopped
him, speaking softly.

“Keep quiet. Don’t move.
may still be sweet for you.”

They were about of an age, Shat-
tuck surmised. There were two ways
ot looking at this thing called luck,
it flashed upon him. To be born
lucky—rich and handsome, for ex-
ample—might not be so good.

"Send the steward away,” Shattuck
ordered. "Tell him to see that my
man and horses arc fed.”

There was a heartbreaking mirth
in that. Shadak Khan, he who was
to be the fighting lord of the new
dispensation, reduced to a one-eyed
boy and four stolen Mongel ponies.

In any case he had the whip-hand
over the master of this palace—all
gilt and lacquer, mirrors and carved
blackwood.

“What if 1 refuse,” Kienchang pro-
posed without much spirit.

Shattuck's eyes danced.

“Then,” he said, “I'll be forced to
kill you as 1 have just killed your
father.”

Kienchang paled.

“"You killed my fatlner?"

Life

ECAUSE he almost killed me
first. Because he came to me dis-
guised and struek me unawares. Yeu
see this surgical dressing abeut my
neck. Yet I would have spared him.
Even while 1 was taking care of
him, ene et his mep—one of your
men new—sinee you are the Dragen
—stole My sword.”
Kienchang gave a start

“Hold on,"” said Shattuck. "I see
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that you are happy, that this was

something that you counted on. Are
you your father's only som?"

“Yes!”

“Then, that accounts for it. The
sword was meant for you. And 1 am

justified in what 1 intend to do.”

“What do you intend to dio?”

"Kill you at the setting of the sun
unless the sword is in my hamd.”

There was a long pause. Then
Kienchang found breath and courage
to ask: “Amd in the meamtinme?"

“I hold you hostage.”

“Wihere?"”

“Here in your own house.
room."

“Where do you get the aurthority
for timis?™

“I carry it with me,” Shattuck said,
putting the flat of his hand on his
holster.

"I'll have to send out word,” said
Kienchang.

“As maiby as you wish,” said Shat-
tuck. “I'm in as great a hurry to
leave you as you are to have me go."

He knew when he said this—he
could read it through the shalllow
transparency of Kienchang's face—
that the heir of Wang would use
this means to have him killed. It
merely made him smile—gave him a
feeling of exaltation. There is an
exaltation in daring, when heart and
soul are in charge, that thrills like
musie

In this

VI

IENCHANG, with a hand
that shook, struck a gong

that hung near the head of

his couch with a metal hammer. The
steward appeared.
Kienchang ordered three thimgs:

Breakfast, writing materials, and his
opium.

Shattuck let him do the ordering.
But his ears and eyes were alert. So
far there was nothing wrong. He

studied the room. From now on he
would see that Kienchang would be
between himself and any possible
sniper. That wouldn't be so hard.
The couch was set in a deep niche.
He himself would lie down and rest,
iR a little while, with the heir of
Wang in front of him.

Not much after dawn, and the day
was going to be long. He'd have to
watch himself as well as this prison-
er of his, The earlier fatigue that
had plagued hrm in the Cave of the
Fur Girl had left him. All his nerves
were taut, as if he would never sleep
again.

E steward returned with a wide

tray. On the tray were tea and
riee, fruit and sweetmeats, seeded
cakes and pae-tzu—steamed tarts,
thelse were filled with chopped meat
and vegetables.

Manifestly, there was no famine
in the house of Wang

But Shattuck would neither drink
nor eat. He'd had his half a melon.
That would have to do him until
the sun went down, if the vigil had
to last that long.

His last day on earth, perhaps.
There were better men whose death-
hour was striking now. Around the
world, the souls ot the known and
the unknown would be going up like
morning mist. Then it would be the
turn of Shadak—

Before he could complete the
thought, there was a muffled explo-
sion, a shattering of glass, and a bul-
let whined sharply as it passed his
ear. He'd been fired at through a
mirrof.

There were many Chinese mirrors
arranged like that, arranged for the
convenience of an unseen watcher.

Before the whine of the bullet was
silent, it seemed, Shattuck had shot
out a hand and drawn Kienchang to-
ward him, a hand on hiB collar. Kien-
chang must have thought that this
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was death, for he let out a sharp
high cry, then, with an umexpected
Savagery had flung himself at Shat-
tuck and was ffggiting.

Kienchang wasn't fiighting like a
man. He was fiighting like a wild-
cat, clawing, trying to bite. His
dark eyes seemed to have taken a
greenish tinge.

Shattuck gasped with disgust.
Wouwld he have to kill this fool, too,
as he’'d killed the elder Wang? For
now, with a feroecity and cunning
generally attributed only to the in-
sane, Kienchang was clawing at the
bandages abeut Shattuek's neck and
sheulders.

NOTHER shot banged through—

very wild this time. It wasn't
likely that the marksman, whoever
he was, would take a chance of
wounding the new master ot the
house.

But neither was Shattuck willing
to take a chance. He tilted an arm
under Kienchang's chin and nearly
broke his neck.

Now Kienchang was trying to
speak. But when he did speak, it
was a squeaking command to the
hidden marksman to fified—ffire!

A bullet came in from another di-
rection. Another mirror had been
shattered. Then amother!

Still the marksmen were wild. But
this couldn’t go on very long. 1f
they killed the son of Wang it would
be as bad for Shattuck as if he him-
self stopped the bullet.

Shattuck could have wept. He
could have cursed. 1f he could only
fight''—figpht for what he wamted!—
like a man'—against men, whatever
the odds'—if he could only have the
great sword agaln in his handll—the
sword of Kubla Kham!

He was panting to control the hu-

man wildcat in his arms—this Spider
Man, Even as he did so, his thought
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shot out and upward to the North
Star goddess.

He brought his prisoner over with
him onto the couch where Kien-
chang had been lying at the ioment
of his arrival. Kienchang was fiight-
ing still.

A satin coverlet was scuffled aside,
and there, before his eyes, Shaftuck
saw the sword of Kubla. His swerdl!
The world-saver!

1X

~W NN so, the discovery was al-
most the end of him. He was
dazed, stricken. He let out a
shout. In an instant he had re-
leased his held on the squirming,
cursing. punishing heir ef Wang and
seized this heirleom 6f the great
Kubla instead. He was thrilled
threugh by a pang et gratitude that
was almest an ache, an ache {8 drive
his seul frem his bedy, give it
wings.

But freed, Kienchang had seized
the teapot and hurled it at him.
Shattuck dida’t know until later that
he'’d been scalded on the hand.

Having hurled the teapot, Kien-
chang, screaming orders all but in-
coherent, made a dash to leave the
room. For a moment, Shattuck stood
exposed te fire from all directions.
Frem all direetions, it seemed, eame
the Hike. At peintblank range, it
fAUst have been.

Yet the hurry and the confusion
must have gone to the heads of the
marksman. That, or fear.

Suddenly Shattuck had jerked his
gun and flirsd—twies, right and left.
In each direction he'd seen a gust
of smoke,

He caugbht Kienchang still fum-
bling at the door, and kicked—<him
aside.

“"You're lucky,” said Shattuck, “I'm
not wasting a bullet on you—yet*

There was a sling on the sword,
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like that on a polo mallet, and he
slipped this over his arm. His arm
would be cut off, as he'd amputated
Wang, before he lost that sword
again. Or arm and sword would go
together.

He seized Kienchang and made
him lead the way, holding him,
meantime, by his white silk collar.

From an inner court a little serv-
ing maid ran out. There was an ex-

pression in her face. She had two
pigtails instead of one. “Fork
Head!” The boy Meisun’s sister.

She ignored her master. She made
a signal to Shattuck. He followed
her. She led him through mean
ways of the big house, and, fiidlly,
through a small heavily timbered
door, that opened on a public alley.

EISUN was there with the four
ponies, exciterent shining in
his single eye.

“Meisun,” said Shattuck. “suppose
you stay here. I'm headed for stormy
weather.”

“Duke,” said Meisun, "you said
that I was your mam.”

“You are,” Shattuck decided. “Can
you handle an auttommettic?™

uYes."

“Tihen take it,"” said Shattuck. “and
get away with the ponies through
the gate. 1f they try to stop you,
abandon two of the ponies. 1f they
try to stop you after that, shoot. But
not unless you have to. Under-
stand ?"

“Yes."”

“Tihen meet me outside the wall
where the big gingko tree leans over.
Know where?"

“Yes."”

"Tihere’s a mob assembling. They're

looking for me. not you. Good luck.
So-long.”
They exchanged a swift hand-

skake. Meisun was on his way, tak-
ing his four ponies along.
All this time he'd been holding

the son of Wang by the collar. Sud-
denly Kienchang slipped out of his
upper garment and started to run.
He ran like a hare. As he ran he
screeched, and Shattuek heard him
calling on the members of the Spider
Tong. This was the new leader of
the Spider Tong. His word was
law,

‘Kill? Kill!” he shouted. “'Killl
Kill"
Shattuck wouldn't have followed

him, but there was no other way to
go. He’d have to move quickly, else
he was trapped.

Other voices were taking up the
cry. The excitement at the Wang
house had already asseiibled a mob
in front ot the house. Around an
angle of the compound meR began
to appear, some with knives, seme
with elubs.

There was a responsive shout.
There were words of the Spider
Tong that reached Shattuck as ha
ran. He appeared to be running to
certain death.

But now he had the sword in his
hand. The crowd fell back. But a
club came hurtling through the air,
then a stone.

Kienchang, stripped to the waist
and screaming his call for murder,
turned, shouting for his men to kill.
On his breast Shattuck saw the red
skull and bones that had been on
the breast of the elder Wang.

Someone passed Kienchang a
heavy chopping knife. He whirled
this up to throw it at Shattwck's
breast. It was a movement never
completed.

X

HATTWCK had lashed in with
a backhanded stroke, and
Kienchang's head rocked as if

jumped from its body. The body re-
mained there curved, but upright for
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what seemed like a long moment, a
fountain of blood, before it collapsed.
At sight of the blood, the mob
surged and rocked like a single be-
ing, drunk on its own excitement.

With a swift movement, Shattuck
stooped and picked up the head by
the hair, and burled it into the
thick of the mob. "Tihere'll be 1i0
more Spider Tong,” he roared.

He saw his chance, where a cart
was placed against the interior of
the wall. He wasnt far now from
the leaning gingko that he'd counted
on to escalade the wall. This was
better. He leaped to the cart. In
a moment he had vaulted to the top
of the wall.

The mob roared and surged closer
—such a surf of sound as no man
can ever hear and forget.

A Dbroken old wall, with crevices
and Jloose rocks sagging at a
treacherous piteh, where he had to
watch his footing eveiy step he
took.

UT it looked like death now in

one way or other.

The mob was bolder, growing
larger with every passing second.
Rocks and cfubs were coming over
in a steady, deadly fliight.

Shattuck was struck. Once or
twice he staggered. At each blow
that struck him, the gale ot mob-
voices went an octave higher.

Meisun hadn't appeared. Would
he ever appear.

Others had divined his purpose
and were now running abead and
fightingg for a chance to scale the
wall by means ot the gingkeo tree.

There wasn't much chance now
even should he drop "to the plain
outside. The mob would follow him.

He stopped for a moment or so
and threw rocks that he loosened
from the wall. This helped a little.

There were two shots fired at him
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in quick successiom. But this didn't
suit the crowd so well. Wiho would
try to spoil the sport by killing the
quarry outright.

Now, all at once, as if the mob
had a single dwain as it had but a
single voice, a dozen ladders were
being raised against the wall. And
the more couiageous members of the
mob, or the better armed, ex-soldiefs
among them—or soldiers of the tong,
with bayonets on their rifles—were
pushigg up to stop him, maim him.

Swiftly as this occurred, there had
come to Shattuck another thrill that
was the joy of life. After all, he'd
always been a Fighting Fool. An-
other Fighting Fwol had told him so,
another day ot battle, in far Afghan-
istan. He charged the nearest enemy
swinging his swerd.

He fought with perfect nerve, per-
fect precision.

He was bleeding, bruised. But he
had the sword of the great Kubba in
his hand.

Just as he was beginning to be
conscious that he was at the end of
his powers, that at any mormeat nNow,
some chance blow might send him
into oblivien and allow the sword of
Kubla to fall once more inte wmhely
hands, he heard a sheut behind him,
and there was that One Eyed Cat,
Meisun, with the feur penies below.
Not only that, but Meisun had the
automatie A his hand, and in his
side of the wall the field was élear.

QHATITIUAIK spat at the erowd,
LW and his velee rose even abeve
that terrific surt of a meb bent en
murder.

"I'Il see you again,” he said.
be coming back."

He put a hand to the coping and
dropped to the freedom of the plain.

He was headed for the Gorge of
the Grasping Fist, for the Fur Girl
Cave, where there was work to do.

“I'u
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ONNIE CORBETT cursed

himself for a senmtimental

fool as he plodded and
stumbled over the deep depressions
and large bumps of the crooked, nar-
row, cobbled street. He was telling
himself that only an imaginative kid
or a lunatic would have started out
on such a quest.

He cursed the London fog which,
laden with soot and smoke, was as
heavy to breathe as the dust of a
desert storm. Finally, he stopped in
uncertainty, looking about him and
trying to hear sounds which would
identify for him his location.
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Only faint, distant, ghost-like foot-
steps and the faint halo sumrougding
a yellow street light rewarded his
search. An occasiomal voice, heard
as though through a dooe, merely
served to accentuate the ghost-like
character of the place.

He cursed himself again for going
out on this impossible quest. He had
seen a face, a face as dimly seen a8
though it had come out of the dim
memories of the past. So fikieetingly
had he seen the face, so faintly, that
he was not at this moment certain
that it had not come out as a vision
of the past.
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Donnie was in Londom on his semi-
annual visit for his firm in Phila-
delphia. He had met on board ship a
young woman who was going abroad
for the first time. Because acquaint-
ance ripens quickly on board ship,
he soon learned that the young wo-
man was going to London and Paris
on the same business that brought
him there.

He had chivalrously offered to
show her the sights of London and
Paris, which he prided himself he
knew quite well. On their first might
in the British capital after a satis-
factory dinner in one of those se-
guestered little, intimate places that
he knew so well, he offered to show
her Lenden's Chinatewn and the
waterfront.

HE was thrilled with this offer,

recalling romantic tales which a
personal visit would enable her to re-
capture. Besides, it would give her
something to talk about when she got
home, something that was out ot the
ken of the average tourist and occa-
sional visiter,

It had been an extremely interest-
ing and satisfactory jaunt. The
young woman had shivered appropri-
ately in the right places and had
given Donnie's vanity plenty of
material to feed upon, making him
feel like a veritable Galahad, when
he imagined what he would do if
some Chink or London thug would
try to molest this young woman.

It was as they were homeward
bound in the rickety taxi that Donnie
had seen the face, a face that recalled
vividly a hectie, vivid past.

The face was seen in a window
above a pub as he passed. There
was no light in the room behind the
face, but the glaring light that illum-
inated the entrance and sign of the
pub brought out all the details of
the features so seen as clearly as a
cameo.

THRRLLING: ADVENTURESS

At the first glance the face had not
registered on Donnie’s mind. It was
only after they had traveled several
blocks that the face came back to
him with the vivid scenes of the past.

As his taxi bumped its way teward
the part of London with which
tourists are more familiar, the face
seen in the windew came back te him
as does the meaning of words that

one hears without understanding,
when one i§ IA an absemt-minded
meod.

So suddenly did it come back to
him that the features seen in that
window above the pub were bound
up with hia intimnate past, that he
straightened up with a jerk, eliciting
from the young woean by his side a
startled execlamatien.

He was on the poiat of ordering
the chauffeur to drive back but he
changed his mind. He eould not
bring this young weoman iAte contact
with that part ef his past ef which
he ne lenger speke.

Out of a crowded memory there
came back the scene vividly. He was
high up in the air oa observation,
when he met twe German fipditing
planes, part of a circus that had
gained fame during the war. He felt
that his time was up. His slew ob-
servation plane steed ne €hance
against these twe hawks.

ORE by luck than skill he had

brought one ot them dewn. But
the other was on his tail and he
considered himselt gone. He tried a
desperate maneuver which would en-
able him to ram the other and briing
him to earth with him but it had
failed; he was no match for the
speedy adversary.

He had almost resigned himself to
his fate, steeling himself against the
shock of the tracer bullets, when
something happened that changed
the complexion of the fiight.

There came roaring from the
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clords; with everything wide open,
a plane of one of his British allies.
The fight was over in a few minutes,
but not before Donnie had almost
paid the price. His German ad-
versary had begun shooting just as
help came.

Donnie had felt the impact of the
bullet in his shoulder. It was more
by instinct that he had managed to
land his plane 6affely behind the
German lines.

But the other plane followed him,
It was the work of a moment to land
and drag the wounded Donnie out of
his own plane and into the other.
Wiith bullets whistling about their
ears and archies exploding near
them Jater when they had Readhed
sufficient height, his British comrade
had succeeded in bringing bim back
safely te their ewn territery.

EY were later invalided to-

gether and both sent on the saime
transport to London, where Donnie
completed his convaleseenee at the
home ot his rescuer.

It was the face of this rescuer that
Donnie had seen in the window above
the pub. But what a change there
had come over those features!

He remembered him as a repre-
sentative of the best of his type.
Fine Nordic features, cool gray eyes
that could smile engagingly even in
the face of great danger, or turn to
frosty ice. when their owner was an-
gered, the best type of the British
sportsman.

But the face that Donnie saw in
the window above the pub was merely
a caricature of the features he re-
membered so clearly. 1t seemed as
though all the elements that had
gone to make something fine had
been removed.

Donnie had marked mentally the
place where he had seen the face of
his comrade, Eugene Nelson, and he
was now determined to find him.
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Now, as Donnie stood there uncer-
tainly straining his ears and his eyes,
he began to doubt that it was his
comrade in arms that he had seen,
After all it was merely a filesting
glimpse; he had not seen Nelson for
thirteen years; the face was—per-
haps it was merely his imagination.

He bent his head toward his
cupped palms trying to light a
cigarette, when a new sound obtruded
itselt on his consciousness.

There was a choking gasping
sound, as of a person in acute agony
a few feet to Donnie's right. He
dropped his match and stared in that
direction. He could not see amy-
thing, so thick was the fog although
he was certain from the sounds that
it was very close to him, Wihen the
sound was repeated, he took a few
wary strides in that dlirection.

He hastened his steps when he
made out what seemed like a strug-
gling mass, only dimly seen. At the
sound of his footsteps the mas3 re-
solved Jjtselt inte three persons.
Two of them made off quickly leav-
ing ene en the greund.

As he stooped over the figure, it
stirred and a pair of bleary eyes were
staring -up at him.

" 'Elp me guv'nor, elp me, 1 think
they done me in. But fer 'eavin'a
syke don’ tyke me in tinemel™

His head jerked weakly in the di-
rection of a ramshackle building near
which he was lying.

ONNIE glanced at the building
the other indicated. Onee mere

he saw under the flaring yellow light
the name, "The Rabbit,” which was
the name of the pub above which he
had seen the face of Eugene Nelson.

At this moment there came a new
sound. A Chinaman loomed out of
the fog, his steps sounding like the
pads of an animal. He stopped be-
fore the two, leeking with inscrutable
eyes at Doennie and his eempanien.
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Donnie could see new alarm spring
into the eyes of the man who had
asked him for help. He tried to get
up as if to flee, but he seemed frozen
in his posture, paralyzed, imcapable
of action.

The Chinaman looked at Donnie,
saying:

“YoulNVEdican? Melican man betteh
not hotheh with lat like him."

He turned a malevolent glare on
the cockney who was now writhing
in fear. Donnie shivered. He was
unpleasantly affected by the yellow
nicker in the almond-shaped, slanting
eyes of the Oriental.

LTHOQUGH there was mothing
living of which Donnie was
afraid, he could understand that he
too might feel uneasy if that feral
glare were turned on him.

He stood there hesitating, wonder-
ing what to do, when the decision
for action was taken from him. The
door of the pub flew open. Out of
it there came a lithe figure he re-
membered so well.

He had no time to see the face,
before the young man, who came out
of the pub, was at the Cockney
prone on the pavement. He had him
by the throat and was shaking him
like a rat.

This had taken place so quickly
that Donnie stood rooted there for a
moment, too surprised to think or act.

Finally he came to himself. Years
of training and environment impelled
action. He moved forward and
touched the other on the amm:

“Oth, I say now, the chap’s hurt
pretty bad, hardly the sporting thing
to do.”

He had fallen unconsciously into
the idiom and even the inflection of
his English cousins. He was not
certain for a moment that this wild
man who was assaulting a wounded
man, incapable of helping or defend-
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ing himself, was Nelson. But he had
no time to think of this.

He saw out of the corner of his
eye the flicker of light en steel. He
moved aside just in time to aveid the
deadly thrust aimed at him by the
Chinamasn.

Donnie’s reflexes worked with the
speed of light. As the Oriental’s
squat body shot forward after his
lunging dagger, Donnie's hard fist
shot out and landed en the side of
his head.

If Donnie had been armed then, the
Chinaman would have gone to the
permanent resting place of his an-
cestors, but Donnie had come out on
a peaceful mission,

But the Chinaman was not out of
the fight, far from it. He was sent
staggering with the blow but he re-
turned to the encounter. He came
toward Donnie, with a sliding. side-
long motion, net raising hie eyes frem
Dennie's shees, his gleaming dagger
held in readiness.

Donnie was stepping back warily
looking for a chance to disarm the
other, when the Oriental’s threaten-
ing advance was stopped, by a wel-
comed imterruption,

There was a sharp word from Nel-
son at which the threatening fiigure
with the dagger halted, the Chinaman
meanwhile net taking his eyes frem
Dennie's feet. Then there were a
few sharp werds in a language that
Dennie did net knew.

He judged they were spokem in a
Chinese dialect although they did not
sound like the Chinese spoken by the
Oriental.

E Chinaman, with a muttered

moenesyllabic reply, turned Hhis
back and was swallowed up in the
fog. Dennie was surprised to see
that during the minute or 6 that he
had been engaged with the China-
man, the man who had asked him
for his help had vanished.



A FACE IN THE FOG

Now for the first time Donnie had
a good look at the features that had
come back to him like a vision out of
the past. The young American was
surprised, shocked at what he saw.

Wihenreas the young man who had
saved his life behind the German
lines at risk of his own, thirteen
years before, was a fine, clean, whole-
some fun lovirjg young Englishman
of the very best type, the person
whom Donnie now confromted was a
different person alltogether.

He would have doiibted his senses,
if Nelson had not by a perfunctory
nod shown his recognition. There
was no effusive greeting. The other
merely stared at him, saying:

“Corbett, isn't it?"

Donnie had put his hand out in
glad greeting, but he dropped his
arm to his side. He stared wonder-
ingly at Nelson. There was some-
thing bleak, hard about the other that
Donnie had never seen in the days he
remembered so well.

ELSON, by a slight nod in the

direction of the pub, turned his
back. Corbett flisshed in a mixed
emotion made up of halt anget, half
of a peculiar kind of embarrassment.
But he followed.

Donnie was certain he saw a sig-
nificant look exchanged between Nel-
son and a big beefy man behind the
bar. They walked into a sitting rooin
curtained off from the bar where they
found themselves alone.

Here without a word being wttered,
a bottle of rye and one of soda was
brought with glasses and put on the
table between them. Nelson sat for a
long time staring in fixed silence at
the fftaor. Finally he looked up; his
eyes were hard:

“Affter you have your drink, Cor-
bett, better get out of here. No
decent person should be here at this
time of night or any time for that
matter,”

m

Once more Donnie flushed with
that strange mixture of embarrass-
ment and anger. He slopped whisky
into his tumbler and he drank it off
at a gulp, without diluting it er fol-
lewing it with a chaser. He said:

“Having saved my life, you can
talk that way, Captaiim Nelson. Other-
wise—"

SLOW flush crept under the
other's skin. His eyes left the
floor and leeked at his former friend.
His eyes were bleak, bitter, hard, A
retokt was oen his lips, but he ¢lesed
his fist in effert at self-restraint,
Donnie could sec the white of his
knuckles. He purposely pretended to
misunderstand the gestumre:

“If you think of trying on me what
you did on that poor devil out there,
go ahead and damned to you. But
I'm not a cripple.”

Donnie went on whipping his
anger. He was determined to make
the other talk, say something that
would furnish a clue to his strange
behaviok.

“This is a hell of a show of hos-
pitality a man's buddy gets in a
strange land. Is this a new brand of
English hospitality er—"

“See here, Corbett. Don’t carry
this too far. I'll stand a lot from
you lout—"

"Betcher life you’ll stand a lot

from me—and like it. 1 see you in a
window up here the other might.
Wienm 1 come back to hunt you up
this is the reception I get™

“You came back here to look me
up—in friemdishigp?™

“¥Yes, 1 did, and what do 1 fimndi?
You, a man 1 thought of as a sports-
man of the finest type, attacking a
little rat of a Cockney who was un-
able to defend himselt and then ap-
parently in cahoots .with a Chink.
And then you treat me as though I
were a beggar or sommedinig—"

Donnie stopped. The bleak eyes in
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front of him became less hard,
There was even a note of appeal in
them. Donnie felt an irresistible
urge to grasp the hand of the other,
but he restrained himself.

T_fE had to find out the reason for
this strange behaviet. The other
first the words came
then they came

spoke. At
slowly, haltingly,
with a rush.

“If it were anyone but you, Cor-
bett, talking to me that way, I'd send
you out to the river there, feet first
but—"

He paused drawing his forefinger
around the ring of moisture left on
the dark wood of the table by the
glass. Then he looked up once more.

“Whemn the war ended and I came
home, I was a hero, you know, there
were several million heroes then.
When we came marching home we
were acclaimed, there were demon-
strations, banguets, speeches. I never
liked that sert ef thing mueh as you
krew. 1 didn't feel 1 eught te be
paid that way fer what 1 had dene
‘gvet there.’

“Then I tried to get my old job
back; it had been promised when I
enlisted; I was one ot the early vol-
unteers you knoew. But I couldn’t
get it back. Someeone was fillling the
job at twe thirds et what I was will-
ing te take: and 1 eouldn't get |t
baek anyway.

“I looked for other jobs, without
success. A feeling had spread abroad
that the men who had enlisted were
not fit for much other than fiiditing.
My father and older brother were
dead. My father had died while I
was abread and my brether in the
trenehes. Theie was just 1 and a
little sister with nething te live en.

“Tthen I heard a speech by a man
on the demoralizing effect on the
young men of the war. This was a
man who had grown rich in making
and selling war material. He said
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that he was willing to give any ex-
service man a job and pay him in
accordance with his deserts.

“I took him at his word and went
to his office on the following day. I
waited four hours before I could see
him. Whenr 1 finally saw him, he
gave me a lecture oA thrift and asked
me what I eould de and what 1 was
willing te do. You khnew, I was an
expert meter fechanie before the
wat. He finally effered me a jeb at
wages that weuld net keep a Chinese
eoolie alive. He was very severe with
fe for net aeeepting it. Then he
had the effrentery te offer me a
EFBWM.

“My sister and 1 had not eaten for
two days then. 1 left him, but
that night, 1 met him not far from
his home, changed his face consid-
erably and took what money he had
on him. And since themn="

“Amd your sister,” broke in Donnie,

"My sister? I carried on collecting
money that way for five years until
her education was completed. When
I saw her safely installed in a job as
a teacher, 1 stopped seeing her. Then
I went in for it on a bigger scale
and I'm now collecting what the
world owes me.

“And—" he made an expressive
gesture with his hands. “That's that.”
He twisted his features into a smile
that contorted it into a sneering cari-
cature ot his former self.

OINNNIIEE nodded. There was no
indecision in his demeaner now.
He leaned forward across the table,
the lines of his jaw clearly defined.
“So that's that, eh? Well, that's
not that by a long shot. I don't
know whether the man whose life is
saved owes his savior something or
the other way about. But I'm going
to pay my debt by talking right out
in plain English.
“You say you enlisted, that's right,
isn't it. Well, if you enlisted be-
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cause of what you expetted to get
out of it you’re not the man I re-
member. You enlisted because you
thought it was your duty to your
country and because you were a kid
and the excitement appealed to you.

“Amd then when you came back
and a couple of bloated war profiteers
made a few speeches and things
didn't go the way you liked you just
lay down on the job like a slacker
and quit, dida’t yow?”

“See here, Corbett—" The other
leaned forward and the two men with
their eyes close together looked like
a couple of jungle cats.

“That’s right, isn't
Donnie.

“You're talking like a bally ass or
a profiteer,” said the other weakly.

“That’'s better,” nodded Donnie
with satisfaction. “That's the way
my old friend Nelson used to talk. Is
it less your patriotic duty now to be
a good citizen and help your coun-
try rid itself of all the post-war evils
than it was in 1914 to go over there?
1f yeu don't think it is, them I will
be justified in saying that in 1914 it
wasn't patrietism, but just plain per-
sonal desire for excitement that teek
you to the reeruiting effice.”

Donnie, through shielded lids
watched keenly for the effect of
these words on his old friend and
comrade.

He went on more calmly.

“There is the obligations of citi-
zenship, which a man like you, or
the man I used to know does not
hold lightly. Thete is the eobliga-
tion of honoe. There is the ebliga-
tion ot family—hew abeut yeur sis-
ter? You used te love her.”

it?"” insisted

E other answered slowly, the
light in his eyes belng what Den-
nie used to kinow,
“You don’t know what you're talk-
ing about, Corbett—"
“I'm Donnie to my friends.”
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“Donnie,” the other said it with
some difficulty, gulpingly.

“You don’t know what you’re talk-
ing about. You didn't go through
what 1 did. Amnd then if I wanted
to quit, I couldnt. Once you tie
yourself up with this kind of—kind
of—"

“You mean, that men like that
Chink out there are going to dictate
to Gene Nelson what he should do,
how he should live for the rest of
his liffe?™

“¥es, Cor—Domnie, I mean just
that. Once you get into this kind
of thing, you're in it, there's no out™

“Amd if you decide to quitt?"

“Tthem my life isn't worth a
ha'penny.”

“Wedlll, I dont know about that.
We're palé, aren’t we, we were over
there. We got the best of the best
the Heinies could send against us
and if we can't do the same to a

couple of Cockmey—"

T this moment there was an in-

terruption. A big, beefy, red-
faced individwal slid inte the alcove
hidden from the bar by a screen. He
might have been taken for a replica
of the person Donnie had seen be-
hind the bar.

He was dressed in mnondescript
clothes, in this respect forming a con-
trast to Nelson whe had retained
from his old life his passien for
cleanliness and goed elothes. The
intruder steed at the entranee, with
his thumbs Heeked inte the belt
girdling his enermous girth.

“Ho,” he sneered, “yooxd¥/ tell 'im
wot to. A bleedin® Yankee comes
hover ’ere to tell hus wot to de, hus
wot—" he stopped iR speechless
wiath.

He went omn:

“Lissen young feller, me lad. Go
orn 'ome w'ere ye b’longs an' don’t
tell yer betters wot to do. Of Gor
Blime if Hi don’t tyke yer neck in
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me two fingers and squeeze Yyer
bleedin’ gizzard hout. Hif Hi gits
me—

Nelson spoke up:

“That's enough, Tad.
talkin' with a friend."”

“Wiith a friend his hit? An' den't
Hi ‘ear with me hown ‘ears wot this
nice friend hadvizes yer about
quittin’ hus wot 'ave gave—"

A dull red suffused his features, as
Nelson stood up to end this painful
interview. His eyes were now the
color of cloudy ice.

He was going to say something, but
Donnie interrupted. He also stood
up. There was a smile on his face,
which just barely reached the eyes.
His eyes now had a glint that his
friends knew presaged trouble for
someone.

He spoke softly, pressing Nelson
down in his seat:

“Just a minute, Gene. This is my
party; 1 started and I always finish
what I start. We were talking about
doing something. This is as good a
place to begin as any. This gentle-
man seems to object to my—"

“Yas,” the beefy individual said
with broad sarcasm, “this gentleman

I'm here

certainly hobjects to a bleedin'
Yankee—"
He was advancing during this

speech but he did not go far. Donnie
met him half way. Nelson had stood
up again, but a violent push from
Donnie sent him spinning into a cor-
ner while Donnie went into action.

E neatly sidestepped a Ilroad,

swingiang, ham-like fist at the
end of a beefy arm, at the same time
dodging into the other’s guard and
planting both fists solidly above the
other’s belt buckle.

At this point Donnie was due for
a surprise. Wihat he thought would
be soft yielding flesh, he found to be
hard, solid muscle. His fists met the
firm, hard flesh of the trained athlste.
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He later learned that this man was a
trained professiomal wrestler.

He learned this fact quickly. He
did not get away fast enough and
he found himself in a vice-like grip
that only a trained wrestler could
know how to apply.

It took all his strength and skill to
tear himselt away from this damger-
ous, damaging hold. He quickly re-
cast his opinion of his adversary.
Wihat he thought was a big, beefy
fat individual he found to be an
extremely danpereus eppenent.

He heard Nelson call out but he
was too busy to pay attention. Keep-
ing at a distance, he tried, winsuiccess-
fully for a time, to contuse the other
with leng swift jabs.

E received one or two blows in

exchange that added—te his re-
speet for the blg man. They did ne
special damage even theugh they
rocked him slightly.

Finally he saw his opening. With
a quick shift he planted his fist sol-
idly into the other's plexus. The man
did not go dowmn as would the
ordinary man from such a punch, but
he dropped his guard.

Wiith the speed of light, Donnie
straightened up and let the man have
it, a long swinging hook on the side
of the neck.

The man dropped his guard com-
pletely and then Donnie risked a
broken hand by landing square on
the other’s jaw. The bruiser went
down like a poled ox.

Donnie turned to his friend, who
had stood in the corner with a sar-
donic smile, watching the conflict.
Nelsom did not say anything but
there was a dancing light in his eyes
with which Donnie was familiar.

Donnie staggered to his chair,
and dropped into it. He blew
on his bruised knuckles and was
about td reach for his drink, when
the man he had knocked out stirred.

(Contimued on pages 118)
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The big beefy man sat up and
stared with glazed eyes at the young
American. He rose. Standing there
swaying and reeling, he brushed his
hand across his eyes, to clear them
of the haze, then he made a iush to-
ward Donnie

Donnie was just in time to slip
sideways out of his chair to prevent
being caught at a disadvantage. He
knew that the man was doubly dan-
gerous now; he was like a wounded
animal of the jungle. That this mere
stripling of a Yankee should upset
him, the pride of l:imeheuse, was a
hurt te vanity that enly severe pun-
ishraent weuld wipe sut.

Donnie saw that the other had just
enough boxing skill to guard his vul-
nerable jaw. Donnie had realized the
futility of trying to stop the other
by body blews. Dennie was not in
condition new te penetrate with his
punehes, the iren museles that lined
the ether's stemaeh.

Disregarding Donnie's long range
jabs, the Englishman made a de-
termined effort to get Donnie within
reach of his mighty arms. Donnie
saw this; he knew that once clasped
in these gorilla:-like arms it weuld be
finls for him.

For the first time in the fight and
perhaps for the first time in his life,
he felt real apprehension. It did not
occur to him for a moment to look
for help from his old comrade in
arms. Nelson was an unknown quan-
tity to him and he did net know
what he would do.

The narrow comfines of the room,
with its tables and chairs did not
permit the footwork of which Donnie
was capable, even in his preseat un-
trained condition.

SMASHING staggering blow
from the Hhuge bam-like fist
caught Donnie high up on the temple
and sent him spinning into a corner,
adversary followed him up and

THRELILINGGA BV ENTURBES S

Donnie was now in the bear-like em-
brace of the other.

Donnie let himself go limp, in the
hope that his adversary would re-
lax his hold, but the wrestler was not
to be caught that way. His hold
merely tightened and Dennie knew
himself te be in a teugh spet. Slewly
the ether's grip was shifting.

Donnie knew that the old wrestler
was seeking a damaging, crippling
hold with which he would leave the
young Arerican writhing helpless-on
the floor.

ONNIE felt himself tiring with-

out being conscious of a lessen-
ing of vigor oA the part ot the beefy
man. Both stood there straining and
panting. Donnie put forth one last
desperate effort and the fates were
kind te him.

In the lunge which sent them both
out of the corner, his adversary's leg
caught on a chair and he stumbled
backward with Donnie on top.

There was a sickening™crunch as
the big man's head struck the stone
corner of the wide open tfirejplace.
Donnie heard a groan and the wvice-
like grasp which was squeezing his
breath from his body was released.

He stood up panting, a wild, gory
spectacle. He crouched, panting,
ready for actiom if the other moved.
But the fight was over. A broaden-
ing scarlet stain spread over the bare
floor from the big man’'s head.

The soft drawl of the cultured
Englishan, which must not be con-
fused with the speech of the Ceock-
ney, brought Donnie to himself. His
friend was standing there with a
glint of amusement and adimiration
in his eyes.

"A bally good fight; well dene. A
swell scrap as you Yankees would
say, but what mow?”

"Wihhat—" Donnie stared at him
uncomprehendingly.

“Yes,” the other nodded. His eyea
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were once more hard, bleak, with the
joy of life washed from them.
Nelson continued in a weary voice:

O return to the thing we were

diseussing, when Tad there inter-
rupted. Even were your powers of
persuasion sufficient to make me give
up the life I've chosen for myself, 1
couldn't give it up if 1 wanted to.
In the first place, 1 like the life I've
chosen.

“But what is more important, he,"
jerking his head in the direction of
the prone figure, “and several hun-
dred like him would object to my
giving this up. You put up a fine
fight, but this is only against one
man. Wihat could you and 1 do
against a gang, the most damgerous
gang in Emgland?”

Just then a fact that had been dis-
turbing Donnie, became crystallized
in his mind. He gave it voice:

“Say, how comes that with ail this
racket in here, no one came in here
to see what was going om?"

Nelson waved a thin amistocratic
hand megiligemtly:

“They don’t bother me in here. No
one comes in here unless he—or she
is called. Tad, there, is one of the
trusted lieutenants and hearing what
you had to say, he felt called on
to—"

At this moment there was an in-
terruption to contradict what he was
saying. The screen was edged aside
and gave entrance to a young woman
who stood on the thresheld with
hands on hips surveying the scene
with faintly curling lips. Her skin
was in vivid comtrast te her jet-black
hair. Only her brightly rouged lips
and heavily shaded deep blaek eyes
relieved the startling whiteness of
her skin.

She looked slowly at the fiigure on
the floor, then at Donnie Corbett and
last at Eugene Nelson. She was an
arresting figure as she stoed there.

THRELLINGG ARBVERNTURES S

Then she spoke, in a slow, super-
cilious drawl. Donnie was at once
conscious that she spoke with an
American accent. While he was un-
certain of her nationality he was cer-
tain that she had learned her English
on the western side of the Atlantic.

“So an old buddy comes along and
preaches that this ain't the life for
a decent citizen like Gene Nelsom?
And this mamma's boy hero tells how
he's goin’ to get his old buddy out

of it. An’' he's a reg'lar honest to
Gawd hero too. He knocks out Tad
there am'—"

She dropped her air of lightness
and turned flaming eyes on the
young Englishman.

"You got a lot of us in this thing.
Think we're goin’ to stand secin’ you
run out and leavin' us fida®? You're
mistaken if you think we are.
Spcakiii’ for myself, 1 ain't goin’ to
take it layin’ down if you quit us."

Then she continued in a quieter
tone.

“The gang meets tomorrow night
as you know. If you want to quit,
you can put it up to them then—if
you've got the nerve. Amnd youf boy
friend here,” she turned a siheering
face toward Donnie, “can come along
with you te the meeting if he likes
and explain te the pang that it is
your duty as a geed Englishman te
leave us and lead a deeent life.”

ITH another scornful glance

that teok in everything iA the
reom she fturned with a eat-like
mevement and left the reem:

Nelson looked grim.

"See, Donnie? You've heard from
two of 'em. and they're not the wvorst.
Wauwld you like to hear frem the
gang, from the executive members of
the gang?”

"You mean the meeting she spoke
of?”

“"Yes."

(Comiimndd on page 120)
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“Betcher life I would.”

“Have you got the nerve, Dommiie?"

Donnie looked at him without an-
swering. The other spoke hastily.

“Yes, 1 know you've got the nerve.”
He paused in indccision. Then he
ijlbxdkmi wp. @moe mure Hiks ayes ware
bleak, grim.

“All right, our meeting is tomor-

row night. Come here if you wish.”
Donnie asiedi:
"WhHat was the little scrap out-
Sidie??
“That little rat was what you

' Americans call a stool-pigeon. He—"*
“Oh, 1 understand. And Gene Nel-
son, the eagle of the air, the Ace,
‘attacks a little rat like that who Is
nearly dead and can't help himsdif—"
Once more the slow red suffused

7 the features of the Englishrman. Don-

nie stopped. lie stood up abruptly.

“Be seein’ you tomorrow might™

Donnie rose early the following
morning and spent a very busy day.
He began to fear toward nightfall
that he would net get what he was
seeking. but late in the afterneen he
found it. He alse visited the Ameri-
ean €onsulate.

At that place they tried to dissuade
him from what he proposed to do,
without success.

(Commued LR jkliye 122)
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has a sister and is probably sorry
that he is deing this kind ef thing,
'but he is loyal te all of you and he
'deesn’t want to let you dewn.

|was going te de.

THRILLINGGA BV ENTURES S

It was an awe-inspiring gathering
of twenty-five persons who were
seated about the oblong table at the
meeting of crookdom’s aristocracy

=ibatniddft. Hids f fréerdd, Ndbdeon, waas

geated at the head of the table and
Donnie was seated at his side. There
wefe twe women in the gathering,
oene of them, the young weman he
had seen the night before.

It was this young woman who
stood up and in a few fiery scorn-
ful sentences introduced the young
American. As if in respomse to the
intreduction, DonAnie steed up at the
head of the table, a bulky ebject €ov-
ered with a rubber eloth in his hands.
He speke guietly.

“Nelsom is a friend of mine. We
were in the flying service together
Nelson

“I am an American. Before 1 came

'here 1 told them at the Consulate

that 1 was coming here and what I
Your pelice, like
our Armerican pelice, may be a fhittle
lax abeut ecriminal aetivities, but if
an Ameriecan is bumped off, some-
thing is sure te be dene abeut it.
“If 1 am not back at my hotel in
(Comtiturede d om pagge 124)

'lhmm. -a-’ uoln ':?msd all eved

U 6. years of bualnaed apedl
for Itaelf. Thio big reapoaafbla wm
m’_ yon with Faconatra ara

ok at lowaat pH ia = .
Quaranteed te gva 12 W a" a8HUES

Don't Delay—0rder Today

CORD Tires BALLOOMN Tiée

I § LR RN



Agents

An Amazing Plastic
Spreads Like Butter
Hardens Overnight
Wears Like
Leather

Ends costly shoe repairs.
Saves buying new shoes.
Spreads on worn soles and
heels like spreading butter
on bread. Hardens over-
night. Makes “worn-outf*
shoes like new -mulkes theem
wear for months and months.
Fiills in all holes, cuts, anacks,
forming a smooth, filexible
waterptoof, non-skid sur-
face. Cannot crack or peel
off. Mends s hole or stmlightens
8 heel for 1 cent. Covers a «oims
plete Bole for as low as
cemtx. Omne Mig quardt cam ©r
Savasole will keep a family of
fiee in shwafs for a year.

AGENTS

Everybody is a customer for this
amazing invention. Agents and Dis-
tributers cleaning up. Big profit
and quick sales assures BIG earm-
ings. Smith made over $100 in a
week. Kimura got $00 cash benus
in addition to his generous emrnings.
Hewre of others making nivre momey with
Savaguile tham they ever manle before in
their life. Savawele in 8 marcelowns hard
times prodiott that peopile heed and buy
(in plRuk now |

Yauwrth
SAVASOLE

Mail Coupon for Free Sample

Wailll Bend you a frue sample of Savasole om batther and special
agemis offer. Wi will show youw how te make quick convincing
demongtrations that ammslis custogmas, geta the orders amdd payd
you up to $42 a day. WV also show yew to start a big Plying
fepair busimess right in yowr owm hewr.. Ewery Pamily needs
Bavamle for shof- Fepairing and hundwids of other uses in the
bome.  Behelfe, palies AePATIMATHE. Publie iRsfitutions buy in B
paen(ities. GoAd IRFFIIQTICH BRINK “SRARAAL UB™ BY Rustlerw. Py
terFterivs atill epeh. 3!&9. YOurs HP At AR Rush cOuRQh Aow
rer Frve Samiple oh [eatRef ARA BPLCid) Btarting 8ifeF.

SAVA&AI F Co. b DRy e

Cincinnali,lzahio
10

vV u

SEdiSERaEEAaEEOUEES
R. R. Bollmam, Préx.
BAVASOLE COMPANY,
L-127 Dujlligitit Bidg ., Cincimmadil, Ohlo.
Pioar Mr Rollmart. Reaae send @i FIWE Ssample
af HA VABULE o [T, sy géniaroust sBdatlingt
offer, and explath liow 1 Fan are up 16 14z & day
on yeur ek« {sFFitery Plan  Bend «Vaything
FREE anil djliiaut shlatdin
NAME
AIHIRESS

TERRITORY FREFERREN
SlEVESaSeEUmEEED
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Quiste Onily a Few Daltara

Juntias well a0 218400 or BX00 Ol hurRr
without elentaicity or ges. Bimply twru One
valve and you have aii-the- heat WADS.
Glsaner and better {or heating ani m‘ktﬂl

by Mlﬂnﬂ Undernwritorre” 1.aLor-
and emgineers. Ower 150,000 1o umki,

80 DAYS TRIAL @EEER
Try this wontlerful burner right m
bkoms at our rl-l Agt qulexty ﬂﬂ %ﬁf
| luw tntredustory Brige. wa wide
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Our FRER hurner Gfter ktavte you 1B buiilmedik.
Bigmmoney tawsman)  Demand 1§ enormous.
Weslso wamtepaTaor falll tnde worlk arehn e
ately. IfS3DO0 a moath and mordiLavG you,
writa ar wire for our protectad territory aﬂif

This

INTERENATT mmTING co
3800-10 Park Axl: s; Lo | D%el 532-N

our_free t and free eunln ‘on m

msm my" g ,pgyg d free d ome heating

Name . ... ................ .. ..

Addresa

D Ciheck 1t interested In making twuney 8a an JAtsr:
national ropresentative sith protcsted Seriary.
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Defend Yoursstf #ad Frierds ™

qteack, from bullai of by gun, kaibe o £lub, 5w
H mth sase persamt nm.vger than yourself, e
-? (oursk oa i\ Foved
IHEIICIN OLICE JIu SuU
jpternationslly known police in l:u:lor [RXNTIN
s, detadled instructions, pocket size 13 knoc
AMERICAN POLICE JIU-jFtSU

ternationelly known j>olii* instructor 15
tna, detailed |n|truct|Jom pocket lire IJW‘

one hour from now, the American
consulate will get busy.

“Nelson doesn’t want to leave you
tonight, but he is going to leave you
just the same and he is gaing to look
up his sister and we're all going to
America.

“This thing 1 have in my hand
here,” he quickly threw off the cover
and &tepped back from the table, a
grimm menacing figure, “is what
American gangsters call a ‘tommy’, a
suib-machine gun.

“If one of you makes a false move
I'll press the trigger, and get at least
half of you, if not all of you.

"Nelson is going to get up from
his 4eat and leave; he is going to my
hoetel. We will give him twenty
minutes start. After that I leave™

Nelson got up impulgively=

“See here Deonbie—"

"Sitt downi™ the order came like a
rifle shet. Then more guiietdky:

“Nelson, I'm going to count ten.
It by the last count you're not on
you're way, I start shooting. If you
want to be responsible for the death
of your friends just stay there.”

E stepped a little further back
from the head of the table and
began eeunting.

At the count of five several of the
assembled mem begam looking
anxiously toward Nelson.

At the count of eight, Nelson with-
out a word or backward look started
toward the door. Donnie stopped
counting and saidi:

“"Twemty minutes étart, Gene and
then—"

(Conchuidedonppag 1 285)
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BILL, I'D NEVER KNOW
YOU ...HOW DID YOU

1 SENT IN A COUPON §

iLGOT A WEIL BELT
AND EDVS, IT'S GREAT
1 REDUCED MY WAIST

¥Gentlemen:

1 feel sure that 7oii
will be intoreattd two
know that 1 wore oné
of yoar belta for seven
montha aml ritdnesd

trom ¢4 to 56 lﬂfbbﬁ:
Yours very traly

i
a FROM 44 INCHES TO

96 oS

|J WE FBERA
3 WEIL BELT
(0
HRSWARREED
| WNONBERS
b ForvaUll

Ves Sir | QW ahonlietyly CAURRANTEE

tr REDUMSE ijor WAIST 3 INCHES /- 10 DAYS
or if wort{ cost you a p@ﬂﬂ)j b

YOU will appear much slimmer at once,
and in 10 short days your waistline will
actually be 3 inches smalller—three inches

of fat gone —or iit won't cost you one cend.

For 12 years the Wril Belt has been ae:
eepted as ideal for reducing by mea in all
walks of life...from businessmen and effice
wokkers who find that it removes eumber-
some fat with every movement...to active
outdoor men who like the feeling of pro-
tection it gives.

1t suppoirts the sagging muscles of the slhdomen
and quickly gives you an erect, athletic carriage.
Many enthusiastic wearers write that it not only
reduces fat but it also supports the sibdominal
walls and keeps the digestive organs in plhece-
that they are no longer fatignest—and that it
greatly increases their endurance. You will be
more than delighted with the great improvement
in your appcarance.

DON'T WAIT—FAT 1S DANGEROUS |

Eat is not only unbecomimg, but it also endangers
yourthgallth, Imsinancecompaniesknow

the danger of fat accummulatioms. The
IT IS THE MASSAGE-LWGE ACTHION N@ Bl’l.l s best medical authorities warn #gainst
THAT DOES ITI g obesiity, so dom’t wait any longer,
Now there is an easy way to retluce with- N@ Biets You Cﬂr_l'fl.lz{zse—-EE}thelyguu.(aie&(eoﬁ'ff
Blenih Belr txercs o masors Like setn .|| 2ot one penny ! Even the postage you
th:lt( removes fat with evegry move you NGO Exercises tgaydtcz‘ return the package will be re-
make. unded!

THE WIEIL COMPANY, 10311 HILL STREET, NEW HAVEN, CONN.

Gentlemen: Send me FREE,
The Wil Belt and full detai

Basiane-

our illustrated folder describing
of your 10 day FREE trial offer.
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Try it FREE

Wiwei, mothers,
sisters, it is you
that the man who
drinks Whiskey,
Wiine or Beerto ex-
cess must depend

P b
S h::il and a dx—'lu_.lnkke
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The Happy Reunion e eds!f-rom Che
thousan sef men ongto ru.lndml throagh
E he honlble stulf
ed hom rew from mVate stills. Omve he

it in his eystem he tinds it difficult so at

cu can help him., Wit it has done
otbeFs i3 an example of what it should do for
you. All you have to do is to send your mume
and addrees and we will send mbsolntely FREE

in plain mﬂg%gt atrial package of GOLDEN
Y@u w I be thankful as long
so yen live %ﬂ d s
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SEX!

Nature traps the ignorant, penalizes
the innocent. It is ignoramce alone
that snares hundreds of thousands of
Immoeent Victims of Sex. Avoid need-
leas pitfalls. Kmow and wnderstand
them. Read about First Love Call-
ings, Sex Desires, Effect of Secret
Halbits, Diseases, Birth Control, Preg-
nancy, Self-Disinfection, The Firat
Nuptial Nigiht, Gaining Love and Con-
fideirce of Opposite Sex, Fears, Per-
Yt c.aa  versions, Im@r?‘m Couptes,
i e Enew ctherTrnath.
Tﬂupew today for The Book of Sex
I'g‘e'r Knowledge.

€. 0. D. plus pootngae;
or $2.7% ppropaid.

HEALTH & LIFE PUBLICATIONS
TEY Batter BiY., Tept. B-34, San Francipoe

THRILLING ADVENTURES

Nelson was out of the door and
did not hear the rest of this sentence.

Twenty minutes later, after the
tensest, most dramatic twenty min-
utes in his carcer, Donnie backed
warily out of the door. Two blocks
from the “Rabbit” a smaller shadiow
separated itself frem the larger
shadow of the building and advanced
toward Donnie.

“You damn fool!” Both men said
this simultaneously. They gripped
hands and a friendship sealed in
blood on Elanders field thirteen yeara
before was re-cemented.

“Whhet now?"” asked Nelson.

“Now? Wa'll now look up that
nice sister of yours and in a short
time you'll both be darn good Ameri-
cam citizems. I've attended to all the
legal formualities about passponts and
so forth.

Once more the hand of the English-
man clasped that of Donnie, with a
painful grip. Once more Nelson ut-
tered fervently: 'Wow damn fooell!™

L, o

Stop worrying mboot

?eondaition of yoar lafr.

S'o matter what you may bave

used befere. don‘'t give up hope,

now yvou can stop abnormal loss

of bair and bakiirisa by using OLBA

-the scientific discovery of the Hair
Research laboratories

Loss of Hmir is usually the result
of a badly functioning acnlp. QLKA
— mixture of vegetablle 0118 and otbher
litgredieuts to Impregnate the hair
fibre—1is a sealp treatment and eham-
peo In one. OLKA normalizes the
aiidica of the icalD. removthk the cauase of
budilmess and preuces iR abandant growth
of healthy halr At the same time (QLEA
oTeita  dry  axnd brittle helt, elmimdiad
dandrufl and redusea eirwmalve nllinais,

Hailr specialists the world over tes-
tify to its wenderful results. For
your own Bake put OU.FA te the t‘é‘st
Just sand B\ foF @ 6-GUReEE sema at @
atintr it us direeted and neke &

imuroiemait  Yoar maiwy will be re-
funded ¥ not satleflad

HAIR RESEARCH

LABORATORIIES
11 Weent dZnid 8¢,
Suito 618, New York, N. ¥,
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JTOWRITE THIS 640 PAGE BOOKY
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A FRICA!

LA A world of meaning. A mys-
A M tic land—glamorous, fantas-
tic, weird, wild and wmfathomable.

The land of high adiventure—the
land ot sagas down the ages. From
Rider Haggard to Edgar Rice Bur-
roughs—wondrous tales have been
told to an ever thrill-hungry civi-
lized world. Incredible tales of an
incredible continemt — legendary,
mythical—beliewalble only because
the source is Africa.

And no greater legend exists than
that of the graveyard of the ele-
phants. The place where the great
elephants of Atirica have gone for
centuries to die—the fabled region
where the greatest ot the world's
wealth in ivory can be found.

Welll, advemituresrss, THRILLING
ADVENTURES has taken you all
over—we'wve even been to Africa be-
fore. ln our short and exciting life
we've given you every imaginable
thrill in all the far corners of the
world. And next month we are go-
ing to take you back to Africa—let
you follow the adventurous career
of Baas Hardy who seeks the grave-
yard ot the elephants.

It's a great big adventure novel
and it is called WHITE IVORY
and is by the popular Allan K.
Echols. You can't afford to miss it,
for it breathes the very spirit of
Afirica—lkads you into the inmost re-
cesses of that strange country.

By a curious coincidence we re-
ceived an interesting letter from one
of our readers. It has to do with the
legend of the graveyard of the ele-
phants and was sent to us by Frank

G. Hamilton, of Lincoin, Nebrashka:

Dul you hear of what is known as the
elephant burying ground? There are
several such places in all parts of Afri-
ca. One was discovered by an English-
man in 1908. It was a huge cave back in
the mountains several miles from the
usual haumts of the elephant herds. It
contained the remains of countless ele-
phants who had come to spend their
last huurs on earth amid the bones of
their kindred.

The first thought of an elephant when
wounded is to get to his herd's burial
ground, and he seems to be endowed
with a Jeealiar ability to cling to life
until he gets there.

In addition to WHITE IVORY,
the pgala December issue will con-
tain the last and most exciting in-
stalment of Anthony M. Rud’'s un-
usual serial novel, FROZEN FACE,
with a bang-up conclusion you can't
afford to missl

Then there'll be another great
Captain Trouble story by Perley
Poore Sheehan. And the usual se-
lection ot the best short stories
published in any adventure maga-
zine, by Arthue J. Burks, Mal-
colm Wieelee-Nicholson and Wayne
Rogeks. And, to tep it all, there'll
be a great novelette, THE FEATH-
ERED SERPENT, by one of the
best adventure writers—=Themsen
Burtis—a neweomer {6 6uUF pages,
but knewn te you all, threugh his
famoeus beeks and magazine steries.

And don’t forget—all this is pos-
sible only beccause ot the marvelous
co-operation we receive from you
readers. It's the letters you write
us that guide us in the selection of
our ffetiion. So keep writing—we
sure do appreciate them.
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A REAL
OPPORTUNITY

stoo || || | |

$2 to 37 duly — never
REPRESENTING

steady,— wage cots =y
PUBLIC °
SERVICE
MILLS

for advancement.

[} b ] *
NEW STYLES—NEW GARMENTS—NEW LOW PRIGESH

SENSATIONAL BARGAIN BASEMENT IN NEW SALES KiTw

Public Service representatives are now earning more money tham @vér,
as the entire line has been redesigned—with a huge selection of new fabgssj
in Shirts, Ties, Hosiery and Underwear, new garments sueh as LumBef
Jachets, Suede Coats and Sheepskin lined Coats, all priced below &t8rg
prices. Every Public Serviee garment is guaraneed te give satisfaction;

All this is assembled in a sensational sales outfit. The “Bargain Base-
ment” is a suecessful idea borrowed from the big department steres: It i
new and exclusive with Public Service, the mest amazing order-getier aver
put into a salesman's outht.

Liberal cash commissions—in advanee! Write your grder and
poir TN RS St “§z\§ ﬁ@uaéﬁé’g B st yﬁégggﬁi
) e BO% ) nddipfon, You are paic . £a . %
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The Pobbe Service lne tn sant to you adsorUTiLy FRan. 1F you've
SLtufr.” all you nevd 18 the eppontumity. Tabe it—thls minute. Use the

PUBLIC SERVICE MILLS, tnc. Depit K1 West New York, N .

PUBLIC BERMVICE MILLS. Inc.
Poapt- K-1, Went New York, N. J.
n Bnvm. Tie, Under-
pResemia.

I am anxious to op<Fate my own big saying
wear and Heitirry Huminsns by acting a4 a 'ublic Rervico =
Ute. Plrase ruah compiete Belluif Outfit FRKE

B eereeennnn. .
In Giaeln AMIE 110 Dusctaa Sireet. Londom, Umistio,
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Take me away

from him!"

M 86k me up so 1 cannot escape—beat
e if Kou like—and 1 will tall you all 1
know. Bat while HE is my master 1 will mot
betray Hihi!'*

Taermified, tremliling, she crouched there—
an exotic vislon from tho Odaniv— pleading witldi the
stern-faced detectivo to save her from tlic fotid she
called "Muaster!t

"Who waa thia gtri—whose rare lowdiimess stessd nut
80 richly against liva sutitimg of murder and diesdikiny?

RO e s At bR
Whet wene tire snange onds tismt msde

her his simve?

I you wexild jjoin Loxdon's greal-

ast deiteditines in LRUNSE Ghig ¥ iniatd 0

smaryy otleer equifly baififling Ohi- ),

ental Mystdeses — if yon wosld

matoh yonr wiits agamst the

moet dinbedical Ohéental aun

swng ever concerined — then

by afl meags send at ance

for Yoar Free Eoam-

Biasiton Seit of
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MASTERPIECES of ORENTAL MYSTERY

11 Volumes of Matichless

O ORDINARY mystery stories are these, but
the hidden secrets, mysteriesand imtirigues

of the Orlent Jiselfl
Before your very oyoa spreads a swiftly mnving pans-
rama that takes you breathless from the huih places
of society—from homes of refinement asd luxury ui
sinister under-
world# of Lon-
doa and the
Far Eapxt-
from Piecadil-
ly and Birozd-
By teerit
HiBd tldel

Priced for Quick Sale

Thrills by SAX ROHMER

temples in far off China—to the jungles of Malay;
along strange paths to the very seat of Hindu sorcery.

PACKED WITH THRIULS FROM COVER TO COVER

Be the first In ynitr comummmity to Oédl lﬂ'm),mmammi
wonderful Oriental mystery stories over publistiodi—
books that, have sold by tho hundred thousand at much
higher prices -biwoks ymi will enjoy reading over and
over again. Handsomely bound in substantial cleth
covers, & proud adornment for your tablo or ahelf,
These he st off stioridel g FIGARES gaie
96¢s and other great men read 10
~to forget their burd o road
tales of the mysterious is
ries into oblivion—to increase 6|

Cutaing royalties to the honeand printing these
volumes by the hundred thousand when paper
was cheag;;rmakes this low price possible, lut
the num is limfited; so mail coupon today!

Complete Sets Free on Approval

1 neodn't send a cent. Simply ‘c,‘t' tal
milll the coupom and this amazing W' $ome)
set will go to you finmediately,” P ;5
all charges prepaid I1f it falls EN

Goprges prepaid ATt alls 2 s
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LOVE or LUST—
Hon Couldl Sine Tell?

8o many young pesple mlsa
lose altogethenr—or fall o
recognize 1t when It came=,
Wil 4 the subtle <ecre?

that  lead: «ame glrle
the altar, whila athers
equally charming, face
disappednfment and  de-
spalrt ("o page %73

M Last! Secrets of Sex and
Marriage Revealed 7%l 77

The answers to Questiona you would

The MIIIHT methads to follow

" luli-g honeymaon—a
and

lor sane sex experiences—maunricage
love life that will grow mores compllete
by douibty and fears Noe in a

like to ask your owm doctor and DAME not
that will remain
with the yéors
revolutiomamy

hul Y buay familly physiciam comea to your fireside and bares ALL the myiteries
of life and love, gailned from years of private practisi —indluting many nside
stories. Nitherte hiddem behind office doors
! NHOUSANDXE of book~ on <ex aml marmimge Marrisge™ roatalas dafle: of llver made
I wasé Iriin written tiot hardly one mare  wretched LERT 2ttt smaece
outspoken. and yed otlll tenderly <dincer. what hspp:m~ when you diMde} Nature's Jlaws.
Sot_ami Marrlags."" by J Lamburt. MID  Toijic setTels of bow '@ fitul line, |JOW tis pre

Yt pablibhetl- instamtly wipe- u all the o .e\nal atimedih Explaims every wme-
dtety centinieid and misintormation Wanket!ny  apatle  perplexity-- Hum the awakening uf
~he subjert and rcveul- -en atid love tor wha % il it
they HEAWLILY ars -beautitul and -acred when Ho SPXMFE 1w n:.[.x':‘wft}:;ﬂl ﬂe-tig'i‘\ﬂléfr-':ﬁd
propeely  understgod”  Thi~- bramd new huocl, ok anil offer. imimed-
Itk Inta thie hear if the protdem -feawrlenly imilghtenleg dil ~«lo-ufes
-t vow everything s-u <hesilif kiww  atboy Mry W', e\r\ me married or sinmgle
saur deedbor, -gives you esa An-tructham for Daughhter Nt g aiid o Immorality In Marrlage: Pregnaney; Defor
iesppx marriage ami rontented Lyine Do e Voititst  Wer ma:t dinger-aiid. ndirdtlith U Sex; Alintllifis and MYcarriage - ;
sshim to Prodors  Jed's toatk Iiffonmetbon ol W Thirty -two ~ fawInatink  1sicl ¢Cmiml: Hevedltv: BEugenfec: Ster(lI
«ssh : mait e Ka- i hapter~""  Hadt -w‘mlvng . and Vrigldivy; Selit Ahus-; Drasthiution: veil
plain Namgpumye yer bor life- - different pl b * *\AW Dii ceurps page< eividie {llustrate ]
U dgnarance ir false Inle- ¢ 3mdng  you hut lackime marrlage o r,rnmnn th anatominal “chart~ thai make everything
f the jon=- of normal -\ relatlonship:— 1 thedftal| Evem on r'nmn ram mean  cliar'  Vew Slipplh mued cranvne the |
u want the NAKED TIITH om oest o knmwlxﬂwntu 'II;i- d(;ﬂ"hzm-e |-|~eu\w.ﬁ-!~-sm
vhe ssrildd es.ab.-* Wl v.ne marrlage b 2 P her [ E oper  an e g oF M
bappy-  or wreckesl hs Indiffs retice. repre-fmn | ‘#fil3 ﬁﬁﬂ; tme  bappine lll:’"w-mn; SEND NO NONEY
Pue grarvation-  Kmomledge pfemomifs amd ru di & a fow it tna " _—
K - . Mial  Kioawledg:  Shegpe pilp "mall c upon  When postman  RFiRgs
i I{u.':hvj:frepﬁ > ekt = 0 et 1te ""Bnld': suu:'m're and I «l” A and Marrlage."" dipusit with Rim §1 o
witlh i tragi ot Mie Itephs-dui tlve Qg t‘r?ml.m:u li‘v; '.wn‘r\ nmgﬂan-.mi' ﬁ‘ ‘in M’ff.
Y ¥ warning 1- l‘uMin-rlu-.- . ul * i 1] 1] iﬂhl?-?ﬁ b
Guily a Dostdor Can Taril il VSce b on s | Sowmal  Magusglam:  Trua  I0SImate  feoblem: fhat  Wered A
Howw are a%.woT- to problem M lone verdi- Sensual Lova: AoRT IRshd oh kRepIng fills BoRk 19F {F3 & ﬂ
b by otler-  \b-orbigg a fartd Nk 1 Mi -l o= tire 15l g pronnd am,m %nn'iym i\;\i Him fsi &wés& fﬁiﬂFﬂm
£y 'ﬂ [V P A 03
. : C . § RS < 5 i
Ihe Bare Truth Kveryome Should Know jUST‘ r ﬁ%ﬁ S’n ' ,.Ev"‘ 3**‘ p;ﬁ %8 %]:m
Intimate fart-« uf o u.ﬂ' Rl -‘" m- ulu
li>ve stitrnr ik, .
HVu to afirare ‘hie Al Wha' kind ol men Framklin _Publishing Co..
opfridite - TR et G B
1- contimemee . -, Should vo m m‘e %‘ (0{‘( P g P"“lt .
il Athoi -+ e f) N. Clark St Chicago. V.
Mistakes the Ll te How ta emrhi fleitidi- Should offprin: t
groom <hiwbl asiril fi-order- limited
Ix repression ot .n What men rant en ~ The escenttinl- of ERANKILIN PUBLISHING COMPAN Y
«ires harmful? dure In wome'i ltiagppy  marrlagé 800 N. Clark St.. Dept. P-1110
When matriape il The tratio:B) - = 1t :ra— d\ﬁnew;l dli-ca-i Chicago, 111.
el il.rame ereditary Seiti | “®ex and Marriage” Dewfar Lani
aflam W keep e fE\:;?l';ﬁ* - pernal _"'I(af.i:‘:ge'{r‘ |b|"¢ "u. herlrL"nm-zlnl hogk., 1 wiil pag past
5 N man % plen postage It new «stl«
-The r;ve‘r;’:al:rl"gn: ﬂﬁ;wh;g-- rey cganles T‘,P;l, "m"“ - fted 1 may roturn book Withim 5 dai-
WUV hchaer! o woman «huuld dkm,.. and you wilt refund my money
- - . Sex health an -
me;aring for ma'te of wiw v:n’nn; ': lr' Nare
—catal mamy other :{ar
WARNING. This Book (3 NOT ling revelations on Adijress
- tor Minors! et and marriage

" riy



Senselional Auitoneiitzc C(omdarnelion
OPENER i/ SEALER | |

Just a Twist of the Wrist Opens or Seals

ANY TYPE
OR SIZE OF

A IMAKE

O IN AN
HOUR!

What a wealth of
steady profits full or
spare time! No com-
petition. Nationwide
market. No Wender
Speedo people enjoy
profits up to $5 in an
hour. Send no money.
Simply mail coupen
for full details and
unique 4-Frofit Plan.
Also Jiberal

NO-Risk Tost OFer!

T last—thié news all America

ha~ played for! No longer
need anyone endure the hateful,
dangerous job of opening jais by
hand! No more twisting, prying,
pounding and struggling! No
more broken jars and cuts! Now,
thanks to a reveolutionary new im-
vention, you can open all types of
containers instantly and automai-
ically — like magic! Banishes
drudgery forever — save- time,
work and foodl!

Entirely New — different

Nothing like the Speedo Jar
Opener and Sealer ever beffore!
Imagine a machine that hangs on
the wall. Nolds the jar or bottle
for you. Just push the handle and
even the toughest am-
€heF vaeuum top= are
removed, without beid:
%them out of shape!
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JAR-BOTTLE-GLASS!

ing. Saves food from spoiling and
#=y= for it-dif in a short time.

Needed in Every Home
What a chance for big, stead
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