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CHAPTER I
Tihe Fight

UNNERY Sergeant Daniel

Leahy knew that he had been

a fool to return from the ma-
tive dance at Agua Dulee by way
of Villa Francesta. But it was tee
late now to do anything abeut it.
He'd taken a chance and must pay
for his temerity. It meant, toe, that
he’d have to fight llke Rell.

He knew the minions ot El Mocho,
the one-armed one, who ran a hell-
hole for sailors in the restricted area
of this evil Dominion suburb, and he

BARE

A Complete

By ARTHUR
Autthor of “The Yellow Hard,”

knew that they would just as soon
kill him as look at him. And they
knew he daren't do anything about
it for they knew that no marine in
uniform had any right in Villa Fran-
cesca.

Leahy stumbled squarely into the
center of El Mocho and his crowd,
for there were no lights in the vi-
cinity where the one-armed man—
whose principal weapon of offense
was a whip with frayed wire at the
business end—and El Mocho started

Follow a Daring Marine Who Seiws Fartlh
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things instantly by snarling in Span-
ish:

"Smash the American dogl”

He began it by crashing his wire
whip across the sergeant’s face, with
all the power of his left arm. Leahy
reeled with the burning shock of it
—and the three men with El Mocho,
his spies and helpers, closed in with
guttural laughs of pleasure. Gunnery
sergeants might have a few dollars
—and all was grist to the mill of EI
Mocha.

Leahy quickly recovered himself
and started fiightimg, knowing all the
time that if the alarm were given, if
in some way the noise of his strug-
gle reached the ears of the provost
wrarshal's patrols, on duty in Villa
Francesca to keep the leathermecks
out, he was due for a court-martial.
He would lose his rank and prob-
ably do some time in the brig, all on
account of taking a short cut through
forbidden terrifory.

It was a tough spot, quite regard-
less of the huge natives attacking
him, and the wire whip of El Mocho.
He might well be killed; might-well

on a Peniders Missioon Uwnaamesh!
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beg for the arrival of the patrois be-
fore he was finished with this, Mean-
while he would give a good ascount
of himself. His left fist smashed into
the stomach of a black man—and the
stomach was as hard as a washboard.
The black fellow dida’t even grunt.
El Mocho laughed—and stepped in
quickly as the two other blacks
closed on Leahy from either side.
His wire whip came crashing down,
but Leahy heard it and ducked aside,
squarely inte the path of a huge
black fist, whieh erashed agalnst his
jaw with stunning foree, even as the
whip eut inte hHis sheulder. Even
threugh Ris thiek shirt Re felt the
bite and sting et it and felt the
warm bleed Burst frem Ris skin.

El Mocho laughed. Leahy whirled
on the one-armed scavenget of the
black alleys of Villa Francesca, in-
tent upon jerking that wire whip
from his grasp and glving the brute
a taste of his ewn punishment. But
the three blacks jumped him and
bere him dewn, flighting like a fury.

“Keep back from his face!"” yelled
Bl Mocho. “Give me a chance to
write my name on it in a way he'll
remember! He wom't soon turn on
El Mocho agaii!”

HEY held him, two at his sides,

the third squarely atep him. The
latter started to draw back to give
El Mecehe his ehanee. Leahy had
whirled to his back on falling, thus
playing into the hands ot his ene-
mies. He saw the arm of El Mocho
lift, saw the whip go over the na-
tive's shoulder, listened for the
whistling of it when it started down.
He was held hard and fast.

It seemed that nothing could keep
him from taking that cruel lashing
across the face. The whip was com-
ing down now, the sound of its swing
rising to a sort of shriek, like taut
wire in a high wind. Wiith a super-
human effort, his teeth tight locked

with determination—he wouldn't cry
out even if the whip cut his face half
off —Leahy pulled the man on top of
him.

Across the blackness of Villa
Francesca, even to Santo Domingo
City under the hill to the south,
went the high shriek of the black
man as El Mocho’s whip crashed
along his back, laying open his
denim coat, whatever he may have
worn under it, and eutting into the
flesh ke a razer.

ND the word the man shouted

must have been the one word
that occurred to him at the moment
of the dreadful slhwdk:

"Police!”

And he shouted in English, which
marked him as a San Croix or Saint
Kitts black. That shout in English
would bring the patrols, and Leahy
dared not be caught here, out of
bounds by military regilation.

Far down the hill he heard shouted
orders. He listened briefly, as best
he could in the midst of the fifjgt,
immediately resumed, for the sound
of racing hoofbeats, which would
signal the approach of the provost
patrol.

But there followed, after the far
shouting in Engliish, a strange si-
lence. He could feel El Mocho lis-
tening, too—and the others. But
they didn"t stop fifititiing. If Leahy
had a few dollars they intended to
have them.

Somehow, anyhow, he managed to
fightt his way to his feet. He knew
that his face was bleeding. The
pummeling fists of the black men
had bruised him from head to knees.
He wondered why they hadn’t used
knives. Perhaps they would, be-
fore this fight was over,

El Mocho still hovered at the edge
of the fight, like some gruesome bird
of prey, gnd Leahy knew that the
whip would swing again at the fiirst
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opportunity. Tihat he might hit one
of his own men bothered El Mocho
not at all.

Leahy tried for a left at the jaw
of the man who directly faced him.
He missed. The man ducked—and
Leahy’s right fist met the diodging
shadow. He felt his fist, packed
with every bit of power he had,
crash to the enemy’s jaw. The man
moaned—and went down.

“Dowm him!"” snarled El Mocho.

The other two redoubled their ef-
forts. El Mocho, while Leahy's
flesthh crawled with horror, stood over
the man Leahy had knocked out,
and belabored him mercilessly with
the whip, trying in this ghastly man-
ner to make him return to con-
sciousness.

Leahy saw red. These men were
worse than wild beasts. They were
vultuces that battened on the car-
rion of Villa Francesca’'s most malo-
dorous alleys. They should be de-
stroyed as one would destroy a den
of snakes.

E forgot, for the time, the bllows

ot the whip which had all but
cut him to ribbons. He forgot even
the imminent approach of the pro-
vost patrol—and fought as he'd
probably néver fought before. His
fist beeame twin battering rams with
which to punish the minions of EI
Mocho.

His left crashed out like the strik-
ing head of a serpent, striving to
measure the faces and jaws of his
enemies for killing blows with his
right.

One man had been down, but mow
he was up again, staggering drunk-
enly, while ElI Mocho, chattering
like an ape, still belabored him.

“Get back in there and beat
dog!” he yelled.

Leahy hadn’t a chance, but he in-
tended to make even these men re-
member they’'d been in a fight. There

this

FISTS if,
was the sound of hoofbeats of horses
as the belated patrol came on, but
Leahy didn’t hear them. His whole
being was concentrated on kmocking
out these three blacks.

FTER that he'd take that whip

away from El Mecho and use it
on its ownef. Nothing else seemed
important—ewven the possibility of
court-mmartial for being out of
bounds.

He didn’t know that, just around
the corner, he had an interested
watcher—a man in civilian clothing
who could do much about all this
when and if it ever came to a court-
martial.

He didn't know anything, except
to wade in and fight like hell. It
was surprising how the blacks
fought. Ordinarily they were cow-
ardly, and knew little or mothing
about fritt fighitiimg. Then he remem-
bered the whip of El Mocho, which
kept them from being cowards. They
would fiight until beaten to a pulp
to keep from tasting the wrath of
El Mocho.

The fight had lasted for ten min-
utes, each minute seemingly an hour
long. Gnarled hands had ripped the
shirt from Leahy’s back. Dirty fin-
gernails had scored his face and tor-
so, but he scarcely feit them—for a
savage right smash had dropped am-
other of the blacks, over whom ElI
Mocho was hovering, in his eerie
chattering now, a note of fear.

Leahy sensed that note, and grin-
ned grimly. Maybe, after all, he'd
have a chance to make EI Mocho
taste some of his own medicine.

But the patrols were too close.
Suddenly—it seemed that even EI
Mocho and his men had failed to
hear the approach of the brassarded
marines—three horsemen, led by a
second lieutenant, rounded the cor-
ner and surrounded the fifgditers.

At that moment Leahy dropped the
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third of the blacks, while the one
over whom El Mocho labored started
to stagger up, screaming.

“Whats the meaning of thiis?"
snapped the povost officer, turning
the beam of a fikshligitt on the

fighteess. “Ah, Leahyl Amd out of
bounds, too! You know what that
means 7"

“Yes, sir, and I've no excuse teo
offer. I cut across lots from Agua
Dulce and El Mocho's men jumped
me, that's all"

“Wedll, pull on what you can find
of your shirt and lets go. You'll
sleep in the brig tomigit!™

At this moment the shadow which
had been lurking in the darkness be-
yond the hut of El Mocho detached
itself and moved into the center of
the crowd.

“It’'s all right, Bentley,” said the
shadow. “I'm Lieutemant McCauley
of Intelligence. This man veolun-
teered to do something for me and
got stuck with it, but it isn’t his
fault. I'll be responsible for him.”

Bentley hesitated. Mc€Cauley raised
his voice sharply.

“As head of Brigade Imtelligence,
I can requisition any man I wish for
any mission. I did so in this ease.
Release Leahy.”

The lieutenant touched hand to
hat-brim in salute, snapped a com-
mand at his men, and rode away.
Leahy turned to Mc€auley to mur-
mur his thanks. Mc€Cauley waved him
aside.

IX on it!" he snapped. “"I'm

glad I happened to hear that
yell. I was nosing around here, try-
ing to hear what might be going on
among the natives, and I came on to
see what was happening. I saw the
whole show. Didnt I hear someone
say your name’'s Leahy? Yeah, well,
I need a fellow who can use his
fists a bit. I'll give you the brief
story.

“Arms are being run into Samto
Domingo from Curacao, Venezuela
and Mexico, and it's my job to find
out how it is done. I heard you
speak Spanish to El Mocho. You
speak it well. I need that, too. I
wonder where El Mocho and his
blackbirds ducked to? They van-
ished like ratid when the patrol came.
Never mind, that's ever.

FPHIE word I just got was that arms
£ were being run into the country
somewhere in the vicinity of Playa
de Caracoles which is about sixty
miles west of here. I want you, if
you’ll do it—I can't erder amybhody
to do it—to go dewn there in ¢ivilian
clothes and get the lowdown for me
on the whole show. It's damgerous.

“If you're caught, the contrabandists
will feed you to the sharks. If you
win out you'll get a tougher job mext
time. And it has to be a man who
can use his fists, see? You can’t use
fireammss. It's an understanding with
the new Provisiomal Government. If
you happened to get a bullet into a
native, even in self-defemse, you'd
get a court-martial.

"So this job has to be done with-
out arms in your lwnds—which
means that your only defemse against
knives, machetes and guns will be
youk brailns—and these two fists 1've
been watehing you use. What say?”

Leahy grinned. His wounds pained
him, but iodine would fix that. lo-
dine fixed everything in Uncle Sam's
military service.

“I'd like it," he said simply. “"When
do I stznt?”

McC€auley grinned back.

Tien he was all business.

“Okay,” he said. “Now listen. Here
are fiifteem dollars. Get some ragged
clothes at the Intelligence office at
camp. You leave right away, as
soon as you've dabbed on some io-
dine, for Las Charcas and Estebania,
fnear Playa de Caracoles. Tihe arms
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are to be landed there within the
next thirty-six hours.

“I wish to know who brings them
in, to whom they are consigmed, with
names, dates, places and where pur-
chased. Hear me? I want che in-
formation. Get a few legs cut off,
all sorts of intermal injuries, go
through torture—anything—butt come
back with brains enough left to make
your report. Understamndi?"”

Leahy put himself to rights swift-
ly, stood at attentiom before Mic-
Cauley.

“Aye, aye, sir!” he said.

Half an hour later he quitted the
Intelligence office in Fort Ozama
carrying his spy’s clothing under his
arm in a newspaper. He had to pinch
himself to make sure everything,
even the fiight with El Mocho's scav-
engers, hadn’t been a dream. He felt
of his bruises, found he had a badly
twisted, probably brokemn mose—
grinned—amd was convinced he
wasn’t dreaming.

CHAPTER 11
Thiee Mosgitito Man

EAHY awakemed from a
dream, in which he battled
endlessly with a score of foes,

and looked about in bewilderment at
the sides and flloor of the rough hut
in which he found himseff. For the
morment he failed to remember. Then
he did.

He was no longer a marine, but a
down-and-out beachcomber, .nd had
rented this miserable hut for the sum
of two dollars per month. It was to
be his home at such times as he found
occasion to be in Santo Domingeo City,

He looked at himself ruefully.
Torn shoes, ragged clothes, an old
coat fastened across the front with
safety pins, dirty face, greasy skin.
Mc€Cauley “had thought the whole
thing out.

13,

Standing over Leahy as he wakened,
was about as dirty appearing a native
as Leahy had ever seen, and the native
was grinning down at him. The native
wore the usual sandals, and his feet
were grimy. A hard-looking customer.

The native smiled dowm upon
Leahy.

“Logrono I* he said.

Leahy grinned, took the hand of the
native. “Logrono” was the word by
which McCauley’s secret agents rec-
ognized one amother.

“You're Sergeamt Gracie,” stated
Leahy, “but you’re just about the dirt-
iest looking native I've ever seem!
How come?”

“I'm a native of Porto Rico, Ar-
turo,” replied Gracie, “so it isn‘t much
trouble for me .to become a Domin-
ican, besides which I speak the lan-
guage—since it is my mother tonguel
—together with the Haitian ppatais,
which we will need in our business.”

“How come you call me Arturo?”

"Your name from now on is Arturo
Sosa. We must get used to hearing it,
and you must answer to no other, no
matter who calls you Leahy, see?
Now we've got work to do. It's nine
o'clock. We must be in Las Charcas
by two o‘clock in the morning. The
afcadte, mayor, of the place, is a per-
sonal friend of mine, and I have al-
ready arranged for a hut for us to live
in. Get this, tog® Las Charcas is hot
territory. Your life, nor mine, will be
worth a plugged penny if we get
found out. You must net, in any ¢if-
cumstances, speak a word of Spanish,
must pay no heed if anyone addresses
you in Spanish—and mustn't miss a
single word you heat speken la that
language.”

“MNhen what’s our story? What
am I supposed to be doing in Las
Charcas?”

“"You're a poor nut, see? In Las
Charcas to write up a treatise on the
mosquito which causes malignant
malaria, and that particular kind of
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malaria abounds in Azua Province,
where Las Charcas is. In other words,
you are a sort of itinerant doctor,
slightly touched on the subject of
malarial mosquitoes. I'm just your
guide, and every chance I get I tell
the natives how poor you are.
They'll despise you, but they’ll be tol-
erant, and you need toleratiom to find
eut what you are after!”

EAHY and Gracie quitted the hut,

mingling unneticed with the na-
tives of Bommbillla Reja, that odorous
sectiom of Sante Deminge City in
which their hut was located. A rattle-
de-banging Ferd awaited them on the
Santiage Read, and they stepped into
it without a word of explanation, save
only a repetitiom of the word “logro-
fie,” which brought a grin from the
driver, and an enthusiastic, “Got you,
Steve!”

The car went quietly through the
town, reached the road that leads to
Azua, and went into it like a scared
rabbit going into a hole, rocking to
and fro like a ship in a storm as the
noisy Ford ate up the miles, umwind-
ing them from the rough, rocky, snake-
like road.

It was two o'clock in the morning
when the driver dropped Gracie and
Leahy at the edge of Las Charcas, and
turned about to go back to the Capital
City, while Leahy and Gracie strode
on into the town and took possession
of their hut in the center of the slum-
bering village.

The heart of the tropics here.
From a mile or two away came the
booming of the surf on Playa de Cara-
coles, expressing the anger of Ocoa
Bay. Darkness possessed the sur-
rounding jungle like a shroud. North-
ward the glowering Cordilletas point-
ed their black crests at the moving
mile-high clouds. For centuries this
section of country had been a place
of death,

Revolutions had started in this

Province. Malaria and dysentery had
taken toll of natives and sejourners
alike. The whole country seemed, es-
pecially at night, to be brooding over
the past, and plotting against the fu-
ture. Fiery rum enflamed bloody pas-
sions. Knives were unsheathed on the
slightest pretext. Men were hot-
headed.

One had to stretch the imagination
but little to hear the beating of native
tom-toms, to picture camnibalistic
orgies under the moom. This was
Santo Domingo; but she once was
under the foot of Black Haiti for
twenty-ome years, and the blacks had
stamped themselves upon the country,
had forcibly mingled their blood with
that of the Domimicams, until it was
difficult to say whether this country
were Spanish, aborigine, Negro, or
merely octoroon.

It was a place where death was
ever-present. Even small boys were
proficient in the use of the sawvage
machete, and grown men carried pata
de nmulkss (mules’ legs—sawed-off
rifles) in their clothing.

LL this was known to Leahy. A

smugglers’ hangout, accerding to
report, and Leahy here te gather
names, dates, and places. If He were
knewn to be a secret agent of the
Marine Corps, hig life wouldnt be
worth a cent. No wonder MecCauley
had wished te be sure ef his man.

Machetes patea de mulkss, carbines
of ancient make, fllensimg knives, pis-
tolas and revolvers of every imagi-
nable make. These were the weapons
of the matiives.

Leahy looked at his closed fists in
the light of the candle with which
they had lighted their malodorous hut.
They were all he had.

He could not kill a native, even to
save his own life. He could even be
tried for hitting one with his fisge—if
it could be proved that this halif-baked
doctor were really a Marine.
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“What a job, Gracie,” he said softly
to that worthy.

Gracie grinned. Then he rolled up
his shirt, exposing his stomach, which
was literally a welter of scars.

“I've been doing things of this kind
in the West Indies for years,” he said,
“these scars are the marks of knives,
wielded by men who wanted imfor-
mation I refused to give.”

“But were you always compelled
to use your bare fists?"

Gracie’s swarthy brow darkened
even more.

“Not always,” he said, “but it is
not pleasant to remember dead men,
even men who died because I wished
to live om!"

“Sorry, Gracie,” said Leahy, *I
won’t ask questions, and I'm glad it
is to be bare fiits"

“There are about six hundred peo-
ple in this town,"” said Gracie, “and
most are probably, directly or iindi-
rectly, interested in comtraband arms.
They are compelled to be. If they
aren’t and a revolution is successful,
it is well, in Santo Domingo, to have
friends in the new govermmemt, else
men may have long memories as to
who refused assistance to the cause.™

“Wich meams?"

AT the walls have ears! Step

into the street this very minute,
and tell even one person who you are,
and you would be dead before you
could whistle, so full of lead a
strong man couldm’t carry you! Do
you speak Germman?”

“Some," replied Leahy, “enough to
get along on.”

“Tihen we’ll converse in that lan-
guage. The natives always have
warm spots in their hearts for square-
heads.”

“But why not English?
don’t understand it

“But many of those who man the
boats bringing in arms are English-
speaking Negroes from St. Croix and

They

St. Kitts, with a few perhaps from
the peculiar English-speaking colony
at Las Fleches, and they are just as
bad as cannibals—worse, .even, be-
cause they do speak Emnglistn!™

ON'T you think it wise to go
down to the beach now and look
the situation ower?

"Never! Tte jungle is full of
eyes and ears. Better wait until
morning, let the natives of Las Char-
cas know all about you, and your
desire to investigate malarial mos-
quitoes, then carry your imvestiga-
tion to the sloughs just back from
the beach, or even to the beach it
self at times—and take care that
no man gets behind yww!?"

Leahy fell asleep just before dawn
and dreamed of the past of Haiti, of
the overthrow of the whites by the
blacks, of the expedition of thirty
thousand men sent to the island by
Napoleon, commanded by Napoleon's
own brother-in-lawy Le Clerc—and
of the pitiful five thousand which
lived to tell the tale.

All because, without ever actually
fighitttgg the French hamd-to-hand,
the Haitians had fiilled the jungles
with eyes and ears, and the beatimg
of tom-toms—wihese seund made ants
crawl up one’s spine—and would not
allow them to sleep.

Nature, and disease, had done the
rest.

And black men had left their bes-
tial stamp upon Santo Domingo.

Bare fists seemed so puny, so in-
adequate, yet Leahy knew they must
suffice, that McCauley wished facts,
not suppositiom, and that he, Leahy,
must procure them. It was barely
possible that the arms which were
coming in secretly might one day be
turned against the marines,

At the very least, a revolution at
this stage of the game would mean
military occupation by the marines
for years to come.
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And Uncle Sam was ready for his
boys to come home!

Leahy, and others like him, heid
awful responsibility in his twe bare
fists.

Wauld they be 9trong to held it?

Gracie, who sat beneath the gut-
tering candle, looked at Leahy, asleep
on the rough native cot, saw Leahy's
hands ball so tightly into fists that
the knuckles grew white, and a wer-
ried frown creased his brow.

Leahy would fiight; but would he
be too hot-headed under restraint,
and in danger, to use the brains God
had given him?

“I think he'll be all right,” Gracie
said to himself, as he turned in and
fell instantly to sleep.

Being a Porto Rican, almost a
blood brother of the people against
whom they were pitted, none knew
them better than did Gracie. It is
little wonder he was worried.

In thirty-six hours they would
either have informatiom that would
put as-yet-nameless plotters behind
the bars, or—

Two strong men would know by
experience the meaning of "Hades."

CHAPTER 11I
Eyees of the Coango

EAHY'S greatest danger, he
realized when morning came,
lay in the fact that just

around Pumta Martin Garcia rested
the town of Barahoma, where for
eight months he had been attached
to the Marine Barracks there, and
had been the N. C. O. in charge of
the civilian prison, with the title of
Prison Warden.

Tihe prison had held Dominicans
and blacks, and many of the boats
which might in the next few hours
put in at Playa de Caracoles might
be ships which had put in at Bara-
hona in the old days, and members

of their crews might recogmize Leahy
for what he was, under his disguise.

A white man, no matter how
dressed, looms up in Latim-America
like a sore thumb on a prize fifgditer.

In those days, too, Leahy had
spoken Spanish every day. Hundreds
of natives had heard him.

E was to pretend, here, total iig-

norance of Spanish. If exposed,

how would he explain his pretense?

Wihhen morning came the first man

to visit the hut was the alcallite of
Las Charcas.

Gracie introduced Leahy as “Doc-
tor Arturo Sosa,” touching his own
forehead significantly when Leahy
seemed not to notice. The adiwde
nodded umderstanding.

"He is eager to study the malig-
nant-malaria mosquito,” explained
Gracie, “and I am his guide and in-
terpreter. He speaks no Spanish.”

The story then went through Las
Charcas like wildfire. The town, it
seemed was even then in the throes
of a malarial epidemic, and the native
doctor at Azwa had sent this wulti-
matum to Las Charcas: pay me two
hundred Americam dollars before I
come to Las Charcas, or let your
women and children die! So much
for the native doctor’s American
medical education!

The whole town had been unable
to raise the two hundred, and women
and childeen were suffering the tor-
ments of the damned in consequence.

So a strange thing happened, an
unforeseen thing.

Tihhe name of Sosa, with the prefix
“doctor,” fled through Las Charcas,
through the country immediately sur-
rounding, even unto Estebania, and
two hours after sunrise a queue of
natives, suffering with everything
from itch to yaws, lupus and leprosy,
stretched away from the door of the
hut occupied by Lealiy!

And Leahy knew nothing about
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treating any diseases of any kind
whatsoever! Yet he had claimed te
be a doctor!

He had either to put up oF shut
up—whish was SyReRymous with get
out, and that in a RuFFy, witheut bid:
ding geed-by! _

“Get the infermation!” MeCauley
had teld him. . _

He ecouldn't get it by TURRIRG
away. He couldn't stay without de-
ing something for the Ratives whe
had faith in him because of that
“dostor” business.

ERE were beads of perspiration
on the forehead of Sergeant
Greacie as he realized their predica-
tment, while from the long queue of
natives the eyes of the Congo,
through several generations of dwell-
ing 1n Sante Deominge and Haiti,
stared unwinkingly at the “doctor.”
“We must do something,” groaned
Gracie, “and darned swem!”

He, too, had seen the eyes. He
knew the things which nested im* the
brains of these sturdy natives whose
forbears had eaten their enemies in
the Dark Continent long ago. Cammi-
balism was infrequent now, but the
bloodlust remained. Childlike in their
faith, these natives; but relentless
enemies when their faith was be-
trayed.

“All right, Gracie,” said Leahy in
German, “we are going to treat these
people. Explain to them that, not
expecting to practise, I brought mo
instruments with me. Tell the Las
Charcans to bring me every bit of
mediciine, of whatever descriptiom, to
be found in the huts of Las Char-
cas!”

It was a nervy thing to do. The
main road from Santo Domingo City
to Azua led through Las Charcas, and
automobiles passed at intervals. 1f
that giteue of derelict humans should
attract attention, and someome should
stop to ask questions—

But Leahy, the die cast, refused to
worry.

TTE treated the natives for malaria,

yaws, lupus, and whatever else
seemed to ail them, giving leng in-
structions in German to Gracie, whe
interpreted to the Spamish-spealing
natives.

Leahy, knowing something of
Santo Domingo, knew that much of
the sickness of natives was due to
bad water, and ordered, through the
alcallite, that every drop of drinking
water thereafter be boiled for thirty
minutes.

Leahy's confidence in himself, ap-
parent as it was, despite the fact that
he was acting, imbued the mnatives
with confidence, and they believed in
him implicitly.

The simple trust of the Dominican
hill people. . . .

Wihiich could turn into murderous
fury if they discovered that he was
no more a doctor than their own
alailile, who did know something
about bush mediicine!

At any momemnt, since the matives
were migratory, one might appear
who remembered Leahy.

The eyes of the natives, as one by
one they received treatment at the
hands of the now freely perspiring
Leahy, studied the face of the im-
poster, and those eyes told mothimg
to Leahy—opaque and inscrutable as
the eyes of the Sphinx.

But to Graciie!

Gracie knew the volcanoes of fury
which nested in the brain behind the
softest eyes of the most friendly
natives!

Leahy sat on a powder magazine
and smoked cigars!

Just a whisper, and Leahy would
be torn limb from limb. It wasn't
pleasant to contemplate.

And as yet they had made no prog-
ress in their duty to gather informa-
tion for McCauley.
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« It was mot umtil late eveming thrat
the queue of natives, the last ones
having stood patiently in line, under
a broiling sun, for ten hours or mere,
dwindling to nothing, and a tifed
“Sosa,” and Gracie that was even
more fatigued, mostly because of his
greater anxiety, found time to leave
the hut of their mental crucifixion.

The natives who had been treated,
intending to take fresh treatments on
the morrow, hived up with the other
natives of Las Charcas, doubling the
population of the sun-baked town,
and every doorway was filled with
barefooted Domimicans, ranging in
color from almost white to blue-
black, and the eyes of everyons of
them stared blankly at Leahy and
Gracie as the two sauntered down the
main street, making for the jungle
which hemmed in the town-—g8trange
jungle, in that it wae mostly theorn
trees, set so thickly together that one
needed a machete and a corps of
woodoutters to get through.

They reached the jungle, found a
dim trail which meandered off in the
general direction of the beach, and
strode in.

EAHY, once out of sight of the

town, increased his stride.

“Slow down!"” said Gracie softly.
“The jungle is full of eyes!"

“I don’t see anyone,” replied
Leahy.

“Don’t look for a moment,” said
Gracie, “but off to your left front,
in the deep &twdiow of that bayo-
hunda tree. Look casusliyt™

Leahy saw then. It was a native,
motiomless, scarcely recogmizable as a
man, He knew how to efface himBelf
in his surroundings.

“I see him,” said Leahy, “but I'd
never have done so if you hadn’t told

me. How did you kmow?"

“He's smoking native tobacco,
andupa. It smells to high heavea.
Catch iit?"

Leahy was not sure; but of one
thing he was sure. The natives prob-
ably trusted him, but not out of their
sight! It merely proved to him that
hié mission was freighted with dan-
ger. The natives, with contraband
arms passing through their hands in
case lots, could afferd to take neo
chanees. -

RACIE and Leahy strode on, dis-
cussing the surrounding sun-
scorched scenery, with much waving
ot the hands, while the almost in-
visible native undee the bayohunda
did not meve once, though as they
passed clese te him Leahy cawght,
strong fnew, the unmistakable oedor of
apdugea, 6harp and pungent as lye
fumes.

Then the man was lost, and Leahy
knew, because of the increased cau-
tion of Gracie, that they had been
picked up by other eyes, and that
they took not one step umwatched.

At last they reached their objec-
tive, a deep pool of seepage water,
between which and the sea there was
a screen of trees, through which
came the sound of pounding surf on
Playa de Caracoles.

Eyes were watching, Leahy knew,
because Gracie whispered it to him
as they peered into the pool.

And for two mortal hours Leahy
and Gracie talked mosquitoes, ma-
laria, mosquitoes, more malaria, more
mosquitoes while the mosquitoes
themselves, packing in their probos-
cis that maligmant malaria which is
the terror of certain parts of the lit-
tle republic, stabbed the two men
with their fiery darts until both were
fit to enter the manitvorino (insane
asylum), the other side of Nigua.

But there was work to do.

From the beach, through the moan-
ing of the pounding surf, came a
sound of chanting.

“Al, ait Al ai! AL it

A monotonous rising and falling
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of sound that never ceased eF varied.
“Black men chanting in their eups,
or bottles rather.” said Gracie.
Leahy nodded. He’d heard Haitian
negroes chanting before. It was so
hot, even this close to sunset, that
Leahy was ready to drop; but a cold
chill caressed his spine as he listened,
and his perspiratiom turned clammy.
This same chanting had been heard
in the jungles of the Congo for thou-
sands of years before the white man
came. It had been used to keep time
to tom-tom beating, where black men
fed on their own kind; it was stll
used in Haiti, where black men gath-
ered to practise Voodooism,
“Al, ait Al ai! Al ai! AL ai!"
“It is getting cool,” said Gragie,
“and from the sound there must be
several boats in the playa. The na-
tives are lolling on the sand, waiting
for darkness—the native crews, I
mean—in order to get their arms
ashore. Tomight will be a busy might
for us, Artuno!™

EAHY nodded, even as he cap-
tured a huge mosquito and pulled
its legs off with great sattisfaction.

He looked at his hands, marked
like turkey eggs with mosquito bites.

Bare fists, against .

From the playa came the sound of
chanting, louder now and more pro-
longed.

“Al, ai! AL ai! AL ail™

Hot as it was both men shivered.
The sun was just going dowm in the
Cordilleras, dropping into the heart
of Black Haiti westward, via which
dark republic, out of the Congo of
the past, had come these imwvisible
black men who chanted.

“It's getting cold,” said Gracie,
shivering, “let’'s be mmawing!™

Both men shivered again, moved
out, toward the plays, apparently un-
concerned—mwthille in a dozem difffer-
ent places stumps of trees which had
apparently been standing for ages,

wi

moved stifly and became men, men
with the inscrutable eyes of the
jungie people.

CHAPTER 1V
Nammdess TEeamor

N the thatched hut owned by a

Domimnican nondescript named

Nicolai, a few yards back from
the playsa, Leahy lay at ease in a
native hammock. A little over a mile
from Las Charcas.

Tihe hut was full of natives, for
Nicollai was the Captain of the Port,
and there were many who had busi-
ness with him.

Four Dominican schooners bobbed
up and down at anchor a couple of
hundred yards out. Between the
schooners and the shore could be
seen the triangulae fins of several
cruising sharks.

On the beach the crews of the four
schoomers, black men all, some speak-
ing English, most speaking the
garbled French of Haiti, lolled in
the sand and drank Rem Carta
Blarea, and clarine. Very wvociferous,
quarreling among themselves.

Gracie was among the blacks,
fraternizing with them, accepted as
one of them, a native of the country.

In the house of Nicolai men and
women were tallking.

“It is Martel's great opportunity
to start a revolution,” said one. “He
has spent hundreds of thousands of
dollars for arms—"

“Quiet!” cautioned the Captain of
the Port. “Are you sure this man
does not understand Spamisln?”

It was the captain’s own pimply
faced daughter who replied. She had
taken a shine to Leahy, and was
sitting near the hammock, swinging
it back and forth.

“He understands no word,” she
told the gathering, “people in Las
Charcas tried to speak to him, and
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he understood no word. It is safe to
talk before hiimn."

“It would go hard with him,” said
the Captain of the Port, “if he were
an impostor. He'd be torn limb from
limb. Wiithh what is stored in the
holds of those four sthooners—and
in that of the fifth just tacking im—
Martel can make himself king. His
people know it. Such imformation
would be dangerous knowledge for
a spy.”

“Faugh!” cried another man, a
huge black. "Tihis man is just a
fool! A good docter, yes; but blind
as a bat. A mule train carrying sheet
iron for roofing, went right through
Las Chareas this morning, heading
toward San Jose de Ocoa, taking the
reefing over the inland trail teo
Piedra Blanea and the Clbae. There
were earblnes, many eof them, be-
tween the pleees of sheet iren. This
deetor even petted the mules, lesked
at the sheet iren, and sefed fiet the
least bit suspicioust”

It was difficult for Leahy to re-
main calm and imoomprehending
here, for he had done just as the
speaker had said. Twenty mules
loaded with sheet iron, with carbines
and ammunition in between, @mong
the burlap matting. Four or five
hundred death-dealing arms—and he
had let them get through without
knewing if!

Unloaded last night perhaps.

The speaker continued.

“They were stored in Pimentel's
warehouse last night, and loaded be-
fore daylight this morning. That's
one shipment through, and the big-
gest of all to start tomighmt)"

EAHY rocked back and forth,

his eyes closed, missing no word.
Suppose the mysterious Martel, and
Pimentel the warehouse man, should
discover that their names, and their
future safety, had been given into
his hands, what would they do, or

not do, to see that this imformation
did not get to the people who would
act upon it dirastiicallly?

Then one had mentioned a ffith
schooner tacking in. He dared not
look, for someome might notice and
remember the remark in Spanish
Leahy was not supposed to wnder-
stand.

He waited in a vast suspense for
some speaker to mention the name of
the schooner.

He turned, yawning, to regard the
natives on the beach. None was
armed. Wiise owners, with their
crews in their cups, had no desire to
have them killing one amother.

Leahy noted the schoomer, which
looked familiar, but whea he heard
her anchor go over the side he turn-
ed away in a bored fashion, and the
daughter of the Captain of the Port
kept on swinging the hammmock.

Leahy’s heart was pounding with
excitememt. Already he had gathered
information with which none would
permit him to get away alive, if
they knew.

But perhaps they did! Perhaps
they played with him as a cat plays
with a mouse.

He could only wait and see.

“The boat is the bafamtiro Maria
Palenque!” said some one. “Her
crew is rowing ashore maow!™

It was well that Leahy’s eyes were
closed as he heard the name of the
schooner. She had been at Barahona
for months during Leahy’s stay
there, and members of her crew had
seen him daily for that length of
time! Things were getting thick.

The jabbering in the hut contin=
ued, and Leahy, while seeming to be
asleep, missed no word, no name, and
knew likewise the name of a man in
far Caracas who was interested in
the forthcoming revolution.

A sudden silence fell in the hut.

Leahy, yawning again, turned over,
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looked out the door—tihe whele end
of the hut being the door.

A black man stood there, megli-
gently leaning against the center
pole, and he was staring, a frown on
his face, at the reclining Leahy.

This man had served a six months
sentence in the Barahona prison,
during Leahy’s incumbency as Prison
Warden, and had seen Leahy a dozen
times a day!

“How are you, sargemtv?’” said the
man, unsmiling, and Leahy umder-
stood to the full the meaning of the
sudden silence in the hut.

UT he would play his string out.
He looked questioningly at the
othef4€irl OPKEdp1dEeSYABYKI HisthelleE
Sh9EY Uy Wi RiGESKethook his head,
smifed o afotheindRe3KEAd Spanish,” he
sai'd 9 m{gﬂgggrstand Spanish,"” he

21t S8Y'Hhe plack man, iwhen I
ut," sald the blac an, vghe d
ths 'a 0

1

knew yel some “mehihs” agh v

spoke 1 e%tertan o.ﬁwlf‘{

SPoKeE 1 etter .than 0. How ls?"t

that you have ¥or otten so u1.c1T< ;
.You; haye tor{otten s uic ?

{1 ahy., understandl ever
; ndeystandin ever
! 1

@Q
ma
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 Withowt anether word, still wear-
ing his pertentous frowm. the Black
man turped away, wemt Back te the
sands; passed ameng the eFews there,
and their monotoroys chanting
seased:

In knets of twe, thres, and half a
dezen at a time, they got up, yawned
and stretched elaborately, got inte
small beats and rewed out te their
respective schoeners.

They came back at once, flingimg
themselves down as before; but mow,
at the belt of each, swung ecither a
skinning knife or a gleaming
machete!

A half hundred blacks,
hundred cutting weapomns. . . .

Against two Americans with bare
fists!

By two and threes, never more, the

a half
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members of the crews set their feet
in the trail which led to Las Charcas,
returning after a time with bottles of
white rum. All guzzled more freely
now, and the chanting resumed.

EAHY got up and strode around,

among the men, with whom
Gracie was talklng and lawghing.
They did not move aside for him,
disregarding him with elaborate un-
concerin. To his surprise Gracie look-
ed up at him and scowled darkly.

“Watch your step!” that scowl
said. “Amd let me play my own
game. They do not suspect me!"

Leahy set out in the direction of
the main trail leading into Las
Charcas.

Easily half a dozen machete-armed
men lounged out of the trees into
the trail. They did not seem to mo-
tice Leahy, their backs were toward
him, but he knew they would not
permit him to go to Las Charcas.

Several natives called to him in
Spanish, several called him by his
right name; but he paid heed to
none, playing his string out to the
end. One very drunk black man
stepped up in front of him, put forth
his hands as though to seize the
“doctor”. Coolly Leahy dropped him
with a savage right to the butten.

The others laughed their emjoy-
ment at the discomfiture of one of
their own number, but when Leahy
turned to them with a smile, their
laughter changed te scowls.

The black man got up, staggering,
grabbed his knife from its sheath,
launched an upward slash at the
stomach of Leahy. Quick as a
thought Leahy stepped aside, fre-
membering his Marine Cofps train-:
ing, forgetting neke te remember i,
grasped the up-plunging wrist, swung
his left arm under the man's knife
arm, palm against the man's ehest,
his ewh arm stiff, and breught the
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knife arm dowm sharply across his
own.,

The black man screamed in pain,
and dropped the knife. Leahy hurled
the black aside, took the knife, walk-
ed to the water’'s edgs, huried the
weapen far eut.

He smiled at the crews again,
spoke to Gracie in German.

“Sell them I'm terribly sorry. The
man is very drunk. He¢'ll be sorry
when he sobers wp.”

Apparently with great reluctamce
Gracie interpreted in Spanish, add-
ing that the doctor was just a fool
anyway.

EAD silence greeted Leahy's ex-

planation. Many of these men
had seen marines practising the
knife-disarming trick.

But why didn’'t they make a move
now? For what were they waiitimg?

“I'm going to pick a fight with
you,” said Gracie swiftly, “to show
them I'm with them, against youw!
A real fight, too! Play up! When
you get out—if you do—I'll stay be-
hind to follow into the mortin!

Leahy said nothing, his eyes nar-
rowing.

Two blacks were rolling an empty
gasoline drum under the palms on a
spit of land that ran out into the
plays, while another built a fire. He
understood. Tihe gasoline drum was
to serve as a tom-tom. His fate would
be decided when the blacks were
filled with sufficient Dutch courage,
and before the unloading began.

Gracie stepped up to Leahy, and
spoke in Spanish.

“I've been with you for three days
and you haven’t paid me my wages
yet. Shell out! I want my money,
you American dog!"

Leahy answered in English.

“I do not understand you,” he
said.

Gracie

slapped Leahy on the

cheeks with
powetr.

The blacks, shouting in high glee,
formed a circle.

With Gracie and Leahy in the
center, the crowd moved under the
trees, where it was not very dark
outside the circle of fire-light. A
black man pounded the end of the
empty unturned gasoline drum, the
age-old cadences rolling through the
jungle in a spine-crawling fashion,
back through the jungle, taking its
weird message to these who lived
back there, even up to the erest of
the black and forbidding Ceordil-
lekas.

“It's going to be close going,” said
Gracie hurriedly. “Remember, when
you go dom't wait for me. They
think we are enemies, for I was the
first to complain when that black
said you were an Ametrican Marine.”

Tihen, with one man beating the
improvised tom-tom, the others sit-
ting in a big circle, knives carelessly
exposed, bottles passing the rounds,
the blacks resumed their monotonous,
“Al, ai! AN, ai!” and Leahy and
Gracie joimed in battle.

every ounce of hig

CHAPTER V
Russe of the Empyy HRfut

T was perhaps the weirdest

battle ever fought under the

frowning moon of the Island of
Haiti, of wihich Santo Domingo is a
part.

It was a bitter fight, for Gracie
wished to save Leahy from destruc-
tion, and to gather information at
the same time.

Tihe information must get back.

Gracie must stay. Tihis was the
best possible proof, this battle, of
the fact that Gracie was not a friend
of Leahy. These men had witnessed
many fights, too. There was no



BARE

chance to fool them. The fight had
to be real.

The language of Black Haiti flew
thick and fast as the two friends
joined. One man kept at the tom-
tom, not looking at it, his rved-
rimmed eyes watching the fiiitimg
of the two Americams, one of whom
seemed to be a native because his
father and mother had been Porto
Ricans.

The circle of blacks squatted on
their haunches. Knives were brought
forth openly, and rubbed across
thumb-nails suggestively.

In the open playa showed the tri-
angular fins of cruising sharks,
Leahy knew. He had seen them be-
fore sundowm. He wondered how
they sensed tragedy and came up to
wait for carriom. Spots of phos-
phorescence showed out there. The
fins, invisible, still were there. The
phosphorescemce proved that.

HE blacks were chanting their

eternal blood-cry, weaving from
side to side, guzzling fiery rum from
black bottles.

“I'll knock you out,” panted Gracie
in German, “fall and lay still. But
fighitt me with teeth and toe-nail for
ten minutes before you drop. Then
leave matters to me!*

Gracie’s right fist swung smartly
to the jaw of Leahy. He stzggered.
Them he bored in, smashing at
Gracie with a flurry of rights and
lefts. Vs

Tihe natives ceased their chanting
as Leahy’s nose began to bleed.

“Knock him dead!” cried one in
Spanish. “Beat him to a pulp and we
shall feed his body to the sharks in
the phigal”

“They mean it," gasped Gracie to
Leahy as he sent a stiff left to
Leahy's heart, clinching for a mo-
ment to speak. “It is all planned.
They but await the arrival of Martel,
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who will allow them their fun to
keep their allegiance.”

The natives all took up the cry.

“Imjure him as much as possiblel
Break his face! Smash his mnose!
The sharks are lmgmyt*

The tom-tom kept up its momoto-
nous beating, the player watching the
fight, his face expressiomless as
though carved in ebony. Someone
threw fresh branches on the fire, and
flames leaped skyward so that damc-
ing shadows wavered like black
devils, giant-like, among the palms.

EAHY dropped to his face. That

right to his selar plexis had
beeh a savage blow. He gagged with
the nausea as he relled te his baek.
Severall natives sprang te thelr feet,
started to elese in as the welf-pack
eloses IR en a fighting welf whe is
dewh—

“Stand back!” cried Gracie. “This
American dog is mine! You may
have him after I have fiimished with
him ("

“Leawve him alive for us!” cried the
wit of the cromd, and the crowd
roared its delight at his humor.

Leahy managed to get back to his
feet. Head dowm, arms swimging
madly, he whipped after Gracie, and
the two men fought like furies all
about the space inclosed by the cir-
cle of blacks. Now and again some
of them drew back their legs to
give the fighters room; now and
again one of them would kick out
at Leahy, muttering the vilest oaths
known to the Spanish langusge—
only Chinese oaths are viler.

Gracie staggered as Leahy battered
away at his jaws with a fliry of
rights and lefts. He gasped, almost
dropped, clinched to save himself.

“Pull ‘em, Arturo,” he gasped. “If
I drop they'll skin you alive—liter-
ally! Keep the old head workimg!*

Leahy slipped out of the clinch,
still battering away at Gracie; but
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his blows were wilder new, and us-
ually his fists did not land squanely
on the body of Gracie. It takes a
clever boxer to fool an audience into
thinking he is giving of his best,

Gracie bent far over, gaspimg—nhe
was really hard hit—and drove pile-
driver rights and lefts to the stom:
ach of Leahy.

Leahy's hands dropped dowm to
protect his stomach, and quick as a
flash Gradie’s right came up to his
jaw. Leahy saw it coming, but he
did not intend to evade it com-
pletely.

But he was going away, unnetice-
ably but still going away, when the
fist connected. He dropped like a
log, rolled on the ground in ageny.

Gracie stood over him, looking
downm.

“Get up, you dog!” he smarled.
“Or I'll kick you to death where
you lie!

Leahy looked up. His mouth and
nose were bleeding; but he wasn't
badly hurt. His nose bled easily.
But the face which looked up at
Gracie, to the drink enflamed eyes of
the blacks, was a red mask of agony,
across which the light of the danc-
ing flames drew an expressiom of
weird terror.

“Have mercy!” he said in English.

“Have mercy!” repeated Gracie in
Spanish. “"Have the American swine
had mercy upon us—never! What
are you doing here? Wowld your
general have mercy on us if you
took back mad tales to the Capital
City? Mercy! Mercy on such as
you? Stand up, dog! I'm not yet
finigleed with yow!”

EAHY managed to stagger erect.
The eyes of Gracie hored into
his. TG¢a¥eSwab @ik dPorPdriaye
DisahyCraske t08s budIyieRurt Peghgee
&%ahy Wasn 198 Rasfiurthinity toweed
given, even if opportunity were

given.

Leahy read the worried question in
the eyes of Gracie.

*Okay,” he muttered.

“Witat are you saying, dog?” cried
Gracie again for the benefit of the
blacks. “Is it that you plead again
for mercy?” But there was relief in
the face and eyes of Gracie.

EY had been fightimg for about
eight minutes.

“Fimish him!” cried the blacks.
“Gouge out his eyes! Pull his nose
from his face! Kick him with your
feet!”

“I prefer to take longer and do a
better job!” cried Gracie, his flists
smacking home swiftly.

The blacks laughed at the grim
humor of it. Gracie was winning
them, if not already wom, by his
brutality. Leahy belonged to Gracie
by right of conquesi..

Leahy, guessing at the time, wait-
ed for the “finisher.”

Wihen it came his fall was real-
istic. It smacked home on his jaw.
He flung up his arms, his bleeding
fists, nose and mouth visible to them
all, the jaw falling open, and crashed
to the ground in the black circle,
burying his nose in the sand.

And Gracie kicked him. The blacks
laughed. But the kick had caused
Leahy to turn so that his nose was
no longer in the sand.

Leahy was out.

Gracie turned to the blacks.

“Tihe American dogs are not the
only men who know how to use their
fistsd! See, one of your own knows
their use! Have I then some mights
among you?”

A huge black man strode to Gracie,
slapped him on the shoulder with
drunken gravity.

“Waiit until Martel comes and we
tell him what a fighter you amel
He needs men like you. Now, this
carrion: what shall we do with
him?”
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“What would you suggest?”

“Waiit until Martel comes, It is
just a matter of form, but we should
wait. Then, feed him to the sharks,
so that American spies will never
know what became of Inimm!"

“But until Martel comes?” said
Gracie.

“It’s your job to watch him."
“TIihem let's do this: down the

beach a couple of hundred yards is
an empty hut. I shall put him there
and stand guard over him. It is
best that he should not remain here
in the open. The woods may be full
of Americam spies. They may be
watching this fire. If they see him
here—"

CHORUWS of angry shouts from
the blacks.

“You are right, compadre,” they
said. “Put him in the hut and watch
him until Martel comes. We should
throw him in the playasa. but he is a
bad one, that Martel—he wishes it
known that he is boss in all thimgs."

Wiitthouwt waiting further, Gracie
stooped and swung the limp body of
Leahy to his shoulder.

Wiith his co-spy over his back like
a sack of meal, Gracie strode diown
the beach.

“Keep him safe until we arc ready
to be amused!” cried the wit of the
crews.

“I'll keep him safe, never fear!i"
retorted Gracie. “If he wakens and
causes trouble I may not wait until
Martel comes!

To Leahy when they had passed
out of earshot of the blacks:

“Are you all right, Lealny?"

“Yes. Good stufffl*

They reached the hut in gquestion.
In its shadow Gracie set Leahy on
his feet.

"Rigiht through the jungle there,
two miles away, is Las Charcas and
Estebania. Both full of enemies who
know the truth. Get to the main

road. Hold up a passing car if one

appears, start walking if not! Beat
it maow!™
Leahy, without another word,

darted into the jungie, shrouded now
in impenetrable blackness.

Some ten seconds passed.

“Help! Help! The American dog
got away! Tiis way! Tiis way!”

It was the voice of Gracie. Leahy
grinned. Gracie was running, from
the sound, dowm the beach, at
right angles to the route of escape
he had shown Leahy. Leahy heard
the blacks give tongue as they took
up the pursuit.

He ran for ten minutes, butting
against trees in the darkness, cursing
under his breath. The sounds of
pursuit died away as Gracie led the
blacks dowm the beach. Daring
Gracie! It the blacks lighted matches
and looked for footprimts . . .

Taking chamces!

Tem minutes more. The sounds
could no longer be heard.

Leahy drew a deep breath, think-
ing of the gauntlet to be run in Las
Charcas or Estebania, depending at
which place he emerged from the
jungle. Congratulating himself on
his reprieve, he fought for stremgth
to continue.

Then suddenly the woods began to
move! Tree stumps became men.
Black shadows, solid and substantial,
rose up all around Leahy, and in a
trice he went down, fiighting like a
maniac, under the weight of half a
dozen evil-smelling bodies.

CHAPTER VI
Tiee Fighiting Heart

HO were these people?
There was no way of
knowing. They might be

anybody. They might be spies for
Martel, or members of the schoonef
crewsé returning from Las Charcas
and Estebania.



26 THRILLING ADVENTURES

Whattever or whoever they were,
they smashed into the running man
without introducing themselves, and
Leahy’s chances of getting back to
the Capital City with his imforma-
tion looked slim indeed. The people
of this section had no intention of
allowing their secrets to be disclosed.

They had visions of Marings in
Khaki and olive drab laying waste
their Province. Tihe Marines never
did it, nor had ever threatened to;
but the natives always had the idea
they would do so on the least pre-
text.

Those trees became men who
launched themselves upon Leahy,
and Leahy, his heart going down
into his boots when he realized that
he had much informatiom he might
never get back to the Capital City,
was filled with the fury of despair.

“I must get back to McCauley
with my information,” he told him-
self.

His fists smacked out as he fought
to his feet, and those fists seemed
to keep time with the throbbing
words which ran through the brain
of Leahy.

“I must get back]l
back ¥

The dull glitter of knives wunder
the trees, glinting on the moonlight
which sifted througih in moving
patches. Black faces, the odor of
fetid breathing close to one's face.
Straining bodies that stank with
perspiratiomn.

One man against them all, fight-
ing with all his tiger heart, to get
his information through,

Several men, fighting for their
freedom, and for Martel, deter-
mined that the spy return no more
—backing their determinatiom with
cold steel that glittered in the
specks of moonlight like serpents'
eyes.

Wiith every ounce of his power,
#s an upraised band bearing a knife

I must get

swung down toward his wpturned
face, Leahy dove forward, driving
his right fist into the stornach of
his adversary.

HE man groaned, but his knife

came dewn. Leahy whirled just
in time te eseape its thrust, te grasp
the relaxing knife-hand, possess
himself of the knife, and, resisting
temptatien, Hufl it frem HiM iRt
the Dlaekness of the swrounding

jungle.
Bare fi$tss!
Strict orders from Lieutenant

McCauley, who had held his posi-
tion for months, doing this sort of
duty every day, because of the
power in his bare fistts. Amnd Leahy
had got his job by answering the
challenge of his swperiot,

Should he fail him mow?

“I must get back! I must
back!"”

His hands beating a savage tatitoo
on the naked torsos of the enemy,
fists drumming against chins, chests
and stomachs. Leahy was every-
where at once. Wihen an enemy set
himself to charge, Leahy faw him
and charged first, getting in the
first blow. The Dominican, and the
Haitian, does not know how to use
his fists, save when they grasp the
killer's knife. Their jaws are soft,

get

and a blow does damage. A man
drops when hit.
But he may not be out. There

are stories of Haitians running a
hundred yards with bullets between
their eyes.

A man drops, is too weak to get
up; but he may not be too weak
to raise himself on one elbow, and
strike upward at a man’s stomach.

One man dropped for Leahy,
and Leahy engaged another one,
stumbling over the man he had
knocked dowm, and for the flirst
time used his feet because his fists
were emgaged.
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He kicked the man on the wrist
who would have hamstrung him,
and the man’s howls of pain and
surprise must surely have been
heard in the streets of Las Charcas
and Estebania.

Leahy knew it was useless to try
to run. Tihese people knew these
woods from childhood. They would
run him down, surround him, battle
him until he dropped.

He must make sure, before he left
this place, that none should fellow,
Bare knuckles must do it. Unfair,
but mecessary.

He must get back.

Leahy was almost sobbing as he
realized the size of his task. Any
moment the cries of his attackers
might be wafted to those whom he
had left on the beach. He won-
dered why they hadn't yelled for
help, informing the others of his
whereabouts. Perhaps even mow
men whom he had not seen at all
were barging through the woods to
the playea seeking help.

Hopeless, yet Leahy gave back
not one single step. He charged
each of his enemies in turn. If one
eluded him, he paused not at all,
directing his charge at amother.

His right cracked like a pistol
shot as it crashed into the jaw of
the largest of his antagonists. The
man fell. As he lay there on the
ground he groaned, and the groan
died away in a sort of sigh which
told Leahy that one man had fifivigih-
ed with the fight for a mmoment.

But even as he heard the sigh,
Leahy crashed his left to the solar
plexis ot another man.

He had thought there were six
men against him. There still were
four, it seemed, yet he had diropped
four already.

ELP had come out of

jungle for the ememy.
Leahy’s breathing came

the

in sob-
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bing gasps. He could taste his own
blood on his lips. His body was
literally soaked with perspiration,
for there are invisible furnaces at
night under the trees where the
Dominicam jungles sprawl across
the sun-baked earth.

His clothing clung to his body.
Sweat dripped from his face to his
pile-driving hands. The weakness
of the outlander when exerting
himself in the tropics was settling
over Leahy. But the will to fight
on, the fighting heart of the man
who never quits, was with him still,
and though he sobbed with exertion
and with exhaustion, his hands kept
up their relentless pounding at the
bodies of his enemies.

E saw a knife start down. He

tried to block the blow. But his
upraised arm was weak., He Hheld
the blow without stepping it, and a
searing flame caressed his torse fer
a moment.

Instead of weakening him, it
maddened him, and the man who
had wielded the knife fell next in-
stant, still gripping the knife, and
his yell of pain, and fear of death,
crashed through the jungle as he
fell upon the weapon he had just
dipped in the blood of Leahy.

Tihhe slashing cut of the knife
fillkel Leahy with new resolve.

That sentence began to pound
through his brain again with new
and vaster significance.

“I must get back! I must get
back!”
For the first time since lie had

undertaken this mission he spoke in
Spanish.

“Are you children, then, that you
retreat from a single Americam?*
he cried, his voice a mere tired
croak. “Come in and fifijit! Come
all at omece!"

“Curse you,” said one, “you are
a devill You do not fight fairly.
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Why don't you fight with a knife,
like real fiighters do? You are a
fool to fight with your hamdis!"
“But they are all I have. They
cannot slay, as knives can! Your
advantage! Why don’t you change?!

ND charge they did, gathering

theie forces swiftly, as tihough
a signal had been given by some
invisible prompter.

As the first came to grips with
Leahy, he dropped to his might
knee, grasped the belt of the man
in his right hand, the knife hand in
his left, and almost broke the man's
neck as he hurled him with all his
power owver his bowed back. The
man flew a few feet, his feet wpper-
most, crashing on his head—and lay
still.

Leahy whirled, sprang to his feet.
He stepped aside as the second man
passed him. That man struck at
him sidewise with his knife, but
Leahy eluded the thrust by a
miracle, and as the man slipped
paBt him drove the edge of his
right hand, the hand held stiff, to
the back of the man’s neck.

The man's feet seemed to run
ahead of his body, so that his head
snapped backward, and the man fell
supine. The man behind him
stumbled over him, and did not
straighten again because Leahy had
dropped him with a right to the
temple.

Tihere were three men left.

From the pfaym came sounds of
shouting. Tihe crews of the schoon-
ers had heard and were coming in
to the rescue.

Leahy was granted another re-
prieve, for the three who remained
ran away, calling aloud to their ap-
proaching fellows, and the tired
Leahy darted once more into the
junglle, dank and clammy because
the day’s heat nested under the
trees when darkness came.

As he ran, he staggered. His lips

were salt-crusted with blood. His
arms and legs were heavy,

But—

“I must get back! I must get
back!"”

As he ducked back and forth, zig-
zagging to avoid trees whieh
loomed in his path, his padding

feet seemed beating out the werds
in a maddening sort of refrain. He
must get back, indeed; but what a
terribly long way te go!

Them Las Charcas, silent, sleep-
ing, the main road.

Sixty miles from the Capital
City. Leahy stood, panting, in the
road, which was also the wmain
street of Las Charcas. Behind him
the woods were full of cries,

Are prayers amswered?

The headlights of a swiftly trav-
eling car swerved into the main
street, and Leahy stepped into it,
spreading his legs apart, waving
frantically, calling upon the driver
to stop.

A door banged open in Las Char-
cas as the car slowed down. A manf
stuck his head out, came out in
surprise.

E heard Leahy speak Spanish,

when Leahy had teld Las Char-
cans he understood no word. If the
man did not know already, he new
knew fok a certainty,

Tihis man who had tended the
sick in Las Charcas, pretending to
be a doctor, was an imposter! The
word, then, must not yet have got
here from the beach. The crews
who told the story would perhaps
know nothing of the queue of sick
natives Leahy had "treated.”

The man came out, thrusting a
knife into his belt, and ran swiftly
from door to doer, rousing the in-
mates.

“Come out!” he shouted. “Come
out! The Americam dog who treat-
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ed us is not a doctor! Let us take
and punish him!™

The car slowed dowmn, Leahy
jumped to the running board, was
sitting beside the driver. He showed
him a ten-dollar bill.

“Speed!” he cried. “I must
back to the Capital Ciityy!”

The car picked up speed swiftly
—toward Azua!

“WWiill give you another car in
Azua. I'm too tired to drive back
tonight!”

Even if this man pilayed sguare,
they traveled in the wrong direc-
tion, and to reach the Capitai City
Leahy must return by this road,
which led through Estebania and
Las Charcas, both places filled with
natives who had been cheated!

Reprieve, but further to go than
before!

He looked at his bruised kmuckles,
then relaxed in his seat, saving him-
self for the great struggle he knew
he still must make before morning
came.

Out of the corner of his eye he
watched questions write themselves
in the swarthy face of his driver,
as Las Charcas, through which he
must pass again, dropped swiftly
behind.

get

CHAPTER VII
"Saree the W inihskhidtit”

EAHY thought that the auto-
mobile man had taken quite
4 too long to get the car ready
for the return. He had moved with
aggravating slowness since arrival
in Azwa. The chauffeur was asleep
in the far edge of town and had to be
awakened. The car had to be gassed
and oiled.

The automobile man was surly and
ornery long before they were ready
to start.

The gasoline fillling pump was
outside the door of the home of the
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man who had picked Leahy up in
Las Charcas, and for ten minutes
before Leahy started on the return,
Leahy heard the telephome mimgimg
inside the house, and excited con-
versations thereon —in the Haitian
patifss, of which Leahy understood no
word!

A black chauffeur, moving like the
Day of Judgmemt, fimally took his
place behind the wheel, and Joaquin
Fabra, the man who had brought
Leahy to Azua, spoke three swift
words in Spanish to the driver.

“Save the windshiielidi!”

He had heard Fabra use the same
words at the tail end of his last tele-
phone conversation.

Wihat had he meamt?

Leahy would have given much to
know. These people knew he was
badly wanted in Las Charcas, their
attitudes told him that, and that they
were eager to stand in with the peo-
ple in that neighboring village.

Leahy would have given much for
a pair of Colts .45's in his belt.

But all he had were bare fists, and
he must run the gauntlet of Este-
bania and Las Charcas with mothing
else.

VEN now the people with whom
he had fought in the jungle could
have him court-rhactialed for faying
hands upom them, despite the fact
that he had done so to save his life;
yet had that life been taken, the
United States could take no action
in reprisal, beeause, in the final anal-
ysis, they had ne right to take amy
part in elvil affairs of any character,
beeause of the faet that elvil gov-
ernfment had passed frem the hands
of the Military Gevernor, the Com-
mandlng General ef Marines, inte the
hands ef a Deminican Previsional
Presldent—=who was eleslng hls ears
te tales of arms sAwggling!
A mess all around.
Yet, mess or not, it was not up to
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Leahy to ask questions. It was up
to him to answer them, and he had
to get through alive to do it.

Which meant running almost any
kind of gauntlet at Las Charcas,
which place had doubtless been
warned by Fabra that Leahy was on
the way back.

“Save the wrimdishmieiht™

Wihat had Fabra meant?

Leahy, as the car ate up the miles
—your Dominican driver is without
a peer hamdling a car on rough
country roads—looked the car over
carefully. It was spanking-fired,
brand mew!

“Save the windshield !

To the driver Fabra had used the
words, and to whomsoewer he had
been talking over the telephone.
Wiho had tbat been? The afcallitfe of
Las Charcas? Martel the revolu-
tionist? Or Pimentel the warehouse
man ?

"If they fired on this car,” mused
Leahy, “they would probably put
bullets into driver as well as pas-
senger, and they'd probably make a
sieve of the car!”

Then, swift as a fdash, came the
answer to the terse ' three words
spoken by Fabra to his chauffeur.

“Save the wimdsniielidit”

Fabra had meant that the car must
not be injured by bullets!

And after that?

Leahy’s eyes narrowed. He dou-
bled his right fist and looked at the
still bleeding knuckles thoughtfully.

YNE man against a theusand!” he
muttered. “Not a chance in the
world! Yet I'lli bet that Fabra ar-
ranged with the Las Charcans to de-
liver me into their hands. All the
driver has to do is stop in the middle
of the receptiom committee, turn me
over, save himself from bullets, and
save the windshield from the same!
Now, what to do?*
The car approached Estebania at

a high rate of speed. It was a good
car, and a good driver, though the
roads were terrible, mere twin ruts
through the jungle. The car missed
trees by a miracle, swung past boul-
ders in the road with hair-breadth
margins, plummeted through the
night like a mad thing.

“WiMtmit's the big hurry?” Leahy
asked the driver.

E driver grinned derisively,
showing two rows of smow-white
teeth. He seemed to be grinning at
some jest which the passenger did
not know.

“In a hurry to get back to Azua
and finish my sleep!” he said.

"But it is sixty miles to the Capi-
tal City. It will be morning before
we get in. You won’t get any sleep
until we've fiimished the twipp!™

“I'm not so sure,” grinned the
driver. "it’s a long way to the Cap-
ital, and 'most anything may happen
before we get there.”

Leahy leaned over and touched the
driver on the arm for emphasis.

“Black boy,” he said softly, “I am
going to breakfast in the Capital
City!”

But the driver only grinned.

Tiem, far ahead, a glow against the
sky, could be seen the lights of Las
Charcas. Ordinarily, there would
have been no lights. There is no
electricity in the small Dominican
towns. This meant that Las Charcas
was awake, that bonfires and torches
were making Main Street—the main
road—light as day.

Leahy's lips tightened to a straight
line and his eyes marrowed.

The receptiom committee was waiit-
ing. Already, doubtless, every mem-
ber thereof knew exactly where he
was, along the road to Azua.

“I've got to get through,” Leahy
kept telling himself. “Not only does
McCauley want the information I
possess, but my mother loves her
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darling boy, and wishes to hear the
story of his adventures in Santo Do-
mingo when he gets home."

Then the headlights of the car de-
scribed a g-=eat arc and shot their
twin rays into the main street of
Las Charcas.

Bare fists—

E words kept ringing in the
ears of Leahy.

The main street of Las Charcas
was packed, crammed and jammed
from side to side by matiives!

Tthe lights picked out gleaming
knives, machetes, pata de mulkay, car:
bines, pistols of every make,

A long cry, like the cry of the
wolf-pack, went up to the stars from
Las Charcas when the headlights of
the car swung into the street. Leahy
stiffened in his place. He looked at
his driver.

The driver met his glance, grinned
at him in high emjoyment.

The car was almost upon the
crowd in the streets,

Deliberately, still grinning, the
driver applied his brakes, and started
to slow down. He would halt in the
center of the reception committee.
In the sea of faces closest the car,
yet, for which Leahy was thamkful,
not in the center of the road, Leahy
could make out the face of Gracie,
who was brandishing a weapomn and
shouting with the rest.

Playing his string out, expecting
Leahy to do the same, Secret agents,
going into danger without hope of
glory, because Uncle Sam needed in-
formatiom.

The car slowed to half speed.

Leahy's right hand slipped to his
belt.

Something hard pressed against
the belt of the driver. His left side.
His body fiimchedd from the contact.

“Give her everything she's got,
black boy!"” gritted Leahy. “Or you'll
never live to get that beauty sleep!
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Tiese babies will get me, but you'll
never live to watch the funl"

The driver gasped, but even as he
gasped, as though it were reflex ac-
tion only, the accelerator slammed
against the fldwr-boaxds under his
frantic right foot, and the car almost
left the ground in a tremendous leap
forward.

She was roaring like all the bulls
of Bashan, going fifty or sixty miles
an hour, when she crashed in among
the matives.

They scattered to right and left
like frightened chickemns, yelling and
brandishing their weapons—but with
fright and surprise rather than
anger.

Gracie yelled in German to Leahy
as the car whipped past him.

“Go to it, you fighting fool!”

Only one shot was fired, a futile
shot that caused Leahy to laugh out-
right, for when its sound reached
him the car was through Las Char-
cas, still traveling like the wind, and
the darkness, save for the headlights,
had settled over everything again.

Leahy knew, howewver, that every
car within reach, fliuwwers, caamons
and real cars, would be requisitioned
to take up the pursuit which must
prevent his making his report to Mc-
Cauley.

He held his right hand still to the
waist of the driver.

“Step on her every step of the
way,” he said softly.

“Wiith that gun against my
stomach, Mister,” said the subdued
driver, "I'll fly her if you say so!"

CHAPTER VIII
Mad! Prunssuit

]T is a rocky road, a smake-like
road, which leads from Las
Charcas to Santo Domingo City.

It goes through a score of little
towns, all connected by telephone,
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service limited true, with one an-
other.

Word had doubtless been sent
ahead of the fleeing car by the
alcallite of Las Charcas, or by Martel,
or Pimentel. None could permit
Leahy to get back with the imforma-
tion they knew he must have. It
meant long years behind the bars for
them—or exile.

Yet Leahy had no gun.

The knuckle of his right forefinger
pressed to the belt of the driver

would not fool that worthy for sixty

miles. That was too much to hope
for. Yet Leahy must get back.
The driver, head bent low over

the wheel, eyes glued to the road,
accelerator pressed to the fiwor, filumg
the staunch automobile on through
the might.

Martel, if he were to succeed in
his revolutiom, must surely have
friends and supporters in every town,
And a way to commumicate with
them. The danger to Leahy in the
little town through which they must
pass would be greater even than in
Las Charcas, for Martel, whom Leahy
had never seen, would report to his
cohorts how Leahy had slipped
through the hands of his minions at
Las Charcas.

And would have them make sure
that he did not repeat the maneuver.

A ray of light passed across the
windshield before the face of Leahy.
He whirled in his seat and looked
back.

“Two miles back,”
“another car! It must

he muttered,
have some

driver, too! Amnother car behind
that! Burning the wimd!"
EAHY turned back to his own
driver.

“Know what will happen to you
when your friends in Las Charcas
realize that I couldn’t have escaped
them without your help? They'll
hang, draw and quarter you! You'd

better make sure I get in, and ¢heR
throw yourself on the merey ot the
Commanding General. I'll make shiift
somehow to protect you uAtil Martel
is behind the barst”

Thhe driver groaned.

“They don’t hang, draw and quar-
ter in this countey, Mister!” he §aid.
“They skin traitoes alive! Wik yeu
want me te di®?”

“Coax a few more miles per hour
out of this rattletrap I

"She’s going sixty-fiwe!"

AKE her go seventy! Cut the

corners! Forget the brales en
hills! Lean forward, black bey, and
pray for speed! That bus behind us is
making knots!”

“Mister, get that pistol outta my
stomach! It makes me memews!™

“I am unarmed,” said Leahy. “That
is just the forefinger of my right
hand!”

“You bluffed me with tlnset?"

Leahy chuckled.

“Ome more count against you when
your friends find I had no weapom!™

“Miister,” said the black boy, earm-
estly, “this buggy has just been
crawling. From now on she mowess"’

Even Leahy, accustomed to the
macadam roads in the States, and
high speeds, gasped as the car
jumped ahead.

It took a grade that was as twisty
as an eel, and her siren was scream-
ing into the darkness for all and
sundry to make haste out of the
way. Wihen the car turned on the
grade, cutting the cormers so close
that Leahy held his breath, that
beam passed once more across the
windshield.

Tihe car behind them hadn’t lost
any ground, nor had it gained ap-
preciably.

A blowout, or if the gas gave out!

“Plenty of gas, black boy?" said
Leahy.

“Thamk the good Lord, yes!”
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"“Tires good?”

“If one goes out, we'll go in on
three. Mister, I'm just as eager to
get away from these fellows as yeu
are i

They reached the top of a bramch
of the Cordilleras, and far below
them could be seen the lights of
another village. There should have
been no lights. Domimicans do not
keep late hours.

“Las Tablas,” said Leahy, “and the
folks are waiting. Step on her, black
boy!”

OWMN the grade swept the car,

siren screaming, like a mad thing.
On the right as they traveled down-
ward, the side of the mountain
climbed up into darkness. On their
left it sloped away for hundreds of
feet, almost precipitous in places.

A swerve of the car not managed
by the driver meant one or two
things: a crash against the bank, a
car turning over and over along the
road, smashing the driver and pas-
senger to bits, or a plunge over the
side and—a car rolling over and over
down the mmountainside.

The headlights glared one instant
against the sheer side of a deep cut,
and the right wheels of the car, on
which the car rode for a second or
two, pulling the left wheels free of
the road, almost grazed the solid
stone. But the driver had nerve, and
was afraid at the same time—of
Nermesis in the shape of his own
eountrymen, ereeping Uup behind.

Then the light looked off across
emptiness, as the car swung left,
and the left wheels kicked dirt in
dusty showers over the edge of the
new road.

“Ride her, black boy!” cried
Leahy, gripping his seat like grim
death.

And because he had forbidden the
driver to use the brakes, Leahy used
them himself, vicariously, by press-
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ing against the ffwrboards on his
side when, according to all the laws
of safety first, the brakes should
have been applied—and were mnot.

Down into darkness, the headliights
boring tunnels through the gloom.
The grade dipped, turned, plumged
off at a tangent, and the driver of the
fleeinpg car, hunched low in the seat,
his eyes glued to the road, held the
accelerator down.

Leahy sighed his relief as, travel-
ing at an unbelievable rate of speed
because of added momentum gained
on the grade, the car reached fairly
level going and screamed on toward
the lights of Las Tablas.

NCE more the main road was
also the main street.

Natives started shooting when the
headlights of the car swung into the
street.

Instantly the driver swung the car
off the road, heading into the center
of the town, making for an opening
between two huts.

Pigs squealed as the car bounced
madly, and driver and passemger,
both praying that things hold to-
gether, cut a mad pattern between
and among the native huts.

Ligits were visible on all sides,
the barking of firearmss could be
heard; but the natives of Las Tablas
had been surprised.

A blowout was a certainty. Glass,
bottles, garbage dumps, all sorts of
refuse reposed in the lesser used
streets of little Las Tablas. The car
careened into these, sending the
empty tin cans rattling. Children
were wakened and set up a terrifie
clamor, while women appeared in the
doors, half-dressed, to add their
screaming to the roaring of the ear,
the firing of their men folks, and the
other noises Leahy had brought to
peaceful Las Tablas.

Tihem they were through, every-
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thing seemed still holding, and had
swung back into the road.
“Canafistola next, black oyt
screamed Leahy.
And the driver laughed aloud, like
a hysterical woman.

“Hot damn, feller!” he said in
English. “It must be exciting busi-
ness to work for Uncle Sam! I'm
beginning to like it! Got a job for
a good mmam?"

“I have, you know,
Wamt iitt?™

“I'm hired!” cried the driver as the
car settled into the deep road with
a screaming of outraged springs, the
back seat cushion fllyimg out the win-
dow as though hurled from a cata-
pault.

Leahy looked back., Darts of flame
spat at the hurtling car as they
moved away, the bullets going harm-
lessly off into space.

Canafistola was only a few miles
away, and the car was eating up the
miles.

“Can’t pull that stunt in Canafis-
tola,” cried the driver. “I don't kmow
the little town, and the road is ter-
rible enough in iitself.”

“You drive,” said Leahy,
leave the boarders to mme!"

Then—

Canafistola, the bobbing lights, and
a street partially filled with mattives.
A narrow street, with houses on
either side, no way of passing
through save the road.

black bay!

“and

ND lying in the center of the
road, at right angles to its trav-
erse, the prone figure of a mam!
Instinctively, and for the fiirst time
since he had got the start of his
career at Las Charcas, the driver
slammed on the brakes.
He could never stop before he
reached the prone man.
But he slowed appreciably, and a
man leaped to either running board
of the car. Just as the car would

have run over the man, the fellow
whirled parallel with the road, and
the car did not touch him.

But he had accomplished his pur-
pose, and two men, husky blacks,
with knives in theie hands, weke on
the running boards.

The driver pressed his foot against
the accelerator again, swung sharply
right, so that th= right fender of the
car scraped against the wall of a
hut, shaking it on its foundations,
causing the inmates to yell bloody
murder, and the man on the mummning
board to be flung from his perch to
somersault over and over as he
landed on the rocky street of Cana-
fistdba.

EAHY'S man reached his hand

through the window. Leahy
geasped it in both his own, brimging
the wrist down across his raised
knee. The man dropped the knife,
screamed.

Then the left hand of Leahy leaped
to the man’s face, palm opened, and
pushed the man with all his power.

The second man went the way of
the fist.

Just as one single solitary bullet
passed between driver and passemger,
after having penetrated the rear win-
dow, and smashed to fllinders the
windshield Joaquin Fabra had been
so desirous of sawimg!

The rush of wind against the faces
of driver and passenger was mow
terrific. Tears came into the eyes of
Leahy.

But they did not blur his eyes 80
that, looking back, he could not see
that at least one of the pursuing cars
was holding its mad pace in the rear
of this man who must not reach the
capital city.

“Bami next, black boy!” he cried.
*Giwe her the gas! By the way,

what is your name ?”
"George Washingtom Thomas Jef-
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ferson Kieimsmith, born in Las
Fleches, Province of Sammamal"
“I’ll call you G. W. for short! Give

her the gas!"

CHAPTER IX
Trgmped at Bemi!

D G. W. gave her the gas.
Fairly level going now,
though the road still curved
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knew whether the native soldiers,
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after all, were loyal to the Provi-
sional President?

They might, a goodly share of
them, be in the pay of Martel the
revolutiomiist.

The car behind had dropped
slightly further back, but it was still
burning the wind. Further back yet
was a second car, further back yet
a third. Separated by miles, the
four cars, including Leahy’s, would
reach Bani within minutes of each
other.

HIE car plunged through the

notch between the twe high hills
westward of Bani, and drove straight
at the heart of the town.

They discovered long before they
reached the place that every possible
way of getting through was blocked.

Natives had utilized the time since
Leahy and G. W. had left Las Char-
cas by piling brushwood across the
main road, and off on either side for
several hundred yards.

G. W. groaned.

“Got to get through somehow,
boss,” he said, “and there’s only one;
way! You can’t cross the river the
other side of the town any place
except the ford, and if you hit even
that at this rate of speed, you'll
drown your motor.”

Long before they reached the
brushwood barricade the whole bar-
ricade leaped into flames at omnce!
It had doubtless been doused with
gasoline against this very need.
Leahy grinned wryly. Evidently
these chaps placed a high value on
his carcass.

“G. W,," he said, "as I said be-
fore, I wish to eat my breakfast in
the Capital City. You say there is
only one way to get timouwgln?™

“Yes, sir, straight atheesdi!™

“Tihen straight ahead it is! Don't
cut your speed!™

G. W. got a bit soapy of complex-
ion, but he managed a grin.
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“Straight ahead she isl” he said.

Leahy clung to his seat like grim
death as G. W. pounded his pamting
car on the tail for more speed. A
boulder in the way would have sent
the machine on her nose, turned her
about until she turned turtle from
her own momentum; but they
headed for the wall of flame, and
Leahy prayed that the brusihwood
be brushwood only, and not a pile of
camouflaged logs or something.

The heat blistered their faces as
they swept into it. G. W. flung his
left hand over his eyes as his right
gripped the wheel and held her
steady. Leahy crouched down so
low that his eyes could still look
through the brokem windshield; but
still the flames, from the speed of
their fllight, swept about him as the
car hit the row of brushwood as
though it had beem a brick wall.

1t hit hard, and the car seemed to
leap straight into the air.

G. W. knew that they were
through, because the flames were be-
hind them, the hole through which
they had come denuded of flames by
their passage.

“Good Lord, G. W.1"
Leahy. “Look at tiett!™

G. W. let out a whoop that could
have been heard in Santo Domingo
City, but there was no fear in it
G. W. was reveling in the excite-
ment, and he had got away with
so much that he was almost sure
nothing could stop him.

shouted

EY had broken through the
flames into a sert ef plaza be-
fore the main street of Bani, and
aeross the street was flung a eorden
ot native seldiers, their Kragg rifles
leveled at the flylng eaf.
“Duck!” yelled Leahy, suiting the
action to the word.
G. W. ducked, dragging the wheel
to the right as he did so. The car
almost turned over, almost but

didn’t, and swung away at right
angles, just as the heavy bullets
from the rifles of the soldiers
pounded against the car's body like
hail.

Leahy felt a red-hot poker pressed
against his left arm and the side of
his head, and a terrible dizziness
came over him. Tite car was bounc-
ing up and down like a buwcking
bronco, and holding her speed.
Leahy and G. W. were now downm, a
hopeless scramble, on the flloor of
the car which was rapidly, in its
own way, taking the two out of
range of the soldiers.

But whither?

Tthey were soon to kmow.

ITH a crashing smother of

sound the car hit something
hard, ploughed through. To Leahy
it seemed as though all the boulders
they had encountered along the road
from Las Charcas had been lifted
and hurled upon his helpless head,
Then he felt himselt being cata-
pulted forward, felt himself hurled
through the opening where the wind-
shield had been, and knew that he
had left the car well behind him.

He landed and rolled over and
over, end for end, and sidewise, and
crashed, believing sure that all his
bones were broken, against some-
thing solid.

And darkness settled over him.

He thought in a vague way, as
though in a dream, about those sol-
diers. Were they in the pay of
Martel, or had they somehow been
hoodwimnked by some cock and bull
story into assisting in his capture?

Then Leahy felt himself being
roughly jolted up and down, and
gradually his senses returned.

He was on the shoulders of a pant-
ing G. W., and G. W. was rumming
as he probably had never run before.
He seemed, as nearly as Leahy could
tell, to be running through the town
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in the direction of the main road
to the Capital City.

“Hold hard, G. W,*” he said. “I
can make my own way now, I think.
How's the can?”

“Aiim't no car! Leastways a car
that anybody"ll ever drive again. She
very fitttinglly passed in her checks
when we crashed through the wall
around Bani’'s public cemeteny)”

“Wiy didn't you beat it without
me?” asked Leahy as G. W. set him
on his trembling legs and he took a
moment to make sure that his legs
would hold and carry him,

“WHeere'd I run to? They want
me as bad as they do yow!"

“But you did run, and could have
done it without me. Wiy'd you
bring me outt?"

“L want that job with Uncle Sam-
uel, and you're the boy who prom-
ised me it! Besides, I don’t like to
pause too long in anybody’s grave-
yard I

Tihhey broke from the town as na-
tives broke from the town to might
and left, running full tilt to head
them off.

Ahead they could see the river,
swollen by the rains in the Cordil-
leras to the dimensions of a real
flomtl. No way of getting across.

“Can you swim, G, W.?" asked
Leahy.

OT a stroke, but I'll try. I'd
ruther drowned than get shkuwm!”
The pack was on their heels as
they reached the river, which boiled
whitely over the boulders in the
stream-bed—dry ten months of the
year, a torrent at the moment, and
all of a quarter of a mile wide.
Leahy groaned.
“Two chips in a mill race!” he
said. “But here goes!™
Driftwood came thickly dowm, wp-
rooted trees. Leahy dove in,
grasped the first bit of wood he en-
countered, hung on. Tihe water was

W’

icy cold, and he had been perspiring
for hours, the-llast without realizing
it. The water put new strength into
his almost exhausted frame, then
stole it away again. G. W. piled in,
and was carried under. He lost his
greasy cap, which was fortunate,
since it gave Leahy a chance to grab
his woolly hair as he swept past, and
to draw him close enough to the log
for him to grasp it.

HEW!I” gasped G. W. “I’'m not

so bad, am I? Dida't know I
could swim! Now what?”

“WHeat indeed?” repeated Leahy

"More of the same, I wouldn't won-
der.”

Bobbing lights, swiftly moving, on
the Bani side of the howling stream,
which was rapidly carrying the two
men toward the Caribbean, net se
many miles away now,

The headlights of a car, heading
for Boca de Bani, a little village
named by the Marines because it
rested at the mouth of the Banl
Riwver.

The natives were firing wildly,
and bullets thudded into the water
all around; but the two men fur-
nished poor targets, since they swept
along with only their noses out of
the water. Leahy had little fear of
being hit, except by a lucky chance
shot.

“Keep down, G. W..,” he said, “and
let the winds and waters of chance
waft us whithersoever they wilt.”

Tihe headlights of the car still
burned holes in the darkness toward
Boca de Bani, traveling at about the
same speed as Leahy and G. W,

Then they were in the whirlpools
where the rushing stream emcoun-
tered the salty waters of the Carib-
bean.

“Grab my belt,
Leahy.

G. W. did as biddem, and Leahy,

G. W.I" cried
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dove, swimming strongly wunder
water, for the nearest bank which
happened to be still on the Bani
side. They reached the bank, slip-
ped ashore, and were in among the
shadows of the huts before the car
reached the little village.

There were four men in the car,
all armed with carbines. The four
men climbed out, shouting fer the
inbhabitants to get up and help, and
ran toward the stream, wildily fifting.

In a trice G. W. was behind the
wheel of the car, Leahy was beside
him, and the car was going about
swiftly, heading straight back to-
ward Bamii

They reached Bani, and were hallf-
way across the rickety bridge, when
their ruse was discovered and frhimg
recommenced.

Two cars got into motiom in the
heart of Bani and were just coming
onto the bridge on the Bani end,
when Leahy and G. W. were dash-
ing off, and giving the car the gas,
on the opposite side.

“Remember what I said, G. W
said Leahy, grinning at G. W., who
grinned back. “We take breakfast
in the Capital City."”

“Miister,” said G. W. fervently, “if
you tell me the earth is flat, that
the moon is made of limburger, and a
elephant has wings, I'll swear it's
true!”

He pressed the accelerator to the
floar.

CHAPTER X
Gatlerimgg of the Clans

ARTHEIL'S move after Leahy
got back to the capital was
an unexpected one and, as

it later developed, saved the gov-
ernment a lot of trouble.

Leahy, as he had promised him-
self, had got his breakfast in the
Capital City, had reported to Mc-
Cauley, ragged, difty, bloody as he

was, and McCauley had sent a single
code message into the Cibao, whieh
had much to do with a certain load
of contraband which was going over
the trail from San Jone de Ocoa to
Piedra Blanca between galvanized
roofing loaded on the backs of twen-
ty mules.

McCauley made no comment wpon
the report of Leahy. He merely took
it as a matter of course. Leahy
wasted no words telling of his ex-
periences.

EN a coded message was sent to

Azwa, with the names, dates and
places which had been furnished by
Leahy.

“Now, that’s that,” said McCau-
ley, “and our next move is to go
to the commanding general and tell
him all about it. Let's go!*

“Wiith me looking like the wrath
of Heaven, and in these rags?"

“Exactly! said McCauley. “When
you are doing secret service work
you can’t get away with it by dress-
ing like a parade-ground officer.”

This was about ten o'clock of the
morning upon which Leahy had re-
turned to the Capital City, having
apparently outrun all pursuit. He
was dog-tired from his endless exer-
tions and lack of sleep.

Just as the two were preparing to
leave the office of Intelligence, the
telephome rang with a sound of au-
thority.

McCauley answered it.

“Yes, sir! Right away, sir! This
instant, simr!"

McCauley hung up the receiver,
turned to Leahy with a puzzled
frowm.

“I'm to report to the commanding
general instantly, bringing Number
Twellve with me, under arrest.”

“Whow's Number Twelve?*

“You! All my operatives have
numbers so that written reports, if
they fall into enemy hands, may net
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give away the identities of opera-
tives.”

“I'm under arrest, tivem?™

“Yep. Let's go. I'll do my best
to see that you don’t get seriously
injured, or locked up for more than
twenty years.”

The office of the commanding gen-
eral was packed and jammed with
Domimicans. Tihere were so many
of them that they overflowed the
office and half filledl the desk space
allotted to the chief of staff, bri-
gade adjutant, brigade law officer,
and the rest of the staff.

Leahy looked them over carefully,
his eyes alight with puzzlement.

Most of the men near the general's
door were bandaged in speots, or
simply unbandaged and looked as
though their wounds needed dress-
ing.

McCauley reported to the adju-
tant, who looked curiously at Leahy
and then forced his way through the
cordon of natives into the general's
office.

"BRING THEM INI"

It was the voice of the “Old Man,"
who sometimes spoke loudily when
he was excited, which was fre-
quently.

The adjutant came back, beckoned
Mc€auley and Leahy, and he was
grinning as he ushered the two into
the general's office, where they stood
at attentiom, side by side, before the
Oid Man.

R. McCAUILEW,"” said the Old

Man, “wihat do you know about
this? Here are a dozem natives who
are fit for the hospital. They claim
to be from Las Charcas. They say
that fiifty Marines, all out of wuni-
form, invaded Las Charcas and
Estelbamiz, raving drunk, armed with
revolvers, Springfields and sawed-off
shotgums, and literally devastated the
place. These are only the wounded.
Tihe dead were buried."”

“May I ask the General, sir, who
makeg the repent?”

The general pointed to a swarthy
man who sat at his left hand.

“Dhis gentleman, a law-abiding
citizen of Las Charcas, makes the
report, and these are his witnesses
substantiating his story! Tihat is
Mr. Martel. Next to him is Mr.
Pimentell, who corroborates his re-
port. Full and compllete imvestiga-
tion must be made at once, McCau-
ley, and the guilty Marines punished
in accordance with the law. The
Provisiomall Presidemt’s secretary is
here, representing the Presidemt, to
vouch for the character of Mr. Mar-
tel and Mr. Pimentel.”

McCauley, half smiling, looked
around the group of scarred matives,
many of whom were dressed in blue
denim and were barefooted, all dirty,
while most wore machetes at their
belts.

ENERAL,” said McCauley, “the

report which they make is true,
with the following exceptions: there
was only one Marine, net fiifty, he
wasn't drunk, he didn’t kill aiyboedy
beeause I sent him dewhn there un-
armed, and he used nething against
these people save his bare fists. Dees
M. Martel fhean te tell us that ene
lene Marine so badly used a half a
hundred of his mem?”

Wiithowt waiting for an amswer,
Mc€Cauley strode to two men who
wore bandages, tore the bamdages
away, to show to all eyes that there
was neither mark nor scar wnder
them!

Martel had tried to pull what is
technically known as a “fast one.”

Men who had been really hurt,
numbering less than a dozem, had
been left unbandaged. The others
had been made up for the show.
Martel knew the law, knew that a
Marine could be court-rmartialed for
touching a native, and that Uncle
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Sam, eager to get home after seven
years of occupation in Santo Demin-
go, was inclined to lean over back-
wards in giving the natives the best
of all asguments.

But the general’s eyes mnarrewed
when he saw the unmarred skin un-
der the bandages Mec€auicy had
torn aside.

“Gemeral,” Mc€auley went on, “al-
low me to inform yeu that the fifty
Marines to whom Mr. Martel refers
are all embodied in the persen of
Gunnery Sergeant Leaby hers, and
that he went in, and with his bare
fists as his only weapoms, brought
back the information that Martel
here, aided and abetted by Pimentel,
who owns a warchouse in Las Char-
cas, is the leader of a revolution be-
ing started for the sole purpose of
making sure that Marines remain in
Santo Domingo indefinitely.

Martel, a fiiery octoroom, was on
his feet instantly, crying his de-
nials.

“It is false, General, false as false-
hood! Me, I am a Domimnican gentle-
man! I—"

“Martel,” interrupted McCauley,
“wihat of the arms which went into
the Cibao yesterday over the trail
through the Cordilleras from San
Jose de Ocoa?"

“I know nothing of any amms!"
cried Martel. “Falsehood, all of il
I own not one single mmulle!”

“Martel,” said McCauley softly,
“who said anything about mules?"

A laugh sounded from the office
door. It was the brigade adjutant
and most of the staff, who were en-
joying the show hugely. The gen-
eral frowned at them prodigiously.

HAVE here, sir,"” said McCauley
to the general, “a code message
feom one of my men in Bomnao, in-
forming me that twenty mules Joaded
with galvanized roofing were stopped
at Piedra Blanca before daylight this

morning. Between the sheets were
four hundred carbines, with ammu-
nition for same! They were ¢o6A-
signed to a chronic revolutiomary in
Monte Cristi, and the papers bere
the name of Jose Martel as ¢€6n-
signer! Mrk. Marktel, is yeur Aame
Jose?”

Martel was on the verge of having
apoplexy. His face got red as fire,
while his men, who did not under-
stand English, but understood pan-
tomime and the fact that their Jeader
was exercised, shifted uneasily.

ND I have here,” went on Mec-

Cauley, "a ecode message frem
Nuraber Nine, new IR Azwa, te the
effect that the PUlera Nadovphl -
miltiteaaa of Azwa Has taken €em-
mand ef a warehouse IR Las CHhar-
eas, a warehouse ewned by a gentle-
man named Alfomse Pimentel, whieh
at this moment eontains twe theu-
sand rifles, three thousand pistels,
and ammunition eneugh te kill every
Marine IR the republic, uslng ten
bullets te eaeh ene. I8 yowur first
name Alfonsd, Mr. Pimentel?”

It was the turn of Pimemtel to
wax apoplectic.

Martel rose to his feet.

“I refuse to remain here to be in-
sulted!” he cried. "“Your Marines
come into my province and lay it
waste, and when I report their dep-
redations you laugh at me, and try
to make me look silly! You and
your stories of smuggling arms! Me,
a patriotic Dominican gentleman who
loves his President! We shall go at
oncel!”

“You may go, gentlemen,” said the
general, “for I am without authority
to stop you.”

“I, howewver,” said the President's
secretary softly, “have some awthori-
ty as the President’s representative.
I ask your assistance in holding
these men, pending the arrival of
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Dominican soldiers to take them in
charge!”

He reached for the telephone.

“Just a momemt, sir,” said Mc-
Cauley, grinning. “I amticipated
some such request, and before we
were called in here, I took the re-
sponsibility of telephoning the com-
manttanicia in your name, and a hun-
dred soldiers are already on the way
here! They should arrive any mo-
ment!"”

Martel shouted in Spanish to his
memn.

“Let us go! We are being grossly
insulted by these American dogs!*

The natives rose in a body and
moved toward the door. The gen-
eral looked at McCauley. Some said
he nodded his head thoughtfully,
some said that he even winked at
his Intelligence officer. Wihatever
he did, McCauley interpreted it to
suit himself.

“Leahy!” he shouted.

He sprang to the door, forcing the
natives back into the office.

“OQuitside, General!” he cried.

The general moved sedately from
his office, and took a seat at the
right hand of the law officer, who
was as fat as the general, and who
could not fight for the same reason,
while Leahy sprang to the side of
McCaulley.

"You got away from them by your-
self, Leahy,” cried Mc€auley. “Sure-
ly two of us should keep them from
getting away from uslt"

Martel and Pimemtell led the at-
tackers. It developed shortly that
their men were not nearly as help-
less as they had pretended.

MCCAULEY and Leahy, tired as
Leahy was, took the brunt of
that first charge. Martel singled out
Leahy and charged. head dowm, hand
grasping a knife, and Leahy let him
have a right to the chin that put
him on his back, groaning with pain,

41,

atop of the desk which the general
had just relinquished.

McC€Cauley grabbed Pimentel about
the waist, lifted him and hurled him
into the faces of his followers.

The natives in the outer offices
started to make a break, only to dis-
cover big Marine officers megligently
standing before all opem windows,
and in each door, and when they
darted back to attack Leahy and Mc-
Cauley in the rear, they discovered
that the big brigade adjutant, fire of
battle in his eye, was standing there
in a ffghting pose, awaiting their ad-
vance.

UT of the general's office came a

snarling, clawing native hurled
back over the head of Leahy. He
landed en his head betore the brigade
adjutamt and whemn, kaite 1A hand, He
got up te refiew the fight, the B. A.
kieked the knite fremh His hand and
then placed a foot on the baek of
his neek to held him dewn.

Meamntime, the office of the general
was a wreck. Wimdows had been
brokem. The desk was upside down
against a wall, and the remains of
one Martel rested in the midst there-
of—aertainly a sad end for a patrio-
tic revolutiomist whoe had planned to
lead his cohorts to “freedom.”

Not dead, Martel, you understzmd;
but he wouwld be, perhaps, whem the
Provisiomal Presidemt got through
with him.

Four or five natives, groaning and
swearing, were dowm in the cleared
space where the desk had been.

The brigade adjutant stole a look
at his commanding general and
smiled—because the Old Man seemed
to be enjoying the whole thing.

Came shouted military commands
from outside, beneath the office win-
dow, in Spanish. In the place strode
a dapper young Domimicam captain,
all puffed out with importance.

“Here are your prisomers, Capptam,”
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said the brigade adjutant. “We are
turning them over with our lovet”

Martel, handcuffed to Pimentel,
strode from the place proudly, as
proudly as a man could whose nose
was bleeding all over his shirt, with
his free hand in the froat of that
shirt=his ldea of Napeleom’s his-
toric pose—to become a “martyr fofr
freedem.”

The revolutiom had turned into a
comedy.

Yet. . ..

Martel's record had proved that he
had started ten revolutions during
the past twenty years, and that ten
thousand graves had been filled be-
cause of him, and his desire to make
himself Presidemt!

CHAPTER XI
Vinttes's Resward

NCE more McCauley and
Leahy stood before the OIld
Man.

“Leahy,” said the general, *“you
have done well. I wish to fititiimgly
reward you.”

Leahy’s chest rose slightly. He
was thinking of medals of honor,
military crosses, or, at the very least,
letters of commendation.

“Yes, sir,"” he said quietly.

“There is a rumor that a huge car-
go of arms is to be unloaded and
cached in the Caves of Los Haitises,
on the south coast of Samana Bay.
You have done so well with this
task that, if McCauley approves, I
am assigning you the task of going
into the badlands north of Hato
Mayor and Seibo, and gathering all
possible information about iit:!”

“Bllast the luck!” said Leahy to
McCauley as they left the Headquar-
ters building some time later. “Look
what a fellow gets for getting away
with a tough job! The chance to
tackle a job three times as twugln!™

“Never mind, Leahy,” said Mec-
Cauley, with a soothing grin. “Just
remember what the oldtimers say:
that the first hundeed years are al-
ways the Mhardlestt!”

AH!” said Leahy, forgetting the

respect due his superior officef,
“By the way, Lieutemant, didn’t yeu
get quick action on your code mes-
sages to Azwa and the Cibae? Seems
like your men must have replied
even before you telegraphed.”

“I made those messages myself,”
replied McCauley. “I got no word
from either Bonao or Azua! It was
a bluff, and Martel fell for it. I had
to take a chance on your report be-
ing true, to get away with it”

“You mean you think I might
have, just possibly, been faking iiti?"
cried Leahy. “Why, blast you,
Loot—"

But McCauley only grinned.

The two reached the Intelligence
Office in Fort Ozama.

Tihere were two telegrams on Mc-
Cauley’s desk, one from Bomao, the
other from Azua and, save that the
telegrams doubled the number of
arms which had come in at Pllapa de
Caraundes, they were almost identi-
cal with the fake telegrams McCauley
had made up.

“You see,” said McCauley to
Leahy, “I merely put two and two
together, and these two real tele-
grams prove that they make four]”

“Telll me, though, Loot,” said
Leahy, “how one lone Marine posing
as a crazy doctor, can become fifity
Marines, and whip half a province
full of mattives>"

*Can't do it, said McCauley
promptly. “I am just an American
Marine, not a Dominican revelution-
ist. Wiith me, two and two make
four. With badly smacked matiives
one and one make fiffty—will armed.
But that's all over now. You leave
for the badlands tarmenmaw!™



Twenty Doiiars \@olid

Aw Enchanting Story of the Sewsers of Paris
and a Man’s Salvation

By PAUL REGARD
Autbhor off “Thhe WHitde Giamt,” “daa of the Jumpde,” edw.

HE Seine flowedl black. The
wind was raw. The sky was
a ragged gray blanket that

reminded Bishop of the blankets used
in the Morgue. It made him laugh.
He'd reached the center of the
bridge. As he gave a last look about
him what he saw of Paris was less a
villle fumiteze than a city of the dead.
It looked dark, gloomy and deserted
—like himself.

You had to hand it to Paris for
that, he reflected. Whatewver you were
and whatever your mood might be,

Paris remained the most responsive
city in the world.

He stood there with his hands on
the stone parapet looking down at
the black water thirty feet below.
He'd crossed this bridge in his
student days—just out of Harvard—
thought he knew it all. Only ten
years ago. It seemed like a century.
Them he'd had everything. Now—
nothing!

Not quite nothing, he wrecollected.

But the recollectiom brought with
it a savage stab of disgust. From a
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vest pocket of his evening clothes he
brought out a coim. It was lasrge.
It was heavy. Evem here in the dim
light it shone with a sort of splendor.
It was an Americam coin—twenty
dollars in gold.

He'd carried the thing about with
him almost ever since he could re-
member. It had been given to him
as a boy. Tomight he’d gone to the
club intending to gamble with it.
Just one play—if he lest. On the
other hand, he might run it inte the
theusands. He'd dene it befere.

The club was one of the most ex-
clusive in Paris. If you weren't a
millionaire—amdl in the social Blue
Book to boot—yow didn't belong.
He'd been a member of it for years.

But the moment he entered the
place tonight he could feel the dif-
ference. Even the doorman was
barely polite. The members had cut
him. The steward—smootih as ice
and as cold—had rendered an over-
due bill. Wiy net? They'd heard
the Aews of Ris smash.

IGHT of the coin was eguivalent

to the opening of a stop-cock.
All the pent-up bitteeness, hate, re-
morse, and despair in his heart, came
spouting up—clouding his brain, suf-
focating thought.

He half raised his hand to throw
the coin into the river. He'd follow.
But he didn’t want them to find it
on him. As he raised his hand he
heard a voice:

“Whon ppirgest”

He turned.

He must have been followed. He
saw two persons standing there. His
preoccuipation had been such that he
hadn't heard them. He was still a
little blind. He stood there staring

frofh ene te the other as the two
weke starlag at him.
There was a girl and a man. They

6tood some distance apart, as if
they'd approached him from different

directions—ome to the right, one to
the left. Also they were keeping
their distance from him, ready to run,
He could read their thought. This
lunatic might be dangerous. The girl
had reason to be afraid. She was
slight. Starvation—or disease—had
reduced her to not much more than
a wraith. But the man was a hulk-
ing brute. It dawned upon Bishop
that he’d seen them both before,

For some reason or other he'd
singled them out from the swarm of
beggars, touts, filkss de jude, and
other human spectres he'd emcount-
ered at night. The neighbetheod of
the elub was infested with them.
They haunted the shadews.

“Whwat do you want?” Bishop
growled. He suspected the truth.
They'd seen him go away from the
club on foot and they’d trailed him
here.

Neither of them answered at once.
The man smirked and winced a little
at the challenge of Bishop’s look.
Bishop loathed him. He knew the
type, the brawny swine! Bishop
turned to the giel. She alse had been
leoking at this man. He surprised
in her meager face an expressiom of
dread and defiance.

In an instant she'd shifted her gaze
and her eyes met Bishop's.

“Wret do you want?” Bishop re-
peated. But his tone was no llonger
harsh.

E girl was too white, too
starved, for harshness evem in
his present mood. He resented her
having follewed him here but he
couldn't blame Rer. It struck him
that she'd suffered far roke than he
himself ever Had. She had that piti-
ful Beauty that suffering sometimes
gives=wide eyes, with sefmething of
Beth terref and Herele dreams in
them; a faee drained ef cearseness.
As she didnt answer at once,
Bishop himself answered for her.
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“Money! All right, take this.” He
still held the coin in his hand.

To his surprise the girl held back.

The big tout broke in. "Give it to
me. She's crazy.”

“Keep out of this, youl” Bishop
told him. He could speak FErench
like a Parisian—like an Apache of
the outer boulevards when he felt
like it, and he felt like it now. The
presence of the girl restrained him,
but he told the fellow, adequately,
just what he thought of him,

Having said his say, while the fel-
low both bridled and cowered,
Bishop once more turned to the girl
and proffered her the coin.

“It's gold,” he assured her. “It
has value.”
“I know," she whispered. “But it

wasn’t for that”

It was all she said. Her voice had
come as soft and gusty as a viola.
Bishop remembered now. The few
times he'd ever noticed her before
she’d made no gesture of solicitation.
She'd looked at him—even with a
sort of desire, mute and mysterious,
like that of a ghost with a seeret
to tell,

E wanted to be rid of her. He

thrust the coin into her slim
hand and saw the beginning of a
smile. He turned away slightly
stifled.

He wanted to be rid of this man
too. He wanted to be alone. It
would be obscene to do what he
meant to do in the presence of a
witness like this. That would be like
committing hari-kari in the presence
of a buzzard.

The fellow muttered.

Bishop ignored him. He continued
on across the bridge. He saumtered.
He could feel that the fellow was
following him. He was ammoyed.
His revolt against the world was
now a red hot coal that made him
want to shriek. Onme last poor favor

he’'d asked of the world—to die in
peace; and even this favor the world
was trying to refuse.

He’'d reached the end of the bridge.
He’d chosen this bridge expressly
because of its loneliness at this time
of night. So was the quay beyond
devoid of traffic—an infinite length
of granite to left and right, between
the dark river and a darker park.
Not even a policeman was in sight.

ISHOP slowed his step. As he

did so something whipped about
his throat and tightened. He sought
to tear it loose. It was a silk scarf.
Already it was drawn so taut it was
hard as steel,

'1lm gmmmn."

There'd been centuries when the
garrottiers of Paris had been motori-
ous—no blood, no noise, a nice grada-
tion of strangulation. The victim
could be saved alive or—fini!

There must have been a lapse of
consciousmess. He felt himself being
jostled and carried. He wondered if
he had died—if this was the body
he'd set out to slay. He’'d read some-
where that death comes to men un-
recognized—they'd go on thinking
that they were still alive—alive and
awake, or alive and dreaming.

Wihy were they carrying him so
fast? Why were they so rough? Was
this a burial? His trailing hand had
touched dank stone? They were tak-
ing him down stone steps.

It wasn’t until a chill mist from
the river struck his face that he be-
gan to remember. Wiith a memory
came pain. His head was splitting.
There was a taste of blood in his
mouth. He tried to protest. He
choked. He struggled. He knew the
effort to be feeble.

Those about him snarled like fur-
tive wolves. He recognized the argot
of the underworld and umderstood
what was said, although some of the
words were strange. They were
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threatening—to gag him, knife him,
mutilate him. He subsided. He pre-
ferred to die in his owm way, not
theirs.

A faint, shrill whistle sounded.

Those bearing him began to run.
They must have been wearing the
rope-soled sandals of their kind,
They made no noise. They'd brought
him down from the level of the
bridge to the river bank, paved and
walled with granite here as timrough-
out the length of the Seine in its
leisurely way through Paris.

To Bishop’s surprise they’'d turned
away from the bridge, which would
have furnished the most convenient
hiding-place. There were four who
heaved him along. There may have
been others besides that semtiimel!
above who had givem the warming
whistie.

“I have nothing,” he started to tell
thsm.

Wihen they found this out for
themselves they’d be killing him amny-
way.

He was dropped to the granite cop-
ing of the bank. Whhile one put a
knee on his chest and a hand on his
throat, Bishop saw two of the men
who’d been carrying him slip over
the coping and into the water.

“Shut up, and you won’t be hwrt,*
the man who was holding him warned
in a swift whisper.

“Givel” came a whisper from the
river.

ISHOP was slid over the edge
and seized. There was no boat
there. He was in the water up to
his shoulders before he recovered
from the shock of the surprise.
But the shock had served him.
Now he was fully alive, all right.
He began to ffght. Under his feet
there was a precarious fiooting,
greasy with slime and but a few
inches wide, where the masonry of
the river-wall formed a ledge. Be-
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low this there was an unknown depth
—sufficient, in any case, for the deep-

draught barges and powerful tugs
to tie up along the banks,
E fldalled. He shouted. He'd

slipped and was under, drag-
ging one of the enemy with him.
Then two of them had him. He was
fightogg with all his strength. But
he was encumbered by the Heavy fuf-
lined pelisse he wore. He'd never
been a strong swimmer.

He'd fiigured that out before—just
enough of a swimmer to let himself
die without any unseemly f8umder-
ing. But he was fldumderigg now,
and he didn"t want to die.

In the midst of his losing battle—
choking. kicking, straining to take
these otheis with him—these fools
who were taking all this trouble to
do something that he'd done better
himselt alone!—MBishop had a touch
of vision or perhaps a touch of de-
lirium.

But he was beset and his head was
back and his face was going wunder
when he saw—or thought he saw—
the girl again, the girl on the bridge.
She was at the parapet. She was a
witness of this figit. Oddly, he felt
that she was sorry for him, calling
dowm to him some message of hope,
and he was sure of her goodmess and
beauty. All this at the instant of his
going under.

Wiheattewer it was, reality or illusion,
it brought with it some swift change
—swift as a ray of light. It was a
touch of peace, also of pardom. He
didat want to murder these poor
feols anymete. He felt semehaw that
=impossible as this might seem—he
was geing te live.

He caught a quick breath. He re-
laxed.

Two bicycle cops had been wheel-
ing along the deserted quay, side by
side, making no more noise than a
pair of phantoms. They looked like
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phantoms when they were visible at
all, which was only when they passed
the white shine of a street lamp.
Theic dark capes covered themselves
and meost of their machines. They
geemed to be moving magically, with
leng, easy strides, just above the sur-
face of the paving stones.

“WWHet's that?” one of them said.

“Dhose damned river-rats again.”

“Someone calls for helpt™

“To draw us off our beat—"

" ile they pull anethsr diFty

job."

HEY were old and experienced

men, They'd been moving pret-
ty fast in spite of their apparent
leisure. They picked up speed—not
too much—keeping an eye about
them. The sounds had come from
far away.

It was like these river-rats to
create a disturbance only when it
suited their purpose. For the rest,
if the disturbance was real, it was
apt to be one of two things, a sui-
cide or a murder. If it was a suicide,
too bad! If a murder, good rid-
dance! Respectable people kept off
the banks of the Seine at mnight.

The policemem scouted beyomd the
bridge then back again, They parked
their wheels against a sycamore tree
and carefully chained them there,
Like all policemen in France tney'd
been trained in the army, They had
no nerves and were as nearly fearless
as any men on earth. Discipline had
made them so. But to have your
bicycle stolen—bom Diwn! Better a
ball in your skim!

They unholstered their guns and
made for the stairs leading down to
the river, They searched the bank.
They searched the dark arch of the
abutment. Three tramps were sleep-
ing there in a huddle, one of them
a blowsy old woman nursing an
empty bottle,

The policemen went over the group

They were
This

with an electric torch,
all old-timers and harmless.
was their home.

“Shall I wake them?” the younger
policeman asked.

The elder meditated a second or
two. The river was silent,

“Ras la peoied"

They sheathed their guns and
started on back to where they'd left
their bicycles. They were halffiway
up the stone stairs when they en-
countsred a white-faced girl.

As proof of the story she told them
she showed them thepiece of gold.

Bishop had been granted the
chance for one more gasp of air. He
was against the masonry wall again
when it came. But he was through—
heavy as lead, resigned as a corpse.
Only his brain had power to act. His
brain was luminous. Not only all the
life of his numbed and battered body
seemed to have become concentrated
in his brain, but all the years of his
life—perhaps with mental flashes and
perspectives from former lives,

E knew now what was meant by

those stories of men whe were
drowning—men who were getting
hanged, or passing through the in-
stant of some other supreme ¢risis—
remembering all that they'd ever
done, or thought, or dreamed.

Wow, what a waster he'd beem!
Wow, how he'd fallen! Girls and
booze! Baccarat for ruinous stalkes!
He remembered his winnings the
night before the young Marquis de
Karnac so suddenly passed eut.
He'd displayed ne feeling. He'd
rather prided hiraself en that. The
Karnacs had been riulned. A great
old family wiped sut:

It was almost as if he'd seen the
ghost of Karnac standing up there
on the bridge just now. That would
have been like Frederic de Karnac.
Too fine to hold a grudge.
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Karnac!

He hoped Karnac would be waiting
for him if—

A rope had been passed about him.
He was under again. But this time
it could have been for no more than
a second or two. He'd been smatched
into a place where he could dimly
see. He'd held his breath. In en-
other moment he was gasping. The
air was dry. The concsmtrated vital-
ity of his brain was spreading to his
defsated body, calling upon it to re-
sume the battle of life again.

E made no resistance—he couldn’t

have done so, anyway, even had
he wanted to—as he was dragged
along, up a stone inclime, without
unnecessary roughness.

He heard voices about him. But
he didn’t pay much attentiom at first,
Even when he began to take note of
what was said there was an interval
before he guessed that they were
talking about himself. But the slang
—sorme peculiarity of the special
argot—itecalled what he’d heard on
the quay. Them he knew,

“It's an American millionaire.”

“Big George won the grand prize.”

“Push some cogmac into him before
he croaks.”

“The pig, he almost drowned us.”

There was more of it, Bishop lis-
tening in a daze, glad simply to be
alive and too far gome to wonder
even what it was all about. But they
propped him up with his back to a
wall and put the gullet of a bottle
to his lips.

“He knows how to drink,” said one,
with a touch of admiration.

Bishop looked about him. He saw
stone walls and an arched stone roof
lit by a candle and strongly barred
by dancing shadows as a number of
men moved about.

“Wrere am I?"” he asked.

“Morsiewr le Prince, is at home,”

came a mocking voice. “He's down

the sewer.”

“Seriously!”

“Seriously! No joke!

Bishop was neither surprised ner
alarmed. It was as if he'd passed
some frontier into a domain of the
spirit where neither surprise ner
alarm would ever again be pessible.
They'd died. He'd sloughed them 6ff
back there in the river, Perhaps he'd
sloughed off other useless qualities.

“My friends,"” he began, “I'ta poor.”

There were various comments:
“He's drunk!” Don"t make us laugin!”

But a voice broke in: “Tell all
that to the chief.”
Bishop asked: “Wwimt chnief?™

A chorus answered: “His Majesty,
the King of the Sewers.”

Those voices, answering like that
in unison, made a hollow rumbling.
It was as if a giant had whispered.
It was as if the breath of the giant
was tainted. A gust of air had
reached him, tepid and mephitic,
from a dark tunnel that was like the
throat of the giant.

MOMENT later he saw a dark

figuree apptoaching along this
tunnel and he recogmized his enemy
of the bridge, the man who'd throt-
tled him.

The companions already present
hailed him with respectful admira-
tion.

“Big Geonge!"

“Wedll, what are we waiting for?™
Big George asked, pretending that
whatever he’d done tonight was not
wotth comment. He gave Bishop a
glance of sneering triumph. “Take
off some of his clothes,” he com-
manded. “He'll walk faster. And
hurry, ot we'll be late for the ball.
His Majesty won’t be content.”

So far as Bishop could count,
there were a dozem in line besides
himself. Big George somewhere up
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ahead. The others strung out be-
hind. In darkness or semi-darkness,
mostly, but there was light emough
to give Bishop some idea of an eerie
uniformity in his escort. Only Big
George was different. No wonder
they had treated him with admiration
and respect. He, at least, looked like
a human being—a something, how-
ever vile, that had been reared in the
open. These others suggested rats,
two-legged rats, sub-human, unclean.

There was not only a general re-
semblance of face and figure but of
clothing, as well. They were all
dressed in jumpers and overalls, caps,
rope-soled sandals. None of them
was very large. They were under-
sized but lithe. There was a sleek-
ness to their movememnts. There was
some corresponding sleekness to
their lean but pasty faces. Their
eyes were too bright. Their feet
were too mimble.

Each, Bishop noted, wore an elab-
orate 6ilk muffler about his neck in-
stead of collar and necktie. So did
Big George. Had he schooled them
in the garrotte?

T Big George's command, they'd

stripped Bishop to his wnder-
shirt and trousers. He could be
grateful that they'd left him his
shoes. It would have been torture
to keep up with this band if they'd
taken his shoes away. They were
moving at a sort of sliding trot
—a sinuous, sliding movement
through the dark; something to in-
duce an occasiomal whiff of might-
marc—the flow of a river of rats, the
flow of a snake through a burrew.
Until the sewer itself became like
the endless maw of a smalke—=slimy,
lulling, hypnetie.

Twilce—geatiaps oftener—they had
passed iron doors that had to be
opened then afterward closed. Now
the sewer was narrow, again it was

wide and high, but always high
enough to permit the passage of a
man. Most of the walking was diry—
footpaths that followed as swift-
running gutter, These were not the
horror of a morass that had all but
stifled Jean Valjean a century and
more ago. There'd been half a cen-
tury of progress since Victor Hugo
knew them,

But they held a horror still.

Paris was a monster, living, breath-
ing, feeding, loving, scheming to
keep its mighty life entire. So had
it done for a thousand years. These
were its entrails.

E¥'d passed another iron door

which was closed and Jocked.
For a while the whole bamdi—Bishop
in the midst of them—were crowded
into a small chamber with another
door beyond. No one spoke or
moved. He was aware that a signal
had been given, then amswered.

There was another pause, while the
silence of the little chamber became
like that of a tomb. Then a soft but
voluminous voice was filling the
place:

“Tell us who you are.”

It was Big George who amswered
first. He spoke with a certain tremor
that robbed his words of any humor.
He barely whispered it:

“Hogt”

Others were answering in turn,
each with the name of an aumirmall:
“Bat, Lizard, Adder, Gray Rat., . ."

“Amd the other one?” came the
voluminous voice.

“Sire, a larwa—"

Big George, alias Hog, was pro-
ceeding to a description of larval
descent and incubation when that
new calm that Bishop had acquired
snapped with an explosive wiolence.
Until now this mummery had merely
wearied and disgusted him. He'd felt
nothing but a profound humiliation
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when he'd been referred to as a
larva. His mind had skipped back to
the luxurious, the lazy and pander-
ing Zephyr Club.

He saw it now. The place was a
nest of maggots—a sating-place for
appetites. Amd he'd belonged. He
thought of Karnac whom the club
had killed. He'd sped that killing.
Them his own turn came. Here he
was, worse than dead, perhaps, but
grateful to that beggar girl who'd
intervened.

As a boy he'd read that guardian
angels sometimes showed themselves
disguised like that. -

He heard Big George make a ref-
erence to her.

Bishop let out a sort of grating
roar. He’d become an animal like
these others. Only, he'd become an
animal ready to fight for something
these others had forgotten or had
never known.

A silk muffler shot about his neck.
Instinctively he’d been ready for
that. Before the garrotte could
tighten he'd snatched it free. The
effort had flung him over his back
against the wall. It was an aceident
that saved him.

The man who'd tried to stramgle
him had been thrown off his balance.
He squealed and showed his teeth,
But going dowm his chin met
Bishop's left.

His head snapped back. His eyes

popipped.

ISHOP lost sight of him in the

confusion of other heads and
faces—teeth, eyes. He plunged te-
ward Big George, sideways, keeping
his back to the saving wall, heeking,
jolting, with both hands geing at
once.

Just as he made his final lunge,
the light went out. He heard the
door ahead clang open. He lunged
again.

He tried to catch hold of some-
thing. There was nothing there.
He was falling.

He'd struck a sort of stone tobog-
gan—a slope down which he sped and
whirled to a black abyss. There was
nothing to hold to but that thought
that had come to him when he was
fighting in the river. That wraith
of a guardian angel had saved him
then. Wauld she save him now?

He was at the bottom almost before
he could complete the thought. He
sprawled and gripped the floor with
all that remained to him of his nearly
exhausted strength. For what seem-
ed a long time he lay there without
moving. He plumbed his memory for
something vaguely familiar about this
situation in which he found himself.

URIED alive! The streets of

Paris just overhead! He could
see the Gauls in Roman times, then
other bondsmen, hewing out rocks
from underground quarries to build
the ever-expanding walls of Paris.
They'd used these long inelines to
heist the rock to the swurface.

The abandoned quarries became a
charnel house in times of plague and
wars. They became a dumping-place
whemn the tenants of old graves were
dispossessed.

He was in the Catacombs.

He lay on his back. He stiretched
out arms and legs. He’d been fldyed,
strangled, beaten, drowmed. Worst
of all, perhaps, he’d heard himself
named for what he was—wihat he had
been—but would be, O Lord, never
again!

Was the end of it all now to be a
lingering death here in the dark?
Better men than he had dome as
much. He shut his mind against all
pity for himself. Something was
telling him that for all that could
happen to anyone there was compen-
sation. Whete had he heard that?
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Emerson? He’d almost forgotten the
name of Emerson.

He lay there for a while with his
eyes wide open staring up into the
blackness. He saw a vague drift and
whirl of faint illumination.

He closed his eyes. The illumina-
tions continued just the same—
brighter, forming shapes and fldedtimg
away, others coming to take their
place. They appeared far off, drew
near. He forgot that his eyes were
closed. The lights became the sub-
stance of a dream.

E thought that he was direamimg

still when his eyes came open to
another sort of illumination. This
was red. He was surrounded by a
high circle of flame. He sat up. He
heard a chorus ot lawghter.

The flaming circle was a circle of
flamimgg candles. The candles were
held by a ring of grotesques, none of
whom looked quite human.

There were queer hags, squat and
flablyy, but painted and bedizened
like the queens of comic opera; ami-
mal heads on the shapes of mem;
gicls who looked as if they'd been
dead and buried, then galvanized
again—all but their brains, all but
their eyes.

Bishop
silemt.

He saw that these less than human
creatures had come accompamied by
a herd of swine and goats. A small
donkey, clipped and hennaed into
something that Bishop found heart-
breaking and revolting, thrust its
way into the inner circle and looked
at him with the manners of an im-
pudent child.

“WMifes erfdartss—"

Bishop recogmized the voice. It
wag the voice that called the roll in
the chamber above.

“My chhilldiremn—"

This would be that King of the

stared, motiomless and

Sewers for whom Hog and his swarm
of vermin had shown such rever-
ence. Bishop, still unmoving, save
for his eyes, found the owmner of the
voice. He was a bullheaded man,
huge but squat, somewhat as a real
bull might have looked, hung albout
by some sort of hairy toga. Curi-
ously fascinating yet ghoulishly dis-
gusting.  Agaiimst his breast he
nursed what looked like a huge bat—
a vampire, a fllying fox. It crawled
and quivered. The King of the
Sewers—old Minotaucus of ancient
Crete—come back to life In this
worse than any Cretan Ilabyrinth,
stroked the bat and breught it t8 his
lips. These 1ips, te Bishep's siék
faseination, he new saw wete ¢he
Mimotaut's ewn. He'd taken them
for a part of the bull-mask. The
fman, apparently, had merely pesinted
up serme natal menstresity of face
by adepting herns:

“My children,” said the Bull,
“what say you? Shall we salt him
down?—accept his ransom and let
him go?—or make him one of wus?”

There was a stir and a murmur
about the fllaming circle.

NE of the limp, dead-faced girls
took a wilting step toward
Bishop. He saw the effort of a smile
on her distorted purple lips.
But one of the hideous old women
was quicker.
She smirked.
“Make him
squeaked.
Bishop was on his feet as a fright-
ened stag might have leapt. He
stood at bay. The nightmare tihought
came to him that none of these poor
creatures either was to blame. That
he and others like him, the fine
young men, had played their part in
shaping these horrotrs,
He was saying to something
within himself that he pitied them,

one of us,” &he
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was willing to help them, that from
now on—

A strange clamor broke out.

It was like a distant howling, a
squeaking, a shrilling of whistles,
then the unmistakable sound of an
automatic pistol fired three times in
quick sweccession,

The flming circle broke and secat-
tered. Frightened animals were add-
ing clamor only a shade less human
to the twittering and shrieking of
those who were neither beasts nor
images of God.

CROSS the wide vortex of riot

and madness Bishop saw some-
thing that he'd never dared to pray
even that he might see again. He
was enough in possession of his wits
to stoop and pick up an alhemdloned
candle that was sputtering on the
floor.

He held the candle above his head
and looked—ihzart thumping, arm
weaving like a reed in a gale. He'd
thought that he was through with
wonder—througih with dread.

He knew that this was not so.

The place was raided. The police
swarmed in.

These were a detachment of what
Parisians call fa brijgade ceentrale—
the most feared police in Paris,
where evil-doers are concerned; the
most earnestly prayed for by honest
folk in time of need. They were
veterans to a man—survivors of Ver-
dun, old territerials back from Mo-
rocco and Tonkin,

Some of them, at least, had seen
things as queer as this—dowm in the
Soudam, dowm in Dahomey, among
the remoter tribes of Madagascar
and Cambeodia. Yes, and right here
in Paris, too. There was never a
time, perhaps, when queer, outlandish
things could not be found in Paris—
& Madame de Brinvillier, a Tour de
Nesles, a Mesrer, a Cagliostco. The

gamut had merely expanded since the
Waar.

Those horny handed members of
the Central Brigade were to hunt out
the subjects of the King of the
Sewers for days to come. Minotaur
himself, the despot ot this modern
yet ancient labymnitl, was mever
found. But things were found that
made all those who heard of him de-
voutly hope that he'd lost himself in
the dark.

Maybe he’d been keeping that pet
bat of his for just such an emer-
gency, to guide him through black
ways to some new temple of the
Paris underworld. Maybe he meeded
no guide. There’s a sect in Pari8
that has learned—at a price—to see
in the dark.

Big George and his rats were
taken—to a man. Most of them went
to Cayenne, which is no man’s para-
dise, especially for those who dread
the sun.

A lieutenant of police came up to
where Bishop stood holding his
candle aloft.

“It is you, Monsieur Bighhap?'"

“Yes, sir.™

“I congratulate you."

“Tihamk you, sir, and accept my
gratitude.”

HE lieutenant was a gentleman,
polished and agate hard. He di-
vined that Bishop's interest was else-

whhere, that he wished to be Jeft
alone. But he lingered a moment
longer.

“Your gratitude, Monsieur, is due
to Mademoiselle—"

The lieutemant didn't fitmizh, He'd
seen Bishop start and stare. The
lieutemamt strolled away into the
shadows. = And ’standing there for
half a minute longer he saw some-
thing that made him wish that he'd
have an experience like that of his
own before he outlived youth.
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It was the girli of the bridge that
Bishop was seeing again, She came
as deftly, as magicailly almost, as one
of those blue flames he'd seen in the
darkness a while ago. Even while
she was still at a distance he could
feel the influence of her eyes, the
spirit back of her eyes. She was
smiling at him. Yet there was a
quality in her smile that made him
repent of his sins, hope for a better
record from this time on.

“Madkerisedlke,” he began.

“I'm glad,” she said.

Bishop set the candie dowm and
stuck it to the flloor with melted
wax. Near it there was a block of
stone that would serve them as a
seat. They sat there for a while in
silence, not looking at each other.
They were silent. They'd got
through the initial banalities.

HIS silence of theirs was like a
song without words—a duet in
which their hearts were joined.
“Who are you?"” he asked.
“I’'m Laure,” she said.

“Weedll, Laure, I'm Anthony—
Amtoine.”
“I know. I've knownm you since a
long time. Youw are Anthony
Bishop.”

“Lauwre, how did you kmow?"

He was looking at her. He moticed
the delicacy of her profile. He was
asking himself where he'd seen that
profile before. It was impossible that
he should have met her. Had he met
her, talked to her, he could mever
have forgotten.

She was lost for a momemt in con-
templatiom. She came out of this and
turned her sober eyes to his.

“First,” she said, “let me give you
back your piece of gold.” She'd
been holding it in her hand. She
tried to put it into his hand. But he
closed his hand over hers and held it
shut. “Keep it for me,” he said.
“Keep it as a symbol. Some day I'll
be coming back and asking you for
it. I know I shall.”

“I've had a message to give you—
since a long time,” she said. “That's
why I used to go to the street near
the club and watch you pass. But I
never had the courage. You looked
s0—so—""'

“Beastly!”

“No No! But tomight—Ilast
night—wihen you left the club I knew
that you needed the message.”

“Wat was the messege?"

“Dhat you shouldn’t feel lxedily—
that you weren’t to blame.”

“I've been to blame for a thousand
things,” Bishop cried passionately,

Her look stopped him.

“Ihe message was from a friend
of yours—my brotter—Frederic.”

E was looking at her with sttiick-

en eyes. This was like a parden
from the tomb. He was unable to
speak. She saw his trouble. She spoke
for him.

“I'm Laure de Karnac. I'm a great
sinner. He gave me this message to
you just before he—"

Her voice trailed off.

Bishop lifted the hand he held to
his lips and held it there, his head
bowed low.

“I took you for my guardian
angel,” he sald. “Now I kmow—I
know."

\Watedh For More Stories by Paul Regard
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Zijp Hendrich, Aviator, Knew How to Make
Business Mem Talk Turkey

By ORRIN HOLMER
Autthor of “Mec of the Air)” “Sky Lont,” cdie

IP HENDRICK tore a hole
through a cloud and shot
into the blue ozone of morth-

eastern New Mexico. Trimidad, Colo-
rado, was belching industrious smoke
in black smudges a few miles behind.
Alteatl]l; and belew, lay Raton, New
Mexico. Lymm, the first town on the
New Mexican side of the Colorado
beundary, steed out like a high patch
of shingles elustered abeut a small
area et relling eountry.

That was enough to show Zip
Hendrick that he was cleaving the

air straight and true to his fifibitiing
destinatiom.

Only a few miles fartier—~few,
compared with the great strip be-
tween him and Chicago, where he
had taken off in his steam-line “Blue
Bullet"—amd he'd be at San Torre.

And at San Torre—blood! That
was why Zip Hendrick was nipping
holes through clouds at seven thou-
sand feet and a hundred and forty
per hour; blood was red, and Zip
Hendrick saw red.

A matter of minutes now. Cactus
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and hillocks and wind-shavem rocks

skimmed by beneath his lamding
gears. Yet, the minutes seemed
hours.

But even minutes that seem like
hours do fimally come to an end; and
as these came to an end, Zip Hen-
drick balanced on his left wing,
slapped the stick back, cut 'er down,
and rolled to a stop at the heart of
San Torre, sending a crowd of curs-
ing citizens scurrying angrily out of
harm’s way along the main tihorough-
fare.

ARDLY three minutes ago he

had been eight hundred feet
above the dirt road leading into the
center of the town.

Zip raced the engine, killed it and
flipped himself out of the cockpit
with a springy grace that gave the
lie to the thousand miles he had
covered.

No man, it seemed, could possibly
have that spring in his muscles after
being cooped up in a narrow cockpit
for almost ten fliying hours.

No man, tha is to say, except
Zip Hendrick, when Zip Hendrick
was too mad to think about his
cramped sinews.

Anybody but Zip, pulling a raw
landing like that right in the heart
of town, would have been in for a
rough time. San Tomre hoasted
enough tough hombres to make sure
that a bad-acting stranger would cer-
tainly run smack up against at least
one set of warty knuckles.

Zip Hendrick, howewver, was no
stranger to San Tomre, for one tiniimg);
and for another, he was knowm not
to be a bad actor. And if Zip Hen-
drick pulled a crazy stunt like this,
he knew what he was doing, and
what was more, there were few hom-
bres in or around San Torre who'd
like the task of trying to make Zip
Hendrick explain his actions—what-
ever they were.

Ignoring the shouts and hand-
waving of men surprised to see him,
Zip leaped up three steps and across
a narrow piazza leading to a store.
He stopped for a moment only, to
peer through the window on which
was lettered, in gold and black:

SANW TOHRRE PHMRMHACY

At the low left-hand corner, al-
most entirely worn off, the words
were blotched in Spanish. But Zip
paid no attention to wotds. He saw
whom he wanted to see, and in an?
other moment he strede threugh the
deor and inte the San Towie Phaf-
fmaey.

“Zip!"

The surprised exclamation came
from a middle-aged man, small in
stature, wearing silver-rimmed spec-
tacles. His astonishment was genuine,
and he came on the run to meet the
visitor.

“H'ya, Dean?” Zip Hendrick
puffed a bit; he was somewthat out
of breath. His eyes swept the store,
and met nobody else. "“Listen—are
you allome?"

“Sure I'm alone. Say, what's the
trouble? You look like somethimg's
up‘n

"Did they find oil when they
drilled your lamd?” Zip was quick
and to the point.

"No—mot a dirop.”

ND they made you an offer for
the land after they looked for
oil and didn’t find &y?”

“Yes,” Dean Luce’s forehead drew
up in wrinkles a8 he answered. “They
wanted the place anyway; said
they'd be able to make good use of it
in some manner. I couldn't attend
to it, and mother’s old and too tired
of the place, so—"

Zip Hendrick’s lips tightened into
a blue streak across a hardened fiace
of tan. His eyes were blazing, and
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he tore the helmet off his head, di-
sheveling his hair., He looked as-
tutely at the pharmacist.

“And so—you solil it?” asked Zip.

“Yes."

“By God, Dean, if you weren't
what you are, if you were amything
but a damn-fool druggist who don't
know a damn thing outside a drug
store, I'd like to paint a quick pair
o’ black eyes on your face and
stretch you cold! Why—yow dammn-
fool idiot! Wihat do you think they
wanted your land for, if it hasn’t got
oil? To build a convent on it, or
make a seaport out of it, or some-
thing?”

“Wat do you mean?” Dean Luce's
lower jaw fell away as he began to
get the idea. “You meam—"

"Yes—say it—that’'s what I meam!

Like a blind idiot you've been
gypped out of a fortume. You've
been hangin’ around these parts

workin’ day an' night like a slave for
more’n twenty years in a lousy old
drug store, when right under your
feet you had a million dollars in
liquid currency.

“You didn’t know it—nobody knew
it, and I don’t blame you for not
knowin’ it all these years.”

Zip stopped a moment to wipe the
perspiration from his forehead with
a leather sleeve.

UT after oil has been diiscovered

surrounding San Torte like an
undergeound flood, you'd ought to’'ve
wisened up at least enough to hold
on to the ground you owned,” con-
tinued Zip. “At least, you oughtn't
to've sold it without waiting a Jong
time to make sure it didn't have oil
on it. But what'd you do? You let
a couple o' crooks like Rhoades and
Sturgis poke a hole into your sod
and tell you it's stone dry. And right
after they tell you your land ain't
any good, they turn round and make
you an offer and you accept.

“God—mamn, can’t you see six
inches past those windows on your
eyes? You sell enough vaseline in
the joimt to be able to recogmize a
drop of petroleum when you slip on
it. At least, you ought to be free
enough from catarrh to smell a skunk
trick when you’re dealing with a rat
like Rhoades. And I'll bet your
mother’s proud of you, cause you
suweegeled in selling the old famwm!
As a sensible business man, Dean,
all you're good for is selling hot
water bottles and soda pop.”

EAN LUCE leaned back weakly
against a counter., He seemied
faint with the realization that he’'d
been muleted of milliomns. ¥
“God,” he groaned. “Go ahead,
Zip; call me anything you want to
call me! If there's oil on that stretch
of sandy loam I ought to be burned
at the stake. But nobody arownd
here, exceptin’ those promoters,
know anything about oil. If amy-
body’d known I had oil under my
feet, they'd have warned me, told me
not to sell. But some of the other
fellows sold, too. And glad they
were, to get real hard cash for some-
thing nobody’d wanted to buy for
twenty years.”

Zip Hendrick turned away in dis-
gust. He looked at the winflow. It
was crowded on the outside with
faces pressed against it. All San
Tomre knew, by this time, that
trouble was in the air,

But with Zip on the inside of
trouble, all San Tomre preferred to
remain on the outside. For that rea-
son there wasn't a man in San Torre
who had any need, at the moment,
for any variety of merchandise dis-
pensed by a druggist.

“But, say,” said Dean Luce sud-
denly, "how'd you know I had oil
there? Wiho told yow?

“I've been in Chicago. Found out
accidental-like. I ran out o’ cash and
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looked for a job in the Tuthude ads.
Wihat do 1 see, but a big ad in the
classified column callin’ for experi-
enced securities salesmen. The ad-
dress is Rhoades-Sturgis Company:
The ad says to see a Mr. Culver. Just
out o' curiosity I go up there; more
to find out something about, them
than to tell them anything about my-
self.

“But before I could find out amy-
thing about them I had to tell this
Culver a whole lot about myseif. And
maybe five per cent, of what | teold
him was true. Maybe! I think less.
I told him one truth—that 1 once
lived in this coumtry. But 1 alse
told 'im that I had sold securities
in New York four years after the
War. Tiis Culver fellow warms up,
thinkin’ I'd be hot for sellin'
Rhoades-Sturgis stock because the
operations are right here at 8an
Tomre. He tells me that they've made
big oil fiinds—amil that they’d bought
up lots o' rich land.

MENTIONED some names, in-

eluding yours, and he tells me that
Rhoades had bought your property
ohly twe days ago, and it's swimmin’
in eil. I thought he was a liar, but
dida't tell 'lm se. 1 asked 'lm for
proof—=nbefore I'd go out an’ sell his
stock. He digs up a certitied sheet
sworn out by experts before motaries,
provin' that your pleee o' property
assayed the richest oil find in the
San Torre ecountry! Wedll, I told ’im
I'd think it ever.

“Diat was yesterday afternoon.
But I spent the rest of the day tun-
in' up the buggy, and all night wak-
ing up old friends and touchin’ ’em
for loans to get me enough gas for a
swift ride here. Am" here I am.
Wiat’s more, I'm goin’ to get back
your property for yow. Your mother
was my mother’s best friend—an’
now is when I pay her back for what
she did for my mother.”

Dean Luce’s eyes watered with
joy. He leaped forward and grasped
Zip Hendrick by both arms.

“Yow're going to get it back for
her? You're going to save it for us?
God! How can I thank you? How
are you goin’ to do it?” The grate-
ful little druggist was quaking with

joy-

"Rhoades dossn't krew me,” de-
elared Zip, thinking aloud. "“He's
here new—Cullver told me Rhoades
was in San Torre."

URE he is—his office is three
doors over,” cried the druggist,
gesticulating excitedly.

“Wiho is Rhoades’'s worst enemy in
these parts?” asked Zip Hendrick.
“He ought to have plenty of ‘em.
Everybody can’t be blind; somebody
around here must know he’s a crook
and be man enough to tell him so
to his face.”

"Hal Gaston,” shouted the phar-
macist. “Hal had a run-in with
Rhoades. Hal told 'im he's ¢rooked.”

Zip Hendrick shook his head in
dissatisfactiom.

“Hal Gaston,” he repeated. *"Hal
is a doggome good fellow. . .. Well.
. .. It's got to be done, though, th=t's
all. I'm goin’ out to find Hal.”

“WiHmt're you goin’ to do with him
—wihat're you goin’ to put Hal up
to?" asked Dean Luce.

But Zip was already striding to-
ward the door. He did not bother
to answer. He slammed the door be-
hind him, and asked the first man he
met, "Where's Hal Gastomn?”

The faces had already removed
themselves from the drug store win-
dow. Everybody was looking at Zip
Hendrick, but at the same time giv-
ing him a wide berth. Zip's six feet,
and hundred-eighty pounds of wire
muscles, merited a wide berth when
he was in an angry frame of mind.

There was no answer. But a mo-
ment later a tall, rangy fellow carry-



58 THRILLING ADVENTURES

ing no less than two hundred pounds
of hardened sinews, strode up toward
Zip Hendrick.

“Wiat d'ye want me fur, Zip?*

It was Hal Gaston.

Zip Hendrick’s eyes fiisitedl. His
jaws were set tight, and for fully ten
seconds he glared at Gaston. The
ring of men about the two widened
perceptibly.

“I'm workin’ for Rhoades,” Zip
Hendrick shot at him, fifiadiyy. *“I'm
an honest man, an’ I don’t work for
crooks. I understand you got ideas
concernin’ Mr. Rhoades. You're say-
in’ he's a crook. Callin' Rhoades a
crook is callin’ me a crook. Rhoades
ain't a fifistfiightin' hombre. I am.
Rhoades has got gray hair on his
head. I haven't,

“Now, what I want with you is an
accountin’ right here an' mow—I'm
tellin’ you t' swallow what you said
about Rhoades—to swallow the words
afore I push 'em right down your
throat!”

Hal Gaston fllushedd a deep red be-
neath his coat of tan. That he had
never expected anything like this
from Zip Hendrick was plain as day-
light. He’d never been a pal of Zip's,
but the two had always been quite
friendly the few times Zip had been
back in San Torre during the years
following the War,

“Looky here, Zip,” began Gaston,
trying to straightem out a stramge
situation. “Youw got somethin’ all
wrong. Ef yore a-workin' fur ol’
man Rhoades, yuh've been hum-
bugged into workin’ fur the worst
crook yulh—"

AL GASTON did not fiimish. In
a moment, Zip Hendrick had
dropped his helmet and peeled off
his jacket. Gaston was in shirt-
sleeves.
“I'm pushin’ those words
your stomach,” spat Zip.
He swung a wicked left, missing

down

purposely to give Gaston time to re-
cover from surprise and protect him-
self. In another instant they were
locked in a clinch. They broke, and
Zip landed a stiff right to the bedy.

UT it was apparent that Hal Gas-

ton did net have Hhis Rheart in
this scrap. The pained expression
on his face was anything but fere-
cious. Zip crossed a left to the chin
and stung his man. Gaston fell into
a second clinch.

Once more they broke, and this
time Zip Hendrick stung his oppo-
nent with a right that drew blood
from the nose. Gaston lost his look
of complacence. He also lost his
temper. And as a jolting left to the
side of the face sent him tottering
off balance, Gaston lost his head. He
recovered his poise in a moment, and
plunged madly at Zip Hendrick.

A rapid-fire exchange of blows
showed about an even score. But it
was apparent that Zip had a way of
catching punches where they hurt
least. In his fighting there was some-
thing ot the eel in him. Walllops that
were ticketed with slumber, seemed
to hit him either too soon or too
late, and slide off with a minimum of
damage.

Zip's wallops, to the contrary, car-
ried precision and timing. He was
jarred only once, a blow staggering
him in bouncing off his shoulder.

And that was all Zip Hendrick
needed. His eyes narrowed in slits.
He crouched, slipped inside Gaston's
guard, shot up erect, and with a
lightning motion he rammed a pis-
ton-rod left to the point of the but-
ton. Gaston’s arms dropped and his
knees sagged.

Zip could have slipped over one
more wallop as a certain ffinsshimg
touch. But he didn't. It was not
necessary. Hal Gaston's elbow struck
the back of a chair; he careened to
one side, slipped over, and fell un-
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conscious to the wooden floor of the
narrow piazza outside the phasmacy,

A large crowd had congregated.
Questions had been buzzing. Why
the devil were Zip Hendrick and Hal
Gaston scrapping? They were both
good fellows. Whmat was it all abowt?
The answer went the rounds in un-
dertones.

And for once in his life Zip Hen-
drick found himself unpopular in a
scrap. It had seemed that most faces
brightened visibly every time Gaston
had landed effectively, while no such
satisfaction greeted Zip's well-placed
efforts. And the final result met no
cheers, no congratulations.

There was an elderly stramger
looking on. Zip picked up his trod-
den helmet and jacket, and elbowed
his way through the few spectators
who had not been able to get out of
his path. He went directly toward
a shop window three houses to the
north.

At the door he turned and entered.
Tihe elderly man—a short, corpulent
individual with a ruddy face and im-
peccable attive—followed behind him,
shutting the door.

“Is Mr. Rhoades in?” asked Zip,
turning to the man behind him.

“I'm Rhoades,” declared that indi-
vidual, in a soft, even voice.

LAD to meet you,” said Zip.

“Hendrick is my name, I'm work-
for yBRENITIRKLS WhyAMRad Thetorik=
{R POtas DRRUEh¥pRY [ Dad that lit-
tle PraeRp tBURnBWr)’?cﬁ!_yaung man,”’
afi Fh@U IR oW YPUen¥y A9l But
affirmeg, Rheadesn blitpowaall jeboyt
tomidfalo GAMON AHEYI'MAG14L AWM
KHBWY Poutdn worldnd ™ £81ad e
REQWdes YOHiEGis CBEIAHy. We dBA
BéwatsenS 'S y6AMBAY - p1dU ey C7
tem el WIkR IVRHew? WhelleTWould
R mode iR &dﬂ]ew where 1 could
MInfreM@ Ferdled A4 right hand. Be-
fofaceifiriy i_a'zigimgpaw;s o
Fed aghe Rt rdflsgr' wiped his own

hand on his trousers.

“I’'m working out of the Chicago
office,” explained Zip Hendrick.
“Selling Rhoades-Sturgis Company
oil securities. I've sold stock be-
fore—in New York. Sort of a side
interest with me; aviation is my first
interest, but a fellow needs money
to maintain a plane, and I find it
easier to earn my way selling stock
than competing with a lot of stunt
fliers or paid pilots. There's more
freedom my way—and more casin!™

“Wiet brought you way out here?"
asked Rhoades.

USINESS,” replied Zip. “I've got

a big man up in Denver; Yve
sold him before. He buys in big
figurees, or not at all. I went up to
see him, and dropped in here ¢o
see you.”

Rhoades’ eyes sparkled. He liked
big men who bought in big fiffynes—
or not at all. A good salesman would
see to it that the latter would not
happen. And there was something
about Zip Hendrick that seemed to
indicate he was the kind who got
what he went after.

“Witet is this Denver proposi-
tion?” beamed Rhoades. “Sounds
big. Were you able to do business
with your mam?"

“Tthat all depends entirely on
you, Mr. Rhoades,” answered Zip
Hendrick. “My man womn’t go imto
anything on a small scale. He's
interested in this developmemt. Fact
is, I've got him all worked up to
enthusiasm. He"s never lost a cent
on anything he got through me, and
he's made plenty. If this develop-
ment is all that I representea it to
be to him, he’ll take the whole thing
off your hands. That is, if you want
to sell.

“If a half interest is big emough
for him, he'll buy a half interest,
He’s kind of eccentric. He acts in
a hurry. Let him cool off after
you'wve got him interested in some-
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thing, and he'll turn to ice. He's got

to be hit whiie he's hot.”

ND he's hot now?” Rhoades fair-

ly exuded oil. Better than oil—

he fairly exuded balm. Already the
crude product was refined in the de-

meanor of the silken promoter,
Rhoades.

Zip Hendrick laughed.

“Hot!” he repeated. "He's bufrn-

ing?! 1 showed him copies of the
sworn certifications, and he's sizzling:
He wanted to come right down here
with me, but I hadn’t been here yet,
and I wasn't sure things were ripe
for him, yet. You haven’t got emough
wells, it seemed to me, while I was
flying above San Torre.

“To tell the truth, I know how to
handle him; and I think we could
do business better up in Denver than
down here. He’s an impatient cuss,
and if he sees you haven’t got as
many wells working and things don't
look as busy as he imagined, he
might fall throwgh.”

“Demwer it is, then!” returned
Rhoades. Already he was referring
to his watch.

“Great!” Zip Hendrick was enthu-
siastic. “I can get you up to Den-
ver in about an hour and a half—
two hours at most. You just take
along whatever deeds and titles
you'we got to San Tomre properties,
and maybe the leases, and show "em
to him. If he doesn’t fall then, I'll
give you my ship and walk to Alas-
ka."”

“Wreem
Rhoades.

“In one minute by the clock—if
you're ready,” answered Zip Hen-
drick, running a hand through his
hair and putting on his headgear.

Rhoades retired to the rear of the
room. In a few moments sounded
the click of a safe. Rhoades rum-
maged through some papers and doc-
uments, pocketed a selection, locked

can we start?’ asked

others back in the safe, and reported
ready to go.

A crowd was gathered around the
"Bllue Bullet.” They made way for
Zip Hendrick and Rhoades. In an-
other minute the "Blue Bullet” was
blowing clouds of dry dust in the
air, It taxied forward along the
main street of San Twornre, and light-
ly floated like a graceful bird off the
ground and into the skies.

IGH up in space went the “Blue

Bullet.” It cireled San Torre
several times. Climblag higher and
higher, it cireled San Tofre several
more times. Clreling San Torre was
not the surest way et reaching Den-
ver within twe heurs; But it was
Zip Hendrick's way.

At twelve thousand five hundred
feet he turned off the motor and
turned to his lone passenger,
Rhoades, seated in the rear of the
two-place plane.

"Rhovades,” said Zip Hendrick, “let
me introduce myself again. I'm mot
only Zip Hendrick, but I'm also the
big man from Denver. Yessir, I'm
the Big Man from Denver! Fact is,
I haven't been in Denver for two

years. That was just a stall I gave
you. And so was my scrap with
Hal Gaston a stall. I asked Dean

Luce who your woitst enemy was,
so's I could get your confidence by
licking a guy you'd like a heap to
see licked. I'm doggome sofry it
had to be so nice a fellew as Hal
Gaston.”

Rhoades’ ruddy cheeks lost some
of their ruddy qualities. His mouth
was open in surprise.

“WHemt’s more,” continued Zip
Hendrick, “I'm not working for
your crooked outfit. Your Chicago
manager, Culver, wanted to put me
on, but I'm honest. That's why I
handed out that line of lies. I'm too
damned honest to tell you the truth
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before I'm good and ready to let you
hear it—and now I'm ready.

“All I wanted was to get you up
in this sky-cuttin’ scythe o’ mine.
I'm buyin’ back from you, Rhoades,
every doggome lease and every piece
of property you bamboozled out of
the San Tomrre natives with your
crooked lyin’ and dirty business. I
know damn well I can’t do it legally
—iit'd take thousands o' dollars an'
many years in the courts.

“But it's goin’ to take only a few
dollars and a couple o' minutes right
up here in the air. Rhoades, I'm
offerin’ you cent for cent what you
paid for all the properties and leases
you acquired in an' around 8an
Tomre. Not a cent more!”

Rhoades smiled.

“You're not as clever as I thought
you were, young man,” he amswered,
“Now how the devil do you think
you can make me do up in the sky
what you couldn’t make me do doewn
on terra fifirmagd”

“Like this,” shouted Zip Hen-
drick, picking up the engine and
slipping into two loops.

Wihem the “Blue Bullet” came out
of them, he turned to look at
Rhoades. Rhoades’ ruddy cheeks
were now positively a pasty white.
But his lips were firm, and he pre-
tended to laugh.

Zip Hendrick also laughed; but
his was no Jpretense.

“Wedll, are you sellimg?” he asked,

“Dom’t be foolish,” was the reply.

IP gave her the gun, zoomed and

went through half a dozen more
slips. Leveling out, he found
Rhoades slumped low, holding the
cowling with both hands so fitmily
that he was unable to unfastem his
grip for a whole minute.

“Wiat do you think of
now?” asked Zip.

“Nice day,” answered Rhoades,
“isn’t 2"

selling

Zip smiled.

“There’'s lots more loops left in
this ship,” he said, and proceeded
to prove it. This time he performed
twenty-two consecutive gyrations
without a halt.

When he did at last draw to an
even keel, he saw Rhoades with his
tongue hanging out and teeth clamp-
ing down on it. But still the pro-
moter was obdurate.

ELL,” said Zip Hendrick, amia-

bly. “This crate knows a lot
more tricks. Loops aren't the only
stunts up its sleeve. Did you ever
go down an elevator a bit too fast?
Remember how it felt? Welll, com-
pare it with this.”

Zip shot up to thirteen thousand
feet. Then he shot right down to
three thousand. He could see the
crowds gathered in the main street
of San Tomre wondering what the air
circus was all about. They'd find out
soon emowgln!

“Hiow'd you like that?” he asked
Rhoades pleasamtly.

His answer was a shock. Zip Hen-
drick found himself gazing right
into the ugly barrel of a Colt.

“I can’t waste any more time rid-
ing around,” said Rhoades, who was
evidently sicker than the sickest dog
at sea. "Were going down mow,
Go—onl!”

Zip laughed aloud.

“No,” he said. “I think I'd rather
get shot than go down. I like the
air up here. But before you shoot
me, be sure to put on a ’'chute pack
if you want to make a safe lamding.
The tough part of it is, though, we
haven't got a ’chute pack with us,
I was careful not to bring one
along. Maybe we'll find one foe you
in the sky, if we ride around a little
more.”

He went up to ten thousand feet.

“Now listen, Rhoades,” he siouted,
“You're a rich man. There’s n@
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reason in the world why yeu
shouldn’t pay for this rids. Faet is,
I'm going to charge you a hundred
dollars a minute from now on." He
looked at his watch.

“Tiat’s cheap enough at half the
price. Of course, if you don't like
the charges, all you have to do is to
sell me those little deeds and leases,
The idea is this: Until you tell me
you're selling them to me, I'm going
to take a hundred dollars off my of-
fer for every minute you make me
stunt you around. See?

Rhoades’ gun was pointing down,
His bluff had failed. But still he
refused to sell.

Zip Hendrick tried a new bag of
tricks. He slipped into a barrel roll.
Then he zoomed, turned over, and
fell into a nose dive.

But Rhoades, pasty,
sell.

"Tthat was five minutes—five hun-
dred dollars’ worth,” declared Zip.
“Welll run up the charges some
more."”

refused to

ND this time he zoomed and fell

into a tail-slip. Wten he pulled
out of it, he found Rhoades in the
act of ejecting his last meal through
a mouth framed by a pair of pasty
white cheeks blotched with red.

“God!” exclaimed Zip Hendrick.
“Tihat’s a nasty thing to do—mess up
my clean ship! It's going to cost
you an extra hundred; I'll have to
get somebody to clean it up. Afd
to help you make up your mind $66A,
I'm going to glve yeu the real gem
of all alr thrills. It's a great eure
for sea-siekmess. 1It's an outside
leop. You deR't knew yet what it
is; But yew'\l HAd sut se8n.”

Zip rose to eight thousand feet.
Then, instead of looping over back-
ward, he set the “Biue Bullet's” nose
flyimpg due west. He let down its
speed, and gracefully arched the

ship’s nose forward and down, at
a sixty degree amgle.

A few moments later, it was a
forty-five degree angle, and then
thirty degrees. The plane was mow
gethering momentum like a comet.
Twenty degrees of angle toward
earth, seemingly heading direct to-
ward a nose-on crash, the plane was
dizzying toward earth like a falling
star.

IP narrowed the arc, gradually

ruddering under and under till
the "Blue Bullet” was riding on its
back; and soon, after a straining of
the wings., the ship’s belly was fac-
ing the sky. Up nosed the “Blue
Bullet,” up and over, and a few sec-
onds later the perilous outside Joop
had been successfully completed.

Rhoades was way dowmn low in his
seat, one hand gripping the cowling,
the other hand gripping his throat.
His tongue was puffed high and out,
cheeks bloated, and eys#a glaring red.
He could not speak for a long time.

“Swell, wasn’t it?” asked Zip Hen-
drick innocently. “Tihat was an out-
gside loop. There aren't a lot of
people who've lived through ‘em. But
if you enjoy it, my li'l '‘Blue Bullet*
has a couple more outside loop trials
left in its system. Want some more
—or would you rather selll?”

Rhoades tried to speak, but his
tongue would not recede to its mor-
mal position. At last he swcceeded
in making his vocal apparatus func-
tion.

“I’'ll sell,” he said, and slumped
forward, rocking from side to side
in the deathliest nausea that ever
overtook an oil promoter.

Zip glanced at his watch.

“Elleven minutes,” he said, “That's
eleven hundred dollars. Add a
hundred for messing up the crate,
that makes it twelve hundred all
toid. I've got a fountain pen with
me, and some paper. I'll make out
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a bill of sale. You sign it and give
it back to me with the leases amd
deeds, and the transaction will be
complete. How many have you got
—and what’s the price of each, the
price you paiidi?"

For answer, Rhoades merely
handed over the documents. The
figures were in plain evidence. Zip
Hendrick merely totaled them, and
subtracted twelve hundred dollars.
Then he penned out a bill of sale
and an I. O. U. to the amount of
$56,000. He included a payment of
$1.00 on delivery of the various
leases and deeds—leaving a balance
of $55,999.

He handed over the bill of sale,
which Rhoades signed and handed
back; and as Zip Hendrick pocketed
the docummemts, he handed to Rhoades
his I. O. U. and a crisp dollar bhill.

“You may like to know what I'm
going to do with these papers,
Rhoades,” offered the versatile pilot-
finamiger, Zip Hendrick. "'l tell
you: I'm going to sell back to those
gypped San Torre people everything

they sold to you, and at the same
price you paid them.

“Then I'll take off the twelve hun-
dred dollars you owe me for this
ride, and give you what’s left. That
will be the amount on that 1. O. U.
The twelve hundred will come in
handy. All I've got in my pocket
right now, after glving you that del-
lar, is elght dellars and thirty-seven
eents. Hal Gasten will get an even
twe hunedred Bueks for taking it A
the éhin.

“Ihat’ll square accounts with Hal,
and leave me a clear profit of one
thousand dollars.

“It’s the crooked deal you pulled
on *Dean Luce and his poor old
mother, that got me way out here. I
swore I'd get back their property
for them. Whille I was at it, 1
thought I'd do the same for all the
rest of the San Toftre folks. Well,
I did #t, and I'm a thousand berries
te the geed, and the business was
transacted at an altitude ef éxaetly
fifety-twe hundred feet. THhat's
what 1 eall Righ fifisapeq”

Neatt Momth—AA Mastarpéicee of Astiembiure

DANGER ISLAND

By Jack D'Arcy
—a camplete bavihehotigth nonel that will thill yau to the manvow with its extiting acavoior—

wriltten as omjy the awthor of “héhe Sacvad Saimiidar’ amal “hbe Lake of Elammgg Deasfi”
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BODYGUARD

By 6. Wayman Jones

—a camplete noxichettc by the awthor wivese “widias Mr. Death” series has proaven of
exeppiianal papidanity in omr campavion magaione, THRRIMING DEBEGEIWE

Akgo Unusual Adverttnee Stoviees by Peribsy Poore Sheehan,
Malosiim WihedberiViobblson, Wayme Rogars and afdvers.
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A Three-Part Serial

By ANTHONY M. RUB
Axthor of “fPhe Shauboww on the Raxef,” ede.

PART ONE

CHAPTER 1
Pwem by a Pre#kRat

HE two young fellows had
been broke for days—weeks,
more likely. They were

drunk, as a result of running two
silver dollars into twenty, at faro.

They had been cowboys, and good
ones, too, before this gold-and-silver
craze had struck Nevada. Tthen they
became luckless prospectors—then
swampers, odd-job men. Still and all
those excuses did not help them
much, now they were dead.

Their killing was absolutely legal
and justified. It came about this
way:

Rotund and jolly Cussemout Cran-
dall drove an old Concord swaybelly
from railhead at Caton, to Hartnett,
Bardwell, Tomes, and then around
the circle to Lamar and in to Caton

again. Tiere were several mines,
with stamp mills, cyaniding plants
and all, on his route., That meant
express bullion shipments, and pay-
rolls coming in.

Cussemout never carried a gun,
and everybody knew it. The express
company hired a guard named Joe
Bardeen—callled Buck-Towmitth Joe, but
only behind his back. He had been
held up three times, but never
robbed; and he was mighty proud of
that record.

Joe was young, pretty well edu-
cated, and would have been hand-
some except for his teeth, and his
peculiar yellow eyes. He never
talked much, and never boasted at
all. But mem knew he was ambi-
dextrous with revolvers, swift and
uncannily accurate.

But, best of all, Joe liked the
sawed-off Greener filled with double
loads of slugs. He sat up on the
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box with Cussemout, dandling little
Death and Destruction across his
knees in a way that made Cussemout
shiver.

That just made Joe grin. He had
a secret lust for killing; and like all
men who are murderers at heart, he
particularly enjoyed blasting the
liver-and-lights out of a victim,

This day of the fourth hoeld-up,
there was a small iron box wunder
Cussemout’s fat legs. Tihis held
about eighty pounds of scrap iren,
but neither Cussemout nor Joe was
aware of the fact. They thought it
the monthly pay-roll for the Miser's
Nigintmare, at Hartnett.

The real pay-roll was in a steamer
trunk, strapped on top of the sway-
belly; the trunk ostensibly held
samples belonging to a drummer
who was the only passenger.

The two would-be robbers lurched
up together out of the gray-purple

o7

sage, just as the stage horses were
walking up the hill toward the Gray
Mesa trail into Hartnett. That was
bad, very bad. They should have
been separate, and armed with rifles.
As it was, they ffourishesl six-guns.

‘Girab sky!” yelled one of them
hoarsely, throwing one shot whis-
tling a yard above the head of the
driver.

Bong! Bomg!

Tweo crashes of thunder came from
just above the knees of Joe Bardeen.
Acrid smoke veiled everything for a
merciful second or two, during
which time Joe leapt over the wheel,
and crouched with six-shooters
ready.

Tihere was no need for more shoot-
ing. The two ex-punchers lay in
bloody shreds there in the dust of
the road.

“Oofus! Hoofus!” groaned Cus-
semout shakily, wiping his red face
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with a redder bandanna. *“A-are
there any more?"

“Reckon not,” said Joe Bardeen
tersely. He was grinning without
mirth, as a wolf grins.

The passenger had descended. He
was a spare, lean sort. He watched
as Joe spread a tarpaulin on the
stage floor, and then helped drag the
bodies and lay them imside.

“W¥edll, a couple hundred more for
you, huh, Joe?” he commented, and
spat dryly. He referred to a prac-
tice of the express company, which
paid guards one hundred dollars
bonus for each bandit killed or cap-
tured in such a fracas.

“Yep, I can use it,” agreed Joe
with a grisly chuckle. “Special with
what I got in mind, right meow!"

In five minutes everything was
over, and the swaybelly once more
rattling on its way to Hartnett.

IS evening, when Joe Bardeen
rode back into Hartnett, licking
his lips over thoughts of the extra
two hundred—which he thought he'd
prob’ly spend on a ring for Belle
Bennett—was late summer in 1892,

Back East a Waorlld's Fair was just
about ready to open, in Chicago.
Nevada had the Comstock, and also
this dry-range sagebrush country
centering around Hartnett, where
there were important geld, silver,
copper and cinnabar mines. All ef
Geoldfleld, Tomopah, Rhyelite, Bull-
freg and Rawhide lay in the uh-
imagined future.

Nevada still had lots of Shoshone
Indians—Ilazy louts that they were.
There were a few horse outfits, and
a few dry-range cow spreads scaf-
tered here and there. But in the
main Nevada was still ealled the
Washoe Desert, and regarded as a
good place to aveid.

This date, and the fact that Joe
Bardeen was twenty-four, are good

things to remember; because after
this tragic afternoon and evening
there comes a big jump in the story.

Part of that space we can fill in
with known facts; but most of it
that has to do with the older, twist-
ed man that right now was the mon-
chalant young killer, Joe Bardeen,
Nigs to remain surmise. Only Joe Him-
self could have teld that part
stralght.

Joe kept his clothes in a room at
the Squeejaw, in Hartnett. Each
time he hit town he bathed, shaved,
and climbed into this fllsssy get-up
—wihich made him look half like a
Mexican vaquere and half like a
Virgimia City gambler. Then he went
to call on Belle Bennett, whese dad
and mether raR the Green Frent
Stere, selling everything frem jelly-
Beans t8 anvils.

Hartnett was glum about the kill-
ing of those two boys. They hadn't
been especially wild — pretty good
fellas, in fact. Joe had done just
what he was paid to do, however,
and nobody blamed him out Joud.
Tihey kept out of his way, just the
same.

Nobody chummed with him at amy
time; and now the way men at the
Squeejaw bar remembered business
somewhere else, the minute he came
in, you’d have thought he was a
wolf-peisomer, or maybe a U. S. mar-
shal with warrants in his pocket.

Joe didn’t care. He drank by him-
self, and swaggered 2 little. Then
when it came seven o'clock, just
growing dusk, he went out and
walked down to the little house
where Belle Bennett lived.

ELLE had always treated him
courteously enough; and though
Joe realized that every two-legged
bachelor in fiifty miles wanted to
marry her, he never had worried.
He was far too great an egotist to
see that Belle was a whole lot piore
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than just courteous when big, quiet
Kerry Lassiter came around.

Kerry was a prospector who had
been to school out on the Coast. He
had found and developed the Cross-
patch Silver Mine near Bardwell.
Afiter he sold it he started develop-
ing a gold prospect he had, right
near Hartnett. Real prospectors
rarely are able to sit down and
simply grow rich as mine-owners.

UT at the side of the little house,

where there were some discour-
aged lilac bushes and a couple of big
cottonwood trees, Belle had strung a
hammock. She was sitting in it this
evening—wiith Kerry. For reasons
important to the two of them, they
did not hear Joe's footsteps in the
soft dust of the yard. Amnd besides,
he came up more or less behind
them.

Joe's lemon-colored eyes mearly
popped. He gasped soundiessly, and
his fingers, spread like claws, went
down for his revolver. The gun, of
course, was not there. No man wore
one when he went sparking a girl.

There was no getting around the
fact that he had lost Belle Bennett.
She and that big hulk of a prospec-
tor were talking about getting mar-
ried!

Wedlll, they went on talking about
it, never guessing for a second that
the shadow of death had fallen
across their lovers’ happiness, there
under the gray-dusted cottomwoods.

Face working, lip drawn back from
his buck teeth, snarling to himself
like a mad thing, Joe Bardeen went
away from there. Fiery hate churned
inside him, bringing an acid slaver
like foam to the cormers of his
mouth.

He would kill, kill, killl

The perspiration ran from his fore-
head down the creases at the side of
his long, hooked nose—though the
evening was cool.

He let himself in through a win-
dow of a private card room, and
stole upstairs in the Squeejaw for
his belts and guns. Then, compes:
ing his face as best he eould, he
went down to the bar and beught
himselt a pint of Bourben whiskey.

Nobody spoke to him. He walked
out into the might.

An idea had come to him. Let's
not believe for a minute that Joe
Bardeen was a yellow-belly. He was
a killer who up to that time had
taken his chances with outlaws in
the most precarious profession of
the time.

But there was teeth-gritting desire
for gore in him now. Just killing
Kerry Lassiter in a stand-up fight
with guns would never assuage this!
Old-fashioned drawing and gquarter-
ing would have suited fairly well.
The Chinese death of a thousand
slices would have been still better,
but he never had heard of it.

He did know, howewer, that Kerry
Lassiter kept a box of dynamite out
at his gold claim, two miles from
Hartnett. And that the claim would
be deserted maww!

© hours later, out at the pros-

pect hole, Joe Bardeen had every-
thing ready. A black thread fixed
just so a man would kick it as he
came into the drift, let drop a €lev-
erly set piece of drill steel. This
fell into a notch where Joe would
lay three fulminate of mereury caps.
The dynamite was there, halt a box
of it. It was sixty percent, touehy
stuff.

Joe had one worry, though. A bhig
gray pack rat, tame as a pet sqguirrel,
came nosing in while he worked.
He shooed it away. Before he left
he'd shoot the rodent, just to make
sure it didn’t upset calculations.

Now everything was set. He
nodded grimly, and placed the three
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caps where they were meant t8 ge:
He stoed up: =- - _

The gray pack rat fairly leaped
away—toward the eRtFance: he
black thread caught its Rtk
stretched, snapped: TFhe piscs of
drill steel fedb-

Chaos|

The last acrid smoke frem that
awesome explosion had drifted away
before something  stirred  and
groaned, something half-hidden iR
the debris. An heur dragged ‘ag:
Then something that whimpered,
moved again, crawling te the @peR
moonligiht.

After a time that hideous, gery
thing which had been a man raised
itself to a kneeling position—finally
staggered erect. There had been
hair on that man's head. Tiere had
been a long, hooked nose. There
had been protuberant teeth.

Now there was nothing but a
bloody smear.

Lurching, stumbling, holding his
side where an unknown number ef
ribs were crushed in, the Thing
started back through the sage and
greasewood, toward Hartnett.

Unharmed, the gray pack rat
watched it go, beady little eyes
twinkling with wickedness.

CHAPTER 11
Thre Ameapgesa Deseatt—1906

HIS man's name once had
been Joe Bardeem. He¢ had
changed it several times since

that night when Cussemout Crandall
had rushed him to the clever surgeon
at Bardwell—explaiming that “the
pore devil's sawed-off shotgun must
of blowed up in his facet”

That surgeon had built him up a
short, straight nose out of the frag-
ments. The rest of the face was
scar tissue, horrible to behoid. Only
the creepy - looking, lemon - yellow

eyes could by any streteh 6f the
imagination be connected with these
of the Joe Bardeen whe had been
express guard en the stage. ARd
now these were the eyes st a wilg
beast. ’

Miles back on the trail ef this
fugitive lay a single dead BUFFs;
Stilt further back, on the shimMer:
ing waste of the Amargesd, He had
abandoned the paek whieh csntained
his food, blankets, eeeking wiensils
and other acesutrement.

Now here in the grotesquely
gnarled boulders of the Belted
Range, where prickly pear, catélaw
and squaw-weed made up the tetal
of vegetation, he had found plenty
water—but he was starving te deadh!

N face of death men bargain
queerly; and this man hg on
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At first he had not cared about
feed: His body, rendered out like
a crackling by the sun, had craved
Just water. Now it was six days
since he had tasted food—six days
of squatting hopelessly here on the
hot lid of hell. Tthere was no hope!
How could there be?

He was light-headed from the in-
tense heat and lack of mourishment.

He drank—spat and cursed. The
sound of his voice startled a gray,
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ground-hugging shape. A chuck-
walla !

Tie lizard ran. Wiith almest all
his tremendous speed and EEUFAELY;
the man grabbed at his shQF:-guR,
thumbed and fired, seemingly all iR
one motion.

Tts head spattered by the heay
slug, the chuckwallla leapt and fell
kicking. Snarling, the man Wwas WpeR
it, tearing, rending, devouring the
thin slivers of white meat, ¢rushing

the bones. Raw—but what did he
care? It was a mouthful of twe of
food!

UT another day came with its

brassy sun; and there were no
more chuckwalllas, even when he be-
stirred himself to hunt. Very short-
ly, staggering from weakness, laugh-
ing crazily at queer pictures he saw
—even as he knew in his twisted
brain they were delusions preceding
death—he sank to the baked ground,
All over. Welll, what of it?

There was only one deep ache of
regret, deadened fury. He never had
caught up with the man he hated.
He had done aplenty to Kerry Las-
siter indirectly, though. Even mow
his scarred lips twisted in a leer,

Out through the heat haze that
played in the mouth of the valley,
his dull gaze wandered. Of a sud-
den he blinked, the lids almost stick-
ing on his eyeballs. He frowned,
trying to concemtrate his slipping
facullties. A dust cloud. Dots.
Moving. My God, it was mules and
men! Coming his way! Food! He
was sawed!!

Leaping to his feet, almost falling
again, he screeched feebly and tried
to wave his arms. But a sudden
thougiht made him draw back, even
in extremity. Could this be a posse,
following his zig-zag steps through
the alkali and samd?

But hardly that. His crime had
been committed eighty, a hundred

miles away, in another county. And
in a circle that encompassed fifty
miles he had walked on lava rock,
leaving no trail that even a blood-
hound could have followed, after the
sun had been on it one hour.

He did not show himself again,
though. Tthe yellow eyes had re-
gained something more like com-
posure. He would hide, plan things.
Soomer or later if everything broke
right he would kill these men for
wihat they had with them—food, pack
beasts, and weapons.

It was near evening now. Dark
would arrive in this valley in less
than an hour. He drank deeply of
water, and then walked back further
in the gulch‘to hide—and watch his
intended wvictims.

They approached with exasperat-
ing slowness, their  elongated
shadows stretching far to eastward.
Two big men. Four pack burros.
One riding mule, on which was
slumped the figure of what looked
like a little boy! Hell of a place
to take a family party, reflected the
fugitive.

The two men slouched along in a
loose-hipped stride, not too fast.
They were desert men, all right, and
right now they were tired and
thirsty. Ah well, come along stran-
gerst Drink and rest—and sleep
forever! A man who has only failed
once in all his career of mwrdering
awaits you!

EAVING the rest of them mnow,

the leaner of the two men strode
forward, a big empty canteen in hid
hand. He made for the mnamrow
fissure which led to the hidden ten-
aja, and darted a sharp glance at the
ground where the starving man's
footprints were plain.

“We ain’t the only ones that kmow
about this water!” came back the
booming voice of the giant with the
canteen, as he reached in and let the
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receptacle gurgle fuil.
two days since —

“Om, Dad, hustle upt!” urged the
clear soprano of a boy’s veice. “I'm
so dried up, I'm about to blew
away!"”

The other man, standing with one
hand affectionately on the lad's knee,
grinned through the allkali-caked
stubble on his cheeks.

“’Sall right, Jimmy!" he said, pat-
ting the lad's knee. "‘Here it comes!
Drink all you can hold! Gesh, but
don't that look good, Kermy!*

“It ain’t been
»w

E-E-E-L-L-P! Oh, Gawd—1I"

Drawn-out and plaintive, the
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that he, jolly Ding Lassiter and his
father happened to be out here on
the second-worst desert in North
America. For all his small size,
Jimmy Lassiter cuts a big figure in
this story.

Kerry, as it happened, had not re-
turned to his gold prospect for more
than a month after the night it blew
up so mysteriously. He married,
and went for a honeymoon with the
sweet girl who had been Belle Ben-
nett.

He heard about Joe Bardeen's ac-
cident indirectly; but when time
came that he returned, and found his
dymamite had exploded, there was
nothing to suggest Joe, of course.

The explosion saved Kerry a lot
of time. It cleaned out every speck
of ore, leaving nothing but bare bor-
rasco. Kerry took one look and
closed up shop.

He had enough money for fair
comfort, anyway. He settled down
in the house with Belle, her mother
and father. He took short prospect-
ing trips, after a while, but was not
very serious about them.

Then came the time of horror. He
returned from a three-week trip into
the Red Chalk Range to find the
elder Bennetts dead and buried—and
his wife gone!

POSSE from town had searched
for more than a week. Alll other
surrounding towns had been netlfied,
but nothing had eome of it. The
two store-keeping Bennetts hHad been
stabbed In sleep. And Belle, Kerry's
wife, Had been earrled away! The
bey, Jimmy, had Aet beeh hurt.
He found her body, did Kerry, but
that was nothing but added heorror.
He brought it back forty miles, and
buried it. He was a strong man, so
did not go to pieces all in a minute.
It might have been better if he had.
That was the tragedy, one to which
Kerry Lassiter had not a single clue,
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He never spoke of it. He drank,
gambled—amd did not try to win,
For a time, half a year more, per-
haps, his brain was kept numb. And
his money vanished.

Then when he knew he was broke,
down to bedrock, he really began to
think of the three-year-old toddler,
Belle’s son and his. He took a job
in the Miser’s Nightmare, swore off
drinking and cards, and started to
earn a living for the two of them.

Tihree years of this, and then the
old restlessness grew too strong to
bear. Joyous Ding Lassiter, with his
banjo-mandollim, had come back frem
the Philippime insurrectiom and the
rest of a “hitch” in the Isiands, and
was at loose ends. Kerry thought a
cheerful companion might help him,
and be good for the boy. Se he
wired Ding to come.

REETINGS were genuine be-
tween these two. Ding sympa-
thized. He took Jimmy right to his
heart. In a day or two they both
were grinning. Sure, Ding would be
glad to learn prospecting—great
stuff! He had about two hundred
dolllars, and his bamjo-mandolin.
Kerry made up the rest. With
fair equipment they started out as
prospectors, Ding’s resonant baritone
starting them on the desert turaiil:

“Gooddnkye my BHRladwil,
Fareweit!! to y9ouuru,
Ome last fard loskk imto
Your egess of bhiumdue!
‘Mid! campfirees btomimg,
'Mid! shatt and sdeld,

I will] be dremmingg of
My owm B RiebbdIl"

Tihhe months passed. Ding, in a
way, was unfortunate; for on that
very first trip out they diry-washed
a pocket, gleaning nearly two tihow-
sand dollars worth of gold. From
that moment onward, Ding was an

incurable prospector, luck or no

luck.

Since that first strike they had
found little—ome deposit of a non-
metal, antimony, which they were
glad to get rid of at a small price.
Nothing else that mattered. But
with the boy on their hands, beth
men were dogged.

“it’s up to us. We’ll get him his
stake!” Ding promised with unfail-
ing cheerfulmess. “He"s healthy, all
right, 'cept when he gets a snootful
of sun. But he ain't geing to be
hefty-built, like wus.”

"No, Jimmy’s got to learn things,”
agreed the usually silent Kecry. “He
don’t like the idea, but our kid's got
to have a real chamece—edication.
We'lll send him Easgt, seme day. He'll
fit in there better'n eut here in the
desert.”

So in a way the Westt passed judg-
ment upon little Jimmy Lassiter—
and found him wanting. Unjust?
Weelll—

P the gulch Kerry halted. “Hyah,
where are you?” he called.

A faint groan was the only an-
swer; but he caught the direction.
In ten strides he reached the shady
patch back of a boulder wpthrust
where the gaunt, lemon-eyed dere-
lict of the desert lay, apparently at
the last gasp of exhawstion.

There was little need to dissemble,
though the man who now would
claim the cognomen of Rufe Ander-
son, was not quite as far gone as he
pretended. His first glance at Kerry
Lassiter, made through slitted lids,
had caused him to shudder as if in
pain.

"Nemmind, you're all right mow,
pardner,” said the big man in a
gentle voice.

He knelt down, putting the can-
teen to lips in the most horribly
grotesque countenance he ever had
seen-. Then, when the fellow had



74 THRILLING ADVENTURES

drunk a few sips, Kerry lifted the
wasted frame in his strong arms
and bore him back te the entranee
of the rock tenaja.

There they turned loose muie and
burres, rousting through packs fer a
bottle of whisky, making a reugh
camp, and tending to the wants of
the exhausted man, all at once.

“He'll pick up—but Gawd, did yeu
ever see such a phiz!" whispered
Ding later, when they had a tiny
fire, and it seemed that the reseued
man had dropped off to slumber.
“Looks jest like a puddie of wmud
that's been halfffrozem!*

ITH some shaved jerky they
made him weak broth, giving
him a few swallows of water every
hour or so through that night. When
morning came he was able to prop
himself in a sitting position, and eat
a small portion of regular food.
Then he told him he was Rufe
Andersom. He gave a circumstantial
account of the madness, flight and
death of a mythical partner the loss
of his outfit, his last bit of luek
in coming upon this rock tenaja. It
was a not unusual tale. Only the
findingg of the hiddem water, and the
rescue, were out of the ordinary.
Most times men just died horribly.
Later that day, after he had put
himself outside a huge forenoon
dinner, Rufe brought forth the map
he had. He seemed honestly grate-
ful, though there was a light, and
queer, unblinking stare in those lem-
on eyes which Kerry did not like.
Wihen he offered to share with all
of them the rich deposit of conglom-
erate he had come to find, there was
nothing to do but accept, however.
This might be a heaven-sent chance
to win a real stake for little Jimmy.
So it proved in due course. The
strike, which is known today as the
Yellow Eye Lode, proved to be a
much greater thing than simply a

fissure fillkel with conglonzrate, to
be divided up between three men.
Development would require years.

And all the while the partners
worked in the new frenzy of discov-
ered fortune, one of them clicked his
false teeth and grinned like a wolf.
He had his revenge ready to hand
now, but he could take his time.

There was no clue, no suspicion
of his identity—no thought that he
was the man of all men whom Kerry
Lassiter hoped some day to meet.
The fiend who had comemitted a
double murder back in Hartnett, Ne-
vada. Wiho had stolen a girl-mother
who had killed herself rather than
submit to this lemon-eyed heorror
with the frozen face.

CHAPTER 111
Ausstn, 11lmoos—1920

WEST Madison Street, which
extends from C}hii@@gg@"éi"'
Loop district out threugh

Austin, Oak Park, Mayweod, and 6A
into the corn fields, has dene some
queer things te the autemebile Busi:
fess.

Out here in a certain shed, Rearly
hidden by the shoulder-high white
clover, a man named Selden labored
on a queer contraption he ealled 2R
autoear.

In a machine shop in the ferty-
hundreds, a little later, a man whem
others called a crank, built a shiny
brown car that aetually ran, and
made very little neise abeut it. OR
the front and rear ef this eaf, as he
ran it around the Bumpy streets 6f
Austin, of on the asphalt paving ef
Washington Beulevard, were lettered
signs:

THE SILENT KNIGHT

Still later an earnest, blue-eyed
young fellow who had been a stu-
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dent at Armour Institute until the
war, came out in overalls to inhabit
a similar shed—perhaps one of the
origimal two, for all that is mew
known. His name was James Lassi-
ter; and he was so anxious to get
back to his mechanical experiments
that he wore uniform under his
overalls for the first three or four
weeks.

In that shed, as time passed, per-
haps the queerest-looking autemaebile
ever seen off a racetrack, took shape,
It was stream-lined, shaped in front
like a sanitary drinking cup with
the point of the cone forward. The
engine was in back. Passengers’ feet
rested exactly nine inchcs above the
street, and the seats were very low.

According to James Lassiter, the
car, powered at 33 H.P., S. A  E.
rating, could travel 110 miles an
hour, and would go 20 miles to a
gallon of gasoline. There were no
fumes from the engine. Riding com-
fort was superb, all because the pas-
senger load was carried between
axles instead of on top of them.

Oh, Jimmy Lassiter was dead in
earnest! He had hold of a great
revolutionary idea in motor con-
struction, and he darned well knew
it!

IS greatest trouble had come in

trying to convince anyone else
of the fact. Or at least that Was one
of his troubles. Of late he had found
other ones—mystecious ones!

He was not out there on Madison
Street at this hour of early evening.
Two other men were, and one of
them was his friend. We will come
south to Madison Street, from the
Crawford Awvenue station of the L,
with that friend—whose Army name
had been Corns Kemble. The mick-
name was all right. They had never
called him Cornwallis, even back on
the dry range of Nevada.

Corns, still in the captain’s wuni-

form of which he was secretly rather
proud, was back from his extra year
of service with the A, E. F. on the
Rhine. He wanted to see the little
fightin’  fool, Jimmy Lassiter, fer
more than one reasen.

NE was enough, though. It was

because of Jimtny that Corng was
back at all, sinee the dawn counter-
attack of a certain grim day 1A the
St. Mihiel sallent, As elesely as a
captain and a ecorporal ean beceme
friends in a mederh army, they had
been friends after that.

The ex-captain found the address
he sought. It wal a dark shed,
which had been a livery stable in
days long past. It was umpainted
now, dilapidated. Corns stared at it,
disappointed. *He walked up and
peered through a dirty pane.

The inside was dark. But waiit!
Just as he was about to turn away,
a flashlight flliickeredl on, and stayed
on. It was put down on the fltawr,
thirty feet or so back from the win-
dow. Between it and Corns loomed
a funny-looking gadget on wheels—
yes, a racing car, looked like. Jts
rear was toward Corns, and he saw

the queer knife-edge of the rear
streamlining.
That moment a man-—taller than

his bantam friend—came to the back
assembly. He crawled down on his
knees, setting a bucket to one side,
so it slopped up a little of its liguid
contents. The man did something,
and a thin stream of gasoline flowed
to the ffbwr,

This was nothing to cause Corns
worry. He was about to rap on the
pane when he saw something fur-
ther. The strange man hastily lifted
the full bucket, slopped a little of
the contents so it joined the spread-
ing puddle on the floor, and then
sidled around and away from Corns,
laying a trail—or a fusel—of that
liquid! Probably gasolime!
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Corns was alert, sternly imtelligent
when it came to handling amything
like sabotage or treachery. A sharp
sound left his lips. He drew back a
step, raised one foot, and kicked in
a pane of glass.

“Hey there, yout” he yelled.
“Whet the hell d'yuh thimi—2"

He was unfortunately just toe late.
The crouching figure started, but did
not flee instamtly.

Instead, it swashed the rest of that
bucket rearward, then darted back.

A match flickerzd], a sheet of fliame
rose on the flloor, disclosing the in-
truder running wildly toward a back
door.

The fire ran rapidly along the
liquid fuse. It reached the puddle
under the car’s gas tamk—

Whhamm !

In the resulting explosiom and
sheet of flame, Corns dodged back
from the window, turned, and ran as
tight as he could go around the
corner of the shed, and out toward
the back.

He was too late. Out there was

an alley. Just as he reached it,
shouting, a small roadster ground
into gear, leaping away westward

into the blackness.

Tie funny-looking car and the tin-
der-box of a shed which contained
it were burning fiéiecedly. Shaking
bis head dubiously, Corns walked
Runther away, and out to the Madi-
son Street sidewalk again.

E knew there was no saving amy-
thing now.

Could it be possible, he wondered,
if his friend had wanted that car de-
stroyed—for the insurance he would
iet, perhaps.

But he shook his head and smorted
in disgust at his own thought. Jimmy
Lassiter might be almost amything
in the world—except a small-time
srook!

CHAPTER IV
T Conds

EY'VE been after me ever
since I got back. Wadll, Corns,
they've got me! I'm broke.

The car is gone—d'yow knAew build-
ing that car cost fe &lx theusand
dollars? I still have my eleven basie
patents on the rear transmissiem and
drive, ot course, but I eap't get a
hearlng with them. Car mamufae:
turers aren't ready te serap their
fachinery fof a new desigh, éven
theugh it's mueh better—and they
kRew iit!”

O, well,” drawled the officer,
sympathy outweighing the words he
spoke, "hosses are better, back where
we live. Buck up, old-timer. Busi-
ness of any kind is apt to be a dirty
game. C'mon back with me an’ nur-
ture cows!™

It was afternoomn of the day fol-
lowing the fire, Corns and the de-
spondent Jimmy were seated in the
cheap bedroom of the latter’'s room-
ing house.

"You dont understamd!” said the
smaller man bitterly. "It's more than
just business failure. Tihere's some-
thing wramgg. Corns! It ain't enly
me—

He paused, biting his lip. His
whole life thus far had been a series
of peculiar frustrations. First the
West had counted him too much of
a weakling to swcceed. Now the
Mid-West marked him off as a fail-
ure.

He supposed that there might be a
chance to do worse if he went to
New York.

"Take a look at this, Corns!” he
said with sudden decision.

He went to a bureau, jerked out a
drawer. He brought forth a slim
packet of correspondence cards, gilt-
edged.

On the top one, neatly lettered in
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pale yellow ink, was a series of
words:

POVERTY
DISILLUSIONMENT
FAILURE

DEATH

N pencil, on the back of the card,

was a motattiom:

Seart from Piidadwtpibia, Mareh 2.

“I wrote that. Tihese have come
from all around,” said Jimmy. “The
next one is from San Francisco. It
is just the same.

Corns was sitting stiffly erect now,
all the easy-going comradeship and
liking vanished in an absorbed in-
terest. He handled the next card
carefully by the edges. It was iden-
tical, as were all the others, except
that the first word, POVERTY, was
ringed about in blue-black ink.

“Yes, 1 was poor enough!” said
Jimmy with a ghost of a laugh.
“Mhat was when trouble started back
with Dad and Uncle Ding. I didn't
get any money for a long time. And
then—"

“Time!” snapped Cormns. “I want
the whole story in a minute.” He
went on with the cards. There were
two more like the last. Then came
one on which the word DISILLU-
SIONMENT also was rimgedi!

Two more of the series were the
same,

“That was when a girl to whom 1
was engaged, sent batk my ring and
presents,” said Jimmy in a dull voice.
“It hit me pretty hard, then. I never
did learn why she did it—though to
tell the truth, I'm not broken-hearted
about that now. Other things have
come into the picture="

A knock sounded at the door of
the bedroom.

“Mail, Mr. Lassiter,” said the voice
of the landlady. She handed over
one oblong emvelope.

“Ammtther,” said Jimmy, white-

lipped. “Affter that fire, I can guess
—wihat thiss will showl” He ripped
the container.

“I was right,” he said, passing the
card to Corns. On it the word
FAILURE was rimged!

“Omly one more step!” said Jimmy.
“Damn it, I—"

“WHere mailed?” snapped the ex-
captaim.

“New Orleans,” said Jimmy.

“Holy cow, ain't I glad I came!™
Corns said with emphasis. “Now
start way back, you fella!l Tell me
all you know. I can see we’re in for
a grand session with this devil who
uses yellow ink! This isn't busi-
ness at all, I'm willing to bet. But
go on! Give me a regular awtohiog
with trimmings. Like the detectives
say, we've got to search back imto
your dark past, Mister!™

Jimmy nodded. A gleam of hope
had come into his blue eyes.

IMMY LASSITER was far from

a coward. He had gone as far as
the finals in the bantamweight di-
vision of the A. E. F.. championship,
lesing then only beecause he was
knocked cold by a more experienced
fighieer.

“I don't know much
happened before Dad
Ding and Frozen Face
big strike,” he began.

Them he had to explain about
Rufe Andersom, who had always
been Frozen-Face to the others, his
partners. But the story went swift-
ly from that point.

Gold conglomerate—a fortune in
that alone. Then the indications of
a big vein which needed develop-
ment. The three men had agreed to
go ahead, keeping the partmership
undissolved, though there was not
much liking for Frozea Face.

That was where Jimmy left them,
being sent to a Wiscomsin military
academy, later to Armour Institute

about what
and Uncle
made their
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in Chicago because of his mechanieal
bent. Then the War. Neow this ear
on which he spent every eent he ecould
get.

“Your father made you an allow-
ance?” asked Corns.

“Lord, yes—exsept when 1 was in
the service,” nodded Jjimmy: "I have
a notion both Dad and Unele Ding
are worth millions. But there's
something funny—if net tesrible—
going on with them, tee: 1'd be out
there, looking inte it, exeept I've
been fighting this car and the matter
of patents, trying to get a heanimg—
and running up against a blank wall.
Now I've got less than two hundred
in the world.”

“Nemmind money right now," said
Corns in his sharp way. “I've plenty.
Wihat makes you think your father
and uncle are in tnoulple”?

“Welll,” said Jimmy, seanching
again in the bureau. “I used to get
quarterly checks—twe thousand at a
time. Last quarter none came. The
time before that the check was twe
weeks late. Uncle Ding wrots. He
sent it, instead of Dad. He was
worried stiff, and wanted me to come
out. I couldn’t do it at the time.
Lord, how I wish I had! But here's
his letter.”

Corns Kemble took the folded
sheet. Tihis was what he readi:

Dear Kippa,

You better hop a rattier and get out here
just as fast as you can, Funny doins. I'm
not easy scairt, but I'm scairt right now. I'm
sending your check.

First off Frozen Face disappeared. We
got a letter saying he had to go up to Mon-
treal on account his mother was dying. That
was all right, a-course—only there wasn't
anybody at Ajo seen him leave. He didn't
take a hoss, either, or ride the ore trucks. I
ain’t seen him since.

Do Corms and Jimmy Capteme Their Unsean Enanites?
Meaning of the Strange Messapes Receiset] by Jimmgp?

Then your Dad went. I got a wire from
Carson City saying he had some private busi-
ness. ] took it he meant something in regard
to that devil he was always looking for. But
he ain’t come back, and there ain’t any trace
of him at Carson. A little place, too, where
a fella like Kerry's show up like a trout in
a goldfish bowl,

I'm worried stiff. Maybe I'm next. You
better come, Jimmy lad. Bring your gums!

DiNG.

The face of Corns Kemble was set
like granite, and bulges of muscle
stood out along his lean jew. This
thing was reall! Here was a chance
to pay off the man he loved, the
rootin’-tootin’ little tyke who once
had saved his liifie!

“Wheat was this—about a man your
dad was looking for?" he demanded.

“It was something that had to do
—with my mother, I think,” he said
with a pause betweem the words.
“Tthey never would tell me. But I
know both Dad and Ding worshiped
her!” he added hastily.

"I can believe that,” nodded Corns.
“But  this—"

A crash of window glass inter-
rupted him. Something small, heavy,
egg-shaped and corrugated, flew in,
struck the drawn curtain, and fell
straight into the hands of Jimmy.

He clutched it, yelled, and with
a convulsive movement fllung it
straight back through the windiow!

“A bomb!” he cried,

Tihere was no need to say more,
From outside came a thunderous ex-
plosion, and a smashing of glass as
the dowmnstairs windows of the reom-
ing house were blown to fragments!

*“Reckom someone was thinking of
that last word!” said Corns grimly.
“C'momn. Got a gun? Got two gums?"

“Yeah, here. Le’s get himm!"

Wihat is the
Why

Was His Car Destroped? For the Amsicer to These and
Other Thrilling Questions Contfinuze “Hoesen Face'
in Neat Momithis THRILING A DNONNTURES
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IS life was forfeit did he
but show himself outside
the wall that encircled the

Kaid's garden. But night had come
and his thoughts were gentle as he
sat in the Kaid’'s summer house with
Zoe, the daughter of the Kaid, a
perfumed presence beside him.
Outside was the tinkle of falling
waters and the rustle of night winds.

A low murmur came from beyond
the walls where the city rabble
hunted for him, around the walls
came the occasiomal cries of the sen-
tinels set in watch, sworn to slay
him on sight. But here was mo-
mentary peace and sanctuary, grate-
ful after a day of dust and sweat
and fighting.

Zoe bad hiddem him well when he
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came, a hunted fugitive, vaulting
over her garden wall and frighten-
ing her pet gazelle. Deep within the
cool marble crypt, the secret cham-
ber beneath the summer house had
she hidden him.

Amd with the coming of night
Zoe had brought him food, marvel-
ing at the tall, fair stranger with
his surtout of fine wool emblazoned
with a single red cross, worn over
the gleaming links of well-oiled
chain mail. Laid aside now was the
crusader’s great shield and the two-
handed sword and the steel cap with
{ts nose-piece as he talked with her
la the darkness.

At the magic of his words she for-
got the grave and venerable Kaid,
her father, in his fibwing silk khalat,
she forgot the anger of Merkit, the
governot of Merv, who had sworn
to kill the crusader on sight.

And above all, she had forgotten
the soft curly beard and hot eyes of
Al Maruf, the Kaid’s nephew, to
whom she hadiiveen affiamced. There
existed naught for Zoe but this tall
stranger half seen in the darkness
beside her.

ND while Hugh de Galliard sat
there on the marble bench her
voice came from the dark beside him
as he ate the food she had brought.
..., and now,” she went on
breathlessly, “the governor’s guards
are all about the place and you can-
not get out!'—amd—amnd there is a re-
ward of very much gold to any man
who brings your head to the pgov-
ernor and all the rabble in the city
are hunting high and low for youl
“Amd my father, the Kaid, is very
angry for Merkit, the governor, has
put a great shame upon him by
searching his house and grounds.
But,” her voice became grave, "I
think it is very dangerous for my
father for, if you should be found

here, the governor would use it as an
excuse to throw my father inte
prison and to confiscate all of Hhis
property!”

Hugh de Galliard paused with a
morsel of food half-way to his meuth
and then placed it back in the dish.
"I8 it true that I am bringing sweh
great danger to your father?” Hhe
asked.

"Oth, yes,” she returned, “you see,
the governor is envious and jealous
of my father and covets his wealth
and would seize upon any exeuse to
harm him.”

“Then ‘’twere better did I diepart
from here on the instant,” he said,
rising from the seat.

“No, no!” her voice became ex-
cited. “It is impossible. You will
be torn to pieces the moment you
appear outside these walls. Here
you are safe.” She pleaded with him
to remain where he was until the
guards were removed frem areund
the estate,

T was perhaps unfortunate that

Ali Maruf, the Kaid's nephew,
had partaken too generously of tee
many sweet cups of coffee at din-
ner with the Kaid. Being sleepless
and feeling the need of night air,
he made his way to the entrance of
the garden fimnding, rather to his sur-
prise, that the gate was wunlate¢hed.
Waontiering a little at this negleet,
he strolled into the garden, hands
behind him and head bowed, think-
ing his thoughts in seecret.

Hugh de Galliard fimished] the dish
of food at last and quenched his
thirst in the clear cold waters of the
fountain near at hand, retuwrming
quickly to the lure of that perfumed
presence and that soft voice in the
darkness.

To himself he reflected on the
many wommen he had seen in his
travels from Normandy across France
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and by ship to the Holy Land, stop-
ping at Constantinople en route.
Never, he admitted, had he seen a
girl who possessed the beauty and
fire and loveliness of this graceful
creature who sat beside him, their
delightful intimacy was deepened by
the darkness of the night.

It was a weary task that lay ahead
of him, fraught with perils and dan-
ger to life and limb to be met and
overcome each day. Some of these
things he told her, informing her of
his determination to continue on,
single-handed, to the court of Ghen-
gis Khan, that mysterious figure,
that portent of war and invasion who
had appeared in the highlands of
Asia,

AND you do not fear him, this
Ghengis Khan?” asked Zoe,
breathlessly. "I have heard it said that
he is the new Scourge of Islam come
to eleanse our wicked race of its sin
and its evils. Some of my father's
friends say that he is naught but a
barbarian chieftain, but others say
that he is as a fiend incarnate, com-
manding hordes of bloedthirsty and
fanatleal warrlers whe are llke to
rush dewn frefm the meuntains llke a
torrent and everwhelm the Shah and
all his mighty empire.”

"As to-that, I know not,” returned
Hugh. “I know only that he is
friendly to men of my race and re-
ligion and hath before this received
embassies and treated them with
courtesy. I hope that he="

Zoe interrupted him with a warn-
ing clutch on his arm.

“S-h-h!” she whispered tensely.
“Hark! was that not someone stirring
outside 7"

Silent and breathless they both lis-
tened there in the dark, nor heard
any further sound except the soft
music of falling watees and the sigh
of the night breeze in the trees, and

afar off, the liquid notes of a might-
ingale singing his evening hymn tO
the rose,

“*Twas naught but a falling leaf
or some such matter,” Hugh gave as
his opinion after a moment or tweo
of silence. Reassured, they continued
theicr whispering, draw-= together by
the darkness of the night about them
and the thrill of danger that hung
over them. Nor did they know how
near that danger was.

“I have heard said,” whispered
Zoe, “that the Nazarenes eat little
children and commit all manner of
excesses, but seeing you, I cannot be-
lieve that,” she said maively.

AY, we are as others,” protested
Hugih.

He drew both her hands to his, no
doubt with the intention of proving
it better. Nor did she resist, but
crept ever closer to him in the dark-
ness, and his voice became a little
husky at the nearness of her until at
last lip met lip and they trembled
together. She gave back, frightened
at the strength and vehemence of
this thing that had overpowered them.
And there was silence for a moment
in that summer house.

That silence was broken by the
ring of steel against stone. A lan-
tern was suddenly flashed out from
under a cloak and its light glittered
on steel and was reflected baek in
the glitter of eruel eyes. The Sum-
mer house deor was erewded with
the sword-hrarers of the Kaid's
household, at thelr head the pertly
chief eunueh, equipped with a huge
bread-bladed seimiar.

Hugh de Galliard’s great sword
was out with a dry, steely whirr and
his shield settled with a clamg
against his shoulder, protecting the
giel behind him, her eyes siek with
dread.

Far a second they stood thus, the
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opposing swordsmem, and then a pas-
sionate, angry voice came from be-
hind the guards.

“Spoke I not truly, O my Umcle?"
said the voice of Ali Maruf. “Said
I not that she sat here alone in the
summer house with the infidel diog?"

“Aye, you spoke truly,” came the
weary voice of the Kaid, and the
sword-bearers gave aside as he en-
tered the doorway and stood re-
vealed in the full light of the lan-
tern.

At sight of him Hugh de Galliard
lowered shield and dropped sword
point to the ground.

"Come ye in peace or come ye in
anger?” asked Hugh.

The gray-haired Kaid looked wp,
startled at hearing his tongue spoken
by this strange fligure in its wnfa-
miliar habiliments.

"I come as a seeker after kmowl-
edge,” returned the Kaid. "It hap-
pens that it is my garden that you
have invaded and that it is my
daughter who crouches there behind
you as though needing protection
from her own father.”

ITH a sob Zoe ran to her father
and flung herself to the ground
at his feet, clinging to his knees,

“He was sore beset, O my father,”
she cried, “and I did but give him
sthelter and food.”

“Aye, no handsome stranger need
fear for lack of food or shelter so
long as there are silly girls in the
world,” said the old Kaid dryly.
But nevertheless, he beat and drew
the girl to her feet, giving her a re-
assuring pat on the shoulder as she
clung to him. “Amnd you, O Stranger,
what of yow?”

“Your daughter has spoken truly,”
said Hugh de Galliard. “Out of the
goodmess of her heart she gave me
shelter when I was sore beset and
gave me food when I hungered. I

would wish that no harm comes to
her, no matter what evil may be in
store for me.”

Hugh's voice was grave as he in-
clined his head toward her, and then
he looked the old Kaid full in the
eye. “Ye have right to question me
and if it be true, as one of your
poets hath said, that one acquires
merit by answering the questions of
wisdom, then would I answer your
questions in the courteous fashion
that ye have asked them.

NOW ye then that I am Hugh

de Galliard, ot noble blood and
ot rank in mine own country, that
I passed through your Jand as one
of a company of ambassadors on its
way to the court of Ghengis Khan
and that, deceived by the smooth
words of Merkit, the governor of this
city, we put ourselves in his power.

"How our trust was requited, no
doubt ye know by now. It suffices
to say that I alone escaped of all
that band who were trezcherously
slain. Thetreafter, hunted like a dog
by the rabble, I sought sanctuary in
your gardem and the Jlady, your
daughter, hid me away and brought
me food.” Amd Hugh de Galliard
stood there very straight and very
tall and with ne fear upen him.

The old Kaid glanced down at the
empty silver dish.

“Ye have eaten my bread and
salt,” he said, ~and there is no talk
of evil befalling you while you are
under my roof.”

Themn, turning to his sword-bearers,
the Kaid commanded that their wea-
pons be put up and spoke to the
men, commanding them on pain of
death to say no word of the stramger
within theie midst.

"For,” said he, "if but one of you
wishes to encormpass my destruction,
he need but whisper a word to the
governot's guard at the gate, and I
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am a ruined man. De ye hear and
understand ?"

“To hear i8 to obey, O most meble
Kaid,” the sword-bearers bowed their
heads. The one dissenting veice was

that of Ali Maruf.

THINK it a great shame, O my

Unecle,” he cried, “that you
should permit this infidel dog to re-
main in your shelter, risking your
life and property every second that
he is within your walls!”

“My life has nearly run its
course,” returned the Kaid, “and as
to my property, it will be disposed
of as Alllah wills. In the name of
Alllah, the Merciful, the Compassion-
ate, I bid you into my house, O
Stranger.”

Wiitth that the Kaid motioned his
followers on ahead, and with Zoe on
his arm, waited courteously for Hugh
de Galliard to accompany him into
the house.

And accompany him Hugh did, his
heart fillled with great adimiration
for this courteous and kindly Per-
sian, some of which he tried to ex-
press as he strode beside him, his
sword sheathed and his great shield
hanging on his back.

“I deem it a poor requital of your
courtesy,” said Hugh, “that I re-
main under your roof and endanger
your life and pgoods. Give me but
a horse, O Kaid, and I will cut my
way through these guards and win
through to the open country.”

"Ye speak without knowledge of
the danger that besets you,” said the
Kaid gravely.

"Mayhap it is the will of God.,”
said Hugh, "that 1 should umdergo
misfortune, but that gives me no
warrant for bringing misfortune
upon you, who have treated me with
such courtesy that my heart is burst-
ing with gratitude.”

AiL not at misfortune, my sem,”

said the Kaid in kindly fashion.
“As the poet Sadi hath said, go give
thanks that though thou ridest not
upon a donkey, thou art yet not a
donkey upon which men ride.”

They passed into the house by a
secret entrance so that gossiping ser-
vants should not catch sight of the
stranger, and here the Kaid dis-
missed Zoe, telling her to repair to
her bed. She departed, casting a
single backward glance upon the
stranger, her great eyes melting at
him aeross the room until he was
like to grow dizzy with the power
ot the affeetion they showed.

The old Kaid, wise with the rip-
ened wisdom of many vyears, saw
this but said naught. One other per-
son saw this, and had either Hugh
de Galliard or the Kaid seen the
flash of jealous rage which contorted
the face of Ali Maruf into a thimg
dreadful to see, they might have
found cause for reflection.

But they did not see nor scarce
noticed when Ali Maruf excused
himself and withdrew from the small
room where sat Hugh and his host.

And while those two talked, dis-
cussing the state of Christendom and
the strange tenacity of that hamdiful
of Crusaders clinging to the coast of
Palestine, and speaking gravely of
the state of Islam and the threat of
Ghengis Khan poised like a light-
ning-chacged cloud above the high-
lands of Asia, Ali Maruf, twisting
his perfumed beard, walked back and
forth in the fluted colurans of the
entrance hall, his mind a seething
rage ot hatred and evil.

ERKIT, the Governor of Merv,
was feasting this night wf-
troubled by any remorge caused by
the murdee of the Nazarene ambas-
sadots by his order that day. Were
they not infidel dogs, and did net
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the teaching of the Propihet provide
plenty of excuse for their slayjimg?
Although it must be admitted that
erdinarily Merkit honored the teach-
ing of the Prophet more in the
breach than in the observance. The
many silver filagoms at the banquet
board, filled with the forbiddem wine,
was evidence enough of that.

The chief sin of the ambassadiors
had been that they were rumored to
have carried many and valuable pres-
ents for both the Shah of Kharesmia
through whose territories they were
traveling and for that mysteriously
threatening figure whom men called
Ghengis Khan, but whom Merkit
considered naught but another infi-
del dog.

True enough, there were men in the
city who warned of the sullen threat
of the Mongol host. Merchants there
had been who swung upward through
the Sungarian Gate, the pass whence
all the nomad .hordes had come out
of High Asia. And these men spoke
fearfully of Ghengis Khan and re-
ported that his warriors eould only
be numbered as the blades of grass
of as the sands ef the seashere, and
that his herds of steeky, long-haired
herses blackened the plains te the
far herizen.

UT Merkit scoffed at this and

scoffed still more when certain
studious ones among his advisors re-
minded him of Attila the Humn, for
even after all these years the thun-
der of the hooves of the hordes of
Attilla continued to echo down
through the centuries.

Nor had men altogether forgotten
that Imperial Rome had crashed to
the sounds of the screams of momad
horsemen and to the savage meighing
of Tartar ponies.

But Merkit sipped his smow-
chilled wine and applauded in lazy
approval at the gyrations and pos-

turing of a troupe of dancing beys
from Samarkand. They were painted
and perfumed, those boys, and their
abandoned writhing was not such as
to recommend them to the more
sober-minded.

But of sober-minded men there
were few in Merkit’s entourage. Of
the forty or so boon companions of
the governor there was fiot one who
was not detested and exeerated
throughout the eity. Oppressors of
the peoplle they were, these Kankali
Twurks whom the Shah had seen fit €6
put in pewer ever the eity of Merfv.

And because of these powerful and
unscrupulous men headed by the
governor, no man's daughters nor mo
man’s wealth could be said to be se-
cure. But little did Merkit and his
companions care as the zithers
twanged and the cymbals crashed
and the lascivious little flutes whim-
pered and pulsed in the banguet hall,
Thhat eaptain of the guard whe had
invaded and searehed the heuse 6f
the Kaid Abul ben Said, was there
ameng the feasters:

His report to the governor had
brought a little gleam of avarice to
the piggish eyes of the fat and
rather oily Merkit. For a minute or
two he had remained silent and then
had dismissed the officer to his feast-
ing and had lumbered te his own
seat of henor with that thoughtful
frown still upen hHis ferehead. Be-
llke the eseape ot that ene Nazarene
whieh had se iried the geverner if
the afterneen, might end iA preving
Eh_ﬁf g60d ean semetimes eeme sut of
evil.

For Merkit saw that here lay the
weapon that might possibly result in
the humbling of the proud Kaid and
the sequestration of his wealth. And
at thought of the treasure that must
be guarded in the Kaid's heavily
walled grounds Merkit licked his
fat lips.
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It was when the feasting was at
its height close to midnight that an
officer of the guard came to Merkit
and dared to break in upomn his pleas-
ures by telling him that there was
one outside who had information of
importance for his private ear.

“Wheo is this man and what does
he wish to see me about?” demanded
Merkit, raising himself heavily on one
elbow from the soft cushions of his
divan.

*“It is Alli Maruf, most noble gov-
ernor,” said the officer as he rose
from his salaam, “the nephew of the
Kaid Abul ben Said. He would
speak to you, master, of news of the

Nazarene dog who escaped your
wrath todayy..'
And suddenly Merkit's sloth

dropped from him as a man's cloak
drops from his shoulders, and he sat
bolt upright, his eyes gleaming.
“Amd what manner of officer are
ye that he was not brought to me
immediately?” stormed the governor.
“Go, dog from a nameless kennel,
and bring this man inmmediizted 1™

US it was that the revelers who

wete not too bemused by the
wine, saw the white face and burn-
ing eyes of Ali Maruf in close prox-
imity to the governor’s ear. Merkit
listened, his eyes Hhalf-closed, mnod-
ding new and again. At last he
clapped his hands and called for the
eaptain of the guard.

*“It shall be as you wish, O Ali,"”
he assured the Kaid’s nephew. “A
full half of the treasure and the
Kaid’s daughter to you.™

But Ali did not notice that the
small pig-like eyes of the governor
flidleredd as he spoke and that there
was the trace of a derisive smile on
the governor’s face as he issued
swift orders to the captain of the
guard, who thereafter departed si-
lently upen his appeinted {ask.

Back in the house of the Kaid a
single hanging lamp glowed within
the entrance hall. The rest of the
house was in darkness save for the
small private room of the master
where the Kaid still sat with Hhis
guest, their velees rising and fall-
ing.

UGH DE GALLIARD had di-
vested himself of long shirt and
coif of chain mail and it lay with the
steel leg-and-thigh armor heaped by
his sword and shield and helmet
against the divan. Hugh was labor-
ing under some excitement, and no
little amazement and disbelief.
“Amd you say that my own herse
and its housing is stabled here within
your walls?” he asked, incredulous.
“Ewen so,” nodded the Kaid, and
nibbled at sugared almonds from a
silver platter,
“God and St. Michael!”
the Norman knight
tongue.

breathed
in his ewn
"0t is a sigh from Heavent”

“I did not understand,” remarked
the Kaid politely, and his eyes
widened as his guest rese te his
feet.

“I said naught,” explained Hugh,
“save that God has sent me a sign
to make me set about my task.” And
he moved toward his . weight of
weapons and armor,

“Ye would depart at once?” asked
the Kaid, a worried note in his veice.
Hugh nodded as he started to array
himselt in his body armer and e
fasten his gilded sputs.

“But it is impossible!” e¢ried the

Kaid; “the gates are beset with
guards! You could net win threugh
them!”

“But give me my own horse be-
tween my knees and I will win
through hell and back again,” said
Hugh simply.

The old Kaid looked at the great
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frame of the Crusader and the girth
of his chest and the breadth of his
shoulders and sighed a little wist-
fully:

“It may be that you are right, he
said. “It lacks a few minutes of
midnight and the guards will have
relaxed their watch. But ye would
go as ambassador and ye bring mo
gifts!” The Kaid shook his head
and rose to his feet. "Whhile ye are
arming yourself I will bring a little
gift that will soften the heart of
Ghengis Khan toward you."”

And with that he was gone, leav-
ing the Crusader alone to finish the
buckling on of his harness amd the
slipping on of his sword belt.

The Kaid, moving quickly for a
man of his years, first went past the
stables, where he commanded the
slave on duty to saddle the Naza-
rene’s horse and bridle it and hold
it in readiness. This done, he pro-
vided himself with a lantern and
made his way out to the garden, his
light concealed under his cloak un-
til at last he came to the small
summer house.

Entering this, he strode to the
jutting wall behind the fountain,
moved a certain section of copper
pipe. swung open the door and de-
scended to the rock-walled room
beneath. The fflickeringg rays of the
lantern showed the room to be high-
piled with objects wrapped in silk
and linen, but the Kaid paid no heed
to these.

E went to a great chest and, with

a key he held on his belt, he un-
locked the outer hasp and swcces-
sively opened two inner covers and
drew aside a covering, whereat the
lantern light sparkled from innu-
merable jeweled facets and gleamed
on gold and reflected back blood-
red, from rubies, and made pearls
glow like solidified moonlight, and

scintillated from diamonds. Select:
ing some object from among this
collection, the Kaid carefully re-
locked his boxes afnd returned
whence he had e¢ome.

IhTUGH DE GALLIARD was strid-
d4 ing impatiently baek and ferth
across the polished floor when the
Kaid entered the room.

“Look you,” said the old man and
brought from under his cloak some
object wrapped in silk. Uncovering
it, the light from the hanging lamp
shone blood-red on a great Badak-
shan ruby which graced the hilt ef
a dagger of fine Damaseus steel, its
gripe studded with star sapphires
and its poramel enerusted with dia-
monds. It was sheathed iR a seab-
bard of gold and ivery, set Wwith
gems, and the whele thing made 3
gltt fit fer an emperef.

Hugh was astounded at the riich-
ness of the gift and demurred
strongly at taking away with him a
present of such great price in addi-
tion to all the kindaess he had re-
ceived.

it is of no moment,” the Kaid
shrugged the protestations away.
“My years are not long in the land
and if there is one thing certain in
this vale of uncertainty called life,
it is that one cannot take his wealth
with him to the hereafter.

“How can the falcon fly to the
sky when the stone of avarice is
tied to its wing? Take it, my friend,
and go, and Allah be with you. Here,
tie it within the inner side of thy
shield so that it shall net be in thy
way in the mldst ef combat. And
here is a woellen kmipit and heed
that will esver thy great frame.

"Wear it and mayhap it will be
possible to pass through the guards
unobserved, especially,” added the
Kaid dryly, “if I sent out my ser-
vants with a little gold beforehand.”



THE SCOURGE QF ISLAM 87

But Hugh stood uncertainly for a
moment, and then blurted out what
he had to say.

“But thy daughter, O Kaid, my
heart is heavy within me at parting
without saying farewell to her—*

“It is even thus after the manner
of youth,” the Kaid nodded his head.
“Newer fear, I shall tell her. And
if mayhap you should return scath-
less, perhaps you yourself can tell
her what is in your heat.

“WHheetther the love of a true be-
liever and a Nazarene can ever be
blessed by the Prophet I know not,
but in these troublous times I would
see her wedded to a strong man, one
who can protect her from the evil
that even now, I feel, is slowly be-
ginning to descend upom ws.”

E horse was waiting in the
shadows of the courtyard, a
slave standing at its head.

“Heed now what I say,” advised
the Kaid, “and ride straight to the
western gate. Its guard is careless.
Once outside take the road down
the river. After ten minutes trot-
ting you will come to a hamlet. Ride
past the smithy at the end of that
hamlet for so mueh time as it takes
a man to breathe the first ten names
of Alllah, and then turn te the right
to where a small esuntey Heuse is
set ameng the plane trees with white
gate pests fronting the read.

“Knock there and show this ring
and my servants will give you shel-
ter. Remain there throughout the
day, which is even now almost upon
us. At dawn I will send you a
trusty swordsman to care for you
and your horse and to ride with
you. Go, my son, and thank me not.
Seldom have I been drawn to a man
as I have been drawn to thee’

There was some whispering at the
gate as they talked, and one of the
sword-bearers came into the shadow

and stated that all was well. Lean-
ing from the saddle, Hugh de Gal-
liara grasped the hand of the old
Kaid and rode toward the gate.

Scarce had he firmly seated him-
self in his saddle and felt of the
great war mace which hung there
than he raised his head sharply at a
new sound coming from the direc-
tion of the citadel.

The gate started slowly to swing
open, but then halted, irresolute, as
the sound grew louder and resolved
itself into the clink of steel on steel
and the trample of many feet.

Hugh de Galliard, under the folds
of the voluminous kimkit, edged his
shield around to his left arm and si-
lently drew his long sword from its
war-worn scabbard.

On a sudden he clapped both
spurs to his great war-horse and
drove at the partially opened gate.
Catching one of the portals with his
shield, he shoved it backward. A
shout went up from near at hand
and the sound et running feet.

Steel flashed in the light of lan-
terns. Tihere was the twang of a
bow-string and an arrow whirred
past and broke its point against the
stone wall behind him. Swddenly
the road boiled with men. The
black shadows of two horsemen
drove at him. Hugh, his heart ex-
ultant within him, rese In his stifs
rups and slashed at the nearest, feel-
ing the Blade bite iAnte Hesh and
Bene se that the interleper coughed
and leaned sideways eut of the
saddle.

N its return sweep the great blade

thudded heavily into the second
horseman, biting home as though en-
dowed with a lust to slay. A rabble
of footmen swarmed about and
thirsty lance-points were thrust out
of the darkness.

Again the great sword swung,
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sweeping in a circle backward to the
right and forward again over the
horse’s head in another slashing ciy-
cle that drove men back, screamimng
with pain, as the great horse thun-
dered down the street, scattering
men out of its way like chaff.

There was a shout and a clamer
dying down behind him, but Hugh's
great horse thundered through the
silent streets, coming at last to the
western gate where several sleepy
guards staggered out in time to see
the sparks cast from the steel-shod
hoofs and Hugh was in open coun-
try at last.

As the Kaid had directed, he kept
on down the river bank, coming at
last to the hamlet and to the smithy
at its far end, seeing no living thing
stirring abroad and the scattered
housesfon the side of the road dark-
ened and their inhabitants deep in
slumbee. It lacked yet an hour of
dawn,

The blows of his mailed fist against
the gates of the country house
brought three men running, armed
with a lantern and two spears. A
single look at the ring which he
drew from his purse and they bowed
low and swung open the gates, clang-
ing them shut behind him.

Hugh was well served by these
servants of the Kaid. His horse
was led to the stables and wnsad-
dled and fed, while he was given a
comfortable room and food and
water offered him until at last the
house grew silent and he slept.

T seemed to him that he had but

closed his eyes when a kmocking
on the bedroom door brought him up
with a start and for a moment he
stared around him, stupid with sleep,
not knowing where he was nor how
he had come there. But the sight of
the man who entered, one of the
burly sword-bearers of the Kaid's

household, brought him to swdden
wakefulness.

HE man was pale and showed the
signs of great strain and suf-
fering.

“WitHmt has happemed?” demanded
Hugh.

“Alllah’s curse on the governor, and
may he rot in hell* cried the man.

“Quick, tell me!” demanded Hugh
impatiently.

“Oh, my master,” the fellow half-
sobbed, “scarcely had you disap-
peared last night when a aptain of
the guard forced an entry. He
dragged forth the Kaid, whom Allah
protect, and his daughter, and led
them off in chains. My master's
house was given over to looting, and
now the governor has put his seals
upon it and a guard stands before
the pates!™

“The Kaid and his daugien)”
cried Hugh. “What does the gov-
ernor intend doing with tinem?"

“Tre governor has condemned the
Kaid to perish at the hands of the
executioner thirty days hence at the
close of the Feast of Ramazan. Un-
til that time his daughter will be
held in prison. After the Kaid's
death she will be an orphan and the
governor can give her to whom he
pleases of thrust her inte hie own
harem!”

Hugh stood like some stricken
thing as he realized to the full the
weight of the terrible vemgeance
wreaked upon his friends. Then he
was like some raging animal, calling
for sword and horse to ride back and
die fijghting; if need be in defemse of
the man whe had befriended him and
the glel whem he loved.

It was the sword-bearer, Mustapha,
who dissuaded him, explaining sensi-
bly enough that it were better to re-
main alive and plot the rescue of the
Kaid and his daughter and see that
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justice was done, than to die fgt-
ing against hopeless odds with meth-
ing gained by his death, There was
some reason in this, and a plan be-
gan slowly to form itself in the
mind of the Crusader.

The rumors were that the Mongel
horde was even now on its way to
invade the country. For thirty days
at least, the Kaid and his daughter
were safe.

Might it not be better to join the
Mongol horde and ride back with
them, meanwhile attempting to lead
a force of Mongols against the city
of Merv? It was a fantastic scheme,
but he could think of no other.

His face grim and showing lines
of suffering and worry, he mounted
his horse at last, and, after leaving
Mustapha with instructions to do all
he could to aid the two prisoners,
Hugh de Galliard set his horse down
the river and started on the long
trail that was to lead him to the
court of Ghengis Khan.

Far behind him, in the city, the
muezzin’s call to prayer came ffiost-
ing down from the topmost minaret
of the mosque, hard by the gov-
ernor’s citadel.

“Tihere is no god but Allak, and
Mohammed is his Prophet!” spake
the voice of the muezzim, and his
words drifted dowm to an iron-
barred window set in the wall not
twenty paces from the main gate of
the governor's stromghold.

In the dark recesses of the cell
behind the barred window a shadiow
stirred and a voice murmured the

morning devotioms. It was the voice
of the Kaid.

TN the name of Allah, the Compas-
A sionate, the Merciful , . . whis-
pered the old man as he made shift
to performn his ablutions. Despite
the seizure of his persen and his
family and his property the might

before, the face of the old Kaid was
serene and umtroubled.

It was still as serene and umtroub-
led when an hour later there was
a clank of steel and the tramp of
feet in the corridor outside. The
door of his cell was flung open, ad-
mitting two guards with drawn
scimitars, who stood on either side
of the entranece, while the heavy
formn of the pgoverner entered the
door.

“So ho, old crow bait, you have
become my guest at last!” jeered
Merkit, his heavy-lidded eyes red
with the night’s debawch.

E Kaid made no reply, but re-
garded his enemy steadfastly.
Merkit grew fretful under the calm,

unimpassioned eyes of the man
whom he hated. Amnd then the Kaid
spoke.

“Wthy have you done this thing to
me and mine, O Merkit?” he asked
quietly.

“Why! He asks why!” Merkit
flung his hands wide. “You kmow
well why, old bag of bones! As if
‘twas not enough to epenly harber
an enemy to the Shah and te defy
my authority, you inerease yeur
crimes by conspiring agalnst the
peace of the realm.” Merkits faee
contorted inte an assumptien of
righteous rage.

"It is not the veins of the meck
which should stand out in argu-
ment—but the proofs which should
be full of meaning. And whete, O
Merckit, are the proofs?” asked the
Kaid, steadiy-voiced.

“Proofs! The dog asks for proofs!
Know, then, Unfortumate One, that it
was from the mouth of your own
kinsman, your nephew, that I have

the procfis!™
“Alli Maruf has told you this
thimg!” The Kaid’s face was ex-

pressionless.
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“Age, Ali Maruf and nene other.
Wihat think you of that, eld ¢rew-
bait?"

“I think that to do good to the
evil is evil: only a fool plants trees
on barren soil, and a grateful dog is
better than an ungrateful mam.’

“Ewen so,” grunted Merkit, “but
you are bold in your evil doing, O
Abul ben Said, and prate wise prov-
erbs and show no sign of fear. But
will you be brave on that day, seen
to come, when the executiomer brings
out his scimitar like the tongue of
a thirsty man? Wili you not tremble
then and plead for mency?"

“Ewery man's burden is suited to
his strength, O Merkit, heavy to the
ant is the foot of the locust. . . .*

But Merkit’s brow was knitted in
thought and he broke in on the
words of the venerable old Kaid.

“Look you now, O man of ill
omen, as required by the laws of the
Shah I have sequestered your prop-
erty and put my seals upon it. But
it is reported to me that there is
very little treasute to be found and
that of your pgreat wealth naught but
a few dirhems has been seized by my
servants. Wheie, O Kaid, have you
eoncealed your great treasure of gold
and jewels?”

“Wiere indeed,” murmured the
Kaid, and clasped his hands. “"Wihere
indeed, but in a place safe from
hungry jackals and prowling dogs.”

“Iihere are ways of making you
talk,” growled Merkit, a cruel light
in his eyes, "the torture of the bow-
string and the hot pincers, and the
rack have drawn words from braver
men than you.”

BRIAES,” admitted the Kaiid,
. and brushed a speck of dust
from his kiibat, “but by the grace of
Alllah, O Merkit, here is one that
hath no fear of your tortures. Should

I die under the bowstring and heot
steel, I die with my lips sealed.

“Amd I am old, Merkit, and my
bones are brittle and Allah would
give me merciful and quick release
from your tortures.”

ERKIT frowned. There was

truth in the old man’'s stafe-
ment. His aged body would net
long survive the torture and oneée
dead the secret of the treasure weuld
be lost irretrievably. The avaricious
governor grew eold with rage at this
weak old man who defied him. But
out ot his rage eame an idea, and
suddenly the fat eheeks st the gov-
erfier smoothed themselves.

“Thuee, old crow bait, but there are
other tortures than those of the
flesh. You have a daughter whom I
am keeping under lock and key with
the negress Fatima to guard her.
What say you, unfortumnate one, if I
throw her dainty person to my sol-
diers to do with as they will? Hal
Now you blanch and your hands
tremble!”

“Dog! You would not dare!” the
old man's voice quivered and he
threw out a hand as if seeking for
support.

“I do not dare? Ho, Merkit does
not dare?” The fat governor was
studying his victim speculatively.
“Im any case,” he continued, “thy
portion is death at the hands of the
exeeutiomer, at the rising of the new
faoon thirty days hence.

“In any case thy daughter will be
given to one of my captains for his
harem. But, and mark well my
words, should you remain stulbbornly
silent concerning the treasure, kmow
that, as that gray head of thine rolls
in the dust, thy daughter is being
made the sport and plaything of my
Kurdish soldiiers!”

And with that, Merkit turned
about and waddiled out of the cell,
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leaving the old man leaning weakly
against the walls of his prisen.

P in the hall of the citadel a

messenger wearing the Holden
chain of the service of the Shah
awaited the fat governor.

His message was brief. The Shah
sent word to all his governeors teo
hold themselves in readiness to send
him warriors should the need arise.
For word had come of the appear-
ance of bodies of Tartar horsemen
to the north and the country people,
fleeiitygg toward the cities, reported
that Ghengis Khan was leading a
mighty force against Islam,

The Shah did not wish his sub-
jects to be unduly alarmed, for his
splendid troops would make short
work of the barbarians, but he de-
sired his governors to be in readi-
ness to provide levies of men and
horses and supplies.

Merkit frowned at the message.
He had grown fat and heavy and the
thought of war filled him with dis-
taste. But when he thought of the
mighty towers and walls of the great
city of Merv he dismissed the mat-
ter from his mind with a shrug of
his fat shoulders.

"Wt of those swordsmem I sent
in pursuit of the fibeing Nazaneme?"
he asked irritably of one of his
captains. “Hawe they not yet brought
me his hezxd?”

“Nay, my master,” replied the cap-
tain, “as yet there is no word from
them.”

Even as he spoke that troop of
lean Turkoman horsemen, camrying
sharp scimitars and small round
shields and wearing black &I#fallads
over their chain mail and pointed
conicall helmets of Damascus steel,
were eoursing aleng the caravan
trail, eut across the desert of Kara-
kun.

The sands were hot and the water
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holes were few and far hetween
on the desert. It seemed to Hugh de
Galliard that he had spent weary
weeks riding his tired and sturmbling
horse up one sand dune and down
another, following a trail that was
liberally marked by the whitened
bones of dead camels and horses.

His steel coat of mail was hot to
the touch and his face was streaked
with sweat and dust as he rode alomg
through the silent wastes. It was
after he had left a muddy water
hole and toiled up a new slope that
he looked backward and caught the
distant gleam of steel reflected in the
glare of the desert sun,

For a moment his heart sank with-
in him and for a moment he knew
all the sensations of the quarry fimd-
ing itself in full view of the pack.
But it was only for a moment. Reso-
lutely he put spurs to his jaded
mount and rede forward, He was
grimly determined to keep oh going
as leng as fate weuld permit, and
then te turn and sell hix life as dea¥-
ly as pessible.

UT in his heart of hearts he kmew
that the fleet, light, Acab coursers
of his pursuers would inevitably
draw near. Even now his backward
glance showed them to be imore
plainly in view so that he could see,
now, that they were all of fifty men
and horses, sweeping teward him
like a blaek eloud of iI" emen.
Turning to gaze to the front, he
checked his horse on a swdden.
Ahead, the trail ran through a nar-
row valley between hills, high piled
with sand and tortured and riven
rock. At the mouth of the valley
stood a single hawk-faced herseman
in a white kinadhic, his lance at the
earry, his eyes shaded as he watehed
the appreaehing Crusadef.

The lone horseman motioned to
someone behind him and Hugh de
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Galliard saw the gray shadows of
many mounted men well-nigh fidlimg
the small valley.

ND Hugh de Galliard, the lone

Crusader in a hostile land,
loosened the sword in his scabbard,
thought a little wistfully of the
sweet face and the low voice and
great dark eyes of Zoe and rode on,
ready to face whatever Fate should
hold in store for him.

Behind him an outjutting hill cut
off view of the pursuing cavalry
from Merv. But he well knew that
they were hot on his trail. Ahead
of him was a large force of rob-
bers, cruel and desperate men. Nev-
ertheless, he rode on.

When he had approached the lone
horseman within twenty or thirty
paces he was suddenly surrounded
by lean, desert riders, their spears
raised tireatemimgly .

Sword in hand, Hugh held up the
great blade in sign of parley and
those desert men marveled at the
bulk of him and the strength of his
armor, which was as no armor they
had ever seen, and the exceeding
length and heaviness of his two-
handed sword, which he handled as
though it were naught but a feather
in weight.

“Hold!” cried the lone man, speak-
ing in their own tongue, and the
foremost of the desert riders low-
ered their sharp-pointed lances and
listened. “Hold! ye men of the
desert!” called Hugh in a firm, au-
thoritative voice. “Ye would attack
me as I ride alone. Mayhap you will
overcome me, but not”—and here he
raised in his stirrups and whirled
that great blade singing around his
head so that all men marweledi—"but
not until I have smitten many eof
you to the earth and caused much
sorrow in your tents.

“Amd what will it avail ye to over-

come me at the last? 1 will be but
poor picking and no sort of reward
for the death that I will deal out to
you."”

Tihe desert men murmured among
themselves. He spoke truly, this
iron man, and they liked not the
looks of that great blade glittering
thirstily, and they liked not the ease
with which he handled its exceeding
weigiht.

"But hark ye, men of the desert,
behind me not a thousand paces is
rich loot to be had for the taking.
There comes a troop of fifty Turko-
man horses, carrying weigit of treas-
ure in gold and silver ornamemnts and
damascened weapons and armor. Ye
are three to one and can overcome
them. Seek ye out that prize and
let me pass on my way in peace.”

ERE was a muttered word from

the hawk-taced leader of these
men. All eyes were fixed now on
the point where the trail rounded
the low-lying flank of the hill. Even
now the dust from the hoofs of the
Twrkoman horses were rising above
the hill. Tie lean faces of the des-
ert men lighted up.

“Go in peace and may Alllah guard
you,” said their leader to Hugh de
Galliard, and the Crusader rode for-
ward into the valley, looking neither
to the right or the left as the desert
men drew back and hid themselves
against the coming of the troop of
horaes.

A wild, exultamt shout rose from
far in the rear and Hugh smiled
grimly, knowing that he had been
sighted and that even now his pur-
suers were putting spurs to their
mounts and galleping after him in
wild disordet,

Wiitthh head half turned to the rear,
he listened for that which should

happen and the sound was not long
in coming. But Hugh de Galliard
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kept steadily on his way, drawing
farther and farther from the wild
confusion of that fight behind him.
And ever as his horse trotted on-
ward, the sound of weapon play and
the screams of wounded horses and
the battle cries of frantic men,
lessened in the distance, until he was
alone again on the face of the desert.

Thereafter \e proceeded more cau-
tiously, hiding out by day and travel-
ing by night, feeding his horse spar-
ingly from the grain sack which the
Kaid’s servants had tied on his crup-
per and eating but sparingly of the
food which they had packed in his
own bag. He came at last to a river
at the borders ot the desert and drank
deeply of the clear water as his
horse gulped from the same stream.

He was approaching Bokhara mow
and moved circumspectly, for bodies
of armed horsemen were appearing
and moving to the northward, and
hurried messengers, their horses
lathered with sweat, were galloping
to the southward, rousing up the
Amirs and Atabegs and their Jevies,
against the great tidal wave of Mongol
horsemen which was rolling down
from the moumntains of high Asia,

NXIQUSIY he counted the days,

thinking and dreading the ris-
ing of the new moon which would
herald the death of the old Kaid, his
benefactor, and the condemning of
Zoe to a living death in the harem
of the governor or one of his officers.

Tihe roads now began to be fillled
with fleeing peasants. They drove
their flocks and herds before him,
hurrying toward the shelter of the
city the while they cast many ap-
prehensive glances over their shoul-
ders. They didn't even take tifme to
stare at the strange fiigure of the tail
Crusader on his great herse.

One morning Hugh saw the smoke
of burning villages and before noon

he caught his first sight of the Mon-
gol invaders.

Tihey came upon him suddemly,
those Mongoils. Strange fligures they,
were, squat, bony-faced men, riidimg
shaggy horses and carrying slender,
tufted lances. They wore lacquered
armor over which was flung coats of
wollt skin, and theie helmets were
light and strong. Bews they carried,
strengthened with herh and pewerful
seeming, and sharp, bright axes and
coiled ropes whieh they wete skilled
at casting.

UGH halted at sight of them amd

they galloped around him silent,
studying him with bright, imscrutable
eyes. Their leader spoke to him in
some tongue which Hugh had never
heard, but he replied by repeating
the name of Ghengis Khan and point-
ing to their rear until at last they
understood and a handful of the
warriors rode with him.

Hugh gazed about him to might
and left, seeing groups of these same
warriors scattered out in long lines
that extended as far as the eye could
see, moving forward swiftly and
methodically, like the advance guard
ot a swarm of locusts,

Out of the dust in the rear came
larger bodies of a hundred men
each, formed in squadroms, while
still farther in the rear came the
regimemts, each of a thousand men,
And then came the main horde itself,
stretching as far as the eye could
see, until the earth seemed covered
with warriors and a mighty forest
ot lances ranged te the far herizen.

They moved in vast bodies of ten
thousand men each, and Hugh mar-
veled at their perfect order and si=
lence and discipline. He halted at
the side of the road with his escort,
thinking that these torrents of men
would never cease as tummm after
tummer? swept by, the leaders wearing
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armor of gilded lacquer and riding
close behind yak-tail stamdards,

At last, toward evening, there ap-
peared in the distance a black garbed
force, its horses encased in lacquered
leather. At the center of these men
were a thousand picked warriors rid-
ing black horses and carrying black
shields. Above them floated a huge
nine-tailed yak standard, and Hugh
realized that he was near Ghengis
Khan himself.

Great horns blared forth on a
fudiden, their echoes being repeated
for miles to front and rear on either
iide and the horde halted in place
and broke ranks and the smell of
cooking fires rose on the air, and a
huge white tent was put up by the
black-clad horsemen, who posted
themselves around it and at its en-
trance.

At last Hugh de Galliard was led
forward and halted before this high
pavilion, made of white felt, lined
with silk. Here his horse was held
and he dismounted, passing into the
entrance where there was a long
table made of solid silver wpon
which were set out fruits and meat
and honey and mares’ milk so that
all might be refreshed.

ANGING lamps showed a throne-

like seat set upon a dais at the
far end of the pavilion. Upon it sat
a heavily-built Mongel eof middle
age, his keen eyes peering eut frem
under an up-tilted felt hat with leng
streamers. His pewerful frame was
draped in a white wadded eeat and
his waist was enelreled By a bread
belt of geld, while a swerd lay at
his feet.

Instinctively Hugh de Galliard
recognized, in the vast calm of that
face and in the intensity of the eyes,
that here sat the leader.

Ghengis Khan himself it was, and
Hugh de Galliard knelt on one knee

before him and tendered, the gift of
the ruby-hilted and gem-encrusted
dagger, while a grave-faced Oriental,
the Prime Minister, Chutsai, trans-
lated his speech.

“The Kha Khan welcomes you to
his court and gives you thanks for
his gift. He has listened to your
story of the murder of the ambas-
sadors sent to him and progmises you
that vengeance shall be exacted
upon the city.”

ND with that Hugh was dis-

missed and an official took him
in charge and provided him with a
felt yurt and with a servant, and
with provender for his horse and
food for himself.

The next few days were full of
wonder for the Crusader, as he rode
with the Mongols in their onward
course. He found himself attached
to a tumpn? under the command of
Tuli, one of the sons of Ghengis
Khan. And with that tumen he rode
forth to battle, riding up forward,
near the advance guard and, with it,
watching for the first sight of the
great Persian host that was forming
to dispute their march. Two days
later He saw the sun sparkle on the
steel of the Moslem host.

The Mongols swept toward the
enemy in five great tummrams, fiffty
thousand men all told, but to Hugh
de Galliard it seemed as though the
Persian force outnumbered them ten
to one. As they neared the Moslems,
Hugh saw the sunlight flash from
silvered mail and jeweled helmets,
from spear-points and scimitars, and
from the ruby and emerald orna-
ments of the emifps and atidlequs.

Whiite silken kiwtbats and white
silken turbans, the green banners of
Islam and bromze war trumpets, slim
desert-bred horses and leam-faced,
desert-bred men, made an array that
must have fiilled with pride the heart
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of Jelal-eddin, the Shah's own son,
who commanded this great array.

As the Mongol force came on, a
sudden blast of sound went up from
the Shah's army when the great
trumpets and gongs and cymbals
crashed into music. It was a signal
for a mighty shout to go up from
the Moslem host.

To these richly-clad Turks and
Persians the dark mass of momads
must have seemed contemptible.

But the nomads were masters of
the art of war.

Flanking tumeews swung ®ff from
the main body. Tihe center tmmemns
went through some swift formation.
These shifts and changes were ex-
ecuted in the terrible silence of the
Mongol battle movements and one
woridered where the orders came
from, and would not have known,
unless he had seen the dipping of
the great yak-tailed banners.

Nearer and nearer advanced the
Mongol horde with something so
ominous in its silence that the Mos-
lems grew puzzled. Then swddenly
a great crowd of javelins shot forth
against the Moslem host, whizzing
and thudding inte horse and man.

Scarcely had the javelins been
hurled when there came the deep,
twanging note of bow-strings and
the air was fiilled with arrows, which
searched out the Moslem men and
horses and buried themselves deep in
exposed faces and armor joints and
in the throats and chests of the
mounts.

HE Moslem front ranks were

thrown into confusiomn, while the
Mongoll bowmen wheeled aside and
unmasked their solid ranks of ar-
mored watriors, who rushed in, ply-
ing lance and sword and lariat, men
and horses screaming in the rage of
battle as they tore into the Meoslem
force.

Wihen the fight was at its height,
the flemking tumrewns, which had dis-
appeared from view, came suddenly
into action on the flanks and rear of
the Moslems and the Shah's men be-
gan to pull their horses out of the
melee and to turn away from these
savage, screaming warriors.

UGH DE GALLIARD, shield

fastened to his left arm, rode
forward on the flank of the :iismen
commanded by Twli, the sen of
Ghengis Khan.

At the first onset of the Mongol
warriors, Hugh charged into the
press of Moslems, shouting aloud the
Crusader’s battle cry.

“B¢eu lo vulkt!” his voice rang out, as
his terrible swinging sword bit deep
into the Turkish ranks and cleared
a space about him, filled with
wounded and dying then and herses.
Scimitars and javelins, arfews and
spears rattled agalnst His mailed
armor and fell harmlessly frem shield
and helmet as his great swerd rese
and fell,

The Mongols fought to his right
and left, but Hugh saw them neot
until in a lull in the fijghting, Tull,
the son of Ghengis Khan, rede inte
the cleared spaee about the Crusader
and marveled at the slaughter Hhe
had cemmitted.

"“Wlll done, Iron Man !}’ he shouted
as the Moslem host began to give
way.

By nightfall the Mongols were
masters of the flidld,

Wihat followed is history. After
the breaking up of the Shah's great
force, the Mongol armies converged
on Samarkan arid Bohkara and cap-
tured those places.

To Hugh the days passed all too
swiftly, for he dreaded the sign of
the new moon, only five days away,
that fatal new moon which would look
upon the death of the old Kaid and



96 THRILLING ADVENTURES

the loss of Zoe, the giri he loved.

At last, no longer able to stand
the strain of waiting, he again sought
audience of Ghengis Khan, only to
be told by that grizzled old leader
that the city of Merv would be taken
in due time and vengeance exacted
for the murder of the ambassadors.

Hugh became desperate, pacing
the ground in front of his yumt until
at last toward midnight, unable to
stand the strain of waiting, he had
his horse saddled and rode forth
alone into the night, heading to-
ward the walls of Merv.

To the old Kaid, still locked in his
prison cell, the days had passed all
too swiftly. Each setting sun marked
the nearer approach of that fatal
day when he shouid be led forth and
his head struck off. Te this he was
resigned, but the thought of the her-
ror that Merkit intended for his
daughter was another matter. To
this he could not resign himself, and
he paced the fior.

At last there came the day when
he knew but one more night stood
between his own death and the
shame that was to be visited wpon
his daughter. His philosophy and
his self-control broke dowm and he
sat huddled in the corner of his cell,
wringing his hands and plucking at
his beard. All day he had sat thus
with the sounds of the city fitatiing
up to his prison window.

T was at dusk that he heard a new

sound, and he ceased his lamenta-
tions to listen for a moment, puz-
zled. He had already made up his
mind to send word to Merkit that he
would disclose the hiding-place of
his treasure, for by now the Kaid de-
spaired of any hope of rescue.

But again that voice from outside
fell on his ears and at last he went
to the window and looked through
the iron bars down upon the street

below. Someome sat on the curb-
stone—a cobbler plying his trade and
singing.

Amnd lo, the voice was the voice of
Mustapiva, his trusted sword-bearer!
The Kaid coughed to let his man
know that he was listening. But the
cobbler paid no heed and went én
with the snatches of song.

But there was something in the
wording of those songs that at-
tracted the attention of the man
above.

He sang, did the cobbler, of Rus-
tem and Sohrab, the epic heroes of
ancient Persia. But mixed with that
song were snatches of other songs.

“And the Nazarene is here,” sang
the cobbler, “and awaits nightfall
before entering the city.” The cob-
bler changed his song then as the
sentry passed on the ramparts above.

“He has the courage of Sohrab and
the strength of ten men,” sang the
cobbler,” and like a lion he fears fiot
to enter the city with a handful ef
thy servants. It is well to be ready,
to be ready . ..” sang the cebbler.

And the heart of the Kaid lifted
itself withim him and he coughed
again after the manner ot old men,
to signify that he had heard and un-
derstood.

But there was a certain Abdullla, a
servant of the govermor, who was
quick to seize all things that might
advance him in his master’s favor,
and as the Fates willed it, Abdulla
was leaning against the ramparts
above, idly gazing out over the city,
when something strange about the
song of the cobbler attracted his
notice.

ND Abdwlla gave ear until he
had learned the purport of the
message that flloated upward from
the street below. Amd before the
cobbler had gathered up his tools to
depart there were two men lurking
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in the shadows, two men whe fel-
lowed hard upon his trail.

They followed him out through
the western gate to the river road,
where he turned to the right and
kept going until at last Mustapha
came to that country house with the
white gate posts where Hilgh de
Galliard had rested that first might.

But the gates were sealed, as the
place had also been seized by Mer-
kit. The spies followed Mustapha
around to the rear of the grounds
where a small garden gate was
opened from the inside and Musta-
pha disappeared from view.

Whiille one man remained in hid-
ing to watch, the other posted back
to the city and the citadel to re-
port the presence of the Nazarene
in his hiding-place. Wiithin the
house, in a small room off the
kitchen, Hugh de Galliard rose from
the pallet on which he had been rest-
ing as Mustapha entered.

“All is well, my master,” reported
the sword-bearer. “I passed word
to the Kaid, may Allah protect him,
that you were coming this might.”

“Amd the ladder of rope?” de-
manded Hugh.

“Aye,” nodded Mustapha, "it is
safe at the house of my cousin, the
dealer in ropes, hard by the citadel.”

“Amd the negress who guards the
master’s diaugiten?"’

“Aye, master,” nodded Mustapha,
“ten pieces of gold have I given her
and tonight at midnight she will un-
lock the door of her house where
the master’s daughter will be dressed
and waiting. The negress is fearful
of the wrath of the governor, and I
have promised her that we will Jeave
her bound and gagged.

E city is filling with the fugi-
tives driven before the Tartar
and men are busy repairing their
walls and furbishing weapons and

storing provisions against a siege, #io
that in the confusion our task should
not be hawrd.”

“You have done well, Mustapha.
When darkness descends we will de-
part on our task."

The plan they had worked out wag
simple enough. Mustapha, with a
rope ladder concealed under his
kitdbdt, was to enter the citadel, a
matter not difficult to do in these
troublous times, as there was much
coming and going of soldiers and
dealers in provisions.

He had already been on the ramm~
parts directly above the cell occu~
pied by the Kaid and had found a
staircase there giving into the corris
dor below. It was his duty to lower
the rope ladder down a dark amgle
of the wall and to wait until Hugh
de Galliard and some four or fiive
desert-bred men, ex-servants of the
old Kaid, should clamber up the lad-
der and assemble among the siadows
of the platform,

E sentinel made his rounds at

intervals of seven or eight min-
utes and between his appearance they
hoped to assemble the men up there,
unobserved.

This once done, they were to slip
down the staircase, overpower the
jailer on duty, unlock the cell door
and lead the Kaid back up the ram-
part with them, whence they would
descend to the street by means of
the rope ladder.

From thence they would go to the
house of the negress on the farther
giide of the citadel, secure her amd
move on foot through the crowded
streets and outside the wall, where
horses were waiting.

Due to the turmoil caused by the
influx of refugees from Bohkara and
Samarkand and the preparations go-
ing forward for the defemse of the
city, their plan stood a good chance
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of success by its very boldmess. But
they had not counted upon Abdulla,
the servant anxious to curry favor
with his master.

Wihen the starless night had en-
veloped the countryside in a
velvety mantle, the small garden gate
creaked open and several shadows
came forth.

The first to come was Mustapha.
He was followed by the tall figure
of Hugh de Galliard, his head and
figuree concealed in a heavy desert
cloak, underneath which he carried
his long sword in the crook of his
arm. Aftee him came the hamdful
ot faithful servants ot the old Kaid,
and the parden gate was closed.

The group moved toward the main
road leading to the city, and did not
note the furtive shadow which
slipped along behind them.

Even at that hour the traffic was
heavy, for the peasants of the sur-
rounding countryside were driving
in sheep and cattle to provide meat
for the garrison, while others brought
creaking wain loads of grain.

Interspersed with these were the
pale faces of the refugees from Sa-
markand and Bokhara, men, women
and children who had fled before the
Mongol horde. The little group,
headed by Hugh de Galliard, moved
along with this eurrent and passed
threugh the elty gates.

None noticed Hugh de Galliard
save perhaps to note his great height
and width of shoulders, but nawght
of his armor or his face could they
see, so well was he muffled in the
great cloak.

MESSENGER from the gov-

ernor came galloping dewn the
largest street, scattering the crowd
before him. Hugh de Galliard
pressed close into a wall as the mes-
senger missed him by a hair's
breadth,
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A troop of Turkoman cavalry clat-
tered in from a side street and jin-
gled on down through the gate, nor
did Hugh nor any with him know
that they had been sent to bar the
escape of the Kaid and his would-be
rescuers.

N due course of time Hugh and

his party arrived in the small
street under the citadel walls. Mus-
tapha left to get his rope ladder and
enter the citadel. Wiith his rope
ladder under his cloak he found no
difficulty in getting up to the plat-
form behind the ramparts.

So it was that Mustapha found
himself very quickly at his post, and,
fastening the ends of the ladder,
during one absence of the semtinel,
he lowered it to the street below.
Putting his hand out, he felt the
ladder tighten under the weight of
someone and stepped backward into
the shadows as he heard the footfall
of the sentry approaching.

The shadows behind him suddenly
stirred into life. A heavy hand was
placed over his momth. His arms
were seized and he was jerked back-
ward and out ot sight and the ram-
part became deserted again.

The ends of the rope ladder swayed
now and again as someomne climbed
up and at last the head of r man
appeared over the top of the para-
pet. As he stepped on the platferm
his great height shewed plalnly that
it was Hugh de Galliard. Turning,
he tested the laddef, which again
swayed to the weight of somesne
eoming up.

And at that second he was jerked
backward and a swarm of men clung
to his arms and legs while others
gagged him.

It was all over in a second and
Hugh de Galliard had scarcely time
to struggle before he was bound
and helpless. His captors in turn
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seized each man as he came on to
the platform until every one of the
party was gathered in.

Then they were led down the stair-
case at the sword’s point and into
the hall where fat Merkit, despite
his worries over the imminence of
the Mongol attack, laughed gleefully
at sight of his captives, while Ab-
dulla, his servant, stood smirking.

O, ho, neatly done,” and the fat

Merkit slapped his thighs, “and
80 we have captured you at last,
O infidel dog,” he addressed Hugh
de Galliard.

“Unbind that man’'s mouthi" he
commanded, and someone removed
the gag from the Crusader’s lips.

“Amd do you know what I am go-
ing to do with you and your com-
panions?” asked Merkit. "You have
no idea,” he continued wumctiously.
“Wedll, I will tell you. Wiithin the
next ten minutes you’ll be taken to
the north wall of the castle and
flung downward upon the Hooks I"

Two or three of the bound men
turned pale and trembled. They
had seen men die upon the Hooks,
large, sharp steel affairs set in rows
along the wall above the street. A
man was flung on these hooks, and
caught willy-nilly and might hang
there five or six days before dying.

“But time is pressing,” continued
Merkit. “Tomorrow morning I had
set for the time for executing that
stubborn fool whom you came to res-
cue. To show ye how vain it is to
fight against Merkit, I will have him
led into the hall and his head struck
off mow!”

And Merkit clapped his hands and
the captain of the guard came swift-
ly to him and in another five minutes
the Kaid was led in while a huge,
black negro, naked to the waist,
stood near-by, thumbing the edge of
a broad-bladed executioner’s sword.

“I have grown tired of your stub-
bornness, O Kaid, and I've come to
believe that you have no treasune!
Therefore, I have decided to make
you pay the penalty of your tressom.”

Merkit signed to the executioner,
who strode forward, while two men
seized the Kaid's wrists and bound
them behind him and forced him to
his knees.

The executiomer took position.

“Wait1” commanded Merkit. “I
had come near forgetting sometthimg.”

He waved the executioner back,
while men went forth, returmimg
shortly with Zoe, whose white face
and staring eyes grew even whiter
and more staring as she saw her
father there bound and on his knees
with the sharp glitter of the execu-
tioner’s sword so .ear at hand. Her
eyes swept around among the faces
until aghast, they rested upon Hugh
and a glad flush ef rellet shone for
a second as she impulsively ffling
out her hands teward him. But Mer-
kit's harsh veice froze her.

“I was near to forgetting your
daughter, O Kaid. I had promised
you that she should be thrown to
the soldiers so soon as your head
fell in the dust. It is my custom
to keep my promises, O Kaiidi!”

RNING, he beckoned to several
bearded Kurdish soldiers who
lounged near the walls. “Hete, you,
and you, and you, take this girl. So
soon as the head of that dog falls
from his body you will take hefr with
you. She is the property of your
company to do with as yeu willlt”
The eyes of the savage Kurds
gleamed avidly and they closed in
on the shrinking girl. Merkit turned
to signal the executiomer. It was
then that Hugh de Galliard speke.
“Hold!” The word rang out with
such resonance and power that Mer-
kit turned, open-mouthed, and stared
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at the interruption. “Hold! Merkit!
Did I not hear you speak of the
treasure belonging to the Kaidi?”

The word treasure was the one
word that had power to move the
governor.

YE, and so I did, but what have
you to with it?*

“Only this,” said Hugh quietly.
“I know where the treasure is hid-
den!” Merkit turned' his fat bulk
on the divan and stared at the Cru-
sader standing there, trussed up in
his great cloak like a package
wrapped in parchment.

“You! You! How know you of
the treasune?”

“It is of no moment how I kmow,™
retorted Hugh, “the fact is that I do
know. Amd I will lead you to that
treasure for a price.”

“Amd the price?” asked Merkit.

“Tihe lives and freedom of the
Kaid, his daughter and we who tried
to rescue them."

“You demand a heavy price!™
grunted Merkit; “eight lives for one
treasure!”

“A heavy price for a heavy treas-
ure,” answered Hugh, “chests of gold
and rare rubies and great strings of
pearls and sapphires, without count
and all manner of beautiful thimgs."”

“How do I know that ymu are mot
deceiving me and simply delaying
the inevitable?” asked Merkit. Hugh
shrugged his shoulders.

“If I do not speak truly, we are
still in your power and our deaths
can be encompassed just as easily
half an hour hence.”

Merkit nodded. "Amd this treasure,
where is it?” he asked.

“Ihat I will show you after you
have sworn to give us liberty when
once it is disclosed to you."

“It is a bargain,” said Merkit,
licking his greedy lips, and one could
almost see the man privately resolv-
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ing to be held by no such bargain
the minute the treasure was in his
possession. “Tell me where it is and
I will send my officers for it,” he
said. Hugh shook his head.

T is necessary that you go with

me and that the Kaid and his
daughter accompany us and these
men who will assist in bringing it
forth, for know, O Merkit, that the
guardians of the treasure will de-
stroy it utterly it we come with too
many strange faces.” Hugh went
on enlarging upon that peint wntil
at last Merkit agreed.

“Is it within the walls?” ~asked
Merkit as he rose.

“No, it is but a short distance
without the walls.”

Merkit took with him two of his
officers and some ten guards and
commanded that Hugh be freed from
his bonds to lead them.

It was thus that a strange proces-
sion wended its way through the
crowded streets toward the gate.
Merkit and his two officers were
mounted.

The guards and their prisoners
trudged along on foot, imcluding
Hugh, his bonds released, who

marched in the lead, still holding
that great sword of his in the crook
of his arm, under the cloak, from
where his captors had failed to re-
faeve it in their haste.

The Kaid walked along quietly,
somewih@t mystified, but Zoe's eyes
were shining as she stole a glance
now and again at the powerful Cru-
sader in the lead.

In due course of time they came
to the small gate in the country
house. Merkit's eyes gleamed and
there was some chagrin in his mind
in that he had not thought to seek
the treasure in this place.

At the gate Hugh insisted that the
soldiers be left outside and that none
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but Merkit and his two officers en-
ter, but to this the governor de-
murred strongly and the upshot of
the matter was that Hugh gave in
and all of that party filed in through
the narrow gate, which was shut
behind them.

MUST warn the guardians of the

treasure,” said Hugh, and stamd-
ing there he raised his voice, calling
in the direction of the garden which
stretched dark and silent toward the
river.

“O ye who guard the treasure,”
called Hugh, “I have brought here
the Kaid and his daughter, also the
governor and two of his officers and
ten of his men. We are come to
yield up the treasure to Merkit in
payment for the lives of all of us.
Make ye ready to receive us.”

No sound came from the garden
for a minute, and then a voice replied:

“To hear is to obey, master.”

“Alll is now ready for us,” Hugh
said. Tiem suddenly he had flumg
off his great cape and his sword was
at Merkit's fat throat. At the same
instant dark fligures seemed to spring
up out of the ground all about them
and there were shouts and the clang
of steel on steel as Hugh pressed
Merkit toward the house.

It was all over in less than two
minutes. Both officers and half the
governor's men had been cut down
and Merkit was a captive.

But the task was not yet fifuisined.
The Kaid started to protest his grat-
itude, but Hugh cut him short.

“We must haste. 1 saw this dog,”
and Hugh pointed to Merkit, whose
eyes were full of dread, "as we left
the council chamber—I saw this dog
signal to an officer to follow with
more men. We thust mount and fiieze"

'Tis a pity to leave behind all that
great treasure of mine,” said the
Kaid wistfully.
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“*Tis no pity, for ‘tis not left be-
hind,” said Hugh. “Mustapha and
I, with the aid of some of your loyal
servants, have broken through the
garden wall at a secluded spot and
removed the treasure from the grotto
at night, and ’'tis now packed on
sumpter mules and waiting for us
near-by.

LITTLE of it I took to pay these

desert men whom I hired to aid

us. Take me this fat pig,” Hugh or-

dered, jwo of the servants who were

now unbound and armed, “and tie

him into the saddle; we will lead
him out with us as hgstage.”
* * * *

Late the next afternoon the caval-
cade of horsemen with its ten bhag-
gage mules and its guard of twenty
of the Kaid’s armed men, rode to
the west, far from Merv and its
abominations and far in advance of
the horde of Mongol horsemen who
leveled that city to the ground a few
weeks later.

Zoe, veiled in a fine woolen riding
cloak, rode betweem the Kaid and
Hugh de Galliard.

“My son,” the Kaid was saying,
“wihile the salt of your friendship
has opened the wounds of my grati-
tude, and while my back is bent by
the burden of your favors, still 1
cannot understand your freeing that
dog of a Merkit to return to Merv.”

Hugh laughed shortly. “Great
misery and a painful death are in
store for Merkit, and with him, your
treacherous nephew, Ali Maruf,” he
said. “Twlli, the &sn of Ghengis
Khan, has prormised to take care of
those two, O my father.”

Amnd as he spoke Hugh’s hand stole
out and met that of the girl at his
side, and they rode ahead, toward
Damascus and the Holy Land, be-
yond where Hugh’s stout castle
awaited their coming.
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O one would have taken him
to be an American, as he
stood there in the thick of

the Chinese mob. His wrinkled skin
was brown and dirty., The dank hair
that fell over his swollen and gummy
eyes was black. So were his eyes
black—as much as you could see of
them.

There are a number of ways of
turning eyes that are blue or gray to
a dark, unguessable shade. Lemon
juice is the best—squeezed right in
it you can stand the pain. But the
juice of bitter sage, a commom weed
et the meuntaing, will also perform
the triek. It hAurts worse, teo. The
reet ef the same plant will alse fur-
nish & stieky Brewm stalph fer the
falr Caueasian skin:
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Wahille it dries it wrimkles. Mixed
with ashes, it not only makes the
skin look “mative” but it also takes
on the appearance of encrusted dirt.

In his heart, Shattuck — Pelham
Rutledge Shattuck, sometimes of the
U. S. A.—laughed a little. He wished
that certain friends of his could see
him now—and smell him! Ewven the
smell was right. He could distinguish
it even here in the crowd. He was
an offense even to himself.

But this was the fault—or the vir-
tue—of the cilothes he wore.

He was dressed in a combination
of soiled sheepskims, of greasy yak-
hair felt, and tattered silk.

On his head was a Titbetan felt cap
—a sort of pointed skull-cap with
ear-laps.

As for his race, he might have
been one of several things: Tibetan,
Mongoll, or for that matter, just wild
Chinaman—stham fim, a man of the
moumtaims. A robber, in any case.
Minchow, just now, was full of such.

Minchow was one of those old
cities the outside world never hears
about. It lay far up in wild Kansu,
where the fromtiers of China, Mon-
golia and Tibet meet. A great place
for caravans. Caravans had been mak-
ing this their headquarters for cen-
turies— caravans from Turkey and
Persiia, with opium and tobacco; from
Tilbet with turquoise and gold and
musk; from China with silk and
ivory.

In the gossip of desert and moun-
tain, Minchow stood considerably
higher than Peking.

OW a new war-lord had taken

Minchow and made it his capi-
tal. All day his men had been geoing
about the tunnel-like streets of the
old city with red paddles In their
hands as signs of a military requisi-
tion. They took whatever they
wanted—from turnips te wemen; for
which they sometimes gave a “chep”
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—the war-lord’s seal on a bit of red
paper, which passed for money—and
sometimes they didn't.

In any case, the soldiers had
rounded up some twenty-five or thir-
ty small merchants, too poor for
“squeeze,” who'd protested overmuch,
and the war-lord was about to make
an example of them.

HATTUCK could see the victims,
He was taller than most of the
strafifin/aSroWwldeabBian hifpst Hé s
SAIPdPInBanr oMiEs@PaYt thEN waidords
Laleferdhahompstmed 4heripler hede
§BW?r§hé’V'}ﬂacfé’r8’fe@xé‘chiBfﬁ hedge
abgﬁ%&ﬂ% p'E% ofn XS U every-
att ck aig r’:\“ e for ?38 -
in —Ehe isCipline these t ,
n§N—§ e, discipline of & 5 g{og %
av the eré unitorme
e W rion "gh' oh
\g,' tpl >%$ress on te

talneer n
rowned ang Farg. "
R little ragged in their quilted
cotton. Chinsse-style; byt that wenld
Faeg- Their rifies were modsrn apd
goked well cared for: Natural fight:
eFs Whe didn't knew what they were
fighting for, beyond these perquisites
the red paddles brought them: fight
ing: as ome MeR Work: for what it
breught in grub and fun

Great stuff, though,” Shattuck was
telling himself, “if they once went
crazy for some great causel

There was a shrill of hysterical
bugles and a crash of gongs.

Tie war-lord was coming.

The place of judgmenmt couldn't
have been better chosen.

It was a broad, raised terrace, a
platform about a hundred yards long
and as many wide. On one side of
this was the long fagade of a temple,
on the other, the long front of an
old imperial palace. The temple had
been made a barracks for the war-
lord's persomal regiment, which now
stood on guard. The palace had be-
come his headquarters.
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Both buildings were ornate with
red lacquer and gold, heavy green
tiles and fikmvboyantt carvings, They
were like the wings of some tremen-
dous theatre. The terrace of polished
stone was the stage. Mountains and
sky made the backdrop.

In the middle of the terrace, facing
the palace, the prisoners were kneel-
ing at spaced intervals, each stripped
to his waist and his hands tied be-
bind him. Old and young, black hair
and gray, skinny backs and backs
that would have looked well in the
prize-ring, here and there an old-
fashioned queue dangling to the
pavement.

At the left and right of this kneel-
ing file were two squads of soldiers
standing at ease. Between these twe
groups, the war-lord’'s executioner
strolled—a pachyderm of a man, a
professiomal wrestler, also stripped
to the waist and proud of what he
had to show in the way of well-fed
brawn, carrying what wasn’t so much
a sword as a colossal butcher knife.

He didn’t look a* the prisoners.
The prisoners didn’t look at him.

There came another blast and
jangle from the trumpets and the
gongs. Amnd the crowd went a little
more tense.

E war-lord had passed the Num-

ber Two court of the palace. He
was evidently taking his time—
stopping to light a eigarette, pausing
to admire a fountaln.

The prisoners had been waiting so
long, some of them had begun to
sag. The executiomer lost his smirk
for a frown as he prodded this one
and that one up to a position of
greater respect. Here and there kick-
ing knees back into a more perfect
alignment.

Then he was smirking again as he
resumed his stroll.

“Him I'll kill,” said Shattuck in
his heart, as he gripped the sword
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concealed under his ragged sheep-
skin coat.

Just then, there was a third rip-
ping blast and jangle as the war-lord,
followed by his staff, sauntered
through the great pai-lo, or emtramce-
gate, of the palace.

IT

E was a short but powerful

man—bow-legged from hav-

ing passed most of his life
in the saddle. A Mongol habit. That
he was more Mongol than Chinese
was stamped on his face.

It was a face that was large and
almost perfectly round. The cheek-
bones were more prominent than the
large but bridgeless nose. A meoon-
face. It was like a platter of ham-
mered brass, the hammered brass ef-
fect deriving not only from the ¢oler
and shine, but the thousand small-
pox pits that covered it. Alse frem
the fact that the expression of it
never changed.

Only the bead-like eyes of it were
quick and alive, incessantly alert,
every glance like a little black dart
that traveled far and never missed its
mark.

For an instant, Shattuck had an
almost painful impression that he
himself had been looked at.

The war-lord dida’t even move his

ps or change his expression when
he laughed or talked. Yeu ¢ould
watch him closely, and you weouldn't
see the quiver of a muscle,

His lips were always a littdgp opgem.
They gave that platter-mask of his
a fixed, inscrutable smile. It was a
smile that gave all those who looked
at it long enough a strange invasion
of terror, especially if they found
themselves looking overlong at the
great man’s teeth.

These teeth were small and pointed
and spaced apart, very clean, but un-
canny and not quite human. They
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were like the teeth of certain rapa-
cious fish. Amd the report was cur-
rent—just one of many about this
man of power—ihat he'd come by
these teeth through a certain habit of
feeding, once every new moom, on
forbidden fiiesh,

E was familiar with all these

stories, of course. There wasn't
a war-lord in China with a more effi-
cient, or harder-working corps of
spies.

But the stories pleased him. He
encouraged them. They were might
in his line.

He was General Yu.

Now, yw is the Chinese word for
jade.

Jade, in Chinese common tihought,
is green; and from this and that the
general had come by a nickmame. It
was: “Wu, the Grarn SShner."”

He came strolling out through the
great pai-lo and stood there for a
while leaning on his sword, kmowing
the sort of impressiom that he made
and enjoying it.

All eyes were on him now, and
the black tyes in his moon-disc of a
face shot a million tiny black darts
back at the crowd.

In the collapse of all sound, fol-
lowing his appearance, you couid al-
most hear tht packed mob translate
that nickname of his with a simgle,
chattering breatin:

“Yar!? Yu! Yu!, the Graenn SBiveq!”

Finally he glanced at the kmeeling
prisoners, from one to the other, his
examination beginning at the left of
the file and proceeding to the right—
an ins.ant glance for each of them.

And as each was touched by that
glance, it was as if the victim had
been touched by the poimt of a
needle—a poisoned needle, perhaps.
At the touch of it, something in each
of them died—a fllutter of hope, an
excuse, a plea.

EANTIME, that elephant of an
executioner had been stamding
there, also swaggering a little, swell-
ing his chest, fllexing the musecles of
his arms, playing his big buteher
knife in little oscillations somewhat
like a prize-fighter showing off and
limbering up after he has cast his
dressing-robe aside.

The Green Shiver glanced at the
executioner, and the yellow Hercules
stiffened. There for a moment, was a
whiff of fright on the executioner’s
own face. It was known that the
Green Shiver cared to have no man
steal his act.

But the mood of the war-lord was
tolerant.

Some sort of signal must have been
shot from his ferret-eyes. Or per-
haps he spoke—there was no telling
from any movememt of his lips.
There was a swish and a thud. It
was as if there was a tiny explosion
of red mist over a spouting red foun-
tain, and a head had jumped away
and rolled.

GAIN that gasping breath from
the crowd :

‘“Mat! Yu, the Gressnn SBhieer!”

The war-lord must have heard it.
He appeared to smile. But on his
face there was no change of expres-
sion. Only his eyes were active as
the executions followed.

One after the other. Wiithout dis-
order. Now and then the executioner
had to get his subject into a better
pose. He did this with his foot. The
slash followed afterward so Jight-
ning-fast, there’d been no time for
the victim to sag again.

Twice the big man showed good-
natured patience—ome of the elderly
and one of the younger prisoners
being too far gome, having to be
coaxed to a balance by an ear. But,
even then, no disorder, no loss of
more than a dozen seconds.
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Amd now that origimal little red
cloud had become a faint but clearly
discernible mist in the westerning
pun—a faint pink cloud, like that
which might overhang a pool or a
cataract at sunset.

The residents of Mindhow ang the
fumoumding country had long called
this valley of theirs the High Cloud
Place, or Cloudy Garden—because of
the rainbow-tinted clouds that Kow-
ered about the numerous cascades
coming down from the hills. But
now they were calling it something
else,

Since the Yellow Shiver had come
this way, the Cloudy Garden had be-
come the Famgityuyu, meaning “the
Valley of Hell.”

III

HE executiomer had just fin-
ished his work and there
was a surging movement in

the crowd toward dispersal when the
war-lord raised his sword in a signal
that the show wasn’t over.

Instantly there was a smashing at-
tack of noise again as the buglers and
gong-beaters got to work. The noise
swirled up in a crashing roar, like a
house afire, and this time lasted
longer than it had before. At the
same time the spies and military po-
lice scattered through the crowd,
shouting for everyone to remain
where he was.

Here and there a head was cracked,
someone was collared, thrown and
kicked.

Shattuck took advantage of the
disorder to work in closer to the
hedge of soldiers.

The blare and hammer of trumpet
and gong had as if set a new tempo
for the beating of his heart and the
pulsing of his blood.

He always felt like this when some
new excitememt was impending. -

It was as if his heart took veice,
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It was as if his boiling blood be-
came the blood of some older, more
primitive and, perhaps, a better self,

He wasn’t Shattuck, any more. Not
Pelham Rutledge Shattuck of the
U.S.A. He was Captain Trouble, the
Fighting Fool. Shadak Khan, the
heir of Kubla Khan, whese sword
he'd come by, whose empire he'd un-
furl again up and down and around
the world!

Before he could push his private
reflections further, he was once again
engrossed by what was unfolding be-
fore his eyes.

The war-lord, still followed by his
staff, having neatly skirted that lake
of blood in the center of the terrace
—a lake of blood in which the dead
were hunched or sprawled, like orna-
mental islands—was no.v pacing his
leisurely way around the limits of
the terrace, like a general inspecting
his troops.

TOUT it was the gaping crowd as
A well as the banked regiment that
he looked at. The stene-paved tef-
race was twe or three feet higher
than the Jevel ef the rest of the
epen sguare. The Green Shiver
eould leek dewn oh all these pesple.
They shivered all right at the tswéh
of Ris eyes.

For a second—the fraction of a
second—Shattuck felt the touch of
those eyes on his own. Thete came
to him the penetrating thought that
he had been discoveted, that the war-
lord knew who he was—knew that
here was a rival dewn from the
mountains—knew that back there in
the mountaing were herses and men,
armed with machine-guns stelen frem
an arm-running earavan, eaptured far
away at the sther end of the Gebl,

Whiat didn’t /the Green Shiver
know, with all those spies of his?

Long ago he must have heard the
gossip that was now going the rounds
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of a thousand——ten thousand—ecamp-
fires.

Shadak Khan! The name had
caught on! Chinese-Mongol for Cap-
tain Trouble. A Captain Trouble
come to conquer the world. Like
Kubla Khan, his great predecessor.
And already this Captain Trouble,
the Fighting Fool, had gone to Kara
Koto, the ghost city of the Gobi.
There he had met and defeated the
Chud and allied himself with the
Agharti—two of the great Subter-
ranean Peoples, as they were called.

The Chud were slaves. They'd
been set to work digging Kara Koto
out of the sands.

The Agharti had adkmowledged
Shadak Khan as their chief. They'd
put at his disposal all their buried
treasures of gold and magic. Shadak
Khan! Kubla Khan come back after
all these centuries!

HETHER by intent or accident,’

the war-lotd had come to a
stand not far from where Shatfuck
himself stood wedged between the
soldiees and the mob.

All this time the bugles had been
squalling and the gongs rolling out
their tumbling thunder — a barbaric
incantation to twr> any man to
thoughts of blood and fire. Now the
war-lord again made a quick signal
with his sword and the racket emded.

Even after it had ended, the air
kept throbbing for a minute or so,
and during this interval the Green
Shiver still looked about him. As he
slowly turned, that big face of his
caught the sun and reflected it like
hammered brass.

This time Shattuck had a yet
stronger ‘mpressiom that the war-lord
had looked at him—looked at him as
a snake might look, seeing, kmowing,
appraising, but itself a sphinx.

A hard, metallic voice was heard
—a small voice, but meedile-pointed,
carrying far, like those black darts
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of the war-lord’s eyef, And altthhough
there was still not the slightest quiv-
er or change of General Yu’s bright
face and grinning 1ips, everyene
knew that the velee was his.

Iv

E spoke a variant of the

Peking dialect and he didn’t

speak this very well. But it
was good enough. Minehow, a§ a
caravan center, had beeR Breught up
on strange accents,

The voice came in a drawling,
choppy snarl, almest plaintive, at
times, like the raenacing talk ef aA
offended tigeft.

“I don’t want to go en killing
you,” the Green Shiver said. "I like
this town. I want te stay here and
have people around me. I'ma geing €8
make it my capital. I'm gelng o pre-
tect you. I'm telling you this fof
the good of us all. I den’t want t8 48
toe you what I did te the peeple of
Holy-Way-Towh dewn there iR the
South., They theught they'd keep
thelr women and their fiee for them-
selves. New they den't need e&jither”

As an orator he was highly swe-
cessful, regardless of his aceent. The
people were listening. The haze of
sunset was like a haze of bloed.
There was a scent of blood in the
air stronger than all the other com-
pact taints that drifted here and
there—of sweat and inecense, of wun-
mentionable things; the faint but far-
traveling perfume of sesame,

The Green Shiver, still with his
darting eyes at work on the rrowd,
made a slight movement with his
hand. One of his younger staff-offi-
cers leaned clese, listened to some
whispered commmand, and started off
at a trot toward the palace.

“Speaking of women,” said the
Green Shiver—and now Shattuck's
heart leapt with a premonition—
“speaking of women, I suppose
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you've all heard that I have a cer-
tain little taitd/ of my own just mow
—a white one, a maiden, daughter of
@ keto-jin (hairy foreigner), daughter
of a cursed missionary and his wife,
I found dowr there in Hioly-Way-
Town— Meikuo-jim (Amerisans) —
gad worth their weight in gold,
Them I killed. I sent them to hell.
That shows you that I'm not after
money.

“But as for this daughter of theirs,
this little yangrigwkekitzir—"

He paused.

“As for this little foreign devil—"

He'd heard that patter of feet, He
waited. A dozen palacc-servants in
long purple robes—eunuchs, most
likely—were coming on the run, bear-
ing an elaborate sedan-chair, on long
poles. It was an imperial chair,
Breened and veiled and ornamented,
fit for an emperors’ favorite, for
which it might have been originally
intended. It was carved, jeweled,
lacquered. It was further ornamented
with swaying tassels and little bells,
like the wind-bells of a temple.

Tihe servants put the chair down,
bowed to the ground, and pattered

into the gdigmound.

E Greer Shiver had a great
sense of theatrical values. He
was absolutely motionless as he scan-
ned the crowd. Shattuck was con-
scious of these watchful, snakey eyes
and controlled himselt. But his heart
was beating high.

Then it was true—the rumor he'd
heard in the hills! It was this that
had brought him here—an American
girl in the hands of the Green Shiver.

He even knew her name. It was
Macom. The Chinese convert—a
fugitive from Holy-Way-Tomm that
they’d found dying in the hills—had
called it Ma-kong. But he'd been able
to write the name: Laureen Macon.

The crowd strained, holding its
breath. Maost of the people here had
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lived their lives thus far and had
never seen a foreign devil before,
even a man. Amd now, a taifasii—a
woman! a girl!

One of the officers in the war-
lord’s suite, acting on an imaudible
and invisible order, had stooped to-
ward the chair and jerked a carved
screen aside.

"Get out!” he ordered, in correct
Chinese.

The girl stepped out.

At sight of her, the crowd let out
a sound that was half-howl, halif-
shriek. They were looking at the
apparition of their lives.

It was as if they’d seen a spirit.

She was, literally, white and gold,
an ivory statue come to life.

HATTWCK read details of her

tragedy as he looked at her. She'd
been wakened from her sleep. She’d
been carried off before she'd had a
chance to dreas herself. All she weore
was her nightdiess and a Chinese
coat of embroidered silk, geass san-
dals on her feet. Her head was bare
and her long yellow halr was logsely
plaited.

But the tragic note was principally
in her face. A young face. She was,
perhaps, eighteen, or even younger.
A face that was lean and delicate,
very beautiful, with wide eyes fillled
at once with terror and challenge.

“Hi-ee!” cried the crowd.

“Ee-yal”

Shattuck was smothering his heart
as he looked up at her.

The girl was frightened to death,
but was standing firm. Amd that—
was couragel

"Stand forward!” said the officer,
curtly—the one who’d commanded
her to leave the chair. “Quickly!\*—
and he gave her a prod with his fim-
ger-tips.

“Amd you also, I'll kill for that!™
Captain Trouble choked in his heart.

Shattuck was Captain Trouble
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again. He was Shadak Khan! He'd
kill! The world was in need of a
purge! He was the Fighting Fool.
The world was in need of FEighting
Fools just maow!

The girl—like a girl in a dream—
had stepped forward. She was look-
ing out over that ocean of straining
yellow faces—not all of them bad—
not many bad; but strained, gaping,
shot with wonder, lust, superstition.

“iRlicele! Ewmeyyra! Adit”

Then the droning snari of the
Green Shiver was snaking out over
their heads again, commanding si-
lence, as a coiling lash would de.

“Look at her!” he cried. "Silver
and gold! Wiho wants her?

The question was so amazing that
it held the crowd in suspense.

The Green Shiver took up his men-
acing complaimt:

“So far, Minchow hasn’t been so
very generous! Wiho wants her? I'm
going to seh her lo the highest
bidder!”

Shattuck could control himself no
longer. He hadn’t tried to. It was
something else controlling him.

“Me!1"” he howled in a choked voice.
I want her!™

He thought of it only after the last
word was out—he’d spoken Chinese,
thank God!

v

OME of those nearest Shattuck

—those who could sec him—

began to laugh and jeer. They
referred to his rags and his smell,

But he turned on them with a
curse so deadly and foul that they
quailed, and, satisfied, he turned
again toward the war-lord.

General Yu was looking at him,
Even the girl was looking at him,
And some of the nearest soldiers also
had lost their fiixity of attention on
the war-lord and were glancing
around at him.

At the same time, as if through
the back of his head, Shattuck was
aware of pushings and scufflings, and
he knew what the meaning of this
would be. Tihese were the braves and
gorillas of the war-lord who'd been
scattered through the crowd. They
were headed his way.

Had the Green Shiver given some
secret sigmal that would fetch him
—Shattuck wondered—a knife in the
back?

In any case, as well to be damned
for a sheep as a lamb!

HATTWUCK again addressed the
Green Shiver direct:

“You made your offer! I take you
up!”

He and the war-lord were looking
at each other. While they looked,
there was one of those moments
when the fate of the world seems to
be hanging in suspense—all things
suspended—ready to fade into noth-
ingness or come back into solid real-
ity again: those mountains in the
background, the blue Nan Shan; sun
and air; this crowd; that white
wraith of a girl.

He didn't dare look at her again,
as yet, but he knew that again she
had turned and was looking dowm at
him—just amother fligure in that
nightmare of hers.

What could she be thinking of
him? Had she grasped something of
what was going on? The Chinese
refugee back there in the mountains
had spoken of her as not having
been long out of America. How much
could she possibly understand of
what was going on.

The Green Shiver had kept his
grin. But that meant nothing.
Through his small - pox - paralyzed
lips, his small pointed teeth were
gleaming. He was something very,
very hard to look at, vaguel§ terrify-
ing even to a man with nething on
his conscience, nothing to fear, To
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face him now was like facing a tiger
in a world of tigers.

“Who are you?” came the cold
steel of his voice.

“I'm an ambassador,” said Shattuck.

It was a bold stroke. He'd made it
boldly. This was no time to cringe,
He'd bawled his amswer.

There was a guffaw, a howl.

“He stiimikss!™

"He's louegy!™

“He’s smoked a green pill I

But the Green Shiver had seen
nothing nor heard anything to laugh
at. He looked away from Shattuck
for a few fleshing seconds, spreading
a chill and a silence wherever he
looked.

“Am ambassadior!” said General Yu,
in his droning voice; and his eyes
were drilling into Shattuck again.

Yu was no fool. He'd spent a lot
of his life among men who’d looked
no better than this clotted and
squinting beggar dowm there. Some
of these men had been kings in their
way, the masters of strange secrets,
wide fomks,

<Mia-fai!?” Shattuck growled. “Make
way I

ND he clawed at the shoulders of
the nearest soldiers.

There was something of terror in
the way they tried to stop him. Was
this an assassin—a crazy man at that
—bent on killing the Green Shiver
here before their eyes?

For a fHiokerimg moment it seemed
as if the same question had found its
way into the war-lord’s brain. He
took a half-step backward. As he did
so, two of his staff-officers jerked
out automatics and switched the muz-
zles toward Shattuck.

But it was the war-lord himself
who repeated the order that Shattuck
had given.

“adldii "

And Shattuck, who'd been elbow-
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ing the soldiers aside, found the
way open before him.

The world seemed large before him
as he emerged from the crowd. He
was breathing again and loeking
about him as he eame up te the
stone-paved terraes:

He was close to the girl, close to
the war-lord, close to those tense
young officers who stood just back
of the war-loxd still with theie re-
volvers drawn.

“Kenggpeh,” Shattuck said as he
faced the war-lord “—Dutke, you at
least know a man when you see one.
So do II”

The crowd had fallen deathly si-
lent again. The only sound in all
Minchow, just then, was a faint and
as if reluctant murmur from the
wind-bells, suspended from the
temple roof. It sounded like a toll-
ing—a knell for those already dead
and thos: about te die.

Vi

HAT'S your name?” came
the query from the war-
lord’s motionless Hips.

“I have no name,” Shattuck an-
swered recklessly.

"Wiat's your ibusimess?"

“#ta. ha!”—aa strolling minstrel.

Shattuck felt a sort of dirunkenness
upon him. He always felt like that
when his danger was great—it was
like some subtle ether distilled by
the nearness of Death. Yet it left
him fearless, poised, his brain ab-
normally clear.

He looked at the girl.

She wat, gazing at him as if with
sightless eyes. Ome horror more of
less at the present momemnt meant
nothing to her.

Shattuck, rolling slightly on his
feet, took time to look out over the
crowd. His look was one of con-
tempt and defiance. He made the
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gesture of spitting at them. Then,
once more, he confromted the war-
lord.

“If you are a strolling minstrel,*
said the Green Shiver, “you’tl kmow
some poetry. Reccite us something.”

Shattuck quoted:

May you mount the Saored Maooum-
tanm

Amtd find ysursski!f as a ggsil;

Eat jadleppure sky and quaff the
sumdsse céboud,

Yadke up the homnidess dozggom—

The Whinee Tiger of the chiaudis—
and so,

Riidte om to hbasen|

Had any of those tense young offi-
cers back of the war-lord—or had the
Green Shiver himself—detected amy-
thing wrong in his recitation of the
verse? It was a poem he'd learned
as a child, down in Tiemtsin. Had
the girl caught thr message he'd
woven into it? One English word to
a line he'd woven into the mediitizttiom:

“ L diargrean!
“lzaweaen!
"“Woou
“tHEave

“mﬁqu
“Reeamiy !

Shattuck had the pose of a man
who has acquitted himself well, and
isn‘t ashamed to acknowledge it him-
self. But he wondered—wonderedi!

EATH was very near, and mow

this meant not only his own
death but that—and God grant noth-
ing worse than that—of the girl. He
looked at her again, taking his time
about it this time, as any man might
—especially when he was expecting
to buy her. Tihis time, when her
eyes crossed his, he saw—he was
sure—a glint of wmderstamding.

1t

General Yu cut in with a purring
query:

“So, Mr. Minstrel, you are an am-
bassador, are yow?”

“Duke, I have that honor.”

“Amd what’s that you've got hid-
den under your coag?”

This was death—it flaghed thhrough
Shattuck’s mind. But that other self,
his Genius, came to his aid.

*“That, Duke,” he said, "“is my
testimonial—the sword of him who
sent mmex!"

ND before the frozen stare of the

officers and the crowd, and for
an instant, the alert suspicion of the
Green Shiver himself, Shattuek care-
fully, slowly, brought out the swerd
he’'d been keeping concealed. He
brought it out unsheathed, gleaming
white—the perfect sword.

There was no disguising it. This,
unmistakably, was the Perfect Sword.
As compared to other swords, it was
as @ thoroughbred among crowbaits
—the bewmtiiful lines, the perfect bal-
ance, but above all, that ancient seal
on the gold pommel of the hilt. It
was a seal cut into a thousand rocks,
in the secret places of the moun-
tains.

“"Wiho was it that sent you?” the
war-lord purred.

“Shadak Khan,” Shattuck replied.
“He has sent me to inquire about this
maiden.”

As Shattuck said this, he saw a
glint of such black poison in the eyes
of General Yu, that he knew that the
girl’'s fate and his own would be
sealed, unless he thought quickly.

Quickly he added in a whisper
that only the Greer Shiver could
hear:

“Amd I alone, O Duke, can deliver
Shadak Khan into your safe-keep-
ing.”

*Hm-m-mi”

The seconds ticked off. Looking
up, Shattuck saw a dozen carrion
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eagles in the sky—circling lower,
circling lower, while the Green

Shiver toyed with plans and specula-
tioms in his crafty brain.

“I think," the war-lord said, at last,
as much to the others as to Shattuck,
“¢hat the homnorable ambassadier
would like to refresh himself with
a bath and a change ot raiment. We'll
talk things over afterward in pri-
vate.”

As Shattuck joimed the procession
that now started for the palace—
trumpets screaming and the big
gongs rolling again—he noticed that
the executiomer was walking at his
giide.

There lay the score or more of
headless bodies in their blackening
pool—must of then in an attiitude
of prayer. He took a last glance at
the sky. The sky seemed very
beautiful. The sun was going down.

Vil

HATTWOK, that morning, had

left his people well back in the

Nan Shan. They'd been on their

way through the mountains, headed

for Tibet, when they’d come on the

dying Chinese who’d told them of the

murdered missionary and his wife,

and their daughter, Laureen, and then

of that grinning horror of a war-lord,
General Jade, the Green Shiver.

Just over the - moumtains from
China, and Minchow, in the Tibetan
highlands lay Koko Nor—Koko Nor,
the Blue Lake. It was at Koko Nor
that Kubla Khan had established one
of his capitals. Wihere Kubla Khan
had passed, there Shadak Khan would
follow.

Shadak Khan was already at the
head of a growing horde.

Juma, the old Kirghiz chief, was
calling in his people to join the new
movement. Why not? Fighting for
those who wanted it; new -grazing
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lands for those who didn’t want to
fight.

Them Champela, the mystic, the
only lama in Tibet with an American
father, had decided that now was the
time, and his friend Shattuck the
means, to bring about the Jlong-
predicted reformation of the Lhassa
governmemnt and Lamaism in general.

It was the dream of many amnother
fighttnggpesiest in the Tibetan high-
lands. They'd come drifting down to
the Lamasery of the Soaring Medita-
tion ready to join the movement, For
them it was the launching of a new
Crusade.

So with the Agharti, that tribe of
the Subterranean People whe'd
kept alive during the centuries the
legend that some day the Great Khan
would return and when He did it
woulld be to elear the way fer
Maitreya, the new King of Peaee
and King ef the World.

Shattuck had given them a sign. He
himself was the Great Khan come
back—Sthadak Khan, the Trouble Cap-
tain, Captain Trouble.

The Agfhartis, master astrologists,
all of them, had cast Shattuck’s here-
scope. It was as they had knewn it
would be. The “"eight signs of Hhis
birth™ were all signs of war and the
sun over all, meaning that He weuld
sueeeed.

Now some of the Agharti were go-
ing with Shadak Khan to Koko Nor
while others remained at Kara Koto,
the black ghost city of the Gobi, mow
arising again from the sands after
more than half a thousand years. . ..

“Dak, my son and my chief,” old
Juma had said, stroking his beard,
"you can't risk all this by going
down into that Chinese city alone.
Say the word, and we’ll all go.”

But Dak—Juma’s fiirst remdering
of Shattuck’s name—must have his
way. His friends had seen him
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on his way. Strange are the ways of
a man possessed !l The life on whieh
may hang the turning of the world—
that life a man will risk as he might
risk a coin.

UT the thing that is written can't

be changed. Kismet! Karma!
Fate! Still, there had been certain
arrangements, in case things did go
wrong. That also would be an affair
of Karma, the invisible tissue of
cause and effect that shaped men's
lives.

Should Shadak Khan fail to appear
again outside the walls of Minchow
before the setting of the sun, the
Agharti, singly and in scattered
groups, were to make their way te
the city in the dark,

The main gates of the city would
be closed by that time, but they'd
have no trouble in finding the en-
trance of the opium-rummers—the t'm

fangtzze.

Minchow had been in the smug-
gling business—opium included—for
upward of a thousand years.

Great guides and travelers were the
Agharti, especially at night. Which
wasn’t surprising. From father to
son they'd spent their own centuries
going about Asia in secret. They
had secret trails through mountains
and mountain-caves, known only to
themselves. They had allies in wide-
ly-scattered cities.

All these centuries they had heen
storing up this knowledge and their
wealth against the coming of the
Great Khan. Amd now the Great
Khan had come: Shadak Khan, Cap-
tain Trouble.

There was a cave in the Nan Shan
overlooking Minchow called the Fur-
Girl cave. It was a hiding-place that
could be reached only by the Gorge
of the Grasping Fist.

In the cave itself and the folds of
the mountain that could be reached
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only through the cave, there was
room enough to hide away an army
—an army with horses and camels.

It was here that the two chief
lieutenants of Shadak Khan, Juma
and Champela, one the fighting chief
and one the spiritual chief of the ris-
ing horde, took up their watch after
the Aghharti had taken their leave.

Sunset! And in the glow of the
West the faint slim ring of a mew
moon! The moon was gone and the
stars came out,

Dogs were barking now, and down
in the darkening valley Minchow
was like a moored ship gleaming with
ten thousand yellow lights. The lights
grew rarer as the stars swung over,

“Amd still no Shadak Kham!”
breathed Juma in his beard.

Champela, the mystic, was at his
side. Champela had been sitting,
cross-legged as was his custom, like a
man in a trance. His eyes were open,
but they appeared to be unseeing.
One would have said that Champela
was seeing by some other eye.

“TDhere’s a signal!” Champela sud-
denly spoke up.

“Where 2 gasped Juma.

He had the eyes of an eagle—or a
nighthawk—and he'd been watching
dark Minchow as if it held his only
hope of heaven.

A full two seconds passmii—seconds
of darkness; then, from a cormer of
special blackness in the city’s mass
Juma saw a flash of bright red flame.

It was the sigmal they’d been wait-
ing for.

VIII

HE palace was as large as
any that Shattuck had ever
seen—courtyard after court-

yard and all of these guarded by sol-
diers. He was a prisoner. He had
no doubt about that as he followed
the lead of the executiomer back into
the far interior of the palace. Very,
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wonderful! Painted and gilded
rafters, jade and porcelain, vast old
carpets of yellow and black, plum-
color and mountain-blue, silk hamng-
ings.

“The honorable ambassador will
drink tea with me—after his refresh-
ing bath,” said General Yu, and he
was gone with the members of his
staff.

Had the Green Shiver meant it for
a joke?

Whetther he did or not, Shattuck
didn't care. He was busy, busy. His
brain had developed as many feelers
as a cuttle-fish.

He believed that he could find
again the court where the chair-
carriers had turned aside with Lau-
reen Macon. He could find again the
court where the war-lord had just
now left him. This was a game and
the loser in it would lose his life.

The palace was getting dark, and a
swarm of servants were going about
the place lighting paper lanterns and
oil lamps, some of which were old
and some of which were meodern,
Even to Minchow the Amefican Oll
King had found his way; and by
some oceult twist of his mind Shat-
tuck found the fact emcouraging.

UT the thing that arrested him
most was the sight ot all these
servants. Manifestly they weke not
newcomers, These wete Minchow
people. These were servants that
had been left here by the old regime.
He took note of the fact and no
longer felt alone. He was on the
side of these people, and if he could
prove it to them so also would they
be on his side.

Then—the crisis was on him like a
springing tiger.

Tihere’d come a push from behind.
As he plunged forward, unable to
turn, he was caught in what seemed
to be a giant spider-web. The web
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had been spun across the door of a
shadowy room. The room was sud-
denly filled with men in uniforms,
Shattuck had heard about these
man-trap spider-webs Ibefore—heard
about them vaguely. They were good
to take men alive and wumimjured.
Like that the prey could be left in
full possession of his capacity for
pain. Amn old invention—old as
China, The real, exquisite perfection
of torture could be indulged in only
when the victim was taken unblem-
ished, unstunned, wide awake.

ORTURE! Shattuck could see it

now. He'd be tortured while the
Green Shiver was drinking his tea.
Thete was the fiinger-naill torture?
The ten-thousand little tap torture!

All this simultaneously, in the very
act of sprawling.

And other things simultameously.
A warning in his brain not to strug-
gle—it was by his struggles, sudden
and wild, that the victim tied him-
self up the more securely in these
silkem nets. A foot in his back—and
there came to Shattuck a memory of
the executiomer footing like that a
man he was about to kill.

And all in this same instant there
came to Shattuck the memory that
he'd promised himself to kill the
executiomer for doing just that.

At his first contact with the silken
mesh he'd started to turn. He’d kept
his arms hunched and close to his
sides.

Before he’d come to the floor he'd
pulled an automatic from the left
sleeve of his sheepskin coat and sent
a bullet through a mass of flesh that
was all he could see.

Shattuck came down on his side all
but paralyzed so far as free move-
ment was concerned.

The next time he fired he came
within an ace of shooting him-
self in the chin. He'd fired with his
two hands against his stomach, up
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past his own head, at some one
plunging toward him from the room.
Two shots, and he didn’t kmow—he
didn’t even try to guess—the result
of either of these. But the fools
were giving him time. Wiy didn't
they pile on to him?—amotiver Inim?
Carefully, swiftly, knowing that a
single false movement and yet also
the loss of a second, might mean slow
death—for himself, for the girl—
while a Green Jade Devil drank his
tea—Shattuck’s two hands found his
sword. If ever a fiphtingg man made
a prayer te his swerd—back tlirough
strangling dark annals ef wnwritten
histery=Ihe made 8Re AOW.

But this also must have been hap-
pening all at once. The blade had
turned. Am invisible harper had be-
gun to play as taut silk strings were
severed.

He was quick as a cat, quick as a
snake, as the web dissolved about
him. He didn’t suspect until then
how quick he had been.

A glance behind him and he
saw the big executiomer in a fiinal
paroxysm—kmeelimg, kowtowing. Still
on his spraddled knees, the execu-
tioner ducked head dowm to the ffmor
and remained there in the attitude of
one of his own beheaded subjects.

GLANCE into the room, and

Shattuck saw that he’d shot an-
other man. The comrades of the
man were just easing him to the
floor.

The look of constermatiom on the
faces of these comrades brought him
a further flash of discovery. Not one
of these men was armed. They were
the kidnaping crew, meant to trap
rich merchamts and such others as
General Yu might invite to tea. If
the men were armed, they might in-
jure the guest before the war-lord
himself got to work—the bloom
would be gone from the peach, the

ns

torture-luxury would have lost its
quintessence.

Shattuck was on his feet, sword in
one hand, pistol in the other.

He addressed them softly.

“Have you ever heard of Shadak
Khan?”

They had. Not a caravan had come
into Minchow since they’d been here
that hadn’t brought stories of Shadak
Khan. Caravans were Minchow’a
newspapers, its telegraph and radio.

“I'm Shadak Khan,” said Shattuck.
“Amd you may take your choice. It's
me—or death I
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I honor you by making yeu my
wife?" _

She stared at him, but did net
ANSWEF:

“You saw that leusy beggar—that
crazy man frem the hilils?"

No amswer.

"Wonild you prefer that=I masry
you—to him?"

The genscral might as well have
been threatening a ghest.

*Um-m-m!" he purred. "Ne anm-
swer! Did you ever hear of semeone
dying under the Ofity-thousand cuts3
Tihat generally makes them talk. And
my good people of Minchow would
enjoy the spectacle—""

He reached over and touched a sus-
pended gong.

11 .! th.{f

The shouting from the strest had
taken en a ponderous rhythm.

The girl herseif heard it and tried
te straighten up from her kneeling
pesition, but her knees were tied and
she almost fell.

Gensral Yu, with a curse, struck
the gong with his fistt. No one had
answered that earlier summons.

“‘anh!  Drinh”

It was rolling thunder, drawing
nearer.

The Green Shiver came to his
stockinged feet. He’d had his boots
pulled off and his sword-belt wun-
buckled when he'd entered the room.
The boots were gone, apparently, be-
yond recall. But he found his sword.

He'd just unsheathed it when a
dark figure lurched through the door-
way also armed with a sword.

T was the sword that the Green

Shiver recognized fiinst—thee sword

of Kubla Khart—the sword of Shadak

Khan—of Captain Tirouble, the Fight-
ing Fool.

Yu, the Jade Green Shiver, was a
wily figier., It was characteristic
of him that his first movement should
have been to seize the giri as a guard,

as a possible hostage, a piece to be
ransomed. Wiith her he might still
ransom his life,

“IBrHH !

It was Shattuck who shouted it.

It was as if the sword had acted
of itself. It was like a shot arrow as
it sped through the Green Shiver's
throat. . . .

Shattuck had brought the girl to
her feet and cut the silken cords that
bound her knees. He scarcely dared
touch her himself. But he could
speak to her. He was telling her not
to be afraid, that she was safe, that
he'd give her an escort down to the
Coast.

HREE or four of the palace ser-
vants came in, swiftly, ammed
with daggers. The daggers were red.
Wihen they saw Shattuwck—Shadak
Khan—they bowed low.

“Go quickly,” he commanded them,
“and seek out the best womemn in the
palace—the older ones—and let them
care for this lady. Tell them she's—
Holy!”

He turned to the girl.

“Who are you?"” she whispered.

She was as beautiful as an artist's
dream of a holy wraith. Shattuck
felt a pang of regret at the tihought
of never seeing her again. But he
had worlk to do.

He knew what was happening in
the towm. The Agharti had stirred
up the people. The people would be
butchering the soldiers of the Green
Shiver as the Greem Shiver had him-
self just died. Amd even now Juma
and Champela with the Tibetan force
would be headed this way.

He had work to do, all right.

“Me?"” he said. “I’m no one.*

“No one? You've been an amgel
to moe!™

So Shattuck let it go at that and
shepherded her out and away from
the thing that lay there sprawied on
the fftor,



Diamonds and Death
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A W is Kind to His Betrayer—wiith Strange
Consequences—in this Tense Story of
the Affrican futigle

By JACK DARCY
Authbor of “fhke Saoredd Saimedar,” “Ulaxke of Elamngy Deatl,” edic.

ARSOMN stared across the
camp fire at his companion
and the expressiom he saw

in Maynard’'s eyes worried him
vaguely. The latter sat perfectly
still gazing steadily at some small
pebble-like objects in the palm of
his hand. His little eyes gleamed
avariciously as he stared. The hand
that held the objects trembled
slightly. Carson cleared his throat
and spoke.

“You're very fond of diamonds,
Maynard,” he said softly.

The other started and looked up in
the manner of a man who has been
awakened from a dream. He chuck-
led mervously.

“Wihy not?” he countered. “They're

worth money, aren't they? Worth
a fortune.”

Carson nodded idly. “True
enough,” he answered. “But some

things are worth more. Some things
are beyond price. There's friend-
ship, love and the knowledge that
you've shot square with the world—"

Maymnard dropped his eyes hastily,
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that the other could not see the
fear that suddenly sparkled in his
eyes. Carson had just spokem as if
he knew what he was contemplating,
as if he knew what treachery was at
that moment hatching itself in May-
nard's mind. They did not speak
again lhtil they rolled up in their

sleeplng bags an hour later. Then
after an interchange of “Good
nights” they relapsed to amother

leng silenee.

Yet it was a long time before
Carson slept. He was worried, and
the worry was no less acute be-
cause it was engendered by vague
and indefinite things. He had kmown
little of Maymard when he had of-
fered him a partnership in his dia-
mend mine., The man seemed a
deeent sort and he had the money
te finanee the expedition. That, at
the time, was efeugh fer Carsen.

UT now, now that they had come
here, loaded their packs to the top
with the precious stones, Carson be-
gan to have his doubts. The greedy
avid look in the other’s eyes as he
counted up the day's prize. The
cold calculating glances that were
cast sidelong at him by his partner.
The miserly joy in the other’s face
as he fiigured with a pencil stub, the
profits that would accrue from this
trip. The casual remark that if the
tnine was owned by one man, he
would be twice as rich as they were.
Then the forced laugh that followed
this comment.

To say that Carson was afraid
would not have been true. He had
stood eye to eye with Death too
often to know fear again. But yet
some sixth sense, which comes to
men who have spent the best part of
their lives facing peril, told him,
that Maymard was plotting against
him, plotting a means to take the
mine to himself. Very well, there
was but eme thing to do. Watch
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carefully. Keep an alert eye on the
man. Them, with that precaution
taken, let Fate deal the cards as she
would. Carson sighed heavily and
at last went to sleep.

W@ days later they started back

to civilization. The half dozen
natives they had with them were
loaded dowm with diamond ore, as
they made their way through jungle
and veldt toward the Cape.

Carson was grim and serious as
they began their journey, and it
made him no happier as he moticed
the excited nervousness of Maynard.
The latter crashed through the foli-
age ahead of the natives and talked
nervously all the time. Carson re-
plied to him in monosyllables, but
never took his steady gray eyes off
his partner.

For Carson was waiting, waiting
for the uncontrolllable greed of the
other man to take hold of him and
force him to terrible things. And
the events of that night proved that
Carson had read his man correctly.

The soft pat of a bare foot being
put carefully dowm upon the grass
awoke him. He slept lightly and
alertly and even that faint moise
sounded like the crash of thunder
in his ears. Howewer, Carson did not
move.

He lay perfectly still, his eyes
half open, striving to pierce the
gloom. Then standing above him he
saw a shadow. It moved sliightly.
A hand drew back and up over the
figueiss shoulder. Something glit~
tered for a moment in a moonbeam
that fillteredd through the trees. Then
the hand descended.

But when Maynard’s knife ripped
its way into the sleeping bag of his
partner, Carson was no longer there.
Wiith the speed of lightning, he
sprang from the bag even as the
other’s downward blow was under
way., (Qogtivzded om page h20)
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Maynard could not stop that down-
ward sweep now. The knife ate its
way into the sleeping bag with
every ounce of Maynard’s stremgth
behind it. Then Carson sprang wupon
him. A firem hand gripped the wrist
and twisted it until the steel weapon
dropped from the hand.

A strong arm twisted itself
around Maymard’s neck and tight-
ened until he gasped in agony. At
last he was roughly thrown to the
ground. He raised his eyes to fiimd
himself staring into the mom-wink-
ing eye of Carson’s automatic.

Maynard’s eyes were glazed with
fear. His throat was dry, and for a
moment the words he would wutter
stuck in his throat. His hands shook
violently, and he waited for the
death which he had failed to de-
livee, to come to him.

At last Carson spoke, quietly and
unemotionally.

“Yow're a double-crossing dog,
Maynard. Nothing I can say or de
will ever change you, so in erder to
protect some one else, I shouid kill
you, even though I desire ne re-
venge.”

The fear in Maymard's eyes grew.
His face was white and drawn. The
other’s very calmness filled him with
apprehension. If Carson had been
angry, he felt, he might have had
a chance. But the man was ice. He
spoke of killing him diispassionately,
as a duty to society.

OR a moment Maynard fought for

control of his nerves, then abrupt-
ly he lest the battle. He turned to
Carson, tears running down his
cheeks and a frenzy of terror in his
voice as he spoke.

“For God’s sake, Carson,” he said,
“don’t kill me. Don't—I promise 1'l]
never try it again. I'm sorry. Oh,
for God's salte—"

A sob suddenly

shattered the

~egniimal they came across
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words and he broke down, weeping
incoherently.

Carson regarded him with min-
gled pity and contempt. This was
not a man. This was a creature so
utterly dominated by greed, by lust
for gold, that he had forgotten how
to be a human., Carsoa slowly re-
placed his weapon. He could neot
shoot a helpless weeping creature
like this. As well slaughter a ¢hild.

“You can stop crying, Maynard,"”
he said. "“I'm not going to hurt
you. Wten we return, I'll give you
a fair price for the interest I gave
you in the mine, and we’ll splid.”

AYNARD lifted his tear-stained
face. Amn eager light shone in
his eyes.

“But,” continued Carson, and for
the first time his voice was hard and
threatening, “remember, I sleep
lightly. You'we already found that
out. One more trick, one more at-
tempt on my life, Maynard, and you
die. All your tears won't save you I*

He returned to his slit sleeping
bag, leaving the other sitting there
weeping softly in the might.

For the next two days of the trek
Maynard’s devotion to the other was
dog-like. It seemed that he could
never do enough for him. He at-
tended him like a nigger boy. He
cleaned Carson's rifle and did a score
ef ether small duties. Carsen watehed
Rim with a telerant pitying smile,
But said nething.

Thhen on the third day something
happened. This far they had taken
turns bringing down whatever wild
in their
joutney. Following the laws of the
hunt they had been scrupulously fair
abeut this. If Maymard shot the next
animal, be it a leopard or elephant, it
belenged te Carsen. Late in the eve-
ning et the previeus day, Carson had
shet a frightened gnu.

(Conitimred on page 122)
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Hence, when they started out the
following morning, the next jungle
victim belonged by the laws ef the
hunt to Maynard,

About ten o'clock in the meorning
Maynard caught his foot in a treach-
erous root and pitched heavily to the
ground. His rifle flew from his grasp,
struck a huge tree trunk then e¢lat-
tered to the ground. Carson picked
him up, then examined the rifle,

“The sight is bent,” he commented.
“Amd there’s a slight dent in the
barrel. One of the boys can fix it
I'l send it back.”

E raised his voice and called to

the natives who were following
about a hundred yards behind. A
boy appeared and listening to Car-
son's instructiomns, raced back to his
comrades bearing Maynard’s rifle.

The white men continued on
through the foliage, their eyes look-
ing keenly ahead for game. At last
Maymnard spoke in a weak voice.

“I—I'll go back with the boys, I
think."”

Carson looked at him. Since the
episode of the other night he had
felt sorry for the man. He tried to
treat him as if nothing had hap-
pened, to put him at his ease.

“Dom’t do that,” he said. *“Don't
forget the next shot is yours.”

He thought he saw a flicker of
fear in the other’s eyes. Maynard
answered hesitantly: “But my rifle.
I'tl wait till it's fifkedl I"II—"

“Rot,” said Carson. “You can use
mine. Look—aquick I"

Maynard’s eyes followed the other;
and there, some twenty yards ahead
of them in the jungle, there flt=sined
the tawny coat of a leopard. A
throaty roar rang in their ears.

Carson didn’t hesitate. Whatever
the faults of the man at his side, he
was at home in the jungle. He was
a good shot and kept his head.
Knowing these things, it never oc-

THRILLING ADVENTURES

curred to Carson that Maynard
should miss his turn at the leopard.
Swiftly he thrust the rifle into
the other’s hands.
“Here,” he said breathlessly. “You
lucky dog, he belongs to you. TI'l]
find a tree.”

E shouted a warning to the boys

behind and sprang for the near-
est tree to be out of the way when
Maymard took his shot. The leopard
thrust his head out pf the bushes
and roared. Maynard stoed stock
still. His face waa ghest-like. The
hand that held the rifle trembled vie-
lently. Carsen watehed him wlith
puzzled eyes from his pereh.

The leopard roared its death cry
and sprang to the kill. Still Maynard
made no move to bring the rifle to
his shoulder. Carson yelled fran-
tically at him. Whmat on earth was
the matter with the man?

Maynard watched the leopard hur-
tle through the air like a man trans-
fixedd. He paid no heed to Carson's
shouts. He stood like a man hypno-
tized. Them when the beast was al-
most upon him, he uttered a terrible
scream and turned to run.

But too late. The animal fimithed
its spring on his back. Those ter-
rible claws ripped through his tunic
and tore the flt=dn. The wicked teeth
bit deep into the nape of his neck.
Carson shouted at the top of his
lungs for the native boys back en
the trail.

But when they arrived and drove
the beast from its prey Maynard
was already dead. Carson stood sur-
veying his mangled body with a puz-
zled expression in his eyes. May-
nard was hunter enough to have
overcome his buck fever. This cer-
tainly could not be the explanation
of his conduct. He shook his head
in a bewildered manner, then bend-
ing over, picked up his rifle.

(Conkldded on page 124)
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Then a sudden crazy hunch flaatved
to his mind. Rapidly he opened the
breech of the gun and took the shells
out in his hand. For a moment he
stood, stock still, staring at them,
overwhelmed with the irony of the
situation, grateful to the Fates which
had saved his life.

For the shells in the palm of his
sunburned hand were blanks) May-
nard had loaded his rifle,. Maynard
had intended to wait until it was his
shot, then let some charging beast
tear him to pieces.

If it had not been for that root, if
it had not been for the damaging of
the other’s rifle, he, Carson, would
be lying, ripped to pieces, in the
other’s place.

Quietly he watched the blacks bury
his former partner. It was late that
afternoon when he resumed the trail.
He walked slowly and silently, and
wondered, if now, wherever he might
be. Maymard realized that there were
things in Heavem and earth, more
valuable than the glittering shiny
baubles that man digs from the
ground to satisfy the vanity of other
men.
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BLACK DEATH

A €Complete Book-Length Novel
By ROBERT WWALACE
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THRILLING DETECTIVE
for October

10c at all Newsstands

not infallible—that's why you must
help us edit this magazine., It'a for
you—malke it all yours by writing us
constantly.

Next month will be another bumper
issue—another great whirl around
the world. To every corner of the
globe we’ll go.

Jack D'Arcy will take us to
DANGER ISLAND in another of his
masterly novels. And those of us
who have read THE SACRED
SCIMITAR and THE LAKE OF
FLAMING DEATH know what a
treat is in store for ewerybody.

Anthony M. Rud continues his
mystery-advemture novel of the
West, FROZEN FACE, and Perley
Poore Sheehan gives us amother
splendid Capiirn Traublde story—the
greatest adventurer in all fiictiom to-
day.

Then there’'ll be a movelette,
BODYGUARD, by a newcomer to
this magazine. But very well known
to the readers of our companion
book, THRILLING DETECTIVE,
through his famous ALIAS MR.
DEATIH stories. A series of crime
stories that has placed him in the
front rank of weritees of thrilling
stories. Youw'll like his story—and
will want to see mote of G. Way-
man Jones.

There’ll be the usual batch of the
finest short adventure and action
fictibn to be found in any magazine
regardless of price.

Come on—adventurers—drop us a
line.

Bon voyage-wnmitil next month.

—Thhe Hedteor.
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