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FROM A FAT MAN ... to a HE-MAN ... in 10 MINUTES! ''I REDUCED MY WAIST 8 INCHES'' WRITES 

GEORGE BAILEY --- "I lost 50 pounds" says W. T. Anderson. "My waist is 8 inches 
smaller" writes W. L. McGinnis. "Felt like a new man" claims 
Fred Wolf. "W ouldn't sell my belt for $100" writes C. W. Higbee. 
So many of our customers are delighted with the wonderful 
results obtained with the Weil Belt that we want you to-

TRY IT FOR 10 DAYS AT OUR EXPENSE! 

Actual Photos 
Show Immediate 
lmprovtment In 

Y0UR 
Appearance I 

'7ES SIR: I too, promised myself that I would 
.I. 6ercise but it was too much like work-and 

It's darn hard to diet wbeoyouliketo eat. The Weil Beltwu 
Just the itoswer-oo diets, oo drugs-I feel like a oew tD&4 
aod I lost 8 iaches of fat iD less thaJl 6 months I 

GREATLY IMPROVES YOUR APPEARANCE! 
The Weil Reducin• Belt will make you appear maoy 

inches slimmer at ooce, and in 10 short days your waistline 
will actually be 3 inches smaller-three inches oHat gone
or it won"t con you one cent! 

It supports the sagging muscles of the abdomeo aod 
quicklr. gives ao erect, athletic ca.ttiaae. 

Don t be "mbarrassed any loa&er with that "corporation" 
for ia a short time. ooly the admiring_ comments orJout 
ftieods will remind you that you ooce bad a bulgiog wais ioe. 
THE MASSAGE-LIKE ACTION THAT DOES ITI 

You will be completely comforrable and eotirely uoaware 
thar'its coos1aot geotle pressure is working constandy while 
you walk. work or sit ••• ics massage-like actioo aeody but 
persist.,ody eliminating fat with every move you make. 

Many eothusiastic: wearers write thu ir aot only reduces 
f,.t but ic also 1uppottS the abdominal walla aod keeps cho 
digesuve oraaos io place-that they are ao lo.ogt,r faugued
and that it greatly increases their codurancc and vi11orl 

DON'T WAIT-FAT IS DANGEROUS! 
Fat is not only unbecomiOI(, bur it also cadao.cer, your 

hcahb. Jnsura.occ com_paoicsknowtbe danger of far accumu• 
la1ioos. The best medical authotitie• warn ..._io.s1 obeslry, 
10 doo't wait aoy looser. 

Send for our 10 da'[.&ec trial oll'er. We repeat-either you 
take off 3 iochcs of t lo tea cla,-., or it woo't..c:ott 1011, ooe 
peony I 

We GUARANTEE to 
REDUCE your WAIST 3 INC H E S  IN 

TEN DAYS! 

NO EXERCISES 
NO DIETS 

NO DRUGS 
"REDUCED from 44to3BINCHES" 

Gentlemen: I feel 1mre that you 
.. 111 be lnwn,at.Ni to know that I 
won! one o.t your belt.a for aen-n 
months and roduttd from 44 to 86 
ir\chea. y��crye tr.lre,. 

ffl·291i Eilrhtb"-'.ve .• N. Y. 

• • • • or it won't 

you one cent. 
If we bad 001 dooe this for 
thousands of otben ... if we 
did 001 KNOW we could 
do the same for you, we 
would not dare make this 
uocooditionul 11uJarao1cc! 

SEND FOR 10 DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER • 
THE WEIL COMPANY, INC. 

1310 HIU STREET, NEW HAVEN, CONN. 
Gcntkmen: Send me FREE

1 
your illumued folder describing 

The Weil Bdt and full det•ds of your 10 day FREE uial offer 
and Uncoocli1iooal Guauncce ! 

Name. ___________________ _ 

Addrtss _______ _,.__,�-------
Us, ,011po11 or 111,is, 1011, 11am, 1111d 11ddrns on ., />INNY />OJI t11rrl. 



Make·m�:PROVE'thatitSEASY
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FREE 
SAMPLE 

LESSON 

'50 • ,1:; a Week 
"The Nal.10011 R•dlo In• 
el.llllle puL IDO In a l>OSI· 
UClai to �D mo,re mon .. 7 
t.b,a J 9"1' mad• bofore. 
I aa ta the Radio lf!l""l'lc-6 
-- and make trom 
fi"�.v& 1:o,.J.f.t 
150 l'rall:ltn SL., 
JltooklJOl. N. Y. 

Ron, SuccoHtul 
Radio Dusl.oe•s 

"'1 am • mtn.bcr ot Uu1 
Arm of Boutb Or&nd Ra
dio & Aoolhw<o Co .. 
Wblch run1 a Ter, euc
OIMfu.1 buatneJ5. Tho 
sr-tw p&n of m., auc
.... I ow, to I'/. R. I. 
Wlt.boul 7our tra.lntll.1'.. r 
tvuld INftr ha•e been 
ou....ral lo Rad lo " 
J. A. VAUOIIN. 
f1'o"r"\.�d..'!'n! �f."ci __ co .. 
8L Loul9, Ho. 

Clip th<> coupon and matl 
It. rm so •ure I C3Jl 
train you at home in your 
gpa re time for & big-pay 
job In lbcUo tb&t I'll 
send yoa " 51\MPI• leNOn 
free.. F··aminc it. r�ad 
It, oee bow clear and euy 
It is to undcrat.And. Then 
:,ou will kllo.,. whJ' man:, 
men with ,,,.,. th£n a u ., ,,,.. 
grammar school education • • on 
and no lt.'�hnicnl experi
ence hn vc become Rad lo Expcrta and a!'ll earning 
two to thr<>e timca their former pa:, aa a result 
ot my training. 

ManJ' :Cadlo F.rp1Jrh lllako 
f:IO to a10. • Woek 

ln about um Jfa.ra th• na,ua lnJu.1U7 hM rrown trout 
St.Ot0.000 Lo hw,.1-. or mttUoao or doll.t.n. O•er 
300,000 Jr>bs h&re bo6c1 croated br tJ,ll 1ro"1JI, •oft theu
aandlll mor• will be aro.1.tod b1 ttli oooUnuM tlt"'OlOD• 
Ill.ML Iran, mf'n and JOUDC Ul�O w1th th• r1Sht tra.Jn
lq-U11t ktnd ot traintnc t a:he 1ou ln tho S. R. 1. 
�••• ,i,.ol)ed l.Dto R&dlo at L"'O and Lh.roo Umea 
U.1eir tonaer l&.lar1es. 

Oet ReadJ' Now tor J•b9 Like 'l'heH 
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cont1nualt,1 f"mDIOY tHUn, Jn.11perLort, ton-mM1. e1/· 
:e�ir.ff"�,=��r,e�'?�· :nor .�i: r-;::;,,,. ,'ire. to.,!'·�: 
worhJ. •Uh bo:tnt incl lod,rl.nl trN. &nll l•L rood p.&.J' 
�htm.. J>calcn and Jobban amplo,- MrTle• mon. 1altt
men. buJe.1'8, rua.na.«ort, a.nd pay up to ueo a wOf'k. lfJ 

�05\f.!: ft°.'�u:'T�. Ute&& and ma.n, other Und, of 

Many llft1kt1 S.�. $19, SHI a Wo,,'k F.xtm 
ln 8p&r4' Tl.me Almost at Onec, 

'nla day TO'O enroll w1th me. I Aef'tli 70U Instruct loru 
whlch rou &honlcJ mut.tt Qulclrb (r,r dolna :ut Johe 
oommoo in DMffl f'Tf"rJ oetehborhood, tor ,.Ptr'o·tlme 
nlone7 i,,ro�a.he:Jt your ooune I •t>nd .1ou JnronnA-
�� �;
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J'H.r (Of" :,,{ ll 1. rattn In I �tttr "'"'" ttnNJ. M, OOU!'H 
u r&mous u th• couNo that pa11 ror ltul/. 

Talklnit llfoTI..,.. T,.J.,-.,tolon, Rh<>Tt WftTO 
MenoJ'•Dack A•rN:ment J&cludNI 

rfO:�
al 

i����i�� In o1!::�c�1h�
fo•��on4\\.1:;:

10
R.a;��� 

R1dlo'111 u� Ln A •l.u.ion, 8MTlcln.1 111d Y..-ct.uuJLalns 
Seu. Hro1dcut1n.1. Comm vet al I.D• Ship au.� 
tlons a.re lncludod. I am IO 1un, that N. n. I. 
can train ;ou Hlf'lf&<"1orlly that. J will acrH 
i}1 =ti�� to n�

r
��t�!t

ry !t�n, m": ���� 
lnnruc:Uo.l S.,..lco UJ)Oll comvleeton. 

With N. R. r. eqof11ment Y1Jo learn tlJ bul!II 
And thoroughfy underaland set teetlng 
,•qulpment-you can uee N. R. I. equip
ment In your apare-tlnle service wurk tor 
extra money. 
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COMPLETE BOOK·LENGTH NOVEL 
DANGER TRATLS __ ........... ... ........... -·--·-·- --····Capt. Kerry ;,IcRoherts 1 0  

Charging Arabs and Fight1·ng Legionnaires in an Ezciting 
Thrill.Packed Novel of the African De11eTt 

THREE COMPLETE NOVELETTES 

DOUBLE-EDGED MUTINY ________ Jacland Marmur 47 
A Colorful, Gripping DTama of the South Pacific 

KAFFIR DIAMONDS __________ .Ferdinand Berthoud 64 
SupeTstitio11 and TTeachery UndeT South African Skies 

RENEGADE RUSTLERS _______ Donald Bayne Hobart 105 
A Texas Ranger Mixes It With an Outlaw Gang 

FIVE THRILLING SHORT STORIES 
HONOR BOUND----·--···-·-·"--·--···--··----··.Arthur J. Burks 8-t 

Pulse·Sti'T'ring Combat with th.e Savage Taos of Samar 

DRUMS OF NAKAWJ _____ ._ . -· Yack D'Arcy 95 
Breath-Taking Peril in tho Depths of tho Jungle 

THE A VEN GER OF LO CHANG ..... _ .. _____ LieuL Scott Morgan 120 
FurtheT Adventures of Larr-y Weston, Intrepid Adventurer 

FANGS OF THE EAST--·-----·--·--· .. -··----Allan K. Echols 133  
A Sinister Power Threatens the I'eace of  Amerioa! 

LAST OF THE BROQD ___ ··-----·--··-·Harold de Polo 143  
Bitte,,. Rivalry and Elemental Struggle in  the Wolf Pack 

THRILLING FEATURES 
FAMOUS SOLDIERS OF FORTUNE�-----·-·--···-Illuetration 62 

Guiesoppo Ganbaldi, John Pat1l Jones and Othc,-s 

THE GLOBE TROITER ... ·-----·----··-····----Department 152 
Where Readers, Writers and the Editor Meet 

rubll
p

cd monthly by MEnoPOUT.UI MA<1A2:1Nb, IN(/j 570 9..-.entb A�•nue. New Yo�k, N. Y. 
M. A Goldamlth, Prealdent : N. L. Plne8, Trea,urer. Q,l)yrla;ht. 1938, by Mctrol)olitan Maa-adnee. 
Inc. arly, Sl.80 ; •Ingle copk•. $.1 6 ;  Foreign and CanBdlan. poat.age extra. Entued M accon•I 
clua matter at the Poat Office at New York, N. Y., on Ort. 16, 1931, under Act of March 8, 1879 . 
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Bead our companion magazines: Thrilling Detective, Thrilling Love, 
TM Phantom Detective, TM Lone Eagle and Sky Flghters 



It:S 61-eat to be 
STROHG I� 
Arms and Grip lilce 
Mine with this New 

Ex-Centro Invention 
EX-CENTIIO 
welgba only 
One Pound 
EX-CENTRO 11 a her
culean one pound giant. 
You will be Amar.ed at 
the work out and the 
fight EL-CENTRO sivl!!I 
you and how qulckly 
It dcvelo1>• a l)O'Wer(ul 
grip, ,rrlet and arm. 

ll•CBNTRO Can 
Be A4Jaate4 To 
Reain Stroapat 

ICaa AIITe 
EX-CENTRO l• adjuatAbll!--it can reslllt the strongest 

man Ali•c or it can be adjusted ao that a child can use 
it. You rl.'gujate It to tho rcslatAnce you dealre and lncreut' 
the l!trcngth tilt your own strength develops. 

EX-CENTRO Is the lnvendon ol 
a l'amoas Tralne•-A NeoeNlty 

£ott GETTIKG STRONG 
EX-CENTRO 13 the Invention of a famous tmlnCT-it 111 1hr 
creation of a man who hu made a life's stud:, of body build
Ing 11nd mmclc developing. It weighs but a l)Ound-made ot 
aluminum-nothing to get out of ord«!T, Will last a llfetlme. 
The Idea is to foru the little dlak Into the c"nttt of EX
CENTRO-the rcaistanc.. ht"rc la 10 great that you get a new 
fonn or ci<erclst'--a new thrill In muscle bulldlng. Great for 
boxers In trRinlng. wrestlers. tennis pla:,en. golfera, swlm
mon-a, in faet, useful to every man or woman W'llntlng to 
develop ll powerful l[l'IP, wrist and foreann. While you are 
developing these mu�l<!9, yon also develop the chellt an,I 
shoulder muscles, becau.,e every part ot the upper bod:, Is 

brought Into 1>lay while :,ou aNS trylnir to conquer EX-CENTRO. 
lt'a arnnslnR llnd entertalnlntr, You will get a blir kick out of 
trymg to t ick it-your friends will pt.her around and cvcr,,one will 
want to try It. Be the ftnrt to l'nJOJ' tho 8J'eat bencllta of this D!?\11' 
m:trvelOW fflUllCle bulld!n• ln•entlon. 
Sead NO 

Money 
EX-CENTRO la 
M>ld with nn al>
eolutc l{Uarantee 

r .;-��;:-;::-o:p� :;.-; - - - -
I 1ao Wen 4'a k., New Terk. N. Y. 

D Sen<! I EX-CENTRO. wllh tull ln.itucllon1, 1w re-
oC a.atfftiraetlon or 
monry hlU'tr. YOU 
take no rt"k wlut· I r.o,ner. An you do 

l tum mall I WIii p117 i,O<ltm&n 11.29, plut post&,Jo on 
o.r,lnl. It la u11<.1erstoo<I It I am no< full.J oatladcd I m .. 
relurn 1fl<lr 5 d-,o trlsl 1nd JOU will refund m1 11.:ll. 
O flnclo<ed flnll po,11 o!l'lc,, money order for U.2i. You 

,,, KOCI lh& coupon a.n, io, 10.nd Ex·CenlrO by rt-Lum propald mall. I ••"• 
lit� POlt-lKr\ -no monry now. 

We •hlo l>J nitum I 
�t��. Pli: i.:!!l:!'. Name . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  · ·  . . . . . . . .  • . . . . . .  - . . . . . . . . . . .  . .  
with po.atm11.n on I 
�'!:;a��o 1J� Street . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . • • . • • . . • . . . . . . . • . • . . . • . . . . . . . . . . 
-NOWI 

I EX-CENTRO,lnc. City . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Stat, . . . . .  . .  

120W.4i t�Jf. Y. 
f NOT!1il.

ttoid':. 
u .. oui.ldt or 111, u. s. A. •-' suo 



DO YOU WANT 

I WILL PAY$250.00 
JUST FOR THE WINNING ANSWER 

Have :,ou all the thlnsr• you ...-ar,t In 
ur-a motor car---1L beautiful home 
-fine clotbea-money !or a "ae&tlon 
or enjoyable trips-to atu-t a baef• 
ncn !or yourself-to srlve younell 
or aomcono & hlirher education-or for 
a ute lnnstment !or a rainy day or 
old aireT 
Do You Want $3,500.00 • • •  Why? 
1t·1 a lot of money, In !act it'a a 

FORTUNE. Thia vi-ry minute It will 
euirireat much to :,ou. You could do a 
lot with $8,600.00. Wh:, do YOU 
waut It r 
I will pa'y •250.00 Caoh for the b•t 
reaaona for wantlnir that much mon•J'· 
That'a a plain, aimplo offer. There la 
notbloir to bu:, or ull to win the 
$260.00. Nothtnir elae to do at all. I 
mrrrly want the beat reaaona for 
wantlnir $3,600.00. 

20 Simple Words WIN StS0.00 
Nothlnl' More For You To Doi It Coat& You Nothlns To Wini 

Thtrt II no n1 Joa <an to,o &n71hlnf. lud�N. Tho onnfor that It In Jam' lll.bMI 
n'��-�� ��

1
1t1o w1�r

1
b:

r
,.�':!! �r �: �.!: f!ff• .::,"' �."Jo b°T:U

0 
��

111L.«:..�.:�� 

Any 
Simple 
Reason 
MaJ' Win 
No m1u..r who 
nu are or wbS11 
rou ll•o. II 7ou are 
o,e-r 18 7111"1 ot &Ee 
111d !he In tbe U. 8. A. 
ouulde Clnelnnltl. Oblo. 
7ou rou wln 1250,00. A 
1!1ixe II tho QuootJon will 
aultklr 1u1n1L 10me rood rea.1on1 for want� 
tn,: SS.500.GO. llmdt.o.- an 111awer wlll 1ho 
l\:allcZ 1� C::.to":.oo'"�o ���5

uOJ! 
$100 btrafor Promptness 
I will 1''1 m btra SI00.00 Cub Juat ror 
prompl!ltls or • tot.II or $3�.oo u the win· 
nine .... .., II ••lite! on tbe tOUl>OD "1 thin 8 
da71 alter nodinc thl1 announcement. Bo 
lfflUI 70Ur an,wor and Rush It tod'7 
QUICX. 

The Ra)ea are Simple 
Onl7 one an...- aceeptocl trom I l1mlly. N•t-
11en, 117le of bandwrttlnc will net bo con-
1ldered. Jlldru wlll consider amwer onl7 !or 
praeUcal nJue of the ldN. Dupllcllo pr\- In 
f:::, "J.! .. o:!:::"sl':"1iJ• �J.��·�, ·�! 
JJ&ld !or Ill• bui an1wor lo ·"DO YOU W .U.'"T 
'3,500.ff . . • WlITf"- &100.00 E:ztra 
sr molltd wttbln 8 duL 
TOM WOOD, Mv., H..O Bide., 
Dept. HA 704-K Cia.chusati, O. 

an.owe, lo thu QUNl.lon 11> Ibo opLo.Jon o« lbe \Vb7 I" 
Juat Senclliil' Your Answer Quallfira You fOt" the ()pporlwaity t. 

WIN $3,500.00 CASH 
Flrat Grand Prhe In Bis $8,000.00 Prh.e Dlatributlon-to be _ __. 
Just lblnl<-n,, mQ" 1ctuallr W1II \hit rortuna or SS.800.00 All Cuh. 11 ... ,1111• m 
an,wer lmmedla\417 QUallGN you ror the 001>0rtW1!1.J lo win '3.500.00 l'lnt Orand 
Prlu In m, bis 18.000.00 Cub Dh17lbulloa. 2U Orond Pril:01 I E••l7bod7 !akin.-.., 
���;: \T'C �II

��.:-;::\�.:·�� Im�; i::�. "/,�
n
·:D.tgt. th;,,1:l!'!

t 
-� '!.�� 

to u,ll mo If 10u want SS.500.00 ind •b7. You ro11 h tbe one IA> WIA ll:-•1dN 
s=.oo !or Hndlnc tb1 wlnAln,: answer. 

UH Coupon-Mall h, Envelope or Pute on le Poetal 

Jfll•i•l•lgJijfi•llJ;l•l:1 
TOM WOOD, I H-O Bldg., Dept. HA704·K Cincinnati, Ohlo. I 

I Yes, I want $8,600.00 and here are my reasons: (write I 
I your answer plainly on here, in 20. words or leBS)- I 
I . ......... .... .... . ................................................. .......................... I 
I . ................. . ........ .. ................... .................... ...... ............. ...... I 
I I 
I 

.................................................. ..... . . . ..................................... I 
I 

Name ...................................................... ............................... I 
I Address ......................... .............................................. .......... I 
I Town..... . . . ................................................ State ..... .............. I 

I Date I read this offer ................... ........................................ I ·----------------------- ·  
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THRILLING ADVENTURES 
Every Month 

F IND GOLD 
Qug•eah•l;m 
Gold Detecters 
NEVER FAIL 

� lo dlt.et ntd IIJld an .. , ILQJff!>•re. U.ed b' Tourtn, 
� ... Bar S.O,,i., m .. and l>o1I •••'7Wtlon, to looato loot ,...,lt7. bolrhd IPeUu,.. rlell eold - and min""' l,{1.117 roceru 
rortunM mad• b, 1old .-.,.._ SOoora i,r,wpeotor locat•� '2000 In 
pkl nu.r1•<a. Bond Sl.58 ro, oL&ndud .i,o. or 13 tor pror ... 1001.J 
ma lD leather CUr, and Utt.n.tW'., J0+ita1 money nrund nuanteie. 

GUGGENHEIM EQUIPIIIENT COMPANY 
o.,t. 111•1<, ltO sattw !It. &an f'nrwclJCo, Callt. 

BRAND NEW TEAR GAS 
FOUNTAIN PEN 

STUDT AT BOMB 
We guide you step by step-furnish all te�t 
material, includinr folll't�"'V'Olume Law LI'" 
kazy.Training prepued by leading law 11rofes· 
10n and given by members of the bar. De&!ee 
of LL.B. conferred. Low cost, easy terms. Get 
our v:zlu2ble M-p:rge "Law Gutde" 3nd "£yp 
dence" books free. Send for them NOW. 

uSalle F.llalliol Um�. Dept. 10329-L Cliicai• 

The German Iron �hoe 
Muscle Builder . . .  

is accepted as the �st 
exerciser made t.o b u 1 1 d 
giantlike arms, wide power
ful shoulders, brawny back 
and tremendous chest. John 
Filepone added 5 inches t«J 
his arms, E. Petera 1 inch on 
each bicep the Arst weekr 

You Can Have Strength and 
a Ph:,sique the Eq11al of the 
1trollgeat professional athlete. 
Yo11 can become tbe ceater of 
attH.ctlon whereTer 7ou so. The 
�ue,tlon tor 7ou to decide la 
taat 7ou are irolllS' t• llaTe mu,. 
clea that not enb' l.ak sood but 
ate aood. You 1f1.ne to .-et the 
ateel sin--. The ll'OII Slloe will 
,rtve you tbem ln a 1nper-1tate 
ri.lll cannot be equaled bJ' llllJ' 
otlilel' apJ>llratu1 oz ayet�. Some 
pupils report baTlng put tour 
lade& on their bleep, and _&Gt 
an lncreated 1bonlder 111read of 
six lncbet1. 

FREE OFFER 
The Iron Man'• Famou. SO-day 
lllnstrated Picture course of ex
erclae instruction, and the Strc>nath 
Resistor ia Included FREE I The 
irroateat body bulldlnir ofl'u ever 
pr�n� P'ollow the choice of 
chunplons and get that irrlp or 
ateel. Rinir in now on our apc
clal offer for the lowe,it prlc«I 
and blnellt nsult lf(!ttlni' excr· 
claer under the sun. Send !o,: 
free Illustrated lntonnatlon. No 
oblliratlon. 

• 
Amc,rlcaa Athletic Appliance, Compan7, • 
4� ·PaoJ 8t., Dt,pi. T.O.-101 PblllMlelplola, P... : 

1 Ccntlem"': Without obligation and without : , 
cost, aend partlculara about your Iron Shoe t 
Strenat'h Bulldu and Spedal oacr. : 
Name ................ _ ............................... _______ : 

I 

Addreci,, •.. -........................... H •••••••••• u ............................... ..__ : ' · 



Clean Out Your Kidneys 
Win Back Your Pep 

Good Kidney Action Purifies Your Blood-Often Removes the Real Cause ot 
Getting Up Nights, Neuralgia and .Rheumatic Pains--Quiets Jumpy 

Nerves and Makes You Feel 10 Years Younger. 
A famous scientist and Kidney Specialist recentlf said: "60 per cent of men and women past 86, 
and many far younger, suffer from poorly functioning Kidneys, and this is often the real cause 
of. feeling tired, run-down, nervous, Getting Up Nights, Rheumatic pains and other troubles." 

U PO()r Kidney and Bladder functions cause you to suffer 
from any ll)'m1>toll\JI aucb as loaa o! Vltallty, Getting Up Nhrhta, 
Baclr&che, Lc1! Palos, Nenousne ... Lumbago, Stilfnesa, Neu
raliria or Rheumatic Pains. Di%1inc&a, Dark Circles Under 
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A Bigger, Better Magazine 

We've been together for a good many issues now-you 
and I-and from your many letters I have a pretty good i<ka 
of the sort of story that you like to read. 

That's the kind of
°

a story that we've been running between 
these covers right along-

But we've bttn handicapped by lack of apace. We could 
not give you all the good stuff we had on tap. 

That's why this new, big magazine comes to you-enlarged 
to 160 pages of exciting, thrill-packed narrative. 

THRILLING ADVENTURES has outgrown its swad. 
dling clothes! 

And in this gala number you'll find a complete book-length 
novel, three novelettes and five short stories--

Fiction that takes you to the African Desert, the South 
Pacific Sea, the Island of Samar, the depths of the Jungle-
written by such masters of the adventure yam as Jacland 
Marmur, Ferdinand Berthoud, Arthur J. Burks, Jack D' Arey 
and Capt. Kerry McRoberts. 

So climb aboard now, readers, and may you have a happy 
voyage on the good ship THRILLING ADVENTURES! 
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CHAPTER I 

Gleaming Knives 

L
IONNAIRE Bill Stivers 
saw the menacing, gleal'l":ng 
knife leave the hand of the 

dark-faced Mohammedan sitting 
three !1bles away from him I 

He saw the knife coming through 
the filthy-laden air toward him. 

Then, before Stivers could duck or 
dodge the weapon, he saw a drunken 
Algerian stagger across his view and 
crumple to the floor with a dull' 
groan as the knife buried itself in 

DANGER 
A Complete Book·· 

By CAPT. KERRY 
A uth01' of "Devil Fiiih," 

his flesh. And then when the dull 
groan of the stricken man died away, 
a silence-oppressive, dangerous and 
sinister-settled over the filthy and 
stuffy room that housed Har Mon
ken's dive. 

The sweating, colorful jam of un
holy humanity-Arabs, M ohamme• 
clans, Riffs, Moors, and every nation• 
ality that infested such places in 

_Charging A rabs and Fighting Legionnaires in an  
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Northern A frica-seemed to tense 
and rise slowly from their seats. The 
heat was stifling under the hot and 
gaseous haze of smoke that clung to 
the low ceiling. 

The clamoring and clinking of 
glasses ceased : the roar of  subdued 
conversation stopped, and the tenuous 
nasal whine of the flutists, chanting 
in a sing-song voice to the accom-

paniment o f  the squirming dance 
girls, died away weirdly. 

Stivers was on his feet, his hands 
gripping the edges of the table. 
There was no doubt in his mind that 
the knife had been intended for him, 
and there was little doubt in his 
mind but that his body would be cut 
to ribbons before he got out of the 
dive. 

The dark-faced Mohammedan that 
had hurled the knife through the 
air was gone, but three tall, pow
erfully-built Riffs had risen from 
their chairs and were moving slowly, 

Exciting, Thrill-Packed Novel of the African Desert 
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in a half circle, 
t o w a r d  Stivers' 
table. 

Bill Stivers si
lently and merci-
1 e s  s l y  c u r s e d  
himself for his 
1tupidity in en
tering Har Mon

ken's den alone. His eyes searched 
the crowd for the kepi of some 
brother Legionnai�. but there was 
none. He was alone in this hole of 
murder and death. 

Hands gripping the table, Stivers 
watched the three powerful Riffs 
closing in on him in a narrowing 
half circle. It flashed through his 
mind that the whole scene was gro
tesque and crazy, this tableau of 
death. Why would anyone want to 
murder him? H• was a stranger, an 
unknown recruit in the Legion. He 
only had two sous left in his pocket 
-two days' pay giv-en him by the 
French Republic for the hell and the 
suffering he had to go through. I t  
couldn't be robbery, but what could 
it be ?  

ANOTHER knife gleamed and 
flashed in the haty light of the 

room, but this time Bill Stivers 
ducked. The knife grazed the edge 
of his neck. Blood spurted out from 
the flesh wound and dropped down 
on his n e w l y laundered canvas 
whites. The blood dripped on the 
black cummerbund around his waist. 

Stivers was down on his hands and 
knees behind the table. The nar
r-owing circle had closed in on him. 
On his right and on his left was a 
crouching Riff ; in front of him was 
the Riff that had hurled the knife. 
The muscles in Sti\ters' face con
tracted in thin ridges around his 
rftouth : bis steel gray eyes darted 
swiftly over the room. 

The eerie, deadly silence of death 
continued to pervade the place. The 

crowd had risen from their seats and 
had backed away, watching the mur
der drama with a savage interest. 
The dancing girls had fled, and 
through the smoke-filled air Stivers 
caught a glance of the fat, slinking 
form of Har Monken standing near 
the door. 

But Stivera wasted no time look
ing at the motley mob. One against 
three was odds be couldn't hope to 
overcome, especially 11ince the three 
against him were anne<f with knives 
and, because of the regulations of 
the Legion, he had to enter the dive 
unarmed. Legionnaires when they 
went foraging in the night were not 
permitted to carry pistols or knives, 
a regulation that had long been fol
lowed at Sidi-bel-Abbes. 

But Stivers, though he could not 
understand the insane desire to mur
der him, grimly vowed that he would 
sell his life as dearly as possible. 
The man in front of him took two 
steps nearer. With a mighty heave 
Stivers brought the table up and 
hurled it at the man. He wasted 
no time to see if his aim had been 
good. He swerved with the swift
ness of a tiger and was on the Riff 
at his right. 

And in that moment bedlam broke 
loose. He was not only fighting the 
three Riffs now. He was fighting a 
sea o f  black faces, black arms, black 
legs. Knives flew and men yelled in 
twenty different languages. 

AIMING his blows carefully, from 
his crouching position on the 

floor, Stivers shot out right and left. 
Dark faces bobbed up in front of 
him and then went down to the floor 
with sickening groans. Backward 
Stivers moved, stitl in the crouching 
position. He came to the wall. His 
face was set and hard. A grim 
smile played on his lip�. He knew 
it all would be over in a few brief 
seconds. It  would have been over 
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sooner if the fight had been left to 
the three Riffs encircling him. A 
knife thrust would have ended it. 

But the surging mob bearing down 
on him in  their insane fury against 
a white man had spoiled the cleverly 
planned attack of the three Riffs. It  
threw Stivers into a melee of human 
forms and bodies and a well-aimed 
knife thrust was out of the question 
in that snarling mass of human flesh. 
Sheer weight of bodies, though, 
would soon overwhelm Stivers, crush 
him to the floor where a knife would 
end it all. 

But until then-
Smack ! Smack! Stivers threw his 

right and left out with a deadly, 
paralyzing precision. His blows con
nected with the grimy, greasy black 
faces in front of him. But the surg
ing mob came on relentlessly, and 
with a fury that had been aroused 
to an insane pitch by the sight of 
blood and the hope of murder. 

STIVERS knew t h a t  the three 
Riffs had approached him with a 

clearly defined plan of murder. The 
knife hurled by the Mohammedan 
had been the first part of this plan. 
There was nothing fren:i:ied or hur
ried. It had been coldly calculated. 

But the attack of the surging mob 
was different. They knew nothing 
behind any plan to kill this lone 
white man. They were driven on 
by their lust for blood and murder
ous hatred for the white heathen 
that had come and conquered them. 
In front of them was a white man, 
alone and unarmed. Someone had 
started the attack and they would 
finish it. 

On and on the surging men 
pressed against Stivers. His arms 
ached. The smell and the stifling 
heat, made a hundred times worse by 
the bodies that closed around him, 
caused a feeling of sickness to come 
over him. But his right and left 

c o n t i n u e d  t o r--�l!I!!!:!� 
drive out. 

In a minute
perhaps, in the 
matter of a few 
seconds, it would 
be over. There 
was no chance 
for him to es
cape. His arms were heavy and tired 
now. His blows had lost their sting. 

A glorious end to his career in the 
Legion I Murdered in a cheap dive 
by a sinister hand that moved in the 
dark, a hand that had sought him 
out among the thousands of Legion
naires-

His thoughts began to reel. What 
was it all about? His arms went 
dead. The snarling hiss of savage 
faces near him closed in relentlessly. 
Something hit him alongside the 
head. He felt himself falling fbr
ward to the floor. He heard a wild 
yell. Someone was pulling at his 
arm and his body was being dragged 
across the floor. 

Slowly darkness-the Stygian over
whelming darkness of unconscious
ness-closed down upon him. He 
tried to raise his arms. He couldn't. 

Then he fell forward on his face 
and remembered nothing more. 

CHAPTER I I  

The Goddess of ]JI Luck 

STIVERS came to with a jerk 
of the body and a feeling th

. 
at 

a thousand tons of rock had 
suddenly descended on his head. 
Every muscle and bone in his bodY, 
ached and his head was filled with 
sharp shooting pains. He opened his 
eyes, but all he could see was jet 
black darkness. 

For a moment his mind seemed 
numbed. He tried to think, to re
member what })ad happened and 
where he was. But hia mind was a 
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windmill of jumbled thoughts� 
crazy, bewildering thoughts that 
raced through his brain wildly. He 
had left the barracks that evening. 
He had come to Har Monkcn's dive. 

And then suddenly the memory of 
trie fight in the dive flashed back to 
him. He tried to struggle to his 
feet. There were the black bodies 
that had descended over him like a 
cloud. The la&t thing he had re
membered was the sickening blow on 
the side of his head and the feeling 
that his body was being pulled across 
a floor. But where was he now ? 

HE tried to sit up, but the mus
cles in  his body didn't respond 

to hia attempt to rise. He laid back 
again and closed his eyes. Was he 
dead? The thought struck him as 
silly-childish. He wasn't dead, but 
what had happened ? 

"Vite, fool of an American;' he 
heard a voice close to him, a voice 
that spoke pure French. "Mon Dieu, 
I saved you from those black dogs, 
but if we don't get out of here in  
a hurry, they'll cut  us to  ribbons. 
Move I Get up and move I "  

Da:ied and stunned by  the sudden 
sound of a human voice, a voice that 
was that of a white man, Stivers 
struggled to get on his feet. Two 
strong arms helped him and the arms 
continued to assist him as he stag
gered through the wall of darkness 
in front of him. He could not see 
the man at his side ; he could see 
nothing in that dungeon-like black
ness. 

"We are in a rear room of Mon
ken's dive," the man at his side said. 
"Don't ask me how I got you in 
here. There is a door to our right 
that leads out into an alley. If we 
get  there safely-" 

The words were drowned out by 
the roar of voices behind them. Sav
a&e fists were pounding frantically 
on the wall. The roar increased. 

"Saint Sup/ice," the man whis
pered. "If they knock the wall 
down-" 

There was a crash of wood behind 
them. Stivers was running now, 
with his new-found friend's arms 
�round his waist, giving him sup
port. He was running blindly in the 
darkness. Suddenly they crashed 
against a wall. Men were yelling a 
few feet behind them. 

"Vite, mon ami," his friend Gried. 
"Here is a door." 

Stivers stumbled and staggered 
af tcr the man. His senses reeled 
again, but he kept on. How he ever 
got out of the door and into the 
night air was something he never 
remembered. But he got there. The 
night air cleared his brain in a flash 
and brought strength to his body. 
Ahead of him he saw the familiar 
kepi, the white canvas trousers, and 
black cummerbund of the Legion. 

His  newly-found friend was a Le
gionnaire I Stivers dashed after the 
Legionnai re, down the narrow half
darkened alley. Behind them he 
heard shouts, savage and wild, but 
as they raced through the n ight the 
shouts died away. Suddenly Stivers 
turned sharply to the right and the 
man ahead of him stopped running 
and leaned against the mud wall of 
a building, breathing hard, and looked 
at Stivers with a grin on bis sharply 
featured face. 

T
HE little pig of a recruit," the 
man said with a laugh. "The little 

recruit goes into Har Monken's place 
for the great honor of being mur· 
dered. But name of a name, mon 
enf ant, look at the rent in your el
bow. Five nights in the sslle de 
police for that. But odinary arrests 
are nothing. Sacre mon nom, it will 
be better than death at the hands of 
those dogs." 

Stivers looked at the Legionnaire 
addressing him. His mind was still 
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The drimkcn Algerian crumpled with a dull oroan.. 

a little dazed and befuddled. He 
was stil l  wondering how the Legion
naire saved him from the wall of 
knives that had flashed over his 
head just before unconsciousness had 
come over him. 

He recognized the face of the man 
before him. It was a face that once 
seen would never compietely be for
gotten. The man had come to the 
company that day. There had been 
a buzz of excitement when he ap
peared. He was no recruit. Every
thing about him-his bearing, his 
face, his calloused hands, told the 
story of years spent in the Legion. 

But Stivers bad been unable to 
learn the cause of the subdued ex-

citement that had spread among the 
men when this man arrived. 

The man's face was striking and a 
little ghastly. A shock of jct black 
hair stuck out from underneath the 
jaunty kepi, sweeping a high, intel
ligent forehead covered with white 
scars. The face was gaunt and grim, 
with the same white scars of the 
forehead running down his leather 
bronzed cheeks. The f ea tu res of the 
face were strongly chiseled-the fea
tures of a man who had suffered 
much, of a man of steel courage and 
a will that defied death and misery 
with a jaunty laugh. 

But it was the eyes that caught 
Stivers' attention. Even in the 
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shadowy darkness of the narrow al
ley-like street, he could see that they 
were blue-a bright, liquid blue, 
flashing a gleam that was startling 
and piercing. The man's body was 
talJ and thin, with not an ounce of 
surplus flesh on it ,  the body of a 
roan whom the �rciless sun of A f
rica and the cruel, bitter punishment 
the desert meted out to human beings 
had molded into fibers of cold, hard 
steel. 

STIVERS grinned back at hi-n and 
extended his hand. The other 

man took it with a grip that was 
powerful and friendly. 

"You saved my life," St ivers said 
quietly. "I don't know how you 
did it. I really don't know just 
what happened back in that dive. I 
wandered in there to get a drink and 
a Mohammedan tried to kill me and 
when he failed three Riffs tried it, 
and before they got through the 
whole dump was after me. I passed 
out, thinking that I was starting for 
the pearly gates, but when I opened 
my eyes I was in that rear room and 
you were near me." 

"La Tour is my name," the man 
said quietly. ''That is, it is my name 
in the Legion, and other names don't 
count much here. I am in your com
pany, but you had no occasion to 
meet me. You were pointed out as 
the new recruit, the first one in sev
eral weeks, but recruits are usually 
weak-kneed fools, who haven't been 
molded into men yet by the Legion. 
Mon Dieu, I say they usually are. 
But you I Name of name s !  Such 
courage I Such blows you struck in 
there I Superb - wonderful, and 
when I saw that-I decided to save 
you." 

Stivers shook his head slowly. 
''You saved me," he said, "and I'll 

never forget it, but how did you 
come to save me and how did you 
get me out of that cursed room? 

The whole damn thing is a mystery 
to me." 

La Tour laughed easily. There 
was something contagious, reckless 
and daring in that clear laugh. 
Stivers felt this and l iked the man 
fully and completely, regardless of  
who he was or  what was the mystery 
about his return to the company. 

"You have not heard about me?" 
La Tour said with a laugh. "You 
have not heard about the en/ant ter

rible ; the Legionnaire La Tou r ?  Only 
this morning I returned from OJjcla, 
the Legionnaire's hell. Saint .Marie, 
what a living hell, those penal stone 
quarries. Two years, mon ami, in 
those stone quarries. Few men live 
one month. But J'enfant terrible 
lived there for two years." 

Le: Tour laughed carelessly, reck
les&ly. Stivers had heard enough 
about the hell of Oujda to gasp in 
wonderment at the face of  La Tour. 
Two years in that hell hole I There 
was only one hell the members of 
the French Foreign Legion feared. 
That wcJs Oujda. 

"Yes," La Tour added, laughing. 
"It was for planning desertion that 
I was sent there. A friend betrayed 
me, but that is another story. What 
concerns you is this : There will be 
a rumpus about that dead Algerian 
i n  Har Monken's dive. You can rest 
assured that the treacherous-handed 
Mohammedan will not suffer for it. 
Because I have a very interesting 
story to tell you. It was planned 
to murder you there and because a 
certain person failed once, is no rea
son why it will not be tried again
wi th a little greater success." 

TO murder me ?"  Stivers gasped. 
"Mon ami," La Tour replied. 

"was it for a little exercise that that 
knife was hurled at you ? You 
Americans have the brains of fools. 
Name of a name. A man tries to 
kill you and you gasp in wonder 
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that such a thing i s  possible. I do 
not know why a certain man, or 
men, wish to kill you, but I know 
they do. I heard it with my own 
ears. That is  why I followed you 
to Har Monken's place and pulled 
you through that rear door, out of 
reach of the dogs. Oh, yes, I know 
Har Monken's place very well. 

BUT mark this : Today I returned 
to the regiment and tonight I was 

strolling near the concert square. I t  
i s  getting dark. I saw an officer of 
the Legion and a tall, dark-faced 
man talking together. Their backs 
were to me as they were standing on 
the other side of the tree. I could 
hear their voices. They were say
ing that i t  would be well for them i f  
a certain American was murdered. 
If the tall, dark man could locate 
this soldier and see that he was 
killed, the officer would see that the 
matter was hushed up and the mur
derer would receive money to pay 
those that helped him and a good 
price for himself. 

"I must tell you that I have found 
it dull back here and I was looking 
for excitement. A murder is us
ually interesting-and exciting. So 
I follow him around the town for a 
little while and then a Riff native 
comas running up to the man and 
talks to him, and pretty soon two 
more Riffs come and the four go to 
Har Monken's place, and I follow. 
I knew if I appeared on the floor, it  
might interfere with the fun, so I 
hide in  a doorway, wondering how 
our little recruit will act when he 
sees a knife. 

"And name of a thousand pigs, 
how he fought I Once I could have 
fought that way-with my fists and 
like a gentleman. And so, mon ami, 
because you are not a dog and be
cause I do not love the man that 
sent the Riff against you, I butted in 
to spoil his little game. You backed 

up to the wall, near a doorway. You 
didn't notice that in the fight. It 
was nothing. I rushed to the room 
behind you and opened the door and 
pulled you out of reach of those 
cowardly dogs. But · aunt of the 
devil, you were saved this time, but 
the next-" 

Stivers grabbed La Tour's arm. 
"La Tour," he said quickly, "was 

the officer tall and heavy, and did he 
have a red scar down the right 
cheek ? Black hair and a reddish, 
waxed mustache, thick lips and a 
hooked nose ?" 

La Tour smiled and nodded. 
"You have described the fiend of 

the Foreign Legion," he said. "Cap .. 
tain Pierre Forteau. If  he is your 
enemy, my little recruit, you had 
best start running now. He came 
to the company late this afternoon, 
and tomorrow or next day he is to 
lead us into the desert to Fort 
Deron, dubbed by the Legion
Hell's Mouth." 

Bill Stiven smiled grimly and 
kicked the dirt at his feet. 

"There is, La Tour," he said 
hoarsely, "a nice woman called the 
Goddess of I l l  Luck. This dame has 
been following me for several years, 
and it looks like she is stilJ on my 
heels. My life story and the reason 
why I landed in the Legion won't 
interest you, but I'll give you a few 
details. For a number of years I 
have lived in France, interested i n  
aviation. My ability t o  speak French 
has likely told you I am not a 
stranger to your country. 

I 
HAD a good job in Paris, but one 
night there was a murder in tho 

Palais Blanc Hotel. It was a naaty, 
affair, and I was mixed up i n  it. � 
woman was killed. I didn't murder 
her, but I know who did, and be
cause I knew my life wasn't safe in 
France. There were a lot of family 
complications back in the States that 
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caused me to want to disappear until 
the whole thing was forgotten. 

"J could have remained in France, 
but if I had, I would either have 
been killed or have had to kill some
one. So I came to the Legion to 
escape being forced to talk and get 
myself all mixed up in the affair. 
The man that committed the murder 
was an officer in the French army, 
an officer called Pierre Forteau." 

La Tour looked at Stivers and 
s!1ook his head sadly. 

"I am afraid, mon ami," he said 
dryly, "that all my efforts to drag 
you through that door were wasted. 
It would have been far better that 
you died by the knives of those dogs 
than to be take_n by Forteau to Fort 
Deron. He is brutal and cruel. The 
death he plans for you there wil1 be 
a death that will be as certain as 
the rising sun and as terrible as the 
inquisition of old Spain." 

CHAPTER III 

Death in the Desert 

B
ILL STIVERS staggered 
blindly along the desert trail. 
To his right and left and in 

front of him men staggered and 
plodded on. For three days the 
column of Legionnaires had marched, 
sullen, blinded, choked and miser
able, like scourged cattle, over the 
trail. 

Before that there had been a train 
ride into the desert, with the com
pany crammed in a stifling, suffocat
ing old box car. After that came 
this forced march through the terri
fying heat, with the sun blinding 
them and the sand filling their 
throats and choking back the breath 
that came painfully through parched 
and swollen throats. 

Stivers, even before the train ride, 
had spent two days in ordinary ar
rest for tearing his uniform the 

night before in Har Monken's place. 
This had exhausted him and lcf t him 
weak. The train ride had given him 
no rest or strength. And now the 
forced march under the savage sun 
that peeled the skin from the cheek& ; 
shoulder straps that moved back and 
forth over the shoulders, tearing 
the raw blisters deeper and deeper 
with every step. The torturing 
thirst at times seemed to drive hitn 
mad. When he tried to talk only,.a 
rattling chuckle stirred his swollen 
tongue. 

La Tour marched alongside him, 
b u  t this s e a  s o  1· e d Legionnaire 
marched as if he were out for an 
evening's stroll. He was caked with 
dust and his eyes were red-rimmed 
and his face covered with the per� 
spiration that poured out of every 
pore ; but his two years of slavery 
in the stone quarry had made his 
muscles like steel fiber and a mere 
three days' forced march across the 
d�aert a playful jaunt. His body 
did not drag nor bend back like the 
others ; he walked easily, leaning 
forward a little. 

"They make you tough, l ike 
leather, in the stone quarries," he 
said with a laugh, patting Stivers on 
the shoulder. "But you are a good 
Legionnaire yourself, mon ami. Not 
many little pigs of recruits could be 
going even as you are now. But 
look, your friend · i s  coming back to 
take a look at his little victim again. 
He can very easily have you killed 
at Fort Deron and no one will know 
the difference." 

STIVERS looked up and through 
the blinding light that came off 

the desert, through the flood of per
spiration that covered his eyes, he 
saw a tall, heavy-set officer on horse
back coming to the rear of the col
umn. 

Captain Forteau, his face hard- and 
brutalt was lashing. the men in the 
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column on with a bitter, abusive 
tongue. He passed La Tour and 
Stivers and his face leered greedily 
as he saw Stivers, but be said noth
ing and rode on ; but Stivers caught 
the look in his red eyes and saw the 
heavy lips curl in hatred. Forteau 
was playing a waiting game-a safe 
game now. 

On and on the column moved. 
Even the non-coms felt the pace and 
sagged under their loads. They took 
their feelings out on the men and 
the men took it out on each other. 
But Stivers took no part in the 
brawling that went on around him. 
His mind was working rapidly, try
ing to figure out some escape from 
the death hole he had fallen into. 

TH E  fact that Captain Forteau, 
who had been out of the Legion 

for years, should have been sent 
back to command the very company 
Stivers was in, seemed like a trick 
of fate that made any effort against 
it foolish and futile. 

The events of that night in the 
Palais Blanc Hotel, when the strange 
exotic woman was murdered, came 
back to him. I t  had been foolish
stupid of him to get ! mixed up in it. 
rt had been one of those question
able parties, organized in the ques
tionable night clubs on a night when 
all cares are forgotten. Stivers was 
young and reckless. The woman was 
with Forteau, an army officer. She 
was young and beautiful and it was 
obvious from the first that she was 
looking at him pleadingly-as if she 
wanted him to help her. 

The party ended in the hote t. 
Stivers never knew exactly what had 
happened there before the murder. 
He was slightly intoxicated or he 
would not, even then, have inter
£ ered, but he had staggered into 
Forteau's room just as the captain 
stabbed the woman. Sti vcrs had 
sense enough to get out of the place 

and the hotel, knowing the mess that 
would follow. 

But he knew that Forteau had seen 
him. The murder stirred Paris, 
Stivers, sober the next morning, real
ized the position he was in. Fam
ily connections at home made it im
possible for him to get mixed up in 
the sordid scandal. So he kept si
lent. 

But that night an attempt was 
made on his life. 

He wasn't a coward and he did r.ot 
fear death. He knew that the power 
behind Forteau was great, greater 
than would be behind the ordinary 
army captain. And there was some
thing sinister and mysterious about 
this power, just as there had been 
something strange and mysterious 
about the exotic murdered woman. 

Rz.ther than be hauled in on the 
scandal, Stivers took the route of 
complete disappearance and joined 
the Foreign Legion. And now a 
month later, he was hiking across 
the desert, blinded by heat and 
choked with thirst, and riding along
side the column was the man he had 
seen commit a murder, the man 
that had tried twice -to have him 
killed. 

AND he was going into the mouth 
of hell with this man as his 

captain-into that hell hole of Fort 
Deron where Stivers knew there 
would be far less than one chance 
in a thousand that he would come 
out alive. 

The question of desertion had 
come to him, but back at Sidi-bel
Abbes that was out of the question, 
and out here on the desert, escape 
would mean nothing more than a 
terrifying death from thirst and 
starvation on the great sea of white 
sand that spread in every direction. 

He staggered on blindly, the raw 
blisters on his shoulders sending 
pain to every part of his body. The 
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men at his side growled and cursed 
at each other like crazed men. The 
piercing, sharp tongue of Captain 
Forteau lashed the men on and on. 
Non-coms staggering along at the 
aide of the column cursed the men 
savagely. 

"Plenty of trouble ahead," La 
Tour said, coughing sand from his 
throat. "Maybt your friend For
teau will not have to kill you after 
all. There will be plenty of bullets 
to kill us al1. Last month the entire 
garrison of Fort Deron was killed, 
their eye lids cut off, and the men 
buried in the sand. A nice little 
burial these cursed Arabs have for 
white heathen. They think that 
pleases A11ah or something like 
that." 

STIVERS said nothing. His throat 
waa too parched and hia tongue 

too swollen for conversation. 
"We are going into the district of 

a devil called Said-el-Trijia. This 
chap is a shrewd old warrior and he 
hates the white heathens and has 
killed more than his share. But the 
brain behind his dogs is a chap 
named Tun Hammond. Name of 
pigs. This Tun Hammond has 
brains and is a fighter. Rumor has 
it that he was once in the Greek 
army. Anyway, his men have made 
Deron a hell hole. Something of a 
mystery, this Tun Hammond. No 
one has ever seen him, but everyone 
knows about him." 

Captain Forteau came riding up on 
his horse and La Tour stopped talk
ing. Stiven looked up into the 
heavy face of the captain-at the red 
scar down bis cheek, at the heavy 
lips, at the cold and brutal eyes. 
The captain had not changed since 
that night in Paris. 

It suddenly occurred to Stivers that 
Captain Forteau, hearing that he had 
joined the Foreign Legion, had 
pulled strings to get transferred to 

the Legion and in command of his 
company. It was possible-but 
now it didn't make much difference 
how it all happened. It had hap
pened and that was that to Stivers. 

"You American cochon," the cap
tain cried shrilly. "Move faster and 
don't let the men behind you walk 
on your heels. Move on or you'll 
get a whip across your back." 

Stivers staggered on a little faster, 
every part of his body boiling with 
rage. 

"A fine pair of Jezards you two 
make," he continued in his bi ting, 
shrill voice, looking at La Tour. 
"One a deserter that I know too well 
and the other a pig of an American 
that landed in arrest the first two 
weeks in the Legion. Alors, you two 
troublesome cochons, out here we 
have ways of taking care of you and 
they aren't pleasant." 

The captain rode on, swearing and 
cursing at the men. Stivers plunged 
on blindly. 

"Your friend," La Tour laughed, 
"doesn't like either you or me, and 
when we get to Fort Deron, things 
are going to be interesting. But be
fore we get there, we'll taste some of 
Tun Hammond's bullets. H e  has a 
way of striking when you don't ex
pect it." 

THE men moved on slowly and 
painfully, stopping every fifty 

minutes to rest ten and to wash their 
dry throats with the dirty, vile 
water in their canteens. The sun 
continued to beat down relentlessly. 
All  around them, like a great sea of 
gray, spread the unfathomable desert, 
dazzling bright in the sun-elusive 
and deathlike. Noon came and then 
three o'clock. The curses of the 
men had died down. They were too 
weak, too utterly exhausted now to 
curse each other. They were atum· 
bling and staggering forward. 

The broad endless aea of aand 
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dunes gave way to a rocky, hilly 
country, where the sand and the 
winds had polished the rocks to a 
glistening white. Deep gorges and 
endless ravines ran off the narrow 
trail the Legion column was follow
ing, and over them loomed the steep 
desert hills, bare of any vegetation 
or grass or life. 

"I passed this same place once be
fore," La Tour said to Stivers. "It 
was on my first trip to Fort Deron, 
and-" 

LA TOUR never had a chance to 
finish his sentence. The shiny 

hills suddenly burst forth with life 
and death. Bullets rained down on 
the helpless column of staggering 
Legionnaires. Captain Forteau had 
blundered his column into an Arab 
ambush. 

Only the well-known bad marks
manship of the Arabs prevented the 
whole column from being wiped out 
before the men could dive face for
ward to the shelter of the rocks 
along the trail. As it was, ten of 
the Legionnaires lay wounded and 
dead along the trail when the col
umn, not waiting for any orders 
from the captain, had plunged for 
cover. 

Captain Forteau's horse was shot 
out from under him, but he was on 
his feet, yelling orders to his men. 
Cruel and brutal and a murderer, 
Captain Forteau was, in a pinch, 
every inch a soldier-cool and brave 
and in full command of the situa
tion, even though his men had been 
so suddenly ambushed. 

With machine-gun bullets raining 
down from the hills, he managed to 
deploy his .nen, after the first head
long plunge they took for the rocks, 
in positions where they could re
turn the fire of the Arabs with a re
markably small Joas of men, consid
ering the death trap they had walked 
into. 

But with the men deployed in ra
vines and behind rocks, it was soon 
obvious to all that the column had 
fallen into a death trap that no de
ploying, no fighting, could hope to 
get them out of. The hills swarmed 
with the white-cloaked Arabs. The 
rifles of the Legionnaires brought 
many of them down, but for every 
one brought down, five others ap
peared. 

Stivers and La Tour lay in a deep 
ravine, protected from the bullets by 
jagged rocks. With them was San
dow, the big Russian Legionnaire, 
and Schmidt, the German. 

"Tun Hammond," La Tour re
marked dryly, "isn't taking any 
chances of this column getting to 
Fort Deron. I know this damned 
death hole too well. I was in it 
once before and only five of us got 
out alive." 

Stivers lay with his heavy pack 
thrown off his shoulders and the 
muscles of his body stretched and 
at ease. He had washed bis throat 
with a good drink of water. His 
tongue was no longer swollen. The 
heat of the sun burned down on him 
unmercifully, but it no longer both
ered him. 

THE sudden attack had brought 
a strange relief to his mind. Here 

was action, �ction against a legiti
mate enemy, an enemy that he had 
a chance against, and for the time 
being it caused him to forget the 
sinister presence of Captain For
teau and his leering, brutal eyea and 
his heavy lips and red waxed mus
tache. 

The knowledge that the column 
had walked into a death trap brought 
no terror to him. Since that night 
at Har Monken's he had been star
ing at a death trap, a death trap far 
more sinister and terrifying than the 
buJlets of Arabs, and this present 
situation came as a relief to him. 
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The bullets continued to rake the 
rocks and cut down into the deep ra
vines that hid the men. There was 
something deadly-nerve-racking in 
the monotony of  the bullets. The 
Legionnaires w e  r e  seasoned vet
erans-hard and used to death. But 
the exhaustion of the forced march 
and the heat and the thirst of those 
three days had weakened them. They 
were fighters, all of them, but lying 
behind the rocks and waiting-with 
no chance to fight out of the trap, 
produced a sense of utter futility 
among them. 

"This is the terror of fighting 
these Arabs," La Tour growled. "Al
ways squatting behind a rock or a 
sand dune and waiting-and never a 
chance to get out and fight in the 
open." 

S A N D O W , the big Russian, 
growled : "The dogs ! They are 

afraid to fight." 
The muttering among the: men in

creased as the weary minutes drag
ged on. There was no chance to 
make a break for it. The trail ran 
up to the top of the hill and wound 
through a narrow pass, and behind 
the column the trail entered the 
valley through a similar pass. Sta
tioned at both ends of the basin 
were Arabs, with machine-guns, and 
scattered among the rocks above the 
Legionnaires other Arabs poured a 
deadly fire into them with rifles. 
Night might bring hope, but it was 
hours off and in those hours only a 
few of  the Legion column would be 
left. 

A bullet cracked against the rock 
Stivers was hiding behind. La Tour 
raised up a little and his rifle spat 
fire. Far above them the gri.itesque 
form of an Arab, clothed in the 
long, white robe, lurched forward 
and came rolling down the hill. A 
cheer went up from the Legion
naires. Their nerves were on edge 

and they were ready to cheer any
thing. 

Slowly the minutes dragged on. 
Stivers lay behind the rock, taking 
such pot shots as he could at the 
wbi te forms above him. Behind them 
Captain Forteau lay in a deep ra
vine, with two of his non-coms with 
him. He was talking excitedly to 
them, pointing to the narrow pass 
at the top of  the trail, where the 
Arabs had a machine-gun hidden. 

Suddenly he crawled forward, bis 
automatic in his right hand and his 
face covered with a leering, brutal 
smile. He came up behind Stivers 
and La Tour. 

"You pig of an America n ! "  he 
shouted at Stivers. "You and your 
deserting friend are going to clear 
that pass up there. You are going 
to crawl up and take that machine
gun. We'll see how brave you are 
now. Forward, or I'll shoot." 

Stivers turned slowly. He had for
gotten all about Forteau. He: saw 
the cruel face of the captain, dis
torted with a hatred that made him 
look insane. Then Stivers looked 
up at the head of the trail, far up 
in the rocks. He might get three 
feet or he might get ten feet up that 
trail, but no further. A weary 
smile came to his lips. 

THE captain was making sure that 
he and La Tour would die in the 

death trap. It was his best chance 
and if he and the remains of the 
column got out safely when night 
came, he would be rid of the one 
enemy in the wo,ld that knew the 
truth about the murder of the beau
tiful girl in that Paris hotel room. 

"Name of a name," La Tour mut-
tered. "He wants us to die as 
heroes." 

"Move," the captain bel lowed. 
"Move, you dogs, or I shoot." 

Stivers looked at La Tour and 
smiled grimly. La Tour shook hia 
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heavy head of black hair and grinned 
back. 

"Come on, my little recruit," he 
laughed. "The Legion never re
treats, they say, and I prefer a bul
let from the Arabs than from the 
cur behind us." 

The big Russian, Sandow, and the 
German, Schmidt, stared at Stivers 
and La Tour with amazement in 
their faces. This was deliberately 
sending men to their deaths and not 
knowing what was behind it, they 
were puzzled and startled as if they 
believed the captain had gone ca.I ard 
all of a sudden. 

La Tour raised his body up a 
little and went over the side of  
the rock with a leap, landing flat on 
his stomach out on the narrow trail. 
Stivers, grim-faced and tense, fol
lowed after him. hitting the ground 
a little to La Tour's right. 

A hail of bullets greeted them. 
The bullets cut the ground around 
their bodies and two cut through 
Stivers' clothes. 

"Come on, you fool of an Ameri
can," La Tour shouted with a reck
less laugh. "We're going to die 
great heroes." 

La Tour squirmed a little for
ward and Stivers followed after him. 

But he didn't get far. There was 
a stinging, piercing pain on the side 
of his head and darkness descended 
over him l ike a huge cloud of black 
vapor. 

CHAPTER IV 

A Losing Battle 

T
HE GREAT vapor of black
ness that descended over 
Stivers lifted slowly and in 

its place came a hazy light of yel
low gray. For a moment this haze 
played in front of his eyes. He 
could hear the roar of the guns 
around him and over him ; be could 

hear the snapping crack of bullets 
aa they cut the ground near him. 
Then suddenly he heard a great 
cheer around him. 

He opened his eye11 wider, and as 
he did the gray haze that clung to 
him lifted and he could see some 
feet ahead of him the crawling, 
squirming form of La Tour, moving 
like an eel behind jagged rocks to• 
ward the top of the pass where the 
Arabs waited with a machine-gun. 

THE Legionnaires sudden11 real-
ized what was transpiring ; that 

two of their members were out there 
risking their lives to open the pass. 
Cheer after cheer went up. The 
Arabs on the hill saw what was hap· 
pening and they redoubled their fire. 

For a moment Stivers lay fiat on 
his stomach. He could feel the 
warm blood trickling down the side 
of his head. He knew now what 
had happened. A bullet had creased 
his temple. The fire of the Arabs, 
however, was not directed at him 
now. Their bullets were clipping 
tbe rocks where La Tour, his shaggy 
head of black hair waving in the 
sun and his lithe body moving with 
a surprising swiftness, ,was crawling 
up toward the top of the pass. 

With a spring Stivers was on h is  
hands and knees and making for the 
row of jagged rocks along the trail, 
r_ocks that stuck up from the ground 
like teeth and gave protection from 
the bullets coming from both sides. 
He got behind them before the Arab 
r ifles were directed at him. La Tour 
stopped in a deep gully between two 
l�rge rocks . and was lying on his 
side, watching Stivers. With a 
plunge and a shout Stivers landed 
in the gully alongside him. 

"Alors. little recruit," La Tour 
said with his usual reckless laugh, 
"we are still alive, but we are not up 
at the pass and we haven't captured 
the machine-gun." 
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Stivers looked up the long nar
row trail. They were hardly half
way up. They had passed the last 
of the Legionnaires hiding behind the 
rocks. The rest of the way was a 
steep incline and there would be few 
Arabs shooting at them from the 
sides, but the rocking fire of the 
machine-gun made any possibility of 
getting up there alive seem almost 
absurd. 

"We have disappointe<l Forteau 
this far," Stivers aaid grimly. "It 
would be a joke on him if  we didn't 
get killed." 

"Name of a name," La Tour re
torted, "it would be a joke on the 
whole world if we didn't get killed, 
but we better start moving or we'll 
be getting a bullet from the rear. It's 
a bullet any way we turn. Behind 
us is Captain Forteau and in front 
of us is a machine-gun." 

' ' I  prefer the machine-gun," Sti
vers said. 

LA TOUR patted him on the 
shoulder and raised his body up 

slowly. Bullets were cutting around 
the edge of the small crater-like 
gully. Beyond the gully the side of 
the hill was pock-marked with deep 
ravines and white rocks that glisten
ed with a dazzling brightness in the 
aun. 

With a leap, disregarding bullets, 
La Tour was out in the open, dash
ing madly for the side of the hill. 
He made a headlong dive for the 
rocks when he got within a few 
feet of them and lay on the ground 
so still that Stivers thought, for a 
moment, that he had been hit. But 
then he saw La Tour turn and mo
tion for him to follow. ' 

Cheer after cheer came from the 
Legionnaires behind them. No longer 
were the Arab bullets nipping the 
rocks about the Legionnaires. The 
death-trap had suddenly turned into 
a two-man ahow !or the Leglonnairca 

and the Araba. The Araba, unable 
to graap the meaning of the insane 
rush of the two men up the hil1, 
were bewildered and dazed, but they 
kept firing, a steady flood of bullets. 

DARTING and crouching and zig
zagging, Stivers made a dash for 

La Tour. He landed at the side of 
his friend as a bullet clipped through 
his coat under his shoulder and unt 
a shooting pain up over his neck. 
He moved his arm and found that 
there were no bones broken and then 
he forgot about the stinging pain. 

"We are going to be heroes," La 
Tour said to him. "There are only 
four Arabs manning the machine
gun and the rest of the Arabs are 
scattered along the hills far away 
from these men. I f  we can get that 
machine-gun, we can rake their flanks 
and give the column a covering fire 
while they follow after us out of  
that death-trap." 

Stivers wet his lips and looked 
up at the machine-iunners squat
ting behind the gun at the top of 
the trail now only thirty yards 
away. The machine-gun was spit
ting fire and the bullets were break
ing the rocks around La Tour and 
Stivers, but doing no harm. 

La Tour'a long rifle went out from 
the rocks. It belched fire. One of 
the machine-gunners plunged down 
the hill. Stiver's gun roared three 
times. Another white-clothed Arab 
crumpled to the earth. The other 
two dropped on their stoma,chs, their 
bodies hidden by the rocks. The 
machine-gun atill belched fire, but 
the bullets were going wild now. 

With a loud yell that sounded like 
an Indian war whoop, La Tour start
ed up to the gun. The bullets fro� 
the Arab rifles to the rear cut the 
earth around him, but he moved on. 
Stivers followed. Slowly they made 
their way up the hill to the narr�w 
pasa the trail passed through, The 
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bullets from the Arabs in the rear 
stopped. 

The machine-gun waa spitting fire, 
but the bullets snapped above their 
heads harmlessly. 

"They're coming to help the ma
chine-gunners," La Tour y e  1 1  e d. 
' ·Quick, or we will be surrounded." 

Stivers saw what was happening. 
White-robed Arabs were racing 
across the top of the hil l  toward the 
machine-gun, but now the Legion
naires, seeing what was really hap
pening, had opened fire on the run
ning Arabs and the white-robed 
figures crumpled and fell to the 
ground from the blistering fire of  
the Legionnaires. The spirit of vic
tory suddenly came over the column 
far below among the rocks. With 
yells, they were on their feet, dash
ing up toward Stivers and La Tour. 

THE Arabs, taken by surprise and 
unable to stand the blistering fire 

the Legionnaires were pouring into 
them, fell down among the rocks and 
tried to mow down the charging Le
gionnaires. 

Stivers and La Tour came to the 
top of the trail at the same time. La 
Tour's bayonet took care of one of 
the machine-gunners and a bullet 
from Stivers' rifle sent the last one 
to the dust. On behind them came 
the charging Legionnaires, darting 
in and around the rocks. A few of 
them fell from Arab bullets, but La 
Tour and Stivers had the machine
gun working in a moment and its 
bullets were raking the tops of the 
two hills that loomed over the basin
like valley that had proved such a 
death trap to the Legion column. 

And then suddenly, like all the 
battles with the Arabs, it was over 
as abruptly as it had started. Arabs 
were fleeing down the side of the 
hills away from the death trap. They 
were fleeing in safety becau11e the 
hill  pr�tected them from the wither-

ing fire of the machine-gun manned 
by Stivers and La Tour. 

Stivers and La Tour sent several 
bursts of fire after them and then 
stood up to receive the Legionnaires 
as they piled over the rocks with 
cheers for the two men who had 
gone through a wall of lead to save 
them from the slow, brutal death 
that was inevitable in the trap. 

C
APTAIN FORTEAU was lead

ing the men. His eyes blazed 
an anger that he could not express 
in the presence of his men. He was 
smart enough to know that what 
Stivers and La Tour had done made 
them heroes in the eyes of his men, 
and that any show of his true feel
ings would. react against him. 

A cunning, treacherous look came 
into his eyes as he looked at Stivers 
and La Tour. 

"Here is the machine-gun, cap
tain," Stivers said dryly, "that you 
ordered us to take." 

"Excellent work, my men," Cap
tain Forteau said loudly. ''It is 
worthy of as fine a citation as can 
be secured for you, and you can be 
assured that I will do all I can to 
get it." 

Stivers smiled thin-lipped at the 
captain and said nothing. Captain 
Forteau flushed a little and a look 
flashed in his eyes that was murder
ous, but he kept control of himself 
and turned his attention to getting 
the column together and attending 
to the wounded. 

Two hours later they were moving 
on toward Fort Deron. 

"It  will be different tactics when 
we get to the fort," Stivers said to 
La Tour. 

"When we get to that hell-hole," 
La Tour replied, "anything can hap
pen. A knife in the back or a bullet 
from a wall. There are too many 
ways to kill a man there for com
fort." 
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CHAPTER V 

Forteau Strikes Again 

S ITTING on the top of a little 
ridge that jutted out over a 
long, narrow gully, was perched 

the little adobe outpost called in  
official records of the French Re
public, Fort Deron, but in the par
lance of the Legion it was known 
as Hell's Mouth. Al l  day long it 
baked in the torrid Sahara sun, its 
roof giving littJe protection from the 
penetrating rays that seared human 
flesh and sent men insane with the 
dreaded cafard, the desert insanity. 

. It was a small fort, capable of 
housing a detachment of several hun
dred Legionnaires and black Colo
nial troops. Located in the center 
of a hot-bed of fanatic Islams, the 
fort was subject to almost daily at
tacks-sniping, dilatory attacks that 
wore the nerves of the men to the 
breaking point. 

It was devastating to the morale 
of the troops and few remained 
there long until the dreaded cafard 
got them and sent them raving mad 
out on the desert, to die from thirst 
and heat and starvation. 

Near the fort was the ancient city 
of Islam, Barkai. From time beyond 
the records of any historian this 
quaint old city had sat in that wild, 
desolate waste of sand and heat, a 
mecca for the followers of the 
Prophet from every corner of the 
Mohammedan world. Few Christians 
had ever entered the walls of the 
old city and the few who did rarely 
got out alive. 

The ruler of the city was the Caid, 
Tirisi-el-Lizai. Old and fat a n d 
shrewd, Tirisi-el-Lizai recognized 
the rule of the Frend\, but never 
fully accepted i t  as far as the city 
itself was concerned. And because 
the city was a tribal stronghold that 
commanded the Arabs and Moham-

medans for hundreds of miles 
around, the French were very care
ful never to bother the city of 
Barkai. 

The troops of Tirisi-el-Lizai were 
in  command of  a brilliant military 
leader, Tun Hammond, and this gen
tleman, having learned the art of 
warfare from the Europeans and in 
the Balkan States, made life miser
able and very uncertain for the gar
rison of the little fort of  Deron. 

TUN HAMMOND adopted the 
wearing policy of sniping attacks, 

taking a chunk out of the fort one 
day and another chunk the next day 
and by doing so, kept the Legion 
pretty much within the walls of the 
fort and of no bother to the Caid, 
Tirisi-el-Lizai. 

The column of Legionnaires com
manded by Captain Forteau reached 
the little fort late in the af ternoou 
of the day following the attack in 
the hills. They relieved a detach
ment of Legionnaires that had been 
in the fort two months and in that 
time had suffered the loss o f  half 
their men through the sniping tac
tics of Tun Hammond and through 
the calard that hit the men. A de· 
tachment of black Colonials remain
ed at the fort. 

All during the march from the 
hills, where Stivers and La Tour had 
captured the machine-gun, these two 
were conscious that the eyes of  For
teau were constantly on Bill Stivers. 
The captain said nothing to him, but 
suddenly Bill Stivers had changed 
from a raw recruit to a hero of the 
Legion. Sandow, the big Russian, 
beamed on him with envious eyes 
and Schmidt jabbered loudly of the 
courage of the American. In the 
face of these words and this condi
tion, Captain Forteau kept silent. 

When the column was safely quar
tered in the fort, and Stivers was 
alone with La Tour, he said : "I may 
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have peace for a few days, but after 
that anything is liable to happen." 

La Tour smiled grimly and shook 
, his head. 

"It isn't hard to put a man on the 
firing step and have a bullet get 
him in the head," he answered. 
"Name of a dog, you can't fight him 
long out here. There isn't such a 
thing as murder in this fort and I 
see that Sergeant Dufont, an old 
friend of his, is staying on at the 
fort, which looks queer to rne, be
cause no one would ever want to 
stay here." 

S
TIVERS shrugged and shook bis 
head slowly and said nothing. 

There was nothing for him to say, 
nothing for him to do but to keep 
his silence and watch the next move 
Captain Forteau made. 

The following morning this move 
was obvious. Sergeant Dufont, a 
huge, overbearing. dark-faced man, 
with little pig eyes and a brutality 
that was noted through the Legion, 
took over the work of Forteau in a 
way that brought things to a head in 
ehort order. 

Stivers was never able to account 
for his actions on that following 
morning, actions that caused him to 
play so completely into the hands of 
Captain Forteau. La Tour said it 
was a touch of cafard; Stivers said 
it was a feeling of getting in one 
good blow before some form of hid
den death struck him. The reaction 
of the three day march and the fight 
in the death trap left him nervous 
and unstrung after he had had a 
chance to relax and rest. 

His nerves were taut and strained 
the next morning. The sense of  
utter futility, the feeling that the 
few days that were to come before 
Forteau struck successfully would 
be days of utter misery-these two 
elements played a great factor in his 
actions toward Sergeant Dufont. 

The reputation Sergeant Dufont 
had in the Legion for brutality and 
cruelty was a reputation wel l  earned. 
Big and powerful, with a dark face 
creased with lines of hate, he arove 
the men on relentlessly, looking on 
them as so many cattle. His tongue 
was bitter and cutting and no man 
ever heard of the big sergeant say
ing a kind word to any Legion
naire. 

From the start he signaled out 
Legionnaire Bill Stivers to vent his 
hate upon. La Tour informed Stivers 
that Dufont was close to Captain 
Forteau, his henchman in the Le
gion. So when "'Dufont approached 
Stivers, it was taken for granted by 
Stivers that Dufont was following 
out special orders from the captain. 
In view of the work of Stivers in  
capturing the machine-gun and the 
feeling of the men toward him, Cap
tain Forteau could hardly start his 
tongue lashing on the hero. 

BUT Dufont took over the job 
lustily and with malicious pleas

ure. At the morning formation Du
font let go his bitterest tongue on 
Stivers. 

"The p ig  of an American," he 
sneered. "The great big hero and 
you think you're running this com
pany. Sacre Bleu, a pig of an Amer
ican trying to &tir up the men 
against the non-coms. We have a 
way to handle such dogs out here. 
One step forward." 

Bill Stivers' face went a deathly 
pale. Blood came from his lower 
lip where he had bitten it to hold 
back the wave of anger that surged 
over him. The brutal face of Ser
geant Dufont was only a few inches 
from his as he stepped forward. The 
little eyes in that big brutal face 
gleamed a hot red mixed with a 
gleam of triumphancy. 

The company looked on in awe. 
Such outbursts from Sergeant Du-
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font were dally occurrences and the 
men took them with the best grace 
possible. 

But suddenly something seemed 
to snap In Bill Stivers' mind. He was 
too new to the Legion to have de
veloped that mental discipline that 
makes members of  that fighting unit 
mere machine-like atoms, atoms that 
jumped when they were spoken to, 
that walked into battle and faced 
death because they had been trained 
to move when ordered ; human be
ings whose minds had long ceased 
to function for themselves and who 
lived and fought and ate under the 
hypnotism of the world's greatest 
discipline. 

A veteran would have listened to 
that harangue without a word, but 
Bill Stivers, every nerve in his body 
at the breaking point, did what a 
Bormal human being would have 
done. 

HIS right hand shot out like the 
piston of a steam engine, in a 

short, vicious uppercut to the chin 
of Sergeant Dufont, driving behind 
that blow every ounce of strength 
and weight there waa in his body. 
The blow landed with a dull smack, 
a smack that could be beard by 
every man in the company. Ser
geant Dufont stared, for one passing 
aecond, with gla1sy eyes at Stivers, 
and then his huge form plunged 
headfirst to the ground and lay there 
inert and still. 

A muffied cry rose from the ranks 
of the Legionnaires. They looked 
at Bill Stivers and gasped again. 
The man had struck a non-com, bad 
struck Sergeant Dufont and knocked 
him down. Never in the history of 
the Legion had such a thing been 
done. It was unbclievable-impos
aible. A touch of cafard, the men 
muttered to themselves. 

But Bill Stivera neither gasped nor 
looked startled at what he bad done. 

He knew he was not suffering from 
ca.lard; he knew at that moment he 
was perfectly sane, sane enough to 
do what a normal, healthy man 
would do. He had struck back at 
his enemy : no longer was he fight
ing helplessly in the dark. And 
because of that a great wave of re
lief passed over him. 

"Fool," he heard La Tour mutter 
at his side. "Step back in the ranks 
and keep your head. Forteau could 
have wished for nothing better than 
this." 

ACROSS the little square came 
Captain Forteau, strutting with 

his head back and his dark eyes 
flashing anger. But Stivers knew 
that behind those flashing eyes was 
a feeling of joy in the mind of the 
captain, a feeling that Stivers had 
forced his hand and now it would be 
only a matter of a few days until 
he would be stark crazy. 

First would come the crapoui/. 
laude, the world-famed Foreign Le
gion form of torture to rebellious 
soldiers and after that would come 
the pas gymnastic and then the 
lashes across the naked back until 
the skin was raw and the back mu
ti lated, for the flies and the insecta 
and the sand to play their havoc of 
pain and misery. 

"Cochon," the captain said with a 
snarl to Stivers as he walked up to 
him. "Dog of an American. So you 
are greater than the Legion. Bah, 
we can break such pigs as you." 

And with that Captain Forteau's 
hand went out and cut Stivers across 
the eyes, a blinding, vicious slap. 
Stivers' body doubled up. With a 
howl of rage, be flung himself at 
the captain, but the powerful arms 
of his friend La Tour were around 
him, holding him back. 

Captain Fortcau backed away 1cv• 
eral steps, his right hand falling to 
his automatic. A leering, cold amile 
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of murder apread over the cruel f ea
tures of his face. 

"Let him go," he shouted to La 
Tour. "Let him strike me and I'll 
blow his dirty brains all over the 
fort. Let him go and let him strike 
me. I should kill him now, but I 
want him for an example to all other 
piga that think they can atrike a 
sergeant of the Legion." 

Stivers struggled to free himself 
from La Tour's arms. Captain For
teau drew his automatic and his fin
gers played on the trigger. But 
Stivers never got loose from La Tour. 
Other non-coms came running up and 
grabbed Stivers and threw him to the 
ground in front of the captain and 
held him down. 

"For this act," Captain Forteau 
spoke slowly, as if enjoying every 
word that fell from his mouth, "the 
pig of an American will receive a 
sentence of five hours crapouillaude 
for striking a non-commissioned of
fice[. And for threatening to strike 
an officer, he will receive Beventy 
lashes acron a bare back and tied 
to a pole for the ,un to heal his 
lashes.'' 

CAPTAIN FORTEA U stopped and 
let his tongue play over his heavy 

lips lazily. Hia eyes indicated the 
feeling that lay back of them. 

"And this punishment," he con
tinued, "will be administered every 
day for two weeks. Fourteen days. 
Seventy hours of crapouillaude, and 
nine hundred and eighty lashes 
acroas the bare back. By that time, 
let us hope this American will know 
something of the discipline of the 
Legion." 

The venomous gleam in his eyes 
turned slowly to La Tour. "And the 
per1on," Forteau continued, "who 
will administer these nine hundred 
and eighty lashes across the bare 
back will be his tall, pig - faced 
friend, with acars down his face, 

scars from punishment for deacrtion 
himself. Seventy lashes a day for 
fourteen days. That should make 
this beautiful friendship a lasting 
one." 

CHAPTER VI 

The A ttack 

H 
IS back bent double, his 
hands strapped to his ankles, 
Bill Stivers lay in the aand 

and groveled and writhed and atrug
gled against the pains that ahot 
through every part of his body. 

His first hour of crapouiJiaudel 
Stivers moaned, pushing every ounce 
of his strength against the ropes 
that cramped his muscles and set 
his brain reeling. His fingers clawed 
helplessly and scooped up handfuls 
of the hot sand. Sweat made a 
plaster of caked dust on his face. 
His lips were dry and cracked and 
flies crawled slowly, torturingly over 
them. 

His first hour of that soul break
ing punishment I And there were 
four more hours ahead for this day 
and fourteen days after that. 

As hie brain reeled and his aense1 
verged on cal ard, he wondered if ho 
could 1tand even the five houn of 
the first day. Captain Fortcau would 
soon be rid of him, rid of him In a 
way that would leave hl1 record ab
aolu tely clear. 

Stivers h a d  struck a non-com. 
Even the men who had cheered him 
when he captured a machine-gun 
with La Tour, shook their heads 
sadly. Striking a sergeant was a 
crime inexcusable in the Legion. 
Only a man touched with cafard 
would do such a thing. The punish
ment Forteau had prescribed for 
Stivers waa harsh and brutal, but 
the offense merited even that hanh 
puniahmcnt and he got no aympatby 
from the men. 
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Slowly he turned his body a little. 
Standing over him was Sergeant Du
font, his face wreathed in a smile 
that bespoke the utter cruelty of the 
man. Stivers blinked helplessly 
through the fog of sweat that ran 
down his face. The sergeant was 
ho!ding a canteen of water in his 
hand. 

"God !' '  Stivers gasped. "Water. 
Some water-for God's sake, water." 

DUFONT smiled and waved the 
canteen in front of the tortured 

man's face, letting a few drops fall 
on the parched, cracked lips. 

"So, you are thirsty," the sergeant 
sneered. ''I was wondering when 
you would get thirsty. So you want 
water to trickle down your throat. 
Sacre nom. The American strikes 
a sergeant and then wants water. 
Here is a drop. Feel it  on your lips. 
Fourteen days of this. Fourteen 
days. Tomorrow you will go cafard 
and we will turn you loose to run 
out on the desert. We will take 
your clothes off so the sun will bake 
you quickly. You might find water 
out there on the desert. Yes, water. 
Foo]. You will be a caving maniac 
and you will scream and yell and 
try to run from the sun that will 
roast your body and you will reach 
to the skies for the water. And then 
in a little while you will die. So 
you would strike a non-com." 

Dufont's words died away in a 
guttural laugh. H e  let another drop 
of water fall on llie fevered Ii ps of 
the tortured man and suddenly he 
turned and walked away. The touch 
of water on his lips drove Stivers 
into a frenzy of madness. He 
screamed and pulled at ttne ropes, 
but his screams remained unanswer
ed and after a while he stopped tug
ging at his ropes and lay in the 
sun, gasping for breath. 

And only one hour of that dread 
punishmeat had passed I 

The sand bit into his eyes, caking 
itself into hot baked mud from the 
sweat and he could no longer see. 
He tried to raise his head from the 
aand, but by now every muscle i n  
his body cried out i n  a pain that 
was fast setting him mad. He tried 
to open his mouth. Caked sand had 
formed there. He squirmed a little 
and then lay still. 

How long he lay in the stupor 
of pain he did not know. Some
where in the darkness his half
crazed mind recorded , the sound of 
a shot. It sounded vaiue and far 
away, but suddenly other shots came. 
The air  above him was filled with 
the rattle of machine-gun bullets. 
Men were yelling some distance 
away from him. And then suddenly 
the ropes which tied him were re
leased and he was pulled to his feet 
and the caked sand over hie eyes 
wiped away with a rough hand. 

" Vite," he heard La Tour say. "It 
is an attack. The Arabs are attack
ing in great numbers. Here, take 
this water and get your mind work
ing." 

A
CANTEEN was pressed to Stiv
ers' lips and water-cool, deli

cious water cooled his swollen tongue 
and caressed his burning throat. A 
wet rag was wiping off his face. 

''Now you look more like a man," 
La Tour announced. "Vite, the A rabs 
are over us like fleas and it will be 
a real battle because they are well 
armed. Here, take this gun. Al
ready several of our men have been 
killed and the fat one who owned 
this rifle has a bullet through his 
head and he is sitting on the firing 
step looking like a fat old fool." 

Stivers looked at bis friend and 
grinned weakly. He moved his arms 
and kicked his legs to get circula
tion back. La Tour had turned and 
was going toward the wall near t-he 
gate. Stiven followed, his brain 
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still dazed and his body weak. Quiet
ly and without attracting any atten
tion, they took their places on the 
firing steps. Around them lay a group 
of wounded men and on the firing 
step below three bodies, with bullets 
in their heads, squatted in grotesque 
positions. Bu lie ts rained against the 
mud fort and above the sounds of  
the bullets could be heard the wail
ings and groans of the wounded. 

''Keep your head down," La Tour 
cautioned Stivers. ''The Arabs are 
holding high ground and they can 
pick us off too easily." 

Carefully Stivers raised his head 
up and looked over the parapet. 
Against the gray-white sea of sand 
beyond the fort, a wraith-like line of  
Arabs could be seen creeping down 
the slope of the dune. The sun, now 
setting in the west, played a red, 
glimmering light on the steel in the 
Arabs' hands. Smoke rose up i n  
front o f  their exploding guns and 
through this haze flashing bursts of 
red fire danced and waved. 

CLAD in the gray woolen djeella
bas that seemed to be a part of 

the gray sea of sand, the Arabs made 
a difficult target : only the red 
bursts of flame that danced in the 
haze of smoke afforded a mark for 
the Legion to shoot at. There was 
something phantom-like-ghostly, in 
that slowly advancing line of gray. 
It seemed to be a part of the great 
desert that was rolling up and on
ward to engulf the little fort. 

Stivers stared at it fascinated, but 
a buJlet clipped the parapet close to 
his head and the fascination fled and 
he ducked quickly. 

"Fool," La Tour laughed. "But 
listen ! The Arabs have machine
guns. Hear that tat-tat-tat. These 
guns cost the Arabs a small fortune 
for each of them and the French 
would pay a bigger fortune to find 
out who is selling these guns to the 

Caid, Tirisi-el-Lizai. That fat old 
pig sits in the city of Barkai and 
spends his time planning how he 
can capture and torture the white 
heathen. But these machine-guns. 
Never before have they appeared so 
far south. The Berbers were able 
to buy them from Spanish smug
glers, but down here they have been 
unknown."' 

The blistering fire from the ma
chine-guns in that gray line in
creased and hammered against the 
ga tcs of the fort. \V ood and splin
ters flew in all directions and it 
seemed that it  was only a matter of 
minutes until the gate would be 
blasted to little splinters. 

Loading and firing with the frenzy 
of doomed men, the Legionnaires 
kept a rifle fire pouring into that 
line of gray creeping forward, that 
came on with a weird, inhuman, re
lentless movement. It seemed that 
the moving forms were there by the 
thousands and the little fort of De
ron, with i ts small detachment of 
Legionnaires, seemed but a mere dot 
in the gray sea of sand, a dot that 
would be passed over and totally 
destroyed by the ghost-like gray 
lines that came on, unmindful of the 
stream of lead poured into them 
from the parapets of the little fort. 

STIVERS' rifle had gotten into ac
tion. With the gun butt pound

ing his shoulder, his rifle poured 
out a continuous stream of lead 
across the sand. The heat from the 
gun barrel scorched his fingers and 
his face was covered with sweat that 
ran from his chin and nose. At hia 
elbow La Tour kept up a steady fire, 
his gun jumping and barking with a 
rapidity that was amazing. 

Far up in the officers' observation 
tower Captain Forteau was watching 
the on-moving lines of Arabs. At 
his side was Sergeant Dufont. Sti
vers gave no thought as to whether 
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the captain saw him or not. There 
was no time now to waste, giving a 
member of the Legion punishment. 
It was a matter of life or death for 
the little fort and every man was 
needed. After the battle I Stivers 
smiled grimly as he thought of that 
time. 

The pounding of the rifle against 
his shoulder continued. His arms 
ached and hie legs felt weak and 
dead. He had to lean against the 
parapet to keep his knees from wab
bling. The stench of blood and 
powder was overwhelming in the 
beat. It sickened him, but he kept 
his stream of lead going out into 
that line of gray ghosts, the line 
that was now close to the fort. 

Slowly, relentlessly, the lines closed 
in. There was no hurry to the move
ment of those lines. Only certainty 
-deathly certainty that in a little 
while they would pass over the fort 
and it would be no more. 

SUDDENLY down in the square 
a man was shouting orders. It 

was a thin-faced sergeant, his face 
black from gunpowder and his right 
arm hanging limply at his side and 
covered with blood. He came run
ning from the officers' observation 
post. 

A charge I Captain Forteau had 
ordered a charge into those advanc
ing lines. The Legionnaires cheered. 
It was a desperate, last minute at
tempt to stave off destruction. There 
was little hope of its succeeding, but 
charging out there would be an 
easier death than waiting on the 
firing 11tep for a death that was cer
tain-a death that would mean in
human torture if taken alive. 

The gates of the Ii ttle fort were 
thrown wide open. A squad of black 
Colonial troops dashed out, while 
with wild yells the Legionnaires 
dropped over the rampart, and rush
ed over the sand toward the ad-

vancing lines, with their guns spout
ing white flames. 

It seemed that the very daring of  
the attack caused the gray lines to 
waver and then to fall back a little. 
The Legionnaires, shouting llke 
wild Indians, dashed on, their guns 
taking a terrible toll of the Arabs. 
The lines fell back before the mad 
rush. The machine-guns sputtered, 
stuttered, and then went silent. 

Stivers and La Tour were well in 
the lead of the dashing Legionnaires. 
All the aches and pains had left 
Stivers' body ; the frenzied excite
ment of the mad charge gave him a 
renewed strength that carried him 
on wildly. Bullets snapped over his 
head as he rushed, with La Tour at 
his side, up the slope of gray sand 
toward the wavering lines. 

Then suddenly a miracle happened, 
a miracle to the charging Legion
naires. The Arab lines broke and 
retreated. Like phantoms in the 
haze of coming night, the gray
cloaked enemy fell behind the ridge 
of sand, and melted into the mist of 
the coming evening like ghosts. 

rr,HE Legionnaires rushed on to 
.1 the top of the ridge. 

"Sacre nom de nom!" La Tour 
gasped. "Thie is a weicd battle. 
The tribesmen flee in front of us, 
but no order comes from Forteau to 
give chase. The whole thing seems 
crazy to me." 

"They ran out of ammunition for 
the guns," he said. "That is why 
the11e guns sputtered and stopped. 
Queer, isn't it, that just as we 
charged their a m  m u n i t i  o n  gave 
out I "  

Suddenly Stivers and L a  Tour 
were alone on the edge of the ridge. 
The other Legionnaires had left. 
The sun had sank beneath the horf
zop and the shades of night were 
falling rapidly, cloaking the gray 
sands with a bewitching light. 
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Stivers grabbed La Tour's arm and 
his voice was husky. 

"I know it's death," he said, "but 
I'm not going back to that damned 
crapouillaude. That means even 
a worse death for me. Forteau will 
get me. I can't fight against him. 
I'm going to run for it, and-" 

"And run out on the desert to 
die," La Tour interrupted with a 
dry laugh. "Little nut of a recruit, 
you will die of thirst or the devils 
of Tun Hammond will get you and 
toast your head over a slow fire. But 
you are brave, mon ami. Brave and 
foolish." 

"It will be death on the desert any
way," Stivers replied. "I can fall 
over this ridge and melt away into 
the night like the Arabs did. I will 
die tomorrow or  next day, but I 
prefer that death than to go back to 
a living hell." 

"Name of a name," La Tour said 
with a reckless laugh. "If  you go, I 
go with you. Never would that 
whipping take place if I had to lay 
those lashes across your back, and I 
think Forteau won't be sati�fied un
til  I am also killed or sent out on 
the desert raving mad. Come, we 
can disappear over this ridge. To
morrow we die in the sun-unless 
the Arabs catch us before that time. 
Come I" 

CHAPTER VII 

Desert Justice 

N IGHT-cold and black and 
impenetrable, dropped over 
the gray sand of the desert 

like a shroud of death. The thin 
sliver of a crescent moon rode down 
the sky, shedding a shaft of light 
that broke feebly through the dark
ness. 

A star clung to the crescent 
tip of the moon, making that thin 
1ilvcr cun·e resemble an evil knife 

banging from the star in the sky 
that was jct black. 

Thci:-e were stars overhead-little 
dots of light that bobbed and waved 
and danced grotesquely in and out 
of the great haze of black that tried 
vainly to hide them from the baked, 
merciless sands below. And far to 
the right and lcf t, lonely and omi
nous and sinister, spread the black 
desert. Great sand dunes and slop
ing hills of white pulverized sand 
that, from the beginning of time, 
had moved and changed, loomed u p  
in  the darkness i n  faint outlines of 
black. 

SILENCE-the ineffable silence of 
that great waste of shi £ting sands, 

clothed the night with that gloom, 
that unutterable sombreness of death. 
And in that silence no form moved, 
no sound came to break its deadly 
stillness. 

For hours Bill Stivers had stag
gered on, following La Tour through 
the series of dunes outlined faintly 
in the darkness. Cold, penetrat
ing and paralyzing, chilled every 
bone of his body. On the desert 
there is no respite in the implacable 
fight against life I In the daytime 
the sun beats down with a heat that 
roasts and bakes human flesh, and at 
night, as if tired of that form of 
punishment, the desert sends out a 
cold that is as deadly as the heat. 

Stivers had no idea where La 
Tour was going, but the French
man, �uided by his knowledge of 
the region, seemed to be following 
a straight line, guiding his steps by 
the star that hung at the point of 
the knife-shaped silver moon. The 
two Legionnaire& hurried along as 
fast as they could to keep their 
bodies moving i n  their fight against 
the deadly chill. The pace had tired 
their exhausted frames and Stivera 
could only stumble blindly forward. 

Suddenly before them appeared a 
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flickering light, coming from the 
base of a great sand dune that 
loomed up ahead of them like some 
ogre of old. The fire gleamed and 
flickered feebly in the darkness. La 
Tour stopped and Stivers stumbled 
against him and stood swaying on 
his feet. His muscles cried out in 
pain against the punishment they 
had received in the last terrifying 
hou r ;  cramps tortured his neck and 
back, and every breath he took 
seemed that it would be the last to 
come from the lungs that were a 
mass of stabbing pains. 

He dropped slowly to the ground, 
gasping painfully and loudly. The 
sand was cold, colder than the night 
itself, but he didn't notice the chill 
that stung his body. He was gasp
ing for breath. La Tour squatted 
beside him and for the first time in 
hours, he spoke. 

"That fire can either come from 
the camp of a lone man," he said, 
' 'or it may come from a camp of 
fifty Arabs. Saint Marie. If  we 
only had automatics instead of these 
long rifles, we might do something 
at close quarters. But there is food 
and water at that fire and that is 
what we want, so we will have to 
risk it." 

I'M ready to risk anything for food 
and water," Stivers said with a 

weak, hollow laugh. ''Without food 
and water we can't keep going long." 

"We are safe from pursuit from 
the fort," La Tour replied. ''They 
will never be able to follow us and 
Forteau wouldn't bother. He knows 
there is about one chance in a mil
lion of our reaching Morocco. I t  
never has been done and i) has been 
tried a hundred times. Thirst usu
ally get!! the poor devils, but of ten 
the Arabs get to them first." 

Stivers bit his 1 i p and pulled 
h i s  b o d y to a sitting position. 
The memory of those pictures in  

the barracks back at  Sidi-bel-Abbea 
came to him, pictures of the mutil
ated bodies of deserting Legion
naires found on the desert after the 
Arabs had cut their eyes out and 
buried the bloody bodies, minus the 
head, i n  the sand. 

" I f  it is the camp o f  a Holy man, 
we are safe," La Tour said. "Only 
the Holy man is safe on the desert. 
The Arabs are afraid to kill them. 
But Holy man or a camp of Ali 
Baba and his Forty Thieves, we will 
have to find out. Come on." 

CRAWLING o n  their stomachs, 
they wormed their way down 

the slope of sand toward the little 
flame of fire that cut through the 
darkness. They came to the shelter 
of a wash and stopped and got to 
their feet, their long rifles in position 
for ready use. Slowly they advanced 
toward the fire. 

Sudden]y La Tour stopped and 
whispered : ' 'Fine I It is a hadji mak
ing his pilgrimage, and he is cook
ing something over the fire. He is 
a saint of Islam and he carries no 
weapons." 

Stivers peered through the dark
ness. He could see the queer figure 
of an old man squatting near the 
fire, his long robes spread out from 
his body, making him look · like a 
funny balloon in the darkness which 
was broken a little by the fire. 

They walked up to the fire boldly. 
The old man sprang to his feet with 
a startled cry. He was a withered 
old creature, with taut brown skin 
stretched tightly over the bones of 
his face. His face looked like a 
human skull, from which all the 
flesh had not rotted away and which 
had an after-death growth of beard 
sticking out from the brown, li feless 
skin. His legs were stiff, stick-like 
bones under the dirty white robe of 
a Ho)y man, his arms were shriveled 
skin and bones. 
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Shaking the bony fist at his visi
tors, he hurled a flow o f  l a n -
guage at them that indicated they 
were not welcome. Stivers looked 
at the shriveled old body with dis
taste. La Tour jabbered back at the 
Holy man and pointed down at the 
mess of food that was cooking in a 
clay pit over the fire. 

The hadji spat oaths at La Tour 
and continued to shake his fists. La 
Tour silenced him by bringing his 
rifle up quickly. The old hadji 
screamed and then grew meek, draw
ing away from the fire, and squatted 
beside a bunch o f  rags in the sand. 
Stivers wondered if that bunch of 
dirty rags and the food were the 
only possessions the wretched crea
hue owned. 

' 'He says," La Tour explained, 
''that he used his last water to make 
this stew. He plans on reaching 
Barkai in the morning. That is fine. 
We will eat some of his food and 
take his white robe. A Holy man's 
robe sometimes is invaluable in the 
desert." 

The two Legionnaires dipped their 
fingers in the stew, but when it 
reached Stivers' mouth. he spit it 
out with rl isgust. In all his l ife he 
had never tasted anything quite so 
terrible as that stew. The meat was 
vile, like the meat of an aged goat, 
and it had been cooked in an olive 
oil that was rancid and foul. But 
he managed to get a little of it down 
his throat. La Tour managed to eat 
his share, but cursed like a fiend 

· as he did. 

T
HEN the Legionnaires walked 
over to the old hadji and took 

his djeellaba from his back. The 
Holy man cursed and screamed, call
ing on Allah, as La Tour afterwards 
explained, to rot the souls of these 
infidels in Gehenna for the millions 
of years to come. They left the old 
man, hurling his vile curses into the 

night, and plunged on into the des
ert, glad to be away from the holy 
presence and out into the night 
again. 

"The mountains in the south of 
Morocco are many miles to the 
north," La Tour explained. "Name 
of a pig, we might fool the world 
and reach them, but we must hurry. 
We are not far from the fort and we 
must be fifteen kilometers away 
when dawn comes. There will be 
searching parties, but these parties 
will not wander far looking for us. 
We must push on until daylight and 
then find a place to hide, and then 
tomorrow night we can push on 
again." 

"Okay," Stivers said with a dry 
laugh. "We will start again to
morrow night if we find food and 
water in that hiding place. But what 
the hel l ?  We'll have to trust in 
Allah.'' 

T
HEY stumbled on. The hours 
passed slowly - like centuries to 

Stivers. It seemed to him by this 
time that he had been stumbling 
over that sand since the beginning 
of Eve. All memory of any other 
life was blotted out of his mind. 
Sand. Sand. Sand. That was all he 
had ever known or seen. His senses 
reeled. His feet burned. His throat 
seemed to he a hard knot somewhere 
far up in his neck. But he stumbled 
on, offering no complaint and some
how keeping to his feet. 

Dawn came with a reddening glow 
that burst like a great fire through 
the blackness of the night. It came 
suddenly to Stivers as he stumbled 
along. He knew that there had been 
darkness-cold and blad: and silent : 
then came a red glow dancing in 
that blackness and then slowly. as 
i f  mocking his misery and his fate, 
the great expanse of gray rolling 
sands that seemed to stretch into 
eternity in aH directions, appeared 
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before his eyes-a vast, impenetrable 
stretch of death and utter desolation, 
shifting slowly with the winds and 
rolling back and forth in the rest
less blanket of gray death. 

La Tour climbed to the crest of 
a crescent-shaped dune t h a  t lay 
at the base of a low line of sand 
hills. He stood, silhouetted against 
the gray of the desert like a phan
to:n being, his body moving slowly 
as his eyes stretched out across the 
desolate waste in all directions. 

Suddenly he pointed to a tumble 
of polished white boulders that 
stuck out of the sand boyond the 
dune and faced a smooth fan of 
level, barren ground. 

"Look," he cried. "There is a 
mouth of a cave. I remember now 
there is a cave fifteen kilometers 
from the fort and that is what I 
want to tlnd." 

HE ran down off the dune and 
Stivers started after him. Yawn

ing and black, the mouth of the cave, 
hidden in the center of the jagged 
white boulders, appeared to them. 
They slowed down to a walk as they 
neared the entrance. 

La Tour suddenly stopped. His 
eyes were riveted on the ground. On 
the fan of level ground he saw were 
numberless footprints. At a point 
where the footprints ca.me out of 
the desert a dirty old rag was tied 
to a pole in a little mound of 
pebbles. 

"Uncle of Satan !" La Tour cried. 
"Someone has been coming to this 
cave." 

Stivers had dropped to his knees, 
his eyes searching the ground. Brown 
blots were spread over the sand. The 
brown blots were made from ma
chine oil. 

"Oil," Stivers gasped. "See that 
rag on the pole. See those long 
tracks leading past the pole. Listen, 
A plane has landed here and landed 

within the last few days, for the 
oil is still fresh. See that track. It 
was scratched by the tail skid." 

But La Tour had no time to look 
at the tracks or answer. He made 
a headlong dive behind a boulder 
and Stivers followed him as fast as 
his weary body would permit. 

For coming over a dune to their 
right, was a large detachment of  
Arabs, headed directly for  the cave. 

CHAPTER VIII  

The Mystery of the Cave 

T
HE line of gray-robed Arabs 
swept down over the slope 
of the dune rapidly. Stivers' 

long rifle darted out from behind 
the rock, but La Tour's arm shot out 
and pulled Stivers' arm back. 

"Fool I" he whispered. "One shot 
and we are having our eyelids cut 
off and our heads taken back to 
Barkai. We must lie here and hide, 
hoping they may pass us." 

But the line came straight for the 
mouth of the cave, and as it ap
proached Stivers counted ten white
robed figures. They came forward 
Bilently, ghostlike. Stivers and La 
Tour crouched low behind the rock, 
their bodies hugging the sand. 

Then suddenly Stivers felt a shud
der pass through his body. Leading 
the Arabs was a tall, dark-faced 
Mohammedan, with a face that was 
brutal and intel ligent. 

It was the Mohammedan that had 
thrown the knife at him in Har 
Monken's dive. 

The Arabs came to the mouth of  
the cave. They were moving si
lently and quickly. Five of the 
Arabs disappeared in the cave with 
the Mohammedan. The others stood 
at the entrance of the cave, their 
long rifles gleaming ominously in 
the sun. 

The Mohammedan and the five 
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Arabs that entered the cave came 
out in a minute. They were lug
ging three machine-gun&. Quickly 
the other five Arabs grabbed the ma
chine-guns and silently, without a 
word, eight of the white-robed fig
ures started up the sand slope with 
the guns. In a few minutes their 
gray djeellabas had melted away in 
the glimmering brilliancy of the 
desert sun. 

Remaining at the mouth of the 
cave was the dark-faced Mohamme
dan and one Arab. 

"That is the man," Stivers whis
pered to La Tour, "that threw the 
knife at me in Har Monken's place." 

"And the man I saw talking to 
Captain Forteau," La Tour answered 
in a low whisper. "But name of a 
name. What is that ? What inter
ests me are those machine-guns. 
They could only come from the Le
gion commissary depot." 

T
HOSE men," Stivers said, "have 
water and I have a grudge ag-ainat 

that cutthroat, and it's only two 
against two. Let's get them." 

"We'll wait here," La Tour whis
pered. "Something very interesting 
i& going to happen and the mystery 
might be cleared up." 

"God, look !" Stivers gasped, turn
ing his head around in the direc
tion of the fort. "A Legion detach
ment." 

Bobbing up and down in the shim
mering light of the desert could be 
seen the red kepis of  the Legion· 
naires, coming directly for the cave. 
The red kepis approached, and a& 
they neared, Stivers could see that 
there were only three men in the 
detachment. 

"Searching for us," he said to La 
Tour. 

La Tour shook his head. 
"Look a little cloaer," he said. 

"Mon Dieu, it is Captain Forteau 
and Sergeant Dufont and a black 

Colonial. Keep still. W c are going 
to find out something.'' 

Captain Forteau and his two ,om
panions walked quickly up to the 
mouth of the cave and the Moham
medan greeted them in short, ner
vous sentences. 

I 
HA VE brought the gold," he said. 
"My men have already taken the 

guns. But we must be careful, for 
Caid, Tirisi-el-Lizai does not like to 
pay so much gold for machine-gun,. 
.And what about the American ? The 
Caid is having that murder investi
gated." 

Fortcau laughed dryly. 
"His bones are somewhere on the 

desert now," he said. "After the at
tack he deserted with another Le
gionnaire. Fear not, Mon ami, that 
he will ever talk. He was near death 
from exhaustion when he escaped. 
W c have nothing to worry from that 
source, Tun Hammond." 

Tun Hammond I That name caused 
Stivers to gasp in surprise. Tun 
Hammond, the leader of the Caid's 
soldiers, the famous general of the 
Arabs. Forteau was selling Tun 
Hammond machine-guns and the 
Mohammedan was extorting a huge 
price out of the Caid. 

"Tomorrow at noon," he heard 
Forteau say to Tun Hammond. "The 
plane will come again and will bring 
more machine-guns. We will sell 
the Caid six tomorrow." 

" Vite," Tun Hammond cried. "My 
men are coming. I do not know the 
reason, but hurry before they sec 
you." 

The crest of a sand dune far away 
was suddenly dotted with white 
moving figures. From the distance 
they looked like specks of white in 
the sea of the 11himmering light. 
Forteau and Dufont and the black 
Colonial grabbed the baga of gold 
ha.nded them by Tun Hammond and 
disappeared around the wash of the 
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dune behind the pile of boulders 
that surrounded the mouth of the 
cave. 

AS the white dots became larger, 
Stivers could see that the Arabs 

were mounted on horses, and in less 
than a minute the horsemen came 
charging down to the mouth of the 
cave. The leader dismounted and 
bowed in front of Tun Hammond 
and then jabbered something to the 
general. 

"Name of the devil," La Tour 
gasped. "Our old friend the Holy 
man is after us. That Arab just 
told Tun Hammond of our theft of 
the holy robe and our treatment of 
him. The Caid has ordered the 
desert searched for us. and if they 
catch us-well ,  if you touch a Holy 
man you are honored with a trip to 
Barkai for a public torture and 
death." 

While the leader of the Arabs 
was talking to Tun Hammond, the 
other Arabs dismounted aod spread 
fan-shape over the boulders. 

And -i n  the next minute five of 
them gave loud yells and were on 
Stivers and La Tour, who had little 
chance to get theit rifles in action. 
The yells brought the other Arabs 
to the spot. 

Fighting madly, hopeles11Iy, Stivers 
struck out with his right and left. 
The viciousness of his attack caused 
the Arabs to back away slowly, but 
no attempt was made to use their 
guns. Stivers saw that they were 
to be taken alive. Grimly he set 
himself. It was the end now, but 
he would go out with a blaze of 
fighting and if  they took him alive, 
it would be when he was uncon
acious. 

La Tour had scrambled to his feet, 
il'ahbed his rifle, and dodged back 
behind a rock. Three times his rifle 
roared and three Arabs plunged for
ward on their faces. Stivers had 

grabbed his gun and was behincl 
another rock. His gW1 jumped in 
his hands as i t  roared. Two Arabs 
crumpled to the ground. 

But it was a hopeless struggle, 
this struggle of two men against a 
hundred. Tun Hammond took com
mand of the situation at once. The 
Arabs scattered among the rocks, 
surrounding the two Legionnaires. 
Desperately Stivers and La Tour 
sent out a stream of lead toward the 
Arabs, but suddenly Stivers' gun 
clicked ominously. He had run out 
of ammunition. La Tour's gun 
roared twice more and then was si
lent. 

The Arabs, sensing what had hap
pened, came over the rocks like flies 
and crushed the two men to the 
sand. 

Stivers kicked against his at
tackers, but after a while he ceased 
resisting. His hands and feet were 
tied and he was being carried to a 
horse. 

CHAPTER IX 

The City of the Dead 

T
HE CITY of Barkai sprawled 
across a shallow desert gully 
and ran up the ridges of the 

two low hills that formed the gully. 
It baked wearily and lazily io the 
torrid sun, as it bad baked for thou
sands of years, even on the day when 
Mohammed dashed to Medin. ; and 
in those thousands of years nothing 
about the city had changed. The 
odorous, stifling narrow 3treets, the 
flat-roofed houses, the noisy bazaars, 
the squalid courts and the vermin
infested costumes-all these passed 
on through the years a11 they were in 
the beginning. Even the minds of 
the citizens-a motley gathering of 
brown and black and yellow faces
thought and acted as their ancestors 
had acted the day Mohammed took 
flight to Medina. 



DANGER TRAILS 39 

Long before that day a desert 
tribe of Farikitas, a powerful, cruel 
tribe, had come somewhere out of 
the east and captured the city. They 
accepted the prophet Mohammed and 
their city was the stronghold of that 
religion from then on. The Fari
kita5 were not famed for tolerance 
or good fellowship, even among the 
races of their own belief ; and to 
the infidel whites they had carried 
through the centuries a hatred that 
never relented. 

High walls inclosed the city, walls 
that had protected it for centuries. 
A few white men had entered those 
walls, but they never came out ; and 
at the end of a long narrow street, 
near the mosque, their heads rotted 
away in the blistering sun, always 
with the eyebrows cut off. 

IN the little square near the mosque 
a great crowd had gathered some 

hours after the capture of Stivers 
and La Tour. In the narrow and 
filthy s t r e e t s, white-robed men 
dashed eagerly toward the square 
and the bazaars were empty, and 
11omewhere inside the great mosque 
a bell was ringing. 

Two infidels had been captured, 
two white infidels that had defiled 
a Holy man of Islam. The wal15 of 
the city were closed and no one was 
allowed to enter. The eyes of the 
infidels would have to be plucked of 
their eyebrows and other forms of 
torture would have to take place be
fore the heads would be cut off and 
stuck on the poles, alongside the 
bleached bones of other infidels. 

Bill Stivers lay on his back on the 
dirty, sun-baked ground of the 
square, his arms lashed behind him 
and his ankles securely tied. La 
Tour lay close to him, bound in the 
same manner. Around them milled 
hundreds of fanatical Arabs, mur
muring strange and weird prayers. 

An old man, short and fat, with 

.. 
a greasy face, came out of the 
mosque. He wabbled up to them, 
guards on both sides of him. He 
spoke a few sharp words and out of 
the crowd came the wizened-faced 
Holy man the two Legionnaires had 
met on the desert. The old man was 
cursing and screaming, and when 
he looked at the two men on the 
ground, his screams rose to an in
sane pitch. 

"Grandpa seems to be angry," 
Stivers said grimly to La Tour. 
"That was a bright idea of yours to 
steal his holy robe." 

La Tour grinned weakly. 
"The fat man is the Caid, Tirisi-el

Lizai," he whispered. "We'll be 
thrown in dungeon cells to wait for 
evening, when the act of cutting our 
eyebrows off takes place." 

The Caid barked out sharp orders 
to the guards end the two men were 
pulled to their feet and carried in
side the dark, mosque-like building 
t-0 the right of the square. They 
were borne down wet and w o r n 
stairs far underground and thrown 
in a damp cell, where a wall of 
darkness enshrouded them. 

THE door of the cell closed with a 
creaking sound and the rusty old 

lock turned, and then silence, eerie 
and black and oppressive, settled 
over the dungeon. Stivers twisted 
and squirmed against the ropes 
around his ankles and wrists, but 
they did not give. 

"Take it easy," La Tour said. "We 
have several hours and in that time 
something may happen." 

Stivers laughed dryly. In that 
ancient city of Barkai, where no 
Christian was allowed to set foot 
and the fanaticism of Isla,11 rose to 
insane hdghts, there was little 
chance for anything to happen in 
thoae few hours before . the evening 
prayers, after which the ceremony 
of torture would take place. 
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"The pig of Forteau," La Tour 
growled, "will have all his wishes 
carried out. We will be dead and 
he will have plenty of gold. The 
traitor I The beast I To send the 
Legion-" 

"He hasn't won yet," Stivers said 
bitterly, "but he will win if we lie 
here and wait for the Arabs to cut 
our eyebrows off." 

He lurched forward with his body 
and then rolled over. He hit a cold 
rock wall. Hunching his knees up 
under him, he threw his body for
ward, landing full on his face on a 
sharp rock. A sharp pain shot 
through his forehead, but with a cry 
he squirmed and twisted and crawled 
until his body was close to the sharp 
rock. 

THEN through endless minutes of  
pain he  twisted his  body over the 

sharp rock. Back and forth he 
moved his tied wrists, the rocks cut
ting gashes in the flesh. His breath
ing came heavy and labored. La 
Tour ca11ed out to him, but he didn't 
bear. 

Again and again his wrists moved 
over that rock, with muffled cries of 
pain coming from his mouth as the 
rock cut deeper into his flesh. Then 
suddenly he fell on his side and lay 
still. 

His arms were free I 
He rested several moments and 

then he was sitting up ,  tugging away 
at the ropes around his ankles. With 
a cry he was on his feet, calling to 
La Tour. 

La Tour answered him, and it 
took Stivers only a few moments to 
unloosen the ropes around the 
Frenchman's ankles and wrists. 

"We're free," Stivers said grimly, 
"though we are still in a ce 11 in a 
city filled with fanatical Moham
medans, but at least we can now die 
fighting." 

La Tour stretched his arms and 

legs. Stivers was feeling for the 
door with his hands out in front of 
him. He found the �oor, tugged on 
the rusty old iron, but his tugging 
brought no results. 

"We can wait until someone opens 
the door," he said. "Then we can 
get into action. I don't know how 
far underground we are, but that 
doesn't make much difference." 

"If we could get to Caid, Tirisi-el
Lizai," La Tour suggested, "and tell 
him about Forteau and Tun Ham
mond-" 

"We'd get our heads cut o ff  just 
the same," Stivers broke in. "Squeal
ing on that beast Forteau ian't going 
to save our lives now. We can take 
care of him-if and when we get out 
of this city alive." 

"The girl that was murdered in 
Paris," La Tour answered. "She is 
connected with the Caid in some 
way and Tun Hammond was very 
anxious to know whether you were 
dead or not." 

"That won't save us, either," 
Stivers answered. "The only way we 
can save ourselves is by fighting. 
Tirisi-el-Lizai can take care of his 
enemies as he wishes." 

"We'll have to wait until they 
come for us," La Tour said. "And 
we might as well sit down." 

They sat down on the cold, damp 
floor and waited. Stivers rubbed the 
blood off his mutilated wrists. His 
arms and hands felt numb from pain, 
but his body and his mind were 
alert. It seemed that a second re
serve of nervous energy had come 
to him and every nerve was tense 
and ready for action. 

BUT the minutes passed slowly in 
that deadly silence of the dun

geon. They stretched wearily into 
hours. Stivers and La Tour sat on 
the floor and said little. Their ears 
were strained for the sound of a 
footstep outside the cell. 
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Another hour passed and it seemed 
to Stivers that he had been in that 
dark dungeon, with its dank and ill· 
smelling air, for days and weeks. La 
Tour got up and walked nervously 
around in the darkness, but Stivers 
remained on the floor, his face grim 
and set. 

He knew there was little hope of 
getting out of the city alive. All he 
hoped was for death while fighting. 
They must not take him alive. The 
thought passed through his mind 
grimly and monotonously. They 
must not take him alive I 

Suddenly Stivers' body stiffened 
and with a leap he was on his feet. 
A key was being turned in the rusty 
old lock of the door. In that tense 
moment, Stivers had no plan of ac
tion, no idea what he was going to 
do, other than to overcome whoever 
came in and try to get out of the 
dungeon hole. 

AND when the door creaked and 
opened, and two white-robed 

Arabs carrying burning torches en· 
tered the cell he 11tlll had no plan of  
action. 

But he wasted no time trying to 
figure one out. With the spring of 
a tiger, his body hurled itself against 
the leading Arab. Taken utterly by 
surprise, the Arab went to the 
ground in a white heap, his torch 
falling to the floor, the flame dying 
out in a haze of  smoke. 

La Tour wao on the other Arab 
in the same manner. Stivers brought 
h is  right down with a smashing blow 
to the Arab's face under him and 
the man quivered a little and lay 
ltll. 

La Tour was having a little 
di fficulty with his man. This Arab, 
in the matter of a split second, 
had seen the hurtling body of Stivers 
and he had started to yell. 

But the sound never left hla 
mouth. La Tour's hand was over it 

and his free arm was trying to grap· 
pie with the Arab. But it took 
Stivers only the matter of a moment 
to hurl the man to the ground and 
gag him. Then he tied hi11 wrists 
and ankles with the ropes taken 
from La Tour's body. The Arab 
that had been knocked cold by 
Stivers was tied and gagged. 

"And now," La Tour said with a 
laugh, "we are free men, and where 
are we going. Sacre Nom de Pitie. 
While there is life there is hope
but we should have a plan." 

"Our plan is simple," Stivers said. 
"We are going to be Arabs. It's a 
shame you didn't hide that robe of 
the Holy man on you." 

"There is no shame to that," La 
Tour said. "Here it is under my 
cummebund. I told you the holy 
robe is a good thing to have on the 
desert." 

Stivers had picked up one of the 
torches and was holding it above his 
head. 

La Tour was unwinding his black 
cummebund, the waist sash worn by 
the Legion, and wrapped under this 
was the dirty holy robe taken from 
the hadji on the desert. 

"You will be the Holy man," 
Stivers said. "I will take the robe 
of one of these Arabs and a Holy 
man and his follower will try to 
walk out under the nose of these 
religious maniacs." 

"And about the time we get up
stairs," La Tour said with a laugh, 
''we'll meet someone coming down 
the stairs to find out why the in
fidels haven't been brought up to the 
mob." 

"And then," Stivers aaid grimly, 
"you and I are going to have to do 
some tough fighting." 

LA TOUR donned the robe of the 
Holy man and Stivers stripped 

one of the Arabs of his white robe. 
A minute later, with the torch high 
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over his head, Stivers led the way 
out of the dungeon cell to a flight 
of ancient stone steps, that wound 
upward, each step worn thin by the 
treading footsteps of countlei.s gen
erations. 

Slowly they wound their way up
ward, the white robes around them 
making them look weird and ghost
like in the flickering light of the 
burning torch. Up and up they 
went slowly, with every nerve tense 
and every muscle bunched for quick 
action. 

They came to the top 0£ the stairs, 
came out in a wide hallway, the 
stone floor of which was worn deep 
by the thousands of feet that had 
walked over it. They found more 
winding stairs, and up these they 
went on. 

They got near the top, when sud
denly there was a yell behind them. 
The darkened underground passage
way suddenly seemed to spring to 
life. White-robed figures darted 
ahead of them. There was more 
yelling. 

LETTING the torch drop to the 
stone stairs, Stivers went up them 

two at a time, with La Tour follow
ing close behind. The yelling be
low them increased. 

"Nom de Piti�:' La Tour yelled. 
"They have discovered the Arabs in 
the cell." 

Stivers did not stop to listen to 
La Tour. He was at the top of the 
stairs, dashing toward a door that 
opened out on the square, where the 
crowd was assembled for the torture 
of the two infidels. Evening had 
fallen. It was not yet dark, but the 
first shades of twiligh,t were filter
ing through the narrow, winding 
streets. 

Stivers stopped suddenly. 
In the doorway before him were 

five Arabs, armed with rifles and kris 
knives. 

CHAPTER X 

The Robe of Islam 

S
TIVERS' body lunged for
ward and a little to the left. 
A kris knife came hurtling 

through the air and hit the rock wall 
far behind, the twang of the fine 
steel blade echoing throughout the 
dark hallway. 

And in the next second Stivers 
had dived forward, grabbed one of 
the Arabs around the legs and pulled 
him to the Aoor, throwing the Arab's 
body over his to act as a shield. La 
Tour had caught another Arab 
around the waist and had thrown 
him to the floor. 

Rising to his feet, with the body 
of the kicking Arab in his arms, 
Stivers heaved the body at the other 
Arabs, and they crashed against the 
wall i n  a sprawling heap. With a 
leap Stivers was out of the door and 
dashing around the corner of  the 
building. He heard someone run
ning behind him, but he did not stop 
or look around. 

As he dashed out of the mosque
like building, he saw, from the cor
neni of his eyes, the crowd milling 
around the square, waiting for the 
infidels to be brought out for the 
torture. Other Arabs were rushing 
for the door, but because Stivers was 
clothed in  the long white robe, none 
of them paid any attention to him. 

The shouting around the door of 
the mosque building increased, but 
Stivers turned a corner and dashed 
down a side street. The running be· 
hind him increased and the next 
moment a white-robed figure was 
racing alongside him. 

Stivers saw that it was La Tour. 
"In this building," Stivers yelled 

to La Tour. ''They are coming after 
us." 

The two Legionnairea dodged into 
a low, squatty buildi�g. The build-
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ing was dark and deserted. Their 
feet hit a dirt floor and they raced 
through the darkness to the rear of 
the house. 

The door was suddenly filled with 
A rabs and they scattered over the 
dark room in a fan-like formation, 
but Stivers and La Tour had darted 
out a back door into a dark alley, 
Down the alley they raced madly, 
their robes flying behind them, mak
ing them look like grotesque figures 
in the darkness. 

By this time the whole city was 
in an uproar. The din seemed to 
come from every part of it. The 
two Legionnaires stopped and hid 
in the shadows of an old building, 
standing against the mud walls, 
gasping for breath. 

WE are out but we're in ,"  La 
Tour said with a weak laugh. 

"We're out of the dungeon, but we're 
still in the town, and there are high 
walls around it and ten thousand 
Mohammedans inside those walls 
wanting to cut our heads off." 

"Walls can be scaled," Stivers said 
grimly. 

The alley was suddenly filled with 
yelling white-robed Arabs. Stivers 
and La Tour walked out from their 
place of hiding quietly and joined 
the mil l ing, angry mob that surged 
down the alley. The two Legion
naires, clothed in the white robes, 
were not recognized by the Arabs. 

On up the alley they went with 
the mob, keeping close together. 
They came to the far end of the 
city and over them loomed the wall. 
The wall was about eight feet high, 
a wall of mud and baked sand bricks. 
Time had played havoc with its 
structure and everywhere the mud 
and bricks had fallen out and great 
yawning gaps appeared. 

"Back in the shadows," Stivers 
whispered to La Tour. 

The two Legionnaires darted back 

in the darkness of a building and 
the angry mob milled on. To tho 
right of them was another mob, 
milling and yelling. This second 
mob passed Stivers and La Tour. 

"Over the wall," Stivers said. "You 
first. I'll boost you up." 

He and La Tour rushed to the 
wall and Stivers took La Tour by 
the foot and heaved him high i n  the 
air. 

The Frenchman grasped at the top 
of the wall, got a hold, and pulled 
himself up. 

Stivers started up the wall, put
ting his feet in one of the great 
yawning holes. La Tour lay flat on 
the top of the wall, which was sev
eral feet thick, and reached down to 
grab the hand of his friend. Slowly 
Stivers worked his way up. He 
was near the top when out of the 
darkness below burst a large number 
of Arabs. 

Shots filled the air. Bullets clip
ped the mud near Stivers, but the 
far-famed poor marksmanship of the 
Arabs came as a life saver to the 
two Legionnaires. Stivers pulled 
himself to the top of the wall with 
one final supreme effort and then he 
and La Tour threw themselves over 
the wall and let their bodies drop to 
the ground. 

THE force of the fall caused them 
to sprawl awkwardly o n t h  e 

ground, but they jumped to their 
feet ; and as they did, they heard the 
gates of the city open and the next 
moment a swarm of Arabs were bear
ing down on them. 

Stivers and La Tour turned and 
dashed down the wall, came to a 
turn and swung around this turn, 
their legs swinging like the fast pis
tons of an engine. The army of 
fanatical Arabs now realized that the 
two figures i n  white were the infi
dels, and came charging around the 
turn like insane fiends. 
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Flat on the ground, the two Le
gionnaires hugged the wall and the 
madly running Arabs swept past 
them, unseeing. Back toward the 
gate of the city the Legionnaires 
dashed. 

There were a few Arab11 near the 
gate, but these apparently did not 
recognize the two white-robed Le
gionnaires as the infidels that had 
escaped. Men on horseback were 
coming out of the gate to .;ive chase. 

With a wild yell to La Tour, 
Stivers made a spring for one of the 
hones. Behind him the first army 
of Arabs, the army that had plunged 
past them when they flattened them
aelves against the wall, was coming 
back. 

Stivers' leap at the horseman 
landed him near the neck of the rac
ing pony. With a terrific right to 
the jaw aimed from the crouching 
position Stivers was in, holding on 
to the horse ; he knocked the rider 
off and was in the saddle, giving the 
pony all the rein it would take. 

HE heard La Tour yell behind 
him. Hi11 horse raced madly 

out into the night. Other horsemen 
were following and in the next sec
ond a fleet Arab pony passed him 
and swung into the lead. In the 
darkness he could only sec the white 
robe of the rider, but he heard the 
wild shout of La Tour. 

On through the desert night, for 
by this time darkness had fallen, 
Stiven and La Tour raced the 
horses. Close behind came the Arabs, 
mounted on horses. Down through 
gullies and up over huge sand dunes 
Stivers and La Tour sent the fleet 
l ittle ponies. They had a head start 
of a hundred yards on the Arabs be
hind them, and as they raced on 
through the night, they managed to 
keep this lead. Rifles roared behind 
them, but the bullets cut the air far 
over their heads. 

Mile after mile passed by them. 
The horses picked their way with 
uncanny skill over the treacherous 
sand dunes ; but always, several hun
dred yards behind, came the Arabs, 
driving their horses on at top speed. 

A huge sand dune loomed up i n  
front of the Legionnaires. L a  Tour 
turned his horse to the right and 
Stivers' mount followed ; and then 
with a quick j erk of the rein Stivers 
pulled his pony to a stop, throwing 
it against the dune. La Tour turned 
his horse into a little gully that ran 
out of the dune. 

Hoofs beating like hammers on the 
sand, the Arabs raced by, unable, be
cause of the turn around the dune, 
to see the maneuver of the two Le• 
gionnaires. La Tour and Stivers 
swerved their horses around and sent 
them at top speed on into the desert 
night in the opposite direction. 

They heard the Arabs yelling far 
behind them. They heard the beat 
of the hoofs of the Arab ponies, but 
as they raced on, the darkness of the 
desert night engulfed them and the 
sound of the pursuing horses died 
away completely. 

A half hour later the two Legion
naires reined their mounts and 
jumped to the ground. On each of 
the horses was the Arab soldier's 
canteen and supply of food. The 
two Legionnaires washed their 
parched mouths with water and ate 
the goat cheese and Arab bread 
greedily. 

"On horseback we can make 
Morocco," La Tour said, "but we 
will have to hurry, for horses can't 
go long without water." 

WITHOUT many words they got 
.on their h o r s  e s  and started 

through the night, La Tour leading 
the way, picking his directions from 
the stars that dotted ths dark 1ky. 

They rode on until midnight and 
then rested. Exhausted from their 
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race, their nerves � still taut and 
racked from the experience in the 
city of Barkai, they talked little. 
After an hour's rest they mounted 
their horses again and continued on. 

When dawn came they were sur
rounded by the endless desert-grim 
and silent and deathlike. They were 
following a narrow trail that led 
through a deep gully. 

"But Forteau,'' Stivers said. "He'll 
hear about our escape." 

"And he'll have half the Legion 
following us," La Tour said. 

They turned ;:\ sharp corner, fol
lowing the gully path and came out 
on a fan of level ground. 

They halted their horses help
lessly, and gaped at what they saw 
in front of them, gaped helplessly, 
with all color leaving their faces and 
their bodies sagging forward. 

On the . great stretch of level 
ground was camped a regiment o f  
the Foreign Legion I 

AMAN came riding up to them. 
saw their faces underneath the 

white hoods, and twisted his face in 
a half smile. 

"Son of a swine," he growled. 
"We have two Arabs with the faces 
of white men." 

Other men of the Legion had sur
rounded them. Stivers and La Tour 
got dc.wn, threw their Arab hoods 
away in disgust, and stood looking 
at the man on horse back. 

The man, a captain, grinned un
pleasantly, and shook 1,is  head. 

"Deserters," he said. "Deserters 
dressed like Arabs." 

La Tour · looked at Stivers and 
Stivers looked at him, and they both 
shrugged. 

Stivers laughed weakly, and sai d : 
"Forteau wins." 

They were taken to Colonel Fall
tau, a tall, bronzed soldier of the 
Legion, with a face that was hard 
and cold, but with a reputation of 

being a fair and stern and juat 
officer. He looked at the two men 
and said : "Deserters ?" 

La Tour nodded and said nothing. 
"But name of a name," the colonel 

growled, "where did you get those 
horses and those robes?" 

"We were captured by the Arabs, 
Colonel," Stivers said. "We escaped 
fron Barkai." 

TWO days later Colonel Falltau's 
regiment was at the gates of Bar

kai. Word had been sent to Tiriai
el-Lizai that Colonel Falltau wished 
to have an audience with him, and 
the colonel, having a grim sense of 
humor, added that it was his desire 
to inform the Caid about a proper 
and just price for machine-guns. 

The Caid, being a fat man, shrewd 
in the ways of the world, and a man 
that knew. from experience, so:ne
thing of the power of the French 
armies, acceded to the wishes of the 
colonel for an audience. 

And for the first time in the his· 
tory of the ancient city, the gates 
were thrown open and the feet of 
Christians beat upon the streets. 

The conference concerning the 
matter of military peace was a great 
success ; but concerning the price of 
machine-guns, the fat old Caid 
smiled and handed Falltau the blouse 
of a captain 0£ the Foreign Legion 
and thanked him for his desire to 
speak of the price of machine-guns. 
The Caid then told the colonel a 
story and the steel gray eyes of the 
colonel gleamed a little, and he said 
no more about machine-guns. 

Outside the gates of the ancient 
city Bill Stivers and La Tour lay 
on the hot sand and stared at the 
walls that several nights bdore had 
loomed up as symbols of certain 
death. 

They spoke few words ;  both were 
wondering what would be their fate 
as deserters of the Legion. 
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The colonel came out of the gate wipes out all sins in the Legion and 
and walked up to them. what you told me, which was con-

"Pigs," he growled, "salute this firmed by the Caid, bas been buried 
coat. In the Legion we salute the in death. Keep your lips sealed." 
coat of an officer who has died." Stivers was staring at the coat. He 

Stivers and La Tour were on their knew beyond doubt that Forteau was 
feet, staring grimly at the Legion- dead. A wave of relief came over 
nairc blouse in the colonel's hand. him, but the sight of the bloody coat 

It was the blouse of Captain For- made him feei sick all over. 
tcau. Quickly their hands went to Then Colonel Falltau did several 
salute, but their  eyes remained on things decidedly unbecoming for a 
the coat, caked with blood and tom colonel in the Legion to do. 
by bullets. The colonel dropped the "For deserting," he said, "I could 
garment on the ground. hardly give you a citation, but for 

"At ease," he said. "You have sa- capturing that machine-gun in the 
luted the captain for the last time." death trap-well, that merits the 

Colonel Falltau looked at the two highest c itation in the Legion. And, 
men and grinned. by the way, it was a touch of cafard 

"The only Christians to enter that that caused you to go to that cave, 
city and to escape," he said. "The wasn't i t?" 
only men in  the world that could do The colonel smiled and winked at  
it would be Legionnaires. But from the two startled Legionnaires. 
where did you escape and what have "A touch of cafard, Mon Colonel," 
you been doing?" La Tour laughed. "A bad touch." 

Briefly Stivern and La Tour told Stivers stared at the bloody coat 
their story. They tolu it simply at his feet. A strange feeling came 
and directly, with no a t t e m p t  over him as he looked at the coat, 
to color any part of it. The steel and then he said : "But-Forteau ?" 
gray eyes of the colonel Rashed as "Thieves often fight over gold," 
he beard the story. He pulled at his Colonel Falltau said grimly. "Tun 
mustache angrily. Hammond killed Forteau and Du-

"Here, you swine," he called out to  font and took the gold paid by the 
his men. "Bring these men food and old Caid for himself, but the Caid 
water. So Tun Hammond was trick- confronted him with certain facts 
ing Caid, Tirisi-el-Lizai. Tha"- fat and Tun Hammond fled. leaving the 
old swine will listen to me now. gold behind. Tirisi-el-Lh:ai, the fat 
Tomorrow we are entering the city old toad, got the machine-guns and 
of Barkai. The French Government the gold, and kept the coat of For
is sick of the sniping attacks from teau, which he found near th � cave, 
that city, and when the report of the to give to me." 
attack on Fort Deron went over the A bugle, blowing formation, broke 
air, by wireless, yesterday, I was de- shrilly on the desert air. La Tour 
tailed to attack Barkai. There is said to Stivers : "Come on, Ma Petit 
another regiment approaching the Cochon, you're a real Legionnaire 
city from another direction. We now.'' 
will put a stop to th,at fat Caid's Stivers grinned at him. 

· fighting tactics. But this atory ! "Okay," he shouted. "I'm a Le
Quick, bring these men food. Death gionnaire now." 

NEXT MONTH: P Y R A M I D  O F  G O L D, bg George Allan 
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Double-Edged  Mutiny 

Murder and Intrigue Stalk Beneath the Ghostlike 
Canvas of the Schooner Flash in this Colorful, 

Gripping Drama of the South Pacific 

A Complete Novelette 

By JACLAND MARt�UR 
Author of " Wfod Driven,'' etr. 

I
N THE sudden calm, the schoon
er's sails flapped loudly as the 
Flash rolled down her rails to 

the long oily swells of the south Pa
cific. The flat expanse of sea, the 
ship, and the two white men on her 
poop at the cabin skylight were 
etched cameo-like for a brief instant 
in the startling clarity before the 
tropical sunset. 

The ahip stood to the &outhwest
ward, some fifty miles to leeward of 

47 

the island of Fatuhiva : and just 
astern of her the reef upon which 
the steamer Maccaw-Mazatlan for 
Melbourne via Samoa with general 
freights and a shipment of bullion 
and gold coin-had found her death, 
showed its glistening white fangs in 
a grim warning to southern-going 
sailormen. 

Suddenly the 10ft hiss of the sun
set shower roae to break the charmed 
stillnes1. It drew rapidly closer, rip-
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piing the water, 11pattering loudly 
upon the face of the sea. And as if  
to  welcome it, from the skylight of 
the schooner a aeries of exotic 
sounds drifted in a guttural lilting 
base : 

Na, na, ada 
Nada nada tu 

CAL NORTON, the mate, looked 
up sharply at his friend, the 

youthful skipper and co-owner of the 
Flash. 

"There goes that damned Malay 
�erang of yours again, Brett," he  
growled. "Black fool can't ever get 
over hearing his own voice comin' 
out of that ancient cylinder gramo
phone of yours. He'll wear it out, 
by God I What's the sense-?" 

Brett Chadwick grinned and stuck 
his head . toward the open lift of the 
Bkylight. 

"Tu Atu !" he called 11harply into 
the cabin. "Pau !  Stop it ! Turn 
that thing off. Wind-plenty quick. 
Come up here to the wheel, you grin
ning ape I"  

"Ada, Tuan." 
The weird aong was cut short, and 

a moment later the huge black came: 
pattering up to the deck. His ivory 
teeth flashed at the white men as he 
sprang cat-like toward the teetering 
wheel. Then he rolled his eyes to 
the peak of the mainsail and waited 
patiently for the firgt strong puff of 
wind and the slash of the rain. Brett 
Chadwick sat down on the skylight 
and mopped his lean weather-tanned 
face. 

"Hobby of mine, Norton. There's 
a close relationship between Tu Atu's 
Malay and the language of these 
Tuamotuans. I i n o w there is I 
Where's the harm in getting him to 
sing his honored folk song into that 
gramophone recorder of mine and-" 

"Pah ! You're as bad aa he is. Re
lationship be damned I Listenin' to 

his fool singin' comin' out of that 
horn through half the night. Lan
guage- !" Norton snorted disdain
fully as he took a turn of the poop, 
stared anxiously to windward, and 
then stopped short again before the 
master. 

"I'm glad this rotten business is 
done, Brett. 

"The Flash is a copra an' a pearl 
shell schooner-not a damned salvage 
ship. Eighty bars of bullion an' 
forty-odd thousand in coin under 
that caulked forehatch of ours ! No 
one but a reckless fool like you'd 
tackle a job like that with a black
crewed tradin' schooner an' four na
tive pearl divers. But we did it, 
Brett ! By God, we did I 

"I won't rest easy till we're safe 
in Tutuilla." He hesitated for a mo
ment, and then demanded suddenly :  
"But how'd the Maccaw stick on that 
reef in the first place, that's what I'd 
like to know I" 

He bent over and poked a thick 
forefinger at Brett's chest. "Muta, 
the divin' boy, says her bow under 
the water is pointin' nor-west. Nor'
west, Brett !" 

I 
KNOW," Chadwick replied quiet
ly without lifting his head. "Cap

tain Vartree lost fourteen lives in  
that wreck, Cal." He 11tood up abrupt
ly, clear blue eyes boring at the stout 
red face of his friend and mate. 
"Ever strike you, Cal,'' he asked 
softly, "that the skipper of the Mac
caw and his mate were damned 
anxious to come along with us and 
lend a hand when we took hold of  
the salvage job?  And that they 
guessed pretty close where-?" 

"You mean- ?" 
"Nothing, Cal, nothing. Where 

are-?" 
From behind the spokes of the big 

wheel Tu Atu Jet out a quick throaty 
cry. The aunset shower raced swift
ly upon the schooner, the first squall 
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of wind atriking her sail• with sud
den loud reperts. She heeled over, 
booms swung out, a loud hies and 
roar in her shrouds as she gathered 
way and started snoring through the 
water. 

TU A TU'S call was answered by a 
shriek o f  terror from the fore

deck, followed almost at once by the 
snarling report of a Winchester. 
Brett Chadwick leaped for the break 
of the poop. Cal Norton, without 
waiting to discover causes, darted 
swiftly for the scuttle and reached 
into the rack for his own pistol. 
Meantime, Chadwick took i n  the 
grim scene at a glance. 

Heedless of wind and rain, Muta, 
one of Brett's diving boys, naked but 
for the loin cloth about his middle, 
the bared steel of  a chopping knife 
in his right hand, was racing madly 
aft along the weather deck. Blood 
dripped from a wound in his shoul
der, and as he ran he uttered gur
gling, inarticulate calls. 

Behind him under the shadow o f  
the forecastle stood the burly figure 
of Captain Vartree, master of the 
wrecked steamer Maccaw, his stumpy 
legs braced wide, a thin trickle of  
smoke still showing at  the muzzle of  
the rifle he held in  his  hands. 

Deliberately he worked the pump 
of the weapon again and snapped i t  
t o  his shoulder. Chadwick had time 
only for a shout of uncomprehend
ing rage. The black, just clear o f  
the forehatch now, lifted his eyes to 
the poop in a swift pitiful plea. He 
staggered, caught h i m s e l f, and 
whirled about, arm upraised to hurl 
his knife. 

A tongue of flame belched from 
Vartree's rifle, the report echoing 
like thunder above the hiss of the 
rain and the shrilling of  the squall. 

Muta snapped upright as though 
jerked by an unseen string. The 
steel slipped from his nerveless hand, 

and the next moment he pitched his 
length on the leaning deck. A hoarae 
medley of yells like the triumphant 
baying of hounds came from the 
forecastle door. 

Brett leaped for the poop ladder. 
Cal Norton sprang atop the sky

light, pistol upraised. Far forward 
the smoking muzzle of Vartree's rifle 
moved in a short swift arc. 

''Stand where you are l" he roared. 
"Norton, put up that pistol before I 

blow off the top of your head I We 
mean business I"  

For the split fraction of a second 
Brett hesitated on the topmost rung 
of the ladder leading to the main 
deck. Out of the corner of his eye 
he saw "Dutch" Scrawn, Vartree's 
mate, advancing along the lee rail at 
the head of the black crew of the 
Flash, all mouthing excited gibberish 
among themselves. He called a warn
ing over his shoulder to Norton. 

"Steady, Cal t It's happc.ned." Then, 
facing forward again, he shouted the 
length of the racing schooner's deck. 
"What the devil do you mean, Var
trce, murdering- I" 

"Stand where you are, I said I 
Dutch, you too I Keep 'cm covered I" 

II 

VARTREE advanced steadily, 
the Winchester ready for ac
tion at his hip. Slowly Cal 

Norton's upraised arm dropped to his 
side and he came forward to join 
Chadwick at the break of the poop. 
Here he folded his bare arms across 
his chest, saying nothing, the muzzle 
of his Colt resting on his left fore
arm. 

Dutch Scrawn and the blacks stood 
just below them, the white man's 
pock-marked face split in a savage 
grin, the natives waving the curved 
steel of their knives excitedly, ivory 
teeth bared, naked cheats glittering 
with rain in the dimming light. 
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The shower passed swiftly, a sheet
ing wall of water receding to lee
ward on the face of the sea. The 
schooner settled into her pace before 
the quartering evening breeze, Tu 
Atu tending the helm in terror. 
Westward the sky cleared miracu
lously, and the setting sun showed 
like a great globe of bloody metal 
searing the horizon. 

VARTREE swayed up and stopped 
short, his l ittle shoe-button eyes 

lifted scowling to the poop, the Win
chester resting in the crook of his 
left elbow. Brett Chadwick eyed the 
unsavory pair dresse:1 in  s o i  1 e d 
singlets and dirty drill trousers. 

"What do you mean, Vartree," he 
demanded again in a grim quiet 
voice, "murdering one of my diving 
boys ?" 

Dutch Scrawn aimed a stream 
of brown at the deck, waved the 
blacks behind him to silence, and 
hooked his right thumb in his trouser 
belt close to the protruding butt of 
his pistol. Vartree grinned broadly. 

"Mutiny, Captain Chadwick I" He 
spat the words out in a narsh throaty 
bass. 

"This schooner's mine, Vartree," 
Brett grated icily. "I'm master of the 
Flash. Your ship, the Maccaw, is 
split in two resting on the bottom 
of a coral reef-" 

"Don't I know it?" 
"That was a cold deliberate mur

der," Chadwick went c.n imperturb
ably. "If  there's a mutiny aboard my 
ship I'll handle it myself I Put up 
your weapons and-" 

"I'm handling this one. Your div
ing boy didn't think so : I convinced 
him1" 

"Spit it  out, Vartree ! 'What do you 
want ?" 

"The gold under the forehatch I" 
"You- I" 
"Steady now l I ain't askin' you 

nothin'. Understand ? I'm tellin' you ! 

Come off your high horse an' listen 
to reason. Muta, that damned black 
boy, wouldn't-and you saw what 
happened. That gold ain't goin' to 
Tutuilla ! These seven blacks aTe 
with us. They got their blood up 
for a l i ttle easy money. 

"We're nine against the two o' you, 
or three i f  you want to count that 
Malay savage at the helm. We got 
a Winchester, a pistol, an' a hell o' 
a lot mcre'n three shells between us 
if we need 'em-to say nothin' o' the 
krisses these boys are roarin' to use. 
Now what's il gonna be ? Talk-or 
a slug through the head for you." 

Cal Norton stiffened beside the 
gaunt figure of the Flash's master. 

"Which one of us do you think 
ought to tell him to go to hell ,  
Brett?"  he said loudly and distinctly. 

CHADWICK shook his head. Then, 
after a moment of silence, he 

called grimly down at the uplifted 
faces. 

"Vartree, i f  you'll come into the 
cabin-alone-I'll talk." 

Dutch Scrawn gave vent to a guf
faw of laughter. Vartree grinned 
again. 

"We can make our talk right here. 
Yes, or no?" 

"Don't be a fool !"  C h a d w i c k  
snapped. "I'Jl not be armed. Give 
your rifle to Dutch and come into the 
cabin. Cal will stay where he is. 
He's got a pistol--and you've got 
Dutch and seven men watching him. 
The cabin skylights arc open. At the 
first false sound you can rush the 
poop. What do you say ? Or arc 
you too damned yellow !" 

Vartrcc shot Dutch Scrawn a swift 
look, then lifted his face again to 
the poop. 

"All right," he called. Then to his 
eretwhile mate, "Dutch, here's the 
Winchester. Any monkey business
you'll know what to do." 

He handed the weapon across, 
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hitched at bis belt, and climbed the 
ladder. Brett turned without a word 
and descended swiftly i n t o  the 
Flash's little cabin, Vartree behind 
him. 

FOR a moment they faced each 
other in silence, the darkening 

square of the open skylight over their 
heads, the unlighted lamp swaying 
gently in its gimbals. 

The rushing noise of the wind and 
the steady slap of the sea filled the 
narrow saloon. 

Vartree dropped his fleshy bulk on 
to the settee. Chadwick stood against 
the sideboard, his lean right hand 
toying idly with the cylinder of his 
ancient recording gramophone, the 
sole source of amusement for him 
through the long lonely tropic nights 
at sea. 

"Y'know, Chadwick," V a r  t r e  e 
growled abruptly, "I didn't think 
you'd be a damned fool." 

"Thanks," Brett snapped d r i 1 y. 
"Now out with i t  I Quick I You can't 
get away with a deal like this, and 
you know it ! Spit it out I"  

The erstwhile master of  the  Mac
caw laughed soundlessly. 

"I can't, hey ? I tell you it's a 
cinch ! Easy, boy, the easiest thing I 
ever saw. Now listen I "  H e  leaned 
forward eagerly, the words spilling 
over each other as they poured from 
his thick lips, his lumpy fingers ges
turing nervously as he s p o k e. 
"What've you got under that caulked 
and sealed forehatch, hey ? Eighty 
bars o' bullion an' forty-odd thqu
sand in coin. The bullion's no 
damned good to us or any one else 
but a bank. Clumsy, can't get rid o f  
it. A white elephant, that stuff. 

"But the coin I Coin, I tell you, 
Chadwick, real gold coin I Money I 
Mounda o' it I An' money's good any 
place, any time I Twenty dollar 
American Eagles an' British sover
eigns, I tell you f An' the bullion's 

what makes it a cinch. Covers our 
tracks. Clean as a whistle I 

"Listen I"  he  rushed on. "The Mac� 
caw went on the reef. All right. You 
got the salvage job on a11 that loose 
fortune. Me, I didn't think it could 
be done with a damned tradin' 
schooner an' a pack o' nigger divin' 
boys usin' weighted n�ts. But you 
did it. Okay. A swell job. But 
you bring it into Tutuilla an' what 
do you get for i t ?  I ask you, what 
in hell do you get for it ? A lousy 
pittance in pay I An' we got a damned 

· fortune in our hands. A1 easy as 
that I" 

H
E stood up, eyes ablaze, opened 
the palm of his fat hand, and 

then snapped his fist closed with a 
swift violent gesture as he  repeated 
hoarsely-

"A fortune ! Just like-that I" 
Brett Chadwick's eye, narrowed to 

squinting blue points of fire in the 
abrupt and ominous silence after that 
torrent of passionate words. 

"That's nonsense, V a r  t r e e," he 
grated at length. "And you know it I 
The gold's under the forehatch all 
right. But you can't shove forty 
thousand dollars in gold coin in your 
pants pocket and walk off with it I 
You'd have half the world's police 
hunting for you. And when the Flash 
comes into Tutuil la-" 

Vartrce interrupted him with his 
harsh metallic laugh. 

"You fool I" he snarled. "The Flash 
ain't goin' into Tutuilla I" He stepped 
suddenly closer ·and j a b  b e d his 
clenched fist at Chadwick's chest. 
"You're a bigger sap than I thought. 
Listen I We run for the island of 
Fatuhiva, see? All right. The weather 
coast's jammed chock full o' deserted 
coves. 

"You 're sailor enough to know that 
and how to clear the reefs ? Fine I 
We lay offahore, rip open the hatch, 
an' trans£ er the gold coin in the 



52 THRILLING ADVENTURES 

longboat from the Flash to the beach. 
Easy, heyi' In no time at all. We 
bury it there. But we leave the bul
lion aboard the schooner! It's no 
damned good to us-an' i t  cleara us 
clean as a nor'west gale !"  

HE hesitated, winked one eye 
craftily, and then went on in a 

aly harsh whisper. 
"Then we run the Flash back for 

Tutuilla. But if the Maccaw could 
go aground an' sink on that damned 
reef-why not the schooner Flash 
caught on a lee shore c Hey? I ask 
you, wby not ? You're insured, ain't 
you ?" He grinned and added with 
obvious meanin g :  "The M accaw was I 
-Okay, then. After that we show 
up somewhere drif tin' in an open 
boat, see ? Shipwrecked sailors in 
distress. A hell o' a mess. An' they 
can't hang a thing on us I 

"If they send divers down to have 
a look-see at what's left o' the Flash 
-they find the bullion an' some scat
tered gold coin I They're welcome to 
salvagin' It. The rest o' the coin? 
Hell, it got washed loose when the 
Flash ripped her gut, open on the 
coral. Let 'em hunt for it on the 
ocean floor. We, we're honest sailors 
shipwrecked an' broke I" 

He drew himself up to his short 
obese height, a leer of triumph on 
his lips. 

"When it blows over we take a 
little pleasure trip to Fatuhiva again 
an' get rich-very slow. We split it 
two ways. Half for me an' Dutch, 
half for you an' Norton. I won't say 
nothing about the insurance money 
you'll get from the underwriters. You 
can call that extra for yourself. An' 
remember," he spat out viciously, "as 
far as that gang o' blac� wharf rats 
I got yelpin' outside fer your blood 
goes, they get nothin' I See ? Nig
gers-drown-easy !" 

Chadwick moved aside from the 
sideboard of the Flash's cabin, Var� 

tree following his every move with 
his burning little black eyes. 

"Aye, Vartree," Brett nodded. "I 

sec. Not bad. Not bad at a]I. Damned 
smart ideas you got, hey ?" 

"I thought you'd see reason, Chad
wick." Vartree's bloated Aeshy face 
creased itself in oily wrinkles. "I 
know men, I do. Understand 'em. I 
wasn't born yesterday." 

"Aye," Chadwick conceded again, a 
guileless puzzled look in his eyes. 
"Only thing I don't understand is 
why you didn't think of that when 
you had the gold in the M accaw be
fore you-before she grounded and 
sank on the reef. It-" 

Vartree's laughter interrupted him, 
a series of hoarse throaty gurgles 
from deep in his chest. He broke off 
quite suddenly and lowered his head. 

"Well if you ain't the sweetest lit
tle innocent God ever sent to sea ! 
Me an' you 's gonna get along swell 
together, I can see that. It wasn't 
until you got the salvage job in Tu
tuilla that I figgered this thing out 
an' pulled strings to come along with 
you to help locate the wreck. Now 
you got the chestnuts pulled outa the 
fire, why hand it over to someone 
else ? Eh ? I'm lettin' you in on 
it. The sinkin' o' the Maccaw, that 
was a different deal." 

HE l i fted back his shaggy head 
again and roared his mirth. 

"Listen," he snarled so that his 
voice resounded, deep throated and 
hollow, from the groaning timbers of 
the schooner's cabin. "Chadwick, why 
in hell do you think the Mex' owners 
of that tub the Mnccaw sent for Bull  
Vartree to take command of the rot
ten hooker?  She was dowr. by the 
head with the insurance they had 
loaded on her I Me an' Dutch Scrawn 
drove her nose on that reef ! 

"An' we're gettin' ours in Mazat
lan as soon as the underwriters come 
across wi' the claims. When I do a 
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job, Chadwick, I do it right I Get 
that through your head right away t•• 
He hitched at his belted paunch. 
"That's all there is about it. All  
right. Dutch an' me could just as 
well slit your throat an' heave that 
mate o' yours over the side. Couldn't 
we ? 

"But we're square shooters, Chad
wick, an' you're in on the deal-if 
you behave yourself. Otherwise-" 
He let the alternative hang in the 
air. "Hey ? what do you say ?" 

Brett grinned, a queer far off grin, 
and nodded. 

"I guess we understand each other 
now, Vartree. I wanted to get the 
whole lay before-" 

"Don't blame you, kid, don't blame 
you. Let's get movin' now !" he 
rasped. "We ain't got all night. Come 

I" on . 
He spun on his heel and started 

for the companion. C h a d w i c k 
tensed, speculating the advisability 
of a swift attack. But he knew that 
on the main deck Dutch Scrawn 
stood with a cocked Winchester, and 
beside him seven Tuamotuans with 
the blood lust and the craze for gold 
whipped to a frenzy in their aborig
inal souls by the lashings of Var
tree's tongue. 

And he knew also for a certainty 
that at the first sound of a scuffle 
Cal Norton would go down with a 
lead ball through his head, or be 
hacked to pieces by the natives even 
if he did manage to ward off the at
tack temporari ly  with his pistol. The 
odds were too great. There was no 
other way out. Grim-lipped, he fol
lowed Vartree's waddling form up 
the companion to the poop deck. 

I I I  

I
N THE clear lucid dusk the ship 
and the men on her seemed 
never to have stirred. But for 

the gentle whine of the wind and the 

snore and gurgle of the phosphor
escent water the Flash might have 
been a painted ship on a painted ul
tramarine sea. Tu A tu still clutched 
two spokes of the wheel with his 
brown hands, his white eyeballs roll
ing in uncomprehending terror. 

Cal Norton still stood stonily at 
the break of the poop, his stare glued 
on Dutch Scrawn below him and the 
snarling pack of blacks at his heels. 

Vartree stopped a,t the topmost 
rung of the poop ladder, his fleshy 
face twisted in triumph. 

"It's all right, Dutch," he shouted. 
"Chadwick's listenin' to reason. Get 
that pack o' damned niggers to th, 
sheets. We're comin' about for Fatu
hiva I Lively now t Stand by the-" 

He never finished that order. 
"Cal I Drop for the deck I Quick I', 

Brett bellowed in sudden fury. "You 
yellow sea wolves- I" 

A
T the same moment he launched 
himself forward. Vartree, taken 

completely by surprise, whirled half
way around on his heel. Cal Norton, 
swift to realize what was happening, 
fell like a shot prone on his belly. On 
the main deck Dutch Scrawn, startled 
and taken unawares, snapped his rifle 
up, but the only clear target he had 
was Vartree's back. 

Norton fired twice in rapid succes
sion, more for effect than with any 
attempt at accuracy. Scrawn scram
bled for cover ; the blacks milled in 
sudden terror. 

Meantime, Chadwick had lashed 
out with a short vicious right that 
had all his power and weight behind 
it. His fist caught the erstwhile mas
ter of  the M accaw Bush on the side 
of the jaw. He staggered backward, 
waving his arms wildly as he fought 
vainly for balance. 

Brett h a d timed h i s a t t a  c k 
perfectly, and instead of meeting 
the poop rail, Vartree went flying 
backward down the ladder to the 
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main deck like a hurled sack of meal. 
Dutch Scrawn sprang clear of the 

shelter of the poop overhang. The 
Winchester in his hand spat a fang 
of flame followed by a dull thud j:ls 
the ball bedded itself in the schoon
er's timber. The seven blacks hesi
tated, all shrieking at once, lashing 
themselves up for a rush of the 
poop. 

Had there been any courageous 
leadership at t h a t  moment from 
either Vartree or his pock-marked 
mate, overwhelming numbers would 
have left the outcome of the uneven 
struggle without question. But both 
renegade white men were too en
grossed in their own scramble for 
shelter. 

While Brett raced aft for his own 
pistol, Cal Norton's flaming weapon 
routed the native crew completely. 
That first exchange of shots spread 
panic through the Tuamotuans, and 
they started racing in a body for 
the forecastle. 

FROM the shelter of the hatch 
combing where he lay supine, 

Dutch Scrawn pumped his rifle wild
ly to cover the ignominious r�treat 
of Vartree who went scrambling for
ward on all fours to join his mate. 
Here the unsavory pair held a hur
ried consultation, then went dodging 
and leaping after their disappearing 
blacks. 

In the temporary lull that fol
lowed, Brett Chadwick and Cal Nor
ton lay prone on the poop deck be
hind the doubtful shelter of the 
weather board. 

The leaning flares of the schoon
er's canvas and the uneasy swaying 
of the booms obscu.red their vision 
and made accurate 511ooting im
possible. Still, as long as they both 
lived, they could hold the after part 
of the Flash inviolate-except against 
a massed and determined rueh. 

But the ship needed tending. Tu 

Atu, the faithful serang, could not 
hold the helm indefinitely. The first 
change of wind might wreak havoc. 
They were two against nine, two 
against nine men crazed by the lust 
for a fortune in gold coin under the 
caulked hatches of the schooner's 
foredeck I 

"Come out unarmed with y o u r  
hands in the air, all of  you ! ' '  Chad
wick thundered down the shadowy 
length of the ship. "If you do, I 
promise nothing'll be said in  Tu
tuilla about the mutiny !"  

A string of  obscenities and the 
r o a r of Scrawn's rifle answered 
Brett's warning. The ball whined 
harmlessly into the night : Norton's 
pistol came up. 

"Hold your fire, Cal !"  Chadwick 
rasped. "Wait'll you get something 
to shoot at. They're firing through 
the porthole of the fo'c'stle. Save 
your shells I"  

"You double crossin' swine!"  Var
tree's mad bellow of rage echoed 
down the deck. "You had your 
chance I You hea r ?  Now it's war I 
You an' this schooner ain't never 
gonna see Tutuilla I We'll shark-bait 
you, you-Let 'em have it, Dutch I" 

A 
RATTLE of rifle fire drowned 
the rest of his vicious invective. 

Flashes of flame showed at the fore
castle port. The balls thudded into 
the stout timbers of the schooner and 
sang whistling overhead. Chadwick: 
answered with a single shot from 
his Colt ; then looked quickly over 
his shoulder toward the helm. 

"Steady, Tu Atu I Crouch low out 
of sight," he called firmly to the 
giant wheelsman, and then added a 
string of reassuring Malay. 

"Ada, Tuan," Tu Atu's frightened 
voice replied in a guttural whisper. 

Then a strange and a deathlike 
stillness fell upon the moving ship 
with her cargo of salvaged gold and 
human lusts, a stillness punctuated at 
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times by a blood curdling shriek 
from one of the Tuamotuans far for
ward in the mutinous forecastle, and 
the occasional snarl of Scrawn's 
Winchester. 

Night had swept swiftly upon the 
south Pacific, the clear, brilliant 
star-studded night of the tropics, 
alive with the murmur of the land
breeze and the mutter of the lacy 
seas against the schooner's sides. 

The night was so clear and serene 
it seemed impossible to believe that 
murder a n d  barratry stalked be
neath the ghostlike canvas of the 
moving ship. Yet the dark splotch 
still stretched on the weather deck 
where Muta, the faithful diving boy, 
had fallen with a lead ball from Var
tree's rifle through his heart, gave 
mute evidence of tlie desperate na
ture of the situation Brett Chad
wick and his mate faced. 

"Why in hell'd you take that rat 
down into the cabin at all ,  Bret t ?"  
Cal grated between clenched teeth. 
"I thought for a minute you'd gone 
crazy with-" 

SPARRING f o r  t i m e - a n d  I 
wanted to find out the whole 

truth, Cal. Never does any harm to 
know exactly what you're up against. 
It gave us time to-" 

''Yeah ; damn little ! How long do 
you thinlc they'll stay for'ard ? I f  
they rush, we  ain't got a chance." 

"We won't go alone !"  
"Not while I ,;an still pump one 

more slug at 'em, we won't I "  
"All right then. They won't rush 

till they g e t t h e m Tuamotuans 
whipped up to a pitch of frenzy. 
Vartree and Scrawn won't t a k e  
chances. Hear 'em screechin' ? Know 
what it means ?" 

"Means ? Damn 'em-I"  
"I t  means Vartree's broached a jug 

of Tahiti rum. He knows what he's 
doing I He'll get them blacks worked 
up to mad drunken fury. Then he'll 

follow their rush. And you can bet 
all you got that him and Dutch 
Scrawn will be behind the blacks, not 
leading 'em !-Cal, we can't let it get 
that far !"  

"No ? What'll we do ? Call 'em 
all to prayer meetin' ?" Norton asked 
bitterly as he rammed new shells 
into the empty chambers c.f his Colt. 
"We're in  for it. Al l  hell's gonna 
pop loose in about half an hour." 

Brett was silent for a moment. 
Then suddenly he clutched Norton's 
wrist, his eyes burning with a grim 
light. 

"I got it ! Cal, I got it I It's our 
only chance. Them blacks, they're 
just following Vartree an' Scrawn 
blind. They don't know what they're 
up against. He's goaded 'em on with 
all sorts of wild promises about gold. 
All  they can think about is that pile 
of salvaged gold Eagles and English 
sovereigns in that forehold. An' Var
tree'll keep reminding them I Drunk, 
they'll be worse than sober, and 
that's what he's planning-" 

"You didn't think they were play· 
ing ping-pong, did you ?" Norton cut 
in drily. "What in hell did you 
think they wanted if it wasn't the 
gold?"  

"Aye ; that's it, Cal I That's it I 
-And the longboat's still hanging in  
the davits amidships there I ' '  

HE scrambled abruptly to h i s  
hands and knees and started 

crawling ca1· efully aft toward the lee 
of the cabin house. 

"Brett, are you mad ? What- ?" 
"The blacks want gold, don't they ? 

They'd as soon cut Vartree's throat 
as ours. They don't give a damn for 
him ! It's the gold they're afte:r. 
Let's give it to 'em I" 

"You're mad as a hatter I" 
But Brett Chadwick paid no heed. 

Gaining the scuttle, he cut the fire
axe from its lashings and dragged it 
back once more to where Norton lay. 
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"Listen, Cal !" he bit off shortly. 
"Crazy or not, it's our only chance. 
I'm going for'ard to that hatch and 
smash it in. The whole gang of 'em 
are in the port fo'c'stle. I'll crawl 
along the starboard bulwarks. The 
booms and the shadows of the can
vas'll cover me and give me a fight
ing chance. Keep blazing away at 
'c:n, Cal. Keep 'em busy till I make 
it or-" 

"Or go down with a slug through 
your brain from that whelp's Win
chester t" 

"I'd as soon go that way as lay 
here waiting to have my throat slit 
by a rum and gold drunk savage t Do 
as I say ! It's our only chance I" 

He waited for no further discus
sion. With his Colt stuck in his belt 
and the fire-axe clutched in his right 
hand, he maneuvered cautiously to
ward the starboard poop ladder. Here 
he called tensely over his shoulder. 

"Now ! Let 'em have i t ! "  
Norton blazed away rapidly, shift

ing his position after each shot to 
confuse the answering fire t h a t 
licked livid crimson tongues into the 
night. At the first fusillade, Chad
wick dropped swiftly to the main 
deck and started crawling forward 
in the shelter of the deepest shadows. 

HE knew for a certainty what 
Vartree's plan of action must 

be. With his plans completely dis
closed, for the safety of his own skin 
he had no other choice now than 
murder of the two owners of the 
Flash. Secure in the fortress o f  the 
forecastle the mutineers could with
stand indefinitely any attack from 
the af terguard. 

They were nine against two. And 
at the proper time th�y would sally 
out behind the drink crazed blacks, 
rush the poop, and take charge of 
the schooner. Chadwick realized that 
the  fight must be carried to them
before it was too late. 

Heedless of the periodic snarl of 
the Winchester, and Norton'a pistol 
barking angry reply from the poop, 
he gained the after combing of the 
forehatch without discovery. Under 
the hold's covering of tarpaulin and 
stout wood lay the bullion and gold 
coin salvaged from the wreck of the 
Maccaw. 

Here Brett hesitated for an instant 
in the shadow of the foresail, The 
backdraught s p i l l e d noisily ; the 
sound of the sea and the wind was 
i n  his ears. The schooner snored 
steadily through the starlit clarity of 
the tropic night, her booms shudder
ing slightly, sheets of spray spitting 
noisily to the leaning deck. 

Suddenly he leaped upright on the 
hatch. His axe flashed in a swift 
arc over his head and came down 
with all his force in a splintering 
blow. The foremast and the waver
ing shadows of the sails alone pro
tected him from the murderous aim 
of Dutch Scrawn's rifle. 

HE worked with rapid deadly de-
1 i beration. At the sound of his 

first crashing blow, a loud roar of 
uncomprehending rage came from 
the forecastle. The door was hurled 
violently aside, silhouetting a black 
figure with half raised rifle. 

Instantly, from the poop, Norton's 
pistol blazed, and the shape leaped 
quickly to shelter again. 

Meanwhile Chadwick brought his 
axe down again and again. Drop
ping to his knees, he slashed madly 
with his knife at the tarpaulin, pry
ing loose the covers beneath until a 
great gaping hole showed in the 
hatch, jagged and splintered. 

Only then did he spring aside and 
race the length of the deck, the 
whistle of lead singing over his head. 
He gained the poop and dropped 
again at Norton's side. Cal was sav
agely ramming shells into the cham
bers of his smoking Colt. 
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"If that ain't the craziest damned 
thing ever I saw a man do, Brett I" 
he growled. "Hurt-?:' 

"Not a scratch. Hold your fire,'' 
Chadwick panted. Then, lifting his 
voice : "There you are, Vartree I" he 
roared down the deck. "The batch's 
open I I'm making it easier for you. 
You want the gold, don't you ? There 
it is ! Come get i t ! "  

"We'll take i t  whenever we 
damned well please, you blasted 
idiot ! When the both o' you're 
feedin' the sharks I What good's 
that gonna- ?" 

Bull Vartree's hoarse answering 
shriek was cut short by a pande
monium of howls from the half
drunk blacks. 

"I t'll work, Cal,'' Brett Chadwick 
grated. ''It'll work I" 

Norton shot him a swift look, 
as if he thought his friend had 
indeed gone stark staring mad. 
Chadwick waited for a lull in the 
shouting from forward, then raised 
his voice again, bellowing this time 
in that strange mixture of Tuamo
tuan and pidgin English the South 
Sea Is1andere understood. 

"Listen, you men !"-He called the 
diving boys by name. - "Kilma, 
Patuti, Nadua I You want the white 
man's gold ? Na? It is there for 
you I Come and take I Whatever 
your hands put in your sarongs i s  
yours- and the boat in the davits is 
yours. Your pay for the work I We 
will not use the fire stick against 
you. The white man's word ! Come 
and take your gold I Speak now ! 
Which master is better to serve ?" 

A sudden silence followed Chad
wick's amazing exhortation. For 
the fraction of a moment neither the 
blacks, nor Vartree and Dutch 
Scrawn, nor even Norton, Brett's own 
mate, understood the full meaning 
of Chadwick's offer. Then Cal's face 
split in a grin. 

A low murmur of surprise and 

astonishment came across the schoon• 
er's deck from the forecastle as the 
words sank home in the minds of  
the blacks. I t  rose swiftly to  gut
tural crys of half drunken glee, 
mingling with the harsh voices of 
Vartree and Scrawn in ar effort to 
stem the turning tide. 

It was the gold alone the natives 
wanted. Their simple souls, lashed 
to greed by the promises of 
Vartree's glib tongue, had a single· 
mindedness of purpose upon which 
Brett had staked his whole mad 
play. Even a handful of gold coin 
meant wealth untold to them, wealth 
beyond their wildest dreams ; and the 
aea in an open boat held no t�rror 
whatever for them ; it wa� their 
natural way of life I 

T
HEY felt no allegiance to either 

Vartree or his pock-faced mate, 
Dutch Scrawn. It was the gold 
alone they were after ! And it was 
offered to them now, freely and 
with impunity I The erstwhile master 
of the Maccaw had indeed done his 
work well upon them in rousing their 
hopes and their lusts to mutinous 
frenzy. The youthful master of the 
Flash knew this-and he knew also 
that human greed was a double
edged sword I 

What little coin the black crew 
of the schooner could make off with 
in  their frenzied haste was a small 
price indeed to pay for the safe de
livery of  the remainder of the 
precious cargo I 

A shrill shriek stabbed the night 
with startling violence. The door of 
the forecastle was hurled aside. A 
half naked black shape leaped out 
on to the deck and raced for that 
gaping black hole in the forehatch. 
Two others followed. 

Vartree's voice 1narled orders that 
went unheeded. Dutch Scrawn 
leaped to block the exit. He was 
thrust ruthlessly aside by the horde 
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pouring out of the forecastle with 
knives aglitter. The leading savage 
leaped into the hold, giving vent to 
little guttural cries of ecstasy as he 
passed up a few handfuls of the 
gold to those above. 

Defeat stared the white leaders of 
the mutiny in the face. I f  the 
blacks were allowed to leave the 
schooner, the fight became even. It  
became Vartree and Dutch against 
Cal and Brett, and they had little 
stomach for that sort of an open 
fight. Scrawn sprang to the deck. 

"Back, you black devils !" he 
roared, brandishing his rifle. "The 
first damned one o' you makes for 
the boat I'll kill I"  

B
EHIND him Vartree, throwing 
caution to the winds in their 

dire emergency, also :eaped into the 
open. On the poop Cal sprang to 
his feet. Chadwick clutched at his 
arm. "'Not yet, Cal l" he barked. 
"Stand by. Steady I Give 'em a 
chance at that longboat. I'm stand
ing on my word !" 

The blacks rushed in a body for 
the boat davits, knives stuck in 
sarongs, each one cramming gold 
coin in the folds of his loin cloth 
as he ran. The first three sprang 
into the boat, shrieking pleas for 
haste to those who followed. 

Dutch Scrawn's rifle snapped to 
his shoulder. On the poop Chad
wick levelled his pistol. 

Two reports sounded like a single 
clap of thunqer. One of the blacks 
pitched head foremost from the boat 
into the water, a W inchester ball 
through his heart. Ser awn staggerecJ 
backward. Norton and Chadwick 
sprang for the main deck. 

Meantime the infµriated blacks 
who still remained on the deck 
wheeled on the Maccaw's mate. 
B:ett's ruse had worked perfectly. 
The sword of mutiny was double
edged I The renegade whites were 

caught between two perils in a trap 
of their own making I The weird 
light glinted on the upraised steel 
of a curved chopping knife. 

Scrawn grappled with the nearest 
savage. The blade came down, a 
blurred flash. Dutch let out a low 
gurgling sound, crashed against the 
bulwark, and then, still clutching 
desperately at his attacker's throat, 
they toppled together over the side. 
Only a hoarse cry sounded, and a 
loud splash. 

The remainder of the blacks 
leaped clear of Vartree, intent only 
on escape with their spoils. The 
longboat was already in the water, 
the falls dangling over the schoon
er's side. They leaped for the ropes, 
disappearing swiftly below the level 
of the Flash's bulwarks. 

V
ARTREE, blind rage suffusing 
his bloated face, wheeled like a 

cornered rat to meet the rush of the 
schooner's master and mate. His 
pistol spat fire. Norton staggered 
and clutched at his shoulder. The 
hammer of Chadwick's Colt clicked 
on an empty chamber. 

Flinging it from him, he hurled 
himself  bodily forward, and the two 
bodies crashed together w i t h a 
thudding impact before Vartree 
could work his weapon again. 

Brett's hand closed instantly on 
that gun wrist, and even before they 
fell to the deck, the weapon flew 
from Vartree's hand. Chadwick 
landed on top. Beneath him Var
tree's massive bulk squirmed swiftly. 

Brett sprang to his feet, the other 
following, head lowered in a blind 
charge. Chadwick lashed out with 
his left fist to Vartree's paunch. He 
grunted, doubling up with pain. 
And as he did Brett's crossed right 
smashed full on the point of the jaw 
with all his weight behind the blow. 

The master of the Maccaw sagged, 
hi:. knees doub.1ing up under him. 
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With a low moan he collapsed to the 
deck. Brett wheeled, panting heav
ily. Norton stood leaning against 
the bulwark, his shirt stained a deep 
crimson at the left shoulder. 

"Not bad," he approved, a quiet 
grin on his stout red face, "not bad, 
that, Brett, for a knockout smash. 
I didn't think you'd want me to be 
interfering in  a private fight." 

"You, Cal, you're-" 
"Nothin'. Got me i n  the shoulder. 

I'm all right. The damned blacks 
made off, Brett," he growled, wav
ing his good arm across the starlit 
sea. '' All except the three they left 
dead on the deck here." 

Chadwick nodded g r i m I y, pay
ing no heed to the dark smudge 
of the longboat being pulled fran
tically away from the schooner's 
side. · ·That's cheap salvage. -.;al. 
They couldn't have made off with 
more than a few hundred. Give me 
a hand with this rat before he comes 
to. Heave him into the fo'c'stle and 
shore up those doors. He'll keep 
in there till we bring the Flash into 
Tutuilla." 

He drew himself erect suddenly 
and pointed aft to the poop across 
the bloody deck of the schooner 
upon which three Tuamotuans lay 
stretched in death. "Damned if Tu 
A tu hasn't held the helm through i t  
all, Cal ! "  Brett laughed. "Scared to 
death-but I'll bet he hasn't spilled an 
ounce o' wind outa the mair,s'l through 
the whole bloo?y business !" 

IV 

I
T WAS toward evening of  a 
blistering tropical day that the 
Flash cleared the reef and 

stood in for the fairway of Tutuilla 
with signal Hags at her peak an
nouncing to the harbor authorities 
that there was mutiny aboard the 
schooner. Cal Norton stood behind 
the spokes of the big whee], his left 

arm in a soiled white sling. Tu At11 
and Chadwick hauled the main sheet 
taut. It had been no joke for three 
men alone to handle the ship, and 
the two white men showed· the 
strain clearly in their grizzled faces 

and haggard eyes. 
The schooner ghosted slowly into 

the Hat sparkling water of the road
stead. A launch came snorting and 
puffing out to meet her, grappled the 
chains, and half a dozen uniformed 
native police, headed by the harbor 
master, swarmed over her side. 

CAPTAIN MARLOWE, a thin sun
baked man, with a drawn revolver 

i n  his hand, stopped short at sight of  
the scarred, red-stained bulwarks, the 
jagged wound i n  the forehatch, and 
the crimson blotches along the port 
deck. "Good God, man !" he thun
dered. "What've you been up to?" 

" A  picnic," Brett returned grim
ly. "We've no crew left. Don't 
stand there gaping, Marlowe ! Send 
your men along to let go my anchors 
and bear a hand furling sail !" 

"The salvage- ?" 
"The gold's safe I" Brett snapped, 

"Except what I had to let go for-" 
"Where are the mutineers?" 

"He's shored up in  the fo'c'stle
the only one that's left. Interesting 
devil. Get my ship at anchor, Cap
tain Marlowe, and then come down 
into the cabin. And I'll want a 
guard over that forehatch till the 
salvors start unloading I" 

He turned and clambered up the 
poop ladder. "All right, Cal," he 
caJled to Norton at the wheel. "Mar
lowe an' his men'll take over. Go 
for'ard an' bring that swine down 
into the cabin.'' 

He disappeared down the scuttle. 
Barked orders sounded over his 
head, the noise of the gaffs strain
ing down the masts, the plop of rope 
coils falling to the deck, anci the 
rattle of cables as the anchors were 
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let go. Brett stood at the sideboard 
when Captain Marlowe came down. 
Behind him swayed Bull Vartree. 
shaggy headed, unkempt and dirty, 
his little shoe-button eyes afire as 
Cal Norton prodded him into the 
cabin. Chadwick grinned. 

Vartree burst into violent speech. 

AN OUTRAGE," he grated hoarse
ly. "A damned outrage !" 

Marlowe stared at him. 
"Good God, Chadwick," he ex

ploded. "That's Captain Vartree of 
the Mace aw! He can't-" 

"I want that mar. arrested I" 
Vartree snarled. "By God I the filthy 
dog had a damned scheme hatched 
up to drive the Flash aground after 
landing the gold coin from the 
Maccsw in a deserted cove on 
Fatuhiva. I tell you it's lucky I 
came along on the salvage job I 

"Dutch Scrawn an' me held 'em 
off an' drove the blacks from the 
ship at the point of a rifle. It was 
our only chance to break up his 
rotten game I Scrawn got murdered 
in the fight. Now he's hatched up 
his cock-and-bull story of mutiny. 
I've been kept a prisoner, I tell 
you l" His bloated face, livid with a 
rush of blood, weaved from side to 
side, his hairy fists clenched at his 
sides as he made his last play for 
vindication and freedom. 

"They're tryin' to frame me I" he 
thundered. "I 'm a shipmaster my
self I My word's better than the 
say-so of a beachcombin' c o p r a  
trader ! I !mow his tricks !" 

Captain Marlowe looked from one 
to the other in outright astonishment. 
Brett Chadwick had said no word, re
maining silent until Vartree's invec
tive was done. Then he shook his head 
slowly. 

' 
"Won't do, Vartree," he grated. 

"It's a good try, but it won't do. 
Your game's up. I ' l l  say nothing 
right now about  the mutiny you led 

on my ship." Ignoring Vartree, he 
turned on the harbor master. 

"Captain Marlowe," he went on 
in a quiet deliberate voice, "you'll 
have to hold Captain V a r  t r e e  
for murder-and b a r  r a t  r y. He 
killed fourteen lives in  the wreck 
of the Maccaw. And she was 
wrecked because he deliberately ran 
his command on the reef south of 
Fatuhiva ! The rest of his story's 
all true-except that it was the other 
way round." 

"What did I tell you ? What did 
I tell you ?" Vartree thundered. 
"Framin' me I Barra try, hey ? Tryin' 
your best to hang me so you can 
clear yoursel f !  Not on you I" life I" 
He thumped his chest with his 
clenched fists till his whole paunch 
shook. "Me run the Maccaw 
aground ? That's libel- !" 

"Aye," Chadwick interrupted 
calmly. "It's libel-unless I can 
prove it." 

"That's serious charges to be mak� 
ing, Chadwick," Captain Marlowe 
cut in softly, nursing his leathery 
cheek with a thin hand. "It all  
sounds pretty far fetched to me. I 
wouldn't make damnable charges like 
that against a shipmaster unless I 
had proof and witnesses I" 

HE shook his head deliberately. 
Brett Chadwick smiled a stl"ange 

quiet smile and turned to fa'ce the 
sideboard. Fumbling there with his 
back to the puzzled watchers, he 
said over his shoulder-

"Y ou're dead right there, Captain 
Marlowe. That's just what I told 
Norton a few days ago. It's always 
best to know exactly what you're 
up against. So I got Vartree to ex
plain it all to me right here in this 
cabin. Maybe this'll remind him." 

He turned again and stepped 
aside, still smiling. A st:ries of faint 
scratches sounded, then from the 
horn of h i s  ancient gramophone 
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there came a muff led rumbling voice, 
hoarse and metallic, the unmistakable 
voice of Bull Vartree himself I 

"Chadwick,"-the machine groaned 
and wheezed-"why in hell do you 
think the Mex owners of that tub the 
Maccaw sent for Bull Vartree to 
take command of that rotten booker 
in Mazatlan? She was down by the 
head with the insurance they had 
loaded on her. Me an' Dutch 
Scrawn drove her nose on that reef ! 
An' we're gettin' ours in Mazatlan 
as soon-" 

AS t h  e first grating sound of 
the machine filled the gently 

lurching little cabin, Vartree's little 
s.hoe-button eyes opened wide in ab
solute astonishment. 

That night when he had bared 
his plans to the master of the Flash 
in what he thought absolute se
curity-I 

He remembered now ; Chadwick 
had been standing at the sideboard, 
fumbling with the discs of the gramo
phone I 

A hoarse inarticuldtc cry from 
deep in his throat drowned the con
tinued squawk of the talking ma
chine. His  face blanched, and sud
denly he spun on his heel with the 
vague idea of a dash for liberty. 

But before Vartree had reached 
the first step of the companionway 
leading for the deck, Brett, still 
grinning broadly, snapped open the 
door of the sideboard, and when his 
hand came to view again the blue 
barrel of his pistol caught all the 
glinting points of light in the cabin. 

"Steady !" he called sharply. "The 
game's up, Vartree ! Captain Mar
lowe," he went on to the harbor 
master as he calmly shut off the 
gramophone with his free hand, "get 
that rat out of here-quick ! Rotting 
copra's damned clean smelJing com
pared to the way this cabin stinks 
now. Get him. out I I'll bring my-

witness-to an Admiralty court any 
time and any place I'' 

TH E  harbor master came swiftly 
to life, shouting orders to his 

men and bustling the erstwhile mas
ter of the Maccaw for the deck. 
Chadwick and Norton followed si
lently behind. 

Several moments later they stood 
at the bulwark as the launch shot 
away from the schooner's side head
ed for the beach. Westward the sun 
set in a bursting bombshell of color 
and light, etching the fronds of the 
palm-studded shore sharply against 
the heavens. Norton mopped at his 
face. "Damn hot, Brett," he grum
bled. "Sunset shower'll be welcome." 

"Aye, Cal." 
"And from now on the Flash stays 

in the copra an' pearl shell trade. 
You hear me, you hell-bending idiot ?'' 
Norton grinned. "But maybe you're 
right Brett. Maybe there is a con
nection between Malay and the 
language of the Tuamotuans, hey ?" 

Brett smiled faintly at the allusion 
and turned away from the land. Tu 
A tu, the serang, stood on the forc
ha tch, a savage figure staring rue
fully down at the gaping sp1intered 
hole at his feet. 

And as Chadwick watched, he 
shrugged his shoulders simply and 
sighed a deep sigh. As long as he 
had his daily measure of rice and 
fish, a place to sleep and a ship to 
sail, he had little need for gold. 
Wealth ill-gotten, says an ancient 
proverb of the Orang Laut,-the 
Malay Men of the Sc.a-is the spawn 
of despair and death. 

The sunset shower swept swiftly 
in from the open sea. And as Tu 
Atu marched with his dignified 
barefooted roll for the shelter of 
the forecastle overhang, he took to 
singing a simple song-

" Na, na, ads 
Nada nada tu-·· 
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Kaff ir Diamonds 
Weird Superstition, Ruthless Treachery and a Desperate 

Struggle for Illicit Wealth Under 
South African Skies 

A Complete Novelette· 

By FERDINAND BERTHOUD 
. 1 11thor of "Black Mamba," "Tarantula.s," rte. 

A
RA W-BONED Kaffir native 

crept falteringly from the 
outer burning brilliance of 

South African sunlight into the 
gloom of the wattle-and-daub trading 
store. Hesitantly, he stepped up to 
the rough counter built of empty 
beer cases. With his one good eye 
he fixed the s torekeeper, Andrew 
Burnham. 

"Funa gutenga, M'Lungu. I want 
to buy," he opened. 

The tall young man behind the 
counter peered keenly at the native 
as he passed a hand through his 
sandy, rumpled hair. 

"\!Vant to buy, ch ?" he asked as 
his blue eyes studied the native. 
"V-.'hat do you want ? Bully beef ?  
Sugar?" 

The native shook his head slowly, 
rubbed a leathery paunch. His one 
intent little eye never shifted from 
those of the tall white man across 
the counter from him. He apparently 
hadn't seen the third figure in the 
store, hardly more than a shadow 
amoa;2g shadows at the far corner of 
the narrow room. , 

The man who lounged there might 
have been asleep but for a thin 
stream of smoke which trickled up
ward from his mouth and mush
roomed out against the low ceiling 
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in the motionless air of the store. 
And the narrow-set eyes behind the 
trickle of smoke were almost shut, 
but not quite. 

'' Fuba wissik, M'Lungu. I want 
whiskey," the native said to the store 
man. .. 

I
NSTANTLY sudden anger hard
ened in Burnham's eyes, made 

them glint as they pierced the gloom 
of the place. 

"Whiskey, you dog ! You get t' 
blazes out of here I I should get 
six months for selling a native 
liquor." 

''Ikona six month,'' the other 
grinned slyly. "No six month. 
Givvit wissik, M'Lungu. I givvit big 
money." 

The storekeeper's fists clenched. 
"Get t' devil outa here I You can't 
get whiskey off me, not for all the 
money in A frica ! Hamba ! Voet
sack ! Get out I" 

' 'Big money," persisted the native, 
holding his ground. 

Burnham snatched up a sjambok, 
a hippopotamus-hide lash, moved de· 
liberately around the counter, threat. 
eningly raised the whip. The Kaffir 
cringed, but doggedly reached to a 
dried lizard-skin 1ack hanging from 
his neck, jerked it away, turned it 



"Put them sto-nes down," continued thr snr:rling t·oice. 

upside down, and shook its contentll 
onto the counter. 

"Nangu male. There's money," he  
nervously advised. 

As if dumbfounded, for an instant 
Burnham stared, picked up the three 
uncut diamonds before him, threw 
them down again. As i f  they were 
poison, he shoved them away with 
the stock of his sjambok. 

"Pick up those stones, Madoda !" 
he thundered. "Quick-throw 'em 
away-anywhere I You know it's 
against the law for any native even 
to have diamonds in his possession. 
And I'm not buying any stolen dia
monds from you or anybody else. 
You and your white baas there in 
the corner can't put up any job on 
me. Get t' hell out !" 

At Burnham's words the Kaffir 
tihot an astonished glance toward the 
silent shadow in the corner. He 
wheeled as if to dart for the door, 
as the third man suddenly straight
ened up. 

"Stop I" this man yelled, as he 
1prang swiftly forward, 
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T
HE Kaffir snatched up the dia

monds and jumped to one side 
with a quick, guilty flash of his one 
dark eye. 

"Put them stones down," contin
ued the snarling voice of the third 
man. A gun in his hand made a 
menacing gesture to back his com
mand. Savagely he turned from the 
native to Burnham. "Tryin' to pre
tend you never buy stones, Burn
ham, just because I was sittin' here 
watch in' ?" 

"Nothing of the sort, Saunders," 
said Burnham hotly. "Your 'boy' 
here and you are putting on a little 
act-up to your regular rotten tricke. 
-But you can't frame me, and you 
know it." 

"You innocent Yanks always are 
just persecuted angels,'' Saunders 
sneered. "You're just another of the 
adventurin' mob-come up here to 
play with government diamonds-t o 
play with fire. You've been buyin' 
stones from the 'boys' right along, 
and you know it I" 

The tall American with sandy hair 
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calmed, shrugged his broad shoulders. 
Even in that lazy shrug was a sug
gestion of power. 

' 'Very well," he said. "Have it 
your own way. You seem to know 
more about such matters than I do. 
But you can't railroad me, Saunde�. 
not on evidence as slim as this. You 
smart I. D. B. men--detectives, you 
have the nerve to call yourselves
manage to create more diamond 
thieves by your rotten framing prac
tices than there are diamonds. From 
what I've heard, you·re always mighty 
anxious for an excuse to take a 
prisoner two-hundred-and-fifty miles 
down to court at Luderitzbucht. 
Don't pick on me. I won't be the 
goat, get me?" 

"Pick on you ?" jerked Saunders 
through thin, wet lips which formed 
words nervously. ' 'What do you 
mean ? I'm not framing anybody. 
And this one-eyed rat don't belong 
to me. I'll have to send him up for 
this. You're safe this time, but I got 
him for possession anyway." 

SAUNDERS' beady eyes had shifted 
quickly to the cringing native. 

With a wet-lipped sneer, he crammed 
the point of his pistol into the 
trembling Kaffir's ribs. 

"Hand them stones over !" he com
manded. "Give 'em to me. I'm goin' 
to turn 'em in. Hold your hands out 
together 'ti] I get the bracelets on 
you. Cuchima I Hurry up I" 

The Kaffir backed against the wall. 
"Ikona, baas, y o u know I no 

steal." 
"You're a liar," Saunders cut in. 

"Give 'em to me I" 
But as Saunders lunged at him, the 

native ducked. Like a loosed steel 
spring, he dodged beneath Saunders' 
hand and gained the door. For a 
moment he crouched there, poised. 

"M'satinyoka t Son of a snake !" 
The one-eyed native spat shrill 

�urses back at Saunders, who whipped 

up his gun. But Bumham's hand 
was quicker. He struck the detec
tive's gun band, knocking it upward, 
as its detonation shook tht mud 
walls of  the little store. The shot 
went wild, and in another second the 
Kaffir was gone, as if the desert bad 
swallowed him. 

Saunders lunged a couple of paces 
after him, then brought up short and 
turned back to Burnham cursing. To 
pursue further, he knew, was useless. 

Just at the moment the native had 
ducked under Saunders· arm, Burn
ham had felt the thud of several tiny 
missiles on his chest. Hard little olr 
jccts had pattered to the floor at his 
feet while the I. D. B. man was 
lunging away toward the door. But 
Saunders hadn't noticed the Kaffir's 
deft riddance of the incriminating 
stones. 

"Put your gun down, Saunders," 
Burnham instructed quietly. "So he 
wasn't your stool pigeon, eh ? I 
know it's against the law for a native 
to possess uncut diamonds, but 
you're not going to grab those stones 
off him and give him five years as 
well. You ought to thank me you 
didn't murder the poor devil." 

ASHEN with rage the Illicit Dia� 
mond Buying detective veered 

to the counter, jerked his gun half 
up on Burnham, then lowered it 
hesitantly. 

"You're a fool," he hissed. "I  
ought to  have finished that Kaffir. 
You heard him curse me, Those one
eyed Kaffirs are hoodoos, an' you 
know it. That one-eyed desert rat 
put the curse on me I" 

Burnham grinned. "Don't be an 
idiot," he said, shortly. "You're as 
superstitious as an old woman." 

Just then one of the thrown dia
monds, which had somehow lodged in 
a wrinkle of Burnham's shirt, plopped 
down to join its mates on the floor. 

Saunders stared down upon them 
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in utter amazement, as if they had 
got there by magic. Then he 
stiffened, and his little eyes hardened 
with a gleam of satisfaction. 

"You dirty crook I" be gritted. "So 
you did get 'em ! You should have 
put your foot on those stones quicker. 
I got you dead to rights now !" 

Saunders started again to raise his 
gun. Quick as the snap of a sjambok, 
Burnham grabbed it, broke it, 
dumped its shells to the floor. Then 
he tossed it through the door out 
into the desert. He indicated the 
doorway with a lean forefinger. 

"I didn't drop 'em, Saunders," he 
said calmly.. "Those are the same 
three stones the Kaffir had. He flung 
'em away to get rid of them as he 
left. I'm going to report 'em and 
turn 'cm in to Harmon at the mining 
compound office. Move on, now, 
Saunders. Keep moving. Out !" 

Saunders hesitated. His eyes 
dropped before the curiously pene· 
trating stare that riddled him from 
Bnrnham's blue ones. 

"Better get out, Saunders-outside. 
You tried to cut the wrong diamond 
when you tried to cut me." 

Saunders spat sullenly. ''Damned 
cocl,y, ·ain't you ? Wait, Burnham, 
r ou'll see i f  I can cut you or not." 

I I  

I
T WAS some weeks later that 
another man stood before the 
counter of that same little desert 

store. He was well-dressed, slimly 
built, and aristocratic looking. Burn
ham, behind the counter, smilingly 
sized him up and greeted him. In 
that  up-country native trading store 
any man so spick-and-span, he knew, 
was out of place. The sudden puzzle 
of  such a man in such a place en
gaged Burnham's curiosity. 

"Doing some fancy traveling, 
aren't you ?" Burnham grinned as he 
fi lled a glass for each of them. 

Amiably the visitor responded, "No 
-come out to settle. Didn't know 
what would be needed, so I waited 
to outfit myself on the ground." 

The stranger removed his Stetson 
and swabbed his head with a white 
l inen handkerchief. His whole make· 
up was wonderful. But his eyes? 
Burnham wondered about them. Why 
were they continually darting about, 
taking i n  everything so avidly? 

The newcomer responded to Burn
ham's curious scrutiny. The corners 
of his sharp eyes wrinkled into a 
shrewd grin. 

"You're no fool, I can see," he flat
tered, "so I'm not going to treat you 
like one. You're kind of amused at 
my prettiness up here in the desert, 
aren't you ? Well, some others aren't 
going to be so tickled." 

' 'No?" Burnham's eyebrows lifted 
slightly. 

"No-By the way, my name's Tom 
Church." 

' 'Mine's Andrew Burnham." 

FOR a while they stood there 
silent. Still Church's eyes roved 

and darted every place in apparent 
contempt, over the random stock on 
the shelves, over the few motionless 
natives squatting to one side. The 
silence became irksome. 

" Drink up," Burnham broke in at 
last. "Have another. You seem to 
have something on your mind." 

Church's mouth twitched. ' 'Think
ing, that's all. I'm peaceful and 
solemn, like my name. I say, what 
tribe are these natives ?" 

The "I say" somehow didn't ring 
true to the storekeeper. The "natives" 
was glaringly affected. There was 
something about it tr.at gave Burn· 
ham a twinge of suspicion. 

"They're Matabele, Mr. Church,'' 
he said. "The Germans killed off 
most of the Namaquas years ago." 

"So?" Church expelled a wisp of 
smoke, and pointed to the long, raw· 
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boned Kaffir nearest him. The native 
was glaring at him from one fiery eye. 
''Is that one a Matabele, too ?" 

Burnham looked at him quickly. 
For the past few weeks the same 
native who'd brought the three dia
monds had hung around the store, 
sticking close to Burnham. The 
storekeeper had gained a mortally 
loyal servant when he'd impulsively 
saved the one-eyed one from Saunders. 

''He's a mongrel of the desert. 
Why?" 

The newcomer leaned across the 
counter, unnecessarily cupped his 
hand, and whispered. "I have rea
sons for finding out. It's more than 
possible that some of these wander
ing natives may happen across new 
diamond fields. I want to stake 
some." 

"You're crazy," said Burnham. "If 
you did find a new field and pegged 
it, the government would take it off 
you and close it down, and i f  you 
take out any stones, they'll pinch you 
and have you piling stone on the 
Breakwater for five or ten years of 
gentle labor." 

The other nodded. "I know that." 

FOR a moment Burnham stared at 
the smaller man opposite him. 

The American's face was expression
less, but his mind was trying to fig
ure out the dapper newcomer's game. 
"Church," he said, "you can't expect 
to get away with th ings that even 
we old-timers steer clear of." 

"Sh-s-sh !" came from the cupped 
hand. "I know that, too. But I've 
got a smooth scheme." Church 
grinned slyly. 'Tm going to stake 
]and like a settler, but I'll get my 
diamonds-like you do. I'm not 
going to mine 'em!'' 

"You're not another damn sneak
ing I. D. B. man, are you, Church," 
asked Burnham softly. "Did some
one send you to draw mo out ? Some
one like Saunders, maybe ?" 

"Saunders in this district ?" the 
other gasped with apparent fear. 

As Church had been speaking, the 
one-eyt!d native worked his way un
noticed silently around in back of 
the counter. Church tried to cover 
up his involuntary exclamation at the 
mention of Saunders' name. 

"You startled me," he laughed un
certainly. "It  just happens I had a 
run-in with that bird once." He hesi
tated, put out his hand. "Well, I'll 
be on my way, Burnham. Glad to 
have met you." 

Burnham started to raise his hand 
when something brushed his ankle. 
His eyes dropped to the floor behind 
the counter. Hidden beside his legs 
crouched the raw-boned Kaffir boring 
up at him with a glint of warning in 
his single eye. 

Close outside came the sound of 
footfalls. 

"Wait," said Burnham. "Sounds 
like another visitor." 

Church turned quickly, his back to 
the open door. 

Saunders came in through the 
bright opening. He wore a sneering 
smile which didn't anticipate a cordial 
welcome. His sudden hah: as he 
noticed the back of an apparent 
stranger seemed pre-studied to Burn
ham. Smiling, then, more confident
ly, he came on in. 

"Hello, Burnham," he greeted with 
a sarcastic tone. "Ain't seen you for 
weeks. Who's your friend?" 

The visitor stiffened as if he'd been 
stabbed. He kept hie face In the 
shadow from the rear part of the 
!ltore. Burnham, trying to watch 
both men at once, spoke to Saunders. 

My FRIEND here claims he's just 
a tourist seeking information, 

if it's any of your buainese." 
"Oh, yes ?'' Saunders' face fell into 

an oily grin. "He i s ?  Well, visitor� 
ln these parts are f cw and good for 
the eyes." 
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Then Saunders struck like a cobra. 
One wholesale jump, and he had the 
stranger by the shoulders, whirled 
him about, a.nd clutched him firmly 
just above the elbows. 

"Church l" he hissed. "You! The 
same solemn little Church-back 
again-back to play with diamonds 
again." 

"Saunders I" gasped Church, his 
eyes wide. 

Saunders dropped his hands from 
the man's arms and stepped quickly 
behind him, frisked him profession
ally. Church voluntarily raised his 
arms and held them aloft. 

"Keep 'em up there," Saunden 
jibed, as he patted his man's pockets. 
"They feel kinda natural to you up 
there, don't they ? Just keep 'em up 
'til I've been through thoroughly for 
stones." 

Burnham watched the pair intent
ly. As Saunders finished his frisk
ing, Church drew his right hand 
down from above his head and reached 
it across to Burnham. "Saunders has 
me right," he laughed. "Luckily he 
hasn't got anything on me this time. 
Shake hands with Africa's biggest 
diamond thief, Burnham. See how it 
feels to mit a worthy crook." 

UNREADY for the gesture, and a 
little surprised, Burnham grasped 

the extended hand, was conscious of 
unpleasantly clammy finger&. Some
thing solid was pressed into his palm. 
An almost i:nperceptible wink flicked 
Church's left eyelid. 

The native on the floor again 
nipped Burnham's ankle from the 
murk in back of the counter. Quickly 
the storekeeper's closed hand jerked 
back past the edge of the counter. 
Then that same hand went into his 
breeches pocket and drew forth a 
handkerchief. As' his hand came 
from his pocket, two guns, almost in 
unison, bored into his chest. 

''Keep them 6.ngen clenched I" 

snapped Saunders, and his hatred 
Rashed out naked from his little, 
beady eyes. "Don't move a muscle. 
You were goin' to roll th' stones into 
that handkerchief and fool us, eh ? 
Not in front of me, old-timer. I'm 
wise to all the tricks. I used what 
you call a stool pigeon to get you, 
but I got you just the same. Keep 
them fingers clenched I 

"Church, you get 'round an' see be 
does nothin' tricky. Hold onto his 
hand. We'll take him over to Har
mon at the mine office and let 'em 
search him just as he is, right now 
while we got him dead to rights." 

Burnham pressed his foot slightly 
against the native under the counter, 
indicating that he wanted him to 
stay quiet. 

Church dodged around the front 
end of the counter and caught 
hold of the hand Burnham held out 
to him, making no effort to resist. 
Chameleon-like, the native remained 
unseen behind him, only a black 
shadow invisible in the black shadows 
of his surroundings. 

"You think you've trapped me this 
time, eh Saunders ?" said Burnham. 

"Trap be damned I" exulted Saun
ders. "It was a fair catch. I hap
pened in just in time-caught you 
in the very act." 

III  

T
HE door of the office inside 
the mining compound crashed 
open. One on each side, 

Saunders and Church shoved their 
prisoner through and brought up 
short before the manager's desk. 

"Here you are, Harmon," Saunders 
puffed. "Just an innocent Yank 
storekeeper, but we got him dead to 
rights. And I'm bettin' it was this 
chap that pulled that big robbery 
from this reserve a few weeks ago." 

The scowl on Harmon's face deep
ened. "Burnham ? That man? The 
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new Yank storekeeper, eh? I kind of 
guessed there was some big crooked 
deal behind it when you handed in 
those three stones not long ago. 
What was the big idea ?" 

Burnbam's pcwerful arms and 
shoulders twitched, as if they itched 
for hand-to-hand action but the other 
two held him fast between them. The 
prisoner eyed Harmon viciously. 

YOU thought a devil of a lot, you 
did. It was a11 right when I 

turned over those three stones to you 
for nothing, wasn't it. Make these 
two idiots loose me. They haven't 
got anything on me. By God, I'd 
like to wipe up the floor with the 
three of you." 

"Shut up !'' yelled Harmon. "The 
more threatening you do, the worse 
it'll be for you." 

For a moment Burnham stood 
silent. This situation might prove 
ruinous to his plans. His eyes 
roved quickly about to the door, to 
the windows, as if he might be con
sidering the possibilities of  escape. 
Then he looked back and riveted 
Hannon with hard blue eyes. 

"What have these vermin got 
against me, Harmon. What's the 
charge ?" 

"Buyin' stolen diamonds," supplied 
Saunders with an evil smirk of satis
faction. "Buyin' 'em off Church." 

Burnham stiffened. The strained 
expression left his face as he turned 
abruptly on Saunders. "Buying ? 
You sure that's the charge, are you ?" 

"Right," declared Saunders. "Bu yin' 
off Church, here." 

"You beard him, Harmon," said 
Burnham. "That suits me." He 
laughed. "That's the charge, then. 
Buying stolen d iamonds ,off Church." 
He laughed again. His own plans 
needn't suffer after all. 

The confidence in that laugh had 
its effect on the others. Church 
looked uncertainly at Saunders, whose 

eyes shifted from Burnham to  
Church, and back to Burnham's hard
lined grin again. Somehow, they all 
seemed to forget for the moment the 
close clenched hand, still held tight
ly by Church, which gripped a 
crumpled handkerchief. Saunders 
couldn't stand the suspense. 

"What'c. the matter with you now, 
you laughing hyena ? What's so 
funny ? You won't think it's so 
funny heaving rocks on the Break
water." 

"No," said Burnham quietly. 
"There's nothing funny about the 
Breakwater. You'IJ find that out 
when your time comes." He turned 
to Harmon, who sat glaring from be
hind his desk with a puzzled ex
pression showing in the wrinkles 
around his eyes. 

MR. HARMON," he said, " if  I 
bought diamonds from Church, 

it must have been a cash transaction. 
or he'd never have let the stones out 
of his hand. Even i f  I possess dia
monds i l legally, that doesn't prove 
buying. Where is the money I paid 
to Church, then? Let's have him 
produce the notes I must have given 
him." 

A tense silence gripped the little 
mine office. Church's face paled, as 
his eyes sought Saunders for aid, but 
the mouth of Saunders sagged open 
wordless. Harmon hunched forward 
across his desk. Burnham smiled at  
him and waited. Harmon's eyes 
shifted to Church. 

"What about it, Church ? How 
much did you get ? You've got to 
produce the money as evidence." 

"Four hundred," faltered Church 
without making any move to touch 
his pocket. He only gripped Burn
ham's hand tight�r. But instantly he 
invented an excuge. "I must have 
dropped it. Dropped it when I 
reached for my gun." 

"You're a filthy liar," remarked 
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Burnham. "And a damned childiah 
one at that." 

Church held his bead awkwardly 
to one side. He was fearful that 
Saunders' grip on Burnham's left 
might slip, and ·he wanted no traffic 
with that left-not when it was free 
for use. 

"Where's the money I gave you?" 
demanded Burnham again. "Put up 
or shut up I You try to railroad me, 
then steal the money that should be 
turned in-is that the idea?'' 

Church recoiled from Burnham's 
glare. "I haven't got it," he wailed. 
"I lost it, I tell you." Desperately, 
he appealed to Saunders. ' 'Saunders, 
let's get out the other evidence. The 
stones are still wrapped in the 
handkerchief he's holding. H e  tried 
to hide them in it and then throw 
it aside in case he was searched," 
Church explained toward Harmon. 

Harmon got up and stepped d i
rectly in front of Burnham, s;hoved 
Church to one side, and gripped 
Burnham's wrist. 

BURNHAM, open your hand !" be 
commanded. 

"Sure," said Burnham casually. 
"Why not ? Church is the one that's 
been holding it closed-not me." 

His h�d shot open wide. "There 
they are," he  offered. "Take your 
pick I" 

Limply the handkerchief fluttered 
to the Boor. There was no sound of 
anything solid as it came lightly to 
rest at their feet. 

Flabbergasted, Saunders peered 
down, and Church did l ikewise. Har· 
mon looked on silently with a poker 
face, and Burnham laughed again. 
Saunders and Church were on hand'> 
and knees upon the dirty floor. 

"Diamonds," muttered Church, as 
he pawed the innocent Aoor. ';Where 
the hell-" 

Suddenly Saunders was up again, 
his face livid. "Them stones, Burn-

ham, where'd you put 'em ? Church 
passed you two thousand pounds 
worth of diamonds ! Where'd they 
get to, I say ? Spit it out !" 

HANDS free now, Burnbam's fin
gers were closing and opening 

eagerly as he backed away a little. 
"What diamonds, Saunders ? Your 
mind's wandering. You rat, you and 
Church came into my store to frame 
me. You dragged me down here into 
this silly mess. I never saw any dia
monds except the three I turned over 
to Harmon weeks ago. Feel in my 
pockets if you want to. Search me 
all  over." 

"Never saw 'em I" shrilled Saunders. 
The veins stood out from his red 
neck. "I saw 'em 1 Church had 'cm. 
I saw him pass 'em to you. You had 
'em in your hand I And that's all the 
evidence we need." 

"Sure," admitted Burnham, aar� 
castically. " I  had 'em just like 
Church had my four hundred pounds I 
Give me back that phantom four 
hundred I paid Church, and I'll give 
you back your phantom diamonds." 

Harmon was angry by this time. 
His tone changed. "What about 
it, Saunders?" he demanded. "What 
sort of infernal mess is this? Your 
detective work this pa.st year has 
been nothing but one long muddle, 
and headquarters has threatened to 
look into it." Harmon turned to 
Burnham. 

"You're free," he said curtly. "If  
these so-called I .  D. B. men would 
cut out framing people, there might 
be a chance of their getting the 
crook who stole the whole month's 
output from this district. That was 
a hellish big parcel of stones, and 
down at headquarters they're pretty 
sore about it." 

"I guess that's no lie," said Burn
ham. Then he turned on Saunders. 
"You'll pay for this crooked framc
up. You tried to frame the wrong 
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man when you tried to frame me.
Diamond cut diamond, like I said be
fore. And some day you'll get what 
you're begging for." 

Saunders pul led himself together 
with a show of bravado. His face 
twisted into an evil-eyed threat. "All 
right, Burnham," he snarled, "only 
the cuttin' will be too deep for you 
from now on !" 

A second later the door of Har
mon's little office quivered violently 
as Burnham slammed it behind him 
and strode off toward his store. In 
his eyes showed the fire of the 
thoughts that were kindling back of 
them in his mind. 

He passed from the bright heat of 
the African sun into the cooler 
shadows of his apparently deserted 
store, and looked about. 

"Bullalla," he called quietly. 
His one-eyed Kaffir appeared like 

a genii from behind the beer case 
counter. Like a proud child might 
have done, he extended his hand, and 
Burnham took from it the diamonds 
that he had "bought" from Church. 

''You made a good catch," Bullalla,'' 
said Burnham, smiling thoughtfully. 
"I'm not turning these back to Har
mon." He weighed the stones in the 
cup of his long, lean hand. "And 
there's something else you can do, 
you black devil." 

The freakish Kaffir hopped nimbly 
onto the counter and squatted. "Tell 
me, baas. I do it for bass." 

A half hour later Bullalla slipped 
like a black shadow from the store 
and set out into the trackless Nama
qualand Desert. 

IV 

I
T WAS a few day� later when 
Saunders, returning to the min
ing compound with Church, 

stopped nervously in his tracks and 
turned. 

"Look, there's that damned little 

witch doctor again," he said viciously. 
In the half light of the early 

African evening they could see a 
diminutive figure dogging their foot
steps like a shadow which had come 
out of nowhere. A few hundred 
yards ahead, the dark line of the com
pound was silhouetted against the 
slightly paler sky. In every other 
direction extended the boundless 
Namaqualand Desert, silent but for 
lte own distant murmurings. 

Suddenly, the hush was broken by 
a piercing howl from the wizened 
little witch doctor, as he jumped to 
his feet and reached for the spot on 
his back where Saunders' heavy 
veldt shoe had struck him. Limping, 
eyeing Saunders and Church malevo• 
lently, he moved a couple of yards, 
then squatted down again. At once 
calm again as if nothing had hap
pened, he threw three small, strange
ly marked human bones in front of 
him on the sand. Just as '! alone, 
he silently studied them. 

With quick steps Saunders was 
upon him again, spitting out a com
mand. "Get t' hell outa here !  We 
don't want any stray witch doctors 
around here upsettin' our own 
Kaffirs." 

THE pigmy, dirty yellow, potion 
be-decked native jerked his 

shoulder to avoid another expected 
kick. "Iknona, M'Lungu-don't do 
that," he urged in his own language. 
"I have come to tell the white man 
many good things. Far away out in 
the desert is much that the M'Lungu 
wants." 

"Poppycock !" This time it was 
Church who jeered and made a half 
swing with his foot. "I don't believe 
in any witch doctor monkey-busi
ness." 

Ugly as a baboon, the witch doctor 
leaped out of reach, eyed the pair as 
ff reading right through them. "The 
M'Lungu'a covet much money. The 
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M'Lungus are collecting much to 
take away with them." 

"What do you mean, you desert 
rat ?" Saunders stopped rigid in his 
tracks. "What are you gettin' a t ?" 

Church stepped up alongside his 
companion. "Wait a minute, Saun
ders. Maybe he does know some
thing. Where does he get that 'take 
away' from?" 

"Damned if I know, Church. Wan
derin' witch doctors are liable to say 
anything, an' they're dangerous, too." 

"They mostly have some reason. 
They seldom guess. But to bell with 
the danger of 'em. Forget it-just 
superstitious twaddle.'' 

The witch doctor bent over his 
bones, as if in a trance. "Much to 
take away. In seven days the 
M'Lungus are going. They take an
other white man, too." 

With sudden fearful distrust, Saun
ders bent close over the little native, 
looked at the queerly marked bones 
with a superstitious awe in his eyes. 

' 'Stop drivelin', you dog I" He 
turned back to Church. "These 
fellers can read you, Church. They're 
hoodoos." Then back at the crouched 
form he spat. "What're you after?  
Get t' hell out !"  

T
HE native made passea over his 

bones. "I come to talk with the 
M'Lungu. In the" desert ia much 
money. Now it goes to the white 
M'Lungu at store." 

"To Burnham, eh ?" Saunders eye& 
gleamed down upon the squatted 
black with a new interest. Then sud
denly he lurched forward. "What's 
that you got-" 

With a smothered curse Saunders 
pounced at a glittering object among 
the magic bones. But the native's 
hand moved more swiftly. Like a 
viper's tongue it made a single sweep 
at the sand, and in a flash he was 
up and away. Saunders stood there 

trembling with only a handful of 
sand. 

"Stop I" yelled Saunders, aa his gun 
jerked up. He fired wide. "Bring 
that back, or I'll finish you !" 

A second bullet dusted up sand 
near the witch doctor's feet. As sud
denly as if hit, he halted, turned 
calmly about, showing no sign of 
fear. He walked slowly back toward 
the raging white man. At a dozen 
paces he stopped and deliberately 
threw something. 

"There is what the honest white 
man would steal. Now I give it. 1 
can get many," he cried. 

Mystified Saunders and Church 
both stared down at a large uncut 
diamond at their feet. Saunder& 
stooped to retrieve it, one hand still 
holding up his gun. 

"Where in hell did you get it ? 
Why'd you run?" 

" Same place can get many. Run to 
show white man 'fraid to shoot witch 
doctor." 

"Hell I am, but come here. I won't 
hurt you." 

"That's more like it," whispered 
Church. "Don't be afraid of his 
monkey-business. Maybe we can 
get-" 

The witch doctor approached slow
ly. The two whites grabbed him a,t 
once, twisted his arms behind him 
cruelly. 

"Tell me the place, you dog. Or 
we'll tear you to pieces." 

T
HE native winced, but gave no 

sound of pain. " In desert are 
many di'mon's, also many Kaffira 
take them to store, and store man 
cheats them. You M'Lungu, can buy 
cheap from me. I bring them. If 
the M'Lungus tear me, how they get 
di'mon's?" 

"Easy," rasped Saunders. "I'll beat 
you 'til you take me to them." 

Over the black face of the witch 
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doctor spread a cunning grin. "Bo}'B 
in desert know the M'Lungu ia 
policeman. They '£raid policemen. 
Ask much money. The M'Lungu buy 
from me cheap. No '£raid." 

"All right. Bring th' stones. I'll 
pay you." Saunders winked at 
Church. 

With a flash like an eel the native 
was away again. As he whirled off 
his hand ripped the gun from Saun
ders' grip. Safely out of reach, he 
threw down the gun. 

"No trust the M'Lungus. The 
M'Lungus give money first. Trust 
me bring di'mon's to hidden place." 

Greed showed in the eyes of the 
whites. It overcame their anger at  
his insolence. 

"How much ? How many stones ?" 
"Two hundred poun' in two more 

day." 
"Stinkin' heathen, what can you do 

with money in this lousy desert ? Try 
to spend it, an' you're pinched. 
Who's the white man behind you ?" 

SUDDENLY in the native's hand 
flashed a little pile of glittering 

atones. "Di'mon's-no white man
di'mon's every two day like this. Tell 
me place to meet the M'Lungus." 

Saunders' mind saw only that 
handful of diamonds. His mouth be
came wet at the corners. He edged 
forward greedily, but the witch doc
tor moved also. It would be impos
sible to catch him, unprofitable to 
shoot him. 

"All  right, when the moon comes 
up tonight-at the compound gate. 
We'll take you in and give you the 
money." 

With a quick movement the native 
tossed the gun at Saunders' feet. 
"The M'Lungu 'fraid, shoot witch 
doctor,'• he squeaked aerisi vely. In 
another second the little shadow wa.s 
gone. mysteriously swallowed up in 
the dusty blue desert night. 

Church looked at Saunders. "Won-

der what we'll make off that littJe 
devil," he murmured. Then he 
laughed. " I  believe you're really 
afraid of him-cinch he isn·t afraid 
of you." 

Saunders looked in the direction in 
which the shadowy figure had disap
peared. He shivered. "I  ain't afraid, 
you fool," he muttered heavily. " I  
j ust don't like them damn queer 
black devils-give me the j im-jams." 

"Forget that stuff," jibtd Church. 
"If he can supply diamonds cheap, 
thafs all I give a damn about." 

V 

I
T W A S  hours later that same 

night when Saunders roughly 
pushed the witch doctor into the 

kitchen at the back of his quarters. 
Church followed them in and stood 
by the door grimacing at the stench 
of the little black man in the close 
confines of the room. Saunders eyed 
the. native and shifted his feet un
easily. The weird l i ttle creature of 
the desert meanwhile peered light
ning-like from object to object about 
the room. 

Repeatedly those sharp little eyes 
rested a moment on the clutter of 
ashes and refuse spreading out neg
lected from beneath the small stove. 
Repeatedly that penetrating gaze 
veered back to Saunders, then to the 
ashes again. 

At last Saunders forced himself to 
speak in an effort to break the spell. 
"How about the diamonds, Madoda ?'' 

The native grunted. " I  come get 
money, M'Lungu. Give money-I 
go." 

Saunders glared down at the squat
ting figure and prodded him vicious
ly with the toe of a heavy shoe. 
"Swine, you got too much nerve. If 
I give you money, how do I know 
you'll come back?" 

"I leave this." The witch doctor 
offered a small, l izard-skin pouch. 
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"This worth more than much money." 
Saunders' eyes brightened greedily. 

He reached into his pocket, brought 
forth a wad of notes, and fanned 
them out. Church stood silent, but 
watching closely. Saunders counted 
with his fingers-"Two hundred
Can you count, Madoda ? Give me 
the diamonds you're leavin' as se
curity. Take this." 

"Lungali. All right,'' the dwarfed 
native agreed, rising u p  to his feet. 

The native's left hand went into 
his pouch and came out closed, as his 
swift right hand reached for the 
notes and grabbed them. Eagerly 
Saunders' palm closed over the na
tive's crumpled fist, felt its hard con
tents. 

THAT'S more like-" he com
menced. Then, gulping as if  

choked, he let  out  a gasping "ugh!" 
P..Itered backward against t� solid 
wall. Aghast, his hand opened, and 
his fingers writhed as if to throw off 
a burning poison. To the floor close 
by the pile of ashes clattered only 
three small bones. 

"Ugh I" Saunders shuddered. H is 
mouth hung open, and his eyes 
bulged horrified like a man under 
some unearthly influence. "Them 
damned hoodoo bones of yours I 
Tryin' to put a spell on me, you 
devil. Tryin' to haunt me l" 

"I come back fob them, M'Lungu," 
the witch doctor assured. "Bones 
holy." 

At once the native knelt to pick 
up the bones, and almost immediately 
a mournful howl surged from him. 
"Waauw I One bone gone under fire, 
M'Lungu," he moaned. "One bone 
lose !" 

Like an animal fighting to rescue 
its young, the witch doctor poked 
into the ashes with both hands, 
spreading them frantically in every 
direction, but still clutching the dew 
tective's money in one hand. 

"Get away from there, you rat," 
hissed Saunders. ''Leave them ashea 
alone ! To hell with you and 
your lousy bones I Get up and pro
duce some diamonds for security." 

With a quick jump Church had 
the native by the arms, flung him up 
against the wall, and twisted his 
arms behind him. 

"You thieving dog. Trying to kid 
us, eh? Go through him, Saunders, 
for stones. We'll get what he has." 

Wedging him against the wall, 
knee pressed brutally into his stom
ach, Church's hands helped Saunders 
search. Gingerly, they felt into every 
pouch and bag, tore his mouchi away, 
left him naked. Except snuff, not a 
thing was to be found. Furious, 
Church bashed his chin, slammed his 
black head against the hard wall. 
"Where are they ? Where'd you hide 
'em ?'' 

Taut neck straintng, the native 
turned his head painfully and stared 
into the mass of ashes and refuse. 
Saunders' eyes immediately fol
lowed. ' 'My bones, baas! Let me 
get my bone. Then we talk di'mon'." 

"You untrustin' hound I Quit look
ing there !" Saunders voice was high 
pitched, half furious, half afraid of 
some weirdness outside his compre
hension. "Where's the diamonds for 
security ?" 

QUICK as a striking adder, the 
witch doctor ripped himself free, 

sent Church staggering, and reached 
the door, the bank notes still tight 
in his bony, black hand. Two anxious 
guns covered him as he turned. 

"Shoot, baas," he dared, backing 
away. "You 'fraid to shoot witch doc
tor. I walk .backwa'ds to gate-baaJ 
let me out. Make noise, all gau'ds 
come. When M'Lungu want me 
bring di 'mon's ?" 

Eyeing him poisonously, watch• 
ing a chance to rush him, the two 
whites followed step after I t  e p. 
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"You bring them diamonds two 
night& from tonight-same place. No 
more funny business. If you don't, 
I'll have the desert scoured for you, 
an' hang you up by your dirty black 
neck." 

In the black shadow of corrugated 
iron shacks the native reached the 
compound gate. In the dangerous 
inkiness he stood to one side, cat 
cye11 blazing. "Open gate, M'Lungu. 
Stand away, baas. I no trust." 

The iron gate opened. The native 
leaped pai>t it. For an instant his 
black shadow showed in the clear 
moonlight. then slid into the cover 
of the wall. 

''Two nights," the little shadow 
seemed to laugh. "I be heah, baas. I 
know business. I sell di'mon's to 
p'liceman befo'." 

"I don't trust that rat," muttered 
Saunders. "I 'm gonna find another 
cache and clean out those ashes." 

V I  

I
T WAS some nights later that 
three black shadows moved si
lently along, single file, on the 

Namaqualand Desert. In the lead 
went the wizened little witch doctor 
finding his way across the trailless 
expanse with the sureness of an ani
mal. Next came Saunders. He carried 
his head bent forward, peering un
easily first to one side, then the 
other. Church brought up the rear. 

Saunders paused hesitantly, then 
caught up on the witch doctor with 
quick atrides and a muttered curse. 
He aeized the black by the back of 
his neck. 

"Where you takin' us ?"  he demand
ed in a rasping whisper. "Where's 
that 'kopje you were ' talking about? 
We oughta be there by now. You 
leadin' us into some trap ?" 

The native's teeth clicked as his 
alight body shook in  Saunders' rough 
gras,. "No trap, baas. I tell the 

M'Lungu befo'-afteh I sell two Iota 
di'mon's to you, then white baas from 
th' sto' find out-chase me. H e  catch 
me-hold gun on me-say he kill me 
if I sell mo' di'mon's. One-eyed 
Kaffir tell baas Burnham on me. Now 
I show you how I get di'mon's from 
desert 'boys.' I show you how baas 
Burnham get di 'mon's." 

"You're a liar. You only had two 
lots of stones, an' when you got th' 
money, you quit th' deal." 

' 'Quit, baas? Why I come back. 
then, see the M'Lungu now ?" 

Church caught Saunders by the 
arm. "He's all right. Leave him alone, 
you suspicious fool. You'll queer the 
whole show. We got to land Burn
ham, haven't we ?" 

Saunders stood still, hi, eyes 
searching the stunted growth of 
mimosa scrub just high enough to 
cut off the surrounding view. Over
head was only the pale light of the 
stars, which soon would give way be· 
fore the dawn. 

"He said we'd come to a lonely 
kopje just by the diamond ground 
where we could hide among the rocks 
and watch Burnham dealin' with the 
Kaffirs. We oughta be there by now," 
protested Saunders. 

"Hush up I" cautioned Church, irri
tatedly. "We may be within hearing 
distance of  him now. This witch 
doctor is  just sore as you are on 
account of Burnham cutting off his 
supply of stones. That one-eyed 
Kaffir of Burnham's double-crossed 
him." 

Saunders swore foully. His mouth 
closed grimly, as at a bitter recol
lection. "That black rat was in the 
s t o r e t h a t day ? The one-eyed 
hoodoo who put the curse on m e ?  
Them one-eyed Kaffir devils are al
ways hoodoos." 

"You're a plain fool," said Church 
contemptuously. "You're a1 stupid 
about that hoodoo rot as one of 
these desert rats." 
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"Shut up, Church, you can't talk to 
me like that. Who's the brains of this 
show ? Who let you into the big deal 
in the first place ? You listen to me, 
or it'll be too damn bad." 

As if be were getting rid of a 
snake, Saunders let go the witch doc
tor, shoved him ahead, and drew his 
�un. "Go on, then. Madoda. No 
monkey-business, or I'll blow your 
black head off." 

Padding on again, the native bent 
over forward, eyes almo8t as clo8e to 
the trackless sand as a hungry 
hyena's. Presently he broke into more 
open, rocky ground. H e  pointed to 
a jagged smudge against the sky 
line. 

"There kopje, M'Lungu. Holy man 
neveh lie. We hide in rocks. When 
sun rise, man from sto' come. Kaffir 
of one-eye come too and sell. We 
kil l both." 

In the semi-darkness the hand of 
Saunders fell heavily on the 1 i ttle 
black's shoulders. "No-no, Madoda. 
We don't kill. The one-eyed hoodoo 
knows where more stones are, an' we 
got to have th' white man, too." 

A
LITTLE way from the three si

lent watchers hidden in the 
dark shadows of jag�ed, projecting 
rocks, a startled desert rabbit scut
tered. The witch doctor's body 
tautened. Close in the distance they 
heard the unhurried, almost silent 
pad of feet. 

' 'Quiet, baas," the witch doctor 
whispered. "'The di'mon' boy come."' 

Over their protruding ledge of 
rock the three watchers saw a blob 
of shadow that moved creeping al
most beneath their hiding place. Be
hind the first shadov. crept another. 
The two came to a halt together and 
turned their heads Eastward toward 
the rays of approaching dawn. The 
Kaffir's voice filtered up to them. 
Saunders c]utched Church's arm. 

"That's th' one-eyed Kaffir who 

cursed me,'' he said in a tense whis
per. 

Below the watchers the single eye 
of Bullalla reflected the sky's pale 
light as he spoke. "You bring stones 
fo' bass Burnham today ?"  

"Yes," said the other 'boy.' "Good 
stones-many of them." 

"Whe-ee-ee I" whistled the one
eyed Kaffir shrilly. 

At the signal a tall, alert man 
stepped out from the mimosa. The 
dawn behind him outlined his figure 
clearly. 

"Lungali. All right, baas," the one
eyed one greeted him. 

The dealings between Burnham 
and the "boys" was tene and quick, 
as between men well known in each 
other's ways. At the foot of the 
rocks of the kopje much money and 
many diamonds changed hands. 

BURNHAM was ready to leave 
when from above his head jumped 

a human octopus. Stee I-like tentacles 
gripped his neck and body as the 
witch doctor grappled with him. The 
impact of the jump from above hur
tled them both against the one-eyed 
Kaffir. All  together they fell against 
the other native. Then from above 
bullets spatted into the sand at their 
feet and held them stark still, frozen 
into immobility. 

"Stop there !" Saunders yelled down 
as he clambered over the rough rocks. 
"Don't move a step. Don't touch 
anything in them pouches of yours. 
Keep your hands out of your pockets. 
Burnham, put 'em up l" 

Gun in hand, Church scrambled 
down too. He got to Burnham first. 
' 'Get off him, you dog I" He kicked 
the little witch doctor away. '·Let 
him up-You would hog all the dia
monds in the desert, would you, 
Burnham, you smart Yankee crock I" 

Burnham thrust his hands aloft, 
and his two Kaffirs cowered beside 
him. "Still hounding me, Saunders?,. 
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Saunders looked at Church with a 
knowing grin of satisfaction. His 
eyes jerked back to Burnham, but not 
quite quick enough. Like a pi le 
driver Burnham's fist caught Saun
ders on the jaw, sent him reeling 
against Church. The one-eyed Kaffir 
whipped into the staggering Church, 
only to get Church's gun butt square 
on the chin. The native settled slow
ly to the ground spitting blood. 

At the same time the witch doctor 
tripped the second Kaffir diamond 
boy to his face on the sand, and the 
two men were free to handle Burn
ham. Their two guns came up, but 
Lhey didn't shoot. There wa!: a word
less, grunting strnggle before a pistol 
barrel raked Burnham's forehead with 
a sickening thud. For the moment, 
the show was over. 

Flat on his back lay Bttrnham peer
ing up into the leering face of Saun
ders. "All right, Saunders," he said 
finally, "you got me, but don't forget 
what I told you-diamond cut dia
mond. We're not through cutting 
each other yet." 

"Shut up," hissed the panting 
Saunders as he slipped handcuffs on 
his man. "It's five or ten years for 
you now, you dirty, innocent Yank." 

Church herded the two Kaffirs be
fore him and snapped cuffs on their 
meekly held-out wrists. Immediately 
he started to go through their 
pouches. "Gold, Saunders," he ex
ulted. "No identifying marks. Our 
gold, now. Have you got all the stuff 
off Burnham?" 

SAUNDERS was busy looting 
Burnham's pockets. "By heck, 

Church, the bloke was sure getting 
good stuff. Look at 'em l Look at this 
one here t" 

Church's eyes widened covetously 
as he bent forward. The witch doctor 
butted in .. 

"I tole you the M'Lungus sto'keep
er got plen'y di'mon's, baas. Witch 

doctor-holy man neveh He. I get 
the M'Lungus plen'y mo' like this-
cheaper." 

"You're on," muttered Saunders, 
hoarse with excitement. 

AGAIN Harmon's door burst open, 
_ and he faced the two panting de

tectives and their prisoners--one 
white and two black. The little witch 
doctor tagged along behind. 

"\1/hy the hurricane, Saunders ?'' 
Harmon's tone held a trace of sar· 
casm. 

Saunders' eyes burned eagerly. "We 
got him dead to rights this time, even 
if you did let him talk you out of it 
before. Caught him dead to rights 
in the very act of buying from these 
desert Kaffirs." 

"Did he produce that big parcel of 
diamonds that was stolen so untrace
ably about a month ago ? You seemed 
to think he had a hand in it." 

Saunders dodged the direct ques
tion. "We got the brains of all that's 
gone wrong in this section for the 
past couple of months, Hannon. 
Soon as we get him headed toward 
the Breakwater, he'll crack and come 
clean with all the stuff that's been 
lost. He'll come clean to save him
self as much as he can." 

Harmon's eyes were a little puzzled 
as he watched the mixed group be
fore him. "Well, get on with your 
story, Saunders." 

Saunders brought out a handful of 
stones from his pocket. "He was buy
in' these from these 'boys' out on 
the desert. Do they look like dia· 
monds to you?'' 

Harmon's eyes widened as he took 
in the stones. "Gosh, yes. They're 
good stuff. all right. Looks just like 
the stuff that's been oozing away 
from this reserve." 

"Prob'ly they are," declared Saun
ders. "Tl:rese rats prob'ly stole 'em 
instead of findin' 'em on the desert. 
He was buyin' 'em in with gold." 



KAFFIR DIAMONDS 79 

Harmon looked at Burnham who 
had not spoken. "What do you say, 
Burnham ? Loo� bad for you. 
Where's the twenty thousand pounds' 
worth you got away with last month ? 
Might as well shout-make it easier 
for yourself." 

' 'Shout ? Not me," said Burnham. 
"Ask Saunders where that parcel is. 
He'd rather frame a small-timer like 
me than hunt for it." 

Saunders winced, then butted in 
loudly. "We'll keep a guard over him 
tonight, Harmon, and I'll start down 
to Luberitzbucht with him tomor
rov,." 

For a moment the manager looked 
thoughtful. "That's all right, but 
Church and the witch doctor and my 
report will be plenty to satisfy the 
diamond court and get a conviction. 
You're needed here more than down 
there. We got to and that big par
cel. So I don't think you need to go 
down." 

"Well, I'm going." The detective's 
voice rose angrily. "Me not go 
down I Trust him and the two Kaffirs 
alone to Church ? You're crazy, Har
mon. I'll take him myself if it's the 
last thing I ever do." 

"You'll get me alone in the desert, 
will you, Saunders?" Burnham's 
voice was bitter. "You'll get me out 
there and half kill me on the way 
down. That's what you want to go 
for, you sneaking rat." 

"I 'll take you, all right," Saunders 
gritted. "You'll get there alive-an· 
that'll be about all." 

VII 

F
AR out over the desert a jackal 

screamed. Nearer, a hyena 
let out a blood curdling laugh. 

Vagrant shadows cast by a thin
rimmed moon made the still night 
seem peopled with ghastly figures 
with strange, intermittent voicci. In 
hi1 blankcta beneath the high-

wheeled capecart Saunders stirred, 
covered up his head as if to shut out 
the dread noises. The desert nights 
were torture to his superstitious 
mind. 

Again eerie sounds echoed over the 
expanse of desert, and the scared 
man slunk deeper into his protective 
blankets. In a moment more he stuck 
his head far .enough out again to peer 
at the fire where Church still sat and 
Burnham squatted with his manacled 
hands resting in his lap. As Saun• 
ders lool:ed, Church lifted a bottle to 
his mouth. making a faint gurgling 
sound as he swallowed. A little fur
ther away around a brushwood blaze 
squatted the two Kaffir prisoner.a, the 
witch doctor, and the cape.cart driver. 

There was something weird about 
the night and its noises that got 
under Saunders' skin. 

THOSE damn hyenas are making 
a lot of rumpus tonight," he com

plained. "A man can't sleep." 
Church laughed unsympathetically 

and took a pul l  at his bottle. 
The witch doctor rose slowly. He 

held his blanket out at arm's length 
and looked like a bat with j et wings. 
Soundless he moved over to where 
Saunders lay and stood looking down. 
Saunders stared back as if hypnotized 
by the black l ittle eyes which held 
his own in their grip. 

"The M'Lungu fears the voice of 
spirit that talks oveh desert ? The 
M'Lungu fears spirit that waits for 
white man on trail ?" 

"Shut up, you spooky rat. You'll 
have him nutty," called Church. 

The witch doctor bent lower with 
a slow, deliberate motion. "Spirit 
no good, baas. I keep spirit away 
from the M'Lungu. I stay by the 
M'Lungu." 

Saunders couldn't stand it. He 
leaped up flinging his blankets aside. 
His eyea dodged fearfully from right 
to left, and his face showed un• 
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naturally pallid in the flickering 
light of the fire. He hurried the few 
paces from the capecart to the edge 
of the Ji ttle blaze. 

" Curse this filthy desert and that 
crazy witch doctor," he muttered. 
"For the love of God, gimme a 
drink." He reached down greedily 
for the bottle and took a swig that 
made him cough. "Only one more 
night of it, thank God, and we'll be 
in Luderitzbucht. These spooky 
nights are gettin' on my nerves." 

BURNHAM said nothing at first. 
He only peered into the sparse 

surrounding scrub that dotted the 
sand of the desert. The strange 
noises of the night suited him, now, 
exactly. 

"You're a brave guy, Saunders," 
uid Burnham, looking down at the 
handcuffs on his wrists. ''Got the 
shake1 over the spooks of the 
desert. I hope one of 'em gets you 
and leaves Church and me to enjoy 
ounelves in peace." 

"Shut up, you fool. Them noises 
ain't natural, I tell you," Saunders 
yammered. "Hyenas and jackals 
don't yap unless a lion roars before 
'em." 

Close over the desert came another 
,creaming call, and the detective 
squirmed uneasily, slobbered over in 
his clumsy hurry to get the bottle 
to his mouth. 

The witch doctor let out a sudden 
shrill cackle. "Spirits I Watch, baas, 

I make medicine-keep spirits away." 
Saunders stood, knees half bent 

stating this way and that with his 
mouth open, but no sound came from 
him. The witch doctor threw some 
scrub on the fire, opened his blanket 
out at Saunders' feet, and cast upon 
it three little bon�s. With his skinny 
little hands he made weird passes 
over the bones, looking up intently 
each time into the frightened eyes of 
Saunders. 

"Hoodoo apirit, baas. Hoodoo white 
spirit come in da'k an' look fo' 
money-look fo' di'mon's. . Hoodoo 
spirit steal off all white man come 
this way." 

SaunderG shuddered and kicked 
frantically at the blanket near his 
feet. "Take them damn hoodoo bones 
away I You ain't natural. You're 
some kind of 1 devil yourself." 

FOR God's sake, Saunders," cried 
Church, "cut that out. You'll 

have us all crazy. You're making 
an utter fool out of yourself. I'm 
fed up with it." 

It was the angriest that Church 
had ever spoken to Saunders, and for 
a moment it took Saunders' atten
tion from his fear of the native 
hoodoos. Saunders took a long swig 
at the bottle, which seemed to steady 
him. 

"You can't talk to me like that, you 
little shrimp. Who do you think's 
the brains of this outfi t ?  Where do 
you think you'd be i f  I hadn't let 
you in on i t?"  

Burnham laughed. That made 
Saunders madder. He cuffed the 
handcuffed prisoner viciously across 
the face. Burnham winced but said 
nothing. The little witch doctor 
cowered back to one side, silent. 
Burnham made a slight motion with 
his hands, as warning to the natives 
to keep still. 

"You're a brave guy, smacking a 
handcuffed man, aren't you ?" said 
Church sarcastically. 

Burnham broke in quietly, "You 
wouldn't stand for it, if  you were 
much of a man, yourself." He eyed 
Church with a peculiarly penetrating 
look. ' ' Damned if I see how a decent 
guy like you ever teamed up with 
this crooked, superstitious ass, Saun
ders." 

Church stared back curiously at 
Burnham for a time. A kind of new 
light glinted in bis eyes. Hia  hand 
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moved slowly in the direction of his 
gun holster. 

Burnham continued to Church, just 
as though Saunders was not stand
ing there. "Saunders'll find some 
way of cheating you out of your 
share of the diamonds anyway. If 
you had the brains, you'd see that." 

"Shut up, you," bellowed Saunders. 
He cuffed Burnham again. "What 
do you know about any diamonds ?" 

Then Saunders drew back and 
stood still. He stared a moment at 
Burnham, then at Church. There 
was a new glitter in his eyes, too. 
The same thought that Burnham had 
set up to Church was clarifying it
self in his own mind. 

BURNHAM rose slowly from hia 
blanket and took a step nearer 

to Church. 
"Church," he said, "I'm wise to the 

game you two have worked, but 
Saunders is going to cheat you in 
the end. I f  you want to-" 

Saunders swung his gun butt 
viciously. Burnham was fast enough 
to dodge the full force of its blow, 
but it knocked him down. Then 
Saunders swung toward Church, 
only to find hims.elf facing a drawn 
gun not two feet away from the 
middle of his stomach. It brought 
him up short, with a ga5p. 

" Burnham's right about you, Saun
ders," Church gritted, "but you're 
not going to get away with it." 

"You dirty little double-crossin' 
rat !" epat Saunders. " I f  you think 
you can get away with anything like 
this, you 're crazy. You ain't got the 
brains. Put your gun up, you fool. 
You don't even know where the-" 

"Hell I don't. Didn't I help you 
hide it-" 

"What if I told you I changed i t  
later-just to make sure of  you, 
Church ?" Saunders stood there 
sneering. 

Church stared back. His gun hand 

wavered a little. His voice faltered, 
"You mean you changed the place 
on me, you-" 

He was edging jerkily away to• 
ward the capecart, where the harness 
hung over the diseelboom. Saunders 
dropped his eyea, shrugged, as if not 
paying any further attention. Burn
ham was lying still where he'd fallen 
without a move, but his slitted eyea 
were watching every move like a 
hawk. 

Then with fearful suddenness 
Saunders' hand came up, The 1il
very African night was split with 
the roared death sentence of a forty
five. 

Without a single sound Church 
crumpled down upon the sand �
neath the dim oval outline of a big, 
padded horse collar. It hung there 
just above him like a noose of doom. 

THE silence after the shot lay like 
a heavy blanket upori them. 

"God," muttered Burnham. "that 
was cold blooded murder if I ever 
saw it. Shot your pardner la the 
back !" 

"Shut up," sneered Saunders. 
"Dirty Ii ttle double-crosser had it 
comin' to him." 

"What're you going to do with 
him, now ? How you goini to ex
plain-" 

Saunders glared at Burnham, still 
prostrate on the ground. After a 
long minute, he said ; 

"Burnham, we'll take his body in 
to Luberitzbucht. You tried to get 
away while I was asleep. He tried 
to stop you, and in the scuffle, you 
got his gun and plugged him. You're 
a murderer now, Burnham, as well as 
a diamond thief. How do you like 
that kind of cuttin' ? Is that cut tin' 
deep enough for you ?" He reached 
for his bottle and took a long, 
gurgling swig. 

"Yep," admitted Burnh�. "That 
depth'll have to suit me ff lt suits 
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you. I hadn't planned it that way, 
but as long as you have, I'll have to 
go through with it." 

Saunders looked at him. ''What 
do you mean?"  

"Oh, nothing much." 
Saunders was having another drink. 
He smacked his wet l ips and a 

brutal lust glinted from his narrow 
l ittle eyes. Then he moved over and 
deliberately kicked Burnham. 

' 'I had a terrible struggle with you, 
too, before getting you under con
trol again at the risk of my l ife," 
Saunders gloated. , ;You don't look 
bunged up enough to have been iJ'\ 
a real fight-but I'll fix that." Sauni 
ders swung his foot to again kick 
the manacled man's face. 

Burnham rolkd an<l tackled that 
up-raised leg as well as he could 
without free hands. His surprise at
tack flung Saunders heavily to the 
ground cursing and Burnham 
swarmed over him. Chancing it for 
a second that Saunders would not 
shoot, then flailing two handedly, 
awkwardly, lent with terrific force, 
he managed to bash the revolver 
from Saunders' hand. 

The witch doctor came pouncing 
up with the gun he'd taken from the 
dead Church. Burnham saw his 
move in the nick of time and held 
up his manacled hands before the  
wild-eyed l i ttle witch doctor. 

VIII 

AT ALL, sandy-haired man stood 
before the huge mahogany 
desk of Chief Inspector 

Ingals of the Illicit Diamond Buying 
Department in Luderitzbucht. The 
gray-haired, thin-faced man who 
leaned back in his r chair behind the 
desk looked at him with sea-blue 
eyes which seemed to be more used 
to long distances and far horizons. 

After a moment Ingals spoke. " Sit 
down, Burnham, and .fill in one or 

two points for me that I haven't 
heard yet." 

"Thank you, sir." 
"How did you first know it was 

Saunders who'd made the big haul ?" 
"I didn't. At least, not till a few 

days before we stArted down. The 
records here showed he was one I. 
D. B. man who hadn't done much 
good work for a year or so, but I 
had no definite reason to suspect him 
until he seemed so anxious to frame 
me. He was too anxious for an ex
cuse to get down here from the dia
mond fields. I figured if  he had got 
that one big parcel, he wouldn't dare 
go out with it unless he had a good 
excuse for the trip." 

BURNHAM paused, ran his lean 
fingers through his rumpled hair, 

and smiled across at the waiting In
spector. 

"So, after he'd made his second at
tempt to frame me by using Church 
as bait, and fixed up this crazy little 
fake witch doctor, I got my own one
eyed Kaffir to work. And I framed 
him into framing me still a third 
time, as well as finding out definitely 
that he was dealing in stolen stones." 

Burnham's eyes. seemed to b� 
looking off into the distance of 
his memory rather than at the close 
walls of the room. He laughed more 
to himself than to the Inspector. 

"You should have seen the swell 
act the Kaffirs and the witch doctor 
and I put on for them when they 
thought they had caught me buying 
stolen stones that. last time. As a 
matter of fact, the stones they 
caught me 'buying' were the identical 
ones Church had used to trap me for 
Saunders on their previous attempt !" 

· · 1  don't see how you dared go that 
far with it," interrupted the In
spector, "before you were positive 
that Saunders had the big parcel." 

"That's funny, too. The witch 
doctor noticed a pile of ashes under 
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the stove in Saunders• kitchen. 
Ordinarily; a white man would kill 
.Jt native house 'boy' if � failed to 
clean out under the stove every day. 
My witch doctor deliberately lost 
one of his sacred bones in the ashes 
and rooted after it until he was sure 
they had a lot of diamonds hidden 
there. 

' 'But they must have got suspicious 
after that and changed the place. I t  
was all cleaned up  the next time he 
went there. So I still didn't know 
how to locate the big batch." 

"By Gosh, Burnh2.m, you sure must 
have known you were taking your 
l ife in your hands to go out across 
the desert with a pair like Saunders 
and Church, and you with your 
hands cuff ed." 

The Inspector's low tone was one 
of frank admiration. 

Burnham shrugged his wide shoul
ders. "Well, I trusted a good deal 
to the little witch doctor, and be
sides, I had to go through to the 
bitter end to get him down here with 
the diamonds actually in his personal 
possession. 

"The one-eyed Kaffir and the witch 
doctor both worked on his natural 
superstitions, which got him jumpier 
every minute, and also helped make 
trouble between himself and Church. 
I knew my best bet was to play on 
their greed-knew i f  they got to 
double-crossing each other, they'd 
give the whole show away.'' 

AND that's exactly what hap
pened ?" questioned the In

spector. 
"Just about, although I wouldn't 

be surprised i f  each af them had 
more or less planned to skunk the 
other sooner or later. Church was 
just ready to quit Saunders, probably 
counting on my help if necessary, 
when Saunders 6.naHy got enough 
boore in him to get up  the nerve 

to kill Church off and keep the loot 
· all for himself. 

"Church b.d him covered, but 
Saunders tricked him-said he'd al
ready shifted the loot. Church lost 
his head, then, and made a dive for 
their biding place. Saunders plugged 
him in the back. A more cold
blooded murder, I never heard of." 

"Gosh," murmured Ingals. "Your 
life wasn't worth a split twopence 
right then!" 

"Sure it was. Saunders wanted to 
keep me to tak� the rap for Church'• 
murder, and also put me where I 
couldn't come back at him." Burn
ham laughed again. "Later I found 
the smart rascal hadn't shifted the 
stones at all from their hiding place 
in the stuffing of the big horse 
collar. 

THE only trouble for me came 
when Saunders got through with 

Church. He decided to beat me up  
and I had to  fight him, still hand: 
cuffed as I was. Then the witch doc
tor got Church's gun, and it was all 
I could do to persuade him not to 
plug Saunders, but to shoot out a 
link from my cuffs. After that we 
made short work of it." 

"It was a good piece of work, 
Burnham. The government's damn 
glad to get back that month's output 
of stones, too. There'll be a promo
tion in it for you. It's still difficult 
to aee how you accomplished it." 

"Thanks, Chief, but after all, Saun
ders really did it all for me. I only 
did to him the same things right 
along that he was trying to do to me. 
You kn�w. Chief, he never had the 
slightest suspicion that I, too, was a 
spy. And I'll never forget the ex
preasion on his face as the cell door 
slammed upon him. I'd told him a 
couple of times--'Eiiamond cut dia
mond'-but he didn't get the idea 
until the bitter end." 
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P 
ETER HARRINGTON stared mal land that had once been known 
at his Tagalog guide and shiv- as the dark and bloody ground. 
ered. The man was an enigma It was not the land of the Taga� 

to him, like all the people of the logs, but of the Taos. The Tagalog, 
Islands. And he reminded Harring- however, could be trusted not to be
ton of things, dark things, of deeds tray him to the Taos, for he feared 
which had been written in blood, them as much as Harrington did. 
long years ago, just before he had Harrington did not know the rea-
been born. son and it did not matter, really. 

It was in these t'hings he was now The Tagalog spoke his own brand 
interested. He had a guide simply of English, which was almost in
and solely because he knew he could comprehensible. Harrington talked 
never penetrate very far into Samar t to him at great length, not because 
without someone who knew the dis- the man understood, but because it 

84 
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made Harrington £eel foolish to talk 
to himself, and be simply must talk. 

They sat under a mighty tree 
whose leaves, thick and impenetrable, 
kept out the drab, thunderous down
pouring of rain. The rain rolled 
across Samar like artillery fire. To 
look into it was like trying to look 
through a waterfall. 

RIVULETS of  streaming water 
cascaded down the sides of many 

ravines that were covered with dank 
tropic vegetation, and formed little 
freshets in the bottom that went 
roaring away to be lost in some un
known river or sea, vanishing from 
sight in the jungle walls which sur
rounded the two like a prison. 

"It was in just such a time as this, 
boy," said Harrington to the un
blinking Tagalog. "that the marines 
under Waller crossed the Island of  
Samar on their punitive expedition. 
Did you ever hear of i t ?  It hap
pened thirty years ago, and my 
father was one o f  the leathernecks." 

The Tagalog grunted. Harrington 
noted that he had turned sidewise, 
in an attitude of listening. The man 
hadn't understood him, wasn't even 
listening. Harrington's hands tight
ened on the stock of his Springfield. 
He looked to his weighty bandoliers 
of ammunit ion. 

"The account  says," went on Har
rington, "that 'some of the heat
crazed marines wandered away from 
the column, .:nd were never heard 
from again.' My · father was one 
who wandered, boy. When my 
mother died she ldt a will which 
stipulated that I should find some 
trace of him-a hopeless task ; but 
I'll  try. That's what we're here 
f OT." 

Harrington's face was hard and 
grim as he stared into the wall of  
r-ain. Nothing seemed to  be  alive 
out there. He raised bis head and 
stared up into the black foliage 

above him. It might have bidden a 
hundred Taos, but he knew it  did 
not, or they could not have re
mained where they were as long as 
they had. 

"I picked the rainy season:" he 
went on, "because I want to recon
struct that march across Samar as 
nearly as possible. Maybe I'll get 
some clue from happenings, as to 
what happened to Dad." 

It didn't seem strange to refer to 
his father, whom he bad never seen, 
so affectionately. His mother had 
mentioned the gallant marine every 
day of his l i fe-had made him a liv
ing being to Peter. 

"Lis'en," said the Tagalog sud
denly. "I hear drums." 

Harrington listened with all his 
power, but could hear only the 
thunderous roaring of the rain. A 
thousand drums within a mile would 
have been drowned out by the noise. 
It rattled on the great leaves of the 
tree like shrapne1. It roared across 
the land in slanting volleys with 
dreadful sound. 

Harrington shivered. He looked at 
his watch. It  was four o'clock in 
the afternoon. 

TH EY crossed the Island on a 
punitive expedition, boy," he 

said, as much to hear the sound of 
his own voice as to inform the un
caring 'Fagalog, "to avenge upon the 
Taos the maasacre of Balangiga. 
Ever hear of tha t ?  The soldiers at 
the station were slaughtered to a 
man, and frightfully mutilated. More 
uni forms to fester in the sun I Is it 
any wonder I hate the thought of 
them ? What's that ?'' 

The Tagalog had risen to one 
knee. His  ancient rifle of German 
make was tightly gripped across his 
bare knees, which were trembling. 
His eyes were big with fear. 

"I 'fraid for the knives, mister," he 
said. "They strike wheD none ex-
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pect, and there is no head upon 
shoulders." 

Harrington had heard, or had it 
been fancy? the muted drumming, 
through a brief lull in the storm. 
Why were the drums going? They 
were used for signaling. Was the 
horror which his father had known 
to be visited upon him ? His lips 
twisted wryly. 

HE wore light clothing, riding 
breeches stout enough to pro

tect his thighs, and heavy laced 
shoes. His hat was a broad helmet, 
above a shirt whose throat was open 
for comfort. He was steaming with 
perspiration, that vile mixture of 
rain and perspiration which can 
make the Philippines ghastly to visi
tors. His gray eyes were cold and 
hard, but there was no fear in them. 
He wouldn't "wander away and never 
be heard of again," nor would he be 
slain from ambush. 

"Look I" 
The Tagalog shouted, spinning al

most around on the balls of his feet 
as he squatted on his heels. His 
rifle leaped to his shoulder and 
spoke with savage flatness in the 
noise of the rain. In the direction 
he had fired Harrington thought he 
had seen a moving black shadow, 
laced to dimness by the wall o f  rain 
between. 

With the snapping of the rifle the 
shadow vanished. But no sound of 
a scream came to them, or the other 
noise had obliterated it. He doubted, 
though, that the Tagalog had hit the 
mark, for the man had fired with the 
rifle halfway to his shoulder. That 
told Harrington something - the 
Tagalog was fri�htened. He could 
not be too much depended upon in  
a tight place. 

Harrington resolved to keep the 
man in sight. After all, he might 
be friendly with the Taos. Waller's 
guides had apparently been loyal, 

yet they had betrayed their masters 
into the butchering hands of the 
natives. 

"Look out t'' shrieked the guide. 
"Herc they come !" 

Harrington leaped to his feet. He 

could see them now, ten abreast, 
running stooped far forward, right 
hands grasping curved blades. They 
were nude above the waist. They 
ran without sound, straight toward 
them, grimly determined. He 
twisted his lips wryly, remembering 
that Samar had been "pacified." 

His rifle jumped to his shoulder, 
which was right and proper, for 
there was no mistaking the intention 
of the Taos. 

They were charging in to the kill 
just as, thirty years before, their 
fathers had charged the thin column 
of marines. Bullets wouldn't even 
stop some of them, mad with blood 
lust. 

Harrington wondered what they 
would think i f  they knew why he 
was here. It wouldn't matter to 
them, probably. White men were 
white men, and all were enemies and, 
when found far away from the pro
tection of many guns, fair prey. 
Harrington's rifle spoke swiftly, but 
his shots were well aimed. 

HE knew that his first bu11et went 
full and true to the heart of 

one of the racing natives, but for 
all of ten paces the man did not 
even stagger. Then he dropped like 
a stone, raised to his hands, crawled 
on a few feet-hurled his weapon 
toward the two under the tree, and 
collapsed on his face. 

The second one took a bullet i n  
the head-and ran ten yards with
out swaying, before he fell. He did 
not try to rise. Something akin to 
fear began to grow in the heart of 
Harrington. What chance had one 
against men whom bullets could not 
kill ? This sort of thing had kept 
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up for many days and night• in his 
father's day. 

It wa6 little wonder that the aw
ful e�perience bad driven some of 
the leathernecks mad. And now, re
membering them, Harrington spoke 
to the Tagalog. 

"We'll fire until our magazines are 
empty," he said. "Make every shot 
count. Then we run for it, while 
we reload. They've got to know we 
can shoot, that we won't be trifled 
with." 

THREE times more Harrington 
fired and the Springfield was 

empty. 
Five bullets had smashed into five 

brown bodies. Three men were 
down, two were still miraculously 
on their feet, and ·charging. 

Harrington whirled, staring into 
the rain, just now thinking that per
haps they were surrounded, and 
sta:-ted the retreat. The Tagalog 
was right at his heels. Harrington 
noted the sound of levering in fresh 
cartridges with approval. Maybe 
the Tagalog would stand by, after 
all. 

Harrington looked back. The last 
two men he had shot had reached 
the dry place under the tree before 
going down. They were superhu
man in their ability to fight off the 
wings of death. 

They came streaming a£ ter Har-
rington and bis guide. Some of 
them carried rifles. Harrington 
wondered -.vhy they did not use 
them, but was· grateful that they did 
not. He had a suspicion that they 
really wished to take him alive, and 
his stomach constricted with horror 
when he fancied what that would 
mean to him. Torture I 

The Taos were past masters at 
th.at sort of thing. What he had 
been told of Balangiga proved that. 
U'here wasn't a chance .in the world 
that the leathernecks of thirtr. years 

and more ago had escaped torture, 
except-

There was always one possibility : 
primitive races revered, usually, 
people who were demented. They 
must have wondered mightily at men 
who barked like dogs and pretended 
to be monkeys. But could any one 
have survived through all these 
years, even so, here on the dark 
and bloody ground ? 

Harrington sincerely hoped not. 
He would find information about his 
father, he hoped, but that he would 
ever actually find him, seemed ab
surd on the face of it. 

He was glad that he was in ex
cellent trim, for he was compelled to 
run his very best to distance the 
Taos, who ran with the lithe grace 
and speed of most savages. 

The Tagalog ran easily at his side, 
now and again looking back with 
fear gray in his swart face. The 
Tagalog knew things, things Har
rington could not even imagine. He 
knew these people, of what they 
were capable. Harrington might live 
among them all hie life and not 
know them. But his life, right now, 
would be shortly ended i f  he were 
captured. 

HE swerved, almost came to a 
dead stop-for ,ow he saw 

other shadows through the rain
the shadows of running men to right 
and left, outspeeding him on either 
hand, racing to cut him off. Now 
he knew that the Taos behind him 
were not running their best, but 
mcreiy following, giving their 
friends a chance to cut him off. 

He flung u p  his rifle and ·fired 
twice, after having swiftly refilled 
his magazine on the run. He fired 
once to the left, and a thin cry, the 
first to corne from the Taos, proved 
that his bullet had gone true. Un
able to down men with bullets 
through hearts and heads, and 6nd-
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ing himself in the final analysis, 
with a vast dislike for taking hu
man li fe-even the lives of these 
savage murderers--he had shot at 
tbe running legs of the enemy. With 
broken bones they could not run on. 
The two men fell. 

Harrington was a crack marksman. 
He rarely missed, and he never fired 
without aiming. Much ammunition 
as he carried, every shot must be 
made to count. 

THE Tagalog fired, straight ahead 
-and a derisive yell was bis 

answer. 
"Don't shoot, boy," said Harring

ton, beginning to run again. "Wait 
until there is a mob of 'em, then 
hold low and let 'em have it. Now 
you're only wasting bullets." 

The Tagalog nodded stiffly. His 
legs worked like pistons as he kept 
pace with Harrington. He seemed 
in deadly fear of losing his white 
master. The Taos would give him 
short shrift indeed, for guiding a 
stranger into their land-a stranger 
who had, moreover, already killed 
several of their number. 

Yes, the Tagalog could be depend
ed upon to remain with Harrington, 
but his value was doubtful indeed. 
Frightened men made too many mis
takes. A single mistake might well 
cost both of them their lives. 

Now, all at once, they came to a 
rain - drenched clearing - and Har
rington gasped : 

"The place of the stone shaped 
like an altar, boy," he said. "I',·e 
heard stories about it. The Taos at
tacked the Marines here. The Ma
rines beat them off and marched on. 
They marched for five days, think
ing -they were crdssing the island 
to the sea. At the end of the five 
days they were right back here at  
this stone altar. Their guides had 
led them in a wide circle, bringing 
them back for the Taos to be-devil 

and harrass. The guides were ex
ecuted-" 

There he stopped, refusing even 
to think of that dark �haptn in  the 
lives of the "Heroes of Samar." But 
now, coming to pause at the edge of 
the clearing, where the land shelved 
down to a sort of pothole, i n  whose 
center w2s a huge slab of stone, 
large as a native hut, apparently 
slightly hollowed out on top, Har
rington hesitated to catch his breath. 

Through the soundc of the rain 
he could now plai nly hear the muted 
throbbing of drums. He supposed 
they sent messages. Perhaps, if he 
could only understand, they sent 
messages about him, and about the 
Tagalog with him. 

Maybe all Taos were being warned 
of the stranger in th!ir midst, the 
stranger whose rifle was such 'iure 
and unerring death. It meant, if his 
guess were true, that more hands 
would be turned against them, when 
already there were scores and hun
dreds. 

HE flung up his rifle and shot 
when the stock touched his 

shoulder. He had taken quick aim 
at the knee-cap of a running brown 
man, visible for a second through 
the trees to his left. The man's leg 
went limp under him, letting him 
down. 

Harrington shuddered with horror 
as the Tao whirled on his stomach, 
dragging his legs, to face Peter and 
the .Tagalog. His hand moved swift
ly, placing the blade of a knife in 
bis mouth. Then, dragging himself 
like a snake with a broken back, the 
Tao crawled toward Harrington. He 
seemed to dare Harrington to finish 
him with a shot. 

Harrington turned his eyes away, 
l ooking back at the stone in the 
center of the clearing. There the 
marines had defended themselves 
against vast superiority of numbers. 
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''It's as geod a place as any, son," 
said Harrington. "Run for it. Thia 
time they may shoot-with ua out in 
the open ... 

Harrington raced across the clear
ing. He had scarcely broken from 
cover than wild shouts of exulta
tion broke from what seemed to be 
a thousand hoarse throats. 

The Taos were pleased that they 
had flushed him and his guide, and 
it came to Harrington that in racing 
for the stone altar he had played 
right into the hands of bis enemies. 
Now they could surround him and 
starve him out to be captured. They 
could attack from all sides and, care
less of death as they were, down him 
and the Tagalog by sheer weight of  
numb�rs. 

HE gritted his teeth grimly as he 
saw ragged lines of Taos break

ing from cover and racing as though 
to cut him off, yet keeping well 
away, as though to ma\re it difficult 
range for his rifle. 

They did not shoot, even yet, but 
they brandished their bolos, and 
screamed invectives at the two run
ners. Their yells were blood-curd
ling. There was no mistaking the 
fact that if the two men fell into 
their hands tbe result to them would 
be ghastly and gruesome. 

Harrington resolved-and it sound· 
ed like something from a novel-to 
save a bullet for himself before he 
would allow the Taos to lay tortur
in� hands upon him. 

But now he was more determined 
than ever to continue his search. So 
this was what his father had known I 
This rushing horror, this flashing of 
knives. this steaming rain which 
soaked through clothing and skin 
and raised welts all over the hody
sticky, gummy, horrible. I t  was no 
wonder, he decided, that men had 
�one mad. 

He'd been on Samar thirty-six 

boun, undi&eOTered until now, and 
already he felt reason tottering as be 
tried to foresee the future for him 
if he were taken. It seemed flying 
in the face of Providence not to start 
hack for the coast and problematical 
safety, but he wasn't the sort to 
quit on any job, even a job as neb
ulous as to probable results as this 
one promised to be. 

His mother's will Lad made it 
plain she expected it of him, and 
somehow he could feel her presence 
with him as he ran-and it was like 
a cool breeze playing across his 
face. 

"She wouldn't have hesitated," he 
thought. "She was that kind." 

They reached the high rock, which 
stood above the surrounciing soil to 
a 1i ttle more than the height of a 
man. and circled i t  quickly to make 
sure that there were no Taos be
yond it. 

Then Harrington ordered the Tag
alog to boost him up. He still clung 
to his rifle, which made it difficult 
for him, but once atop the altar he 
turned back and helped the Tagalog 
up, pulling on his extended hand. 
Then he looked down into the de
pression atop the rock-looked and 
shuddered. 

The altar had served a strange 
purpose, and i t  was plain that here, 
at least, was one who had "wandered 
away and never been heard of 
again." 

Establishing identity was impossi
ble. There were only bones and 
buckles, and nibs from an ancient 
haversack. A rusted rifle, with the 
stock long since rotted away, rested 
beside the bundle of bleached white 
bones in the depression. 

HARRINGTON only knew that it 
was not bis father, for Leather

neck Harrington had never reached 
this altar the second time, according 
to the reports survivors had brought 
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back. The skeleton on the rock must 
remain nameless. 

"I may be beside you, old fellow," 
whispered Harrington. "If  I am, I 
hope I give as good an account of 
myself as you must have done." 

Now the Taos, mustering their 
forces all around the clearing, were 
starting out into the open. 

"Put your cartridges in a row be
side you, boy," Harrington said to 
the Tagalog. ''And make every shot 
count. Here they come I"  

The Tagalog, trembJing, obeyed 
without answering. �s cartridges 
numbered perhaps a score. Harring
ton shook his head. After the Tag
alog had shot away his. ammunition, 
wasting most of it perhaps, he would 
be a liability, for Harrington would 
have to protect him. 

If there were any way to procure 
one of those bolos, the Tagalog 
would doubtless be an ade{>t In hs 
use. But there seem�d little chance. 
The Tagalog had had one, but had 
lost it  somehow in the fight and re
treat. 

HARRINGTON was flat on his 
stomach on the rock, his body 

slanting back into the depression, 
his toes almost touching the skele
ton of the dead and gone marine, 
about whose bleached bones Harring
ton had seen the mute evidence of 
a last stand in empty, ancient cart
ridge caees. 

Yes, this man had sold his Ii fe as 
dearly as possible. It was a sort of 
tribute to his bravery that the Tag
alogs had left him here to use the 
"altar" as a mausoleum. 

Carefully Harrington took aim, 
pulled the trigger. He was using 
the peep sight. The Taos were com
ing closer in great leaps, shouting as 
they came. A man went down after 
what seemed almost a minute after 
Harrington's bullet had struck him 
in the chest. 

Harrington pulled the trigger 
again. Beside him he heard the 
banging of the ancient German rifle 
in the unsteady hands of the Taga
log. Out of the corner of his eye 
he watched for the results of the 
Tagalog's firing. He nodded his 
head with satisfaction. 

The brown man wasn't doing 
badly. He was resolved to die well, 
too, it seemed. And the more he 
took with him the better his account 
in whatever Hereafter he aspired to. 

Closer and closer they came now, 
closing in. They were side by side, 
the intervals between them becoming 
less and less. They brandished their 
bolos and shouts of triumph burst 
from their lips. Harrington could 
not tell whether they were tattooed, 
but that they were half-naked, 110 

brown as to be almost b]ack, was 
evident. They were muscular. fero
cious men. 

Harrington had heard, back at 
Manila, where officials had tried to 
dissuade him from coming into the 
Samar, that they were Mohamme
dans, which was why they did not 
fear death-so long as they could 
take an infidel or two with them on 
the endless journey. 

FIVE times Harrington fired. Five 
times men stumbled, rose, and 

stumbled again, yet moved forward 
for unbelievable distances before 
they collapsed for good-and each 
time he fired he had aimed at the 
heart. He shook his head. What 
could be done with them, when they_ 
refused to die ? How would one 
handle them in savage hand-to-hand 
combat ?  

Harrington knew h e  would soon 
find out. He carried a machete in  
h is  belt, which he used to  cut  his 
way through otherwise impenetrable 
jungle. He loosened it now, and 
saw the Tagalog glance at it. The 
Tagalog's face was gray, for he knew 
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what it would mean to them when 
the Taos closed. 

Now they were a hundred yards 
away, still coming fast. Behind 
them several dots on the rain-soaked 
soil showed the efficacy of the bul
lets of Harrington and the Tagalog. 
Those bullets were counting, but the 
Taos did not even pause or hesitate, 
did not even seem to mind the loss 
of several of their number, or to be 
deterred by thoughts as to which of 
them would be next. 

Now they were fifty yards away, 
the distance rapidly lessened to 
forty, thirty, twenty--and there were 
more dots behind the charging Taos. 
It did not seem that human flesh 
could stand the stream of lead which 
the two men were methodically 
pouring in to the Taos. Yet they 
came on. 

"What havoc they could work if  
they went juramentado !" 

He referred to the practice among 
some Christian Island tribes o f  
swearing oaths of vengeance, o r  go
ing a bit mad, binding the legs and 
arms with thicknesses of c loth-to 
prevent undue bleeding i n  case of 
wounds-and then going out to slay 
and murder. Men who had gone 
juramentado were almost impossible 
to stop or slay. 

MARINES, in the long ago, had 
emptied their rifles into the 

bodies of charging men who had 
gone juramentado, and yet had died 
before their swishing, bloody bolos. 
These Taos, without the inspiration 
of oaths or madness, were just as 
bad. 

If that had been added-but it 
couldn't have been made any worse. 

Harrington was firing faster now, 
while beside him the rifle of the 
Tagalog fell silent. He knew that 
the brown man had used all his bul
lets. No, he saw one yet remaining 
on the rock beside his guide, and the 

Tagalog just now thrust it into the 
magazine. 

But he did not fire it. Harrington 
knew why ; the Tagalog, knowing 
the end to be a foregone conclusion, 
was also saving one for himself to 
escape torture. But Harrington re
fused to believe that this was the 
end. The spirit of his mother seemed 
closer than ever, out of place as she 
might have seemed i n  the flesh. But 
Over Beyond things were perhaps 
different. Even Tao bolos could not 
injure the spirit. 

Faster and faster bullets sped 
from the Springfield Harrington had 
borrowed from naval stores in Ma
nila. The barrel grew hot under his 
hands, but he scarcely felt i t .  

TH E  faces of the Taos were plain 
to see now, with rain streaking 

down beside noses and over mouths 
that were contorted in savage yells. 
The bolos gleamed dully. Harrington 
wondered just which one of them 
would be the first to caress his own 
flesh. 

He fired and a man fell, his bolo 
flying back over his head, in among 
his fellows. 

"At least it won't be that bolo," 
thought Harrington grimly. 

He fired, and fired a6ain. Then 
he carefully placed his Spring
field in the depression behind him, 
beside the skeleton which linked 
him somehow with the past and still 
another grim battle at this same 
place, and whispered : 

"Guard it, old fellow. I hope I'll 
need it  back again I" 

Then to the Tagalog : 
"Put your back against mine i f  

they get o n  top o f  the rock. When 
they try, though, smash them with 
the butt of your rifle, as hard as you 
can. " 

The Tagalog, his face still a mask 
of resignation, took his place aa 
Harrington commanded, but his at-
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trtude seemed to say, "What's the 
use ?" and Harrington didn't believe, 
-either, that tberc was :my. 

The next five minutes wore min
rutes of hoPror, while the two men 
"tried to guard all parts of the rock, 
darting here and there, striking at 
hands and heads. The machete in 
Harrington's hands grew red--and 
redder still - and his arms grew 
weary, heavy as lead, with wieldi� 
the unaccustomed weapon. 

But he must fight on. The Taos 
were shouting in derision, even 
thou�h sev.:ral o f  them were down. 

Whatever the white man and his 
guide might think, the Taos knew 
there could b� but one end. 

By sheer weight of numbers they 
would beat down and win over 
the two on the rock. Human flesh 
could not stand to fight on endless] y. 
The Taos were like ante, trying to 
· mount the rock. If they had all 
tried at once they would have suc
ceeded. Soon the time would come 
when they would think of that, but 
they seemed to have none too effi
cient leadership. 

Harrington admired their courage,. 
wished they even had considerably 
le-ss of it. Despair was begin,1ing 
to envelop him, but he redoubled 
bis offensive to counteract the hope
lessness which ·would have possessed 
him if he had allowed it to do so. 

A-nd then the Tagalog went down, 
fall-ing toward the edge of the rock. 
Instantly m.iny hands grabbed at 
him-and the Taos, with great ye1ls 
'Of delight, surged around the rock 
to the spot wr.ere the Tagalog had 
been pulled over. 

Harrington lifted his rifle aeain 
and sent shot after shot into the 
milling mob of thefu. He could face 
-and fight now, for a moment at least, 
without fear of attack from the rear, 
fOT in one direction th� way was 
open, becau�e of the surging of the 
Taos toward the i ll-fated Tagafog. 

Harrington coulc! have turned, 
jumped from the rock and ran, but 
he would not do it as long as fhere 
was an opportunity, which he knew 
didn't really exist, to aid hia Tag
alog guide. Even if be escaped oow, 
he would have to find his evm way 
-and he had no compass, and the 
rain blotted out the sm• so efficiently 
that it was imposslble to tell direc
tion. He thought, grimly, of the .. He
roes of Samar"-that lack of com
p2ss:s and inability to see the sun 
had been their undoing, too. 

And now a strange, awesome 
thing happened. Harrington whirled 
as he heard a hoarse laugh-a white 
man's laugh-behind him. He flung 
up his rifle and almost fired, until 
be thought of the strangeness of 
that laughter, an<l noticed different 
things. 

THE man who had come to him 
from the direction in which the 

way was temporarily clear, was old 
and gray and stooped, but still some
how suggested mighty strength and 
dauntless courage. 

Harrington gasped as he looked at 
the shock of gray hair, covering the 
old man's bead and shoulders 1ikc a 
white mat. Whiskers hung down 
past the breastbone. The man was 
dressed outlandishly - his clothing, 
mostly of native manufacture, held 
together by needles made of thorns, 
and thread made of-Harrington ditl 
not know. 

But he noticed other things : the 
clothing was patched amazingly, and 
the color of the patches amazed Har
rington, for they were faded khaki. 
And there were patchc.s on the 
sleeves of dirty gray denim which 
the old man used as a shirt, and the 
patches held the parallel stripes of 
a ccrporal of marines ! 

The old man cackled : 
' 'Sir, Corporal-e£-er-Frcdericka 

reports for duty l" 



HQNOR BOUND 93 

Harrington had heard his mother 
talk too often not to recognize the 
military method of reporting to a 
superior for duty. But of what use 
was this old man-who carried in his 
hands a rifle which could by no 
stretch of the imagination be worth 
anything at all ? 

CORPORAL FREDERICKS was 
leveling his rifle at the Taos and 

pulling the trigger-but no sound or 
bullets came from the weapon. He 
was a man playing at guns and sol
diers. He cackled as he "loaded'' 
and "fired," without either loading 
or firing. 

And something came hurtling over 
between them at that moment, to 
land at their feet. I t  was the head 
of the Tagalog-and the Taos were 
screaming their triumph. Harring
ton was to be next. 

But Corporal Fredericks dropped 
to his knees, aimed at the nearest 
Tao - and pulled the trigger - and 
Harrington almost lost his breath in 
amazement. For where his bullets 
bad scarcely stopped men even when 
he shot them through the heart, the 
mere pretense of aiming and firing 
on the part of the old man caused 
a man to fall as though he had been 
shot through the heart. 

The man not only fell, but while 
yells of dismay fled through the 
ranks of the Taos, he began to kick 
in convulsions, and to foam at the 
mouth. Corporal Fredericks cackled 
-and moved the muzzle of his rifle 
to and fro, back and forth, pulling 
the trigger as rapidly as he could. 
And a still stranger thing happened. 

The Taos, who had but to climb 
the rock and destroy both the white 
men, retreated precipitately across 
the clearing ! Their retreat became 
a rout-a headlong race, as though 
they fled from sure destruction. Har
rington stared at the old man in 
amazement. Corporal Fredericks 

ended his senile make-believe and 
turned to Harrington. 

"Now I'll get you away,'' he said. 
He spoke English very strangely, 

as though it were a tongue he had 
all but forgotten. 

"What made them run, Corporal ?" 
asked Harrington, his voice shaking. 

Corporal Fredericks tapped his 
forehead. 

"They think me mad," he said. 
"Sometimes I am-and spirits keep 
watch over madmen. To at
tack me, · then, would be to attack 
the spirits themselves, and so they 
ran. I've never turned my rifle on 
them before. Come, I'll take you to 
the coast." 

They were striding across the 
clearing, the old man walking with 
the ease and surety of Harrington 
himself, and Taos could be seen on 
all  sides, flitting through the rain 
that had poured almost without let
up, keeping pace with them. The 
miracle of the old man's presence 
here amazed Harrington. And now 
the old man stopped suddenly. 

"I forgot to ask why you are 
here," he said. Harrington laughed. 

"I'd forgotten myself," he said, 
"for the moment. Your appear4 

ance-" 
"I  understand ; but you see, I'vo 

never been properly relieved." 
"What's that ?" 
"You know, there are orders 1n 

the service. A soldier ordered to 
do something, or to walk a post, 
must not stop until he has orders 
to stop, or quit his post unless offi
cially relieved. Well, I've never been 
officially relieved." 

HARRINGTON'S heart almost 
stopped beating. All of this 

was mad, but somehow thrilling. 
''What were your last orders, Cor

poral?"  he asked. 
"Lieutenant Williams, of the ex

pedition-I guess maybe he was a 
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little ctack.ed when be gave the or
der, but that wru;n't for me to de
cide-knew that .some of hi.6 marines 
had wandered away from the col
umn. As a cor:poral, they were 
partly my respon�bility, too. He 
oraered me to hunt until I found 
them. The order was never rescind
ed. I have kept on hunting. I have 
found them all-but I only found 
the last one today." 

The old man was leading the way 
back 1:0 the rock, and Harrington 
under:stood-that the skeleton he had 
fouod was the last of those who had 
"wandered away and were never 
heard from again." 

And as they climbed atop the rock 
and, at the old mnn'-s suggestion, be
gan to gather up the bleached re
mains for burial. Harrington told 
his own story in a subdued voice. 
He told all of it, omitting nothing 
-and when he had . finished the old 
man said quietly : 

"Your quest is ended. I 've found 
and identified all of the missing. 
This poor skeleton can be but one 
man-the one you seek-for he was 
the only one left." 

"But I always heard that he n::ver 
got back to the altar-" 

TH E  old m,m smiled sadly. 
"1 found one man thirty-five 

miles from w!nre he had started. I 
didn't find bis h.cad, but never mind. 
And I found another on the oppo
site side of Sarnar I This is Harrin-g
ton-and now you can tell your 
mother-" 

But his mother was dead. I-re 
whispered to himself. 

"No won<ler I could feel her pr�s
cnce. She knew!" 

They buried the' skeleton with rcv
erence--and many hours later Har
rington stood before the old man 
where the jungle reached down and 
almost touched the sea. Th-:re would 
be a boat to meet b.im a_oon-

"And you won't come back, ·corp
oral Fredericks?" he asked. 

The old man shook his head. 

I
'VE been here too long. I've 
grown to like it. I undel'6tand 

the Taos. We are friends as long 
as they are sure I am mad. I shall 
never allow them to think other
wise. for there are times when I am 
mad. In the beginning I must have 
been quite mad-for many years. By 
that time I had been lost from the 
v,or:d too long, and besides, there 
was no way to get hack---and my 
orders had not been changed I'' 

Devotion to orders I It was mag
nificent, even though f t  might be 
part of the old man's madness. Har
rington lifted his eyes to where 
bright sunlight was just trying to 
reach through the clouds. 

"Somehow," he said softly, "the 
brilliant l ight makes me think of 
flags flying-" 

"Yes, the S tars and Stripes. I 
often see them, especially at  sunset 
-waving in the bright breeze-" 

And then, with the parting assur
ance that the Taos would not bother 
him before the arrival of his boat, 
Corporal Fredericks took leave o f  
Harrington, vanishing into the dense 
jungle. Harrington did not see that 
he stopped behind the greenery to 
whisper to himaelf :  

''After all, she's dead. He does 
not need me. It must have been she 
who inspired me to tell him my 
name was Fredericks - but why 
should I have selected the name o f  
the man w e  just buried ? I guess 
I knew when I saw that my job 
was ended, and I had spent a long 
time seeking Fredericks." 

The elder Harrington strode into 
the jungle then, head up, and 
long gray hair flying in the breeze 
-au.re that he -had done right in  re
maining in the only world he still 
knew. 
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A Fast-Moving Story of Breath- Taking Peril in the 

Unfathomable Depths of the Jungle 

By JACK D'ARCY 
A uthor of '•Danger Island," ''The Sacred Scimitar," etc. 

T
HERE was no sound in all 
the vast jungle about him. 
Yet Jim Cannon was aware 

of a vague apprehension that settled 
about his shoulders like an invisible 
cape of fear. He shuddered involun
tarily. The blackness of the thick 
A frican night enveloped him like an 
evil sable screen. 

As the sense of eeriness which 
was upon him increased, Cannon be
came at first annoyed, then angry. 
After all,  he was too old a hand at 
this game to permit the terrible still
ness of a jungle night to get him. 
Yet he found himself, like the 
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veriest tenderfoot, wishing for some
thing that would i n  some tangible 
form, break the awful silence. Some
thing - anything I Anything that 
made a noise. 

Then i t  came I So suddenly that 
at first h e  felt nothing but relief
a welcome relief from the Stygian 
stillness that it put to flight. It 
went reverberating through the 
jungle, booming and monotonous, a 
deep sonorous rolling sound that 
sped swiftly through the murkiness 
of the night, then lost itself some
where in  the jungle's rim. 

Cannon stiffened. His short mo-
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ment of comfort and relief had faded 
with the departing sound. The awful 
import of that rolling roar had il
lumined his consciousness. 

The drums ! Nakawi drums I 
Cannon stood up and look:ed 

around in the darkness. Then the 
sound of some more tangible menace 
came to his straining ears. With a 
swift gesture he &na�bed up his 
rifle, and riveted his eyes on a small 
clearing which stood on the other 
side of his smoldering fire. Again 
he heard what sounded like a snap
ping crackle in the matted under
brush. Cautiously, he backed out 
of the circle of light shed by the 
glowing embers. 

BA CK against the blackness of the 
jungle he made out the figure 

of a man reeling across the clear· 
ing, staggering crazily in the manner 
of one . in dire distress. Cannon 
moved cautiously into the circle of 
light, his rifle held tensely at his 
side. 

"Who's out there ?" he chal
lenged. 

The stranger stumbled and fell to 
his knees, staring L1pward with 
glassy, uncomprehending eyes. Then 
his head fell, and silence held him. 

Cannon dropped his rifle and 
dragged the prostrate form into the 
light. Somethini metallic gleamed 
on the man's shoulders, and Cannon 
noticed for the first time that the 
newcomer was dressed in the gray 
uniform of the Rhodesian Constabu
lary. He quickly produced a Rask 
from his pack, poured some brandy 
between the unconsciour man's lips. 
Then he watched anxiously. 

The liquor had its effect. The 
newcomer blinked mis eyes dully, 
seemed to orient his sen�. then 
sat up. Cannon handed hirn a pan
nikin of cold tea left over from his 
evening meal. The stranger drained 
the vessel without a word, then put 

it down bceide him. lie looked first 
at the fire, then at Cannon. 

"Got a smoke ?'' he asked abruptly. 
Cannon proffered him a cigarette. 

The other took it  witho 1t deigninr 
to reply, lit it. Canaan i.tudied him 
closely as he smoked. Finally, the 
stranger spoke. 

"Name's John Dent," he said la
conically. "Thanks for picking me 
up." 

Cannon waved his appreciation 
aside. 

.. What happened ?" he asked. "How 
did you happen up here ? You're 
tnile:; from the barracks, you know." 

Dent seemed to resent tb; s rapid 
questioning. A frown cre:ised bis 
brow. Finally, however, he forced 
a wan smile. 

"One thing at a time,'' he replied. 
"One thing at a time. It's a long 
story." 

Again the roaring surge of those 
distant drums swept the jungle. 
Cannon inhaled swiftly. Dent ap· 
peared unmoved. 

''You're damned casual about those 
drums," Cannon snapped. ''Don't 
you hear them ?" 

Dent shrugged. "They amount 
to nothing," he replied shortly. 
"They're miles away. Some natives 
got a jag on. That's all ." 

CANNON stared at him in utter 
amazement. It seemed incredible 

that a member of the Constabulady 
should be so ignorant of the coun
try. Cannon knew the ritual drums 
when he  heard them. But this was 
no such functional music. These 
were the Nakawi druma of war--a 
steady sonorous roll of definite 
cadence. Ten years in the Rhodesian 
hinterland had made Cannon keen 
to the nuances of native mu&ic. 

''You're in Nakawi-land," he said 
to the other. "Those arc war drums. 
No white man is safe in this coun
try at this moment. When they get 
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tired of their palaver, they'll take 
the trail i n  search of white men's 
blood. God help anyone who meets 
up with them." 

DENT wasn't impressed. "They 
don't worry me," he said 

casually. 
"Well, they should," Cannon 

snapped. "I'll take you down river 
with me in the morning. With luck 
we'll make it." 
. "I am not going back," Dent said, 

still unperturbed. 
Cannon stared at him. "Are you 

mad?" he asked quietly. "Why 
you'll die if you don't get out of  
this country immediately." 

"I'll take my chances." 
"You're taking plenty, then," Can

non observed. 
The talking ceased and they lapsed 

into silence as though by tacit con
sent. Cannon eyed the constable 
queerly. Certainly his attitude was 
strange. 

And he had made no explanation 
why he was traveling as light as he  
was. True, he  had a revolver strap
ped at his side. But no sane man 
would track so far afield without 
pack and provisions. 

Cannon's suspicions grew. Still, 
if the fellow didn't want to talk, 
it was all  right. He hadn't done 
much talking himself. He was glad 
now that he hadn't. He might have 
told him of the two native zlugouts, 
one loaded with ivory, one with 
supplies, which he had carefully con
cealed in the foliage of the river 
bank. He might have commented on 
the heavy day's toil of loading the 
cache on the boats. But he had 
said nothing. 

Though the facts were that he 
and his native boys, Malfi and 
Kwaag, who were now guarding the 
dugout, sweated all day, piling up 
the valuable tusks that he had 
cached there three weeks back. To-

morrow he would take the stuff 
down the river. 

Dent stood up and yawned. 
"Well," he said quite patronizingly, 
"I think I'll get a little sleep." 

He walked half way to the clear
ing, helped himself to one of Can
non's blankets, then lay down and 
slept. 

Cannon sat silent and still, im
mersed i n  thought. H e  didn't mind 
the drums so much now, even 
though his pulse was pounding in 
perfect unison with those beats. But 
consciously he was scarcely aware 
of them. He decided to stay awake. 
The man who was coiled up in his 
blankets had made him too sus
picious to attempt sleep. After all, 
it  was just three days to the mouth 
of the Nakawi River. There was 
safety-weal th-and-

A voice rammed itself into his 
consciousness. 

"Don't turn around, my friend. 
Hand me that rifle. Unbuckle your 
revolver and throw it behind you. 
Quick now." 

CANNON didn't move. He felt 
something hard and cold in the 

small of his back. His eyes ranged 
over where the other man slept. 
Dent hadn't awakened. He cursed 
his ears which had failed to warn 
him of his captor's approach. With 
a grunt, he thrust the rifle behind 
h im, then unbuckled his holster. 

Then, and only then, did his cap
tor reveal himself. Cannon saw a 
young giant, sunburned and seared 
by the jungle, an automatic grasped 
tensely in his hand. He was dressed 
in an old torn shirt and faded drill 
trousers. 

The man with the automatic 
nodded in the direction of the sleep
ing figure. "Who's that ?'' he asked. 

Cannon did some fast thinking. 
Despite the fact that Dent had acted 
rather oddly, there was no conclu-
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aive evidence that he was not ex
actly what he appeared to be-a 
member of th� Constabulary. If  
this man with the automatic, was 
for some purpose attempting the 
capture of the sleeper, it was up to 
Cannon to protect the latter. Final
ly, he answered. "That's my part
ner," he lied. 

The other jui;t nodded. 
"You can turn in," he said shortly. 
Cannon decided on frankness. 
"Listen," he said impulsively. 

"What's all the mystery about ? ¥/ho 
the hell are you ? How the hell is 
it that you are out in the jungle in 
that outfit ?" 

THE other man didn't answer his 
question. Instead he said sharp

l y :  "You hear those chums ?'' 
"Damn it," replied Cannon. "How 

can I help hearing them ?" 
"You'd better get down the 

tivcr," the other counseled. "First 
thing in the morning. The Nakawi 
are thirsty for blood." 

Cannon nodded. Here at last was 
a man who knew the country. He 
glanced at the man as � sat across 
from him, the weapon still held 
loosely in  his hand. 

"I'm leaving in the morning," Can
non said. "How about you ?" 

"I'll follow you later," the man 
replied. "I'm looking for some 
one." 

Again they fell into silence. The 
tall sunburned man with the gun sat 
there tirelessly keeping Cannon cov
ered. Cannon did not talk. Instead 
he wracked his brain for a solution 
to the enigma which confronted 
him. At last some of  the pieces of  
this puzzle were falling into place. 
Instinct told him ,his captor was 
searching for Dent. 

For a moment Cannon was tempted 
to talk ; to teH of the suspicious cir
cumstances which surround�d the 
appearance of the man who slept 

beneath hia blanket. But some sixth 
sen� caused him to refrain. 

The fire died down, but the droma 
rolled on. 

Cannon was in that nebulous state 
which is not sleep nor yet complete 
consciousness. Twice he had fought 
off the overpowering drowsiness 
which the hard day's toil had en
gendered. Twice he had stemmed 
the stupor which enveloped his 
senses. But at last it proved too 
much for him. His eyes closed, and 
he lost himself in utter relaxation. 

He awoke with the stench of the 
jungle in his nostrils. His clothes 
we re damp with the miasmic i;team 
rising from the lush jungle growth 
crawling alon� the earth. He sat 
upright and yawned. The yawn 
evolved into a gape. H e  stared about 
him. 

Both of his mysterious vizitors 
of the night had vani&hed I 

There before him, lay the wrinkled 
blanket of Dent. At his side where 
he bad tossed them were his weapons. 
Of the second stranger there was no 
sign whatever. One thought cam� 
to him. 

HA STILY he threw his pack to
gether and raced to the near-by 

river bank. Cautiously he made his 
way along the treacherolll growth 
bordering the water course. Then he 
gave a sudden gasp of relief. 

For there, gently swaying on the 
surface of the sluggish river, were 
his two dugouts, firmly lashed side 
by side, with Malfi sitting Ja�ily in 
the stern of the supply canoe and 
Kv;aag in th� bow. Cannon wasted 
n-0 t�e noVJ. The surge of those 
savage drums had gone with the 
dawn. 

It would take them three days to 
get dowil the river. Th.rec da}'ll of 
swift moving with his valuable load. 
Whatever he may have feared from 
his two vi.sitora was forgottea now. 
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He had but one task ahead. That 
was to reach hia dcuination. or at 
leaat the Constabulary barracb, be
fore the Nakawi came down upon 
him. 

He leaped in the dugouts, barked 
a staccato order to the boy, who 
grabbed a pole and pushed bis way 
out to the center of the river. They 
commenced their racking journey, 
the ivory dugout being towed behind 
them. 

FO R  two hours they poled 
tnethodically. grunting and sweat· 

ing in the venomous h'!at of a biaz
ing overhead sun. Cannon's eyes 
searched the bright green banks that 
held the river as he  poled, but there 
was no sign of life. He was hungry, 
but he dared not take the time to 
eat. 

Despite the sapping savagery of  
the sun he  dreaded the oncomin� 
ni-ght-the night that would one� 
again bring that maddening, rever
berating roll of Nakawi druma surg
ing through the jungle. Sleep, too, 
he would deny himself. He must 
think of nothing save the intermin
able sixty miles of yellow sluggish 
water that lay between him and his 
goal. 

He stiffened suddenly. Something 
on the river bank caught his eye. 
Something d-ark against the black
n�s of the lush growth. An ebony 
figure moved. Half a dozen other 
figures were mobile against the grim 
immobility of the jungle. He shouted 
to Malfi for more speed, then whip· 
ping bis revolver from its holster, 
stood up in the fragile craft. 

Even as he did so the air wu 
!luddenly thick with ffying arrows. 
They sang a ziraleet through the 
air and buri-ed themselves into the 
bark covering on the forepart of 
the craft. Cannon raised bis re
volver. Three crashing reverbera
tions echoed through the foreat. 

Anxiously Cannon's eyes swept 
the shore. If this wa.a the main 
body of the Nakawia, this i ndeed was 
the end. However, as far as he could 
make out there were no mOt"e than 
a dozen of them. Probably, a party 
of hunters who had wandered far 
afield in search of game, and who 
were now returning to the council 
at the imperative summons of the 
drums. 

Bows twanged once more. Can
non heard a rattling gasp behind him 
and turned to see Malfi drooping 
over the stern, an arrow in his 
throat. A blind rage seized Can
non. A terrible icy coolness took 
possession of him. Aiming deliber
ately he pressed the trigger four 
times. At each shot a savage 
dropped. The others, !)anicked by 
such lethal shooting, screamed wild
ly and ran madly into the cover of 
the jungle. 

CANNON turned. Malf
i 

lay still 
and silent in the stern. Crimson 

fluid stained the ebony of his skin. 
Gently Cannon took the pole from 
his hand and slid the corpse into 
the water. It was impossible to  
carry the dead man sixty miles in 
that terrific heat. He looked around. 
Kwaag had vanished but a crimson 
stain in the river was his silent 
epi taph. 

Down river he poled desperately. 
Sweat stained his brow, and bis 
muscles ached wearily. Then for 
the second time within the hour he 
caught sight of a human being. 

He shielded his eyes with his hand 
and peered through the shimmering 
heat waves rising from the sluggish 
surface, and distorting his vision. 
On the bank stood a man waving 
both arms violently. For a single mo
ment Cannon hesitated. Then be 
poled vigorously towards the bank. 
Possibly towards danger, but then 
again this might be a white man in 
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distress. Clumsily the dugout 
pushed through the water. 

Cannon gave a little jump as he 
recognized John Dent on the bank. 
The gray of the Constabulary uni
form was plainly evident against the 
vernal background. He poled faster. 
Here, possibly, was an explanation 
of last night's untoward events. 

As the boat r a n  i n t o  shallow 
water and scraped on the sand, the 
man on the bank waded out a few 
steps and pul1ed him aground. The 
blunt nose of the dugout thudded 
against the clay shore. 

SO," said Cannon, "You've changed 
your mind. Get aboard. I'll 

take you ashore." 
Cannon's fingers closed on his re

volver butt. But before he could 
jerk the weapon from his holster, 
be found himself staring into the 
unwavering muzzle of a .38. 

"What's the game ?" Cannon asked. 
The other grinned, but there was 

no solace in his smile. 
"PilJage," he said curtly. "Pil

lage, plunder and perhaps-murder ? 
Come ashore." 

Cannon had little choice in the 
matter. He sprang from the boat to 
the bank. After making the dugout 
fast to a leaning mangrove Dent 
grinned triumphantly. 

"So," he commented. "Ivory. A 
goodly store." 

Cannon didn't answer. His face 
was grim and his eyes glinted 
dangerously as he grappled with the 
growing anger within him. Dent 
brandished his gun. 

"March," he commanded, then 
jerked his head in the direction of 
the jungle. They moved off to
gether. 

For some tv6enty minutes they 
strode through the lush growth. 
Then Cannon caught sight of a wisp 
of smoke curling up through the 
tops of the trees. A moment later 

they emerged into a clearing. In 
the �enter a fire, built by inexpert 
hands, smoldered wearily. Two men 
were beside it. One lay bound and 
prostrate on the ground. The other 
stood guard with a rifle held in 
readiness before him. Dent spoke 
to the man with the rifle. 

THINGS are looking up,  Jake," he 
remarked. "This bird's just 

presented us with two dugouts and 
lots of ivory. They're at the river 
bank. We'll take them with us." 

"Then you're not of the Constabu
lary," Cannon said. It was a state
ment of fact, not a question. 

Dent grinned. "There's your con
stable," he said, indicating the bound 
figure on the ground. "There's the 
representative of Rhodesian law. 
Brave looking guy, isn't he?"  

Cannon stared down at  the luck
less form on the ground. 

"Don't waste any sympathy on 
him," put in Jake. "Because you're 
staying right here with him when 
we leave." 

Cannon ignored the retort. He 
turned to the man on the ground. 
"Is that the truth ? "  he asked. 

The man nodded. "Yes," he re
plied in a weak voice. "This pair 
here have been selling liquor and 
guns to the natives. I was out on 
their trail. I am a constable. But 
Dent, leaving his partner to guard 
the camp, ambushed me, and after 
a fight, took my uniform." The cap
tive constable turned accusing eyes 
on Cannon. "If you hadn't lied to 
me last night," he resumed, "we 
wouldn't be in this predicament now. 
I dozed off from sheer exhaustion 
and Dent got me for the second 
time." 

Cannon shrugged. There was no 
use bemoaning the past. 

"If you had told me the whole 
story last night," he replied, "I 
would have told you mine." 
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There was a long moment of 
silence which Dent finally broke. 

"Tic him up, Jake. We'll get along 
with that ca£go down river." 

Cannon regarded them somberly. 
"You're new to this country," he 

said. "You don't know it  very well. 
You'll never make it down the 
river." 

"Why ?" J a.k-e asked. 
"Because of those drum beats last 

night," Cannon explained. "The 
only safe place for you is the Con
stabulary barracks." 

"I told them that," put in the con
stable. "But they thought it just a 
trick to capture them." 

LISTEN," said Dent. "I'll take my 
chances with the natives. As for 

the Constabulary-tut I" he snapped 
his fingers. "Here's one man that 
can outwit the whole slew of them. 
Look at your friend there on the 
ground." 

"You're crazy, cra.i:y as hell," Can
non said. "You '11 hear those drums 
again tonight-you'll probably hear 
more than that. We're your best 
bets if you only knew it. You had 
better take us along and head for 
the barracks. Tbe constabulary 
won't be half as tough as those 
natives." 

"Tie him up, Jake," was Dent's 
only reply to this warning. 

Cannon shrugged his shoulders 
futilely as Jake came toward him 
with a rope in his hand. Under the 
threat of Dent's gun h<- was forced 
to submit. In a moment he was 
lying prostrate at the side of the 
captive constable. 

His henchman obeyed. 
"Now,'' continued Dent, "We're 

leaving. As for the Nakawi, we're 
not worrying. They're friends of 
ours. Haven't we just traded them 
a mess of ra•:1 whiskey and a whole 
boat load of rifles ?" He laughed 
hoarsely. 

"The N akawi are no one's friends 
when the war drums sound," said 
the constable. "You're going to a 
certain death-just as certain as the 
one you're leaving us to face." 

Dent only laughed. Together with 
Jake he turned and disappeared in 
the direction of the river. 

The two captives looked at each 
other. There was a quizzical light 
in Cannon's eyes. "Well," he re
marked, ''I think it's time we knew 
one another. My name's Cannon." 

"Mine's Cook," said the other. 
Abruptly the jungle night came 

down upon them. Swift and sudden 
like a black pall of death dropped 
by a phantom hand. And with the 
darkness came again the savage 
legato booming of the Nakawi 
drums. Cook was silent, but grim 
sweat streaked down his distorted 
face as he struggled against the 
bonds that held him. Cannon fought 
back the sudden fear and strained 
his wrists in the thongs until the 
skin chafed and ran red with blood. 

THEN an icy grip of dread closed 
suddenly over each struggling 

man's heart. For out of the jungle, 
out of the sinister night, there 
sounded high and shrill above the 
booming of the drums, a weird and 
ghastly shriek, a maddening blood 
curdling scream. Cannon turned 
darting eyes on Cook. The latter 
nodded confirmation. 

"They've started," he said grimly. 
"They're on the trail. I f  we're to 
get out alive we must move quickly." 

Cannon said nothing for fear that 
Cook would notice a tremor in hio 
voice. But he redoubled his efforts 
to free himself. His wrists were 
almost numb with pain. Blood 
trickled to the ground from the 
chafed and broken skin. 

His heart 
pounding as 
snap faintly. 

went into a sudden 
he heard something 
Perhaps he had won 
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free I His muscles were too dead 
for him to know immediately. With 
a violent wrench he tore his hands 
apart. An ejaculation of triumph 
and hope fell from his lips. For a 
short moment he massaged his bleed
ing wrists, then he sprang to loosen 
the bonds o f  his comrade. 

"We're not out of it yet," said 
Cook. "But we've got a fighting 
chance. My pack was cached when 
they jumped me. It's probably sti11 
there, and if it is we'll have an extra 
rifle and an extra .38 to assist us." 

He turned and cautiously led the 
way through the forest. Some three 
hundred yards off he reached in a 
hollow tree trunk and withdrew a 
knapsack, together with the weapons 
h e  had mentioned. 

''Come on," Cannon said. "We'd 
better start down river holding close 
to the bi3nk. It's our best chance.'' 

COOK nodded. "There's a chance 
the Constabulary has sent some

body out looking for me," he re
plied. "If  so, they'll probably come 
u p  the river in a launch." 

They wasted no more time i n  
words. Both plunged into the 
matted undergrowth and headed for 
the river. 

Like evil yellow eyes in the night, 
a host of fires leaped to life in the 
jungle. The river lay placid and 
quiet beside them, murmuring soft
ly. But in the jungle behind, the 
surging drums rolled out their 
threnody of doom. 

Cook took the lead and Cannon 
followed him grimly. The bush tore _ 
savagely at his puttees. Thorned 
branches swung viciously into his 
face. He could feel warm blood 
trickling down his cheeks. His 
throat was dry, parched. His stom
ach was hollow and empty ; half 
from hunger, half from fear. Still, 
on they fought through the thick 
night. 

The booming grew much louder. 
The sound seemed to come from 
ever�here, as the maddeninf, 
ubiquitous music rose up about them. 
Cook stopped suddenly in his tracks. 

"Listen," he whispered tensely. 
Cannon froze to immobility. The 

drums had ceased their death 
rhythm. But from the black jungle 
depths came a more ominous sound 
-the slithering patter of naked feet 
on the lush floor of the tropical 
forest. Cook jerked the revolver 
from his holster. Cannon held his 
rifle in readiness, just below his 
shoulder. 

"Don't move," Cook whispered 
huskily. 

TOGETHER they stood, motion
less and silent, each prepared to 

sell his life as dearly as possible. 
Two white men standing alone in a 
sea of blackness, entirely surrounded 
by a horde of blood hungry savages, 
running amok to the mad music of  
the Nakawi drums. 

A wild, shrieking babble of voices, 
divorced from the sound of the 
drums, emanated from the forest 
depths. 

"We'd better run for it," Cannon 
said. " I f  they get us here, we're 
caught like rats in a trap. Between 
thtm and the river-" 

Cook nodded. "Chances are sJim 
for losing them in the jungle." 

"The time has come to take slim 
chances," Cannon replied. 

But for the moment they remained 
still. From up the river came a wild 
yell. Not the weird throaty howl 
of a savage, but an articulate scream 
of fear from the throat of a white 
man. 

"They've got them," Cannon said. 
"The damned fools," Cook hissed. 
"It's time to make tracks," Can-

non snapped. 
Together they raced from the 

swaying palms rirnming the Nakawi 
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River, across a clearing to the deeper 
jungle beyond. But the howling 
aavages were close behind. Some
thing whistled over Cannon's head. 
He looked up. A shivering assegai 
had buried itself in the trunk of a 
gnarled tree, He turned swiftly and 
sent a stabbing shot blindly behind 
him. A bowl of pain testified to the 
tuck of his aim. 

BUT that single cry of pain quick
ly evolved into a myriaci shout 

from a hundred liquor-fired bl�ck 
throats lurking invisibly in the 
jungle behind. A dozen spears spat
tered. Cannon could hear th-cm 
swish as they hurtled through · the 
air. 

"Quick," Cook barked. ..Swing off 
to one side, and watch out for those 
1pean. They're short of riftcs and 
can't aim very well anyway throuth 
these trees. But they can do 
miracles with those damned assegai-s. 

Cook darted off at a tangent and 
Cannon followed through the black 
-abysmal forest. Cook swung into a 
wide circle, hoping to bend his 
eourse back to the river eventually 
in case the Constabulary launch had 
come up to effect a rescue. 

The grim fight continued. Two 
white men against a horde of mad 
black savages. Occasionally, as an 
ebony figure was silhouetted against 
the ivory moon, a single rifle shot 
stabbed into the darkness and re
duced by one the uneven odds. 
Cook's shoulder bled profusely from 
a jagged wound where a spear had 
pierced him. Cannon hurriedly at
tempted to give first aid but the 
other stopped him. 

'·No time for that now," he said. 
"We're about done. Let's try and 
make it  back to the river." 

He turned abruptly and plunged 
off to the left. Cannon followed 
him. 

A hollow rhythmic muffled sound 

reached Cook's ears from ahead. 
Cook atoppeci dead in bis tracks, t10 
abruptly Can.non collided with him. 

"The Constabulary !11  Cook ex
claimed. "We must make the river! 
We must !" 

CANNON felt a new wave of ho� 
surge over him. He seemed sud

denly drenched \\tith a renewed 
courage. 

''We'll make it." he said simply, 
and Cook caught some of the infec
tious note of resolve i.n his voice. 

"Come on," he said abruptly. 
The savages howled and yelled be

hind them. 
It was impossible for the Con

stabulary tG achi�ve a landing and 
face the savage horde in the fores� 
If Cook and Canno::i were to be 
saved they must accomplish their 
job first. They plunged on, came 
out upon a rising gorge and below 
them saw the river. There, floating 
gently on her broad bosom was the 
launch, her swaying lights a beckon
ing haven-sanctuary from the evil 
African night. 

Down they raced ! But the goal 
was not yet won. Suddenly there 
emerged before them, almost at the 
river bank, a half dozen screeching 
painted figures, their garish head
dresses of blood-stained feathers 
waving weirdly in the dim light. 

Cannon's rifle and Cook's revolver 
barked out their final challenge 
simultaneously. A pair of the 
savages fell, horrible and grotesque 
in death. The remainder uttered a 
blood-curdling war whoop and 
charged. Something bit deep into 
Cannon's chest. With an effort he 
kept his feet. 

.. Come on," Cook cried. ''For 
God's sake, it's our last chance !" 

They scrambled, fell ; literally 
dived down the bank t& the river. 
Into the muddy depths they plunged 
without waiting for breaths. For 
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a single moment they were bathed 
in the yellow glow of a searchlight. 
Then it disappeared. The welcome 
chug-chug of the launch's motor 
came to their ears. 

CANNON swam desperately. His 
muscles were working mechan

ica!Jy, purely of their own volition. 
He saw a vague black hulk in the 
water beside him. He heard the gasp
ing rattle of Cook's breath. He felt a 
pair o f  strong arms beneath his 
shoulders. Then a blackness even 
darker than that of the night en
veloped him. 

He regained consciousr.ess to feel 
the comforting vibration of a deck 
beneath him. He looked up at the 
bandaged eyes of Cook. 

"You're all r ight ?" he asked. 
Cook nodded. "Quite," he replied. 

"And you ?" 
Cannon didn't answer immediately. 

His  eyes had automatically followed 
the glowing searchlight as i t  
stretched it's beaming finger out to
ward the shore. There, almost 
alongside of them, were two dugouts. 
Cannon sprang to his feet. 

"My ivory I" he shouted triumph
antly, as he rushed to the side of the 
boat. Cook followed. 

DON'T MISS 

"Your ivory, yes," Cook said, "but 
look I" 

Cannon looked where he pointed. 
There, lying prostrate in the dug
out, in a crimson deluge, lay what 
was left of Dent and his pa,rtner. 
Arrows protruded from their inert 
bodies. 

Dent had spoken at least a partial 
truth. He was one man that the 
Constabulary would never get. He 
had been the victim of a more power
ful, more terrible Jaw than that of  
the white man. 

A STRANGE silence fell upon the 
launch as Cannon's dugouts were 

lashed to the stern. The engines 
started up again, and the boat kicked 
up a silver wake as she headed down 
the river. Far behind them the 
Nakawi war drums boomed hollowly 
in the depths of the river gorge. 

"You have to know this country 
to beat it," Cook said. 

"Even then the chances are against 
you,'' Cannon replied. "For A frica 
never sleeps. A human being must. 
This is my last trip." 

But deep in his heart Cannon 
knew that he lied, knew that be 
would always return to the mysteri
ous, unfathomable jungle. 
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X 
HE SWERVED his galloping growth of trees. Buck had discov
mouot i.harply to the right, ercd the place himself, a few days 
Buck Mawson heard the echo ago, but at the time he had been 

of the hoofbeats of his pursuers. deliberately looking for a possible 
They were closie, far too close for hidden way into the canyon and he 
comfort. It would only be a few had found it. 
moments until they discovered he He rode rapidly into the tunnel
had turned into the yawning mouth like opening between the rocks. Sud
of the ravine. clenly he drew his horse to a sliding 

Still there was a chance that they stop, bis left hand pulling heavily 
might overlook the spot, for the en- upon the rein;,, his right streaking 
trance was shielded by a t b i c k for the gun in the bolster on his 
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hip. In front of him stood a masked 
man, his eyes cold as he stared at 
Buck from behind a Winchester held 
ready for action. 

"Let that gun alone I" the masked 
man barked sharply. ' 'Stick 'em up 
high t" 

Buck hesitated the fraction of  a 
second, his fingers still hovering 
close to the butt of his heavy Colt, 
then slowly raised his hands high 
above his head. 

"I hope I'm not intruding," he said 
mildly. "It was getting a bit too 
hot for me so I rode in here." 

"Shut up I" ordered the masked 
man tersely as he heard the sound of 
hoofs just beyond the trees that 
sheltered the entrance. 

BUCK remained silently sitting on 
his wiry little roan until the 

sounds of the horses of his pursuers 
faded away. 

"Looks like they missed me ! "  he 
exclaimed with a sigh of relief. "I 
was afraid they saw me turn in here." 

"Why were them fellers a f t e r  
you ?" demanded the masked man, 
watching Buck intently. "If they 
really was chasin' yuh." 

"They were chasing me all right,'' 
Buck grinned. "It seems I didn't 
make myself popular in town about 
an hour ago. I 'd just hit this part 
of the country for the first time. 
Being kind of tired and thirsty I 
stopped at the Last Chance Saloon." 

"So far it's a good story," remarked 
the man who guarded the canyon 
entrance. "Though maybe I've heard 
·better liars from time to time. Uh 
huh, an' then ?"  

"Well, there was a stout gentleman 
standing up against the bar. Nelson, 
they called him, J1m Nelson. Maybe 
you've beard of him ?" 

"Sure, aside from bein' th' sheriff, 
Jim Nelson ain't much around here." 

"As soon as he 11aw me he got 
nasty and began to ask a lot of ques-

tions," Buck Mawson's lean tanned 
face suddenly grew hard. "I don't 
like people that arc too curious, and 
I told him so. He grabbed me by 
the arm and said he was going to 
make me talk. I didn't like that so 
I punched him just above the belt. 
He started to go for his gun, but 
I-" 

THE masked man stepped back in  
startled amazement as  he  found 

himself staring into the muzzle of the 
heavy Colt held in the steady hand 
of the man on the roan horse. He 
was not even sure he had seen Buck 
lower his right arm, yet he now 
found himself covered by the other's 
gun. 

"Maybe you'd better lower that 
Winchester a little more," said Buck. 
"I have a nervous trigger finger." 

The masked man cursed softly, but 
pointed the barrel of the rifle toward 
the ground. 

"As I was saying," remarked Buck 
in a conversational tone, "I hap
pened to be a bit quicker than the 
sheriff on the draw." He shook 
his head sadly. "But he wasn't con
vinced. He took a shot at me and 
missed so I had to plug him in the 
arm. Then I left the saloon rather 
hastily and the sheriff and his men 
followed. That was they who just 
went by." 

"Damn i f  I can figure you out,' '  
murmured the masked man. "You 
talk like a tenderfoot dude." He 
glared at the gun in Buck's hand. 
Then his eyes wandered over the 
other man's well worn Stetson, his 
gray flannel shirt, the holster tied 
low on the right hip, and the brown 
corduroy trousers tucked carelessly 
into the soft leather boots. "But 
you sure don't look an' act like one." 

"That's worried a lot of people," 
Buck smiled again. "It just happens 
that I went to school when I was a 
kid, and what I learned there has 
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stuck with me." His tone grew hard. 
"Now suppose you tell me why 
you're wearing that mask and guard
ing this place ?" 

"You needn't tell him, Dave !'' said 
a voice behind Buck and slightly to 
bis left. "Don't move, Stranger I" 

A warning note in the unexpected 
voice told Buck be was covered and 
he remained motionless, bis gun still 
pointing at the masked man. 

"Drop your gun," commanded the 
voice behind Mawson. "Or I 'll plug 
you." 

"If you shoot me I'll get him," 
stated Buck, his eyes still fixed on 
Dave. 

"Careful, Chief," said the masked 
man hastily and anxiously. "This 
feller just winged th' sheriff a while 
ago, an' come in here to throw Nel
son an' his men off th' trail." 

"All right," said the voice behind 
Buck. "I won't shoot-yet." 

"Then I won't either," said Buck 
calmly. 

He was bluffing desperately, and 
he knew it. He was in a very 
dangerous position at the moment. 
The .;lightest move upon h is  part 
would bring the fire of the man be
hind him, and even if he did shoot 
Dave, as he threatened, Buck realized 
it would mean his own li fe. Yet he 
still remained cool, his brain working 
swiftly. 

From the very first moment he had 
ridden into the little cattle town of  
Bever that morning, Buck Ma-wson 
had been playing a game for pur
poses of his own, and he was still 
doing so. He had been trained in a 
hard school and he knew when to 
take chances. 

He had not heard the slightest 
sound behind him, but he suddenly 
found himself grasped by fingers that 
were like iron. Before he could re
cover his balance he had been pulled 
roughly from the saddle to land in 
a sprawling heap upon the ground. 

His gun had been knocked from 
his hand as he fell. As he got swift
ly to his feet he found the muzzle of  
a long barreled Colt pointing at  him. 
The weapon was held in the hand of  
a tall man dressed in a £reek coat 
and wearing an immaculate gray 
Stetson. The masked man stood a 
little to one side, again covering 
Buck with his rifle. 

"We're right particular about visit
ors," said the tall man. As he spoke 
his long coat swung back and Buclt 
saw he wore two holsters on his hips, 
one of which was now empty for he 
held the weapon in his hand. "Even 
when they're sent by the sheriff I" 

BUCK MAWSON said nothing as 
he studied the tall man. Cold 

eyes that were like blue ice stared at 
him from a thin dark face almost the 
color of that of an Indian. There was 
an aboriginal cast to the countenance 
that the broken hawk-like nose accen
tuated, and Buck realized the man 
was a half-breed of some sort. 

Buck knew he had at last come 
in contact with the notorious rust
ler and outlaw who had been ter
rorizing that section of the country. 
A description o f  the man who called 
himself Captain Antony LaGrew was 
firmly fixed in Buck Mawson's mind 
and he never failed to remember de
tails. 

"What'd you want to do with him, 
Chief ?" demanded the masked man 
as he stood with his rifle coveririg 
Buck. 

"Is what he said about running 
away from the sheriff true ?"  de
manded LaGrew. 

"You got me," Dave shook his 
head. "He come ridin' in here hell 
bent for election an' there was some 
fellers followin' him. It might o f  
been th' sheriff and a posse. I didn't 
see them, just heard their horses 
passin'." 

"It was the sheriff," said Buck 
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quietly. "He's after me all right. 
I wouldn't be surprised to find him 
coming back when he and his men 
learn they've lost my trail." 

1 .. In that case I'll take you with 
me," LaGrew's smile was like a 
death's head as he gazed at Buck. 
"We've had few visitors lately and 
you may amuse me." 

Buck's heart kaped, but his ex
pression remained blank and uncon
cerned. It was what he had been 
working for from the beginning. to 
be taken to the outlaws' stronghold. 

That had been why he had risked 
hia life by antagonizing the sheriff, 
even going so far as to shoot N cl  son 
in the arm. He wanted to be permit
ted to enter LaGrew's hidden domain 
aa an outlaw in the eyes of the 
cleverest bunch of rustlers that had 
ever terrorized that part o f  Texas. 
Only in that way could he even hope 
to accomplish hia mission. 

A S he stood there Buck recalled 
_I-\. his interview with Captain Wes
ley Hill of the Texas Rangers. They 
had been together in Hill's office. 

.. You're a n,w man, Mawson," the 
captain had said. "But in the single 
year you've been with this organiza
tion you've proven to me you have 
the right stuff in you. This is a 
tough job I'm giving you, for the 
least slip upon your part is likely to 
mean your death." 

"I realize that," Buck had an
swered quietly. "I understand per
fectly, Captain." 

"All right then," Hi l l  had con
tinued. "We think that a man 
named LaGrew who is half-Indian 
and half-Lord-knows-what, is the 
leader of a gang of outlaws known 
as the Renegade Rijstlers. But we 
can't prove it nor do we know the 
identity of the other members of the 
band. That's what you have to find 
out," the captain had smiled then. 

"You may use your own methods, 

and conceal your being a Texas 
Ranger just as long as you possibly 
can. You understand ?" 

"I  do, Captain,'' Buck had replied. 
"And when I gather all the evidence 
possible, what then ?" 

"If it is humanly possible, get in 
touch with Jerry Carter. He is lo
cated on the Diamond Ranch near 
the town of Bever. He is working 
there ostensibly as a cowhand, but 
he's also a ranger. You can depend 
upon Jerry if you need him. He 
knows how to get a message through 
to me quickly," again Captain Hi l l  
had smiled. 

"Of course if you and Carter could 
clean up LaGrew's gang by your
selves it  would be a big feather in  
your caps. Sheriff Nelson may be 
willing to work with you if you 
show him positive proof that La
Grew is really the leader of the 
rustlers. See what you can do, Maw
son." 

"I'll do my be;;t, Captain." 
' 'Right !" the captain had risen to 

his feet and held -0ut his hand. "I 
wish you luck." 

THAT was all that had been said. 
The next day Buck had ridden 

south toward Bever ; three days later 
he had arrived there. This morning 
he had found the opening he had 
wanted when Sheriff Nelson had 
tried to question him. Now he found 
himself being taken to the hidden 
camp of the rustlers as a prisoner. 

"You stay here on guard as usual, 
Dave," said LaCrew, aa he glanced at 
Buck. "What's your name ?" 

"Dick Rand," answered B u c k  
promptly. 

He had b�en christened Richard 
Rand Mawson, so he had partly given 
his right name, though no one had 
ever called him anything but "Buck" 
Mawson for years. 

"Rand, eh?" grunted LaGrcw as he 
picked up Buck's gun and shoved 
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it  in the empty holster on his right 
leg. He still carried his own Colt 
in his hand ready for action. "You 
know who I am ?" 

"I think so," said Buck doubtfully. 
"You're LaGrew, aren't you ?" 

"What makes you think that ?" 
"Might as well put my cards on 

the table," stated Buck. "I had a 
good reason for not wanting to an
swer the sheriff's questions. You see 
my partner and I held up a train 
about a week ago-up country fur
ther. H e  was killed when we were 
trying to make a break for it, but 
I got away." He smiled. "With ten 
thousand in cash and about ten more 
in j ewelry." 

THAT'S a lot of money," LaGrew's 
pale eyes gleamed. 

"It's safe," remarked Buck dryly. 
"I've got it cached until things blow 
over." 

"What's that got to do with your 
knowing my name ?" 

"Nothing," said Buck. "Only I 
thought that if you were LaGrew 
you might know where I could hide
out untit later." He looked at the 
other man. " I  might even split what 
I got from the train hold-up for pro
tection." 

"Get your horse and come with 
me," said LaGrew. "Either you've 
more brains than I thought, or you're 
a damn fool." He smiled grimly. "But 
you interest me !" 

LaGrew stepped to one side as 
Buck lifted the reins of the roan's 
bridle from where they had dropped 
to the ground. 

The masked guard of the canyon 
entrance stood a little distance away. 
Re was watching carefully, his Win
chester still ready, though he now 
held it carelessly in his hands. Dave 
had been out of earshot so he had 
not overheard the final conversation 
between the two men. 

"You go first," commanded La-

Grew, his tone cold. "And I wouldn't 
try anything foolish, if l were you." 

Buck merely nodded as he started 
to lead his horse on through the 
tunnel-like opening at the foot of the 
towering cliffs. The tall leader of 
the outlaws followed close behind 
him. 

When they had gone a little over 
a hundred feet they came out .into 
the sunshine. Buck found they were 
in a saucer-shaped valley that was 
completely surrounded by high 
mount�ins. To his surprise he dis
covered no signs of habitation. 

"Turn to the left," ordered La• 
Grew as he walked a few feet in the 
rear. 

Buck swung m that direction 
and his lead horse followed. They 
went on until they had almost reach
ed a spot at the foot of one of the 
mountains where there was a pile of 
huge boulders. As they approached 
another masked man stepped out 
from behind one of the rocks, a rifle 
in his hand. 

"It's all right, Manuel," called La
Grew. "We just have company." 

"Right, Chief," said the masked 
man. 

"You take care of the horse," com
manded the leader of the rustle:·:;. 
"You know what to do with him." 

"Si." 
Buck reluctantly handed his mount 

over to the masked man, who ap
peared to be a Mexican. The latter 
swung into the saddle and rode away. 
Horse and rider circled around to tr.e 
right of a group of huge boulders 
and then disappeared from view. 

BUCK watched them go with a 
slight feeling of trepidation. The 

disappearance of his little roan wor
ried him, for it meant he might have 
to try and make his escape from the 
rustlers hide-out on foot. 

He knew he was being watched 
every moment. Antony LaGrew was 
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no fool, and Buck felt he had better 
move carefully if he did not want to 
betray himself. 

"This way," said LaGrew, stepping 
in front of Buck for the first time. 

The ranger followed silently as the 
rustler chief made his way around 
one of the big boulders. When they 
reached the other side Buck found 
they were apparently facing the sheer 
gray wall of a cliff. 

LaGrcw advanced and touched a 
hidden spring. He had no sooner 
done so than a door that had been 
built in a fissue of the cliff and paint
ed gray so it blended with the color 
of the rock swung inward. Beyond 
Buck saw a dark passageway that 
was wide and high enough for a tall 
man to walk through comfortably. 

"Now you go first," ordered La
Grew. "I don't usually let visitors 
get this far unless I'm sure what's 
going to happen to them," said the 
outlaw leader as the two men entered 
the passageway. ''Remember that, 
Rand." 

"All right," said Buck. 

THERE had been a menacing note 
in the tall man's voice that he 

did not Jike, but he felt it best to 
ignore it. He was very much in La
Grew's power at the moment and dis
cretion was advisable. 

The passageway was long, and 
ended in what appeared to be the in
terior of an abandoned gold mine. 
Evidently the place consisted of a 
number of different levels, for Buck 
saw one or two shaft holes with rope 
ladders fastened to the edges and 
leading down into the ground. 

The place in which the two men 
now stood was about fifty feet square 
and had been braced at the top and 
sides by heavy bearhs of rough lum
ber. 

Oi l  lanterns hung here and there, 
c:.nd in one corner was a rough wood
ea table with chairs around it. At 

this sat five hard-looking men play
ing cards by the light of a lantern 
that hung on the wall. They had all 
paused in their game and were gaz
ing at Buck and LaGrcw. 

"\Ve've got company, boys," the 
rustler chief smiled faintly. "Thi s  
is Dick Rand, and the sheriff i s  after 
him." 

"Well, Nelson ain't very l ikely to 
find him here," said a big, sullen
faced man with a jagged scar on his 
left cheek. "You're sure th' sheriff's 
really lookin' for him, Chief ?" 

"That's what he says l" stated Cap
tain LaGrew dryly. 

"It's true," said Buck calmly. "Un
fortunately I got into an argument 
with Nelson, winged him in the right 
arm. and he didn't like it ." 

"Huh !"  the scar-faced man laughed. 
"I don't reckon he did !'' He put 
down his cards and got slowly to his 
feet. "You talk kinda like a tender
foot," he said as he came closer to 
Buck. "I'm figurin' i t  would take a 
right good man to get Nelson first. 
How about it ?" 

"\Yell," Buck smiled. "He did start 
to draw, but I was just a little bit 
quicker." 

"Y o u  expecting me. to believe 
that?" demanded the man with the 
scar. 

"I rather doubt it myself," LaGrew 
dropped into the chair that had just 
been vaca�d as he spoke. He took 
Buck's gun out of the holster and 
removed the cartridges. "Suppose you 
give us a little exhibit of this quick 
drawing of yours, Rand l"  

HE tossed the weapon to  the 
ranger as he spoke and Buck 

caught it  deftly and placed it in his 
holster. 

"Let's make this interestin' " said 
the scar-faced man with a cruel grin. 
"W c'll start even, an' if this jigger 
can't beat me to a draw I'm gonna 
take a sock at him just for luck." 
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"All right, Ace," said LaGrew. He 
smiled at Buck. "This gentleman is 
'Ace' Wilson, and there is only one 
man quicker than he is on the draw 
in this part of the country," he 
laughed. "Modesty forbids my men
tioning his name." The rustler lead
er's tone changed. "When I say 
ready, then draw." 

Buck and Wilson stood gazing at 
each other. As they did so they sud
denly grew tense and an expression o f  
antagonism spread over their faces. 

The ranger knew his life depended 
upon his being quicker than the 
other man. If  he failed to win the 
contest the outlaw band would be 
convinced that his story of having 
shot the sheriff was a lie, and that 
would be the worst thing that could 
happen. 

For some reason Wilson seemed 
to have taken a sudden dislike to the 
new arrival, and he was willing and 
eager to make trouble for the ranger. 

"Ready I" e x cl a i m e d LaGrew 
sharply. 

T
H E  word had hardly left his lips 
when Buck lunged forward, his 

heavy Colt in his hand. The barrel 
caught the scar-faced man just above 
the belt before he could complete the 
motion of drawing his own gun. H e  
gasped with pain for the blow had 
hurt. With an oath he drew his own 
Colt, but he was no� quick enough. 
The barrel of Buck's weapon crashed 
down upon the other gun. Wilson 
growled as his fingers released thei r  
grip and the Colt dropped t o  the 
floor. 

" Damn you I" exclaimed Wilson. 
"I 'l l  break you plenty I" 

He swung wildly at Buck with his 
right fist, and caught the ranger a 
glancing blow on the shoulder. Buck 
thrust his gun back into the holster 
with his right hand, while his left 
shot out. It was an uppercut, and it 
landed squarely on the chin of the 

scu-faced man with all of the 
ranger's one hundred and sixty-five 
pounds behind it. Wilson stag� 
gered back and then dropped to the 
floor. 

The other men had not moved from 
the table. Buck turned and glared at 
LaGrew. 

"I'm beginning to believe y o u  
might have worried the sheriff," the 
rustler chief smiled. "But I think 
you've made a mistake. Ace Wilson 
is a dangerous enemy, and you two 
didn't act as though you were just 
playing t" 

"When a man says he's anxious to 
take a sock at me," said Buck mildly, 
"I've always thought it  best to take 
one first." 

The five men at the table laughed. 
Behind the ranger Wilson got slowly 
to his feet. Buck was not paying the 
slightest attention, so he did not see 
the scar-faced man pick up his gun 
from the floor. His very first intimation 
of danger was when he saw a gun 
appear in LaGrew's hand with star
tling abruptness. 

"Don't try that, Ace I" the outlaw 
leader commanded sharply, 

BUCK swung around and saw Wil
son slowly lowering his weapon. 

The ranger frowned, for he knew 
that if LaGrew had been a second 
slower he, Buck Mawson, would have 
been dead. 

"Oh, all right," Wilson glared at 
Buck as he thrust his gun back in 
its holster. ' 'But this guy is too 
damn' fresh. I'm warnin' you I don't 
forget. I f  it comes to a showdown 
again I'll  shoot to kill I" 

"Just as you wish," said Buck 
quietly. "Only i t  takes a bit more 
nerve to pick on a man whose gun 
happens to be loaded ! "  

"He's right, Ace," remarked La
Grew. "And I don't want any trouble 
between you two, not while Rand is 
here with us, anyway," he smiled. 
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"lt wouldn't be fair. You see he's 
going tCJ remain unarmed." 

"Maybe," said W ilson. "But he's 
got a hell of a lot of bullets in that 
belt he's wearin' and a gun in his 
holster." 

"I guess you'd better turn your 
gun and belt over to me, Rand." sug
gested· La.Grew. "Then you and Wil
son will both feel safer." 

Buck: unfastened the belt a n d 
handed it to the outlaw leader. La
Grew gave it to one of  the other 
men, who rose from the table and 
walked to a door the ranger had not 
observed befoc-e and disappeared. 

"You're free to do as you please 
a-round here, Rand," said LaG11ew. 
"But I wouldn't advise you to try 
and get a-way again. Visitors to the 
Reneg�es Roost have found getting 
in a lot simpler than getting out 
agan1." 

"It sure is, E:hief," said one o.f the 
other men at the table. " I  reckon th' 
feller we cau-ght yesterday i8 right 
ce-rtain of it by now." 

"He was very foolish," said Lai
G-rew. "He tried to argue about the 
matter, and what was the result?  He 
got a nasty crack on the head that 
put him out and when he came to--" 
He laughed . .. Well, I guess he knows 
he's a pl"isoner by this time." 

BUCK said nothing as he drop-ped 
down on a packing box and 

rolled· a cigarette. The prisoner that 
LaGrew had just mentioned inter
ested him greatly, though he had not 
the slightest idea who the man might 
be. A t  any rate he had obviously 
been considered a foe by the outlawli) 
and for that reason Buck felt he 
migoht prO'Ve a friend. 

Ace Wilson had d,cparted through 
the passageway. The kar-faced man 
apparendy had something on his 
mind, and Buck wondered just what 
it might be. That it concer�d- him
aelf he feit quite certain. 

He knew that he had made a bit
tei: enemy of Wilson, but it could 
not be helped. He had won kis. vic:
tcuy deliberately, for lre bad realized 
that only by doing something drastic 
woald he be able to impress LaGrew 
and . the rest of the rust.lel!s. 

A s  he sat thoughtfully smoking his 
cigarette Buck's bcain was. wO'l"king 
swiftly. To an. extent he bad accom
p,1:ish�ci- bis purpose. He had leazned 
tl\at LaGrew actually was the leader 
of t;le ou.tlaws, and the identity of 
Ace Wilson, Th1t other four men's 
names he had not discovered as yet, 
but as loog as he knew their faces 
it d-i d  not matter. He knew there 
were two other men i n  the gang at 
lea-st, for he had not forgotten the 
two masked guarde- that LaGrew had 
called Dave and Manuel. That made 
eight men in the rustler ou.tfit that 
h{! baa actually seen, though of 
course there might be many more. 

"Get the J)risoncr, Jake," said La� 
Grew to one of the men at the table. 
"I want to talk to him again." 

"Right, Chief." 
Jake rose to h-is feet and again 

disap.p�ared through the d:ooc beyond 
wh.i.c.h he had takea Budc'9 gun belt. 

Buck waiited patiently. In a few 
minutes Jake returned with a le.;11 
red-haired man dressed as a wadd,y. 
The new arrival looked at the ranger 
as thou.gh he found his presence un
expected, but he said nothing. 

"Well, Carter," said LaG-rew as he 
sat facing the prisoner who stood 
with his haflds tightly bound behind 
bis ba�k. "I guess you're convinced 
that it 's dangerous to come nosing 
around, here." 

BUCK listened tensely as he beard 
the other man's name. Jerry 

Ca-rter Wa9 the man whom Captain 
Hill of t-he rangers had instrueted 
him tG' get in touch with when it was 
net�a.ry. Perhapa this prisoner � 
that same Ca'fter. 
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"My welcome was right rough," 
Carter grinned. "Seems to me you're 
going to a lot of trouble over an 
ordinary cowhand." 

"That's because I've found it pays 
to be suspicious," stated LaGrew. 
"You've told me you're working for 
the Diamond R, but that ranch hap
pens to be ten miles from here." 

"Sure, I know," Carter nodded. 
"An' we been losin' a lot of cattle 
lately. I figured all that beef wasn't 
just disappearin' in thin air, so I 

starts lookin' around." He smiled 
again. "Reckon I done found too 
much !" 

"You did," said LaGrcw coldly. "In 
fact, the way you were sneaking 
around when my men caught you bas 
made me wonder. I've been warned 
that a Texas Ranger might be sent 
down here to investigate, and it 
makes things look bad for you." 

BUCK yawned and leaned back on 
his box. The fact that LaGrew 

suspected the presence of a ranger in 
his domain was unwelcome news. 
Mawson felt it made his own posi
tion all the more hazardous. 

He was convinced the prisoner was 
the Jerry Carter that Captain Hill 
had mentioned, and the fact compli
cated matters greatly. .:;ince both he 
and Carter were in the camp of the 
outlaws the possibility of their being 
able to communicate with anyone 
outside was slight. 

"I've told you before that I'm not 
a ranger," protested Carter. "Just 
a rider for th' Diamond R that was 
dumb enough to try an' find out 
about somethin' that wasn't none of 
my business I"  

"That may be true," said LaGrew. 
"But you know too much now any
way." He glanced at Jake. "Take 
him back." 

Buck dropped his cigarette and 
put his foot on the burning tip. 
He realized he had to try and rescue 

Carter, or at least get word to the 
other man that he had a friend in 
the enemy's camp, but how to do so 
without betraying himself to the out
laws presented a problem. 

It was not until night that Buck 
found his opportunity. He had eaten 
with the rustlers and whiled away 
the afternoon playing cards with 
three of them. 

LaGrew had left a few minutes 
after he had talked to Carter, and 
he had taken Jake with him. Buck 
found that LaGrew, Jake and Ace 
Wilson had not reappeared up to 
eight o'clock that evening. 

The three remaining men had de
parted after supper, going out 
through the passageway and leaving 
Buck alone in the level of the old 
abandoned mine. The fact that they 
permitted him so much freedom puz
zled the ranger until he finally de
cided that they evidently considered 
him an outlaw like themselves. 

When he found himself no longer 
watched Buck went silently to the 
door through which Carter had been 
taken. He discovered this was closed 
but unlocked, and he opened it and 
peered beyond. 

THERE was no light save the faint 
illumination that came from the 

big open space behind Buck. This 
was very feeble, for the rays of tl)e 
oil lanterns did not carry very far. 
However, he was able to dimly make 
out a figure stretched at full length 
upon the floor. 

"Carter I" called Buck in a whisper. 
"Yes," Carter answered, striving to 

peer t h r o u g h the semi-darkness. 
"Who is it ? "  

"Buck Mawson," stated the ranger 
softly. 

"Mawson I" exclaimed Carter. "The 
man Captain Hill wrote me about ?" 

"Yes," Buck moved into the room 
as he spoke. He found the other 
man was bound hand and foot. "Care-
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fut," he said as he drew a penknife 
out of his pocket and cut the ropes. 
"We might be overheard." 

.,Al l  right, but what are you doing 
here ? You're the new man I saw 
outside, aren't you ?" 

"Yes, I'm supposed to be an out
law myself. I got in trouble with 
the sheriff-intentionally. Found the 
hidden entrance to the canyon and 
came this way with the sheriff and 
his men chasing me. I told LaGrew 
my story and he brought me here." 

"Did he believe you ?" 
"I don't know!' answered Buck. 

"I doubt it." 
"This is the gang Captain Hill  

wants us to  get," said Carter as he 
sat up. "We've got to  work fast." 

"Someone coming !"  said Buck, sud
denly. 

As he beard a slight noise from 
somewhere in the big room beyond, 
Buck edged silently toward the door. 
A t  the same time Carter dropped 
back on the floor as though he were 
still tightly bound. Buck was pressed 
close against the right side of the 
door and half hidden in the semi
darkness as a man peered into the 
room. 

"Who's there ?" called Carter from 
his position on the fioor. 

"It's me, Wilson," said the man 
in the doorway. "Where's the other 
jasper ?" 

"\Vho do you mean ?" asked Carter. 
"I haven't seen anyone for hours." 

A
CE WILSON laughed harshly 

and stepped into the room. That 
was a mistake upon his part. He 
had not advanced more than a few 
feet when Buck caught him from be
hind in a flying tackle. Both men 
fell to the floor with a crash. 

They were fighting desperately. 
Buck's sudden attack had taken Wil
son by surprise but he was game. H is 
big hands caught the ranger by the 
throat, and Buck found himself gasp-

ing for breath as he  struggled to r�
lease the big man's grip. 

Carter had risen to his feet and he 
came rnnning forward. He waited 
his chance, then reached down and 
snatched Wilson's eun from its 
holster. A moment later he brought 
the heavy weapon down on Ace's 
head and the scar-faced man sudden
ly grew limp. 

BUCK was gasping for breath as 
he rose to his feet. 

"Got him," he croaked. "Good 
work, Carter." 

"He's only one out of e i g. b  t 
though," Carter laughed softly. 

Mawson turned and entered the 
big room beyond with Carter close 
at his heels. There was no one in 
sight and they made their way 
swiftly toward the passageway. They 
had almost reached it when they 
heard�.oices. 

The. two rangers looked at each 
other, their e:::pressions grim and set. 
They knew that they were in a 
dangerous spot. 

"Down here, quick !"  Buck indi
cated one of the rope ladders leading 
down to one of the lower levels of 
the old abandoned mine. As Buck 
spoke he had started hastily down 
the ladder, and Carter w2s close be
hind him. 

They were descending into black 
darkncs:;, and they did not know 
what they might encounter when 
they finally reached the end of the 
rope. The ladder was old and the 
ropes with which it was made were 
no longer in  the best of condition. 
It sagged and swayed ominously un
der the combined weight of the two 
men, but it held together by some 
freak of chance. 

Buck breathed a sigh of relief as 
he finally felt a rough board platform 
beneath his feet. He released his 
clutch upon the strands of  the rope 
ladder and moved cautiously to one 
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eide as Carter .finished his descent 
and stood beside him. 

Both men listened intently. From 
above they heard the sound of heavy 
footsteps, then an excited shout. 
They real ized that the outlaws had 
discovered the unconscious W ilson. 

"They'll figure that we came down 
here in a minute," said Carter in a 
wllispcr. "Light a match and let's 
see wi1ere we are. They may spot it 
from above, but we can't help that." 

BUCK struck a match. In its feeble 
glow they peered about them. 

They found that they were standing 
close to the r.dge of a narrow plat
form built of boards that was about 
five feet wide and twenty feet long. 
At the back .was a wall of stone and 
in front a sheer drop of they did not 
know how far into the grim dark
ness. 

"Good thing we didn't try to move 
around much before we found out 
where we were," said Buck in a 
whisper. 

' ' I'll say so," remarked Carter. He 
glanced up and saw the head and 
shoulders of a man outlined in the 
opening at the top of the ladder. 
"Q . t " UIC 

The man above dropped some small 
object. He was evidently trying t o  
learn j ust wha. was below. The two 
rangers heard the bit of heavy wood 
make a faint splash as i t  str-uck 
water somewhere beneath the plat
form on which they stood. 

"IVlove as far as you can to the 
right," commanded Buck in an un
dertone. "Then they can't reach you 
very well if they start shooting." As 
he  spoke Buck moved to the extreme 
left of the narrow platform. "Come 
and get us I" he called loudly. 

There was a shout from above and 
then a fl.ash and a roar as a bullet 
s�d harmlessly downward. 

"Don't fire," Buck called softly to 
Carter. "They may not know we have 

a gun and come down after us. Tbat'a 
just what we want I" 

"Right." 
Again the man above fired. Buck 

yelled as though he had been hit. 
"Get you ?" called Carter amc

iously. 
"No," Buck answered. "But I want 

them to think they did." 
Above a man had started down the 

rope ladder. The two rangers stood 
motionless and silently awaited his 
arrival. V.'hcn the outlaw reached the 
bottom rung Carter was ready. The 
butt of the heavy Colt descended, 
with a very little noise, but a good 
bit of harm, upon the head of the 
new arrival. Carter gently lowered 
the limp form to the platform. 

"Jake," came LaGr-ew's voice from 
above. "Are you all right ?" 

"Yeah," Buck answered, trying to 
speak as much like Jake as possible. 
"They're both down here. One of 
'em is wounded bad and th' other's 
cashed in." 

T
HERE was a moment's silence 
from above. Had LaGrew realized 

the voice that hacl answ�red him had 
not been one of his own men ?  The 
le2dcr of the outlaws was no fool. 
He could not be tricked easily. 

"Say, Chief," called Buel.:. 
"What ?'' demanded La Grew from 

above. 
"It's Rand that's wounded bad," 

answered Buck. "He's ravin'-talkin' 
about where he h id  a lot of money." 

"I'm c o m  i n g down," LaGrew 
climbed out onto the rope ladder a� 
he spoke. "Thought that'd bring 
him," said Buck to Carter in an un
dertone. "Take care of him the sc:.me 
way you did Jake." 

"Right," whispered Carter. 
LaGrew hesitated when he had 

almost reached the platform. H e  
clung t o  the ladder with one hand 
as he peered intently below. 

"Jake," he said softly. "What did 
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you do with the cattle you rustled 
last night ?" 

.. Put them in the usual place," an
swered Buck promptly. 

"You didn't rustle any cattle last 
night-you're not Jake t"  

There was a roar as  one of  La
Grew's guns spoke. 

Buck leaped back on the platform. 
He flattened himself against the wall 
as a bullet thudded into the dirt just 
above his head. 

The gun in Carter's hand barked. 
LaGrew uttered a curse, but he was 
climbing back up the ladder like a 
monkey on a stick. Again Carter 
fired. From the opening above came 
an answering volley. 

CARTER took a third shot at La
Grew as he started to climb 

through the opening. Again the out
law leader cursed, he swayed on the 
ladder as though he had been hit, but 
someone grabbed him from above and 
pulled him out of sight. 

"Looks like they've got us l ' ' ex
claimed Carter. "Only two shots left 
in this gun, Mawson." 

"I know," said Buck. ''But Jake is 
wearing a gun and a cartridge belt. 
I'll get it." 

He edged toward the limp form on 
the platform. As he leaned over to 
take the outlaw's gun from his hol
ster Jake suddenly came to l ife. His 
fingers clasped Buck's ankle and 
jerked him down on the rough boards 
with a crash. 

A moment and the two men were 
fighting desperately. Buck's head 
snapped back as Jake's fist caught 
him on the chin. He grabbed the 
outlaw's arm, twisted it unmercifully. 

Carter edged closer, seeking an op
portunity to aga\n bring the heavy 
Colt crashing down on Jake's head. 
It was very dark-he had to be sure 
which man was the outlaw. 

Buck and Jake struggled to their 
feet. Again Jake's fist lashed out, 

caught Buck in the chest, slammed 
him back against the wall. As Jake 
plunged toward him Buck raised his 
knee, i t  caught the outlaw full in the 
pit of the stomach. He reeled back
wards, lost his footing in the dark
ness. He uttered a howl as he fell 
off the platform. From below came 
a heavy splash as Jake hit the water. 

"There goes our other gun," said 
Buck grimly. 

For a moment they stood listen
ing. Up above it was ominously 
silent. Then as the two rangers 
watched they dimly saw a knife blade 
held in the hand of one of the out
laws as he cut at the top strands of  
the rope ladder. "Grab this end of  
the ladder," commanded Buck in  a 
whisper. "And hold on to it." 

Both men caught hold of the bot
tom of the ladder. A moment later 
the top part of it fell. The weight 
almost pulled them off the platform, 
but they clung to the ladder as i t  
now dangled below them. "What's 
the idea ?" demanded Carter. 

"Maybe if we can't go up we can 
go down," answered Buck. 

"You're crazy," stated Carter. 
"I don't know," said Buck. "That 

water down there must come from 
somewhere." 

"Sure-but I never claimed to be a 
fish," remarked Carter. 

Buck did not pay any attention to 
him. He had found a brace at the 
edge of the platform, and he was ty
ing the rope ladder to this as tightly 
as possible. "Looks like they figure 
they've got us," Carter glanced at 
the opening above. "Not wasting any 
more bullets, though. Maybe they're 
going to try and starve us out." 

"LaGrew has something up his 
sleeve," remarked Buck. "The sooner 
we get away from here the better. 
I'm going down and investigate." 

He stepped out onto the rope lad
der as he spoke and slowly started 
down. 
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As he reached the bottom rung 
Buck found he was in water up to 
his boot tops. He -hesitated, then 
slowly lowered himself dovim into 
the water as far as he could go with
out releasing his grip on the end of 
the ladder. 

To his disappointment his feet did 
not touch bottom. He cou!d feel the 
current flowing about him and he 
knew he was in some sort of an un
derground �trcam. 

He uttered ,a soft curse as be felt 
the ladder give. The weight of his 
body in the pull of the ·water was 
proving too much for the r o p e 
strands. Hastily he started to climb 
back up, but he was too late. The 
fadder gave way completely and he 
found bimi.elf being carried forward 
by the current. 

A few seconds later he found he 
was going more swiftly. The under
ground stream appeared to be heacl
ing down hill .  Buck found he had 
drifted into a narrow tunnel. 

There was. no going back, he was 
caught by the water and it might 
lead him anywhere. The tunnel grad
ually decreased in size but above him 
he saw a faint streak of dim light. 

HE 1 if ted his head as he reached 
the spot. He found that the 

w a t e r poured through a narrow 
opening, which was not more than 
eight inches from the top of the 
tunnel. 

Buck took a Ieng breath and then 
dived under. Half swimming, hal f 
crawling beneath the w a t e r  h e  
struggled through the narrow pas
sage. Finally he succ�eded in passing 
out into the wider stream beyond. 

Now he found he was in a wide 
and deep brook that ran through the 
upper part of  the canyon that shel
tered the outlaws' roost. 

Above him were the stari., and all 
about the shadows of the night. 
Weakly, more dead than alive, he 

made his way to the nearest bank of 
the stream and climbed up on the 
grass. For a long time he lay there 
limp and panting before he regained 
his strength. 

He finally sat up and looked about 
him anxiously. He had not forgotten 
Jerry Carter was stil l  back there, on 
the platform bclcw the main level 
of the old abandoned mine that was 
the rustler's stronghold. 

He had to rescue the other ranger 
if it were humanly possible, but 
how ? 

He was alone and unarmed. 

BUCK got to his feet. He knew 
he would have to work fast ij 

he hoped to aid Carter. 
He started to move away from 

the brook. He knew that it was lo
cated somewhere to the west of the 
hidden entrance to the canyon, for 
he had noticed the stream when he 
had first investigated the vicinity. 

He was heading in what he thought 
was a general northern direction, 
guiding himself by the stars. He had 
not gone far when he heard the sound 
of voices. He crept forward cau
tiously. 

As he peered through a clump of 
bushes he found it was two men talk
ing. In the starlight he could see that 
one of them wore a mask. As he 
looked more intently at the other man 
he discovered it was "Ace" Wilson. 

"Si," said the man in the maek. 
"For the rangers it will be very sad 
after we have depart." 

"It was my idea," said Wilson 
proudly. "I  owe them two somethin' 
anyway. When we lower that keg of 
dynamite with a long fuse on it down 
into that level o f  the mine it will be 
just too bad, Manuel. That'll be all 
that Rand and Carter will ever knov, 
in this world.'' 

Buck began to move away as silent
ly aa possible. After what he had just 
karned be realized that be would have 
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to try and rescue Jerry Carter with
out delay. 

He intended to circle behind Wil
son and Manuel and get back into the 
old abandoned mine. He had not gone 
more than a hundred feet when he 
heard someone behind him. He tried 
to swing around, but he was too late. 

"Don't move-we've got you I" said 
a cold voice, and he felt the hard bar
rel of a gun jabbed into the small of 
his back. He stood very still. "This'll 
teach you that you can't take a shot 
at the sheriff and get away with it." 

"Nelson ! "  exclaimed Buck in relief. 
"Just the man I'm looking for !" 

"Yeah," said Nelson with a hard 
laugh. "Now I'll tell one." He spoke 
to the other men who had suddenly 
appeared out of the shadows. "Al l  
right, boys, keep him covered, and 
plug him if he makes any foolish at
tempts to get away." 

"Listen, Sheriff," Buck turned so 
that he faced the official. ' ' I 'm sorry 
I had to wing you, but it was neces
sary if I even hoped to learn the iden
tity of the rustlers that have been ter
rorizing this part of the country. I'm 
Mawson of the Rangers." 

SURE," said Nelson. "And I'm Sit
ting Bull's grandfather I" 

"You've got to believe me ! ' '  said 
Buck insistently. "A man's l ife de
pends on it." 

"I know," Nelson nodded solemnly. 
"Your Ii fe." 

"Not mine, but Jerry Carter's." 
"Jerry Carter ! ' '  exclaimed one of 

the other men. "Why he's a rider for 
the Diamond R. I know Jerry well
what's he got to do with this ?"  

"Plenty I'' answered Buck. "Carter 
is a ranger, just as I am. He's been 
working here under cover for some
time. We have learned positively that 
Captain Antony LaGrew is the lead
er of the rustlers and their hangout is 
an abandoned mine very near here." 

"LaGrew, the leader," exclaimed 

Nelson. "I don't believe it. He al
ways said he was anxious to aid us 
to clean up the gang." 

"You've got to believe me !"  insisted 
Buck. 

AS SWIFTLY as possible he told 
them all  that had happened since 

he had managed to escape the sheriff 
and his posse by riding into the hid
den entrance to the canyon. The men 
around him listened intently. 

"Sounds like he might be telling the 
truth," said the man who had men
tioned knowing Jerry Carter. "Guess 
we'd better look into this anyway, 
hadn't we, Sheri ff ?" 

"Well, I don't know," said Nelson 
doubtfully. "It  may all be a pack of 
lies. How do we know that this man 
isn't one of the outlaw gang ? He 
might be telling us all this just to 
lead us into some sort of ambush.'' 

"It's the truth," Buck sat down ab
ruptly and began to remove his right 
boot. From the boot he drew out a 
small folded bit of paper. "Here, 
read that." He handed the paper to 
Nelson. 

The sheriff took i t  and read it care
fully as someone held a lighted match 
for him. "This seems to prove that 
Mawson is a ranger, all right," said 
Nelson finally. 

He had hardly finished speaking 
when there was a shot in  the distance. 
Evidently one of the rustler guards 
had seen the faint light of the match 
and was taking no chances. 

W ith the report of the distant rifle 
the sheriff's posse abruptly went into 
action. 

''Duck in through those trees," Nel
son waved his hand to the left. "All 
right, Mawson." He handed the 
ranger a heavy Colt. "Take this and 
lead the way." 

Buck started toward the hidden 
entrance to the canyon, with the oth• 
crs close behind him. The man on 
guard saw them coming and fired 
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again. That was a fatal mistake upon 
his part. One of the posse took de
lib6ra te aim with a Winchester, and 
the . guard dropped. 

A M OMENT later there was the 
sound of galloping horses. Guns 

roared and flashed in the darkness. A 
man screamed as he tumbted from the 
saddle. "They7.e trying to make a 
break for it," the sheriff turned, 
started back to where the horses of 
the posse had been tied. "Come on 
-after .them, boys !" 

"What about Cart�r ?" demanded 
Buck. 

"You take care of him," Nelsor: call
ed over his -shoulder. "We'll be back 
later." 

The hoofbeats of  the rustlers' 
horses were .growing fainter. Gunfire 
still colored the night. A member of 
the posse went down. The others 
dashed on, heading for their mounts. 

Buck did not waste any further 
wod!s. He was running in the oppo
site direction, hurrying toward the 
entrance of the rusHers' roost. 

He had a l i tt le difficulty in finding 
the painted canvas door in the star
light, but he finally discovered it, 
touched the hidden spring. He has
tened through the passageway. A few 
minutes later he was again in the 
main level of the old abandoned mine. 

There was no sign of any of the 
rustlers. 

He grabbed up a coil of rope, then 
hurried to the opening down which 
he had climbed with the other ranger. 

'·Carter ?" he called anxiously. "Are 
you all right?" 

''Yes, so far," answered Carter as 
he recognized Mawson's voice. "But 
they've lowered a keg of dyn.:1mite 
down here and the fuse is burning 
fast !" 

'Tm lowering a rope ," said Buck. 
"Climb up, and make it snapp.y." 

,He tied the end of the rope around 
his waist, lowered the rest of it, then 

braced himself with his feet against 
the wall as Carter started to climb up. 

Below they could hear the fuse on 
the dynamite keg sputtering. Draw
ing closer every second. Traveling 
fast. "Got you after all," said a voice 
behind Buck. He recognized the 
tones of  Ace Wilson. 

One of Buck's hands left the 
rope, str.caked .to the gun Nelson bad 
given him, that was thrust in the 
waistband of bis trousers. He fired 
over his shoulder at the same time 
that Wilson's .gun spoke. He felt a 
dull pain as the bullet caught him 
in the shoulder, but he managed to 
brace himself as Carter climbed into 
view. Behind him Buck heard W-il
son drop to the floor. "Let's get out 
of here." Buck rose to his feet, un
fastening the rope from his waist. 

T H E ¥ started running. High
hecle<l boots pounding through 

the darkness of the passage, out into 
the fresh air. As they once ae:iin 
found themselves out in the star
l i ght they heard a dull booming be
hind them. 

"That's the end of Wilson and La
Grew," said Carter. 

"La Grew?" questioned Buck. 
"Yes, he was badly wouncled-thcy 

left him in that room where I was 
held a prisoner all day. Beat it l ike 
a pack of frightened rats when the 
guard gave the alarm by shoot:ng." 
Carter sighed. "That was too close 
for comfort, but we're all right now.'' 

"Sure," said Buck. "Nelson and 
the posse are after the rest of the 
Renegade Rustlers, and they won't 
ntop until they've rounded them up. 
Our work is done here, Carter." 

"Say," Carter looked at him -intent
ly. "You're wounded-your shirt's all 
covered with blood." 

"Just in the 11houlder," said Buck, 
as he sat down weakly on a rock. 
"£a.y, Carter, have you get a cigarette ? 
Mine are all wet." 
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The Further Perilous Adventures of an Intrepid 
Anterican on the Exciting Trail of the 

Three Pearls of Death 

A Larry Weston Story 
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GEORGE DANE, broker in  in- gleaming mahogany desk. This fact 
vestments and securities, sat also applied to his visitor. 
at his broad desk in his Lon- Younger than Dane was this pros

don office and beamed professionally pective buyer of Mr. Dane's securi
upon the visitor who reposed Ian- ties, younger and apparently he had 
guidly in a chair at his side. Dane, lived a cleaner life. He sat quietly 
despite his immaculate dress, hardly while Dane unburdened himself of 
reflected the picture that popular the same sales talk which had al
opinion carries of a broker. ready unloaded half a million pounds' 

He was a strong, s\-urdy man, with worth of the very securities that this 
the air of the outdoors about him, young man was interested in. 
and he appeared rather out of place Then, even as he was speaking, 
in this luxurious office behind his George Dane became aware of  a 
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vague sensation o f  apprehension. 
Something-indefinite it is true
some part of that intricate mental 
mechanism in the back of his mem
ory, c l icked for a moment. It  
seemed to him that he had seen this 
young man before. A faint fear per
vaded him, a remote uncharted �c
tion of his emotions told him that 
his previous meerin� had been under 
unp lcasant circumstances. 

HOWEVER, he dismissed the pe
culiar sensation almost imme

diately, for George Dane was a prac
tical man who refused to pay at
tention to the inexplicable quirks of 
his own psychology. 

The office door opened and a trim 
young girl entered. Silently she 
laid a handful of mail on her em
ploy�r·s desk, then left the room 
again. Mr. Dane paused in his rhet
orical flight between two adjectives 
and said : "You'll excuse me a mo
oent while I glance at these ?" 

The young man assured Mr. Dane 
tbat he would. 

Dane picked up two letters. The 
first, a circular, he tossed into the 
wacte basket. The second, he 
glanced at with a frown. Then. with 
a slightly trembling finger he ripped 
open the envelope. 

He ran bulging eyes over its con
tents-contents which seemed to be 
as ominous as he had expected when 
he opened the envelope. 

In a state of high excitement he 
threw the letter down on the desk 
and picked up the telephone with 
trembling fingers. His visitor craned 
his neck slightly and re:id the type
written paper that had so discon
certed the broker. These words 
l eaped to his black e}'e s :  

This is the last warning. I 
shall cal/ for the pearl todt1y. 
Have it ready for me or you die. 

Brother to the Tong! 

Hastily, Dane barked orders 
through the mouthpie« to an un
seen underling. 

"See that my bags are packed. 
Get me a ticket on the international 
express. Yes, I'm leaving this af
ternoon. Hurry." 

He turned a pale excited face to 
his visitor. 

"I'm sorry, Mr. Lines," he said. 

"But I've just had some urgent 
news. You can speak to my assist
ant about these bonds. I'm !eaving 
London immediately." 

The man he had addressed as 
Lines rose to bi& feet. His air of 
careless detachment suddenly van
ished. His eyes which a few sec
onds ago had been lifeless and sleepy 
became alert and hard. His hand 
drorped to his coat pocket. 

It reappeared again holding a re
volver. 

"You're not leaving London to
day, Mr. Dane," he said in a voice 
of jagged ice. "You're stayi.1g right 
here until I get that pearl." 

Dane lost what little composure 
remained to hiir.. He gasped audi
bly. 

"You-" be said in a thick, dry 
voice. "You ! I thought I'd seen 
you before." 

"You did," said the grim-faced 
man before him. "You saw me once 
before in a remote temple on the 
border of Thibet. Now I'm l:cr� to 
recover the pearl that you taok from 
there. Do I get it or do you die ?'' 

DESPITE the threat of the gun, 
Dnne was so overcofT'e that h� 

sank back into his swivel chair. Per
spiration sto�d out on his po.ll id 
brow. His breath came short and 
fast, and if there was a faint, crafty 
gleam in his eyes, tho man with the 
revolver failed to see it.  

Dane licked his lips nervously. 
"You-you are the brother to the 

tong ? What do� that mean ?" 
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His visitor regarded him with 
cold, relentless eyes. 

"It means that on that day when 
you stole the pearls of Lo Chang, I 
became a blood brother to the tong. 
A brother whose l ife was dedicated 
to the recovery of the jewels you 
stole. I've tracked you down here 
to your own office, George Dane, 
and I am waiting for that pearl." 

"And if  I refuse to hand i t  over?" 
"You die." 

FOR a moment the eyes of the 
two men met and held. In the 

gaze of one there was grim, deadly 
purpose ; in the other stark fear, 
tempered by a gleam of hope. 

Beneath the desk the right foot 
of George Dane moved impercepti
bly. The other failed to notice the 
movement. Instead he watched the 
broker's face intently, his fingers 
never loosening the grip on the gun. 

"Come," he said at last. "Stop 
stalJing. You haven't got a chance. 
Get me the pearl. If it isn't here I 
will accompany you to its hiding 
place. On the way I shall have you 
covered with this gun in my pocket. 
One false move and you 're a dead 
man. Come on. Let's start, unless 
you prefer to die in that chair." 

George Dane stared at the speaker. 
He stared beyond him, and a faint 
smile of rel ief crawled across his 
frozen features. A hard voice spoke 
from the doorway. 

"If anyone's dying, partner, it's 
you. Don't turn your head, and 
drop the gun on the desk." 

For a single second Larry Wes
ton's heart stood still. A terrible 
futile despair deluged his whole 
being. He had failed m his  mis
sion I Worse tha11 that, he had been 
trapped by the enemy. 

With a clatter the automatic 
dropped from his nerveless fingers 
upon the desk. Two men came up, 
one on each side of him. He felt 

the muzzle of a .38 press into his 
side. On the other side of the desk, 
George Dane rose, flooded with the 
return of his old confidence. 

"Ah," he said, vast satisfaction 
beaming from his features. "So you 
don't win after all, my friend. I, 
as you probably have surmised, live 
a somewhat p recarious existence. 
That fact accounts for my body
guard and the buttori beneath my 
desk which I pressed a moment 
ago." 

He turned to the two armed men. 
"Take him out. Up along the 

Thames. Some lonely spot. Get rid 
of him. He's dangerous." 

Larry stared dully at the man who 
uttered his death sentence. So this 
was the end. This was the end o f  
the great adventure to  which h e  had 
pledged himself and his life. 
,, ,"Yes,'' continued Dane. "You, who 
style yourself Brother to the Tong, 
are a dangerous person. If I don't 
kill you, you'll probably hound me 
to my death. It's better to make an 
end of things now. Good-by, my 
friend. I enjoyed your little notes 
immensely. I regret that I shall 
read no more of them." 

Then the mocking affability van
ished. 

He turned again to his henchmen, 
and on his face was an expression 
of bitter vindictiveness. 

"Gorbes, Radner," he said, "I'm 
depending on you. Get rid of him. 
It  means a lot to me. I'm holding 
you both directly responsible." 

"All  right, boss," said one cf the 
men. "Leave him to us." 

AGAIN Larry Weston felt the 
barrel of a .38 press against his 

side. 
"Now, march," continued the body

guard. "And remember, that as we 
drive through the streets, there's 
a gun covering you, even i f  you 
don't see it. Hop to it, now." 
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Between the two men, Larry Wes
ton was marched ignominiously 
through Dane's offices into the street. 
There parked at the curb was a blue 
coupe. Into that the two men 
climbed, Larry between them. One 
sat at the wheel. He stepped on the 
starter and a few moments later the 
three of them were running on the 
smooth London streets toward Kings
ton-on-Thames. 

NOW, it is a far cry from the re
mote mountain fastnesses of 

Thibet to the busy hubbub of a 
London street at high noon. Yet at 
that moment to Larry Weston there 
was a very direct and pertinent con
nection. 

For it was in the Lo Chang mon
astery on the far-flung outposts of  
Thibet, that the occurrences which 
were now apparently leading to his 
death had taken place. It was from 
that temple that the three magnifi
cent pearls of the Lo Chang had 
been stolen. Stolen while he was 
responsible for their safe-keeping. 

To save his own l i fe and the 
honor of the Chinese that had be
friended him, he had vowed that he 
would recover the j ewels. Three 
men had stolen them. And at this 
moment only two of those men re
tained possession of one pearl each. 
They were to meet at an arranged 
date to put their loot together and 
thus obtain a far greater price for 
the matched pearls than any one of 
them could have done for each pearl 
sold singly. 

It  was to recover these pearls, 
ere that meeting had taken place, 
that Larry Wes ton had sworn a 
great oath by everything which he 
held hol� Already one of those 
three pearls was in his possession. 
And a month ago in Shanghai an un
identified man had been buried, a 
man who had been the first victim 
to Larry's revenge. The pearl 

which he had carried was now 
safely put away in a London de-· 
posit box in  Larry's name. 

He had discovered on the dead 
man's person a paper, which had 
contained the names of the other 
miscreants who had robbed the tem
ple. George Dane was the second 
person to whom Larry had come in 
order to retrieve the jewels. 

He had sent him two warning let
ters, signed Brother to the Tong. 
The signature was genuine enough. 
Because the Lo Changs had made 
him a blood brother before he had 
departed from the temple on his 
mission of revenge and recovery. 

And now afte1 one success it seem
ed that not only his venture but his 
very l i fe must end. 

The coupe passed through the 
business section, and soon was mak• 
ing its way through London's 
ubiquitous slums. The three men 
within the car rode in a grim si
lence. The two thugs were intent on 
getting a routine job done quickly, 
while Larry's brow was knitted as 
his brain c licked on al l  six, desper
ately trying to evolve some scheme 
to extricate himself from the preca· 
rious position into which he had 
been plunged. 

TH E  smell of the sea floated to 
them from the river. The slums 

gave way to the great warehouses of 
the East India Company. These in 
turn yielded to the ramshackle houses 
of that great oriental settlement of 
London's Chinese colony-Lime
house. 

A gray fog was borne on the river. 
It floated wraith-like over the 
sprawled city. The buildings be
came gray and damp, and Larry 
Weston, recognizing the section 
through which the car was passing, 
found his heart give a sudden bound 
of hope. 

He glanced down surreptitiou1l1, 
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et the ring finger of bis left hand. 
Reposing there was a splendid jade 
rin�, with an intricately carved silver 
set ting. 

It was the means of identification 
to Lo Changs the world over. The 
ba�b1e which had been given him 
by the head priest in order that he 
might identify himself to his tong 
broti1ers no matter where he found 
himself. 

A
N D  now fate had brought him 
to Limehouse. Brought him to 

th� one place in the world whCTe, 
perhaps, outside of China, the larg
est nu::nber of Lo Changs resided. 
Larry realized that if he put into 
execution the plan that had flicked 
across his brain he must take a long 
des�erate chance. 

But when one's life hangs in the 
balnnce, long odds look the same 
as sho:-t ones. 

Silently, quietly, yet with every 
nerve m his  body tingling, he  
awaited his  chance. The coupe 
slowed down as the fog grew thicker. 
Then hard by a crossing, i t  stopped, 
entirely surrounded by two huge 
trucks that momentari ly  blocked the 
traffic. 

L1rry glanced swiftly through the 
window o f  the car. There on the 
sidewalk strolled a number of long
gowned Chinamen. Larry wondered 
i f  any of them owed allegiance to 
the same tong that he had sworn 
to avenge. Then, as he peered more 
carefully into the fog, he saw some
thing which sent hope beating hard 
an:i fast through his veins. 

On a dirty shop window about 
half way down the block he �aw a 
weird Chinese dra�on that breathed 
smoke through but one nostril. I t  
was the symbol o f  the men of Lo 
C hang-the dragon of the tong to 
which he was a blood brother. A 
sud<len idea flashed through his 
mind. It was a long and desperate 

chance, but it was ail that stood be
tween him and ignominious death. 

They were stopped on the street 
corner by the cross traffic. The 
smoke-breathing dragon was now 
right at the side of the car. Larry 
peered through the fog. Chinamen 
hurried hither and thither through 
the gray har:e that blanketed the 
metropolis. 

Then, in that single second, he 
gathered himself for his literal leap 
for l ife. Every muscle in his body 
tensed. Every nerve was alert. 

With a sudden moveme-nt he 
swung his right hand to the point 
of the jaw of Gorbes. The asw 
tounded gunman fell back in  the 
seat, momentarily stunned. Larry 
swiftly climbed over his knees, 
opened the door and j umped to the 
street. 

Even as his �t hit the pavement 
he heard the shout of alarm from 
Radncr. The latter emerged hastily 
from the door on the other side of 
the car. He rushed around the still 
vehicle, and even in the opaque gray 
haze that covered everything, Larry 
saw the black outlines of an auto
matic in his right hand. 

"Stop, you fool, or I ' l l  shoot t" 

RADNER'S voice came to Larry's 
ears _as he raced acrogg the 

street to the sanctuary offered by 
that dingy �ainting of the dragon on 
the even dingier glass of the win
dow. 

A staccato crack ripped through 
the sodden air. Larry heard a bul
let sing its ominous threnody over 
his head. There was a sudden 
crashing of glass es the steel slug 
ate its way into the plate glass win
dow. From within a startled ori
ental screamed. Larry knocked 
aside an indignant pedestrian and 
raced into the building. 

As he opened the door he found 
himself on the threshold of a large 
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hall, apparently the meeting room 
of the Lo Chang Tong. Toward 
him there rushed a score of Chinese ; 
knives and hatchets gleamed in their 
hands as they came to avenge this 
outrage of a white man in their 
conference hall. 

THEN, before Larry could speak, 
before the Orientals could close 

upon him, the door opened again, 
Radner entered the room, and close 
behind him, panting and glassy
eyed, came Gorbes, now recovered 
from the first shock of Larry's un
expected blow. 

The charging Chinese halted tem
porarily as they saw the two white 
men standing in the doorway, drawn 
pistols in their hands. Between 
them stood Larry, glancing swiftly 
from the ominous muzzles of the 
white men's guns to the glinting 
steel weapons of the Chinamen. It 
was Radner who broke the tension. 

"We're police officers," he said. 
"This man is our prisoner. He es
caped. We're sorry for the intrusion. 
We'll just take him along and go." 

A man clad in a long flowing robe 
moved out from the group of yellow 
men. He flung a staccato command 
over his !:boulder to the Lo Changs. 
A t  his word, they replaced their  
weapons in  their belts and stood 
quietly behind their leader. 

He turned to the white men and 
bowed. 

"It is well," he said. "I apologize 
for the unseemly conduct of my 
brothers. But they were taken by 
surprise. They resented the intru
sion. But it is done now. Take 
your man and go." 

He indicated Larry. With a smile 
of triumph, Radner advanced, gun 
still in hand. On his other side 
the Chinese stared implacably at 
Larry, hostility in their gaze, de
spite the sudden armistice. Radner 
jammed his gun in Larry's ribs. 

"Come, on," be 11aid. "The game's 
up." 

Larry met his gaze squarely. A 
faint smile was on his lips as he re
plied. 

"Perhaps, Radner," he said quietly. 
" Perhaps." 

He thrust out his arm. His hand., 

palm downward, stretched forth be
fore the tong leader's eyes. The 
Oriental in the flowing robe looked 
down. He raised his head again ; 
and though his countenance was still 
the expressionless bland face of his 
race, there was a peculiar gleam in 
his eyes. 

"Come on," said Radner again. 
"We can't wait here all day." 

"Wait." It was the Chinese who 

spoke. Then he turned to Larry. 
"Is it help you desire, brother ?" 

Larry nodded. 
"Deliver me from my captors, oh, 

-,brother," l!S_ said. "Then set upon 
them and rWake them prisoners." 

Radner stared in astonishment. 
Behind him Gorbes frowned. 

"Come on," he said. "What's all 
this parleying? Let's get out o{ 
here. You, Wes ton, march." 

"Wait !"  

THIS time it was the Chinaman 
who spoke again, but in his tone 

was a terrible command. He turned 
to his yellow cohorts and spoke rap
idly in Cantonese. 

A shrill scream rent the air be
hind them. The Chinese suddenly 
broke their ranks and charged. Half 
a dozen staccato shots, from the two 
white men's weapons, ripped the 
air, but they were soon over
whelmed by the superior numbers 
of the Chinese. 

Larry stood calmly to one side as 
the battle raged. Then, a moment 
later, Radner and Gorbes, badly bat
tered and lacerated, were dragged 
before him. The tong leader bowed 
politely to Larry. 
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"Here my brother," he intoned. 
"We have obeyed your orders. We 
have made your captors prisoners 
because of the ring which you wear, 
b�cause the ring declares that .you 
are brother to tl:e tong. Am I cor
rect ?" 

.. I am, indeed, brother to the tong 
of Lo Chang," said Larry gravely. 
"I am on a mission now for the 
brotherhood. That is how I hap
pened to run into danger here." 

The Oriental bowed agajn. 
"It is well," he said. "Your orders 

have been obeyed. Is there anything 
else that we can do for our brother ?" 

L A R R Y ' S brow wrinkled m 
-thought for a moment. True, 

he had, for the time being, out
witted Dane, but that fact had ,put 
him no nearer the second pearl of 
the Lo Chang. At last, however, he 
shook his head. 

"No," he said. "Merely keep these 
two white men prisoners until you 
hear from me. That is all." 

"Say," said Radner, speaking for 
the first time. "You can't leave us 
here. You can't-" 

Larry turned on him. 
"You're lucky that I'm leaving you 

slrve, Radner," he said. "It's .more 
than you were going to do to me." 

With that Weston turned and 
strode from the building, assured in 
the knowledge that as long as he 
pOS6cssed the jade ring which had 
been given him in the temple, he 
would know allies all over the world, 
everywhere that Cathay had her liv
ing representa ti vcs. 

Yet he still had a task before him. 
He had escaped death, true, but 

his mission was not advance<l save 
i n  -the negative way of his still being 
alive. He walked slowly through the 
fog, his mind working swiftly, 
and gradually there trickled into his 

brain an idea to ascertain the loca
tion of the second pearl of Lo 

Chang, which was in the unrightful 
possession of George Dane. 

WITH a sleek Corona between 
his J ips, Dane slid into the 

swivel cha ir  before his desk with a 
grunt of satisfaction. The unpleas
ant i ncident of the preceding day 
was no more than an exhilarating 
memory now. He felt smug, com
pletely satisfied with his ability to 
take care of himself and the pearl 
of Lo Chang as well. 

He picked up tbc neat stack of 
letters piled up before him on his 
desk and with a casual eye scanned 
them over. Then for the second 
time within the past twenty-four 
hours, he received a swift and sud
den shock. 

The dozen or so envelopes fluttered 
from his nerveless fingers to the 
table top-all save one. The color 
d rained slowly from Dane's face, 
then returned with a wave of hot 
crimson, as he studied the bold ad
dress. 

George Dane, Esquire. 
It wasn't three words that riv

eted his attentio n ;  it was the hand 
in which they were writt�n. He rec
ognized it imrtantly. That warning 
letter he had received the day before 
had been written by the same hand. 

With a savage oath and a swift, 
impetuous movement, he inserted a 
broad thumb under the flap of  the 
envelope and jerked out the sheet of 
paper within. With fingers suddenl y  
clumsy, h e  unfolded it, focused his  
narrowed eyes on the brief m::!ssage. 

-You will require more than 
gunmen to dispose of the avenger 
of Lo Chang. This is my fast 
warning! Within the next twelve 
hours after you receive this Jet

ter, I wiJ/ again call on you. 
Be prepared, either to deliver 

the pearl to me--or die! 
Brother to the Tong. 
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Dane read the message through 
twice, at first unable to believe the 
stunning import of the words. He 
was suddenly aware that his mouth 
was hot and dry. Beads of sweat 
stood out on his forehead. He ran 
a pudgy finger around the rim of  
his collar. All his smug self-assur
ance and placidity of a minute be
fore were gone-destroyed com
pletely by the ominous words o f  the 
warning. 

With a physical effort, Dane threw 
off the paralysis of fear that crept 
about his heart. There must be some 
mistake, he tried to assure himself. 
Some ghastly joke. Radner and 
Gorbes had never before fai led him 
on such a simple matter as dispos
ing of a man, once he had been 
turned over to their tender mercies. 

He snapped out of his momentary 
funk, leaped to the telephone. Vio
lently he pumped the hook up and 
down, tersely snapped a number into 
the mouthpiece. His fingers beat an 
impatient tattoo on the table top for 
the connection to go through. He 
waited tense-ten, twenty, thirty sec
onds. The buzz in the receiver told 
him that the phone was ringing at 
the other end. 

But nu one came to answer the 
summonE I 

DANE swore savagely under his 
breath. He had given Radner 

and Gorbes orders to stay there in 
the house until he called them. They 
would have obeyed - unless some
thing had gone wrong. And with 
each passing second, Dane was more 
firmly convinced that something had. 

That grim warning clutched in his 
hand was no joke or jest. It meant 
business-the business of death ! 

He pumped the receiver again, 
called a half-dozen numbers in quick 
succession. But nowhere was he 
able to get any word of his two 
henchmen. As far as Dane was con-

ccrned, they had disappeared off the 
face of the earth. 

If nothing else, George Dane was 
a man of  quick decisions and just 
as quick action. And he was wise 
enough to realize that at times dis
cretion was the better part of valor. 

He yanked open a drawer of his 
desk, extracted a brief case and hast· 
ily jammed it with a varied assort
ment of papers. 

He called his secretary into the 
office and issued a series of brief, 
terse orders to her. 

"Now tell Jarsen I want to see 
him,'' he concluded. "At once." 

JARSEN, a tall brute of a man, en• 
tered the private office a moment 

later. 
The word killer was written 

clearly in the low brow, the small 
colorless eyes. 

"Look to your gun," snapped Dane 
without any preliminaries. 

Jarsen·s eyes narrowed to glinting 
slits at the order. He smelled ac· 
tion-trigger action. With a swift 
movement, he unlimbered a glinting 
automatic from a holster concealed 
beneath his left arm pit. He ex· 
arnined it thoroughly, expertly. pat
ted it once affectionately and re
turned it to its leather. 

"It's ready and hungry," he said 
laconically. 

"Good," grunted Dane. "I have 
several cal ls to make this morning 
and I want you to be at my elbow 
all the time, understand? There may 
be trouble. If there is, I want you 
to shoot first and ask questions after. 
Get that ?" 

"Sure, I get it," grinned Jarsen. 
"But after I shoot, there'll be no 
need to ask questions. You won't 
get any answer." 
! Dane reached for his hat and 

P,icked up the brief case. He nodded 
£\,r Jarsen to lead the way. 

', "Right ! You go first !"  
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Leaning against the grimy bricks 
of Holbrook Court, his beard�d 
face buried in the advertising sec
tfon of the London Times, was a 
man. By him the hurrying throngs 
of Fleet Street drifted in swirling 
e<ldies of pedestrian traffic. The man 
with the beard was unnoticed, or i f  
he did  warrant a casual glance h e  
was put down for one of the count
less number of the unemployed look
ing for a job. 

But why should a man looking for 
a day's labor pack an automatic on 
his hip ? Why should a man, sup
posedl¥ reading the want ads, cast 
such a furtive, wary eye at the en
trance to Holbrook Court ? There 
was only one answer. He was not a 
day laborer and neither was h e  look
ing for a job. 

ln fact, he was looking for a spe
cific individual-one George Dane. 

LARRY WESTON was thankful 
enough at having escaped from 

Dane's men with the aid of the Lo 
Chang brotherhoocl, but now that ad
venture was over, he realized that he 
was no closer to the possession of 
the second pearl than when be had 
-started his quest. 

He felt reasonably sure that Dane 
wo1�ld not be so easily trapped again 
in bis office, and just as sure that if 
he were, the pearl would not be on 
bis person. 

Though he had sworn a personal 
vengeance on the violators of the 
Mor.astery, the death of Dane would 
achieve him little unless he thereby 
secured the priceless gem held by 
that individual. 

His first problem was to locate 
the hiding place of the jewel. Larry 
had devoted a nurnber of hours of 
hard concentr.:i.tion to the matter and 
finally evolved a plan he hoped might 
.work. He figured that if he could 
frighten Dane sufficiently to make 
him run to cover, Dane would take 

the peerl with -him. This would not 
only reveal the hiding place of the 
jewel, but put it on the person or in 
the personal effects of the broker. 

And Larry felt every confidence 
that he would be able to lift it from 
Dane with bloodshed o r  without, by 
fair means or faul. 

WITH all this in mind, he had 
sent his second letter of warn

ing to the broker, and now in his 
unkempt beard and ragged clothe; 
he leaned agaim;t the grimy wall of 
Holbrook Chambers, awaiting devel
opments. 

They were not long in coming. 
Larry suddenly stiffened to sharp 
attention behind the concealing 
pae-es of his newspaper. From the 
corner of his eye he caught sight of 
the familiar figure of Dane as the 
latter emerged from the door of  the 
builcEng. Larry noted with a grim 
&mile the gorilla-like man by hi:; side 
and correctly appraised him as a 
bodyguard. 

As he watched, he saw Dane cast 
a swift glance up and down the 
crowdetl street, then spuk to his 
man. The other nodded, and to
gether they breasted the traffic of 
Fleet Street toward the bank on the 
far corner. 

Larry's heart lifted as he saw the i r  
destination. Undoubtedly his letter 
had had the proper effect and Dane 
waa going to bide out for a while. 
'J'he trip to the bank probably meant 
that he was going to take the pearl 
with him. 

This assumption w2s strengthened 
as he followed the broker and bis 
bodyguard into the bank and saw 
them repair immediately to the safety 
vaults. 

Wes ton wasted a few minutes 
at one of the coun�rs makinr, 
out a mythical check. Two minutes 
later, when Dane and his man re

appeared, he casually drifted out of 
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the bank after them into the tur
moil of Fleet Street. 

For the next hour Larry clung to 
the trail o f  the two men like a leech. 
He was consumed with a feverish 
impatience to come at once to grips 
with his adversary. But fear of a 
second failure imposed caution on 
his impatient spirit. 

It would have been a dangerous 
gamble to have tackled Dane and 
his bodyguard in the streets, with a 
million people about. No ; common 
sense dictated that he wait ti l l  he 
got them in more secluded surround
ings, or, better sti ll ,  alone. 

But that desire was not to be ful
filled. He trailed the two to a steam
ship ticket office, saw Dane stuff a 
cardboard into his pocket. But what 
his destination was, Larry had no 
way of finding out just then. 

He was tying his shoelace at the 
curb when the two men emerged to 
the street again. They talked for a 
few minutes in low tones together, 
then Dane hailed a cruising cab. 

Before Larry was quite aware 
what had happened, Dane had leaped 
into the still moving vehicle, snap
ped an order at the driver and was 
lost almost immediately in a tangle 
of traffic. 

For a split-second, Weston was 
tempted to charge after the cab, but 
he realized instantly the futility of  
the chase. Instead, he  turned, glanced 
swiftly up the street just in time to 
see the broad shoulders of the body
guard rounding the far corner. 

With pounding pulses he took up 
the chase. Bitterly he cursed him
self for a rank amateur, for having 
let Dane get away from right under 
h is  very nose. If he should lose the 
bodyguard, too-

But he didn't. H e  came swiftly 
upon his quarry. His automatic was 
transferred to the side pocket of his 
coat. Now, without any prelimina
ries, he stepped close to J arsen, 

jammed the gun savagely into that 
individual's side. 

"Keep walking ahead- as i f  nothing 
was the matter I" he snapped tersely. 

There was latent death in the tone 
of his voice. J arsen had heard that 
tone of voice before and he was wise 
enough to obey. 

"Edge over to the curb and hail 
the first cab I" ordered Larry. 

JARSEN obeyed, but not without 
some verbal protest. 

"What's the idea, guv'nor ?" 
"You'll find out soon enough. Flag 

that cab ! ' '  
Jarsen obeyed reluctantly and with 

Weston's gun still prodding him 
from behind, climbed into the ve
hicle. Larry sank to the seat beside 
him, his gun ready for instant ac4 

tion. To the driver he snapped the 
address of the Lo Chang Tong room. 

"Where you taking m e ?" demand
ed Jarsen sullenly. "Why throw a 
gun on me? ' '  

"I'll take you no place i f  you 
want to talk," shot back Weston. 

"Talk about what ? "  
"About your employer, Dane." 
Jarsen's eyes narrowed at the chal-

lenge. "Well, what about him?" he 
said truculently. 

"He just bought a steamship t icket. 
Where's h is  destination?" 

"How should I know, mister ?" 
"Too bad for you if you don't," 

smiled Weston, but there was no 
humor in his voice. 

"Say, who are you anyway ?" 
'Tm the man Dane is running 

from." 
"Well, what's that got to do with 

me ?" 
"Plenty. If you tell me where 

Dane is going-what boat-nothing 
happens to you. If  you don't-" 
Their cab had pulled up before the 
building of the Lo Changs. "China
men here, you see. They're friends 
of mine. They have lots of cunning 
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vr.e.ys to torture information out of a 
white man. Unless you tell me' what 
I want to know, you'll get what 
Radner and Gorbes got--only wornc." 

"Radner and Gorbes I "  exploded 
Jarsen. 

"Right. Unless I'm mistaken, their 
bo<lies are floating in the ThRm�S 
no·,v." 

"Bluff I" snorted Jars�n. "You 
can't get nothing out of me I don't 
want to tell." 

"No ?" purred Weston in an icy 
voice.  "We'll see ! "  He prodded his 
gun into the other. "Get out. There 
are ten Chinamen watching you now. 
One move and it's all over with 
you." 

SULLENLY J arsen obeyed. Close 
behind him as they crossed the 

sidewalk, Larry called back to the 
taxi driver. 

"\Vait for me," he said confidently. 
"I'll be out in a few minutes." 

But the few minutes stretched to 
a grim twenty. Jarsen proved to be 
A. much tougher nut to crack than 
\V eston had anticipated. Larry 
sweated him at first with words and 
clirc threats, a grinning crew of the 
Lo Chang brotherhood making an 
cff ccti ve background to the scene. 

From threats he switched his at
tack to cajolerie with little better 
results. Larry began to lose patience. 
He tried a little manhandling of  his 
victim. He had no taste for the 
work. He had nothing personally 
against J arsen. 

But he had to find out George 
Dane's destination. He threw away 
his easy sympathy, stripped off his 
coat and got down to the serious 
business of choking the truth out of 
his ouarry. A scarce half inch from 
death, glinting, rclen'tless eyes drill
ing their dire purpose into his, Jar
&en broke down at last. 

"The--Channel Boat," he sobbed. 
"Sailing--at-two I"  

V/ eeton Aung the limp figure 
from him with a violent gesture. 
He glance.d at bis watch swiftly. 
Eighteen minutc.s to l wo I Could he 
mal:e i t ?  He r.ad to make i t, he 
swore to himself, as he ran pell-mell 
out of the room. 

It was a mad, break-neck chase 
through London's congested traffic 
to the waterfront. But under the 
stimulation of a pound reward if he 
arrived at the pier befo::e sailing 
time, the cabbie rose to the emer
gency. 

He came to a skidding halt at the 
pier head just as the last line was 
being taken in. Larry knew that his 
game would be up if Dane eaw his 
precipitous arrival, but be had to 
risk it and gamble that the broker 
woul<l be in his cabin. 

He scrambled aboard just as tne 
packet pulled into the stream, re
paired immediately to the purser's 
office. vVhile the assistant purser 
was allotting him a cabin, he looked 
over the passenger list. 

A thrill of er.hilaration coursed 
through his veins as he noted Dane's 
name ueside Cabin 26. 

"Something up on A deck," sug
gested \Veston. "Twenty-seven or 
eight-are they vacant ?'' 

"l can give you twenty-seven." 
''Fine." 

LARRY made hir..1self comfortable 
in his stateroom, l it  a cigarette 

and concentrated on his next move. 
I ndistinct sounds drifted to him 
from behind the bulkhead from 
Dane's compartment. Larry listened, 
arese himself a few minut� later 
when the door of the adjoining cabin 
slammed shut. Larry followed Dane 
onto the deck. strolled after him to 
the bar. 

D.1ne ordered a whisky and soda 
and downed it as if be needed 
it badly. He called for a second, 
and gambling that a third and fourth 
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would follow, Larry went out on 
deck again. 

lt waa but a minute'• work to gain 
Dane's cabin unobserved. Larry 
knew that he had to work swiftly 
.and surely if he were to find the 
-pearl True, it might not have been 
concealed in the cabin, but if  poe
aible he had to make sure. 

He went O'ttr the am.all cabin with 
swift precision. Notlting escaped hie 
attention. Bed first, wa&hatand, 
1ra'leling bags, under the carpet, "be
binti pictures. No slightest crevice 
eKaped his attention, but no pearl 
was forthcoming. 

Larry was about to give up bis 
starch, convinced that Dane carried 
the gem on his person. If that wett 
the c.uc, hi1 problem was consider
ably more difficult. Then an idea 
-0ccurred to him, and with a grim 
amile, he decided on a bold bluff. 

Calmly and coolly, as if he were 
in his own cabin, he sank into a 
chair. He had not long to wait. 

The knob of the door turned ; the 
portal was flung wide. 

Only half way across the thresh
old, Dane saw him and immediately 
whipped out a gun from his hip. An 
ugly snarl fought with the smile of 
triumph on his face as he closed the 
door behind him and leveled the gun 
at the intruder. 

"Oh, so it's you," he grated from 
between clenched teeth. "You threat
ened murder, but you turn out to be 
nothing but a cheap housebreaker 
after all. You'll have a hard time 
explaining this intrusion to the 
ship's captain." 

The gun was steady and menacing 
in his hand. It pointed unwaver
ingly at Larry's heart. And Weston 
knew that Dane would be only too 
glad for an excuse to use it. How
ever, he never flinched. If anything, 
he smiled brazenly up at Dane's in
furiated face and insolently cocked 
one knee over the otheL 

"¥oil knew, Dane," he said auavely, 
"you woulde't have the nerve to turn 
me ever to the captain. I know too 
much." 

A mask of hate dcscendeli · over 
Dane's ugly face. He stepped to 
:within a foot of Weston, jutted 
forth his jaw aggressively and ram
med the point of the gun into 
Larry's stomach. Hia lips worked 
convula.ively, but it was a full ten 
seconds befere lie could speak. 

"You're right. you know too 
mucla I" he snarled. "Maybe I won't 
turn yeu over te the captain. Maybe 
I'll just aheot you. A simple little 
atory with no aftermath. I surpriied 
you looting my cabin. You attacked 
me. I shot you in self-defense. What 
have you to say to that ?" 

"Only that you'd be a fool to do 
it. What about your pearl?" 

"Well, what about iH" 
"Killing me we>uld never get your 

pearl back for you." 
A startled ettprcssion fell over 

Dane'a face at the word1, but he re
covered alme>st immediately. The 
snarl returned to his lips. 

"A pretty bluff, but it deesn't go 
with George Dane,'' he taunted. 
"You haven't got the pearl I" 

Larry still hadn't moved from his 
easy position in the chair. His con
fidence and self-assurance was get
ting under the other's skin. He felt 
sure that if he could keep up the 
pose another minute he would suc
ceed. 

"What makes you so sure ?" he 
mocked. 

"Because you couldn't find it I" 
"No ? What does this look like ?'' 

KEEPING his eye evcf on the 
gun in Dane's hand, Larry fished 

into the poc�t of his vest and ex
tracted a shimmering bauble of glit
tering light. It  lay taunting, bc
witobing, compelling in the palm of 
hia hand. Larry twisted Danc'1 
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wrist with his free hand and the 
gun went off harmlessly in the air. 
Dane whirled, sped swiftly for the 
small dressing table at the far side 
of the cabin. 

WITH eagle eyes Larry followed 
his every movement, watched 

him snatch the powder box from the 
top of the dresser. 

Then he sprang into action I In 
two swift strides he was across the 
cabin. The nozzle of his gun ground 
deep into Dane's back. With his free 
hand he snatched the gun from Dane. 

Some instinct must have told the 
broker that he had fallen into a trap. 
He whirled, lips bared back from 
snarling teeth, but there was no de
nying the menace in Weston's lev
eled gun, the cold glitter i n  his eye 
that belied the smile on his l ips. 

.. Step away from that dresser I' ' 
ordered Larry. "March t" 

Dane backed slowly away. 
"Thanks for showing me the hid

ing place of  your pearl," laughed 
Larry, picking up the powder can. 
As Dane watched him with fas
cinated eyes, he snapped off the lid, 
fished inside and extracted a gleam
ing twin to the jewel that now re
posed securely in his vest pocket. 
He held it before the other's baleful 
eyes. "A beauty, eh?  I looked all 
over the cabin for it ,  but couldn't 
locate it." 

"But the one you had-" 
"FooL You fell right into my trap 

as I had planned. The pearl I 
showed you was the first of the three 
pearls of Lo Chang, which I took 
from my vault yesterday. I re
trieved it in Shanghai. A dead man 
points the tale. This is the second." 

With an inarticulate bellow of 
rage, Dane risked all on a fool-

hardy move. He lunged suddenly 
forward, made a desperate attempt 
to grasp Wes ton's gun . arm. He 
half succeeded. There was a fierce 
struggle in the room for a swift two 
minutes. But it was terminated just 
as desperately by the dull explosion 
of a gun. 

Dane staggered back. A look of 
bewilderment spread over his face, 
then slowly vanished. His knees 
buckled and he plunged headlong to 
the floor. Weston stooped down to 
the grotesque figure on the floor for 
a moment, saw that Dane was only 
wounded. 

IN his pocket reposed another of  
the pearls of Lo Chang, and in 

his heart was a strange mixture of 
triumph and wistfulness. He,  whose 
life had been such a quiet, unevent
ful thing, was now a flaming adven
turer who stalked the byways of the 
world, his life dedicated to a task of 
revenge and blood. 

He sighed wearily. 
Then his brain put an end to his 

emotional imaginings. He must get 
off this boat somehow. It  would 
never do to be aboard when Dane 
was discovered. He would be ac
cused of being a thief. He left 
Dane's room and strode on deck. 

There, twinkling to the southeast, 
were the lights of Calais. He walked 
to the stern. He glanced around 
carefully. There was no one in sight. 
For a moment he stood poised on 
the stern rail, then he dived. 

And as the channel boat continued 
to her destination with her cargo of 
death below, the Brother to the Tong 
swam silently through the night to  
a safety which would only last until 
he caught up to Lo Chang's third 
matchless pearl. 
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A
THOUGH it was nearing 

midnight, Darrel Kingnley's 
great laboratory which he 

maintained in connection with his 
Park A venue home was lit  up to a 
blinding whiteness. 

Gleaming electrical apparatus 
hummed silently, some of it giving 
off sizzling sparks. 

Kingsley and his assistant, the seri
ous young Bates, gave some finishing 
adjustments to a new apparatus that 
had been assembled at one end of the 
great room. Then Kingsley glued his 
eye to an attachment on the machine 

th.it su ggested the eyepiece of a tele
scope. He twisted a dial slowly. 

"Good," he said, taking off the 
white smock he v,as wearing. "And 
just in time. That ought to be De
laney." 

A servant had entered, ushering a 
group into the room without the 
formality of announcing them-this 
by Kingsley's arrangement. 

Delaney was a robust man with 
black grizzled hair and clipped mus
tache, the most effective Police Com
missioner who had ruled New York in 
a decade. The inevitable cigar in bis 
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mouth continued its never-ending 
work of sifting white ashes onto the 
Commissioner's blue suit as he strode 
across the room and shook hands with 
his old friend. He was foJlowed by 
three strangers. 

MEET Mr. Weldon, Darrel," the 
commissioner said, introducing 

a lean man with a worried face and 
wrinkles around restless black eyes. 
"And Burch, Mr. Weldon's assist
ant." 

"And this is Mr. Noel Hare, private 
secretary to Basil Strother, the man 
who's got us all up in  the air." 

Mr. Noel Hare acknowledged the 
introduction in a piping voice that be
fitted his appearance. He was short 
and slender, with a bald head and rim
less glasses. His u ppcr Ii p was dec
orated with a pale downy mustache 
above a weak chin. 

Darrel Kingsley showed them into 
the office off the laboratory. 

"As I understand it," he said when 
they were seated. "Basil Strother, the 
high mogul of the armament and 
ammunitions racket, is missing, and 
you want me to find him. Right ? "  

"Yes." Weldon answered. "I'm here 
on behalf of the President, himself. 
Department of Justice, you know. The 
President has a strong reason for tak
ing an interest in the case right now." 

"But I'm not a detective," Kings
ley said. 

Delaney interrupted. " But, Darrel, 
I couldn't tell you everything over 
the telephone. That's why I wanted 
you to meet all these men. Between 
them they have a story that I know'll 
interest you. It's another one of those 
impossible yarns-j ust the thing that 
you're always digging into. Suppose 
you let me engineer this thing and 
bring out the sto�y." 

A servant appeared with a bottle 
and brandy glasses and served them 
noiselessly. 

"Let's have it," Kingsley said. 

"Then, to begin with," Delaney 
said. "Strother is a big shot-tied up 
with the International Arms Trust
which . isn't as unreal as people think 
it is. England, France, Italy-steel 
companies, chemical companies all 
over the world. They're all tied up 
financially. 

"It doesn't matter to them who goes 
to war as long as some country fights. 
They win either way. The women of 
the world bear children and Strother's 
bunch furnishes the powder to kill 
'em at a thousand percent profit t 
Beautiful set-up. 

"But right now the government 
needs Strother-and something's hap
pened to him. Hare, tell Mr. Kingsley 
what you told me." 

The missing munitions king's ex
traordinary secretary now spoke up. 
He seemed frightened and his voice 
sounded cracked in its high-pitched 
cackle. 

"You see, this 
Strother sent me 
errand-" 

"Ashore ?" 

morning Mr. 
ashore on an 

"Yes. His home is located on 
Strother's Island which he owns. It's 
a small bit of land off the aouth coast 
of  Long Island, near Fire Island. Mr. 
Strother's home is there, and we work 
there a great deal. Mr. Strother is a 
bachelor, you know, and we're not dis
turbed. 

AT any rate, I went ashore in the 
launch and did the errand. Then I 

started back." The wisp of a man 
looked queerly at the Police Commis
sioner. 

"Go on," Delaney said. "He's heard 
wilder tales than yours." 

"Well, I couldn't get back to the 
island I" 

Kingsley took a sip of his brandy. 
"Why ?" 
"I don't know. It seemed as though 

an invisible wall surrounded it." 
"I don't understand." 
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Hare looked as though he expected 
to be called a fool, and then pro
ceeded. 

"The boat would go so far and 
wouldn't go any further, no matter 
how we tried. The launchman would 
steer straight but the launch wouldn't 
go past a certain point. It would sheer 
off every time we approached the 
island, as though it had run into 
something solid. We eccirclcd the 
ialand completely, but we could get 
no closer than half a mile to it. 

I 
KNOW that sounds silly-" Hare 
squirmed in his seat and dug at his 

collar with a foreinger-"but it'1 
true." He finished with a look of 
feeble defiance. 

"Not at all," Kingaley said reaa,rnr
ingly. "I've known stranger things. 
Haven't you, Commissioner?" 

''Not till I m� you." Delancy an
swered. 

"What did you do next ?" Kingsley 
asked. 

"I went back ashore to notify the 
police, but this gentleman waa in a 
boat and followed me in." The sec
retary nodded his head at Burch, Mr. 
Weld<,n's assistant. "He showed me 
his badge and said he'd had the same 
experience as I. He being a detective 
and knowing what to do, I left mat
teri: in his hands." 

Delaney spoke. "Mr. \Vcldon, i f  
you'd go on  from there." 

The Department of Justice ag�nt 
cleared his throat. "\Ve are to keep 
an eye on Strother for his own pro
tection-for State reasons. My man 
Burch covered the house by fishing 
from a boat near it. He had the ex
perience that Hare did, and got in 
touch with me. The thing looked 
queer. Then something else made it 
look queerer." 

"What do you mean ?" 
"Strother'• office manager called me 

and reported that Strother had called 
him and said that he was going away 

suddenly, but would not reveal his 
destination. Now it's well known that 
Strother makea 1ecret tripa, but he 
has a code method of letting his office 
manager know-and the code wasn't 
used in this conversation. This pre
caution has been taken for such con
tingencies aa might crop up-such ail 
this: for instance." 

"I see." 
"Now the call came just a few min

utes after the time Hare left the house 
in the boat. My man knows that 
Strother didn't leave the house or the 
island. We fee) sure the message wu 
forced from Strother. His house is 
shut off suddenly in some mysterious 
way from access by people on the 
outside. His phone doesn't work. The 
wireleSB doesn't work at his home. 

"We have reuon to know that be 
bas been in danger. Therefore--we're 
convinced those who are after him 
have got him-impriaoncd in his own 
home-imprisoned behind :in invisibl� 
prison wall of some kind! That is, un
less he's dead already. We're afraid 
that might also be the case, A nd the 
President would consider that dis
astrous!" 

"Why ?" Kingsley asked calmly. 
"That I can't tell you. But you 

have my assurance that it is at the 
President's request that I ask you to 
try to deliver Basil Strother from 
whatever danger there is-or let us 
know that he ia dead." 

THE luxurious office was filled with 
tension. Bailey Weldon and De

laney sat on the edges of their chairs, 
Burch and Hare were slumped back as 
though the strain were too much for 
them. Darrel Kingsley smoked on 
silently a moment while they waited 
for hia answer. 

"Thie is &11 interesting," he said 
deliberately. "But I couldn't help 
you much with just those facts. It's 
appar-ent that the case involves some
thing of considerable magnitude. But 
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I couldn't undertake to do anything 
about it unless I had all the facts. I 
would have to know why the govern
ment is so eager to have Basil 
Strother back." 

"I don't see-" began Weldon. 
"For this reason," Kingsley an

swered. "I have to know whom I 
would be fighting so that I could get 
some idea of their own plans." 

DELANEY turned to the Depart
ment of Justice man. "I f it is 

at all  possible, I'd recommend that 
you tell Kingsley everything-abso
lutely everything. It  may prove the 
only way he can help you." 

The government man stood up and 
flicked the ashes of his cigar into a 
tray on the desk. Hands in his pock
ets, he paced the length of the room 
nervously two or three times, then 
stopped in front of Kingsley. 

"All right," he fina1ly said. "But I 
want you to know that it would be 
dangerous-disastrous.--if the news 
leaked out. It must be in the strictest 
confidence. May I have your prom
ise ?" 

Kingsley nodded assent. 
"The United States-as is the rest 

of the world-is facing capture by 
an almost unknown and unheard-of 
country I" 

Weldon looked around belliger
ently, as though daring anyone to 
contradict his next wild statement. 

''Did any of you ever hear of Rha
jovik ? An Asiatic principality lost i n  
the Himalaya Mountains? I thought 
not ! Well-right now that little hand
ful of mongrel Asiatics are just about 
ready to become masters of the world I 

"Don't smile I They have scientific 
apparatus that they've been working 
on secretly for yc!ars, apparatus that 
would make the conquest of America 
almost bloodless and at the same time 
almost a certainty. You understand 
what we're up against. If this news 
got out-" 

"Jbengis." Kingsley spoke the word 
meditatively. 

The secret service man looked 
startled. "Yes," he said. "We know 
that Prince Jhengis is directing oper
ations here. How did you-" 

"I've dealt with him before," Kings
ley answered. "Now that I know that 
it's he who is doing things, what is 
he after in this instance?  You'd better 
tell me explicitly." 

"Explicitly, then, it's this : Strother 
has just completed what might be 
called a war or defense scheme. By 
'scheme' I mean a contrivance or  
group o f  contrivances and plans o f  
operating them, which consist o f  
newer and deadlier instruments o f  
war than have ever been dreamed of 
by men before. I can't give you details 
-nobody knows them in spite o f  
whispers. 

"But at any rate, we have evidence 
that this prince has learned about 
them and is simply taking means to 
get his hands on them to use against 
us. He's got hold of Strother and will 
manage to get the secret from him. 
With this in the possession of his 
country-you might as well kiss the 
United States good-by. We'd be ruled 
by these mad mountain Mongols be
fore the year is out." 

THEN you mean that possession of 
this secret will  give mastery of 

the world to whomever possesses i t ? "  
"Right ! a n d  we're hopelessly out o f  

it  i f  we've lost it-or if  they've killed 
Strother. If  we only knew whether 
he was dead or alive-" 

"That's not as difficult as you might 
think," Kingsley assured him. "Come 
into the laboratory." 

He led his guests to the machine 
he had been working on when they ar
rived. His assistant, Bates, at his nod, 
went to a wall panel and operated 
ha1£ a dozen switches, at the same 
time watching dials that lined the 
panel. 
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Kingsley turned to Commissioner 
Delancy who stood with legs apart 
examining the complicated instru
ment of ahining metal. "Did you bring 
those photographs I asked you for?" 

Delaney dug into the pocket of his 
blue suit and hancled Kingsley a group 
of envelopes. "That one's Strother," 
he explained as Kingsley sorted the 
pictures, "and that one's his chauffeur, 
and that one is his technical assis
tant, Strau&s. 

"Then that one, that's Armctti, the 
bird that's to burn at Sin& Sing to
night. I don't see what you want with 
them-" 

KINGSLEY looked at his watch. 
"It's two minutes to twelve," he 

said hurriedly. "I'll show you some
thing." 

He picked up the picture of the 
murderer, Armetti, and placed it in a 
rack which he pulled out of the in
strument. Then shoving the rack and 
picture into the machine he adjusted 
knobs while he glued his eyes to the 
eyepiece. 

''Take a look at that, and tell me 
what you see," he said to the police 
officer." 

Delaney, with his hands in his 
trousers pockets, squatted until his 
eye fastened on the eyepiece, Cigar 
ashes dusted on his clothes as he 
looked into the instrument. 

Finally he turned from the ma
chine to Kingsley. "That's funny," 
he grunted. "It looked like waves 
coming from the picture. Like a 
blaze, you might say, but not br�ht. 
Like heat waves, about half an inch 
long. Then suddenly they went out 
-like you'd turn off a light." 

"What time is i t ?"  Kingsley asked 
quickly. 

"Half a minute after twelve," 
"You've just seen Armetti die," 

Kingsley said. "Those waves you were 
looking at were Jjfe waves. They went 
out just as Armetti was executed." 

"What are you teling me?" tg,e 
officer asked, but there was a tone of 
discomfort in his voice, as though he 
were greatly perturbed by something 
he hardly dared believe. 

"You admit that a radio 1,tation can 
utilize certain waves we call ether 
waves to make music come out of a 
machine tuned to it, no matter where 
the sender is or where the receiver is, 
do you not ?" 

"Sure, but what-" 
"A new d iscovery," Kingsley an

swered. "Life, or specifically the 
brain, like a radio station, emits a 
distinct type of wave. When a photo
graph is taken, those waves are trans• 
mitted to a photographic plate and 
the force of them is active as long as 
the subject is alive. Just as a radio 
receiving set will continue to give off 
music so long as it is drawing the 
music from the active sending station 
on the same wave length. 

"There's nothing spooky about it
i t  is simply the result of a new scien
tific discovery. Don't disbelieve it un
til you're ready to deny the fact of 
r2dio." 

T
HERE was a stir of uneasiness 
among the men assembled in the 

laboratory, as though they had wit
nessed the execution itself. Strother's 
secretary with the blond mustache 
coughed and murmured a protesting, 
"I say I ' '  

Kingsley snapped off the current 
and exchanged the picture of the ex
ecuted convict for the one of Basil 
Strother, then set the machine in mo
tion again and studied it through the 
eyepiece. The men in the room 
grouped about him closely. 

Kingsley mumbled something under 
his breath, then tried a new adjusment 
on the machine. 

"Odd," he said. "The waves are 
just about half the length they should 
be." 

The Dei>.artment of Justice man 
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was at his elbow. "That would mean 
he was in a weakened condition, 
wouldn't i t ?"  

"Very likely," Kingsley replied. 
He examined the picture again, then 
replaced it with that of the muni
tions man's technical assistant. 

"That man Strauss is dead,'' he 
announced. And then later : "And 
so is Strother's chauffeur." 

Kingsley snapped off the machine, 
then paced the length of the labora
tory in deep study. Then he stop
ped suddenly before the group. 

"We'll have to work quickly, I'm 
afraid, before it's �oo late. And now 
I'll have to ask you for the same 
promise of secrecy I gave you a 
while ago. I f  I am able to do any
thing, I have to show you things I 
don't want to be known-things that 
it would be unsafe for the world to 
know." 

THERE was an answer of assent 
from the group. 

"Come with me, then." 
Kingsley led his guests into a 

smaller room after a whispered con
sultation with his assistant. The 
room contained a wealth of electri
cal apparatus surrounding a peculiar 
looking cage. 

The cage was like a large glass 
elevator, except that there were no 
cables for hoisting it .  It seemed 
built into the room. 

As Kingsley opened the glass door 
to this chamber, his assistant re
turned with a small wooden box, 
which he opened, displaying a group 
of small devices that had the gen
eral appearance of large, cheap wrist
watches. 

"Now, gentlemen," Kingsley said, 
taking one of the' devices, "if you'll 
just strap one of these on your 
wrists and then get into this cage-" 

Delaney looked at the device spec
ulatively and placed it on his wrist 
without question. He had known 

Kingi.ley too long to question his 
actions. Then he took a gun from 
his hip pocket and examined it. 

Bates had taken a chart of Long 
Island, and was working over it with 
a navigator's parallel rule and com
pass. As he made his computations 
he set dials on a switch-board. 

Silently, but with mixed appre
hension and determination, the re
mainder of the group followed the 
officer's lead. Kingsley closed the 
door of the cage and bolted it from 
the inside, then signaled to Bates, 
his assistant, who stood outside the 
cage before the switch-board. Bates 
started turning the handle of a ther
mostat and a humming sound pene
trated the cage. 

"I say I" protested Hare, jerking 
at his downy mustache, "what is-" 

His speech was interrupted by a 
quivering of the glass walls of the 
cage, by a sense of pressure but 
without its accompanying discom
forts. 

It was Hare who spoke next, in a 
high-pitched voice that was filled 
with awe. "Heavens I Why, we're on 
Strother's Island-" 

Kingsley gripped him by the arm. 
"Quiet, man," he cautioned. 

Gasps of amazement came from 
the other men as they, too, realized 
where they were. I t  seemed as 
though no time had elapsed. At one 
moment they had been in Kingley's 
studio-now they were standing i n  
a group i n  the dark shadows o f  a 
great house set on a small land
scaped island, no more than a dozen 
acres in size. 

KI�GSLE: spoke in  a low, cau
tious voice. 

"That was the only way to get 
through the invisible wall. You were 
broken down into electrical energy 
and reassembled here, in a manner 
of speaking. The device on your 
arms was for that purpose. And 
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now, Hare, lead us into this place. 
You should know the way. W c 
want to get in and to the most likely 
place to find Strother without any
body knowing we're here. Ready, 
gentlemen ?" 

HARE ran his hand over his bald 
head, and his teeth chattered 

audibly. Kingsley caught him hy 
the arm. "Brace up, man. This is 
no time to get frightened." 

"That's right," Hare piped. "But 
it's d-d-dreadful. Something terri
ble might happen-" 

"It's very likely happening,'' 
Kingsley retorted, "to your em
ployer." Hare braced himself with a 
visible shrug and led the way u p  a 
shrub-lined trail. The silent group 
filed in behind Kingsley and Hare, 
and there was the quiet sound of 
guns coming out of pockets and 
being handled. 

"This is the entrance from the 
basement to the boathouse," Hare 
whispered huskily. "We ought to be 
able to get in here." 

The group, now in the shadow of  
the walls of the great house, had 
skirted its Jength and had come to 
a point where the house set at the 
water's edge. Hare, mastering his 
fear, groped until he found the door 
and led the way in. 

They found themselves in a long 
dark passageway, which they nego
tiated by feeling the walls. They 
came at last to a point where a stair 
led upward, and from the opening 
above there came the faint glow of 
light. 

Here Kingsley stopped the party, 
and motioned for Delaney and the 
Federal officer to come with him, 
both men being more likely to be 
efficient with their guns. I n  this 
order they mounted the stair and 
found themselves in a back hall. 

"Welcome, gentlemen! But drop 
your guns ! "  

The voice came from behind them, 
and Kingsley whirled. The two 
officers dropped their weapons and 
turned slowly. 

Facing them was a diminutive 
Asiatic in full evening dress. Flank
ing him were three other Orientals 
in the same garb. All had pistols 
leveled at the intruders. 

"It's good to see you again, Mr. 
Kingsley." 

"And I'm surprised to see that 
you're sti 11 alive, Prince Jhengis,'' 
Kingsley returned in a hard voice. 

"The god of our fathers has seen 
fit to spare me from your efforts," 
the Mongol returned. "It almost 
leads me to believe that I am des
tined to finish my work." 

"I sincerely hope not," Kingsley 
returned gravely. 

Jhengis dropped the talk in that 
vein. "I presume you were inter
ested in delivering Mr. Strother from 
our hands?"  

"We were-and still are!" 

"That's too bad. And yet, it is 
fortunate for me, in a way. I hadn't 
realized before just how great a 
scientist you really were. I'd like 
very much for you to explain to me 
your method of penetrating my in4 

visible wall. I'm sure the knowl
edge would help us." 

"If you could get it." 

OH, we can do that all right,'' 
Prince Jhengis returned with 

the calm assurance of one who 
knows his abilities. "Doctor Bakri� 
Singh will get the details for me." 

"It might have occurred to you 
that I gave the doctor the idea that 
resulted in your wall." 

"But the doctor worked out the 
method," the prince insisted. ''How
ever, did you come to negotiate or 
to use force ?" 

In the light of the guns carried by 
the intruders, it  was apparent that 
the prince was in a mood for banter. 
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Kingsley decided to make the most 
of it. "We'd like to negotiate for 
the life of Basil Strother-provided 
we know he's alive." 

.,1 can convinc1: you of that," 
Jhengis replied. "And at the same 
time indulge in  a little o f  my in
fernal pride. Mr. Strother is going 
to tell Doctor Bakri-Singh and me 
a few of his secrets tonight. Per
haps you'd like to hear them, too. 
I t  wouldn't do any harm, since you, 
of course, won't l ive to reveal them." 

KINGSLEY bowed formally, fol
lowing the manner of the Ori

ental prince. "It would interest the 
&eientitic side of me to hear those 
things," he answered gravely . ..  And 
we can discui:s my death later." 

"Then come with me." 
The captors herded their pns· 

oners int8 the laboratory of Ba.ail 
Strother's mansion. It was a great 
room fully equipped with strange 
gear used in chemical experiments, 
including much electrical apparatus. 
Three men were woTking, one their 
supervisor, an aged scientist with 
gray hair and beard. At  the en
trance of the group the older man 
came forward. 

"Your friend, Mr. Kingsley, Doc
tor. "I'm sure you'll be glad to 
meet again." 

The scientist bowed formally. 
"Doctor Bakri-Singh is putting 

some refinements on your e lectric 
curtain," the prince explained. "And 
now, perhaps you'd like to see Mr. 
Strother." 

The doctor joined the group and 
they made their way to the farther 
end of the laboratory. 

Basil Strother lay upon a .-.·hite 
bed, partially covered with a sheet. 
His massive gray head with tousled 
hair was thrown back in an attitude 
of weakness, and his gray eyes were 
lifeleu, a strange contrast to the 
app_earance of this indomitable man's 

usual appearance. His head moved 
slightly and his glazed eyes took in 
the crowd without any signs of  rec
ognition. 

Kingsley glanced quickly about. 
Beside the bed was a white i nstru
ment cabinet, almost empty, except 
for a group of hypodermic syringes 
and a row of bottles and containers. 
On top of the cabinet was a bright 
metal sterilizer which gave off wisps 
of steam. 1 'This is the man you've 
paid with your lives to see," said 
the prince matter-of-factly. ..At the 
moment he is still trying to resist 
our truth serum, but I promiac you 
resistance is useless. 

"Our serum differs from the pop
ularly-known kind in America in 
that it breaks down mental resistance 
at1 well as physical. A s  you know, 
your own serum will make a man 
helpless against answering questions, 
but unfortunately it doesn't keep 
him from lying, thl.18 defeating its 
purpose. Ours doesn't have that 
fault." 

WHAT'S the object of this?" 
Kingsley demanded. 

"This is the last step in  our prep· 
aration for t2king over the manage
ment of your country. In a few mo
ments Strother will reveal to us the 
entire secret he has discovered." 

Prince Jhengis could not control 
bis enthusiasm. "Strother was a 
great man. The new war imple
ments he has created will make war 
bloodless and quickly decisive, al
though many lives may be snuffed 
out. But that doesn't matter ; people 
will die painlessly-will just disin
tegrate, to be exact." 

He grew excited. "Why, with the 
electric guns Strother has created 
we will be able to destroy utterly 
the last vestiges of your ddenses. 
Imagine this : we land our armiea 
on Lower California, transport them 
to your vital points by whatever 
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method you've just used to get 
through our electric wall. We aim 
Strother's weapons at your army, and 
presto, your armies cease to exist I 
Bloodlessly your soldiers have been 
disintegrated into gases-just as a 
dead animal or tree is gradually re
verted to its original elements." 

THE group was gathered around 
Strother. The physically weak and 

pale Hare dropped down and sat de
jectedly on the foot of the bed. 

Nobody noticed him. Prince Jhen
gis warmed up to his subject. 

"You have given me a new idea. 
You couldn't have gained access to 
this house in but one way. I sus
pect that you have at last discovered 
the method of breaking down living 
matter and transmitting it by elec
trical waves. then reassembling it. 
Great I You are going to reveal that 
to us and thus solve the problem of 
assembling our troops wherever we 
want them." The prince swelled with 
emotion. He held his hands aloft and 
gazed upward. 

"At last, oh, God of our fathers, 
the prayers of a thousand years have 
been heard I A Jhengis Khan shall 
sit in judgment on all mankind I 
Eternal i s  the House of J hengis I" 

He clasped his hands and looked 
at the doctor. "Quick," he ordered. 
"Start the injections on Mr. Kings
ley. He has made everything pos
sible at last." 

The Americans were still  sur
rounded by their silent captors who 
kept their drawn guns leveled at 
their prisoners. Doctor Bakri-Singh 
took a last look at Basil Strother. 
"Are you ready to answer our ques
tions now ?" he asked. 

The prone financier, without look
ing at his questioner, answered in a 
hollow and lifeless voice : "Yes." 

The doctor motioned to one of 
the assistants in white smocks, and 
the man sat be:side the bed with a 

notebook and pencil. "We will have 
to wait a few minutes to start 
on Mr. Kingsley," he said. "Mr. 
Strother cannot last very much 
longer." Then turning to the en

feebled prisoner, "Now, Mr. Strotheri 

start at the first and outline your 
whole plan. Give us all the details 
and tell us how-" 

There was an interruption. Noel 
Hare, pale and somewhat shaky, 
but with a strong cff ort, stood up. 

"Listen to me," he said in hi1 
high-pitched voice that contained 
something of resignation. "Perhaps 
you do not know this. The la� 
oratory-in fact this whole house
is underminded with high explosivca. 

"Mr. Strother knew spies would 
be trying to discover his secrets, 
trying to gain possession of this 
place to study his works, and he 
prepared for them. I can blow this 
place up instantly-kill us  all I And 
destroy the secret you've come to 
get. Mr. Strother would rather 1 
killed him, and us all, than for yo1.1 
to have the secret. Our lives are 
worth nothing beside the safety of 
the country as a whole. 

"If you let Mr. Strother say one 
word, I'll destroy this house and 
everyone in it." 

Prince J hengis' dark face went 
malignant and his black eyes flashed 
fire. "You're lying," he said in a 
low tone. 

"I'll prove it, if you force me to." 
"A Jhengis is contemptuous of 

death. Prove it.'' Kingsley stood 
tinkering with the watch-like device 
on his wrist. His  group stood in si
lent tension, amazed at the sudden 
change in the weakling secretary. 

KINGSLEY'S mouth went hard as 
he turned the stem of the de• 

vice on his wrist. He looked at 
Hare, surprised. 

Then he noticed Hare's arm. Tb, 
device wasn't in place on it/ 
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· 'IC:ingsley bit his lips ; his face was 
ih&orutaole. He took the few Bteps 
separating himself from t'he yeung 
aecttetary, and his hands gripped the 
yeung man's shoulder. 

K-i'tlgsley spoke to Prince Jhengis. 
''Good-by, Jben-gis," he said seri
ously. "I h1tve a Jot of respect for 
you as a man. It's too bad that we've 
met under these circumstances. And 
Doctor Bakri-Singh, you know I 
have always respected your learn
ing." Prince Jhengif; interrupted. 
''You aren't going to your ancestors 
fior a while yet." 

''No," Darrel Kingsley answered 
evenly. 

"''But you are." 
His hand .gripped the shoulder of 

young Han. That young man looked 
hmg at hia companions, then made 
a sudden d·ive toward a switch 
panel on the wall. 

Aa hie hand grasped the handle 
of an electrical switch, Kingsley 
pressed the stem <>f the watch-like 
thing on his arm, flashing a signal 
to Bates, standing before the switch
board back in the laboratory. 

AN explosion rent -the air like a 
clap of summer thunder, and 

Kingsley and his companions saw a 
vast white flame sear the darkness. 
T-hey found themselves standing in 
a group on a sandy beach four miles 
from Strother's Island I 

At their feet lay the half-conscious 
Strother. Ha-re was not with them! 

The sweeping flame on the island 
that accompanied the explosion lifted 
a mass of masonry, black in the red 
flame, high in the air, then pieces 
of it rained down on the site with 
a roar that could be heard from the 
beac-h. 

· 'Strother's -castle tvaa a heap of 
smomng ruins. Junk I And junk 
was the machinery that had created 
the -invisible wall around it. Buried 
somewhere in t"he smolder.ing heap 

waa the descendant of that ruthless 
conqueror of a thousand years ago. 
Jhengis Khan. And gene was the 
East's greatest scientist. And the 
1-itt-le, .fright-ened Noel Hare I 

"Poor Hare I" 
It was the commi:esioner &f police 

who speke. Delaney was graduaf½, 
beginning to realize that he was back 
on the mainland and safe. I-t was 
seldom that he had .a word of sym
pathy for anybody, no matter how 
much he felt it, and this time Kings
ley knew how strongly he must have 
been affected. 

"Wh.y wasn't he brought out with· 
us?"  Delaney asked. ''He had one 
of these gadgets on just like we 
did." 

Kl:NGSLEY anawered : "I'd bate 
to be put to the teGt of doing 

what he did-and I imagine you fel
lowa would, too. Look I" Kingsley 
stooped over beside the form of 
Basil Strother and grasped that 
man's ankle. 

' "While v,e were ta1king, Har-e 
took the instrument off his wrist
he was sitt-ing on the foot of the 
bed at the time, remember--and 
strapped i t  around Strother's ankle. 
Deliberately offering escape to 
Strother at the cost of his own 1 ifc. 
One of you get an ambulance, will 
you, so we can get St1 other to a 
hospital. He·u live, all right." 

"I'll do it  personally," Weldon 
said. "And while I'm gone, I'm 
going to put Washington at ease 
and mention what you've done." 

"Never mind me," Darrell Kings
ley answered. "But you rnight men
t ion Hare's wonderful heroism and 
the work of my assistant, Bates. 
He'11 h:?en aitting back at my labo
ratory doing all the wot:k-and suf
fering all the suspense. Our wrist
watches wouldn't have done us any 
good if he lladn't ·been on the job 
to operate tm machinery." 



Last of ·the Brood 

A Gripping, Tense Story of Bitter Rivalry and 
Elemental Struggle in the Wolf Pack 

By HAROLD DE POLO 
Author of "The Better Man," "The Pearl-and-Gold Bandit," etc. 

T
HE GAUNT young wolf, 
far in the rear of even the 
last stragglers, gamely at

tempted to increase his pace as he 
heard the shrill cries ahead of him, 
signifying that the pack had come 
to a halt. It meant, he at first hope
fully thought, that food had been 
torn down by the leaders. A deer 
or a moose. 

Perhaps, if fortune had been kind, 
an entire herd. If the latter were 
so, there would be plenty for all, in
cluding such laggards as himself. 

After the first dozen or more 
strides he had taken, however, be 

was forced to relapse into his former 
slow progress. His wounded left 
haunch, ripped by the fangs of an 
older and larger adversary in battle 
several days ago, was too painful to 
allow him to make any great amount 
of speed. 

Hungry though he was, eager for 
the taste of fresh and much-needed 
meat, he had to be content with 
laboriously limping along over the 
crusted snow. 

With all his courage, his ability to 
take physical punishment, he never
theless possessed a certain innate 
wisdom that was not common in • 
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yearling wolf. He knew, somehow, 
that if he pat too much strain on 'his 
le� it would only prolong the heal
fog process. 

He had seen others of his kind, in
oured in combat. become perma:1ently 
crippled by blindly refusing to favor 
a wounded foot. So, food or no food, 
he took his time and picked the 
easiest going. 

HE had already made one mistake, 
he realized, when he pitted 

himself against that older and 
6tronger wolf. The other animal, 
:when the pack had halted for a brief 
!'est, had suddenly snapped at him 
l\vith his fangs for no valid reason. 
[n all probability, it had been be
cause hunger had made him irri
table. An¥way. as the teeth of his 
attacker had grazed his shoulder, the 
1,Y0ungor member of the gray horde 
had valiantly decided to def end him
self and not retreat. 

The battle had been of fairly short 
duration. His heavier opponent, bet
ter fed and in better condition than 
he himself had been, had oveTpow
ered him with the s'heer weig-ht of 
his body. The young wolf, down 
under his antagonist, had suffered 
this cruelly torn haunch, but he him
self had ma:1aged to inflict a jagged 
gash along the throat of the older 
animal. The latter, after rece:ving 
it, had been satisfied to discontinue 
the fray. 

It had taught the young wolf a 
lesson, this being that discretion was 
occasionally the better part of valor. 
He should have retreated from that 
bulkier opponent when the other 
'first snapped at him. He had de
cidedly not been ready to match his 
own weight against • that of a fu11-
grown wolf. 

As 1:he winter progressed be would 
frll out and take on more poundage, 
-and perhaps then he would 'be able 
to e\·en the score. Until he was a 

'trifle older 'he would move wtth cau
tion in everyfhing, he 'had definite1y 
decided. 

His caution in the use of his leg, 
he presently saw, had not caused 
him to lose any chance at food. 
T.he pack, he discovered, had not 
stopped because game had been torn 
down. They had stopped in order to 
witness a battle -between tbeiT gigan
ti e old leader and one of the older 
wolves. It was all over when the 
youngster arrived. 

Weak and staggering, but ati-11 on 
hi6 feet, the despotic ruler stood 
over the inert and l ife'less form o f  
his erstwhile opponent, whose jugu
lar had been ripped wide open. 

As the stra-�ler approached the 
gi.ay circle, he thought of what had 
pr,abab1y happened. The wolf who 
was dead, perhaps, had come a bit 
too close to the leader, and the lat
ter had turned and insisted on mak
ing the other pay with his life for 
tnc unintended affront. Time after 
time the wolf flack had seen this 
occur, for by fear and merciless 
tyranny alone did the ruler hold his 
throne. His gre2t body, his almost 
phenomenal strength, had allowed 
him to do this, and there were few 
who would willingly come to grips 
with him. 

NOW, after surveying his subjects 
with arrogantly blazing eyes 

that seemed to ask if any other cared 
to attempt c ombat with him, he sud
derrly sank his fangs with a savage 
snarl along the throat of his van
quished adversary. 

He -signified, at the same time, that 
he would not take it amis$ i f  his 
mate and another comely young fe
male joined him in this feast of 
fresh mecit and hot blood. As they 
did so, not another wolf dared to 
approach the carcass, andeniably 
proving that 'his discipline was su• 
preme. 
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But, as the atraggler with the 
wounded haunch came to the outer 
edge of the circle, a queer mixture 
of rage and sorrow and pain gripped 
his heart as he procured a closer 
view of  that dead wolf on which the 
leader was now f casting. 

He did not, it  is true, know the 
exact reason for his strongly experi
encing these emotions ; he knew, 
only, that an overwhelming desire 
was throbbing through his brain to 
leap forward and attempt to tear the 
despotic monarch to pieces. He felt, 
somehow, as if that mangled carcass 
on the frozen snow was somehow 
part of himself; as if something, sud
denly, had been taken away from his 
own life, leaving an empty and un
explainable void. 

HE could never be satisfied-could 
never rest content-until he had 

wreaked his vengeance on that gigan
tic leader. 

Nevertheless, as the bloodthirsty 
tyrant gave the order to move on 
when he had completed his meal, the 
youngster wisely refrained from 
huriing himself forward and so sac
rificing his own life in the vain e f
fort of pulling down the older wolf. 

Instead, he obediently dropped to 
the rear and followed the mighty 
pack, again reminding himself that 
he must use caution. He must use 
caution not only with his leg, he 
realized, but in every single thing 
that he did. He was not yet ready 
to face the leader, and the leader 
was the one that he now wanted to 
face. He had forgotten all about 
that other wolf who had given him 
his wound on the haunch. 

The leader was his goal I 
There was good and valid reason 

for his wanting to tear down the 
despotic ruler. The animal whom 
the latter had e1ttacked and van
quished and devoured had been the 

father of the young straggler. 

He had not sensed this kinship, 
for in the life of the wolf pack 
parenthood is practically forgotten 
as soon as the young whelps are able 
to shift for themselves. As long as 
they are helpless and dependent-as 
long as they need guidance in learn
ing the laws of the wild-the cubs 
are tenderly and devotedly cared for 
by their progenitors. 

But, just as soon as they are capa
ble of shifting for themselves, they 
are left to make their own way in 
the world. Sometimes they go off 
and later join some other pack, 
while perhaps an equal number re
main with the original group. In 
either case, the duties of  parenthood 
have so completely ceased that the 
relationship is apparently utterly for
gotten on both sides. 

The young wolf who had all at 
once vowed vengeance on the merci-. 
less old chieftain had experienced 
about the usual life of one of his 
ilk. He had been one of a litter of 
four, born in the stump of an im
mense pine tree where his mother 
had gone for ahelter in order to bear 
her brood. 

He had been the prize of the lit
ter, although naturally he had not 
been aware of this. He had been 
larger-boned, bigger-bodied, more 
quick of brain. He had always been 
the winner in playful battles with 
his brothers and sisters, and it had 
been his keen thinking as well as 
his physical bulk that had enabled 
him to do this. 

I
T was this same mental keenness, 

in fact, that was responsible for 
his being alive at present. 

One morning when the litter had 
been eight or nine weeks old, their 
parents had left them for no more 
then a scant thirty minutes or eo. 
During that period, two voracious 
lynx had made an assault on the 
wolf lair in the hollow of the pine. 
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Three of the cubs had · be-en too 
terrorized to move, and bad thecc
fore lost their lives before they bad 
known what it was all about. The 
fourth-the youngster who had j.uit 
&een his father ki lled-had sensed 
that grim peril had been put upon 
him. 

Remembering that he had been 
taught that self-preservation was the 
first law of the wild, he had scam
pered off and entered a burrow be
neath a boulder where he knew the 
cats could 11ot follow. Nor had he 
emerged until the retun1 of his 
mother and father. 

FOR the next month or more he 
had received inordinately close 

attention from his parents. They 
had lost all their off spring but one, 
and presumably they had decided 
to take not the slightest chance 0£ 
having anything happen to the last 
of the brood. 

He profited to a marked degree, of  
course, by this eKceptional care. He 
became an adept at  hunting, seeing 
that he had two teachers giving him 
their entire time, and be conse
quently filled out more and took on 
weight so that he was perhaps a full 
eight or ten weeks more advanced 
than any wolf whelps of about his 
own age. 

One of those innumerable and 
common tragedies of the wild had 
been responsible for his being left 
to shift for himself shortly after 
this. 

His mother, leaving him in charge 
of his father, had gone out on the 
hunt one evening. Night passed and 
the dawn came, but still she did not 
return. She never returned. An
other lynx pair, a, big panther, the 
cloven hoof of a moose, the bullet 
or trap of a dreaded man-creature
ar y of these might have been the 
caui.e of her doom. Her mate had 
r.ever found out, as so manr. mat'ea 

of the wild never do find sut what 
haa happened. 

Left alone with his last whelp, the 
old wolf had rejoined the pack. 
Gradually, as he saw that the young
ster was more than able to handle 
himself in the company of thoee of 
his own age, he had allowed him to 
think and act for himself. ln an
other week or ten days, indeed, the 
older wolf calmly went his own way 
and scarcely gave any notice to the 
cub he had so carefully reared. 

From then on, it is doubt-ful if 
either of them ever .gave the slight
est heed or thought of their rela
tionship to the other. 

It is true that the youngster, dce,p 
down in his beact, occasionally felt 
a vague kinship or comradeship fer 
the older animal. He would never, 
for instance, try to outdistance hirn 
on the bunt. Instead, he had al
ways preferred to run shoulder-to
shoulder with him, so they might 
both he in on the kill simultane
ously. 

Again, if ever he had done some
thing that h11: deemed noteworthy, 
such as beiiiting an animal of his own 
age or even larger, he would uncon
scioudy find himself glancing at the 
old wolf for approval. In various 
other small waya, as welJ, he had 
shown his interest in the rugged old 
veteran. 

THESE were the feelings, the emo
tions, that had become so inten

sified when he had seen his sire ly
ing dead on the snow. He must have 
vengeance. 

It was not a passing thing of the 
moment, either. All through that 
night, on the continuance of the 
long' and gruelling hunt, the idea 
kept growing in hit mind. Like 
many another of the pack, he had 
always felt a just rancor against 
their cruel leader. 

Also, like manr another of the 
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pack. fie had · dreamed of possibly 
some day becoming sufficiently pow
erfu] to burl the ruler from his 
throne. 

Now, however, this desire had 
1ucidenly become the one and only 
passion of his life. 

Someway, somehow, he would con
quer the leader ! 
· The young wolf, the following 
night, took what rnay have seemed 
an -odd way of preparing for his re
ven&e. While the pack was on the 
hunt, and hia injured leg kept him 
among the stragglers, he gradually 
dropped back and back. His doing 
so, apparently, had gone unnoticed, 
and soon he was almost half a mile 
or more in the rear. 

THEN, very quietly and calmly, he 
v�ered off from the trail, straight 

south, and continued on his way. He  
had deserted the pack, deserted his 
heritage. 

He found one thing out very defi
nitely, even before the next dawn 
came. It was far easier to procure 
food, in either a lean or a fat sea
son, if hunting alone. His approach 
on prospective prey could be made 
much more silently ; he did not have 
the worry of v.ratching other mem
bers of  the pack. always ready to 
fight off a companion for meat ; he 
did not have to obey the law of the 
gray horde and blindly go only 
where the desp-0tic leader wou.ld  di
rect. He was his own master. 

He captured a ptarmigan and a 
rabbit, that first night, and when he 
stretched out to sleep in a rotted old 
fallen log he felt rested and filled 
for the first time all winter. 

He wanted, above everything else, 
to keep away from the haunts of the 
pack, so the next morning he con
tinued southward, toward the fringe 
of human settlements that were ever 
creeping further up into the north
ern wilderneas. Near the settlements, 

, .. 
he knew, the men creatures set out 
traps. - Wherever they were, the 
hunting should be thicker for any 
animal who . moved with extreme 
caution. And he knew, full well, 
just how to do that. 

His object, in this, waa to gain as 
much rest as be pos-aibly could, for 
he was shrewd enough to realize 
that � was worn and raw-ne-rved 
from lack of food and too much ex
ercise in trying to find it. Rest 
would gradually bring him back to 
full strength, and before he would 
dare attempt the plan which he had 
more or less vaguely formulated he 
would need all the vigor it was pos
sible to procure. He would never 
make the mistake o f  again under
estimating an opponent. 

His strength and weight did be
gin to come back, quite amazingly. 
after no more than the first week of 
hia lone eJti.atence. Fighting as he 
was. for a goal that he never allowed 
himself to forget, he became an e:1t• 
pert at robbing the traps of tlre men 
creatures. Aa much ai. he could, he 
followed several of the humans when 
they set out some of their traps, 
doing so whenever he could safely 
trail them from the protection of 
the acijoining forest. 

In that manner, l:ie learned to 
avoid their pitfalls. 

HE saw what was to him a ne� 
method of trapping, during hi� 

second week, and at the same time 
he was able to enjoy the fullest and 
most satisfying meal he had yet had. 

In trailing after a man creature 
he had never seen before, he saw 
him stop in a deer rnnway and sling 
some strange tools to the ground
a pick and shovel, aa it happened. 
He saw the trapper, then, use them 
to dig a hole in the frozen ground. 
It was a good eight feet deep and at 
least half that distance square. 

When it was completed, the hu• 
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man with great care covered it over 
with brittle limbs from fallen trees. 
These, in turn, he hid from view 
with a blanket of snow. After that 
be effaced his snowshoe tracks from 
the vicinity, as best he could, and 
trudged away. 

Gazing at the scene from hiding, 
the wolf realized that i t  wou Id take 
an alert animal to sense the lurk
ing danger. 

FROM curiosity, as welt as from 
his desire to obtain as much 

knowledge as he could, the wolf 
made up his mind to linger here by 
the �unway and see what would 
happen. He waited all the rest ot 
the morning, all that afternoon, and 
it was not until close to dusk that 
he was rewarded. 

A doe, with her fawn ahead of 
her, came prancing down the path. 
The fawn, leaping friskily along, 
landed on that spot covered with 
snow and dead limbs and disap
peared with a bleat of fear. The 
mother, frantic, went to the edge of 
the hole and peered down. She 
stayed there for a moment, unable 
to do anything. The leg of the 
fawn had been broken. 

The wolf, then, made his appear
ance, and the doe flashed off in 
terror. It was all  just one more of 
the innumerable and unavoidable 
tragedies of the wild. 

Taking the place that the doe had 
left, the wolf looked down and saw 
the plight of the fawn. His own leg 
had been mending rapidly, and now 
he tested it, putting all  his weight 
upon it, as he wondered whether or 
not to jump down. He was not cer
tain that he could manage to make 
the upward leap to safety, but the 
sight of that generous meal below 
him, that would feed the man crea
ture if he himself did not get it,  
caused him to make up his mind. 
Carefully, he slid down into the 

cavity and put the suffering fawn 
out of misery. 

He ate his meal somewhat bur• 
riedly, for he could not know when 
the trapper might return, and then 
he crouched down for his upv;.a_rd 
leap. He made it, too, with ease. 

His leg was completely healed and 
he had never felt stronger i n  his 
life, and he made his way to a com
fortable cave in the near neighbor• 
hood to enjoy rest and sleep to the 
full. This he did for the balance of 
the night, and when he awoke with 
the coming of dawn he knew for a 
certainty that he was in the finest 
condition of his career. 

He had taken on weight and bis 
body had 1illed out, and he felt that 
soon he would be competent to 
search out the pack and come to 
grips with his hated enemy. 

But he must not hurry. He must 
take his time. 

BRIEFLY, he allowed two weeks 
to go by before he started out 

to hunt up the pack, and in that 
period of time he had continued to 
gain in strength and cunning. 

Luck was with him, he discovered, 
right from the beginning. He did 
not find it necessary to do so much 
traveling in order to come across the 
tracks of the pack. He found them, 
as a matter of fact, when he had 
worked his way directly northward 
for no more than a scant morning. 

He saw, too, that the tyrannical 
leader was working toward the south. 
This told the younger wolf that the 
hunting toward the north must have 
become even poorer. Otherwise, the 
wi ly chieftain would never have 
come down near the settlements. 

He caught his first glimpse of the 
pack that afternoon, and he was 
careful to approach them with the 
wind coming toward him. He ·did 
no more, now, than remain in hiding 
and study them. It  was hard to do 
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this, for it took tremendous effort 
on his part not to throw caution 
aside and rush in and grapple with 
the leader. His hatred for him, hie 
deaire for revenge, became almost 
overwhelming. 

Nevertheless, he mastered hi& 
emotions and remembered thnt he 
must keep cool. One thing, though, 
pleased him vastly. The veteran 
leader was looking as lean and 
hungry as he had over a month ago. 
Hunting had decidedly been poor. 

HE waited until early the next 
morning before he began his 

campaign. He found the trail of 
the pack even further southward, 
and when he came upon them he saw 
that they had passed another night 
of futile searching for sufficient 
food. 

He approached them stealthily, 
working to join in with the strag
glers so that hi:. arrival would not 
be noticed immediately by the 
rulec Much to his satisfaction, he 
&ucceeded in doing that, the other 
wolves no doubt thinking he h:id 
merely strayed away from the pack 
and only now found them again. 

For not more than a mile the 
younger wolf loped along \'Ii th the 
end of the pack, and then, very 
gradually, he began to change his 
position. He moved up to the cen
ter, went on even beyond that, and 
then pressed ahead to fall in beside 
the members who were just in the 
rear of the leader. He continued 
here for a few hundred yards, no 
more, and suddenly made the open
ing move in bis plan of action. 

Silently, swiftly, he left the :.now 
on a gigantic leap that brought him 
to the - very side of the leader. 

As the old ruler turned, surprised 
and raging, the younger animal 
snapped out with his fangs. He 
caught the other on the t ip  of the 
nose, made a painful rip that drew 

blood, and then bounded away just 
in time to avoid a savage return 
blow. Without wasting any time, he 
put on all of his phenomenal speed 
and raced forv.•ard, giving the im
pression of  one who has repented 
of a daring deed and is attempting 
to evade the consequences by re
treating. The fierce leader, too, must 
have been of this opinion, for with a 
snarl of anger and off ended dignity 
he charged on after the fleeing form 
of the animal who had opened hos
tilities. 

The younger wolf, from the start, 
realized that be had never before 
understood precisely how much 
speed of foot was possessed by the 
veteran ruler. He himself, leading 
the way, was using his topmost gait 
in order to test the powers of bis 
adversary without any delay, and 
the older animal was having no 
trouble in keeping fairly close to 
him. Hungry though he was, worn 
down by a grim winter, he still was 
able to call on his muscles and have 
them respond to him. 

THE aspirant to the throne, in ad
mitting this, was not in any way 

discouraged. He felt 11upreme con
fidence in  himself for the first time 
in his life, although he squarely 
faced the fact that he had pitted 
himself against a formidable foe. 

First of all, he wanted to put as 
much distance as he could between 
the pack and the two of them. When 
he did meet the leader in battle, he 
preferred to do it without an au
dience. He did not want the odds 
unfairly against him, and he was 
aware that in this case, being raven
ous for food, some of the others 
might break the law of the pack 
and step in to join against him. 

He took the easiest going, at 
firi.t, keeping to level ground and 
trodden runways. For a league, for 
two leagues, he did thia. By that 
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time, with the leader no more than a 
hundred yards in his rear, the pack 
was spread out from half a mile to a 
full mile behind them. 

He took to the heavy timber 
where the going was rough. Delib
erately, he chose the worst ground 
he could find. Over logs, between 
boulders, through underbrush. For 
a mile or more he continued, and 
still that big gray animal behind him 
kept up the pace. 

He knew then that his task would 
be no easy one. Far from easy. It 
would be doubtful, dangerous, when 
they came to grips. He had thought 
that, by this time, the old leader 
would have shown some signs of 
fatigue. When this had occurred, 
the younger animal had planned to 
slow down his speed, allow the other 
to catch up with him, and fight it 
out with a more tired opponent. 

He racked his brain for some new 
plan, for each time he turned his 
head and glanced behind him he 
saw that implacable pursuer coming 
steadily on, always about the same 
distance away. Finally, he turned 
straight for the settlement section, 
making in particular for the trap 
line he had lately been robbing. He 
had, all  at once, definitely decided 
on exactly what he would do. 

He made for the runway where he 
had found the fawn in as direct a 
line as possible. Simultaneous with 
this move, he began to decrease his 
speed and to act as if at last he 
were feeling the effects of the chase. 

Occasionally he hesitated, swayed 
a trifle before going on, and out of 
the corner of his eye he saw that 
his pursuer was taking the bait. The 
old battler was getting anxious for 
the kill. 

As he struck the runway and raced 
down it, the younger wolf saw with 
his keen eye that the trapper had 
again visited the spot and covered 
up the treacherous hole with fresh 

branches and snow. It would not 
have been visible to any of the for
est folk unless they had previously 
known of its existence. He made for 
it without a qualm, with the older 
wolf now not more than a short 
dozen paces behind him. 

When he came to it, he very de
liberately bounded squarely onto the 
middle of it, and as he sank down 
out of sight much as he had seen the 
little fawn do, he emitted a howl of 
terrorized surprise. 

LANDING on the bottom, he hast
ily stuck his left hind leg under 

him and set up a wail of pain. He 
wanted it to seem as if he had broken 
or at least badly injured his wounded 
leg. He held his breath, however, 
as he awaited developments. 

Luck was again with him, nor was 
he kept long in suspense. The old 
ruler, nearly crazed with joy at the 
prospect of wreaking his vengeance 
on the younger animal who had 
dared to flaunt him before the pack, 
came to the edge of the human trap 
and took merely one glance below. 

The younger wolf, cringing and 
whimpering his pain, must have 
caused the leader to believe that his 
left leg was broken and that the last 
vestige of his courage had com
pletely gone. S0, with a snarl of 
rage and blood-lust combined, he 
flung himself into the hole. 

While still in midair, almost, 
he was given the most thorough 
surprise of his life. The wolf who 
had been cringing below, presumably 
with a broken leg, suddenly bounded 
to his feet and launched himself 
straight upward at his antagonist, 
fangs ready. They met, also, ex
actly where he had planned and 
hoped to have them do so, and that 
was at the throat of the despotic 
ruler. 

When they did meet, crunching 
through hide and flesh, they_ hung 
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on with a strength and a certain 
erim doggedness that there was no 
withstanding. Together, in a snarl
ing and clnving and growling mas11, 
the two of them crashed down. 

For what must have been a long, 
long minute to each antagonist, the 
bottom of that virtual death-pit be
came a veritable hell. They were 
fighting for their lives, for the lead
ership of the pack, and they knew it. 

The younger wolf, however, was 
fighting for something greater. Last 
of his own brood that be had been, 
last of a line of gray warriors that 
had known many rulers, he was in
stinctively struggling to reeain. his 
heritage and to even the score with 
the wanton kiHer of his sire. 

He was, it seemed, practically in
sensible to the claws that were rip
ping him, the fangs that were try
ing to reach his throat. Gamely and 
fiercely he hung on, ever and ever 
digging his fangs in deeper. 

As they fought, as they rolled over 
and over, there came to his ear& the 
cries of the approaching pack, and 
it served to send him into what 
amounted to a frenzy of strength. 

Clamping his jaws as close to
gether as they would go, he tossed 
his heavy body to the side with all 
the power of which he was capable, 
and as he did so he felt hide and 
flesh give way from the throat of his 
enemy. 

WHEN i t  did, he also felt tne body 
of his opponent suddenly relax, 

twitch spasmodically, and then be
come inert. At the same time, hot 
blood gushed out and spilled over his 
own chest and shoulders and jowls, 
and he knew that he had severed the 
jugular of the tyrant who had sent 
so many others to their doom. 

Even then he <lid not lose his 
poise. W eakencd thoogh he was, 
aching from his wounds of combat, 
he pulled his superb mi.;sclcs to-

gethet and made his leap for the 
ground above. 

He made it I 

HE did not reach there any too 
soon, for as he stood trembling 

on the brink of the pitfall attempt
ing to get his breath, the firat few 
of the gray horde came into view. 
When they did, he proved again that 
he had the stuff of heroes and kings 
in him, for he threw back hi1 head 
majestically and proudly eyed the 
oncoming wolves. 

He looked every_ inch a conqueror, 
ready to meet one and all, and his 
upper Hp unconsciously curled back 
i n  challenge. 

One of the wolves-then another
started to accept this offer of bat
tle. But, as the first one strode for
ward, the conqueror of the despotic 
leader launched his body forth on 
the atta�k. 

He did not, this time, strike home 
witb his fangs. The other wolf was 
too quick for him. Almost as soon 
as the feet of the ycrong victor had 
left the ground, the other animal 
had turned around and vanished into 
the forest. 

His companion, as well, followed 
him without any delay, and the 
avenger was left there alone. He 
stood with head held high, eyes 
blazing defiance, as the rest of the 
pack came up. None of them, how
ever, seemed prone to dispute his 
right to the leadership. 

Coolly turning his back upon them, 
he started to lope leisurely off to
ward the west with a gesture of his 
head that signified he desired them 
to follow him. Without a single ex
ception, without even a mild com
plaint from any of them, this great
est pad:: in the northland obedi
ently settled down to follow him. 

The last of the brood of a Jong 
line of kings had come into his 
own ! 
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rebel chief tai.n. I ever met. And 
what a man t Ignorant, unschooled, 
he couldn't even write his own name 
legibly. Yet he gave General Per
shing and the whole U. S. Cavalry 
a merry run for their money and 
beat them to the draw every time 
they thought they had him cor
nered.". 

"But he was cruel and heartless 
with his own men," Ye Olde Globe 
Trotter interposed. "That kind of 
let's him out as an ideal leader, 
doesn't i t?"  

"Gone Again" Flannigan jerked 
hii. eyes on mine, and almost bored 
me through with his penetrating 
stare. 

"Cruel ? Hell, no !" he blurted. 
"He was one of the kindest men I 
ever met, despite the fact that he 
was the craftiest. A brave and mis
guided U. S. Cavalryman, disguised 
as a Yaqui Indian, made his way 
into Pancho Villa's headquarten 
when he was at Parral and attempt
ed to kill Pancho in cold blood, 
with a stiletto he had concealed in 
the sleeve of his shirt. He drew 
blood from Pancho, too. Made an 
ugly gash right . under the rebel 
chief's ri�ht arm, before Pancho 
Hached cut with his left hand and 
twisted the stiletto from his grasp. 

' 'Then Pancho laughed O!)enly and 
londly. showing the double rows of 
gold teeth of which he was im
mensely proud. 

" 'Gringo,' he said, in his cold, in
cisive manner, jerking the long black
haired wig from the cowering troop
er's head, ·you are just a plain 
damn fool. You come into the land 
I know better than you know your 
own mother's face and try to beat 
me at my own game. I knew the 
minute you got inside my lines. My 
men wanted to kill you on the in
stant. I ordered them not to. Let 
Pancho take care of his own,' I told 
them. 

" 'I wanted ta sec bow far you 
would go. How much courage you 
had-and how little sense. I found 
out. You're a brave man, but you're 
dumb. I wanted to test the muchly 
heralded gringo initiative and re
sourcefulness. You were only bait, 
man, just bait. I let you come on, 
like a cat watching a mouse. I have 
only played with you, but I have 
learned. I have nothing to fear from 
you damned gringoes. I give the 
laugh to your great American Gen
eral. He can't beat me in my own 
land. I have sense enough not to 
try and beat him in his. That is 
where I am smart and he is  duml:>.' 

' 'By this time the cowering troop
er had recovered some of his equi
librium. He stood up and thrust out 
his hands. 'Take me, General, and 
do what you will. Execution is my 
store. I'll take it standing up. You 
won't have to blindfold me and stand 
me against a wall. Give it to me 
right here.' 

''A confident smile rippled across 
Pancho Villa's thin Hps. His dark 
flaming eyes leaped with little flames. 

· · 'Gringo,' he said, 'you are a brave 
man. You gave your beat for your 
General and your country. It wasn't 
enough. I t  didn't work. You have 
too much pride to go back to your 
own colors after this failure. I can 
read that in your eyes. You are not 
afraid to die. I couldn't punish you 
by shooting you. I let you live. I'll 
detail a squad of my men to take 
you back in the hills. There you 
will Jive in peace and comfort. I 
won't ask you to take up arms 
against your own kind. I won't 
send you back to their lines in de
f eat. Stay in the hills, Ii ve off the 
fat of the land. The gringoes, they 
will all leavt.. soon. when they find 
out they can't catch me. Then I 
will have a place for you in my 
armies, fighting the exploiters of m)( 
people, the people I sprang from 
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and love more than you love your 
own mother. Go, gringo, go ! Return 
when I give you the call.' " 

Ye Olde Globe Trotter had been 
listening in silence all the time. 
"Gone Again" was certainly steamed 
up and spouting out the story a 
mile a minute. 

"But how do you know that story 
is true ?" I asked. .. It seems funny 
that I have never heard it before-" 

Flannigan smiled. His eyes gleam
ed with an eager l ight. 

"J was the U. S. trooper," he re
plied. "This is the first time I have 
told it to any man." 

With the words, he was off 
through the door. He was out of 
sight before I could recover my 
breath. Gone A gain ! Here again, 
there again, Gone Again, Flannigan I 
That's the way he has been ever 
since I first met him, and that's the 
reason for his nickname. Of course 
it isn't his real name. But it's the 
name he has been known by, ever 
since that ill-fated U. S. Cavalry ex
pedition into Mexico after the bandit 
leader, Pancho Villa. 

And he's 52 years old now, but 
doesn't look 35. 

That's what red-blooded adventure 
does for a man l ike Flannigan-that 
and the courage to live the l i fe he 
loves. 

A few months ago we asked read
ers to write i n  and give their ex
periences with the grapevine, that 
uncanny means of communication 
without the aid of physical appa
ratus. A whole flock of letters have 
come in. One is printed below. 
There will be more in later issues. 

North Woods Grapevine ' 
Dear Globe Trotter : 

I n  a recent issue you asked readers to 
detail some of their own experiences with 
the mysterious grapevine. I had an experi
ence somewhat similar to Lieutenant Scott 
Mor&an's, in the great north woods of the 

Peace River country some years back. 
I was poling down the river in a loaded 

canoe some hundred or so miles from 
Athabasca Landing when a terrific storm 
broke. I struck for shore and lashed my 
canoe near the river bank. But the storm 
was over in no time at all, and the sun 
came out full and hot, when the black 
clouds passed. I stepped into my canoe 
and poled out from the shore. I heard 
something like a voice behind my back. 
"Don't go, stranger-don't go stranger," it 
seemed to say. I looked back but saw noth
ing, poled a few more strokes. The same 
sound came again, even louder than be
fore. I lool:ed back aiain. saw a Northern 
Plover standing on the rim of the river 
bank and squawking loudly. 

A whole Aock of plovers suddenly ap
peared above me then, and they all 
squawked in unison ; loud, raucously, but 
very distinct ly :  "Don't go, stranger ! Don't 
go, stranger !" 

I felt foolish, but somehow, I couldn't 
l ift my arms to paddle any more. I floated 
for awhile with that same eerie uncanny 
squawking above me and the plovers flying 
every which way. At times almost flying 
straight into my face. 

Finally I turned in toward the shore 
again and lashing my canoe to an over
llanging branch, got out and climbed a 
high bank. 

The squawking stopped instantly, and I 
felt a peculiar relaxation coming over me. 

Minutes later, a mountainous wall of 
water swept down from somewhere with 
the roar of a breaking dam. The canoe 
and its contents were swept away and 
dash�d to pieces right before my eyes. I f  
I had been in it I would hava gone the 
same way. Luckily, I was on a high bank 
and the wall of water never reached me. 

I had a long tramp afoot back to a post 
of Revillon Freres but I made it safely. 

Was that the grapevine, or wasn't i t ?  I f  
not, what was i t � "  

Yours sincerely, 

Harry S. Stincomb, 
Vancouver, B.  C. 

Well, Stincornb, I don't know 
whether you could call that working 
the grapevine or not. Certainly, i f  
i t  isn't the grapevine, i t  i s  some
thing very similar. Maybe some of  
the readers will be able to  give you 
a full explanation. But i t  seems 
positively uncanny to me. I have 
heard the plover call many times, 
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but certainly the call never sounded 
anything like, "Don't go, stranger
don't go !" 

f QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS 

Dear Globe Trotter : 
I understand tbat the government hirct 

men to do refrular trappinc and act as 
game v:-ardens on the various game pre-
1erve:, ;ind national forcats. 

I would like to know where I could cet 
infor::.ation concerning aucb a job. 

Carl Stenstrom, 
BemiC,j i, Minn. 

You don't say whether or not you 
are experienced in running trap 
linu or not, or in forest work. If 
you have had no experience in either 
line, you have absolutely no chance 
of getting such employment now. 
If you have had experience, you 
might write to the Biological Sur
vey, Department of Agriculture, in 
Was.t'ungton, D. C., and make ap
plication for such a position. 

Dear Globe Trotter: 
h there any state in the United States 

where diamonds have been found ? And ia 
it posslblc for a youne- man of good health. 
atroa1 pbysi40e and ambition and with a 
limited capital to prospect for same with 

any hope of findiq a field that would prove 
out aa a commcrdal propoaition. 

I want to cet out iu the open, and I 
picked on diamonds as a g0od thine to look 
for. Please anawcr as soon as you can in 
the columns of your department. I like 
THRILLING ADVENTURES and think 
it is the best magazine on the stands for 
a dime. I buy it every month the first 
day it comes out and read it from cover to 
cover. I f  I had more money I would go to 
South Africa or Bruil and prospect for 
the gem9 there, but I haven't saved up 
enough money for that yet. 

Wolfe Armstrong, 
Decatur, Ill. 

Well, Wolfe, you certainly are 
going after hot stuff. Boy, if you 
can find a diamond field that can be 
worked commercially in this coun
try your fortune is made. I am not 
saying that it can't be done, but I 
doubt it. A few diamonds, small 
ones, have been found in this coun
try, mostly in the state o f  Arkan
sas. But certainly not enough of 
them to make the quest worth while 
commercially. However, the still 
hidden vastness of the great Rocky 
Mountain range may hide just what 
you hope to find. Go to it ,  man, 
and if you find such a field let Ye 
Olde Globe Trotter in on it. I'd 
like to get my hands on a whole mt 

full of those glistening rocks. 

Th: Globe Trotter, 
THRILLING ADVENTURES, 
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Dear Globe Trotter : 
Me and my buddy here at Fort Slocum 

n:pect to be discharged from the army 
next month. We want to go on a hunting 
trip to Canada. We figure on doing a lit
tle trapping, too, and would like to travel 
by canoe. Can you suggest a good part of 
the country for us to go to? 

We will have about a thousand dollars 
between us when we get discharged and 
we want to see if we can't double or triple 
that stake during a season or so in the 
north country. What do you think? 

Yours very anxiously, 
Harold Malcomson, Pvt. ,  U. S.A., 
Fort Slocum, New York. 

Well, soldier, you are wise to have 
that grand between you, for the 
Royal Canadian Mounted Police 
guard all the water routes to the 
Canadian North, and if you don't 
have an outfit that they think is 
sufficient and money enough to 
carry you in and out comfortably 
they won't let you enter. 

Better information than I c�n give 
you concerning the thousand and 
one places in Canada where you 
might go and find what you want 
can be had i f  you will mail a letter \ 
of inquiry to Mr. Ben Deacon, As
sistant Director of Publ icity, Cana- I 
dian National Railways, Montreal, 

I Quebec. They will send you maps 
and answer any questions that you 
may ask. What is more, they will 
give you up-to-date last-minute in-

(Concluded on page 159) 
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Pl&J' 11 austcal Instrument and 
get more out pf ille. You will 
1,e po'f ular . . .  you will be tbe 
llle O Ulo party , . , )'OU WIii be 
the center of attraction . . .  with 
the tello.,a-tllld the glrlL Mai
tn1 money . . .  DIO money le 
another adYanta10 . You caa 
join an orcheatra or form :,our owu 
n1 Lll:ADlllll. The radio alao olfera 
you a eoldeo opportunlt7. The7'ro 
a1.,.,, LOOKINO fv-r new talent. 
Here'• a road to tame and fortune. 
BUDY VALLB'l'l, PAUL 8PEOHT, 
BODDY BOOE&8, PHIL e.uuta, 
B.ABBT BEISER, NIOK: LUCll.8, 
8008A. 1111d tboautuia ot oti..n haTe 
bouc),t. loatrumenu from New York 
Band. Yau, too, caa reach lbe top. 
It'• ea.7 I And tho Oneat war, to atart la 
wttll an Instrument from 'New York 
Band." A.Mk your mualcal frlenda. THEY 
KNOW what Ihle quality tbe11e lolltru
menu are. They'll tell you wbat 1cnaa
t1orraJ nJa• T IJE8lD. AB.fl !tut don. ·t ,raU a:ntil tt·t too late . . . U... ottert9t: an for llal&ad �--��� ...... �.'� -�--=-....,;.; 
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THE GLOBE TROTTER 

format.ion. As for doubling or trip
ling your stake, don't bank on it . 
. You might come out broke, for the 
north country in its upper reaches is 
tough territory for tenderfoots-and 
you have to go to the upper reaches 
if you expect to find rich trapping. 
And that depends a whole lot on 
the seasons and luck. 

So much for the Questions and 
Answers this �onth, fellows. Ye 
Olde Globe Trotter is running short 
of space and has to sign off pronto. 

But before signing off I want to 
tip you off to next month's great , 
complete book-length adventure 
novel-PYRAMID OF GOLD, by 
George Allan Moffatt, which takes 
you to Yucatan. It's a novel with a 
thrill on every page-fast-moving, 
exciting from the word go-and you 
can't afford to miss it. NEW STUFF ! 

And then there'll be FALSE 
CARGO-a swell novelette of the 
sea, by Wallace R. Bamber. Those 
readers who liked Jacland Marmur's 
exceptional sea story in this issue
and I'm sure you all liked it-will 
fin.d FALSE CARGO another win� 
ner. 

Then there'll be other novelettes
short stories-features-all told, 160 
action-packed pages, all written by 
authors who know their stuff. Order 
your copy now ! 

Don't forget the coupon printed 
at the bottom of page 1 56. Clip 
'em out, mark them up and send 
them i n  to me. I got a stack high 
as a mountain right now, but I want 
two mountains of  them. 

And let's have some more thou
sands of letters and postcards. Who 
was it that said something about 
making a mountain out of a mole 
bil l ?  Well, Ye Olde Globe Trotter 
bas got that guy skinned to death 
and beaten both ways from the 
draw. Letters and coupons make 
better mountains. 

So, Hasta la vista, mis amig�s. 
-THE GLOBE TROTTER. 

Wt N N I E  W t N K L E  
For men onl,. Tilll• & Mac, Toou & Cu�r. BOQ & Bubb!OI, 
Fumle HIii. On11 a Doy, Harol,1 Teto 4t Lllum,, Doob JdcNUtl A 
Ptul. The \'amolrt. Tt1e End or Uttlttn. \Vhat Tomm., Saw Uodv 
the l'arlor Door. Twtl•o 017 Lo•o Louer, Read Tlro W&J"t. Oa:, 
1.-Htt In J•uta; aJJ.O )0 Jlare anc.J D,uJna: li"'"'rtnch LTDt i>lcturu. 
( Kind mtn Jib ) .Also 50 Morum&r1re t.Jl)e r,l�ltJ.te,. ot be&utlluJ 
rlrll !n lbr1ll"1.f. 1111ppy arUulc l)Oau with their lollow,. Wa nu 
wJru tho ume d17 we rettlf'e, tbtna. A.lJ ror onls Jl.O0. lend 
cuJt. 1tampe oc mouo order. 

IMPERIAL NOVELTY CO. 
175 FIF,TH AVENUE NEW YORK CITY 



Three Drops 

T
HE condemned man sat in 
his death cell, his body 
8hrunken and his face pale 

and thin. It was the face e;f a man 
who had died, day by day, hour by 
hour, for weeks, waiting for that 
final hour when the state would ex
act its last full measure of punish
ment for murder. The cheeks and 
the mouth and the forehead were 
bloodless and a yellow gray. 

Only the deep blue eyes, liquid 
and gleaming, seemed to be alive in 
that face of death.t Hatred , co-Id 
and brutal and relentless, fla.shed 
from them-a hatred so intense, so 
_terrifying that it seemed to live 

A Complete Book-
By GEORGE 

Author of "Black Vealh," 

when �ll else in that broken body 
was crumuling away in death. 

Outside the cell, guards waited to 
lead him on the Jreary march of 
death, down that long, narrow, dark 
hallway from whence no condemned 
man has ever returne.d. 

At his side sat Father Conklin, 
the prison chaplain. The condemned 
man's l ips moved slowly und his 
voice ca.me in a hoarse whisper. 

"Father," he said, "in a little 
while I will die. This body, these 
hands, these arms will cease to be. 

Continue this Action-Packed Murder Mystery 

10c AT ALL. 
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of Blood 
Length Novel 
ALLAN MOFFATT 

''Murder in The Morgue," etc. 

Now I can te l l  you, confess to you, 
that I did not murder Philip San
ford. Three little drops of blood, 
Father, j ust three little drops of 
blood have sent me to my death." 

He stopped talking, his tongue 
wetting the l i feless lips. 

"You say there is retribution for 
sin," he continued in a hollow, whis
pered voice. "I respect your retri
bution-but when I am dead there 
is going to be a greater retribution 
for the man that sent me to my 
grave. My body wi l l  die-but my 

blood wi l l  live. Three little drops 
of it to follow that man to his 
grave." 

Father Conklin shook hi3 · head 
sadly. He had heard the last state
ment of many prisoners. Sometimes 
it was one thing, sometimes an� 
other. It was strange, to hear a 
man talk like this on the threshold 
of the grave. 

The condemned man rose slowly 
and took one stiff step toward 
Father Conklin.  His hand suddenly 
shot down and pul led a pin from 
the priest's robe. 

And then with an insane, hideous 
laugh the condemned man jabbe� 

Novel in October THRILLING DETECTIVE 
NE..W.SSTANDS 



�.,,,. _-� 
� . .. . · � 
I"' t '  

� .. j ./ ,;, 

; I / ' : 

A FA.MOUi ,u·oo1 
SAYS TH .. T MOH 
DIVO.CU All[ CAIXll> 
,r 6U IGHQeAHCll 

Not•al. •c-••••hc-4 
��:l'(;,\:: 
K11 k.oowl«la .. 

-Na•�-------------�" 

. ,u.,��·:._-7,-.,....--,-.:a:-.-...,-""--::�::---:---::,.:-.�-:-.. -.-.-, .-.,-,---

162 

It Ull IDHOIAHC! 
MVIHG TitE CINI YOU 
\.OW IHTO THI ARMS 

Of AH0THUt 
• IA,r "Scs Humoo-, .. 
ccacil � hnt'•�,k-

t:..;J�::,_ �d ,� 

PHK.OSOPHY Of llfE . 
n;.._.r.....,l6ebuolu.tilli-.e: 

&anklr aad dnrir .. dilc,. 
cocc ,o COAK/� MMI '-o..."'
de>e ol mu eod WOflll.n .. b MGI 
-..jdi,ovt COM co alt who otdu 
... Su kumoar 1.od £"-acGic:s ... 
.. u _,._ All ""°"' lW -· 
Lo,: mr,c."7 o(1ul fR.UI 
�IONUI fUIUSHII«) (0. 

-. ciw  
......... -.. ..... llo4.M.Y.' 



Missing Page 



'II PROVE in Only 7 Days 
that I Can Make 

YOU aNew Man!"  
No other Phy ical 
Instr uctor  in the 
W o r l d  h a s  e v e r  
D A R E D  m a k e  
s u c h  a n  O f f e r .  

By CHARLES ATLAS 
Bolder ol the Tltlea 

"The World's Most Perfectly Developed Man "  
Won i11 Ope11 Competitior1 i11 tire 011/y Natiottal a11d 
/11 tematio11al Cor1trst Held Duri11g tire Past 1 5  Years. 

I 
HA VE proved to thou- ,lilion nt  one<•. without usinic nny 
.·ands that my sysl m of tricky weighu. 1,ulleys und vills. 

"rny1·· or unnaturul Ji ·tinJ;C. My 
building powel'fu l ,  big- Dynamic T r  11 • i o 11 is u natural 

muscled men begins to show method or cl,•veio1,lnii you ;,..idc 
and out. ll not only mnkt•s you un 

real results in onl11 7 day,; "i\tlns Champion." but goe• urter 
�and I can prov it lo /JO/I. such conditions n const i11ntion. 

You don 't have to tak pim11l,·s. ,kin blotches. nnd nny 
oth\.'r Wl'nknl'8St..·s thnt kt.>cp you 

my word for it. You don't from rcnlly ·njoylnl{ lif<! nnd its 
have to take the word of gocxl timc•-nnd it stnrts 11etting 
my hundreds of pupils who ri,I of th,·111 nt one,•. 
have added i nches to thei 1· Let Me Tell You How 
chests, biceps, n cks, thigh,; t :amble n ,u1m1, todny by mail· 
and calves in only a few in!{ the cou1,011 for 11 rrc · copy or 
d N · 1 y 

my n\.'w 11lu.!tLrutl !d book, • •f:ver-ays. 0 SI r • OU can 1a.•li11p /fralth a,1d Strcnp//1." It 
prove for you nse//-in ju t t l'lls you nll nbout my speciul Du· 
one week - by the chang 11amic.rc11•io11 m ·thod. It shows 

d I l · you, rrom nctunl r,hoto�. how I you see an e in YOIII' h11vc develOlll'd my l)lllJi lK lo the 
o um bod11 - that you can snm . D •rfectly bnlnncro 1,ropor· 
actually become a husky, tiono or my own l)hysiquc. by my 
healtll y N E\11 -."' AN-a t·eal own ••·crl'l m,•tho,fa. Whnt my sys· 

'Y m tem did for m •. 11nd these hundr«IK 
"Atlas Champion." of oth,•rs. it cnn do for you. too. 

All I wnnt lo know is:  Wh re do Don·t keep on bcin11 only 25 or 00 
JJOll wunt. big, pow rful mus lcs '? percent or the mnn you can be ! 
How mony 1,oumls or firm Ocsh d,1 Find out whnt I cnn <.lo for you. 
vou want <listribuh"ll over your 
body to fill you out � Wher · do yo,c 
lnck vitulity. JH.!lJ untl robust 
hl'nlth '! \Vhl•rc t.lo 11ou want tu 
toke orr Onbby survlus fut ? 

Send For FREE BOOK 

u,•111. 77. 10  
133 E. 23rd I .  
New \"ork Clly 

J u  t tell mt..-., giv • me n wct.·k. 
nncl 1·11 show you thnt I cnn make 
n Nl'w /\tan or you, uivc )'OU bodily 
POWl'r ond drivl'. nnd put you in  
thnt mngnlficil'nl physical condi
tion which wins you thl' envy nm.I 
,·e•pcel of nny mnn ond th o<.lmlr· 
ation of fV{'ry womnn. 

My own system of Dunamie-Tlffl
•io11 docs it. Thnt ·• the woy I 
built mya<•l f from n 97.poun,1 
wcnkling to "Th World·• Most 
Perfectly D vclopcd Man." And 
now 11ou can hnvc, r, bi 11. br,lr,nced 
muscular d velopmcnt like mine in 
the B&l11C ea9y way. 

Where shall I • nd 
your copy or .. Ever· 
lasting H nlth nnd 
Strenicth" ? Jot your 
nnmc n nd n d d r � s !I 
down on tho coupon, 
and mnil it todny. 
Your own n<!w .. Alias 
body" is wniling for 
you. This book tells 
you how ccu11 it Is to 
get my wny. Send 
the coupon to me per. 
sonally-

I wnnl the proof thnl )'our KYKl ·m o( Dum1111 it'-TCt1ttio,, 
will make a New Mon of mL�giv · m n h •nlthy. husky 
body and biR muscle! clcvl'lo11mcnt. ·nd m • your fr, •t· 
book. "Everla1ti,io llcalth a11d Strrmoth." 

No "Apparatus" Needed! 
You beain to FEEL and SEE 

the difference In your pby1lcal con· 

CHARLES ATLAS 
Dept. '7·10 
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New York Cit:, 

NAME ............................................................................................ . . 
( Please print or write p/ainl11 ) 

ADDRESS ............................. ......................................................... .. 

CITY ........ ...................................................... STATE. ......... ..... ... . 
(0 1933 C. A. Ltd. 




