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lank Cartridge Pistol
25c
50c
$ 1.00

REVOLVER STYLE
A
CAL

tjrps of BotoJw , Appear- ^ — ■>
aneo a too* enough to  scar* a b arg la r Tak«i 
Blank Cartridgao obtainable everywhere 
protection i r s ln i t  bora Ur*, tram ps, doge, 
lying around without tb s  danger a ttached  to  o th sr 
revolvers r io o  for «th July. New Years, fo r s ta g s  . 
work, s ta rting  pistol, ate SMALL S 1 X I4  ka. low* I 
» « .  MKOIUM S IZ K ■ In. I s a s M a .  U R O I  S i l l  \
tin. long tl.OO. BLANK CART* I DC-------
too . HOLS TEN (Cowboy typo) SO*, 
not pcepold. Big catalog of other pistol

BOYS! THROW YOUR VOICE
Into 4 trunk, under the bod or 
anywhere Lota of fun fooling 
teacher, policeman or friends.

i m i s E s m g~ the mouth out of eight. used__ ___________Jieht. used
with above for Bird Calls, etc. 
Anyone can use it. Never 
falls. A IS*page course  o n  

V entriloquism  to g e th e r  t 
—  'o r  10c peeV entrilo . All f o r i

,  Cents Each. Shipped By Mail
live, safe delivery guaranteed
Watch it change 
its color!

sects fc <t food, 
food. Measures 
In U. 8. A by nr

Study its habits. Wear one on the lapel of your coat as
— *” -tchUehoc*—‘ **- *-------------------------------T  —

_ about 4 Inches Fn length. Shipped to —.  ------
mall. We guarantee safe arrivaland lire daLlrery.

e curios!ty Watch It shoot out ita tongue aa l{ catches flies and In* 
or food. No trouble to keep. Can go Ti sores a boa '

. by mall. . . .    ____________ _—,  . . . ------
I CENTS, o n  I  row  s o  c i wtd fo s t p a io .____

Novelty French Photo Ring
Here is a very grsst novelty .  » .
In Rlngi, that It telling la _ \ / / >
thoutands. It It e nicely 
tnji.a ring, flnltbed In itnlts- i, ,
lion nlatlnum. and tel with 
a krgs Imitation diamond. % Y V  •
It looks Juit Ilka an ordl- I l l s  
nary ring, but In the shank \  \ 
cf ths ring Is s tmall micro* •  
tcople phturs slmott Inrltl* 
ble to ths naktd ays. yst Is 
magnified to an almost In* 
credible degree and with si* 
tonU'iing dearness. There Is Quite to  Ih  
sertment of plrtures that should suit all tastes.
Seme are pictures of bathing girt besutlee,
pretty French Actresses, etc., others are flews __
cf places of Interest In France, Panama Canal and eltessherej 
ethers show the Lord's Prayer in type, steTy word of which 
ran be read by persons wtlb normal tyetlghL They are Inter
esting without being In any war objectlonebls. PRICf Me, •  
far elf. sr IM S gif day. gsetgald. BIO CATALOG 10c

REAL LIVE PET TURTLES

HOTS5
TOTSY

THE FAN DANCE
H IT of On C ENTURY of PROGRESS 

Who will forget the famous P A N  DANCE epfeode o f
the Century o f Progress Exposition In Chlcmfo? Here It 
is humorously, cleanly presented in vest pocket form. 
You flip the paces and HOTSY TOTSY comet to life 
and whirls through her dance, provoking not a sly smile, 
but a wholesome laugh from all, even the most fastidious. 
It it  a most Innocent fun maker that will cause you and 
your friends no end of fun and amusement* HOTSY 
TOTSY th e  FAN DANCER measures only 2 x 3  inches 
* 6 square inches of spicy, piquant entertainment for one 
and all. PRICE 1 0 e .  Add 3c for postage. Big Catalog 1 0 c ,
Johnson Smith & Co., Dep. 606, Raclno, Wis.

M A K E  YOUR O W N
R A m CM R ECEIV  I rj^_^ET

pwxe. bu*S m*i.

w m

SILENT DEFENDER
lee officers, do
it. Uvea, sheriffs. 
B ight w atch
men sod others 
a s  s  m esas of 

•If-protcetloa. 
—  effective.

_ssM uss^vgr-Jg
533

ht°ow  WIN «  POKERWritten!br a cars sharp**. T*’l» haw u  «Ha at Maw

)U TRICKsl
■ fllent Bttla 

^W ^W t.in lng  250 
Parlor trick*, trick* 
with card*. coin*, 
handkerchiefs, egg*, 
rings.gliteet.ate So 
simple thit a child

x o c i 3  c o p ie s  3 Sc.

w e g .g s s .s i  auk. w s t f r *

Wonderful X -R a y Tube
.a ,. ____ * A wonderfulnttlbtnstru*
fTFNi W n  ment producing optics!

apparently tbs boose of 
roar ffngor*. the lead In aVad pencil, tbs Interior opening In s  pipe stem, and many 
other similar Illusions. F r k e lN .n e f J l e .

drtune Telling By Cards
Book show bow to  u n 'fs r ttm e s  
with eerds. dies, dominoes, crystal, 
etc. Tells ths meinlog end sig
nification of every esrd. Severs! dlr-

• ---------- *ix#d snT
full frot

LIVE 
Dalivary 
Cu ra t ,*d

I f  vou want a fascinating and Interesting little  pet, ju st risk 
25c and we will send you a real live P E T  TU RTLE by mail 
postpaid. Thousands sold at ChicagoWorlds Fair. No troub
le a t all to  keep. Ju st give i t  ■ little  lettuce or cabbage or let 
It seek its own food. Extremely gentle, easily kept and live 
for years and years. Need less attention th an  any other pet. 
Get one or more. Study their habits. You will find them ex- 
tremely interesting. Price 25c. SPECIAL TURTLE FOOD 10c pfcg.

tlon on fortune-telling. PRICK IDS 
SOQtgsId, Stamps acctH td,

{£ Good Luck RING
V ery striking, qoalnt

and uncommon. O itdu - 
|*d n n m i i t l  finish: *kull
ana c rss iae ass  tfealsm 
two brilliant i  a  a k i n  g 
Imitation r a m *  o r  #•*»- 
•rold* epnrklo oat o f  the  
oyoo. Sold to bring goodnviifur-

ADDRESS ORDERS FOR GOODS ON TH IS PA G E TO
JOHNSON SMITH & CO.

DEPT. 606, RACINE, WISCONSIN
Cur complete Catalog asnt on rseolpt of 10s, oe t  
Edition tor 2Be. i 'jo s r  and bottae than to r .  
siistsnca. Describes thousands of all tho latost l

1 ths Do Luis Cloth Bound 
Only book of Its kind In

----------- --------- ----- ,------------------- ------------- tricks In mafic, the new
est novelties, punier, games, sporting goods, rvbbor stamps, unusual and

Electric Telegraph S e t 15c
B tf W C V  A prin ts  Electric Telegraph Set of —
B w  ¥  91yoar own for t t e .  Lots of fun sending 
messages to yourfr*—■** ------  —* *------ -

everywhere. ' 
can warn to t 
by tho Mono 
and In a very 
an expert operat 
on a wooden base
4x1 In , first clap----- -—
tlon throughout, complete 
with key, sounder, magnet 
miniature Western Union 
blanks, peek ad In a nes 
box vritnfoll Illustrated Instruction*.
ALL FOR l lo  _^without | Rettery)
log of asw M es, 
lekeo, soul**, 
trteSie, oto. tOo

:ter still get two seta,
-----,  directions, for TWO-
(sendlng and re
st sll to operate 
■'“traction* -that 

derates on any 
obtainable

............ _  owtflt__,_„  .. transmit andi
by tho Morse International
and In a eery abort time b___

--------r. Moa tad
__ .jsaaurlng
class construe-

LIVE BABY ALLIGATOR $1.00
How xroold you liks a Safa Deli v s
real lira Baby Alligator erg Guar- 
tor your very own J A on teed 
~ "or Baby Alligator 

the coun- 
.»• arranged.

at great expense, to rtro- a 
ply you with s OINUINK LIVE «ABV Al
hitched Ip the deep marshlands of ths South.
low pries. These corking little pets will bo a n l__
mall, carefully peeked—safe arrirrl guaranteed, Tbi_______
fan, tho thrills you will hare with one of thosa Baby Alligatom 
Read how fascinating they are. how interesting. Study nature. 
Remember, tbe alligator comes d>wn to us from prehistoric 
days, from ths age of dinosaurs! Do you w ants Baby AlligatorT 
You bet you do. What boy wouldn't? PRICK $1.00 postpaid.

HORNED TOADS 25c EACH
Homed Toads—most it 
teresting pats H e a d , 
back and Kales armed 
with long, homy spikes.
* * 1 of apparently_________ture, when In
search of food It runs 
IIks lightning. Watch it 
p o u n c e  upon flies. 
Amusement by the hour. 
No trouble at all to k^ep. 
Feed it on meal worms 

' t it

BIG ENTERTAINER 15c
1326 Jokes and Riddles. 25 

axle Tricks, 10 Parlor (lames. 
) Toasts. 13 Fairy Tales. 105 
ionry-maklng 8ecrets. 22 
Jonologues, 21 Purries and 

..Yoblems. 5 Comic Recita
tions. 10 Funny Readings. 11 

^ M B m J P i r l o r  Pastimes. 13 Flirts-
___ ______ Girls* and Bora* Names and their Meanings. 10
Picture Puzxles, 69 Amusing Rhymes, 87 Amusing Experi
ments, Deaf and Dumb Alphabet, Shsdowgraphy. Grp*y For
tune Teller, How to tell Fortunes with Card*. Dice. Dominoes, 
Crystal. Coffee Cup. otc. Hypnotism, Ventriloquism. Cut-outs 

—  —■* Chose, Domin "  ' “
Ison Puzxle. <Moi

Trt
Checkers and

orris, Spanish Prison 1______ _____ ____
irks. Crystal Gsilng, etc. ALL FOR 1 So. N o illy  Ca fa log tOe

TELL YOUR OWN FORTUNEi Learn to Hypnotize

HOME BREWED jggg Merry Widow

JOH NSO N SM ITH 4
sriJBffiss-N

d i p t . tm. *



» IF you DO NOT ADD ^ I N C H E S  T O  
AT least J  Y O U R  C H E S T

. . .  i t  w o n 't cost you  one c e n t!" — Signed: GEORGE F. JOW ETT

THREE SOLID IN CHES o f  m u s c le s  a d d e d  
t o  y o u r  c h e s t  a n d  a t  le a s t  tw o  in c h e s  

a d d e d  t o  e a c h  o f  y o u r  b ic e p s , o r  i t  w o n ’t  
co st you  a penny. I  k n o w  w hat I  am talk ing  
ab o u t . . .  I  w o u ld n ’t  d are  m ake th is s ta rtling  
agreem en t i f  I  w asn’t sure I  co u ld  do  it.

All I  w an t is a  chance to  prove it! T hose 
sk inny  fellow s w ho  are d iscouraged are 
th e  m en I  w an t to  w ork  w ith. I ’ll show  
th em  h ow  to  bu ild  a strong  m an’s body... 
and  d o itq u ick ly . A u d i d o n ’t mean cream-

Euff m uscles e ither. W o u ld n ’t you, too , 
< ke to  g e t a he-m an’si chest like  the 

idealizea  figure above? I w ill show  you 
how  to  g e t real, genu ine  invincible 
m uscles th a t w ill m ake your m en friends 
respec t you  and  w om en adm ire you!
So m any o f  my pup ils  have ga ined

FREE BOOK WITH PHOTOS OF FAMOUS STRONG MEN!

GEORGE P. JOWETT
" O a i p toi 

o f Ckamp\*ns" 
W inner o f  m any con
tes ts  fo r  s tre n g th  and 
physical perfection  I

trem endous developm ent th a t I  am w illing  to  
stake my repu ta tion  th a t you  can d o  th e  sam e... 
remember. . . i f  I  fail i t  w ill cost you  n o th in g !
Nothing Can Take The Place of My Weight —  
Resistance Method With Progressive Dumbbells I

T h e  Jo w e tt System features th e  w eigh t 
resistance m ethod  th a t  has been  tested  
and endorsed  by m any o f  th e  w orld ’s 
m ost fam ous s tro n g  m en. By using th is 
proven, scientific system  o f  g radua ted  
w eights, you can quick ly  develop  yo u r 
m uscles an d  b roaden  y o u r chest!
S e n d  for  “ M OULDING A  M IGHTY C H E S T "  
A  SPEC IA L  C O U R SE  FO R ONLY 2 5 c .  

I  w ill n o t lim it yo u  to  th e  chest, d e v e lo p  any
p a rt o r  a ll o f  y ou r body. T ry  any o n e  o f  my te s t  
cou rses lis ted  be low  a t 25c. O r. try  a ll six o f  
th em  fo r on ly  $1.00 . Y o u  c an 't  m ake a m istake. 
T h e  assurance o f  th e  s tro n g est arm ed  mao in  
th e  w o rld  stands b eh in d  th ese  co u rses  1

RU SH  THE COUPON TODAV AND I WILL 
INCLUDE A  FREE COPY OF

"Nerves o f Steel.. Muscles Like Iron" 
It is a priceless b ook  to  the strength faa 
and m uscle builder. Full o f  pictures o f  
m arvelous bodied men w ho tell you de
cisively h o w  you can build symmetry and 
strength the Jow ett w ay! R each o u t— 
Grasp this Special Offer.

JO W E T T  IN S T IT U T E  o f  P H Y S IC A L  C U L T U R E
DapL rgKc, 4 2 2  P op lar S traat. S cran ton , Po.

Send by return mail prepaid, the eonreee checked below , tor
which 1 am eneioaing S______

U  Moulding g Mighty Aria, 26o □  Moulding a Mtgbty Chost. 2&0 
n  Moulding a Mighty Back, 26« □  Moulding Mighty Laga. 26c '
□  Moulding •  Mighty Grip. 860 Q  Strong Mao Stunts Mads Kasy, t t a  

GAii flBooks for •l.OO.i

Name _

Address^
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COMPLETE BOOK-LENGTH NOVEL
DRUMS OF EBONY_____________________________Arthur J. Burks 10
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EXCITING TRUE EX PER IEN C E STORY
THE SECRET OF EASTER ISLAND------------- Capt. Franklin Hoyt 58
A Breath-Taking True Stor-y of a Fateful Expedition That Strives 

to Penetrate the Age-Old Secret of the Monoliths!

THRILLING SHORT STORIES
FLAMING FREIGHTER------------------------ ---------------Steve Fisher 49

Murder and Barratry Stalk the Decks of the "Roamer”
STOLEN PLANS------------------------------------------Lieut. John Hopper 91

Deadly Peril in the Wake of International Intrigue
THREE CROOKS________________________William Merriam Rouse 102

Peter McHugh Faces Vile Cutthroats of the Far North
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A Treacherous Stab in the Back—and a Vengeance Trail
YELLOW LOOT________________________________L. Ron Hubbard 137

A Mad Race for Freedom on the Great Wall of China
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FAMOUS SOLDIERS OF FORTUNE------- ---------------- Illustration 70

General Charles P. Summerall, Robert Bruce and Others 
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(O H ! JIM , IT'S 
WONDERFUL 
NOW VOURE 
ON THE WAY 
TO SUCCESS

YES MARY, AND' 
THERES A REAl 
FUTURE FOR 
US IN THIS 

RADIO FIELD. 
1

R ead  h o w  th e se  N. R. I. 
Graduates Succeeded

Got Owd Job With
R. C. A. Victor

*1 t ra  w ith tt. C. A. 
Victor. I hav© been 
p r o m o t e d  s e v e r a l  
t i m e s .  My salary 
ranged  from $30 to  
$70 a week.”  Louis 
F. Lyet, 277 Harvey 

P h ila d e lp h ia , P a .8 t.

S pare  T im s Jobs E arn  
$15 a Week

" I  have no trouble
Je tting  Radio work.

have the repu ta tion  
of being the  beat R a 
d io  m an In town, and 
average $15 to $20 a 
wook for snare  tim e 
o n ly ."  G. B ernard 
Croy. 410 N. Douglas, 
B ronson. M ich.

Owes H is 8uccess to 
R adis T ra is in s

"B lnco 1929 I have earned  
my living In Radio. I owe 
my la s t th ree  Jobs to N. 
B  I. I am now In the 
m ain  control room of one 
of the  large broadcasting  
c h a in s ."  Seroe A. De 
8om ey, 1516 L ibrary  Ave., 
New York City.

I LL TRAIN YOU A T  HOME
In Y o u r S p a re  Tim e t o r  A
G O O D  R A D IO  J O B . f P  \

M all the  coupon now. Get tb s  fact#  a b o u t R ad io —th e  field
With a  fu tu re . N. R. I .  tra in in g  fits you fo r Jobs in connection  
w ith  the  m anufac tu re , sa le  and  operation  of R ad io  equipm ent.
I t  fits you to  go In business for yourself, service sets, operate on
bo ard  sh ips. In  broadcasting, television, a irc ra f t, police R adio 
and  m any o th er Jobs. My F R E E  book te lls  how  you quickly 
learn  a t  home to  be a R ad io  Expert.
Many Radio Experts Make *40, Me, *7 * ■ W eek

W hy strugg le  along in  a  d u ll Job w ith  low pay an d  no  fu tu re?
S ta r t  tra in in g  now for th e  live-w ire R ad io  field. I have 
doubled  an d  trip led  sa la ries . H u ndreds  of m en now In R adio 
g o t th e ir  s ta r t  th rough N. B . I .  tra in in g .

Masy Make Sf, M I ■ WMfc Extra 
In Spare Time Almoit at Oaaa

H old your Job. I ’ll not only t ra in  you in a  few hours of your ___________________________
spare  tim e a week, b a t the  day you enroll I 'l l  send  you in stru o - j  E  S M IT H , P rw ld e n t  
Uon. which you should m aste r quickly  for doing 28 R ad  to Jobs N a tio n a l  R a d io  I n s t i tu t e  
common In m ost every neighborhood. I  give you R ad io  E q u ip - **•'"*'
m ent for conducting experim ents and  m aking testa t h s t  teach  The who fc 
you to  bu ild  and se rv ice 'p rac tica lly  every type of receiving se t Hoax * 
m ade. Cleo T R otter. 80 W. Beech wood Ave.. D ayton Ohio, 
w rote: "W orking  only in  sp a rs  tim e. I  m ade about $1,500 w hile 
tak ing  the  C ourse."
Moaay Saak It Nat la tlifltd -H a ll Coupon Now

My book h a s  shown h undreds of fellows how to m ake more 
money and  win success. I t ’s  F R E E  to  any am bitious fellow over 
15 years of age. Investigate . F in d  out w hat Radio offort you.
R ead w hat my Em ploym ent D epartm en t does to help  you get Into 
Radio a fte r  g rad u a tio n , about my Money B ack Agreement, and  
the m any o ther N. R. I . fea tu re s . M ail the coupon In an  en 
velope. o r  paste it  on a  lo  post card , for your copy TODAY.

J .  E . S M IT H , P r e s id e n t ,  D e p t. 4K O 0 
N a tio n a l  R a d io  I n s t i t u t e ,  W a s h in g to n , D . C.

if  J» E. SMITH, President, Dept. 4 K 0 9
N ational Radio Institute, W ashington, D . C.

D e a r  M r. S m ith :  W ith o u t  o b lig a tin g  m e. sen d  y o u r book w hich  p o in ts  o u t 
th e  sp a re  t im e  an d  fu ll t im e  Job o p p o rtu n itie s  in  R ad io  a n d  your 50-o0 m eth o d  
o f  t ra in in g  m en  a t  hom e in  sp a re  tu n e  to  becom e R ad io  E x p erts .

N A M E ..

A D D RESS...

CITY..

{Please p r in t  p la in ly .)  1 
--------A G E.-------------a



Kidneys Must 
Clean Out Acids

T he only way your body can clean out Acids and  Poison
ous w astes from  your blood is th rough  the  function  of 
m illions of tin y  K idney tubes o r filters, but be careful, 
don’t  use d ras tic , ir r i ta t in g  d rugs. I f  poorly func tion ing  
K idneys and  B ladder m ake you suffer from  G etting  Up 
N ights. Leg Pains. N ervousness. S tiffness. B urning . 
S m arting . A cidity, N eura lg ia  o r R heum atic  P a ins, Lum 
bago, o r Loss of E nergy, don’t  w aste  a  m inu te . T ry  the 
D octor’s p re scrip tio n  called Cyst ex (p ronounced  S iss-tcx). 
Form ula  in  every package. S ta r ts  w ork in 15 m inutes, 
ooothes and  tones raw , ir r ita te d  tissues. I t  is help ing  
m illions an d  is g u a ran teed  to  fix you up  or m oney back 
on re tu rn  of em pty  package. Cystex is only 76c a t 
d rugg ists .

GET ACQUAINTED CLUB
E stablished . R eliable. M embers everywhere. (Many W ealthy .) I f  

lonely, w rite  for scaled particu lar* .
P .  0 .  Box  1251 D E N V E R .  C O L O R A D O

i t  i J i J J l .d l . i l
S A L A R Y  
TO M A R T
(105 1o 
(175

MONTHLY

M EN
WOMENAfe Rdn̂ e 
i8toso

Ry. M ail C lerk 
P . O. Laborer 
R . F. D. C arrier 
Special Agent 
Custom s Inspector 
C ity  M ail Carrier 
P . O. Clerk 
M atron
Im m ig’t  Inspector 
T yp is t

INSTRUCTION BUREAU.D«pt.M«. SL Louis. M l
Bend me FREE particular* “ How U> Qualify for 
Government Podtion*" marked “ X '\  Selanee. 
locasooe, opportnniUee. etc. ALL SENT FREE.

Name. - .
Addreee.

P 0 S T M A 8 T E R  
Sea me trees
A uditor 
S tenographer 
U.8. Border P atro l 
T elephone Opr. 
W atchm an  
Skilled Laborer 
S ta tie tio a l Clerk 
File Clerk

FOREST JOBS
E as ily  availab le , $125— $200 p e r  m onth . P e r 
m anen t. C abin, h u n t, tr a p ,  p a tro l. G et de ta ils  
im m edia te ly .

RAYSON SERVICE BUREAU 
Dept. K-56 Denver, Colo.

f t

I

A M A Z IN G  50-50 P L A N  
A R E A L  O P PO R TU N ITY ! M usic p u b lishers look
ing for new song h its , ideas. B ig R oyalties p a id  I 
P opu lar professional song w rite rs will compose m usic 
to  your words, lyrics to your m elody. Com plete col
laboration . ed iting , revising, a rrang ing . Including  m a r 
keting service to R adio  broadcaste rs. M usic pub lishers 
and Movie S tudios. W R IT E  TODAY for F R E E  
IN FO RM A TIO N
W I L L A R D  H E R R I N G .  Box S F .  F r a n k l i n  Pa rk . III.

LADIES ONLY!
A V r n ?  Uaa famou• Uro*-U*ud B-X MONTHLY RELIEF COM- 

U C L A T C U ;  POUND -bro nature hub' STARTS WORKING IN
ST A HTLY I Bring* aoothinf. a* tidying relief in krm of lb* longaat, mo*t stubborn, 
unnatural delay* v*nr quickly — in only a lew hour* in  torn* case*' Very powerful, ret 
absolutely aale! C U A R A N T E I D — F t lN C — H A R M L E S S .  N o  pain, inooovwiience, or 
interference with dulie*' CooetituenU etrongiy recommended by famous doctoral Uaad and 
nraiaed by thousand* o/ grateful women! Double Strength, £2 00. AMAZINGLY PROMPT 
SMtPMaNTI Rushed I at claaa mad. plain aaaled wrapper, within 1 hour of receipt of order
B - X  L A B O R A T O R I E S .  1515 E. 60th 8t.  N -10  Ch icago

HOW MUCH DO Y O U  KNOW?
K now ledge is pow er I The m en and  wom en who achieve m ost in th is  w orld . . . the  leaders In  business . • • 
th e  folks who are  looked up  to an d  m ost respected  in  every com m unity  . . . a re  those who have a rm ed  them 
selves w ith  K N O W L E D G E !

I t  is a  know n fac t th a t  a good E ncyclopedia . . . books w hich a n sw er every  question  o f fa c t  . . .  Is an  
absolute necessity  in the  home of all th in k in g  people. A nd  i t ’s even m ore im p o r ta n t if  th e re  a re  ch ild ren .

Give y ou r y o ungsters  the  priceless ad v an tag e  of 
K N O W L E D G E ! R em em ber, a g ra m m a r school educa
tion  is not enoughI

Probab ly  every  home would have a n  E ncyclopedia  i f  
th e  cost w ere no t so high. U p to now  a  good set cost 
from  $75 to  $150. B ut TODAY, an  am azin g  o ppor
tu n ity  faces you. T he  fam ous P o p u la r  E ncyclopedia  
, . . com plete in  every  w ay  . . . h a s  a  lim ited  nu m b er

C A N  Y O U  
A N S W E R  
T  H E 8  E 

Q U E S T I O N S ?  
W hat Is an A ero

lite?
W hat cauaea 

C ancer?
W h a t  a r e  t h e  

r ig h ts  of a U. 
8. citizen? 

W hat Is the  right 
way to  ventilate  
a homo?

W hat Is C o n tra 
band of W ar? 

W hy do we 
m arry?

W here Is M an 
ch u ria  ?

Is  Astrology a 
Science?

W h a t  a r e  the 
a y m t o m s  o f 
alecplng s ic k 
ness ?

Who invented 
Movies ?

W h at firm onre 
employed 115.- 
000 m en?

The answers to 
these and 10,000  
o t h e r  Quest  tons  
are revealed fn 

P O P U L A R  
E N C Y C L O P E D I A

These two great 
volumes con tain  
3.328 pages. Also 
m a n y  o f f i c i a l  
maps. A college 
e d u c a t i o n  con
densed ! Easy to 
understand . You 
will bo fascinated  
by the thousands 
of facts  It brings 
you. Never again 
will you have an 
opportunity  like 
t h i s .  M all the 
c o u p o n  to d a y .  
Supply lim ited  I

of B p e c ia l  editions 
w h i c h  a r e  b e i n g  
d i s t r i b u t e d  f o r  
t h e  “ g l v c - n w a y "  
p rice  o f $2.00 pef 
se t o f tw o volum es! 
To ge t your set. ju s t 
u s e  t h e  c o u p o n .  
M oney re funded  if 
no t satisfied.

B E T T E R  P U B L I C A T I O N S .  Inc. 
570 7th Ave.. New York . Dept. T A - 10

P lease rush  my set of the P O P 
ULAR EN C Y C LO PED IA  for which 
I enclose 62.00 in □  U. S. stam ps 

denom  ). □  Money Order,(sm all
□  Check. 
(No C.

Name

□  D ollar B ills.

Address 

City ....... S ta te ...



. . . ” 3  have REDUCED 
MY WAIST EIGHT INCHES

W I T H  THE W E I L  B E L T ! "
.writes George

JLiOST SO POUNDS 
says W . T . Anderson . . . "My 
■waist is 8 inches sm aller” writes 

j W . L. M cGinnis . . ."Felt like a 
new  m an” claims Fred W o l f . . .  
"W ouldn’t sell my belt for $100” 
w rites C. W . H igbee.
■  So m any w earers are deligh ted  
w ith  th e  resu lts obained  w ith  the  W eil 
B elt th a t w e w an t you to  test it  fo r 
ten  days a t  o u r  expense!

REDUCE vourWAIST
{IN C H E S  in i o  DAYS

. . .  or it w on't co jt you a penny I
■  B ecan se  w e  h a v e  d o n e  th is  fo r 
thousands o f  others...because we know 
w e can d o  as m uch for you ...w e  dare 
to  m ake th is uncond itiona l offer!
I  Y o a  w ill appear m uch slim m er at 
once, and  in  10 sh o rt days you r w aist
line  w ill actually be 3 inches sm aller... 
th ree  inches o f  fat g o n e ...o r  it  w on’t 
c o s t you one  cent.

IT IS THE MASSAGE-LIKE 
ACTION THAT DOES IT I

■  N ow  th ere  is an easy way to  reduce 
w ith o u t exercise, d ie t o r  drugs. The 
W eil H ealth  B elt exerts a massage-like 
a c t io n  th a t  re m o v e s  fa t w ith  every  
m ove you m ake.
■  I t  supports th e  sagging m uscles o f  
th e  abdom en and  quickly gives you 
an  e re c t ,  a th le t i c  c a r r ia g e . M any 
en thusiastic  w earers w rite th a t it  n o t 
only reduces fat b u t i t  also supports 
th e  abdom inal w alls and  keeps the 
d igestive o rgans in  p la c e ...th a t they 
are  no  lo n g er fa tig u e d .. .and  th a t it 
greatly  increases th e ir endurance. Y ou 
w ill be m ore th an  deligh ted  w ith  the 
g rea t im provem ent in  yourappearance.

N O  D R U G S ,  N O  DIETS, N O  EXERCISES

■  For 12 y'-ars th e  W eil Belt has been 
accepted as ideal fo r reducing by m en 
in all w alks o f  life... from  business men 
and  office w orkers w ho  find th a t it 
rem oves cum bersom e fat w ith  every 
m o v em en t. . .  to  active o u td o o r men 
w ho  like th e  feeling o f  p ro tec tio n  it 
gives.

” 1 suddenly realized that 
I had become a fat man". 
The boys kidded me about 
my big "paunch".

A t parties I learned that 
I had become a "wall 
flower". Nobody wanted 
to dance with me.

In a bathing su it. . .  1 was 
immense. The day I heard 
some children laugh at 
me I decided to get • 
W eil Belt.

W hat a change I I looked 
3 inches slimmer et once 
and soon I had actually 
taken EIGHT INCHES 
off my waist . . . and SO 
pounds off my waightl

It saemed to support the 
abdominal walls and kaep 
the digestive organs in

rlace . . . and best of ell, 
became acceptable for 

insurancel

I have a new feeling of 
energy and pep . . , work 
batter, eat better, play 
better. . .  I didn’t realize 
how much I was missingl

D O N 'T  W AIT . . .  PAT 13 D AN G ER O U S  I
Fat is n o t only  unbecom ing, b u t it  also 
endangers your health . Insurance com 
panies know  the danger o f  fat accum- 
m ulations. T he best m edical au thorities 
w arn against obesity , so d o n ’t w ait 
any longer.
■  Remember this...either you take  off 
3 inches o f  fat in 10 days o r  it  w o n ’t  
co stone  penny! Even the postage you pav 
to  re tu rn  th e  package w ill be refunded!

S E N D  FOR  O D A Y  FREE TR IAL  OFFER
THE W EIL COM PAN Y, IN C  

1310 HILL ST., N E W  H A V EN. CONN. 
Gentlem en: Send m e FREE, your illustrated  
folder {describing T he iW cil Beit and giving  
fall details o f  your 10 day FREE trial offer ana  
U nconditional Guarantee I

Name.
Address_

Sta te_
Uee coupon or ten d  n a m e a n d  a d d r e tt  on p e n n y  poeiaard



I RED o r  DRUDGERY A
?

WOULD YOU LIKE TO BE 
A MILLIONAIRE

Why remain “just one of the crowd?” Become “one 
of the winners!” Now is the time to start. A new 
day of prosperity is dawning! Be prepared to take 
advantage of the golden opportunity that will come 
your way. Out of the depths of the depression into 
glorious success and riches!

M illio n s  a r e  s t a r t i n g  th e i r  b u s in e s s  liv e s  a ll  o v e r a g a in — 
a n d  s t a r t i n g  fro m  th e  b o tto m  to o . T h e  sam e  c h an ces  a re  
•w ithin th e  g ra s p  o f a ll. H u t re m e m b e r  " m a n y  a r e  ca lled , 
b u t  few  a re  c h o se n .” O n ly  a  h a n d fu l  w ill com e th r o u g h  to  
th e  to p  o f th e  la d d e r .  M ost w ill  fo re v e r  re m a in  a p a r t  of 
th e  s t r u g g l in g  c ro w d —d r i f t i n g —p lo d d in g —s t r iv in g — a lw a y s  
h o p e fu l,  b u t  a lw a y s  ju s t  m is s in g  th e  m a rk .

W h ic h  w o u ld  yo u  r a th e r  b e ?  R ich  a n d  s u c c e s s fu l—w ith  
y o u r  ow n c a r  a n d  h o m e  a n d  th e  c h an c e  to  t r a v e l  a n d  see  th e  
w o r ld —o r p o o r  a n d  a fa ilu re — liv in g  th e  s a m e  h u m d ru m  
e x is te n c e  fro m  d a y  to  d a y !

T h e  M ill io n a ire  of T o m o rro w  m a y  b e  o u t  o f a  jo b  T o d a y !  
T h e  “ n ew  d en i"  is  w a i t in g  fo r  m en  to  ta k e  p o s i t io n s  in h ig h  
p la c e s — W e a lth — P o s i t io n — l ’o w e r a re  re a d y  fo r  th e  m a n  w h o  
Is  p re p a re d —a n d  th a t  m an  CAN I1E YOU.

I t ' s  n o t a c o lle g e  e d u c a t io n —o r  m o n e y — o r  lu r k  t h a t  w ill 
b r in g  you  su cce ss . M any  m il l io n a ir e s  n e v e r  w e n t to  g r a m 
m a r  's c h o o l— w e re  p e n n ile s s  a n d  ach iev e d  su cc e ss  d e sp ite  
" b a d  b re a k s ."  T h e  s e c re t o f su cc e ss  is  B u s in e s s  K n o w led g e . 
Y ou m a y  n o t k n o w  g e o g ra p h y  o r a lg e b ra  o r  h is to ry ,  h u t 
YOU M U ST  K N O W  T H E  A .B .C .'S  o f B U S IN E S S —a n d  o n ly  
one  jn a n  In five th o u s a n d  k n o w s  th e m !

MAKE YOUR OWN FUTURE
T a k e  y o u r  f a te  In to  y o u r  ow n  h a n d s !  D o n ’t  le av e  a n y th in g  

to  chance . L e a rn  th e  S e c re ts  o f S u ccess  in  B u s in e s s  ns e x 
p la in e d  in  th i s  s e r ie s  o f 18 fo lio s , c a l le d  N a tio n a l  S u ccess  
C ourse .

T h is  c o u rse  h a s  b een  w r i t t e n  b y  a  m a n  w h o  is  p re s id e n t  
b f  a  $2,000,000 c o rp o ra t io n

A FEW  TOPICS
F irs t  Steps In B u s i

ness Efficiency
Bow to  do B usiness 

w ith Banks.
Bow to Develop Your 

Memory.
The F acto rs of B u s i

ness 8uccess.
M anaging Men for M ore Profit.
The Money V alue of System.
Bow to Advertise Successfully.
How to Close Sales Completely.
n ow  to Collect Money.
Prem ium  and Sales P lan s  to I n 

crease Business.
Psychology of Salesm anship.
The Power of Right Thought.
A Retail System of Accounts.
F undam enta ls  of M anufacturers 

Cost System.
P o in ts  of Law Every Business 

M an Should Know.

fo r  only

;loo
YOU

CAN LEARN 
THE SECRET 
OF SUCCESS!

a man w h o  s ta r te d  o u t in 
life  w ith o u t  h e a l th  
. . . w ith o u t  e d u c a 
tio n  . . . w ith o u t  a 
p e n n y ! H e  te l ls  
y o u  h is  s e c re ts  o f 
m a k i n g  m o n ey , 
and ho tells  them  so 
clearly , so sim ply, so 
easy to u n d e rs ta n d , th a t  
©very am b itio u s  m an 
can  grasp  them  and 
M A K E T H EM  W O R K !

DON'T DELAY!
M any sm a rt business m en paid 

$24 00 for tho N ationa l Success 
C’ourso. B u t we’vo a rran g ed  a sp e 
cial .e d i tio n —abso lu tely  com plete In 
every way—so th a t  th ousands of 
am bitious m en could tako  advantage 
of It today —If  y o u 'ro  anxious to 
lif t yourself above th o  crowd— get 
o u t of tho r u t— and s teer yourself 
to f inancial secu rity —wo urgo you 
to m all th e  coupon NOW.

BEVERLY HOUSE Inc.
570 7th Ave„ N. Y., Dept. T A -10

ENJOY OCEAN TRAVEL*
Z \B E V E R L Y  H O U S E  IN C . Dept TA

570 Seventh Ave., N. Y .

G en tlem en :
P leaso  ru sh  my se t o f th o  N ationa l fiuceeae Course, 
enclose one d o lla r  In □  cash . □  chock, □  m oney order, 

□  U. S. Postago  s u m p s  (sm all d enom inations).
No C. O. D.’a.1̂

NAME

CITY...........................................................  8TATE.



T O  M E N  W H O

m a k e  m o r e

W A N T  T O

m o n e y

You don ’t  “ get”  raises these 
days—you earn th e m !

T hese are strenuous times in which we are 
living. Competition is keen . . . the de
mands for efficiency are constantly increasing.

The day is gone when you can “hit the 
boss” for a raise and get it “on your nerve.” 

You get raises these days on your ability 
—  and your training 1

Today a man must think about himself 
1— and his future. Remember this: If 
you’re just getting by, you’re falling behind. 
Tomorrow your present job may be only a 
memory. The way to be sure of the future 
is to be sure of yourself!

Men are realizing this —  a new era in the 
utilization of spare time to acquire special
ized training is here! Men who a few years

ago thought they were “sitting on top of the 
world” today are coming to International 
Correspondence Schools for additional train
ing. Still more are enrolling because they 
see the handwriting on the wall. They want 
to make more money.

Do you want to make more money? If 
you do, we challenge you to mark and mail 
this coupon! It has been the beginning of 
success for men all over the world.

But don’t bother if you’re a quitter! It 
takes fight and hard work to get ahead these 
days— and weak-kneed, spineless men have 
no more chance of helping themselves by 
spare-time study than they have of getting 
a raise tomorrow!

If you have the old fight, if you’re willing 
to risk a three-cent stamp on yourself —  
mark and mail this coupon today!

N T E R N A T I O N A L  C O R R E S P O N D E N C E  S C H O O L S
f* The Universal University ”

B O X  30flfl-C, S C R A N T O N ,  P E N N A .
Who Wins and Why,” and ftill particulars about the subjectWithout oott or obligation, pleage fend roe a oopy of your booklet, 

before which I bare marked X:

„ Architect
„ Architectural Draftsman 
, Building Estimating 
, Wood Millworking 
, Contractor and Builder 
, Structural Draftsman 
, Structural Engineer 
, Electric Wiring 
, Electrical Engineer 
. Electric Lighting 

Welding. Electric and Gag 
□ Reading Shop Blueprint*

) Builnei a Management 
Office Management 

] Industrial Management 
] Personnel Management 
)Traffic Management 
) Accountancy □  Cost Accountant

h'ame.................................... ...............

dtp

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES
Telegraph Engineer 
Telephone Work 
Mechanical Engineer 
Mechanical Draftsman 
Machinist 
Toolmaker 
Patternmaker 
I*lpefltter □  Tinsmith 
Bridge Engineer 
Bridge and Building Foreman 
Gas Engines □  Diesel Engine* 
Aviation Engines

Automobile Mechanic 
Plumbing __P Steam Fitting 
Heating (JVentilatloo 
Sheet Metal Worker 
Steam Engineer 
Steam Electric Engineer 
Civil Engineer 
Surveying and Mapping 
Rofrl aeration 
It. R. Locomotive*
R. R. Section Foreman 
Highway Engineering

BU8INE88 TRAINING COURSES
C. P. Accountant 
Bookkeeping 
Secretarial Work 
Spanish □  French 
Salesmanship □  Advertising 
Business Correspondence

Lettering Show Cards □  Signs 
Stenography and Typing 
Complete Commercial 
Civil Service 
Mall Carrier _  ,
Railway Mall Clerk

.............. ........... A ( f t . A d d r e -*#....

State

□  R. R. Bridge and Building 
Foraman

Air Brakes Q  Train Operation 
Chemistry Q  Pharmacy 
Coal Mining Engineer 
Navigation □  Boilermaker 
Textile Overseer or SupL 
Cbtton Manufacturing 
Woolen Manufacturing 
Agriculture □  Fruit Growing 
Poultry Farming Q  Radio 
Marine Engineer

Grade 8chool Subjects 
High School Subject#
College Preparatory 
Illustrating 
Cartooning 
Lumber Dealer

Occupation .
i t  yam roeids in Canada, send this coupon to the International Corrcrpondenoe Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada



Matson snapped the weapon from the murderous hand
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She struggled against the knife-wielder as his blade swept backward

Drums o f  Ebony
Carter Matson, Daring American, Braves the Terrors of 

H aitian Voodoo in this Breath-Taking Novel of 
Mysterious Zombie Rites and Savage Warfare

A Complete Book-Length Novel
By ARTHUR J. BURKS

Author of “The Fighting Leatherneck" “Bare Fists," etc.

C H A PT E R  I 
T h e  V a n ish ed  O nes

N EA R IN G  the crest of the 
hill toward Limbe, Carter 
M atson turned and looked 

back at Cap H aitien. Knowing this 
black land as he did, he wondered

w hether he would ever retu rn  to his 
room in the H otel Sturenberg. There 
had been queer things at the hotel, 
things one couldn’t give a name to, 
things which gave Matson pause for 
thought—again because he knew this 
land and its people so well.

He had served ten years at Ouna-
11



12 THRILLING ADVENTURES

Carter Matson

minthe w ith  the Gendarmerie Du 
H aiti. There wasn’t a foot of this 
country, from Cap H aitien to Jacmel 
and P e tit Goave, that he d idn’t know. 
H e even knew what few white men 
knew—the dim trails of the Baiae 
Terrible. And he was back here on a 
queer, a fearfu l mission.

I t had to do w ith disappearing 
young people. They had vanished 
from the streets of a dozen A tlantic 
Coast cities. They had vanished al
most w ithout trace.

Departm ent of Justice  agents had 
advanced the theory tha t they had 
somehow been sp irited  out of the 
country. There were w hispers of 
queer black craft in little  known in
lets, of boats which ran w ithout 
lights, which touched the shores 
ligh tly  for the briefest of stays—and 
then were gone again, out to sea, 
into the black night.

And the Government had given 
the job of running the th ing  down 
to Carter M atson, because of his 
knowledge of Latin-Am erica. He had 
poked around in Venezuela, in Brazil, 
in  Colombia, w ithout getting  a trace 
of them.

He had, a t first, thought of the 
n ight clubs of Latin-A m erica, but 
had finally abandoned tha t idea. 
Something even more terrib le had 
happened to the vanishers. And al
most half of the vanished ones had 
been young men, which did away 
w ith  the obvious theory.

M atson’s heart had constricted w ith 
nameless terror, there in  the hotel, 
when, traversing the dim ly lighted 
hallways, he had found the black 
bellboys w hispering a m o n g  them 
selves. T hey always broke up their 
groups when he approached, and 
w hispered, careful tha t he should 
not hear, the name by which the na
tives of Baiae T errib le had known 
C arter M atson—Loup-garou.

The natives had good cause to re
member tha t name. I t  was one to 
make them  afraid, and the native 
boys were afraid. And native boys 
afraid  were wont to make queer con
tacts w ith th e ir friends of the hills 
and the jungles.

M atson usually worked a l o n e ,  
not tru sting  the good judgm ent of 
others. He believed him self amply 
able to handle any situation where 
the natives were concerned.

TH E R E  on the edge of the m oun
tains which the great Christophe 

had made famous, all the five years 
M atson had spent away from  H aiti 
seemed to drop from him, and he was 
once more the implacable caco hun
ter, the avenger of wrongs, the 
Nemesis of the followers of the Great 
Green Serpent. On the ir part, he 
knew, they would destroy him w ith
out trace, if they could. T heir lives 
depended on it.

He hitched his autom atics in his 
belt under his coat, bringing the ir 
ugly butts under his hands. H is 
eyes were aligh t w ith  determ ination. 
For up here he could hear w hat he 
had only sensed back at the hotel— 
the barbaric w ailing of drumB.

T hey seemed to come from  every
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where, from alow and aloft, from all 
sides, even out of the ground. No 
w hite man had ever learned the 
m eaning of the drums. He knew 
tha t here and now, had he had a 
companion, tha t companion would 
not have heard the drums.

T hey were m uted as though masked 
by distance and many th ick  walls. 
One had to know about them to hear 
them. They were an emanation, beat
ing like tiny  wings against the ear
drums, against the very soul of who- 
Boever listened.

He knew that, even as he listened, 
Bcores and hundreds of black faces 
were being lifted  to the night, broad 
nostrils were quivering, as cacos 
throughout the Baiae T errib le  hark
ened to the music of the drums and 
prepared to obey the ir mandate. 
Q ueer th ings were done w ith the 
drums. The zombies labored by the 
beating of the drums, as though the 
drums did service for the ir dead 
hearts.

M atson d idn’t disbelieve in the 
zombies—he had seen them laboring 
in the m oonlight on pineapple plan
tations. He knew tha t there were 
many q u e e r  things, inexplainable 
things, in the very heart of Black 
H aiti. He stretched his six feet of 
w iry  bone and muscle, thankfu l tha t 
he had kept in condition, knowing 
th a t a man not in condition hadn’t a 
chance in this hot land, even at 
night. H is whole body was drenched 
w ith  perspiration.

HE flirted the sweat away w ith an 
im patient hand, and set his tan 

ned face to the climb. The ligh ts of 
Cap H aitien  faded out behind him, 
like fireflies doused w ith  darkness. 
T he thrum m ing against his eardrum s 
came louder and louder.

He was now able to trace the 
sound. Probably not another white 
man in H aiti would have been able 
to tell whence came the measured 
beat. B ut now M atson knew. He

Dr. Despard

softly  w hispered a name to himself.
“T he c itade l!”
He referred  to the stronghold of 

Christophe, which the all-powerful 
black ru ler of H aiti, had erected to 
hold back the armies of Napoleon. 
Today it stood, silent and empty, the 
nesting place of countless bats, to 
awe the w estern w orld which had 
the tem erity  to v isit the place—a pile 
of m ighty rocks which engineers of 
today could not have placed as Chris
tophe had placed them.

M atson knew that fortress as he 
knew the palm of his hand. He en
tered it from a direction whence 
none would expect an in truder. He 
went up over the face of the cliff 
over which, according to one C hris
tophe legend, the black commander 
had once marched an entire company 
of soldiers to prove to Boyer, a v isit
ing “em peror” from Port-au-Prince, 
tha t his discipline was ironbound.

M atson w ent up quickly, hand over 
hand, risking death on the climb, and 
entered the citadel.

O ut of the citadel came the throb
bing, venomous, savage, nerve-crawl
ing beat of the drums. M atson knew
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th a t those drums were made of wood 
—except for their heads, which were 
of the skin of human beings, the 
black skin of H aitians who had of
fended the papaloi or mamaloi, the 
h igh priest or priestess of voodoo.

The throbbing of the drums meant 
that the voodoo devotees were pre
paring, calling in other followers, to 
participate in some ghastly ceremony 
in the heart of Baiae Terrible.

Matson moved tow ard a rectangle 
of light, tak ing  care tha t the way 
behind him was clear, so tha t he 
could retreat if need be; so tha t he 
w ouldn’t be surprised from behind. 
Rounding a tu rn  in a stone-ram parted 
hallway whose lofty  roof was in
visible in the gloom above, M atson 
gazed upon a sight which even he 
had never seen before.

F ully  a hundred blacks were ca
vorting to the beating of the drums. 
They were dressed in strange gar
ments, in ta ttered  rags, in faded blue 
denim, in flour sacks cut into baggy 
trousers, in every conceivable kind 
of outlandish dresB. But the ir heads 
were invisible—because each wore, 
where a head should have been, the

head of a crocodile from  E tang  Su- 
matre. The odor of the heads was 
noisome. The great jaw s opened and 
closed as the dancers pranced. From  
the m ouths came w eird chanting, once 
heard, never forgotten  of men.

The dancers swayed, went through 
the strangest sort of antics. They 
flashed past the drums, kicking up 
the guano w ith the ir bare feet which 
were broad and splayed. Behind the 
drums other men w ith crocodile heads 
kneaded the black heads of the drums.

T hrough t h e i r  crocodile masks 
M atson could see the red glowing of 
the ir eyes. But that was an illusion, 
he knew. The red glowing was the 
glowing ligh t of strange red stones 
out of Baiae T errib le, which the 
blacks had set into the eyeholes of 
the Masks of Set. A ctually  they 
looked out at the ceremony through 
the gaping jaws of the crocodile masks.

M atson considered. The chanting 
of the blacks rose to a shrill cre
scendo. " A l.a i!  A I ,a i!  A I ,a i!”

It was a rising  and falling  of sound 
tha t never varied, that, in time, drove 
even the black listeners mad. As 
they danced bottles of w hite clarine 
passed from black hand to black 
hand. The leader of the dancers was 
a huge man, dressed in the skin of a 
bull, w earing the horned head, while 
the tail dragged in the guano.

MA TSO N  knew tha t he w atched 
the crazy w ild an tics of the 

papaloi of Limbe, second in  power 
only to the papaloi of Baiae Terrible, 
who was head of all the papaloi, and 
so of the whole cult of voodoo in th is 
land which alm ost danced to its drums 
on the doorstep of New York City.

W hat did the ceremony mean? Did 
it have anyth ing  to  do w ith  the dis
appearances which so concerned the 
U nited S tates? M atson’s job was to 
find out. He could see only one 
woman—the haglike mamaloi, who 
danced beside her m aster.

And it was the mamaloi who paused
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in the m idst of the dance to cry a 
w arning in the patois of H aiti, tha t 
strange dialect w h i c h  is neither 
French nor the language which these 
people’s forebears had brought to 
H aiti from the Congo. T heir patois 
was a queer m ixture of French and 
the Congo dialects.

“W ord has come to us,” said the 
mamaloi, " that the Loup-garou has 
retu rned  to our land. The slayer 
is back among us. W e do not know 
why he comes. B ut the tale is brought 
to us from his hotel of strange 
papers, bearing pictures of people 
w ith w hite skins—”

The papaloi hissed a t her. She sub
sided. One could never te ll when 
alien ears m ight be listening, and the 
p riest and priestess did not tru s t 
the ir apelike followers to a very 
great extent.

“ W e m ust move sw iftly ,” said the 
hag. “W e m ust go to the m eeting 
place w ithout pause, to do there tha t 
which is bidden of the Great Green 
Serpent. I f  Loup-garou is here to 
prevent, we m ust hurry. I t  is enough 
tha t the message has gone forth. W e 
m ust act before the Loup-garou can 
fe rre t out our secrets. And harken, 
children of the Great Green Serpent! 
I f  this man leaves the lights of Cap 
H aitien  he m ust not re tu rn  to them 
alive! I f  he does, we shall d ie !”

TH E  dancers had fallen silent, had 
become m otionless, to hear the 

sacred words of the ir high priestess. 
Only the black drums continued, beat
ing a low accom panim ent to her 
words. Now she paused, sniffing the 
air. M atson tensed, suspecting w hat 
was coming. A sligh t breeze had come 
from his back, bearing down tow ard 
the dancers.

“He is here!” the priestess shrieked 
suddenly. “My nostrils bring the 
odor of w hite man! He is behind us 
in the solemn halls of our em peror’s 
citadel! Scatter and bring  the man 
to us alive!”

Sergeant Herriman

C arter M atson w hirled and ran. He 
hadn’t a chance against so many black 
people, though he knew that in the 
end he would outw it them  all. He had 
no th ing  but the deepest contem pt for 
the H aitian—"that animal nearest re
sem bling man.”

And he d idn’t mind tha t they knew 
he was back in H aiti.

He knew the potency of his name, 
had carefully  fostered it during his 
years in the ebon island. Now he ran 
sw iftly , shucking off his w hite duck 
coat as he ran, a plan of escape al
ready m apped out.

I t  should be simple to fool these 
people.

A t the lip of the almost sheer 
precipice over which legend stated 
tha t Christophe had ordered his obe
dient troops, Carter Matson w hirled. 
He knew tha t the H aitians would not 
have firearms. T his close to Cap 
H aitien  the sound of them would 
bring both the m arines and the gen
darm es on the run.

M atson w asn’t yet ready for that 
him self, and he had no in ten tion  of 
firing on the H aitians. I f  the H aitians 
were forced into a corner they m ight
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kill their prisoners—providing they  
had the prisoners whom M atson 
sought.

C H A P T E R  I I

Massing o f Forces

M A TSO N  lo o k e d  
down the face of 
the cliff. T en  feet 
below a tree stuck 
out from  the walls. 
H e had noted it on 
the way up. I t  had 
provided him w ith a 
stepping stone to 
the top. I t  would 

have supported the w eight of a Mack 
truck. M atson w hirled on his pu rsu 
ers as the crocodile-headed folk came 
pouring out onto the plateau. Then 
he flung his arms high as though in 
despair, tu rned  when sure th a t all 
eyes had marked him, and plunged 
s tra igh t over the cliff.

F or one sickening moment he al
lowed him self to th ink  of t h e  
ghastly  consequences of a slip of 
hand or foot. He would be dashed 
to  pieces on the rocks below, so far 
down they w ere invisible.

As he fell the wind was against 
him  like a wall. H is hands clawed 
for the limb of the tree, caught, 
held.

Q uickly he swung down under the 
tree, drew him self onto a limb, so 
th a t the boll of the tree masked what 
he did, and calmly hurled  his coat 
down the face of the cliff. Balled 
up, it fell almost as sw iftly  as a 
body would have fallen. The differ
ence in speed would not be noticed.

The black men, th e ir crocodile 
heads horrible in t h e  m oonlight 
which crept over the plateau, reached 
the lip of the precipice ju s t as the 
bundle struck  the rocks below and 
bounced down the shale. M atson had 
grabbed the limbs near him, try ing  
to  Btill the ir weaving, so th a t none 
would guess he had dropped into

the  tree. Nobody appeared to have 
noticed. T he natives were too steeped 
in the fiery hell of raw  clarine.

The men of the crocodile heads, 
egged on by the h igh priestess, began 
to hurl boulders down upon the w hite 
bundle which showed up b o  plainly 
on the rocks below. T hey had all 
seen him plunge over the rim. To 
the ir savage minds the w hite bundle 
was the man who had plunged to his 
death to escape them.

“Now,1' shrieked t h e  priestess, 
“there is no thing to prevent what we 
m ust dol The Loup-gaiou has died 
to escape our clutches. H url the 
rocks faster, lest he rise again. Make 
sure tha t your aim is true. Smash 
his body to a pulp on the sacred 
stones which knew the broken flesh 
of our ancestors.”

TH E R E  was a horrible ritua l to it.
The boulders crashed down against 

other boulders, struck  w ith ringing 
sound, and then bounced on down 
the face of the shale to crash among 
the trees which touched the base of 
the talus slope. M any of them struck 
the w hite bundle of M atson’s coat— 
and he shuddered a little , visualizing 
w hat would have happened to his 
body had he fallen to  the rocks.

O f course he would have been 
dead, but even a dead body was not 
immune to horror. There, in tha t 
w hite coat, but for the g ift of 
s treng th  and surety  of muscles, lay 
C arter M atson him self. H is eyes nar
rowed as he looked up at the danc
ing M asks of Set on the rim, weird 
in profile against the moon.

“Those w hite people are in the 
hands of the voodoo priests 1” said 
M atson to him self. “And they’ll hold 
them, too.”

O nly M atson, and the blacks them 
selves, knew the true significance of 
it all if, as M atson was sure now, 
the vanishers had finally reached the 
grim  fastnesses of Baiae Terrible. He 
thought, as he sat there, w aiting for
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the rock-throw ing blacks to sate their 
bloodlust, of the families whence the 
m issing ones had come.

The young men had been, almost 
w ithout fail, the sons of m ilitary  
families, whose heads for generations 
had served in the Army, Navy or 
M arine Corps. The women had come 
from  families who had always been 
of the aristocracy, highly  educated, 
carefully  nurtured. More than H aitian 
intelligence had m anipulated the dis
appearances.

Finally , after what seemed like 
hours, the priestess called a halt.

“Enough, O followers of the G reat 
Green Serpent 1” she yelled. “W e 
travel now at top speed for Plais-

ance, where we shall find our own 
contribution to the ceremony to be 
held in—”

But she d idn’t  say where. A gain 
she was hissed to silence by the h igh  
priest. The high priest, for all his 
claims to supernatural powers, feared 
even the dead man at the base of the 
cliff. For, he m ust have reasoned, 
if the Loup-garou could creep up on 
the followers of voodoo, and listen  
to the ir secrets, who else m ight not 
do so?

But M atson didn’t need to hear 
where the ceremony was to be held. 
He knew his H aiti.

T hey were heading for Plaisance, 
on the road to Saint M arc and P o rt-
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au-Prince. Grim ly M atson resolved 
to  head them  off and release a cap
tive he was sure was held somewhere 
in the jungles near Plaisance. T hat 
there was a captive, indicated tha t he 
still had time—tha t the captive had 
not been m urdered.

F ifteen  men and women had disap
peared. T hey  were probably secreted 
in as many different places in the 
jungles bordering on Baiae Terrible. 
Obviously, one man could not check 
on so many. M atson’s lips were set 
in a firm s tra igh t line as he came to 
a decision.

The crocodile heads vanished from 
the rim. H alf an hour la ter the 
sound of the drums died away in 
the jungle to the southw estw ard. 
M atson hurried ly  went down the face 
of the cliff and picked up his coat. 
I t  was a mass of holes; the boulders 
had fallen w ith  amazing accuracy.

He w ent on down the shale sw iftly , 
reached the jungles, dropped on 
down the mountainside.

TW O  hours la ter he was closeted 
w ith  the com manding officer of 

m arines in  Cap H aitien, a colonel who 
commanded all the northern  sector 
of H aiti. Colonel B lythe looked at 
him  strangely, listen ing  to w hat Mat- 
son saw fit to tell of his story.

"N onsense!” blurted the colonel. 
“ I ’ve been commanding here for six 
months, and I never heard of such a 
silly thing. I f  tha t many w hite 
strangers had come into Baiae T er
rible, I couldn’t  help know ing about 
i t .”

“Pardon me,” said M atson tensely. 
“I have spent ten years on th is 
island, and while I w ouldn’t  presume 
to contradict a colonel of m arines, I  
state unequivocally th a t it is possible 
for fifteen w hite people to  en ter 
H aiti and be lost w ithout trace.”

“ But w hat do the H aitians know 
of kidnaping? You’ve been reading 
too many A m erican new spapers.” 

M atson leaned forw ard, staring

into the eyes of the colonel. He 
licked his dry  lips w ith  a dry tongue.

“PaTdon again, sir,” he said softly. 
“ I am not ta lk ing  of kidnaping. I 
know the H aitians would not even 
know the m eaning of the term . W hen 
a man or woman is kidnaped, he or 
she is taken by force and held for 
ransom.

"These fifteen people have been 
gone fo r three weeks, on the average, 
and the ir families, in not one in
stance, have received demands for 
ransom. Yet the combined w ealth of 
th e  fam ilies would pay H a iti’s pub
lic debt three tim es over. No, I ’m 
not ta lk ing  of kidnaping, Colonel, but 
of som ething inftnitely more ghastly 
and horrible.”

TH E  colonel's face was w orking 
strangely. Beads of sweat bedewed 

his cheeks and his upper lip. He 
leaned forw ard in his tu rn .

“You mean,’\*he said, “th a t all fif
teen people, men and women, not 
only were not kidnaped, bu t tha t 
they came into H aiti, by some means 
yet to be determ ined, of th e ir own 
free w ill?”

M atson shook his head.
“I mean nothing of the sort, s ir,” 

he said, “though investigation m ight 
la ter seem to prove tha t they did so 
arrive in H aiti. But le t me tell you 
som ething else: if, by some trick  of 
legerdem ain w hich e v e n  H aitian  
p riests  and priestesses of voodoo do 
not possess, every last one o f the 
fifteen vanished ones could be trans
ported back to w herever he was first 
cognizant of the ‘call’, he would re
member nothing of w hat had hap
pened since he first heeded the call. 
N ot only that, but he would continue 
on w ith  w hatever he happened to  be 
doing at the time—and it w ould take 
hours for even his best friends to 
convince him tfcat he had actually  
lost th ree weeks out of his life.

“In  o ther words, the fifteen came 
into H aiti, to  die here, fo r a reason
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which, when we have ferreted  i t  out, 
w ill shock the world. But it will" 
shock the world even more if we 
f a i l !”

“I t ’s fantastic, absurd,” said the 
colonel, but his voice now lacked 
conviction, even to himself. “I ’ve 
heard of you down here. A ll the 
natives te ll stories about you. I un
derstand you even believe in the silly 
superstition  of the zombies.”

“I  would be a fool,” said M atson 
simply, “to say tha t I didn’t  believe. 
.The w eird and impossible have a 
strange way of coming to pass in 
H aiti. I also believe in the Great 
Green Serpent 1”

“W h at’s tha t?  The G reat Green 
Serpent is only a symbol.”

“No, Colonel," said Matson, even 
more softly , “the Serpent isn 't a mere 
symbol. You can’t appeal to the 
prim itive mind of a H aitian  w ith 
symbols. The G reat Green Serpent 
is very real, Colonel. I know, sir, 
for I have seen that, too.”

The colonel laughed shakily, w ith
out m irth.

“N ext th ing I know you’ll be te ll
ing me tha t it is th ir ty  feet long, 
jade green, and about as big around 
as a man.”

MA T SO N ’S face was grim as he 
again in terrupted.

“I say it is bigger even than that, 
sir. But if I continue to tell you of 
th ings which only the in itia te of 
H aiti know for certain ty , you w ill 
have me confined as insane—and fif
teen  men and women w ill die hor
rible deaths, which will be none the 
less horrible in tha t not one of them 
w ill know tha t he is to  die. W ill 
you help me, s ir?”

Colonel B lythe flirted the clammy 
sweat from his forehead. H is hand 
was trem bling.

“I don’t believe any of it, M atson,” 
he said, “but I ’m afraid  to refuse 
you. W hat shall I  do?”

“P ick  out ten of your men who

have Berved the longest in  H aiti, who 
have gone in to  the jungle m any tim es 
against the cacos, and send them, un
armed, into the jungles tow ard Baiae 
T errib le .”

“Unarmed? They will be ru th 
lessly slaughtered.”

“They w ill travel at night, taking 
advantage of all cover.”

“ But w hat w ill they  do?” asked the 
colonel in exasperation.

“W ait for word from  me, sir—and 
follow the sound of the drums. T hey 
w ill dress and make up as much like 
H aitians as is hum anly possible, and 
those you send m ust know the 
patois."

CO L O N E L  B L Y T H E  rose and the 
two men le ft the office together. 

As they w alked along the s tree t a big, 
m iddle-aged man approached the ma
rine officer.

“Hello, Colonel,” he said, pausing 
for a moment. " I ’m all set and 
ready to  sail.”

“You’re fo rtunate ,” Colonel B lythe 
smiled at the big man. “Dr. Despard, 
this is C arter M atson.”

“ Oh, yes.” D espard looked in ten tly  
at Matson. “The man the natives 
call Loup-garou”

“The doctor is very lucky, M atson,” 
said the colonel. “H e’s leaving for 
the S tates tom orrow.”

“And I ’ve still p lenty to do,” Dr. 
D espard waved his hand casually as 
he continued hurried ly  on h is .w a y  
along the street.

"W ho is he?” asked M a t s o n  
thoughtfully .

“A physician who has been quite 
successful in curing the ills of the 
natives,” answered Colonel B lythe. 
“He was quite interested in Black 
Magic for a time, I believe. Told 
me ju s t a few days ago tha t he 
needed a vacation and was going to 
New York.”

“H e’s fortunate,” said M atson. “F ar 
more so than those people who have 
disappeared.” He frowned. “Remem-
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ber—those m arines m ust be unarmed 
and disguised.”

“They will be,” Colonel B lythe as
sured him.

C H A PT E R  I I I

Juju Call

A G R E A T  i n k 
ling of what it all 
m ight mean came to 
Carter M atson as he 
f o u n d  his w a y  
through the jungle 
into the foothills of 
the Baiae Terrible. 
There, he knew, he 
would die a ghastly 

death by to rtu re  if he were captured. 
Or, worse still, he would go the way 
the fifteen vanished ones were to go 
if he failed in the strangest mission 
ever undertaken by man.

The black drums had been going 
w ithout let-up. The sound of their 
playing was strange, muted, as though 
it came from a vast distance. But 
he knew tha t the ir muted sound 
m ight only mean that the drum s were 
in caves deep underground, or in 
deep valleys hidden in folds of the 
hills. T hey never seemed to cease.

Even before the ten m arines of his 
selection had le ft Cap H aitien, Mat- 
son knew that all the w hite inhabi
tants of the Cape were wild w ith  a 
nameless fear. A lready they were 
looking askance at the ir black serv
ants, suspecting them—and w ith  good 
cause, M atson knew—of consorting 
during the hours of darkness w ith 
their brethren of the jungles.

Deep in those same jungles, Mat- 
son knew, was the spot whence ema
nated “the call.” I f  there were some 
way of reaching tha t spot, of doing 
something to see that the call w ent 
forth no more, he would spare the 
lives of other men and women whom 
the brain behind th is strange move
ment had m arked for slaughter.

M atson knew very well, now, that

no H aitian  mind had conceived this 
th ing  whose potential ramifications 
would shock the w orld when they 
were made public.

M atson’s face was a mask of agony 
as he hurried  at top speed th rough  
the jungle, always following the 
sound of the drums. Colonel Blythe, 
at the last moment, had promised 
M atson tha t he would personally un
dertake a fast automobile tr ip  to 
Port-au-Prince, there to see tha t a 
dozen other carefully  selected ma
rines would come into the jungle 
from  the other direction in order to 
be on hand when he needed them.

T hat he would establish contact 
w ith them w ithout trouble M atson 
knew very well—for all they  were 
expected to do was to follow the 
drums, as M atson him self was doing.

He d idn’t  know then, though he 
already suspected, tha t on the suc
cess of his queer m ission into Baiae 
T errib le rested the safety, and the 
sanity or madness of a continent, of 
the world itse lf 1

TH E  drum beats became louder.
More insistent. Matson, to fill in 

the time until he should reach his des
tination, thought of all the queer 
tales he had heard of H aiti.

He thought of the statue of Des- 
salines, in the Champs de M ars in 
Port-au-Prince. W hen the up lifted  
sword of the statue—which was 
slowly se ttling  w estw ard — should 
point d irectly  out into the G ulf of 
Gonaives, the blacks of H aiti would 
rise again. They would hurl the 
w hite people of their land into the 
sea, and again the gu tters of H a iti’s 
cities would run red w ith blood.

M atson thought of the legend of 
the “w hite H aitian ,” tha t m ythical be
ing who, born of black parents, 
should him self be w hite, and whose 
coming would mark a new leadership 
for the blacks. He would lead them 
to freedom and world dom ination! 

And he thought, as he had often
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thought, of the zombies, those res
u rrected  bodies of the dead which 
were somehow m iraculously endowed 
w ith  ghastly life and made to work 
in the fields in the m oonlight. The 
zombies had no souls, w orking only 
a t the will of the ir m asters—the 
priests of voodoo. T hey could not be 
k illed—they were already dead.

Suppose the zombies were real? 
Suppose all the newly dead in H aiti 
could be resurrected  — and turned 
loose on the coast towns of the 
U nited  S tates?

Reason to ttered  at the very thought 
of it.

BU T suppose again, ju s t to find 
some reason fo r the vanished ones 

whose disappearances had already 
shocked and puzzled a nation, that 
all these stories had been blended 
in to  a com pleted whole, a sto ry  that 
a m illion and a half natives would 
believe? Suppose tha t the zombies 
became black angels of destruction ; 
th a t by some means the statue of 
Dessalines should be pushed forw ard 
until the point of the dead d ic ta to r’s 
sword pointed out into Gonaives?

In  either event the H aitians would 
rise to a man, to a woman, and die 
w ith fanatical fervor to make the 
stories come true! And H aitians 
were hard to kill, even when not 
filled w ith clarine and voodooism. 
M atson had known them, many times, 
to race a hundred yards w ith  bullets 
in the ir brains. As properly  directed 
instrum ents of destruction, w ith te r
ror of death removed, only the ir an
n ih ila tion  would save the lives of 
thousands.

I t  was all ra ther nebulous, but fif
teen men and women had disappeared 
—and out of the jungle now was 
com ing the ranting, the bleating of 
the  drums. The sound was so prim i
tive, bestial, horrible, tha t it made 
tiny  ants w ith hot feet race along 
the  spine of C arter M atson, the man 
who so thoroughly  knew his H aiti.

D eeper and deeper into the  jungle 
he went.

He knew tha t he was coming closer 
and closer to some strange denoue
ment. W hen he realized, tow ard the 
last, exactly w hither his steps were 
tak ing  him, his very soul crawled 
w ith  horror.

Over here, in the foothills of the 
Baiae T errib le, the caco chiefs of the 
last two decades, together w ith  the 
greatest of the dead papaloi and 
mamaloi, had been buried by the ir 
own people. P ierre  Benoit and Char
lemagne, Guillame San, Adan Tebo— 
all were buried in tha t cem etery 
w hich no w hite men, save only Car
ter M atson him self, had ever seen.

W hite  men had slain all of those 
who reposed in th a t cem etery of the 
damned. And no grass was ever a l
lowed to grow on the ir graves until, 
the people w hispered among them 
selves, the dead had been avenged.

“G reat G od!” thought C arter Mat- 
son. “Suppose all those great black 
leaders could be resurrected  and once 
more call the ir people to conflict? Or 
suppose the people could be con
vinced, regardless of the tru th  of the 
m atter, tha t they had risen—and w ere 
shown the ir em pty graves as p roo f!”

MA TSO N  alm ost sobbed a t the 
thought, though he was a man 

w ithout fear. H is lips w rithed in to r
ment. He litera lly  raced through the 
woods, determ ined to give his very 
life, and to slay and slay w ithout 
m ercy to prevent th is ghastly th ing 
from happening.

He had one disquieting thought 
as he traveled. The natives at the 
citadel had not investigated his body 
at the base of the cliff to make sure 
tha t the Loup-garou was really dead. 
He knew that they had not gone 
near the spot because they feared 
him.

But maybe they knew he still lived. 
Maybe they were doing nothing, not 
even shadowing him, secure in  the
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knowledge tha t he would follow their 
drums into a trap  w hich would hold 
him helpless until prim itive Black 
H aiti had been avenged on her w hite 
masters.

He shrugged the thought away. He 
would match w its for wits w ith the 
black men of Baiae Terrible.

A strange u lulation now burst on 
his eardrum s. I t  came from  the 
southwest, and the d irection caused 
a cold chill to race all through his 
body, for in tha t d irection was the 
cem etery of the damned. The ulula
tion, he knew, came from the drool
ing lips of another papaloi.

M atson knew that he was listening 
to the prelim inary ceremonial chant
ing which sent forth  the "call.” The 
H aitians were sending out for fresh 
victim s—sending their call across the 
w aters to the U nited States.

He turned tow ard the new direc
tion, and now both of his hands were 
filled, their palms sweating as they 
gripped w ith deathly in tensity  the 
butts of his automatics.

HA L F  an hour la ter he reposed in 
the foliage of a tree d irectly  

above a clearing, and looked down on 
a weird ceremony. An altar stood 
before a fire around which men and 
women were squatting, swaying from 
righ t to le ft and back again to the 
endless throbbing of the black drums. 
The listeners, the devotees, knew 
nothing, saw nothing, save the papa
loi who was chanting the words of 
the call.

The priest was a grotesque ind i
vidual, his face hidden in the head 
of a great bull. The huge head 
swayed from side to side as he pos
tured. H is hands were uplifted  to the 
heavens. Behind him, his shadow 
was w eird and m onstrous against the 
leafy walls of the jungles.

On the altar beside him were seven 
little  figures. The altar was of black 
basalt, ripped from the side of some 
stone outcropping in the heart of

Baiae Terrible. The seven little  fig
ures were no larger than a m an’s 
hand, and they had been v e r y  
rudely carved into the shapes of men 
and women — four men and three 
women.

M atson knew, w hile an icy hand 
gripped his very heart, tha t some
where on the A tlan tic  Coast, perhaps 
soundly sleeping at this moment, 
w ere human beings of whom those 
seven little  figures were ghastly effi
gies.

AND w hat was the papaloi in ton
ing?

"Rise! W aken! H eed and obey! 
R ise! W aken! Heed and obey! 
W hatever you are doing when you 
sense th is call out of the void, cease 
w hatever you do and obey. Come 
h ither sw iftly ! Remember nothing, 
th ink  nothing, save the words of th is 
command.

"Recognize no friends, be led aside 
from  the way you are commanded to 
take by nothing. Travel on, oh 
champions of our people, un til you 
have reached the place where the 
dow ntrodden are to congregate. L et 
neither w ind nor storm  nor w ater 
deter you from abject and absolute 
obedience.”

Those squatting natives believed 
that, as the high priest spoke, four 
m en and three women, in various 
parts of the U nited States, would 
w aken from  sleep, or pause, bewil
dered, if they walked upon the streets 
or sat in n igh t clubs, and would fol
low a way they did not understand, 
because they could not help them 
selves.

There would be black boats in l i t 
tle known inlets, whose gangplanks 
would be out to receive them. T hey 
would go aboard, all unknow ing, 
w hile no living hand was placed 
upon them. T he black boats would 
tu rn  out to sea, and land the “pas
sengers” on Black H aiti, where they 
would follow the black drum s and
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the “call” to a fate far worse than 
death could ever be.

M atson knew that it was impos
sible for the chanting p riest actually 
to cast any spell over people in the 
U nited States. He realized tha t th is 
was being done by the papaloi solely 
for the benefit of the superstitious 
natives. Later, when they were con
fronted by actual w hite captives from 
the States, they would believe that 
the ir papaloi had really forced them 
to come to him.

F or him actually  to do tha t was 
impossible. He must have a confed
erate in the U nited S tates who knew 
beforehand, a long tim e beforehand 
perhaps, that at exactly th is time the 
papaloi would exhort these images 
of the w hite people. T hat accomplice 
would make sure tha t the w hite 
people obeyed!

The accomplice in the States had 
hypnotized the victim s in advance— 
of course, hypnotism  was a simple 
fact to every physician w orthy of the 
name—and given them post-hypnotic 
instruc tions to do som ething at ex
actly  a certain  time. T hat time would 
coincide w ith  the time at which th is 
papaloi chanted to his images.

Thus, when the w hite people came, 
they would seem to be coming at the 
papaloi’s command. A ctually  they 
went, hypnotized, aboard the w aiting 
H aitian  boats, there to be stupefied 
by drugs until they reached H aiti.

MA TSO N  hesitated no longer. He 
th ru s t forw ard his righ thand 

autom atic. He didn’t need to draw a 
bead. He was a crack pistol shot. H is 
autom atic, before the natives could 
even th ink  to cease th e ir sw aying to 
and fro, and while the drum s did not 
so much as skip a beat, spat seven 
bu llets as fast as M atson could fire.

The seven figures on the altar 
jum ped, and were broken into bits by 
the  bullets. He knew tha t the smash
ing of the seven images actually  
m eant nothing, but in the minds of

the natives he had broken the spell 
which had supposedly been cast over 
seven w hite people somewhere in the 
U nited States. T hat had been his 
purpose.

Then M atson fired once, deliber
ately, w ith  his le ft hand. The papa
loi staggered, dropped his arms and 
began a queer parade. He circled 
the fire tw ice; he fell to his knees, 
rose, circled the fire again. Then 
he dropped close to it, and remained 
motionless.

C H A P T E R  IV

The Loup-garou

C A R T E R  M A T -  
SON knew tha t in 
the minds of the 
natives his bullets 
had saved s e v e n  
lives, for he under
stood the use of 
ju ju  a m o n g  the 
prim itives. He also 
knew th a t when the 

papaloi had dropped to remain mo
tionless it meant the w hite man had 
fo rfe ited  his own life.

Scores of blacks m ust have seen 
the streaks of flame his autom atics 
had flashed from the tree. T hey  un
derstood autom atics from  t h e i r  
brushes w ith the marines. Soon they 
would break the ir stunned silence 
and surround the tree, and C arter 
M atson would be torn  limb from 
limb.

T here was a s tirring  among the 
blacks. They surrounded the form 
of the priest on the ground. A mo
m ent and the spot where the papa
loi lay was no longer visible.

M atson prepared to drop from  the 
tree and battle for his life w ith the 
six bullets le ft in his one autom atic 
tha t was still loaded. T hen he de
cided he had better have both guns 
ready. H urried ly  he refilled his 
right-hand autom atic clip. The sound 
of a clip w ithdraw n and a clip in 



24 THRILLING ADVENTURES

serted w ent plainly out into the 
clearing for the drink-steeped na
tives to hear and perfectly  under
stand.

They were moving. The charge 
would begin at once.

But it halted in its very inception, 
and even M atson’s hackles rose at the 
new sound which broke over the 
clearing. I t  was the wailing, long 
drawn out cry of a hun ting  w olfl 
And there were no wolves in H aiti.

M atson knew, of course, the mean
ing of the name the natives had given 
him—Loup-garou. I t  m eant w ere
wolf. The w erewolf was a m ythical 
creature which changed from  human 
to  wolf at will, and w ent forth  at 
n igh t questing for the blood of vic
tims.

In  H aiti there were two kinds of 
loup-garou, w ind and w ater. The na
tives saw them by day in the sim plest 
th ings—the rushing of tiny  waves 
across a pond, the s tirrin g  of dust 
in  the smallest whirlw ind. To speak 
of the loup-garou was to tu rn  the 
H aitian  gray with fear.

And now, the ululation of a hun t
ing w olf had just broken over the 
clearing.

M atson sighed his relief, under
standing.

TH E  m arines who had been follow 
ing the drums knew all about loup- 

garous. They knew w hat the H ai
tians called one C arter M atson, and 
they were helping him to fight the 
fanatical fervor of the natives w ith  
the only weapon the blacks really 
feared—superstition.

“ Beware of the Loup-garou!"
Ju s t tha t one shout, from the 

edge of the jungle in the strange 
patois of H aiti, so perfectly  enunci
ated tha t even M atson had difficulty 
in believing tha t the cry issued from 
the throat of a w hite man.

The blacks were too befuddled by 
w hat they had been drink ing—clarine 
mixed w ith the blood of slaughtered

cattle—to realize what was being 
done to them.

M atson understood perfectly  the 
power of the weapon thus suddenly 
placed in his hands. He blessed the 
cleverness of the marine who had 
barked like a w olf and had shouted 
the w arning which kept the blacks 
pinned to th e ir haunches in unholy 
fear. H e knew he must play up, and 
decided that absolute boldness was 
the best course.

HE w anted to lif t tha t bu ll’s head, 
to look into the face of tha t high 

priest. C ertain suspicions were form 
ing in his mind regarding the papa- 
loi.

He slipped off his sh irt and re- 
fastened it over his head by a single 
button, that which held the collar in 
place. T his le ft the arms sw inging 
free, w hile the ends of the khaki col
lar—if one’s im agination were in
spired by thoughts of the Loup-garou 
and the blood-thickened clarine— 
m ight conceivably remind the w atch
ers of the ears of a wolf.

Then M atson dropped sw iftly  from 
the branch. He felt strangely  un
real as he dropped to his hands and 
knees at the base of the tree.

T his ju ju  stuff was becoming so 
real tha t he almost fe lt like p inching  
him self to make sure he w asn’t actu
ally a w erewolf, changing now into 
his trad itional form. I f  he could 
come so close to fooling him self, why 
couldn’t he fool the natives for the 
little  respite of tim e he needed?

On all fours, w ith a queer, side
long gait, C arter Matson, his head 
covered by the sh irt, whose arms 
were flapping free, raced stra igh t 
into the clearing toward the fire.

He nosed about the altar, not dar
ing to put out his hand to touch the 
rem nants of the little  figures. T hree 
of them  still held the ir faces intact, 
and M atson fixed them  in his mem
ory as though he had actually  photo
graphed them.
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H ere was proof enough, if  some
where in the S tates people could be 
found whose countenances resembled 
these faces, that g reater intelligence 
than tha t of any H aitian  was behind 
the strange disappearances.

M atson was suddenly startled  as 
he discovered tha t the high priest 
no longer lay on the ground. He 
had been sure tha t his bullet had 
badly wounded the papaloi—and yet 
the man had disappeared!

T hen M atson realized tha t the 
papaloi could have disappeared in the 
crowd when the rest of the H aitians 
surrounded him. There was no m ir
acle about it. The high priest had 
m erely been shamming as he lay on 
the ground.

U tte r silence held sway. The black 
drum s had ceased. The natives were 
m otionless as he had last seen them. 
Even, it seemed, the ir very breathing 
had ceased. He could feel the ir fear
ful, red-rim m ed eyes fixed on him. 
He loped, try ing  to ape the running 
of a wolf.

Suddenly M atson heard a w arning 
call in Spanish. Too late! A hand 
reached out as he passed the nearest 
of the squatting natives. I t  grabbed 
the sh irt which covered him, yanked 
on it. M atson was w hirled back on 
his heels. But the sh irt held.

TH E  attacker sprang onto him, and 
M atson instan tly  knew how to 

conduct himself. He yelled for the 
m arines to stay back until they were 
sure he w ouldn’t be able to free him 
self. Then he tw isted in his cloth
ing, and grasped the attacker.

H is hands went to the m an’s throat, 
and as he brought savage pressure 
to  bear, he em itted strange sounds 
from  his throat. T hey were the 
sounds of a w olf tearing  w ith glis
ten ing  fangs at the throat of a vic
tim ! He made queer snapping sounds 
w ith  his teeth, slobbering sounds of 
abysmal obscenity, as he sought to 
pu t across the deception tha t he was

actually  a w erew olf destroying his 
prey.

H is enemy fought savagely, tried  
to cry out, but M atson held his th roat 
in a grip of steel. I t  would never 
do for him to seem to be losing even 
for a second. T hat would prove him 
less than supernatural, and the blacks 
would come to the aid of the ir com
rade in force. Then the m arines 
would have to show themselves, un
armed as they were, to protect him.

So M atson fought savagely, w ith 
all the streng th  at his command.

T T E  clung w ith  his le ft hand, ripped 
and tore at his enem y’s face w ith  

his right. H is fingernails became clog
ged w ith  the skin of the attacker, and 
blood came fo rth  to  dye the face 
so close under his own.

The m an’s face was contorted. H is 
eyes bulged. Then M atson made a 
horrible discovery.

I t  was one, however, tha t suited 
him perfectly , because it fitted in 
w ith his first suspicion. He re
doubled his efforts. H is mouth noises, 
calculated to fill the blacks w ith un
holy fear, rose to grim heights of 
horror.

A wild scream of te rro r finally 
burst from the lips of one of the 
H aitians. I t  was the signal for the 
exodus. The natives rose in a body, 
racing for the jungles, followed by 
a concerted ululation of wolfish 
sounds which m ust have made them 
believe that all the werewolves they 
could possibly imagine were at the ir 
heels.

M atson finally w ithdrew  his hands 
from his victim , staring into the 
tw isted, dead face. He flirted the 
clammy sweat from his own face as 
he removed the sh irt and dropped it 
beside him.

The man he had killed was a w hite 
man. Matson had seen som ething in 
the m an’s eyes which had filled him 
w ith more horror than if the man 
had been a black high-priest—for he
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had seen a look of insane determ ina
tion  to destroy that had made his 
flesh crawl.

The w hite man had covered his 
body w ith soot to pass as a native. 
B ut for M atson’s stun t of dragging 
his fingernails over the m an’s face he 
would never have known the differ
ence, because he had given the fel
low no chance to  speak.

The m arines would arrive at any 
moment. I f  they saw, and carried 
the sto ry  back to Cap H aitien and 
Port-au-Prince, M atson knew that 
every w hite sojourner would regard 
every other w hite w ith terrib le sus
picion. Q uickly he turned the dead 
man over onto his stomach.

T hen Matson, sure tha t the nearest 
native must be miles from the place 
by now, rose and walked into the 
jungles whence the first vulpine ulu- 
lation and the shouted w arning had 
come.

IN SID E  the jungle he stopped, w ait
ing. A black man m aterialized be

side him.
“Hello, Skipper,” said the black 

man softly.
“H errim an!” ejaculated Matson. 
“The same, sir. W e soldiered to 

gether at H inche, ten years ago. How 
did I do?”

“Swell, Sergeant. But we’ve scarcely 
started . Have you got a man w ith 
you who can get through to take a 
message to Port-au-Prince, overland, 
s tra igh t th rough Baiae T errib le?” 

“Yes, sir. P rivate  Flannigan. He 
knows his blacks and can run all 
day and all n ight w ithout stopping .” 

“Good. Have him go to the Com
m anding General of M arines and get 
a message out to the A ssociated 
Press in the U nited States, asking 
them to investigate w hether, at ex
actly th is time tonight, som ething 
queer happened to seven people— 
four men and three women—in the 
A tlantic states. W hen th is has been 
checked, and they find out—as they

w ill—that seven people had a strange 
experience, perhaps heard ‘voices’, 
they are to investigate each one, ask 
each one a single question—”

And M atson outlined the question 
which was to be put to each one of 
the seven people.

Sergeant H errim an w histled.

<(0 0  th a t’s the answ er,” he said. “I 
^  w ondered how they worked the ir 

hocus-pocus w ith w hite people. I 
know they can sway the blacks w ith 
it, here in H aiti, but—”

“Get F lannigan started ,” said Mat- 
son, in terrup ting  im patiently. “Have 
him back here as soon as possible 
w ith the answer. W e can head off 
fu rther disappearances, but we m ust 
do som ething about the people I am 
sure are already prisoners in Baiae 
Terrible. They are actually  w ith in  
the circle of power of the papaloi 
and mamaioi. I t ’s too late for any
body — except ourselves — to help 
them .”

“I get it, sir. How is Flannigan 
to get back? W here will he meet 
us?”

"Give him the same orders you had 
—to follow the drums. W e’ll be fol
lowing them so closely, H errim an, 
tha t we’ll probably hear them the 
rest of our lives!”

“Aye, aye, sir! W e’re on our way.” 
“G ood! L e t’s see how your infor

m ation and theories check w ith  mine. 
Know where the drums are leading 
us to n ig h t?”

“Yes, s ir,” said H errim an prom ptly. 
“To the cem etery where the big bugs 
among the cacos are buried. I t  sounds 
like zombie stuff.”

“My idea exactly. I f  I don’t see 
you among the zombies, H errim an, 
I ’ll see you somewhere in Baiae T er
rible. Any news before we s ta r t? ” .

“Ju s t a little , sir. Ju s t before I 
le ft Cap H aitien  behind you, sir, I 
got a rum or which said tha t the black 
garrison of gendarm es at Cerca-la- 
source had deserted and gone to the
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hills  in  a body, tak ing  all its fire
arm s.”

M atson stiffened.
“I expected tha t,” he said grimly. 

“H errim an, unless we’re m ighty good, 
th e re ’ll be some good Am erican lives 
lost here before the end.”

“The m arines get paid for dying, 
s ir ,” said H errim an prom ptly. “ I t ’s 
better than le tting  those innocent fif
teen get bumped off. Adios!”

C H A P T E R  V

Haitian Moon

H E R R IM A N  v a n 
ished i n t o  t h e  
jungle. M atson had 
not seen the nine 
men he knew to be 
w orking w ith H er
riman. But he knew 
tha t they  m ust be 
efficient, s u r e  o f  
themselves, else the 

old-tim er w ouldn’t have brought them 
w ith  him. Colonel B lythe was fu r
n ish ing  the fu llest cooperation. H er
rim an d idn’t  even need to be ordered 
around.

Two hours a fte r the affair of the 
seven little  images, M atson had the 
first proof of the thoroughness of 
H errim an and his leathernecks.

All those two hours, w ithout even 
a pause for breath, M atson followed 
the sound of the drums, and always 
it led him stra igh t tow ard the ceme
te ry  of the damned—where Charle
magne and P ierre Benoit were buried.

As M atson w ent on he had to be 
increasingly careful, for the H aitians 
w ere taking all sorts of precautions. 
As they sent forth  the ir summonses, 
black men and women come from all 
d irections to the place of the next 
step  in the huge ceremony.

T he woods were becoming increas
ing ly  packed w ith hurry ing  blacks. 
I t  was becoming almost impossibly 
difficult to  go through the jungles 
w ithou t being seen.

The H aitians m ust w ork fast now. 
T hey knew tha t the Loup-garou had 
not died at the foot of the citadel; 
tha t he was bending every effort to 
prevent the ir ceremony. They would 
be depending on sheer numbers to 
thw art him.

How, the papaloi would reason, 
could even the Loup-garou penetrate 
the ever-thickening lines of devotees 
who raced through the jungle to the 
m andate of the drum s? M atson would 
be seen and destroyed before he 
could get through.

Pan ting  like a spent runner, Mat- 
son pushed on, zigzagging th is way 
and that, evading discovery by inches 
at times. The H aitians were now 
posting fighting m e n  — gendarmes 
from Cerca-la-source, he knew — to 
w aylay and destroy him, along the 
way he m ust follow.

Time a fte r time he saw these sol
diers, ju s t in time, standing in the 
darkness under trees, the ir rifles held 
at port, w aiting for his coming. To 
hide his w hite face, M atson smeared 
it w ith  d irt from the trail, but he 
knew tha t his own odor was as well 
defined in the nostrils of the blacks 
as the irs in his. He knew tha t he 
escaped time a fte r tim e by the sheer
est luck.

HER R IM A N  was depending on 
M atson’s ingenuity  to get him 

past these ever th ickening outposts, 
for no sounds of struggle came back 
to M atson, and he found no gen
darmes along the way tha t H errim an 
and his men had been forced to kill. 
F lannigan would slip through these 
people w ith  ease, because he was a 
born scout. The other nine m arines 
could be depended on to do likewise.

How much did the blacks know 
about H errim an and his men? Mat- 
son surm ised tha t they knew every
th ing, for the walls—even those of 
Colonel B lythe’s bedroom—had ears 
in Haiti.

M atson pressed on. W hen he



28 THRILLING ADVENTURES

panted now he could taste his own 
blood in his throat, as he struggled 
to make headway to the front. He 
must, sim ply m ust, be in on the next 
step in the series of ceremonies lead
ing up to the ghastly  denouem ent 
th a t he was sure he could foresee.

I t  was necessary tha t he see every
th ing—and now the drums were in
sistent, b idding the devotees of the 
G reat Green Serpent to the ir best 
speed.

W ould M atson be in time to see 
voodoo at its most inspired heights? 
O r depths? He could foresee the 
m eaning of the gathering of the 
blacks at the graves of the ir leaders.

W ould the natives really believe 
th a t these men who had been dead— 
some of them as long as ten years— 
could be resurrected? Zombies were 
always the newly dead, but if H aiti
ans could believe in them  at all, they 
could believe tha t even the long dead 
m ight arise again.

M atson hurried  on.
H e stumbled, almost fell, and knew 

th a t H errim an and his men had be
gun the next phase of the ir queer 
m ission exactly on time. I f  they 
hadn’t, M atson would have been dead 
the next m inute; for the th ing  over 
which he had stum bled was the body 
of a black man.

HAD H errim an started  slaying the 
sentinels? The next moment 

M atson sighed w ith relief.
A fter all, the black people of the 

H aitian  jungles were tools in the 
hands of the brains which had started  
all this. T hey  were not too greatly  
to be blamed. One couldn’t ju s t strike 
them  dead, m erely because they be
lieved in the ir fanatical leaders.

H errim an had taken this into con
sideration. The man over whom M at- 
son had stumbled was not dead.

He was a gendarme. He had been, 
patently, struck down from  behind 
and without warning. H is legs and 
arms were pinioned to his side so

tha t all he could move was his head. 
He had been fastened by strips of 
bark torn  from the side of the tree 
under which he had been standing 
guard.

T here were two w hite strips of 
som ething across his black face. Mat- 
son knelt to look, w histled softly, 
and congratulated him self on the in
genuity  of H errim an and his men.

A strip  of w hite adhesive tape had 
been pasted over the mouth of the 
black man. A nother strip  had been 
pasted over his eyes.

WH EN , sometime later, this man 
was released, he would be able to 

tell nothing of what had happened to 
him. W rought up, fired to fever pitch 
by the drum s—as all the gendarmes 
m ust have been, to  have deserted 
the ir w hite officers, to go to the hills 
w ith the ir caco brethren—the gen
darme would believe tha t som ething 
supernatural had struck  him down, 
silenced and blinded him.

But w hatever he thought, he’d 
never be able to see the Loup-garou 
who now looked down at him ap
preciatively. Nor would he be able 
to yell w arnings to the guards to his 
righ t and left.

R uthlessly, efficiently, the marines 
under H errim an were clearing the 
way for the Loup-garou. They were 
moving tow ard the forbidden ground 
in a strange species of extended m ili
ta ry  order, s trik ing  down all guards 
along the way, rendering them use
less. Unless one were released by 
chance, there was no possibility of 
the H aitians know ing w hat had hap
pened.

No ordinary natives, running into 
the bound men w ith  the w h i t e  
patches over th e ir noses and mouths, 
would th ink of touching them. They 
would believe the darkness peopled 
by all sorts of horrors, and would 
run on to te ll w eird tales in  the for
bidden ground of w hat they had seen. 

T hat H aitians could be inspired to
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go out at n ight at all was a tribute 
to  the persuasive powers of the papa- 
loi and mamaloi—or whoever inspired 
the priests and priestesses them 
selves.

Colonel B lythe had selected hi6 
men well. H errim an hadn’t known 
w hat was best to take w ith him, but, 
expecting trouble, he had decided 
tha t adhesive tape m ight come in 
handy. M atson chuckled at the use 
to which he was pu tting  it.

On w ent Matson. The drums were 
louder, more insistent. Now he could 
hear the chanting. There were rus
tling  sounds all th rough the jungles 
as natives hurried  to rendezvous 
under the pale moon tha t now rose 
over the black jungles.

Time afte r tim e Matson stepped 
over supine black men whose faces 
were marked invariably by two w hite 
patches, whose legs and arms were 
bound to the ir sides. Once he en
countered such a man, ro lling  from 
side to side, try ing  to free him self 
of his bonds. This one M atson tapped 
on the head w ith the muzzle of his 
autom atic, then w ent on.

NO m atter how fast he traveled, the 
m arines under H errim an were 

ahead, clearing the way.
Even so, the going was difficult. 

Time a fte r time M atson encountered 
men on the tra il who had slipped 
in behind Herrim an. Each time, if 
he could not avoid so doing, M atson 
struck  sw iftly  w ith  his autom atic 
muzzle, leaving his victim  in the 
trail.

He knew tha t now, if he were to 
tu rn  back, the chance tha t he would 
be able to get back to Cap H aitien 
alive was one in several thousand. 
N atives m ust be all around him, 
s tre tch ing  in all directions, as they 
hurried  to rendezvous at the man
date of the black drums.

"A I, ail A I , ail A I , A i!”
T he chanting was increasing its 

tempo. The drums were throbbing

w ith a faster beat. T he denouem ent 
couldn’t be far off. The priests w ere 
w hipping devotees to a frenzy, and 
the ir chanting and drum beats w ere 
causing those late to the rendezvous 
to travel faster and faster.

So much hinged on the eternal 
vigilance of H errim an and his men. 
I f  even one of them was caught and 
slain, the whole countryside m ight 
take time to seek and slay the others. 
The m arines must live, and avoid 
detection to a man, if M atson were 
to reach his objective.

A ND the marines were coming 
through.

M atson estim ated tha t he probably 
had about half a mile le ft to go, for 
he could see a glow of fire against 
the sky. He knew that when he 
topped the next shoulder of the hills 
he would be looking down into the 
proscribed valley where the great 
outlaw s of H aiti w ere buried.

T he w eird horror of it no longer 
gripped him. He accepted w hat was 
to come as m erely part of the grim  
menace of H aiti. M atson had become 
sim ply the hun te r of men, the un- 
raveler of weird outlandish m yster
ies, the man who risked his life to 
bring off his m issions successfully.

L ouder the drum beats. F aste r the 
chanting.

He reached tha t last crest. He 
knew he was through the guards—on 
whom the priests had pinned the ir 
faith  tha t the Loup-garou would 
either be destroyed or delayed un til 
it was too late for him to do any
th ing—because for the last five m in
utes he hadn’t encountered a single 
bound gendarme.

W here was H errim an and his m en?
He scarcely bothered to ask him 

self that question. H adn’t they  been 
on hand when he had needed them  
before? They would be ready again, 
he knew, when and if he should call 
for help.

He started  down the hillside, seek-
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ing a vantage point whence he could 
see w hat was transpiring.

A t last he found a place in a tree, 
afte r m u c h  maneuvering, during 
which he risked detection a dozen 
times. He would surely have been 
spotted for an alien if all eyes and 
all prim itive brains had not been 
fastened on the figures which held 
the center of the forest stage, this 
side of the fire at the cem etery’s edge.

M atson looked out upon a hellish 
scene in the cem etery of the damned.

A t the heads of the mounded 
graves were simple sticks of wood, 
cleft a t the top—and in the cleft 
of each was fastened the hat of the 
departed. In  most cases these were 
ordinary straw  hats which looked as 
though savage teeth  had b itten  pieces 
out of the brims.

In  the m idst of the graves a mama- 
loi, more like a w itch than any Mat- 
son had ever seen, was scream ing at 
the heavens—and a t the dead.

“Rise, Charlemagne! Rise, P ierre  
Benoit! Rise, Guillame San! Rise, 
Cerimarie Yac! Rise, Chal D avid!” 
she exhorted. “Your followers call 
upon you again to lead them  out of 
bondage, and this time they will fo l
low you to world dom ination!”

Matson, fascinated in spite of rea
son at the grim  significance of the 
ceremony, stared at the dry-as-dust 
graves w ith bulging eyes.

C H A P T E R  VI

Parade of the Zombies

N O W  all the jungle 
had fallen silent to 
listen  to the exhor
ta tion  of the mama- 
loi. Even the drums 
ceased th e ir th rum 
ming. M atson knew 
tha t a 11 through 
H aiti the p e o p l e  
who knew tha t the 

drums had ceased, would know the 
meaning of the ir stopping — and

would w ait w ith  bated breath for 
them  to s ta rt again.

I f  they started  again, if the ir mean
ing then were w hat th is mamaloi in
tended, what could stop the fanatical 
fury  of the blacks?

But of course that could never 
come to pass. The graves were old. 
The dead had been buried so long.

Even if they had not, M atson did 
not expect to see the dead rise out 
of the soil.

SIL E N C E , save for the exhortation 
of the w itch before the fire. Even 

the fire seemed to stop crackling and 
roaring to listen to her words, to 
aw ait the ir outcome.

“God A lm igh ty !” the words burst 
from  M atson’s lips explosively. T hey 
came out aloud. Yet no living soul 
in all H aiti, not even M atson him 
self, heard them. The natives who 
were w itnessing w hat happened here 
could hear nothing, see nothing, save 
tha t which the old woman wished 
them  to hear and see.

M atson’s breath seemed to catch in 
his throat. He tried  to look away 
to the black jungle walls, but he 
couldn’t pull his eyes away from  the 
fantastic horror which was grow ing 
before them.

For the nearest of the graves, the 
nearest and apparen tly  the oldest, 
was shifting , as though underneath 
it were som ething whose sleep was 
tro u b led !

No w onder C arter M atson had 
spoken the name of his Creator, 
either as an oath or a prayer. For his 
eyes could not betray him so out
rageously.

The mound of tha t grave had actu
ally  moved, had sh ifted  a little !

The silence which had held sway 
had been thunderous com pared to the 
silence w hich now gripped the vast 
assemblage. Faces, black faces w ith  
red-rim m ed eyes and pearl-w hite 
teeth , s tretched  back in all directions 
as far as the  eye could see.
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N ot one person there, perhaps, at 
th is moment, remembered the ex
istence of a being known as the 
Loup-garou. Not a gendarme remem
bered loyalty  to his officers. Not a 
woman thought of her husband or 
her children. N ot a person thought 
of anything, save that the grave had 
moved, shifted .

Now the mamaloi herself had fallen 
silent. She m erely stood there, as 
though im paled against the night, her 
hands up lifted  to heaven—for the 
heaven of God and the angels, blas
phemous and horrible as the idea 
m ust be to civilized folks, was the 
very backbone of voodooism.

M atson held his breath.
A nother grave shifted. The d irt 

of its  mound rustled  audibly as it 
slid down.

A th ird  grave shifted. A fourth. 
A fifth.

S till the tableau held. No sound 
at all could be heard, save only the 
ru stling—awful, te rrify in g —of the 
graves them selves. M atson stared as 
one bereft of his senses. He couldn’t 
believe it, yet he m ust believe the 
evidence of his own eyes.

So much would depend on identifi
cation. He d idn’t know which grave 
was which, but in life he had several 
times seen the great, almost m ythical 
Charlemagne, the brutal, m urderous 
P ierre  Benoit—both of whom the 
H aitians had almost deified as pa
triots.

ALL the graves now were moving.
D irt slid down from their mounds 

in a rhythm ic rustling . And then, hor
ror of horrors, at the head of the first 
grave to move, under the stick w ith 
the straw  hat which a man long dead 
had worn, appeared a dark black 
sp lo tc h !

The end of the grave spread aside, 
rolled away, and the black splotch 
rose h igher—higher. I t  became the 
head and shoulders of a black man, 
whose torso was hidden by faded

blue denim. The head wore no hat.
The body rose higher. I t  rose 

w ithout sound. The face had no ex
pression on it. I t  was not a flesh
less skull. I t  was a man, the face 
of a man in the prim e of life.

The figure rose.
O ther figures were rising out of 

other graves. O ther figures were ris
ing to a s itting  position. O ther fig
ures now leaned forw ard, shaking 
away the d irt of the grave mounds, 
tw isting  long cramped legs under ris
ing bodies, moving to sit on knees, 
then to rise full length.

TH E  eyes of all who had risen, as 
they stood erect, were turned  on 

the mamaloi. And out of the mouth 
of the first, sepulchral, as though 
rusted  from  long disuse, came a 
cracked, ghastly  voice.

“H ere am I, Mamaloi! W ho calls 
on Charlemagne to a rise?”

T he woman did not answer. The 
man who had spoken turned until the 
m oonlight struck  his face. A chill 
of horror raced along M atson’s spine. 
F or the man who had risen, the man 
whose face he had never forgotten, 
the man whose life had covered H aiti 
w ith  a tra il of blood, was the great 
black leader— Charlemagne!

Now another voice was speak ing : 
“H ere am I, Mamaloi! W ho calls 

on P ierre  Benoit to arise?”
The man next to rise showed his 

face for a moment to M atson—and 
he was, M atson would alm ost have 
sworn it, P ierre  Benoit. The last 
time M atson had seen him, the dead 
body of P ierre  Benoit had been a 
tum bling black horror, dragged along 
on a rope behind a running horse, 
the rope fastened in a noose around 
his black neck.

Yet now he rose from  the grave 
w ith never the mark or burn of the 
rope on him, nor wounds of bu llets; 
w ith no m ark of machete or knife or 
bayonet. And still there was silence, 
save for the croaking, horrible voices
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of the dead who were rising, and 
saying to the mamaloi:

“H ere am I, Mamaloi! W ho calls 
upon Guillame San, Adan Tebo, 
Cerimarie Yac, Chal David — to 
arise?”

A fter the risen had spoken they 
merely stood, while M atson studied 
them  in u tter, abysmal fascination. 
F or as they stood there was no ligh t 
of life in the ir faces, no ligh t of 
knowledge in the ir eyes.

IT  was as though each had come 
forth  in answer to some hypnosis. 

T hey had no souls. T hey w ere crea
tu res  of the grave. T hey did not 
know tha t they lived, that they had 
risen  and had asked the mamaloi a 
fa te fu l series of questions.

They m erely stood, swaying on 
th e ir  feet, black statues.

Then the mamaloi lowered her 
arms, turned on each of the resur
rected in turn, spoke softly.

“ Stand here, side by side.”
T hey formed in single rank before 

the woman who commanded them. 
T hey  moved w ith jerky, stiffened 
steps, as though long unused to w alk
ing. A nd their eyes never stopped 
sta ring  at the high priestess of the 
cu lt to which, in life, they had been 
so fanatically  loyal.

The priestess spoke again, and all 
the vast assemblage — even M atson 
him self—held its breath to listen.

“I  know you, Charlemagne. And 
you, P ierre  Benoit. And you, Adan 
Tebo, and all you others. I say to 
you all tha t you shall lead us again 
even unto  death — for death cannot 
touch y o u !”

T hey nodded, a horrible chorus of 
Je rk y  nods.

“ I t  is time to go,” said the p ries t
ess in a natural tone of voice, far 
more effective than exhortation or 
w ild exclaiming. “O ur people w ill 
follow—into Baiae T errib le.”

Then the priestess added the su
preme, the grisly touch. She waved

her hand, and each of the dead, as 
though he did the most natural th ing 
imaginable, raised a black hand to the 
cleft stick which had been the 
m arker on his grave, took down the 
faded, w eatherbeaten straw  hat and 
set it firmly on his head. And every 
hat seemed to fit.

In  the m idst of the eerie silence, 
w hile the flame began crackling 
again, and the sound of the hats be
ing torn  down died away tow ard the 
jungle, the mamaloi tu rned  her evil 
face, now somehow calm and sure, 
tow ard the deeper, blacker fastnesses 
of Baiae Terrible, and started  into 
the hills.

Behind her stalked, w ithout com
mand, the black autom atons she had 
brought back from the dead.

M atson dropped out of the tree. 
H is hand whipped to his autom atic. 
B ut he remembered in time. I t  did 
not need the sudden grip of a hand 
on his w rist to make him remember. 
He w hirled to face H errim an.

“No,” said M atson, panting. “I 
thought in time. I w ouldn’t dare 
shoot one of those resurrected ones. 
T hey would then destroy the ir w hite 
prisoners for a certainty. I know, 
we’ve got to let the zombies show 
us the way to where they are held.”

“G odt” H errim an was saying, over 
and over again. “W ho ever thought 
of such a th ing? I ’ll never be able 
to sleep again. I ’ll rise out of my 
dreams, th ink ing  I ’m dead, being 
called back to life by tha t mamaloi.”

TH E  whole assemblage was follow
ing the mamaloi and the hell’s 

crew she had called forth. Not one 
face turned  toward M atson and H er
riman.

“T hey don’t even know we’re 
here,” said Matson.

“No, though half of ’em have 
stum bled over us. Skipper, you could 
tu rn  a m achine-gun on tha t crowd, 
mow them  down like ripe wheat, and 
not a soul would hear the guns. Not
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a man or woman would know he or 
she stum bled over a dead one.” 

M atson pinched himself.
“God, H errim an,” he said. “Ma

chine-guns! Do you th ink  they’d die 
if we shot ’em ?”

"Maybe no t; maybe they w ouldn’t 
even feel the bullets. I t ’s something, 
Skipper, to control a mob like th a t.” 

“Yes,” w hispered Matson, “so some 
devil out of hell has figured out. I ’d 
go crazy, H errim an, I ’m sure, if I 
hadn’t  thought in time and had shot 
one of those zombies—and he hadn’t 
even known I had shot h im !”

“I guess I was th ink ing  of that, 
too, sir, w hen I grabbed your w rist,” 
said H errim an.

M atson shook him self and led the 
way to the graves. O ther marines, 
their faces dead w hite th rough the 
d irt and grime, came out of the 
jungles to stand beside them.

And through the little  group, the ir 
eyes fixed ahead on the black reaches 
of the Baiae T errib le, the ir feet mov
ing w ithout command of the ir dead 
brains, moved scores, hundreds, thou
sands of H aitians. T hey looked nei
ther to righ t nor left, but only ahead 
—and not even an avalanche could 
have stopped them.

" I ’m th ink ing ,” said M atson, "what 
it would mean to an Am erican city  if 
tha t mob started  racing through its 
s tre e ts !”

H errim an shuddered.

<<T T 7 'E ’V E  got to snap out of it, sir.
V V  T here’s an explanation, a good 

one. I f  we could prove that these 
graves still hold the dead high mo
guls, and tha t the zombies are merely 
hypnotized doubles of the dead, 
planted there for resurrection—” 

"T here isn’t tim e,” said Matson. 
"W e’ve got to join the parade of the 
zombies. Look, for God’s sake!” 

M atson pointed to three men w ith 
w hite patches over their m ouths and 
eyes, who came stum bling out of the 
iunsde to ioln the black concourse.

C H A P T E R  V II

The Ebon Marchers

T H E  men w ith  th e  
w hite patches over 
the ir eyes were al
most the u ltim ate in  
horror t  o C arter 
Matson. W hat m ust 
those black men be 
thinking, when they  
could neither see 
nor hear? T h a t  

some supernatural v isitation h a d  
stricken them blind and dumb?

W as that why they followed the  
sound of the drum s w ithout even 
th inking of pu lling  the adhesive 
plaster free? As gendarmes, w ith  
constant contact w ith  w hite officers 
and doctors, they m ust have know n 
the m eaning of adhesive tape.

H ad the ceremony and all it m eant 
wiped out the ir th in  veneer of civili
zation, m aking them  forget every
th ing  they had ever heard or seen 
while serving the ir w hite m asters?

More gendarm es came out of the  
woods. T hey all wore the two w hite 
patches over eyes and mouths. T hey  
stum bled as they walked, caught 
themselves, walked on.

Now and again one fell on h is 
face, because his hands were bound 
and he could not catch him self. B ut 
always tha t one rolled to his back, 
brought his legs under him, turned , 
rose to his feet, and stum bled on to
ward Baiae Terrible.

They d idn’t  walk in circles.
They d idn’t  when they fell, go 

back the way they  had come, even 
though when they rose they faced 
rearward. They all turned, as though  
certain of the ir course, and followed 
the mad black concourse into the  
hills.

M atson flicked the d irt and sw eat 
from his face.

H errim an laughed, and there w as 
a touch of hysteria in his laughter.

“I f  this is m erely one of the first
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acts, s ir,” said H errim an, ‘‘what will 
the grand finale be?”

“Soon,” replied M atson grim ly, 
“you won’t have to ask that. You’ll 
see and hear the end. Now w hat do 
we do?”

H errim an looked down at one of 
the graves. M atson understood.

“I know the dead ones who rose 
were phonies,” he said. “L e t’s prod 
in one of the graves to see if the 
skeleton isn’t still there. H aitians 
don’t bury their dead deeply.”

H errim an nodded. The black con
course flowed about them like an 
ebon river flowing uphill—uphill into 
the fastnesses of Baiae Terrible.

Now and again the blacks, men and 
women, the ir eyes red-rimmed, hor
rible, eyes fixed and staring  w ith te r
rible intensity , jostled against them. 
B ut they did not seem to realize 
they  did so, for they stepped back 
into their courses and plodded on, 
steadily  on.

T hey seemed to reach back into 
infinity, as though the weird terror 
of all th is had gripped even the 
countless thousands who hadn’t w it
nessed the mamaloi’s call to the dead 
or seen them arise.

H errim an fought his way through 
the mad press to the jungle edge, 
w hipping out a long-bladed knife as 
he went. He came back w ith a tree 
limb which he was quickly sharpen
ing at one end.

MA TSO N  stood, w atching the black 
river flow around him, feeling 

tha t valuable time was being wasted, 
while H errim an, an odd hesitancy in 
his actions, th ru st the sharpened end 
of the stick into the first grave.

He prodded w ith it, prodded from 
one end of it to the other. He said 
nothing, did not even look a t Mat- 
son.

He went to the next grave. He 
prodded. He w ent even faster to the 
th ird  grave, where he prodded again. 
Now he literally  ra ted  from grave to

grave, stabbing, as though he th ru st 
that point into the hearts of his most 
hated enemies.

“S teady!” snapped M atson, when 
low, b rittle  laughter came from  the 
lips of Herrim an.

The sergeant was alm ost hysterical. 
He moved like one half crazed.

“S teady!” barked M atson again.

V T O W  H errim an paused and wiped 
the sweat from his face. He came 

back to M atson, and he d idn’t even 
need to tell M atson w hat he had dis
covered.

“ E m pty!” The word was a shock 
to Matson, though he had known it 
was coming. "No corpses, no skele
tons ; ju s t the hard soil at the bot
tom of the graves. I tell you, Skip
per, those men rose from  the dead 
at the command of the mamaloi!”

And H errim an, who had seen hor
rors from Samar to Balangiga, from 
Cheefoo to Ololgapo, threw  back his 
head and laughed. M atson’s teeth  
were on edge. H errim an was losing 
his grip. H is sweat poured forth, 
dribbled down his face, across his 
lips, from his chin.

The pale moon looked down, un
moved, uncaring.

Suddenly M atson slapped H erri
man savagely on the mouth. H erri- 
m an’s head snapped back. H is fists 
came up as he squared off. Some of 
the glassy look w ent out of his eyes. 
They became sane again. He rubbed 
his jaw  w ith  a trem bling hand.

“Thanks, Skipper,” he said quietly. 
“T hat never happened to me before. 
I ’ll be all righ t now.”

“No,” said M atson softly , “it never 
happened to you before. Nobody ever 
questioned your nerve—but ton ight 
you lost it—and you know H aitians. 
W hat do you th ink the people of the 
U nited States, who don’t know what 
H aitians look like, would do and 
th ink  if th e ir stree ts suddenly started  
to swarm w ith  them ?”

H errim an’s face was pale.
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“T he whole country  would go 
m ad /’ he said. “I understand, sir. 
I t ’s up to us. W e can’t  get troops 
in here in time—but, sir, how could 
they land in the S tates? Coast Guard 
cu tters would wipe out every boat 
th a t tried  to land ’em.”

“Yes? Provided, H errim an, tha t 
the  Coast Guard even knew tha t they 
w ere enroute. Do you realize that, 
if  we are bumped off, the first knowl
edge Am erica w ill have of all th is 
w ill be the arrival of the H aitians?” 

" I  never thought of th a t.”
“W ell, the brains behind all this 

thought of that angle—of the possi
b ilities of loot, of holding whole 
cities for ransom, of everything. Even 
of the possibility of men like us 
penetrating  the secrets of Baiae T e r
rible—and of how ta  see tha t we 
don’t get out w ith our knowledge. 
T hat man I killed back there among 
the ju ju  images, H errim an, was a 
w hite man.”

H errim an gasped.
“ You mean, one of the vanished 

ones?”
“No. I ’ve seen pictures of them 

all. He was one of the tools of the 
brain behind all this, planted there 
to see that nothing went wrong. I ’ll 
bet there are renegade w hite men 
scattered all th rough this crazy mob, 
especially in Baiae T errib le and w ith 
the papaloi and mamaloi. I f  even 
one of them  spots us—”

HE R R IM A N ’S eyes lifted to the 
grim  ram parts of the higher h ills 

of Baiae T errible.
“Thanks for the lecture, sir. I 

won’t need it again. W hat do we 
look for in Baiae T errib le?”

M atson had been w aiting for this 
question and was ready.

“For the cage of the Great Green 
S erpen t!” he snapped.

“ But the G reat Green Serpent 
doesn’t really exist,” objected H erri
man.

“N either did the people, at least

to the eyes, whose m iniatures I broke 
in that clearing. N either do zombies, 
yet we saw a dozen of them  rise from 
these graves. See, H errim an?

“These people are making the na
tives see things. T hey’ll make them  
see the G reat Green Serpent, too. 
W hich means exactly w hat? T hat 
there w ill be a G reat Green Serpent 
for them to see! W e m ust reach the 
cage of the beast. Beat it, now, and 
take good care of your men.”

“My men know their stuff. They 
can take care of themselves. Adios!”

H errim an stepped into the black 
tide. In  a moment he was lost in 
their m idst tow ard Baiae Terrible. 
And not a head turned  as he mixed 
w ith the fanatical host.

AyTATSON him self jo ined the con- 
-1Y.L course, from which came the t r a 
ditional woodsmoke odor of the H ai
tian  black, vile smelling native tobac
co, and clarine. M ingled w ith  them  
was another odor which he had 
smelled but three or four times in all 
his years in H aiti—the odor of “black 
m edicine.”

Black medicine was compounded 
of many unm entionable things. Im 
bibing it, the natives became soulless, 
almost impossible to slay, and were 
capable of deeds of daring beyond 
the power of the bravest w hite men. 
I t  was brewed in black holes and 
caves in the hills, in secret, w hile the 
moon was dark. A nd while it was 
brewing, natives of Port-au-Prince 
and Cap H aitien were wont to stare 
out at the jungle where the fires 
glowed—and w hisper among them 
selves :

“Our people make black medicine, 
and soon the zombies Will be ready 
for their labors.”

In to  the jungle again w ent Carter 
Matson. He traveled faster than  the 
H aitians, who moved like ebon ro
bots. He elbowed them aside, afraid  
now only of disguised w hite men 
who m ight be among them. A nd he
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did not expect to  find any this far 
behind the leaders of the black horde.

M atson knew tha t no w hites were 
here, else they would have seen and 
understood the m eaning of the gen
darmes w ith the w hite patches in 
pairs over the ir faces.

Now and again, to  righ t and left, 
or ahead, he heard the explosion of a 
Krag rifle, as the finger of some 
crazed gendarme pulled the trigger 
of his stolen weapon. T heir bullets 
m ight well strike down some of the 
marchers, but the rest would go on 
unheeding, neither hearing nor know
ing w hat happened.

Thicker and th icker packed the 
people in the jungle, for all were 
moving toward a central focal point. 
I t  was as though a dozen streets were 
em ptying their m yriads into a single 
narrow  street, packing it to overflow
ing. M atson realized tha t in time it 
would be almost impossible to move 
among the devotees of the Great 
Green Serpent.

W hat m ust he do then, before that 
should happen?

TH E R E  seemed but one answer. He 
m ust reach the leaders in this 

march, take all the chances tha t en
tailed, and be among the first to reach 
w hatever forbidden valley the ebon 
marchers were headed for. Once 
w ithin the circle of blacks closing on 
tha t valley, he would not be able to 
get back out past them.

But he would find the vanished 
w hites and the G reat Green Serpent. 
A fter tha t he would figure out the 
next move in what he had to do.

He began to run. I t was like run
ning through a tig h tly  packed mob. 
He knocked down men and women 
w ith his shoulders. T hey rose w ith 
out protest, stum bled on—and Mat- 
son kept on running, knowing tha t 
the m arines were fighting their way 
through exactly like this.

He wished for the arms and sinews 
of an ape, tha t he m ight take to the

tree-tops for better speed. B ut now 
the tree-tops vanished, too, and the 
blacks were pouring like arm ies of 
ants across an open shoulder of Baiae 
T errible. O nly wings could take a 
man over the ir heads now.

M atson looked down into a preci
pice bordered valley—to w itness a 
new horror. The blacks, blind as 
stam peding cattle, were stepp ing  off 
the cliff to be smashed on the rocks 
below—until the talus was so covered 
w ith  the ir soft bodies that those who 
came a fte r could fall w ithout in ju ry  1

C H A P T E R  V III

Strange Unmasking

M A T S O N  s a w,  
away to the righ t, 
a cleft in the face 
of the cliff down 
which the zombies 
had gone, led by the 
mamaloi. But those 
who came a fte r did 
not see the cleft, 
except by accident. 

F ar out in the m iddle of the valley, 
which was more am phitheater than 
valley, stalked the automatons. They 
were fu lly  a mile distant, yet they 
were plainly outlined by the b righ ter 
ligh t of the moon.

M atson fought his way, literally , 
to the entrance to the cleft. He had 
to use fists and skull and autom atic 
muzzles to w in his way through the 
blacks who w ere going over the cliff. 
H e noticed th a t those who smashed 
them selves to death on the rocks be
low did not cry out, that there were 
no screams from  anyone. Only the 
thudding, awful in its suggestion, as 
th e ir bodies crashed on the rocks.

H e started  down the cleft, pant
ing, battering  his way through blacks 
who filled the cleft, packing it 
tig h tly  as they tried  to wedge their 
blind way through. He struck  w ith
out mercy, know ing that he dared 
w aste no time at all.
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F inally  he was out on the talus, 
slipp ing  and slid ing down to the 
valley floor. He wondered, as he 
fought his way through the blacks, 
how  the m arines w ith H errim an had 
fared so far.

F rom  all sides, where there were 
cliffs and where there were none, the 
H aitians were pouring in to  the vast 
valley. He estim ated tha t there must 
have been tw enty thousand of them. 
By the time he could overtake the 
leaders, there would be thousands 
more.

He battled his way through. Sheer 
press of numbers had ripped the sh irt 
and undersh irt from  his back. F in 
gernails of men who d idn’t even real
ize tha t they used them, had ripped 
and to rn  his torso until it was 
sm eared w ith blood.

But he scarcely fe lt the b iting  of 
h is sweat in the open wounds. H is 
whole soul was set on reaching the 
leaders of this mad horde.

Over beyond, at the far rim of the 
valley, he had made out a black hole 
in  the face of the opposing cliff. O ut 
of the m outh of this cliff, as though 
it  had been a dragon, issued tongues 
of flame—not orange flame, but flame 
th a t was bluish, mauve, a dull green. 
I t  was as though the cave spouted 
a phosphorus hell of its own.

In  there, he now knew, would be 
found the answer to w hat he sought.

H e pressed on, savagely fighting.

TH E  leaders stopped below the 
m outh of the flam e-breathing cav

ern and formed a circle. M atson had 
reached a decision. N othing was to 
be gained now by stealth. I f  he failed, 
he would die.

B u t he knew som ething the van
ished ones had not known, did not 
know  now. He knew w hat he was 
doing. He would deliberately throw  
aw ay his life for his mission if he 
had to. I t  was as good as forfeited  
anyhow.

T he river of blackness began to

back and fill, to tighten, to  become 
more turgid . I t  was backing up be
hind the leaders like w ater behind a 
log jam or a dam. His w ork was 
tougher than it had ever been before.

But he finally got through, so tha t 
he stood in the very forefront of the 
first ones, outside the invisible circle 
w hich seemed to have been drawn, 
w ithout a word being spoken. He 
stared from his coign of vantage at 
the zombies.

CH A R LEM A G N E, he r e a s o n e d ,  
could not really be Charlemagne, 

but the natives believed in him. I t  
w asn’t, he realized, the tru th  tha t m at
tered to the H aitians, but what they 
believed to be the tru th .

Charlemagne, P ierre  Benoit, all the 
others, too, had to be unmasked to 
make the natives disbelieve. I f  th is 
were possible, they would begin re
m em bering things—the tricks played 
upon them, the dead ones a t the base 
of the cliff.

M atson studied the stupid faces of 
the black zombies, seeking a clue. 
Those faces told him nothing. The 
mamaloi was p lanning the next step 
in  the ceremony. How long or how 
short it would be, none but the mama
loi could know.

M atson had reached his decision. 
Maybe he would be struck dead in
stan tly , leaving his work for H erri
man and the others to do. He knew 
by the behavior of the mamaloi tha t 
the m arines were still at large—else 
there would have been w ild excite
m ent among the blacks. Much m ight 
depend on H errim an and the o thers; 
perhaps the whole success of M at
son’s own venture, though he was 
grim ly resolved to see it through 
himself.

M atson walked boldly forw ard to 
ward the zombies. Nobody seemed 
to notice him. Nobody looked at 
him. Silence hung over the valley, 
save for the thudding  falls of the 
people who still w alked blindly for
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ward over the lip of the precipice.
Matson stopped among the zom

bies, beyond whom stood the mama- 
loi, ju s t raising her arms as she had 
raised them to exhort the powers 
to raise these people from  the dead. 
To what dread D eity did she now 
send forth  her prayers?

M atson touched one of the zom
bies. He touched the th ing  on the 
black hand. The hand was warm to 
the touch. A th rill raced through 
M atson, though he knew, believed 
now he had known from the begin
ning, tha t there was nothing super
natural about them.

These men had been buried alive, 
somehow in  the shallow graves, w ith 
carefully  concealed breathing tubes 
of some sort, extending through the 
soft soil, until called forth  by the 
mamaloi. A gigantic hoax was be
ing perpetrated  on the natives.

I f  they could ever be convinced 
of that, this valley would run red 
w ith the blood of the hoaxers. But 
not now. They w ouldn’t believe any
th ing—not after the blind march 
from the cem etery of the damned.

“W here are you from ?” said Mat- 
son softly  in English. "Saint K itts? 
San Croix? Las F leches?”

LAS F L E C H E S  was a N egro se ttle
ment on Samana Peninsula, in 

Santo Domingo, where lived descend
ants of Am erican slaves who had fled 
there a fte r the Civil W ar. They still 
talked the language of the Southern 
darky. The man stared a t Matson, 
som ething akin to intelligence grow
ing in hi6 dull eyes.

“Las Fleches, Boss?” he said, mum
bling and chewing his words.

M atson’s heart hammered with ex
citem ent.

He had proved his point. Now to 
convince the blacks.

B ut he was to have no such oppor
tun ity . The mamaloi was still staring 
a t the mouth of the cavern whence 
came the flames. She d idn’t turn.

But suddenly a group of blacks 
darted from the forefront of the 
circle of H aitians, and bore down 
on Matson. He whipped his auto
m atics from his belt, but not in time.

H alf a dozen of them  jum ped on 
him, w hile a dozen more surrounded 
the struggle so that the blacks in the 
rear should not see w hat was tran 
sp iring—all this apparently  on the 
off chance tha t the blacks would have 
intelligence enough to understand 
w hat they did see.

A /T A T SO N  fought like a wild man. 
-LVX He tried  to cry out, and a hand 
closed over his mouth. He knew that 
it was the hand of a w hite man. 
T here was no m istaking it. They 
hammered at his body, battering  him 
to insensibility.

“F oo l!” one w hispered in his ear. 
“Do you th ink we’ve gone th is far, 
risked so much, to le t one man spoil 
i t? ”

T hat E nglish had never b e e n  
learned in Haiti. I t hinted of New 
York City or Chicago— though the 
faces which stared into M atson's 
were black as coal. He knew, how
ever, the skill w ith  which make-up 
could be applied.

F inally  one of the men struck  him 
a savage blow on the temple w ith a 
piece of rock kicked up by the 
struggle. Then they held him down, 
while the circle about him, shutting  
him off from the view of the others, 
remained tigh tly  drawn. The valley 
w hirled. The sky danced before M at
son’s eyes. But he did not lose con
sciousness.

The man who had slugged him 
spoke in the patois to the mamaloi. 
Slowly she turned  her head, low er
ing her arms, and came to enter the 
group. H er face was serene, but 
ghastly.

There could be no hope here for 
M atson. H e sensed in the first sec
ond when h is own blurred eyes met 
the red-rim med ones of the mamaloi
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tha t she really  believed in all thi9 
herself, as though she, too, had been 
hypnotized. S h e  hesitated, then 
spoke.

“L et him be one w ith the others. 
He is the Loup-garou. H is soul will 
be more pow erful than the souls of 
any of the others we have taken. He 
can lead us w ith h igher courage than 
all the others if he is w ith  u s!”

So, he was to  join the vanished 
ones, then. He had not dared to  hope 
for such a break of luck. The mama
loi brought a bottle from her d irty , 
sm elling garm ents, held it to  his lips.

“D rin k !” she commanded.
Mat9on drank a little , shu tting  his 

th roa t at the last against most of the 
vile m ixture. He knew even as a few 
drops trick led  down his th roat tha t 
for the first time in his life he im
bibed of the d rink  which robbed the 
H aitians of the ir very souls—black 
medicine, the evil drink  brewed in 
the dark of the moon for satanic 
H aitian  deviltry .

H is body seemed all at once leaden. 
The pain of the blows he had taken 
vanished. N oth ing  seemed to m atter. 
In te rest in his surroundings was go
ing. I t  was almost as though he were 
dying, though reason reasserted itse lf 
to tell him tha t he did not die. He 
turned  his head aside. H e had im
bibed enough.

T he mamaloi spoke again.
“Take him into the church of the 

Great Green S erpen t!”

TH IS  much he knew. Then he was 
conscious of being lifted. Black 

bodies masked the movement from 
the eyes of the H aitians. He was 
carried up an incline leading to the 
mouth of the cavern.

Savagely, w ith all his will power, 
he fought against the b lu rring  of his 
intellect, tried  to keep his mind on 
w hat was happening. But nothing 
seemed to m atter, though he fought 
w ith all his soul to make it m atter. 

The mamaloi, at the last, had

spoken to him  in a strange singsong, 
m aking passes over him  w ith  her 
hands. Some sixth sense made him  
pretend to fall under the spell of her 
jung le hypnosis.

Now as he was carried up to the 
cavern m outh he wasn’t sure tha t her 
w ill d idn ’t actually possess him — 
w hat w ith the deadening effect of the 
drops of black medicine he had im
bibed.

TH EY  paused w ith  him in the 
m outh of the cavern. H is eyes 

stared up a t the tongues of flame, and 
he understood why the black con
course had been halted afar off. The 
“flames” were not flames, bu t a myriad 
of paper stream ers w hich had been 
dipped in phosphorus.

T hey entered the place w ith him. 
For no reason at all they hammered 
at him w ith the ir fists as they carried 
him  along. L ights showed here and 
there, burning torches, and huge 
candles set in sconces along the walls 
of the tunnel.

A fte r they had penetrated  the cav
ern beyond any possibility  of hearing 
fu rth er sounds f r o m  outside, a 
strange effluvium came to  his nostrils. 
The odor made him th ink  of evil 
th in g s: of a time when he helped 
some Tagalogs on Luzon slay a 
m ighty  python, of another time in 
Panam a when his Panam anian guide 
had insisted on keeping the skin of 
a boa constric to r M atson had shot. 

The odor was the same.
He fought to keep from tensing 

as he gue99ed w hat lay ahead—for if 
he tensed they would know tha t he 
was conscious beyond the ir present 
belief. He tried  to get a better look 
at the faces of his captors, but the 
ligh ts were too w idely spaced, and he 
saw the ir faces like faces in a hor
rible nightm are.

T hey  w ent on.
T hey turned  right, then left. The 

cavern widened. The effluvium be
came stronger. T hey opened a door
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in the solid rock, to reveal a room 
filled w ith m oonlight from a high 
opening at the crest of Baiae T er
rible. They dumped him in.

M atson’s eyes w idened w ith hor
ror when they had closed the door. 
There were other people here—men 
and women w ith blank stares in their 
w hite faces.

They were looking at som ething— 
a vile, unearth ly  something, coiled in 
one corner of the vast room. I t  was 
painted a poisonous jade green.

C H A PT E R  IX

The Changelings

H E R E  were all the 
v a n i s h e d  o n e s  
w h o s e  p ictures he 
had c a r r i e d  for 
weary w e e k s  on 
end, though M atson 
had some difficulty 
recognizing t h e i r  
stupid, lacklustre, 
vacant faces. He 

knew tha t each of them was steeped 
to  abysmal forgetfulness in black 
medicine. They didn’t know where 
they were or w hat they  d id ; never, 
if  the blacks carried out their plans, 
would they know.

M atson fe lt he had but a few min
utes. The vast ceremony would go 
forw ard inexorably to its ghastly 
conclusion. Som ething m ust be done 
to waken these people from  their 
deathly lethargy. But w hat?

D esperately he looked at t h e  
“Great Green Serpent.” I t  was, he 
saw, a well-fed boa constrictor, such 
as none had ever seen in H aiti. A t 
the moment it slept.

I t  m ight sleep for days. I t  m ight 
waken at any moment and attack  the 
vanished ones and M atson w ith  fe
rocious greed. He guessed tha t to 
keep it quiescent the natives probably 
fed it by force—on ghastly  foodl

He hesitated as to w hether to a t
tem pt to slay the thing. I f  he did

so the mamaloi and papaloi m ust de
lay the ir ceremony, for they had 
promised their devotees sight of the ir 
god, the Great Green Serpent.

But to attack the creature, even 
w ith the aid of the vanished men, 
would be to s ta rt a fight which m ight 
last for hours. T hat would bring 
the ir captors on the run. No, such 
an attack must fail. He m ust do his 
work w hile the creature slept.

M atson decided tha t the th ing  
probably had been brought here from  
Panama. By whom? W hen he had 
the answer to that, he would have 
the answer to the whole m ystery— 
and perhaps the man who had en
gineered this whole ghastly hoax on 
the blacks of H aiti.

M atson turned his a tten tion  to the 
vanished ones, selecting first one of 
the men. He walked to the s tup id 
faced one, slapped him resoundingly 
on the cheek. T here was no visible 
result. I f  only, he thought desper
ately, he had som ething which would 
make the captives violently  ill; some
th ing  that would cast off the effects 
of the black medicine and restore the 
victim s to a degree of norm ality.

But he had nothing. S tay! No 
jungle-wise man ever w ent into the 
wilds of the tropics w ithout quinine 
for malaria, or an ti-tetanus serum 
for possible poisonous bites. B ut how 
was he to know tha t any of this 
would serve? All he could do was 
try.

HIS hands trem bled as he took a 
little  leather packet from his 

pocket, unrolled it, exposing two 
small hypos, each filled w ith a clear, 
colorless liquid. He grasped the flesh 
of the first m an’s arm, ridg ing  it un
der his fingers, and pressed the 
plunger.

Then he raced to the next, and the 
next. He gave each—man and wo
man—a portion of the liquid.

The resu lt was g ratify ing . A fter 
strange paroxysm s, the first man
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stirred , looked about him  w ith amaze
ment, plainly seeing him self in his 
aw ful surroundings for the first time. 
F ear showed in eyes w hich h itherto  
had shown nothing but stupidity . 
M atson was instan tly  beside the first.

“Q uick ly!” he snapped. “W hat 
name comes first to your mind, 
B la ir?”

BL A IR  was one of the vanished 
ones, one of the first, son of a 

m ilitary  family.
“ W here is D octor D espard?” asked 

Blair.
“T hanks,” said M atson, a great 

lig h t daw ning as he heard the name. 
“Now listen. T hey’ll be coming for 
us soon. P retend  stup id ity  as be
fore. Don’t allow anyone to see tha t 
th ings have happened to change you 
—and be prepared at my signal to 
fight for your life, against the k n ife !” 

“ I don’t understand—”
“You w ill! Ju s t remember w hat I 

to ld  you. You’ll soon, if I ’m not 
m istaken, be tak ing  part in the grim 
business of exchanging of souls.”

The next man in line was Max 
B artell.

“Q uick ly !” said M atson into the 
face which was showing a resurgence 
of intelligence. “W hom  did you last 
see?”

Max B artell answered thickly, as 
though his tongue were coated w ith 
cotton.

“Doctor Black, the assistant of 
D octor D espard.”

“Did you ever see Doctor Des
p a rd ?”

“N o; D octor Black always said 
th a t Despard was busy.”

“G ood!”
Each one of the male vanished 

ones, w hen questioned w ith machine- 
gun  speed and in tensity , m entioned 
the  name of Doctor Black, and some
tim es D espard also. In  a flash Mat- 
son knew how it had been done.

Doctor Black was a hypnotist, and 
D espard’s assistant. Black had hyp

notized certain  ones who had come 
to him  in the States, bidding them  
by post-hypnotic suggestion, to do 
certain  th ings at a certain  time— 
when they should hear the “call.” 
D rugs had played an im portant part 
in bending the wills of these people. 
T hey  had all obeyed Black, and here 
they were.

T here was no doubt in M atson’s 
mind tha t Doctor Despard controlled 
the H aitian  angle. I t  had been 
through his efforts tha t these people 
were here, his and the work of the 
disguised w hite men tha t M atson had 
discovered among the natives.

The women were frightened, hys
terical, as they came out of their 
lethargy.

“Do you wish your soul to go into 
the body of a black mamaloi? he 
asked each in turn. “In to  thp body 
of a female zombie?"

T hey were frigh tened  into obey
ing him w ithout question.

“Q uick!” he snapped. “S it down 
as you sat before. Look as stupid 
as you can. Ladies, control your 
trem bling. Stare at tha t boa, coiled 
in the corner, w ith hypnotic in ten
sity. Offer no resistance to our cap- 
to rs un til I give the word. W hen, 
outside the cavern, I shout ‘Now!’ act 
to save your lives!"

rT IH E N  hands were fum bling at the 
-*- door of the "church” and M atson 

was s itting  in the m idst of the van
ished ones, looking as stupid  as any 
of them.

The captives were all thorough
breds, which was why they had been 
selected in the first place. They 
played their parts to perfection, re
acting to the em ergency as thorough
breds should. A dozen blacks, under 
whose disguise M atson recognized 
the shapes of w hite men, came in. 
W ith  them was a mamaloi of lesser 
rank than the last one M atson had 
seen.

“You w ill rise and follow,” th is
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hag addressed them all. “You v/ill 
see nothing, know nothing, h e a r  
nothing.”

M atson him self was the first to 
rise, a vacant stare in his unblinking 
eyes. The vanished ones rose like 
automatons, as the blacks had risen 
from the dead in the cem etery of the 
damned, and form ed a grim single 
file of human souls, prepared to do 
the bidding of the mamaloi.

One of the made-up w hite men 
stared a long time into the eyes of 
Carter Matson, but he bore the 
scrutiny w ithout changing the va
cuity  of his expression. And so the 
captives were conducted, w ith  stag 
gering, stum bling tread, out of the 
cavern, to a spot on the valley floor 
beside a stone which would serve as 
an altar.

Black faces stretched back to in
finity in the moonlight. Silence held 
sway in the ghastly valley. Near the 
altar the mamaloi awaited them, and 
beside her were those whom she had 
raised from the dead. H er red-rim med 
eyes were fixed on the w hite prison
ers. A sigh went up from the as
sembled blacks as the vanished ones 
were formed in single file before the 
altar.

O E F O R E  each of the vanished men, 
one of the male zombies was 

placed so that he faced his w hite 
brother or sister. Before each of the 
women stood a mamaloi who had been 
raised from the dead in the cem etery 
of the accursed.

“B ring forth  the Great Green Ser
pen t!” intoned the mamaloi.

T heir captors raced back into the 
cavern. T here was a long wait, p reg
nant w ith rising  horror. M atson 
stood so that he could see the door 
of the cavern, out of whose mouth 
fluttered the many-colored stream 
ers.

Now their captors were coming, 
staggering under the w eight they 
bore. In  their arms was the Great

Green Serpent, its constric ting  folds 
rendered harmless by the fact tha t its 
captors held it at full length, as 
great reptiles in captiv ity  are held 
for feeding. But its baleful eye6 
stared out at the sea of black faces, 
and its forked tongue darted forth  
venomously.

The creature was placed on the 
altar, w hile a great “A h!” went up 
from  the superstitious blacks. They 
began to move slowly from 6ide to 
side, as though each devotee were a 
serpen t’s head, lifted  and swaying.

NOW  the mamaloi turned to her 
people, raised her arms and be

gan to sp eak :
“Now, my children ,” she said, her 

voice beginning to rise to a shriek
ing crescendo, “under the eyes of the 
Great Green Serpent, which you have 
never seen, yet which all your lives 
you have worshiped, you w ill w itness 
tha t which you were brought here to 
see. Each of these w hite ones pos
sess a great soul, a m artial soul or 
a brillian t soul.

“These dead ones who have risen 
possess no souls. They are zombies. 
W hile they lived they  were great 
leaders. They shall be great leaders 
again, g reater leaders than ever be
fore, because they will possess the 
soul6 of these w hite ones. The w hite 
ones will show them how to lead you, 
my children, against the ir own kind 
—so tha t you shall possess as your 
own the great land to  the north  and 
west, and shall rule and dominate 
it.

“W atch  carefu lly  now, under the 
eyes of your god, while the transfer 
of souls is made. The w hite ones 
w ill die, and the ir sp irits  w ill enter 
the bodies of the zombies so tha t 
the zombies shall really  live again 
and lead the ir people!”

The horro r of it, which the be
fuddled vanished ones could not 
fu lly  grasp, gripped M atson’6 very 
soul. The whole horrible farce of
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tran sfe rrin g  souls from  w hite bodies 
to  black—and those blacks m erely 
N egroes from Las Fleches who knew 
less w hat it was all about than any
one else—shook at the very founda
tions of reason.

Yet the net resu lt would be that 
the vanished ones would die, and that 
the H aitians, drunk w ith supersti
tious fervor, would follow the hell
ishly inspired leaders into anything. 
T hey would follow to death—any
where.

Now a dozen men came to stand 
behind the vanished ones. The mama- 
loi lifted  her voice again.

“The drum s!” she said.
Drummers ringed themselves about 

the altar. T hey settled  their drums, 
began to knead their black heads 
w ith blacker knuckles, while their 
eyes were fixed on the coiled boa on 
the altar.

“W hen the G reat Green Serpent 
wakens from his slum bers,” said the 
h igh priestess, “let the instrum ents 
of my w ill pierce the bodies of the 
w hite ones w ith  knives, and let the 
zombies catch the ir souls in the ir 
open m ouths as the w hite ones d ie !”

M atson had a hysterical, mad de
sire to laugh when he saw tha t he, 
the Loup-garou, faced t h e  great 
“ Charlem agne.” A t least he was be
ing com plim ented in that he was con
sidered of sufficient im portance to 
give his soul to H a iti’s greatest ban
d it chieftain!

TH E drums began beating, louder 
—louder—louder. The hellish ca

dence caused M atson’s very soul to 
trem ble. O ut of the corner of his 
eye he saw the huge reptile begin to 
quiver, to move sligh tly  in his sleep 
w hich had barely been in terrupted  
by his transport here.

Over M atson’s h e a d  hung the 
shadow of an up lifted  hand and arm. 
A knife was gripped in the hand, 
ready to p lunge into his heart from 
behind.

He held his breath as he w atched 
the quickening into life of the ser
pent. The mamaloi’s mouth was open. 
W hen she gave the word the knives 
would plunge home.

W ould the w hite women be able 
to w ithstand the knives of the ir k ill
ers? The head of the serpent began 
to  rise from his awful green coils. 
The mamaloi’s mouth moved. She 
was preparing to give the w o r d -  
w hile the drums caused the very 
spine to quiver.

“N ow !” M atson shouted. “T urn  
and fight for your very lives!”

C H A P T E R  X

The Spell Is L ifted

T H E  initial s u r 
prise was complete. 
Each of t h e  van
ished ones w hirled 
at M atson’s c o m 
m a n d .  H a n d s  
grabbed for knives.

M a t s o n  secured 
the knife-w rist of 
his own would-be 

executioner, snapped the knife from 
his hand, caught it, drove its blade 
into the m an’s heart. Then, w ith a 
quick glance a t the others to see 
how they fared, M atson w hirled.

In  a trice he was standing beside 
the mamaloi, all uncaring that she 
was a woman, holding the knife-blade 
against her side.

“Tell your children to keep back, 
Maman!” he snapped. “Or I ’ll drive 
this knife clear into your gizzard.”

But before the old hag could do or 
say anything, a strange thing hap
pened. D isturbed by the noise of 
the drums, by the rising chanting of 
the devotees, the Great Green Ser
pent uncoiled its awful length and 
slithered down from the altar. I t  
happened to be heading tow ard the 
center of the horde, and it slid along 
tow ard the ring of black faces.

W ith  shrieks of te rro r and dism ay
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the black w orshipers turned and fled 
back upon themselves, tram pling on 
one another to escape the fury  of 
w hat they believed to be the ir god.

A rifle cracked somewhere. D irt 
was kicked up at the feet of Matson. 
The men vanished ones disposed of 
the ir would-be executioners at once. 
M anlike, they then w hirled to the 
assistance of the w hite-faced women 
who struggled in the arms of the 
other knife-wielders.

IN a thrice the would-be killers were 
down, kicking the ir lives away. 

Now the gendarm es were remem
bering their m ilitary  training. From 
all sides, bullets were ham m ering at 
the prisoners. And bullets were be
ing fired into the thick of the black 
mob to stay their stampede.

In  the melee the supposed zombies 
became m erely frightened darkies, 
eager to escape the serpent and the 
bullets of the gendarmes. T heir 
amazed believers were w itnessing the 
wild, crazed attem pts of the great 
leaders—Charlemagne, P ierre  Ben
oit, and the others—to flee from the 
w rath  of the ir unmaskers.

Even the stupid  H aitians could un
derstand the significance of this. And 
loud above the rising tum ult went 
the shouts of w hite men scattered 
among the devotees; w hite men who 
saw the ir whole mad scheme going 
up in smoke.

“Slay, gendarm es! Slay! S lay!” 
The natives raced back and back 

as the serpent crawled toward them, 
seeking a way of escape.

“In to  the cavern!” M atson yelled 
at the vanished ones.

The women were herded ahead of 
the men in obedience to M atson’s 
command. M atson w hirled  the mama- 
loi ahead of him, facing her toward 
the cavern, pushing her along.

Stunned by the speed of the su r
prise, she had become m erely a stupid  
H aitian  Negress. She went on ahead 
of Matson.

B lair fell w ith a slug in the back 
of his head. Bullets hailed against 
the rocks from all directions, but the 
fugitives raced on.

The gendarmes had gone blood- 
mad w ith the results of their firing, 
and now they fired on friend and 
enemy alike. Some of the H aitians, 
in the ir mad panic, turned and hurled 
themselves on the nearest gendarmes, 
to rend and maim and slay. The 
valley had become a shambles.

W hen the fugitives gained the cav
ern mouth, M atson w hirled t h e  
mamaloi behind him. He pushed her 
back into the valley, then led the 
way at a brisk run into the cavern.

Bullets came w hining in, struck  the 
rocks, bounced off, w ent on into the 
cavern. And then they came to the 
door of w hat had been the vanished 
ones’ prison.

“In side!” yelled M atson. “W e’ve 
got to hurry . Bar the door!”

The great door swung shut. Rocks 
were hurried ly  piled against it by 
the sw eating men. M atson studied 
the prison. G reat lianas hung down 
into the hole from ground level, as 
lianas hung into every such hole in 
the bi-country island.

“ Can you women clim b?” yelled 
Matson.

TH EY  gasped and panted. T heir 
eyes were big w ith fear, for now 

many hands were ham m ering at the 
door. M atson looked up at the lip 
of the crater-like hole.

And there he saw a face—the face 
of H errim an.

“T hey don’t  have to clim b!” yelled 
H errim an. “H ang ’em on the ends 
of the lianas w ith  your belts and 
we’ll yank ’em out so fast they won’t 
know w hat’s happening. But you’ll 
have to hu rry  before the pow ers-that- 
be th ink  of th is way to escape.” 

Q uickly the men worked, ty ing  the 
women to  the lianas. Ready hands 
grasped the lithe lianas at the lip 
of the crater. M atson and the men
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captives tested the fastenings by put
ting  all their w eight upon them.

“Haul away, L eathernecks!” Mat- 
son shouted.

One by one the women, their eyes 
lifted  to the brightening ligh t which 
heralded the dawn at the lip of the 
crater, were dragged up the side into 
the hands of the w aiting marines. 
W hen the last had gone, and the 
door was ready to tumble in, the men 
started  up, hand over hand, aided by 
the pulling marines.

"IVTATSON swung around as the 
door crashed in. In  the opening 

stood a papaloi. He wore the huge head 
of a bull. M atson recognized that head 
immediately. I t  was the same one 
tha t had been worn by the papaloi he 
thought he had killed from the tree 
in the clearing afte r he had shot the 
seven images.

M atson knew that every moment 
he lingered now m ight mean his life. 
He could hear the blacks surging out
side the door, but they seemed to be 
w aiting for the high priest to act. 
Yet M atson w anted very much to see 
the face of tha t papaloi.

As the man turned to his followers, 
M atson snatched up a rock from the 
floor of the cavern and brought it 
down upon the head of the papaloi 
w ith all his strength . The priest 
staggered, despite the protection of 
the bull’s head. M atson grabbed him, 
clung to the man w ith one arm as he 
fastened the papaloi to one of the 
lianas.

“P u ll!” shouted M atson to the ma
rines above, as he caught another 
vine and began to climb. “I want 
him alive!”

The natives poured in as Matson 
and the limp form  of the papaloi 
reached the lip of the crater. The 
m arines, of whom there were now 
tw enty odd—m arines who had been 
brought from Gonaives and Saint 
Marc and E nnery  by the sound of 

the black drums—welcomed Matson,

grinning. A t his orders they quickly 
bound the papaloi.

Matson did not remove the bull’s 
head from the priest. T hat would 
come later—when there was more 
time.

The marines yanked up the lianas 
as the ir enemies started climbing out 
of the crater. Then, to make sure 
that pursuit did not come from this 
sector, H errim an left six marines at 
the top of the precipice w ith orders 
to throw  rocks down on the enemy 
until the fugitives had managed to 
escape from the vicinity.

H igh above the screams, cries and 
im precations which came out of the 
valley, sounded an efficient droning. 
M atson had sensed it even before the 
Great Green Serpent had started  to 
lif t his ugly head from his coils— 
the droning of oncoming aeroplanes.

By some miracle, then, Flannigan 
m ust have reached Port-au-Prince, 
doing credit to the best among mara
thon runners. W hile H errim an gath
ered the vanished ones together for 
the retreat, M atson raced to the lip 
of the precipice as the first D. H. 
went droning over the valley.

He looked down.

r p H E  Great Green Serpent was 
-L streaking across the valley floor. 

The D. H. dived on the creature. Bul
lets stream ed from  the aeroplane’s 
guns. D irt was kicked up all about the 
snake. I t  coiled on itself, its great 
head shooting forward, as though it 
snapped at the burning lead which 
scored its w rith ing  green sides.

The D. H. curved over again, its 
pilot loosing another burst. The ser
pent went into a convulsive w rithing. 
I t  tw isted over on itself, biting, fling
ing its coils about. The bullets of 
the Marine Corps flyer were blasting 
it to shreds.

Matson grinned, sighed w ith relief. 
Three planes were circling over the 
valley now, diving, spattering the 
valley floor w ith bullets. No need to
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slay the H aitians, who had merely 
followed their leaders. The flyers 
were m erely pu tting  the fear of all 
gods into the hearts of the devotees 
of voodoo.

The H aitians were giving back.
From the first plane now sounded 

the voice of a loudspeaker.
“You gendarmes! Throw  down 

your arms and su rrender!”
There was a hesitant pause as the 

te rrify ing  voice came out of the 
skies. Then men broke from the 
circle of m illing blacks, rifles in their 
hands, and began to drop them  in the 
open—slowly at first, then so sw iftly 
tha t the pile of Krags grew to 
amazing proportions.

In  the center of the open space 
the green serpent’s w rith ing a n d  
tw isting  was slowing down.

Again the loudspeaker sounded.
“You H aitians! Disperse! Go 

back to your homes. Gendarmes, cap
tu re  the white men among you whose 
skins are painted black, and take 
them back w ith you to your bar
racks! I f  you do this, your m utiny 
may be forgiven you!”

There was a m illing of blacks as 
the gendarmes hastened to do the 
bidding of the voice from the air.

“M atson! M atson!” the loudspeaker 
called.

MATSON rose to his feet from a 
squatting position, yanked off his 

shirt, and waved it as the D. H. slid 
past where he stood. The p ilo t saw 
him and waved.

“Your question was put to the 
seven people in the S tates,” he called 
down. “The answer was, ‘Yes,’ each 
of them had an appointm ent w ith a 
hypnotic healer w ith in  a week of 
their seizure. W hat next? Sema
phore.”

Matson thrilled  w ith the miracle 
of it. He began to wave his arms, 
m aking the signal le tters of arm- 
semaphore, spelling out words.

"G et w ord to the States to arrest

one Doctor Black, assistant of Doctor 
Despard, who is back of all this. 
B ring him to H aiti by plane. Tell 
him the vanished ones are to be w it
nesses against him .”

The D. H. circled as M atson sig
naled. A man in the afte rp it was 
w atching M atson through binoculars, 
reading his message. But it was the 
loudspeaker which answ ered:

“Okay, Matson. Get your people 
into Port-au-Prince. You have a date 
w ith us for a round of drinks at the 
American H otel! Three planes w ill 
cover your retreat t h r o u g h  the 
jungles. How are we doing?”

M atson grinned at the typical mes
sage.

“Okay! Sw ell!” he semaphored 
back.

r p H E N  M atson w hirled back to his 
"guests.” He grinned at H errim an 

and his marines, each of whom 
gripped an autom atic in his righ t 
hand.

“Armed, H errim an?” he said softly. 
“I thought I asked the colonel to 
send you out unarmed, so that there 
w ouldn’t be any unnecessary k illing .” 

H errim an grinned, unabashed. 
“Every good marine knows when 

to disobey orders,” he said. “ I fig- 
gered we m ight need the gats.”

The D. H. soared over the fug i
tives as they started  through the 
jungle tow ard Port-au-Prince.

“Remember, the Am erican H otel,” 
the loudspeaker spoke again. “And 
maybe we’ll have D espard’s assistant 
and Despard him self by the time you 
get in. Good traveling, M atson.” 

Then the D. H. was gone, while 
behind it the other ships held the 
natives v irtually  prisoners in the val
ley until their commands had been 
obeyed.

M atson hurried  to the papaloi— 
yanked the bull-head off. As he sus
pected, he found him self staring  into 
the face of the still unconscious Doc
to r D espard!
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“So he was the papaloi,” said H er- 
riman, glancing at the face of the 
doctor. “T hat explains a lo t of 
th ings.”

“Yes,” said Matson. “And we’ll 
learn more when he revives in ja il.”

W ith  four m arines carry ing  Des- 
pard, M atson hurried  his guests for
ward. The women stumbled, staring 
in amazement at the jungle through 
which he took them. Matson, realiz
ing tha t to them th is was still all a 
nightm are, patien tly  explained.

T hey had all, he reminded them, 
visited D espard’s assistant, Doctor 
Black. Black was traveling through 
the A tlan tic  States, carefully  select
ing his victim s, hypnotizing them 
w hen they  were in his power, bidding 
them  “harken to the call.” But, by 
post-hypnotic suggestion, he had or
dered them  to forget everything 
about it w hen they regained con
sciousness, if they did. M atson told 
them  nothing of the dope they had 
been fed. He spared them  that horror.

T hey  understood, finally, and hor
ror blanched the ir faces. From the 
U nited S tates to H aiti they had been 
transported  in the ir hypnosis—and 
the tim e it had lasted had been an 
u tte r  blank to them. But for Matson 
they would have died w ithout ever 
know ing what ghastly use their 
“souls” were to be put to.

M atson had saved the U nited S tates 
from  a v isitation which would have 
been worse than a horde of mad 
wolves tu rned  loose upon people.

TH R E E  days later, torn, bleeding 
from the scratches of thorns, 

red from m osquito bites, but happy 
enough, the vanished ones walked 
in to  Port-au-Prince. D espard had 
regained consciousness upon the first 
day, but had sullenly refused to talk.

In  Port-au-P rince M atson reported 
to the Commanding General of Ma
rines, who inform ed him that since 
D espard had been placed in jail, he 
had changed his mind and w anted

to ta lk  to M atson. A message had 
been received from the U nited S tates 
sta ting  tha t Dr. Black had been 
found dead in his office—a revolver 
clutched in his hand and a bullet 
through his brain. I t  had been th is 
news tha t made Despard w illing to 
talk.

A F E W  m inutes later M atson again 
looked into the face of a big, 

middle-aged man who certain ly  did 
not look like a killer, a fake, or a 
crim inal—except for red fires th a t 
burned deep down in his eyes. Despard 
rose, advanced to face Matson.

“I refused to talk  until I had stood 
face to face once more w ith the man 
who had beaten me,” he said, and his 
voice made M atson’s flesh crawl. “I t ’s 
plain tha t you have me. Yes, I 
brought the snake into H aiti. I made 
a pact w ith the chief papaloi and 
mamaloi. '

“Led by black leaders, whom their 
people would believe to be zombies 
w ith  the souls of w hite people—those 
w hites furnished by me, through the 
aid of Doctor Black, and selected for 
the ir abilities from the b e s t  of 
American families — the unkillable 
H aitians were to flood the cities of 
the Eastern coast of the United 
States. They would ravish and slay 
at command of their leaders. Men 
and women would flee in te rro r from 
such an onslaught, especially if it 
came as a complete surprise.”

“But why, Despard? W hy?” asked 
M atson, his whole being shuddering 
at the ghastly picture Despard had 
conjured up. “W ere you experim ent
ing w ith m ankind? T ry ing  to work 
out a theory of some kind—the be
havior of men when frightened out 
of the ir w its?”

“No,” in terrupted  Despard, his lips 
drawn back as though he snarled, “ I 
w anted money—power. I t  is easy to 
get both from men and women who 
flee in te rro r for their very lives.”

“But why take th is m ethod of se
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curing power and money? W hy not 
merely rob banks, or kidnap people, 
or hold up trains?”

For answer Despard did a strange 
thing. He leaned forward, pulling 
aside the throat of his shirt for Mat- 
son to see. There was no m istaking 
the markings on his skin. The man 
was piebald.

are a H aitian!” whispered 
-I- Matson. “A white H aitian! The 

m ythical w hite H aitian these people 
some day expect will come to lead 
them to pow er!”

Despard shook his head, shrugged. 
“No,” he said, “just an educated 

H aitian who stepped out of his class 
—and learned a d e e p  bitterness 
against all the world, for which he 
wished revenge. W ell, what are you 
going to do about it?”

“I wonder if merely living on isn’t

punishment enough?” asked Matson. 
“ I suppose you know that your own 
people would tear you limb from 
limb now for your failure?” 

Despard nodded.
“Yes,” he said, “I know. But I 

would gladly submit myself to them.” 
“ I ’m sorry,” said M atson; “it’s im

possible to turn  you loose. There 
has been too much slaughter.” 

Enroute to the American Hotel, a 
little  sick, Matson thought he heard 
the drums of ebony in the far hills. 
He shook his head, strode on.

An hour later word went to him 
that Despard had escaped. Three 
hours later native agents of the ma
rines brought word that the severed 
head of Doctor Despard was being 
carried on a pole from village to 
village through the H aitian hills.

And the ebon drums kept up their 
rhythm ic beating.
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A BLOOD red 6un dipped even 
w ith the horizon, dyeing the 
sea its  ghastly crimson. The 

peaks from the d istan t shore line 
threw  long shadows over the water. 
And the coastwise fre igh ter Roamer 
pushed her way slowly along. Green 
vermin hung up even w ith her w ater
line; the faded w hite paint on her

sides was blackened and scarred w ith  
long scraping of cargo nets and docks.

Each time the tiny  tw in screws th a t 
pushed the creaking and groaning 
hulk along, swished through the 
w ater, they seemed to say something. 
The incessant, throbbing engines 
seemed repeating the same th ing  over 
and over. The aged bow, w ith  its

49
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crescent on the sprit, seemed smash
ing out the same words as it thum ped 
heavily over the coast swells:

“Young Tom Leland has been m ur
dered!”

The atmosphere on the bridge was 
electrified, as tense as a deathly live 
wire stretched to the breaking point. 
Nelson, the yellow -haired quarter
master, stood w ith  his lanky legs 
spread apart, on the po rt side. His 
long arms were folded oyer his chest. 
H is cheeks were half sunken in, his 
lips grim  and tigh t. H is almond- 
shaped blue eyes stared straigh t 
ahead.

A heavy set seaman, unshaven and 
w ith  black, tangled hair, gripped the 
helm wheel tigh ter than before. He 
w atched the gyro and steered the 
course w ithout so much as moving his 
head.

Jones, the th ird  mate, w ith  his blue 
officer's cap straight on his head, was 
g rittin g  his teeth  as his brown eyes 
scanned over w astelands of water. He 
was leaning on the starboard bridge 
wing, occasionally pu tting  the glasses 
to his eyes as if searching for a point 
and bearings.

W ords would have been dynamite. 
B ut there were no words. Captain Le
land, gripped between w hite-hot rage 
and soul-crushing grief, had come on 
the bridge and was standing there, 
looking out of the pane glass and into 
the sea.

HIS deep-set blue eyes had a 
marble, glassy stare in them—as 

death-like as the stare he had reflected 
from his dead son’s eyes ju s t one 
hour before. H is w ithered w hite face 
was drawn as tigh t as a drum. His 
colorless th in  lips, etched w ith hard 
cynical lines, were clamped tigh tly  
together. He was hatless and his snow 
w hite hair lay flat on his head. His 
astounding grip of calmness ate into 
the trio.

Slowly his doubled fists went from 
his sides and into his pockets of his

blue coat. A sea-wearied old man 
ready to give his creaking old tub 
to his son, only to have his last blood 
relation, his one mark in life, m ur
dered on his own ship! And it had 
happened ju s t one short hour before. 
T hat burned, seared.

His apparently  unseeing glassy 
eyes continued drilling  through the 
pane glass. H is face was unmoving, 
his blue eyes unflickering. T hen the 
pale lips p a r te d ; cold, im partial words 
dropped ou t: “R unning lights, N el
son.”

TH E  long shadows grew longer;
darkness was fast ascending over 

the water. The ship bounced up, fling
ing the bow’s crescent high, then 
crashed down in the surf. The tw in 
screws swished on, the incessant en
gines continued their throbbing.

Nelson’s lanky body appeared be
side the captain : “Running lights—” 
his voice half cracked—“aye, aye, 
checked, on—” He returned  to his 
station on the port side and leaned 
his elbows on the sill of the glass. 
H is th roat was bobbing like a buoy. 
H is face was harder than before.

P resently  the thum ping of heavy 
feet on the bridge ladder broke the 
death-like reverie. A huge hulk of a 
man pulled him self up. He had w ildly 
gleaming brown eyes, shreds of brown 
hair around a shiny bald head. H is 
broad face was marked w ith a wide 
cheek scar. He had a large, gaping 
m outh tha t tw itched cruelly.

He eyed the th ird  mate on the 
bridge wing, stared at the seaman 
who was spinning the wheel about on 
another degree and nodded to N el
son, whose eyes hadn’t turned away 
from  the pane. Then he stood beside 
the captain. He grew im patient, 
rubbed the back of his hand across 
his smashed flat nose, and spoke: 

“You sent for me, Skipper?” 
Captain Leland’s blue eyes turned 

slowly to the boatswain. For a mo
m ent he searched the broad counte-
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nance of the other. H is w hite, drawn 
face was still and placid. The huge 
boatsw ain shifted  his brown eyes 
about, caught the captain’s glint, 
then lost it.

“Yes, Lewis, I sent for you.”
Lew is’ lips tw itched as he nodded 

his bald head. He seemed unusually 
nervous. The A siatic stare everyone 
knew him by, seemed dancing in his 
eyes—dancing as if  nothing lay be
hind the eyes.

The Old M an’s hand gripped his 
shoulder. He and the boatswain had 
sailed every sea there was together. 
I f  Lewis was a little  balmy, w hat of 
it?  Lewis had made his m aster’s 
papers and the captain had promised 
to “see about getting  him a ship.” 
A nd now Lewis was nervous. Lewis 
had liked his son, Tom. Such an un
godly, horrible m urder would make 
any man nervous.

The captain spoke: “You—you
w ere w orking near the hold?”

Lew is’ brown eyes took on the old 
sailor-bluff of unbreakable hardness. 
L ines played about his huge mouth. 
T he back of his hand rubbed across 
his flat nose again.

“Yeah, Skipper,” he lipped, “and I 
saw Jim  G arrett come out ju s t a few 
m inutes before— ” He stopped sud
denly as the captain’s hand gripped 
his shoulder tigh ter.

TH E  Old M an’s hand slipped to his 
side. “I have the hatchet locked 

up,” he said. “The m urderer’s finger
p rin ts  will be on it. I f  G arrett came 
out of the hold—” He stopped and 
smacked his lips grim ly together.

A w ild ligh t had crep t into the 
A siatic sailor’s eyes. H is m outh fell 
agape again. He was nodding his 
bald head.

“Lew is—”
“Yeah, Skipper—” he stammered, 

shaking his head more, his lips 
breaking into an insane grin. “I was 
th inking , th a t hatchet—that blood
stained hatchet—” his voice grew

louder, shrill and unpleasant, “th a t 
w ill hang any m an!” The grin  grew 
until it was ghastly.

“Don’t take it hard, Lew is,” the 
captain soothed. “Go to your cabin, 
lay down, rest your m ind.”

The huge boatswain was still nod
ding, his m outh still hanging. “Yeah, 
Skipper. I got to rest up.” H is eyes 
traveled over the trio  on watch. “Got 
to rest up,” he repeated dumbly.

TH E  heavy-set helmsman’s eye 
caught Nelson’s. Lewis had been 

almost this bad before and the captain 
had labeled : “ I t ’s the way of a sailor 
of the old days—” B ut the newer 
men at sea wondered. Shook the ir 
heads and wondered.

The bulky man eased him self down 
the ladder. He was still shaking his 
head. H is brown eyes still roved. He 
kept m u ttering : “F ingerp rin ts  on
hatchet—hang any m an!”

Captain Leland stood only a mo
m ent longer in his statue-like, posi
tion. Ju s t long enough for the ship 
to nose heavily up, like a misbe
haved horse, and then crash down in 
the spraying w ater. W ith  the crash 
the Roamer moaned as if in agony. 
And the captain le ft the bridge.

He w alked casually down the boat 
deck sniffing the fresh  n igh t air, 
tasting  the tang  of salt in the a t
mosphere. H is iron nerves seemed 
jum ping w ithin  him, but his w h it
ened face was still calm and w ithou t 
visible emotion. P resen tly  he reached 
the second m ate’s cabin. A dim ligh t 
showed from its  port.

The Old Man had never knocked 
anywhere on the ship. He braced 
him self a moment, holding the knob 
of the door as the ship repeated its  
scenic-railway dipping. T hen he 
w alked in.

Jim  G arrett was s ittin g  at a w rit
ing desk, his blue cap beside him. As 
the captain closed the door behind 
him and leaned back against it, he 
got to his feet, surveying the O ld
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Man critically . Then his sea-beaten 
bronzed face turned  to sym pathetic 
understanding.

In  the dim ligh t over his desk, he 
made a p icture as he stood there— 
ta ll; wavy black hair; small, piercing 
black eyes; high cheek bones and 
full lips over an even, squared jaw. 
The crew knew his ability  to navi
gate, respected his ability  to fight.

The w hite face of the captain was 
as smooth as top sail. H is blue eyes 
glared into G arre tt’s black ones.

“G arrett— you  were in the hold?”
The second m ate’s face grew tigh t. 

H is eyes narrow ed a b it as he real
ized the captain’s question led up to 
accusation of the m urder. “ Captain, 
I d idn’t kill—”

“Were you in the hold?"
G arrett braced his hands on the 

w riting  desk and leaned back a little. 
H is head cocked to one side. Now 
his black eyes were defiant in their 
gleam. H is square jaw was protruded 
a little.

“Yes, Captain, I went to the hold 
about an hour before they found 
Tom ’s body there. I w ent to get a 
flashlight for the mid watch to 
n igh t.”

TH E  Old Man's white poker-face 
was unmoving. His deeply set blue 

eyes were like m agnets draw ing steel 
as he scanned the second mate. He 
fought to hold his em otions w ith in  
him.

“G arrett,” he said, leaning up from 
the doorway. “W as tha t your way of 
getting  even w ith m e?”

The color mounted in the second 
m ate’s face. A blood vein streaked 
diagonally across his forehead, bulg
ing out. He opened his m outh once 
to speak and stopped. He smashed 
his fist on the desk, leaned away 
from the support. H is black eyes 
were kettles of boiling ink as he 
shook his head.

“You w ete fired. G etting off in 
Frisco because you and Tom  had a

fight. Because you hated Tom, Gar
rett. Your sense of justice— ”

G arre tt’s words were short, clip
ped: “Do you th ink I ’d commit m ur
der because I was fired from  a lousy 
tub like th is? ”

The Old M an’s w hite fists doubled. 
He moved forw ard a little , his blue 
eyes oozing hatred. H is th in  lips 
moved in and out as g ritted  words 
fe ll: “I believe it was you, G arre tt!”

GA R R E T T  stepped face to face 
w ith the Old Man. H is hands went 

to his sides and his fists doubled. His 
square jaw  was pulled down in dis
gust. H is facial m uscles w orking 
down from his high cheek bones 
were taut. H is black eyes were flam
ing—staring  unflickering into the 
captain’s countenance.

“Captain Leland—you’re crazy!” 
The captain’s body was swinging 

back and forth . H is clenched fists 
were trem bling. B ut his face was 
still unmoving. H is words came slow, 
d is tinc t: “You’re a d irty  sneaking 
m u rd ere r!”

G arre tt’s lips tw itched. I f  the skip
per wasn’t so old— No man could 
call him that. H is finger nails dug 
into the palms of his hand in fever- 
p itched anguish. The streaking  blood 
vein on his forehead seemed bulging 
more. I t  was scarlet.

The ship tossed up and thum ped 
down heavily in the sea. The tw in 
screw s chugged on, pushing w ater, 
more w ater behind them. The en
gines throbbed w ith th e ir ever-going 
pump, pump.

“The final testim onial of my 
proof,” said the captain, “is on the 
hatchet you used. Your fingerprints 
w ill show up nicely.”

G arre tt d idn’t  move.
The Old Man tu rned  to the door, 

pu t his hand on the shiny knob. 
T hen he faced G arre tt: “B ut per
haps we won’t need fingerprin ts.” H is 
face showed the first signs of 
changed expression. “W e’re having a
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court ton igh t,” he w ent on. “Ever 
hear of a Kangaroo Court, G arrett?  
W e’re having one of those on th is 
ship.” He nodded grim ly, opening the 
door of the cabin. “And if we should 
decide to hang you—”

G arrett knew the rest. The report 
to land officials would be: “W ashed 
overboard.”

T he door slammed and the Old 
Man was gone.

G arrett stood for a moment alone, 
recalling  the events of the a f te r
noon. Tom Leland had been ly ing up 
by the anchor chain when he came 
out of the hold. The boatsw ain had 
been m ixing pain t near-by. He had 
had the funny A siatic stare in his 
eyes.

T houghts m arched like a rapidly 
moving army. He had to move and 
move fast. Captain Leland was good 
for his w o rd : they ’d have a Kangaroo 
C ourt and hang him. The Old Man 
w ould stop at nothing to avenge his 
son’s m urderer.

Suddenly G arre tt picked up his 
blue officer’s cap and slammed it on 
his head, cocking it to one side. T hat 
boatsw ain—tha t crazy boatsw ain who 
thought he’d get the ship when the 
Old Man re tired  if young Tom 
w asn’t alive. T hat was the solution! 
G arrett had to prove it!

HE opened the door of his cabin 
and stepped out on deck. The 

ship was nosing up and crashing down 
harder on the n ight swells, which 
were ge tting  larger. The old wooden 
sides groaned louder. A dull yellow 
moon reflected eerie shadows across 
the deck. Somewhere on the shore 
line the dim ligh t of Point Monte- 
cito was flickering.

He w alked briskly to the ladder 
tha t led down to the main deck. 
Casually his eyes went to the mast, 
up to the seaman who was in the 
crow ’s nest, and then to the tau t 
steel stay tha t stretched from the 
m ast top, far over the bridge. A m il

lion flickering stars blanketed across 
the skies made the stay a dim black 
line.

Then, looking forw ard, his eyes 
fell on the little  ligh t on the bow
sprit. But other jum ping lights 
were obstructing it. He looked down. 
From  the hold the craziest jum ping 
reflections he had ever seen were em
anating.

Im m ediately boatswain Lewis came 
to his mind. He broke into a run.

A S he leaned over the hatch top and 
peered down in the hold, he 

could hear heavy breathing and an 
occasional short laugh. He heard a 
shrill voice half w hisper: “ Clues . . . 
clues.” Then a laugh. “No more 
clues.” The crazy laugh again grew 
louder and more shrill.

G arrett threw  a long leg over the 
hatch top and started  down. The 
jum ping shadows were growing 
stronger. A quick ru stling  sound met 
his ears—a crackling. He leaped to 
one landing, threw  his long leg over 
the next downward ladder and 
jum ped to the next deck. He had one 
more deck to descend. He leaped, 
landing squarely on his feet. A hor
rible sight met his eyes.

Flam es were bursting  from one en
tire  side of the small hold. In  an
other corner, lit by flames and shad
owed by darkness, crouched the huge, 
bulky form of Lewis. H is bald head 
glowed ghastly. H is brown eyes 
sparkled insanely. H is hands were 
open, his fingers spread.

“No more clues,” the boatswain 
laughed shrilly. “T hey’ll blame th is 
on you now—no fingerprints on the 
hatchet—”

G arrett knew in an instan t w hat it 
meant. The half balmy boatswain had 
cracked under the strain. He had 
m urdered Tom Leland, th ink ing  the 
captain would give him the ship 
then when he retired. B ut in his 
blunt s tup id ity  he hadn’t accounted 
for hatchets or fingerprints. I t  was
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quite evident also that he did not 
know of Captain Leland’s plans for 
a Kangaroo Court.

M urdering his best friend’s son for 
a mercenary gain—then the fear 
of being caught, drove his already 
demented mind en tirely  mad!

This was the solution which Gar
re tt had been seeking. To eke a con
fession out of Lewis would clear Gar
re tt of all charges of guilt. W arily  
he stepped for the corner in which 
the crazed, clu tching boatswain was 
crouched. He faced a man who would 
have super-strength in his madness.

Suddenly G arrett leaped. H is hands 
groped for the huge bull-like neck 
of the scarred and broad-faced boats
wain. Like a blast of dynam ite the 
boatsw ain’s two fists shot forw ard 
into G arre tt’s face, his elbows and 
shoulders swinging back and forth  
w ildly. For a fraction of a second 
G arrett was a half a foot back. He 
was coming forw ard again when the 
huge bulky man lifted  his boot and 
slammed it into G arre tt’s stomach. 
H uge legs scrambled over him and up 
the ladder.

W IT H  intense pain in his mid
regions, G arrett struggled to his 

feet and grasped hold the iron ladder. 
H is foot planked on the first rung. 
Then there was a large crackle“behind 
him. The small hold was getting  hot
ter. G arre tt’s head shot around and he 
saw the flames leaping higher and 
higher as if frenzied in a delight to 
destroy.

A cry breaking from  his lips w ith 
the sudden realization of what the 
fire could do if it got any higher, 
G arrett leaped back in the hold. Here 
was a foe a man could not beat w ith  
fists. He looked about him w ildly. A 
canvas tarpaulin  lay rolled in one 
corner. G arrett grabbed it up and 
straightened it out.

He commenced beating it on the 
huge licking flames. B ut now they 
w ere reaching the overhead, craw l

ing, leaping, jum ping w ildly about the 
hold.

G arre tt’s long arms worked in and 
out quickly, but his canvas extin
guisher fell vainly on the fire. He 
w anted to give the alarm, yet he 
dared not leave th is hold for an in
stant. Crazily he beat. The flames 
were getting  closer to him. Soon 
they would have the whole lower 
hold—and if they ever got up to 
two decks above, where the paint 
locker was— He hated to think.

U DD EN LY  he heard a loud howl 
from the top of the hold. Shooting 

his head upward he saw Captain Le- 
land peering down, his deep blue 
eyes wild, his face tw isted into the 
w orst emotion of hate and anger.

“My ship, my ship,’’ he heard the 
Old Man shout down hysterically. 
The calmness, the poker-face were 
shattered, nerves wrecked at this. A 
skipper’s w orst dread—fire.

G arrett knew the Old Man would 
never believe tha t he hadn’t started 
the fire. W ith  the accusation of the 
m urder, this only heaped evidence 
higher.

Captain Leland half climbed and 
half fell to the bottom of the hold. 
H is white face was drawn and agon
ized as he scanned the leaping 
flames. Then his w ithered and now 
gruesome countenance turned  to Gar
rett. H is old lips curled back in a 
snarl. H is huge w hite fist smashed 
across G arre tt’s face.

The second mate grabbed the Old 
M an’s shoulders.

"Sir, I tell you—”
“You rotten, yellow m urderer,” the 

Old Man sobbed. “You dirty, lousy 
scum. M urder my son and try  to 
burn my sh ip !” He leaped wildly at 
G arrett, his arms outstretched in un
controllable fury.

G arrett slammed him back against 
the iron ladder. “Sir, you’ve got to 
listen—”

The Old Man pushed him away.
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“L isten?” he roared w ith  an insane, 
hysterical laugh. Licks of the fire 
were dancing about him now. H is 
head turned  back and fo rth  like a 
small boy seeing his only possession 
destroyed.

H is fists doubled tig h te r and he 
seemed to try  and take hold of him 
self. He d idn’t notice G arrett again, 
but picked up the canvas G arrett 
had used.

Again G arrett pushed the Old 
Man to the ladder. “Don’t—” 
screamed the skipper, his hand grop
ing for a dog wrench. G arrett slam
med his fist across the Old M an’s 
jaw. I t  stunned him long enough to 
drag him out of the flaming hold.

Once on deck the captain regained 
him self and scrambled to his feet. 
G arrett ran across to the bell beneath 
the mast and rang it w ildly. Several 
long, scream ing gongs burst on the 
n ight air, then a short gong. He re
peated th is twice.

At once the ship was alive w ith 
men. H alf dressed seamen, coatless 
officers, running up and down lad
ders. Calls, shouts. Lockers being 
opened and pouring fo rth  fire equip
ment. E x tinguishers breaking forth. 
F ire  blankets coming to top side. 
The deck hose being rigged quickly. 
Men running up and down deck, 
each to his station. P resently  w ater 
spurted. E xtingu ishers drilled into 
the flames.

TH E  shrill horn from the bridge 
tooted eternally. But no ship was 

near these waters. I t was a useless 
blast into the n igh t air.

The flames had leaped three decks 
and were b lasting from the top of 
the hold, coming clear out on deck. 
The paint locker was already soar
ing. Small explosions dynam ited 
holes that led to huger flames. 
Thuds, crashes and the eternal leap
ing, jum ping flames, spreading.

The fire hose seemed like a toy 
as the paint locker’s kerosene and

other imflammable liquids churned 
the blaze to a frenzied height.

T ry ing  desperately to blanket part 
of the flames, G arrett noticed tha t 
Boatswain Lewis, who should have 
been in charge of the fire party, was 
not present. The licking giants of 
fire crep t h igher and higher. The 
Old Man ran to the rail, connected 
pumps, slammed the hold shut. But 
the flames continued. m

TH E ship was bouncing up and 
down now wildly. The flames 

made huge streaks in the black n ight 
air. The engine room pumps suddenly 
stopped their throbbing, backed, 
stopped entirely.

The radio room was beating w ith 
the click, click, click of the S-O-S.

But the Roamer was old, some of 
the wood half rotted. Now given a 
chance, it soared in the fire.

Captain Leland suddenly realized 
the im possibility of it all. The tiny  
toys they had for fire prevention and 
extinguishing were nothing compared 
to these flames. He knew the ro tted  
decks of the ship—he knew w hat 
they ’d do in a fire. He had prayed 
long tha t such would never come. 
He realized now, and now only, tha t 
there was nothing they could do but 
get ashore. Then his eyes fell w ildly 
on the tall, desperately w orking Gar
rett.

“Men,” Leland screamed, and 
everything was suddenly still.

“Men! G arrett, Second Mate Jim  
G arrett, started th is fire. Second 
Mate Jim  G arrett m urdered Tom Le
land. Before you take to the life
boats—get him !”

Taken u tterly  by surprise, G arrett 
backed quickly to the mast. He 
kicked out and threw  his fists into a 
dozen m en’s faces. Then his fingers 
grasped the mast ladder.

The huge stick was swaying back 
and forth  as he climbed. Men climbed 
afte r him.

In his mind was one goal. Lewis,
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the boatswain. He had to find him. 
Had to get him. He knew there was 
no chance against the fire-crazed 
crew. He had to find Lewis and some
how get a confession. Prove to 
them—

He was getting  near the top. The 
flames below were spreading fast, de
lighted in the ir newer, easier te r
ritory. The m ast creaked back and 
forth. The wind howled around him. 
The ship bounced up and down, 
rocked crazily. The men were still 
coming and G arrett climbed faster.

Now he was coming to the crow ’s 
nest. A last chance, he thought 
grimly. I f  Lewis was h id ing  there— 
B ut as he scrambled into the cup-like 
enclosure, he found it empty. C urs
ing and yelling above the flames’ roar 
were the men, close a fte r him. Gar
re tt looked despairingly to the tau t 
stay tha t spread from the crow’s nest, 
attached to the yard arm and 
stretch ing  over to the bridge. He 
shook his head—no chance here.

TH E  men were at his feet. Clawing 
hands grabbed at him. How easy it 

would be to kick them down now! 
B ut he couldn’t do that. They were 
not his enemies.

He d idn’t want to kill any of them. 
Yet it was his life against theirs.

One man leaped up into the cup. 
G arrett slammed him w ith  his fist. 
Then w ithout know ing w hat impulse 
drove him to it, he found him self 
perched on the edge of the nest and 
reaching for the yard arm ’s tau t guy 
line. P resently  he was swinging on 
it, moving across the hard steel of 
the stay, hand over hand.
The screams and cries of the men 

grew louder. Curses followed him. 
The hard steel of the stay burned 
his hands. He felt his fingers slip 
ping each time he grasped for a new 
hold. The wind howled louder, blow
ing his body back and forth.

Presently  he felt a new w eight on 
the line. A nother man was follow ing

him across! T hen  his head turned 
to his goal, the bridge. H is eyes 
blinked as he saw the short th ird  
mate Jones standing there w aiting.

Then he heard a horrible, agoniz
ing scream. H is head jerked  about. 
He had looked in time to see the sea
man who had tackled the stay hur
tling , smashing, to tha t hard deck be
low. Then a dull thud  and silence.

GA R R E T T  shuddered as his hands 
worked more sw iftly  across the 

line. The wind was playing havoc, as 
it swished and w hirled about him. 
P resen tly  he was w ith in  yards of the 
bridge. W ould Jones shove him off 
now and send him hurtling , a fte r the 
unfortunate  seaman, to the deck be
low? Jones knew he couldn’t  stand 
up to G arrett in a hand-to-hand fight.

Then, quite suddenly, he saw the 
tall figure of Nelson, the quarter
m aster, jo in  Jones.

H is hands reached the bridge wing. 
Jones and Nelson were better men 
than he had supposed. They stood 
back until G arrett had swung his 
long body into the wing. T hen iron 
hands clapped about him.

G arrett w hirled, slam ming a hard 
fist into N elson’s face. Nelson took 
it g rinning and tried  to lock Gar
re t t’s arms. G arre tt’s shoulder slam
med into N elson’s face w ith  a pile- 
driver force. Nelson groaned and for 
a second released his grip.

W ith  a terrific smash G arrett 
plowed down Jones and, leaping 
across his body, ran in to  the bridge.

He had to find Lew is! He had to 
get the boatsw ain! A lready he could 
hear the howls of the men climb
ing from the main deck up the 
bridge ladders. There was an en
closure on the back of the bridge 
tha t was very frequently  visited by 
the men. Lewis often  slept there.

He jerked around the side of the 
bridge. He got a fleeting glimpse of 
Lewis, clim bing to the rail-enclosed 
top of the bridge!
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In  a leap he too was in th is rail- 
enclosed bridge-top, where the flames 
w ere more plain and the wind 
howled like a th ing  gone mad. Lewis 
was w aiting. He screamed an insane, 
woman-like scream and plunged fo r
ward, a huge m arlin spike in his 
hands.

G arrett jerked  his head only in 
time. He fe lt the spike graze his 
cheek, then it slammed against his 
shoulder. T hat hurt, like a ton truck  
h ittin g  him! But his other arm 
w orked up into a terrific smash 
against the other m an’s jaw.

Lewis, dropping  the spike, plunged 
forw ard into G arrett w ith  his huge 
arm s sw inging back and fo rth  like 
a mechanical robot’s. G arre tt’s fist 
squared back even w ith  his shoulders, 
and he shot it into the bald-headed 
boatsw ain’s face like a smash of iron.

Then the boatsw ain leaped, a t
tem pting to wrap his legs about G ar
rett. W ith  a terrific shove G arret got 
him away, pushed him against the 
low rail and slammed him harder. 
L eft to his old trick  of defense, the 
huge man lifted  his leg once more.

GA R R E T T  grabbed it and w ith  a 
quick je rk  of his perfectly  trained 

body he pulled the entire frame of 
the boatswain heavily up and then 
slammed him over the rail of the 
bridge top. He buckled one leg over 
the rail, using it as a leverage of 
weight.

Lew is’ head and arms dangled over 
the sides. H is horrible woman-like 
screams grew louder.

T hen men arrived, in wild dis
order. G arrett half turned. His black 
eyes were gleaming a w ild defiance. 
H is square jaw  was set.

“ If  you come a step nearer, I ’ll 
drop him !” he snarled.

T hey hesitated.
G arrett saw Captain Leland scram

bling to the bridge top. “H ere’s your 
m urderer, Skipper,” G arrett roared. 
“A nd also here’s the fire bug.”

The captain stared wild-eyed. 
G arrett pulled the bulky form  back 

up. Lew is’ bald pate was scarlet w ith  
blood that had rushed to it, com
pletely w iping out the last traces of 
sanity. The scar-faced man trem bled 
in his grasp.

GA R R E T T  released him. The man 
stood apart, his legs spread. H is 

huge fists were at his sides as his 
brown eyes leaped from face to face. 
H is mouth was tw itch ing  crazily.

Suddenly he laughed, the w ild, 
shrill and insane laugh. He pointed 
a long finger to the captain : “You 
prom ised to get me a ship,” he 
shrieked. “You old fool, you couldn’t  
never get a ship. I w anted th is one— 
th a t’s why I killed Tom  Leland 1” 
He laughed again.

T he captain’s w hite face was 
blank. H is eyes were hard and glassy.

The insane man w ent on: “Then I 
w anted to burn the clues.” Again 
laughter. “T hat bloody hatchet!”

One of the crew suddenly made 
for him, but the boatswain lifted  his 
foot and slammed it into the un
fortunate seaman’s stomach. He 
turned  to G arrett. He started  for 
him, his eyes gleaming wildly. Then 
he turned  back to the men who were 
closing in on him from all sides.

Then w ithout w arning he leaped 
high over the rail and down on the 
tau t stay tha t G arrett had climbed. 
He worked his way across it w ith the 
ease of an old time boatswain and the 
streng th  of a maniac.

The flames roared below him. The 
ship rocked and dipped, nosing 
deeper and deeper. The boatswain 
kept sw inging across the wire. 
"You’ll never get m e!” he howled.

And they d idn’t. They had to take 
to the boats.

They left a crazy, scream ing figure 
crouched in the crow’s nest, waving, 
yelling, laughing—even as the ship 
exploded, split in two and disappeared 
into the hungry water.



Danger lurked in 
the air about the 

island

T h e  Secret
Stranger than Fiction—But 

It Happened to
CAPTAIN FRANKLIN HOYT

—who breaks his silence !

An Exciting, Amazing, True Experience Story!
C H A PTE R  I

Death Stows Away

I STUM BLED on the whole thing 
by accident, as an adventurer 
stumbles on so many things 

which change the whole course of his 
life. I was in San Francisco at the 
time, poring over some old news
papers I had purchased at one of

those public sales which bring forth  
all sorts of oddments which have 
been hidden for decades in attics.

I don’t doubt but tha t some of the 
things sold in this public auction 
came across the plains w ith the ’49ers, 
who had them from a family line 
which may have started, in America, 
on the Mayflower. I spent five dol
lars on a batch of old le tters and news-

A Fateful Expedition Strives to Penetrate
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Easter Island
There, before us, stood 
the great stone faces—the 
monoliths, centuries old

papers from the effects 
of a family named Tighe.

There was nothing of interest in 
the first eight or ten inches of stuff 
I  waded through—until I came to a yellowed newspaper clipping over

A t the  le f t  Is a fa c 
s im ile  o f one pass 
of tho Istter w ritten  
to T H R I L L I N G  A D 
V E N T U R E S  by Cap- 
ta in  F r a n k l in  Hoyt 
in  p resenting th is  
rem a rkab le  story o f 
h is  adven tu rous and 
tra g ic  experiences on 
Ea ste r Is lan d . Y o u 'l l  
t h r i l l  to C ap ta in  
H o y t 's  u n usua l true 
ya rn — w h ich  wo be
lie v e  to be one of 
the  most rem arkab le  
personal re ve la t ion s  
th a t has appeared 

in  years.

the A ge-O ld  Mystery of the Monoliths!
59
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forty years old. It read as follows:
SAN FRANCISCO: May 7, 1891. Cap- 

tain Gregory Tighe sailed today for his 
projected explorations on Easter Island. 
The captain is of the opinion that all the 
great monoliths, shaped like human faces, 
which are scattered over the island, are not 
merely monuments, and are not anything 
scientists have tried to make them. He 
says that nobody knows anything about 
them, a fact which science has just about 
agreed to. Tighe believes simply that no
body knows bow they came there, what 
lost people carved them, or whence came 
the mighty stones which the best engineer
ing instruments of today could not budge.

That was the story. It intrigued 
me, because Easter Island happened 
to be one of the few places in the 
world I had not visited in many 
years of hunting out the strange and 
bizarre in all parts of the globe.

I went out with the yellowed piece 
of paper folded in a hand that trem
bled with excitement, and started 
through the morgues of all the news
papers, trying to find what had hap
pened to the Tighe expedition. I 
knew it was useless to try to do 
anything with his family, his de
scendants, for they were all dead, 
else his effects would never have 
been sold at public auction. Well, 
I came up against a startling thing 
when I started digging.

That newspaper story I had lo
cated had been the last news ever 
received a b o u t  Captain Gregory 
Tighe! He had simply sailed into 
the ocean and vanished. He had taken 
his daughter, Evelyn, a girl of sev
enteen, with him.

I SPENT another week checking on 
the Evelyn Tigbe, his four-masted 

schooner. It hadn’t even been sighted 
after it had left San Francisco. The 
mystery was so complete that no 
questions were even asked about it.

What had become of Tighe, of his 
daughter, and whatever crew he had 
taken with him? And what had been 
behind his belief that the great mono
liths, showing faces the like of which

do not exist in the world today, 
guarded something? And if they did 
guard something, what?

I made it my business to search 
the libraries—and came up against a 
blank wall.

No scientist living or dead knew 
anything about those mighty stone 
monuments on Easter Island. One 
man’s guess was as good as another’s.

MAYBE newspaper publicity would 
help out. I went to the best news

paper in ’Frisco and informed a good 
reporter that I was going to Easter 
Island to find out what had happened 
to Tighe and, if possible, what those 
monoliths meant.

I don’t think my heart ever stopped 
hammering with excitement. I had 
all sorts of fancies, in which I could 
indulge myself because I wasn’t a 
dry-as-dust scientist who had to hew 
to the line of accepted facts. I had 
money enough for anything I wished 
to do, thanks to a fat inheritance to 
which I had added a few hundred 
thousand dollars by lucky invest
ments.

I got the newspaper heated up. I 
gave out that I wanted to buy a four- 
masted schooner with an auxiliary 
motor on it and get a crew to handle 
same.

For the next four months I was 
about the busiest man in all San 
Francisco. I picked my captain with 
care. He was Jacob Stegin, one-time 
famous master of sail. At least that’s 
the name under which he wished to 
sign on. He had papers to captain 
ships in any waters, of any tonnage, 
sail or steam.

He was quite a guy. He had a 
distinguished spade beard, stood six 
feet in his bare toes, had eyes like 
an eagle, was sixty years old and 
looked thirty-five. His cheeks were 
as ruddy as those of an Indian.

Well, he got that crew aboard and 
supplies enough to last for a long 
cruise. I didn’t spare expense. At
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th e  v ery  lea st I ’d g e t som e e x c ite 
m en t, w h ich  I fe lt  I n eed ed . M y one  
d esire  in  l if e  w as to  liv e  d a n g er
ou sly .

W e  p u lled  ou t o f  San  F ra n c isco  
and started  our lo n g  v o y a g e . S a fe ly  
out o f  th e  G o ld en  G ate, I asked  
S te g in  to  m u ster  the crew  so I cou ld  
lo o k  them  over. T h e y  w ere  a to u g h  
lo t, but seem ed  to  su it  S te g in .

I w as e sp e c ia lly  in te r e ste d  in  a 
w h ite  m an w h o  had th e  fea tu res  o f  
an In d ian  o f  our ow n  S o u th w e st. I 
in q u ired  about h im . H e  had s ig n e d  
on under th e  p ro sa ic  nam e o f  O la f  
J oh n son . I k n ew  h e had about as 
m uch  r ig h t to that nam e as I had.

I d id n ’t lik e  the lo o k  I c a u g h t in  
h is  deep  b lack  e y es , as ebon and  
ob sid ia n  as th o se  o f  a snake. H e had  
y e llo w  hair w h ich  h e w ore lo n g , a l
m o st to  h is  sh o u ld ers. H e  w ork ed  
w ith  h is  to r so  bare, and th e  m u sc le s  
under h is  sk in  w ere  lik e  liv e  ser 
p en ts.

In  sp ite  o f  h is  w h ite  sk in , I 
c o u ld n ’t esca p e  th e  f e e l in g  th a t a c tu 
a lly , in  th e  so u l o f  h im , h e w a sn ’t 
w h ite  at a l l!  B u t m ayb e I ’d been  
th in k in g  too  m uch about th e  m y ste r y  
o f  E a ste r  Is la n d . I had dream ed  o f  
th e  grea t lo s t  c o n tin e n ts  o f  p re -h is-  
to r ic  tim es— m illio n s  o f  yea rs ago  
for all a n yon e  k n o w s— k n ow n  to  fo lk  
o f  to d a y  by a lm o st m y th ic a l n a m e s : 
M u and A tla n tis .

N o b o d y  had ever  d e fin ite ly  lo ca ted  
them . T h e  o cea n s o f  th e  w o r ld , i f  
th e  c o n tin e n ts  had ev er  e x is te d  at 
a ll, had sw a llo w e d  up th e ir  se c r e ts  
and th e ir  p eo p le— u n le s s  w e  o u r se lv e s  
are d escen d a n ts  w h o  so m eh o w  e s 
caped  th e  d e lu g e .

FU N N Y  th at O la f J o h n so n  m ade m e  
th in k  a g a in  o f  th e  lo s t  c o n tin e n ts .

I had been  tr y in g  so m eh o w , in  m y  u n 
sc ien tific  m in d , to  c o n n e c t  th em  up  
w ith  E a ster  Is la n d , w h ere  n o th in g  
liv e d  but b irds, w h ere  th e  g rea t fa c e s  
o f  m y ste r y  stared  ou t a t th e  b lue  
w a ste s  o f  w ater  as th e y  m u st have

sta red  w h en  T h e b e s  w as th e  C ity  o f  
a H u n d red  G ates.

It trou b led  m e a l i t t le ,  e s p e c ia lly  
w h en  I sen sed  J o h n so n ’s a n ta g o n ism , 
n ever verb a lly  ex p r e sse d , to  m e.

“L o o k , S te g in ,” I sa id  th e  first d ay  
o u t, “w h ere  d id  y o u  g e t  J o h n so n ? ” 

“O ff th e  d ock s. I q u e stio n e d  h im  
a l it t le .  H e ’s d on e  p le n ty  o f  s a il
in g . H e ’s an e x c e lle n t  m an. H e  saw  
th e  s tu ff in  th e  n ew sp a p ers and  cam e  
to  s ig n  on. T h a t’s a ll, e x c e p t  th a t he  
seem s to  k n o w  b est th e  w a ters  o f  
C entral and S o u th  A m e r ic a .”

"Y ou th in k  h e ’s a S c a n d in a v ia n ? ”

ST E G I N  lo o k ed  at m e q u eer ly , h is  
e y e s  narrow ed .

“F u n n y  y o u  sh o u ld  ask  th a t,” he  
sa id , “fo r  th e  fa c t  is  th at I have  
w o n d ered  m ore about h im  th an  about 
a n y o n e  e lse  on b oard .”

S te g in  le f t  m e th en , h is  fa ce  a l i t 
t le  tro u b led , and I k n ew  w h y . A  
m y ste r y  aboard a sh ip — e s p e c ia lly  an  
old  h u lk , about w h ic h  s to r ie s  m u st  
h ave b een  cu rren t fo r  d ecad es— m ig h t  
be a to u g h  th in g  to  h a n d le  fo r  a 
cap ta in , e sp e c ia lly  i f  h is  crew  w ere  
su p e r st it io u s .

I  d o n ’t  k n o w  w h e th e r  w e  w ere  
overh eard  or n ot, but th a t n ig h t  as 
I la y  a s leep , I  su d d e n ly  sn ap p ed  
aw ak e as th o u g h  so m eb o d y  h ad  
s la p p ed  m y fa ce . I had  a s ta tero o m  
to  m y se lf . I lis te n e d .

O u ts id e  on  d eck  I co u ld  h ear th e  
crea k in g  o f  co rd a g e , th e  h u m m in g  o f  
th e  m otor, p r o o f  th a t S te g in  w a s  
u s in g  th e  e n g in e s , th a t w e  had  s tru ck  
a ca lm  a t sea. N o th in g  seem ed  to  be 
a m iss .

I  ro se , p u z z le d  as to  w h y  I had  
a w a k en ed . I n ever  th o u g h t o f  d isr e 
g a r d in g  it , b ecau se  m ore than  on ce  
in  th e  p ast m y  h u n c h e s  had  sa v ed  m y  
l i f e .  I tu rn ed  on th e  l ig h t , and lo o k ed  
a ll arou n d  th e  room .

T h e n  I g a sp ed . F o r  s t ic k in g  in to  
th e  b u lk h ead , w ith in  an in ch  o f  w h ere  
m y  th ro a t m u st h ave b een  w h en  I 
had s le p t , ly in g  on  m y  back, w as
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th e  h a n d le  o f  a k n ife . T h e  b lade  
h ad  b een  d r iv en  fu l ly  tw o  in ch es  in to  
th e  b u lk h ead . I w e n t  to  th e  p o rth o le . 
I t  w a s c lo se d  and lo ck ed .

F ro m  th e  a n g le  at w h ic h  th e  k n ife  
had en tered  th e  w o o d , I b e liev ed  th at 
it  had com e th ro u g h  the p o rth o le . 
B u t h o w  had a n y o n e  m an aged  to  g e t  
in to  p o s it io n  to  th ro w  it  th ro u g h  
su ch  a sm all h o le  and  w ith  su ch  ac
cu ra cy ?  I rea lized  th a t i f  th e  th ro w er  
had a c tu a lly  tr ied  to  s l i t  m y  th ro a t  
w ith  a th ro w n  k n ife , h e c o u ld  have  
d on e  it. T h is  k n ife , th en , w a s p rob 
a b ly  a w a rn in g . B u t o f  w h a t?

I E X T E N D E D  m y hand to  it, w h en  
a d eep  v o ice  o f  w a rn in g  seem ed  to  

com e r ig h t  o u t o f  m y  so u l. I h e s i
ta ted , th en  co v ered  m y  h an d  w ith  
sev era l th ic k n e sse s  o f  c lo th , gra sp ed  
th e  h a n d le  g in g e r ly  and p u lled .

T h e  k n ife  b lad e w a s o f  sm o o th ly  
p o lish e d  sto n e . I t  w as as b la ck  as 
eb on y . I t  seem ed  to  g lo w  in  th e  
l ig h t  b a le fu lly . T h e  h a n d le  w a s o f  
th e  sh ap e o f  a sn a k e  o f  som e k in d , 
a sn a k e  w ith  th ree  e y e s , on e in  th e  
c e n te r  o f  it s  sk u ll, s e t  so m ew h a t back  
fro m  th e tw o  w h ic h  w ere  p r o p e r ly  lo 
ca ted . I had n ev er  heard  o f  a sn ak e  
th a t ev en  rem o te ly  resem b led  th is  
k n ife  h a ft.

I sat d ow n  u n d er th e  lig h t . I 
s tu d ie d  th e  k n ife  c a r e fu lly . I  p ressed  
th a t  cen tra l sn a k e -ey e  w ith  th e  p o in t  
o f  a p e n c il, and a queer, r e p tilia n  
h is s  cam e out o f  th e  k n ife , and from  
th e  n arrow ed  m o u th  o f th e  th in g  
d arted  a sh in in g  le n g th  o f  n eed le , 
sharp  as an y  h y p o d erm ic .

I h a p p en ed  to  be h o ld in g  a s e c t io n  
o f  th e  c lo th  I had u sed  to  p ro tec t  
m y h and , u n d er th e  w eap on . A  dark  
b ro w n ish  su b sta n ce  had com e ou t o f  
th e  sn a k e ’s m o u th  o n to  th e  c lo th .

W e ll ,  I h ad n ’t com e on th is  e x p e 
d it io n  w ith o u t  th e  la te s t  in  eq u ip 
m en t and p erso n n e l. I k n ew  e x a c tly  
w h a t to  do. I d ressed  q u ic k ly  and  
w e n t  to  th e  cab in  n e x t  door, o c c u 
p ie d  b y  J im m y  S la v in , a fr ie n d  o f

m in e  w h o  had com e a lo n g  w ith  m e  
on the tr ip  as a lark . H e  w as an  
ex p er t to x ic o lo g is t .

I k n ock ed  on  h is  door. T h ere  w as  
no an sw er. I k n o ck ed  aga in . T h e  
door m oved  s l ig h t ly  u n d er m y  hand. 
D a rk n ess  seem ed  to  flow  ou t at m e  
from  h is  cab in— d a rk n ess  and a su b tle  
em a n a tio n  o f fear.

I p ressed  th e  b u tto n  to th e  le f t  o f  
th e  door, en tered , s te p p e d  back  and  
c lo se d  th e  door w h en  I saw  w h a t re 
p osed  on  the bed. I t  w as th e  b o d y  
o f  J im m y  S la v in .

H is  fa ce  w as b lu e , g h a s t ly . H is  
to n g u e  p rotru d ed  b la c k ly  from  b e
tw e e n  h is  lip s . H is  e y e s  sta red  
g la s s i ly  up at th e  c e il in g . H is  arm s 
and le g s  sto o d  o u t a w k w a rd ly  from  
h is  b o d y — b eca u se  th a t b o d y  w as  
s w o lle n  to  tw ic e  it s  norm al p ro p o r
t io n s . I sh u d d ered .

G ood  o ld  S la v in !  B u t th ere  w as  
n o th in g  I co u ld  do fo r  him . H e  
w o u ld  be b u ried  at sea  in th e  m orn 
in g .

N o w  I had m ade up m y  m in d  w h a t  
to  do. I w en t fo r  C ap ta in  S te g in . 
I d id n ’t a p o lo g iz e  fo r  w a k in g  him . 
I d em an d ed  th a t th e  crew  be in 
s ta n t ly  m u stered  on  d eck  fo r  a c o u n t
in g  o f  n o ses  and  th e  a sk in g  o f  p le n ty  
o f  q u estio n s .

S te g in  d id n ’t seem  su rp r ised . I 
th in k  h e m u st have been  e x p e c t in g  
so m e th in g . H e  had an air o f  fa ta l 
r e s ig n a tio n  and d id n ’t ask  so  m u ch  
as on e q u estio n .

H e  ordered  a ll h an d s on d eck , even  
to  th e  cook . W e  co u n ted  n o ses . O la f  
J o h n so n  w as n o t am on g  th e  crew  
a n y w h ere . W e  sea rch ed  th e  sh ip  and  
co u ld  n o t find h im !

C H A P T E R  II  

G h o st or H u m a n ?

W H E R E  w as O la f J o h n so n ?
W e  had search ed  th e  sh ip  
th o r o u g h ly . W e  w ere  read y  

to  take oath  th at h e  w a sn ’t  aboard. 
Y et w h ere  had  h e  g o n e?  I f  S te g in
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had sp ok en  tr u ly  h e w as too  good  a 
seam an to  have fa lle n  overb oard  
ca re less ly . I faced  th e  m u stered  
crew  aga in .

" W h ere is  O la f J o h n so n — W h ere  
is  O la f J o h n so n ? ” I d em an d ed  o f  the  
m en.

T h e crew  lo o k ed  at on e an oth er. 
J o h n so n  had tu rn ed  in w h en  the  
oth ers had. T h e y  had a ll seen  him  
go  to  bed. Y e t he w a sn ’t th ere  now . 
O n the p o in t  o f  te l l in g  th e  crew  
w h a t had  h ap p en ed , s in c e  th e y  w o u ld  
k n ow  it  to m o rro w  a n y h o w , I n o ticed  
a w a r n in g  lo o k  in  S te g in ’s ey es .

H e  k n ew  w h a t I d id , but he w an ted  
at le a st  a n o th er  n ig h t  o f  peace. B e 
s id e s , w e  w ere  r a p id ly  d ra w in g  ou t  
o f  th e  reg u la r  steam er lan es, b eyon d  
w h ic h  it  w o u ld  be im p o ss ib le  to  
tra n s-sh ip  th e  crew  in  case  o f  trou b le. 
S te g in  w as w h o le -h e a r te d ly  w ith  m e  
on th is  cru ise , and n o th in g  m u st h a p 
p en  to  m ake it  fa il at th e  v ery  be
g in n in g .

F o r  th at reason  w e w a ited  tw o  
m ore d ays and n ig h ts  b e fo re  h a v in g  
J im m y  S la v in  sew ed  up in  canvas  
and c o n s ig n e d  to  the deep . T h e  crew  
sto o d  around  as th e  ca p ta in  in to n ed  
th e  burial serv ice .

"A nd  h is  b od y  sh a ll be cast in to  
the d eep — ”

TH E R E  w as so m e th in g  a b y sm a lly  
final about it. I sto o d  at th e  rail 

as S la v in  w e n t in , w e ig h te d  at the  
fe e t  w ith  a sack  o f  coal. H is  b o d y  
tw ir led  as it  w e n t d ow n , l ik e  a p en 
dulum  g o n e  crazy . T h en  th e  m o tio n  
o f  the sh ip  carried  u s b ey o n d  it. 
T h e  ca p ta in  had to ld  m e th a t S la v in  
at th e  m o m en t w a s ju s t  five m ile s  
from  lan d — str a ig h t  d o w n !

N o th in g  o f  e sp ec ia l m o m en t h a p 
p en ed  th at d ay , th o u g h  S te g in  and  
I n o ticed  th at th e  crew  w ere  u n u su 
a lly  s ile n t . T h e y  had m ade th e  fa c t  
o f  the fo u r-m a ster  an e x c u se  fo r  
m u ch  h ila r ity  and th e  s ig n in g  o f  
ch a n tey s , up to  n o w ; but t h e y  
co u ld n ’t  h e lp  k n o w in g  th at S la v in

had b een  dead  in  h is  cab in  for tw o  
d a y s b efo re  w e had b u ried  him . A n d  
th e y  d id n ’t k n ow  w h y .

G ive a sa ilorm an  so m e th in g  u n 
k n o w n  to  fear, and he b ecom es so m e
th in g  w ith  w h ic h  to  reck on . A n d  
th e y  w ere  w o n d e r in g  about J o h n so n , 
too .

E A N W H I L E , w ith  S te g in ’s help , 
I d id  th e  b est I k n ew  h ow  to  ana

ly z e  th e  brow n stu ff w h ic h  had sq u ir t
ed  o n to  m y  p iece  o f  c lo th  th e  n ig h t  
w h en  th e  sn a k e’s-head  k n ife  had a ll 
but cu t m y  throat. I had no lu ck . 
N o r  w ere  th ere an y  f in g erp r in ts  on  
th e  k n ife .

T h a t d id n ’t tro u b le  m e, h o w ev er , 
fo r  it  seem ed  to  m e th a t J o h n so n ’s 
d isa p p ea ra n ce  w a s a c lea r  c o n fe s s io n  
o f  g u ilt .

S te g in  su g g e s te d  an oth er  w a y  to  
d isc o v e r  w h a t th at brow n s tu ff  w as. 
H e p ro p o sed  the s h ip ’s cat, first, but 
a cat aboard a sh ip  is  su p p o sed  to  
be lu ck y . I f  th e  cat had d ied  th e  
sa ilo r s  w o u ld  h ave been  sure th a t bad  
lu c k  w a s to  com e. S o  w e  se t  a co u p le  
o f  sa ilo r s  to  lo o k in g  fo r  rats, and in  
no tim e  at a ll th e y  p rod u ced  th ree  
b ig  o n es— fat, sq u e a lin g  fe l lo w s  w h o  
d id n ’t l ik e  to  be p r iso n ers.

T h en  S te g in  and I lo c k e d  o u r se lv e s  
in  S la v in ’s room — th e on e in  w h ic h  
h e had  been  in te n d e d  to  p res id e  as 
s h ip ’s d o cto r— and w e n t to  w ork  on  
th e  rats. S te g in  had a rou gh  and  
read y  k n ack  for first a id  and fo r  
su r g e r y  o f  a sort. H e  p erform ed  th e  
o p era tio n . H e  h ea ted  a sh arp en ed  
k n ife . W e  m o is te n e d  th e  brow n s tu ff  
on th e  c lo th  and m an aged  to  sm ear  
so m e o f  it  on th e  b lad e o f  th e  k n ife , 
r ig h t  at th e  p o in t.

T h e n  S te g in  ju s t  p r ick ed  th e  sk in  
o f  on e  o f  th e  rats w ith  it. T h e  re
s u lt  w a s am azin g . T h e  rat ju m p ed  
ou t o f  our hands, ran c r a z ily  about 
th e  room  fo r  a co u p le  o f  seco n d s, 
b u m p in g  in to  th in g s , th en  cu rled  up  
on  th e  floor and sw e lle d  to  tw ic e  it s  
norm al s iz e  b e fo re  ou r e y es . I ts  e y e s
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p o p p ed  ou t. I t s  to n g u e  p ro tru d ed  
fro m  b e tw e e n  it s  lip s .

I sta red  at S te g in . H e  stared  at 
m e. Save th a t th is  w as a rat, it  m ig h t  
h ave b een  S la v in  a ll over aga in .

“ I ’ve n ever  se e n  a n y th in g  or a n y 
b o d y  d ie  ju s t  l ik e  th a t, S k ip p e r ,” I 
sa id , t r y in g  to  m ake m y v o ic e  sou n d  
natural and n ot su c c e e d in g . “ D id  
y o u ? ”

H e  h e s ita te d  for a m om ent.
“ Y e s ,” he sa id , “ th ere  is  a sp e c ie s  

o f  snake in  C en tra l A m erica , b e lo w  
th e  C anal Z on e near th e  border o f  
C olum bia , in  th e  u n k n o w n  la n d s back  
o f  D arien , w h ic h  ca u ses m en  and  
b ea sts  to  d ie  lik e  th a t w ith  its  b ite . 
I t  h as no sc ie n tif ic  nam e b ecau se  no  
s c ie n t is t  has ever  p en e tra ted  in to  the  
h ea rt o f  D a r ien  and retu rn ed  a liv e , 
and no on e has su c c e e d e d  in  e x tr a c t
in g  th e  v en om  o f  th e  sn ak e— and  
l iv in g  a fte r w a r d .”

“A n d  O la f  J o h n so n ,” I sa id  m u 
s in g ly , “k n o w s th e  w a ters  o f  C en tra l 
and S o u th  A m erica . H e  is  a w h ite  
m an w ith  fe a tu r e s  o f  an In d ian . I 
w o n d er . I su p p o se  y o u ’ve  heard  o f  
th e  W h ite  In d ia n s  o f  D a r ien  and o f  
n o rth ern  S o u th  A m e r ic a ? ”

“Y es. T h e y ’re a m yth . T h ere  a in ’t 
no su ch  a n im a l.”

I sh r u g g e d , but I w as w il l in g  to  
b e lie v e  a n y th in g .

AT  th is  p o in t th ere  cam e a rapid  
k n o c k in g  on th e  door. I ran and  

op en ed  it , fo llo w e d  s lo w ly  by S te g in . 
O n e o f  th e  s a ilo r s  sto o d  th ere , p an t
in g  lik e  a ru n n er w h o  has tra v e led  
a lo n g  race.

“ I ’ve  ju s t  se e n  O la f  J o h n so n  I” he  
sa id . “ D o w n  in  th e  h o ld . I w as  
lo o k in g  at so m e s to r e s  to  m ake sure  
th e y  h a d n ’t s h if t e d .”

“A re  y o u  su r e ? ” d em an d ed  S te g in . 
“ W e ’ve h u n ted  th e  sh ip  over for  
h im . H e  can’t  be aboard .”

I t  w as an u n fo r tu n a te  th in g  to  say  
to  a com m on  sa ilo r . S te g in  sh o u ld  
h ave k n o w n  b etter .

“T hen it  w as h is  g h o s t  I saw , sir ,

com e back  from  th e sea ,” sa id  th e  
sa ilo r . “ I ’m  su re  I saw  h im — or so m e
t h in g ! ”

W e ll ,  w e  m u stered  th e  crew  a g a in , 
and sca ttered  th em  a ll th ro u g h  th e  
sh ip . T h e y  tu rn ed  it  u p s id e  d ow n , 
but no O la f J o h n so n . A n d  a ll th e  
tim e th e  sa ilo r  w h o  c la im ed  to  h ave  
se e n  h im , ta g g e d  us, in s is t in g  th at i t  
had b een  J o h n so n  he had seen  and  
n on e o th er .

I W A S  b e g in n in g  to  g e t  th e  w il l ie s  
over th e  w h o le  th in g  to  su ch  an e x 

ten t th at I c o u ld n ’t w o n d er  or b lam e  
th e  crew  i f  th e y , to o , g o t  th e  w il l ie s .  
T h e y  w ere  s ile n t , w h ite - fa c e d  and  
afra id  w h en  w e  m u stered  th em  aga in  
to  g e t  th e ir  rep o rts  o f  fa ilu re . I 
k n ew  in  m y  o w n  m in d  th a t O la f  
J o h n so n  w as so m ew h ere  aboard the  
sh ip — but w h ere?

N o t  an in ch  o f  it  had b een  over
lo o k ed . O f co u rse , a n im b le  m an  
m ig h t  h id e  in  on e  p la ce , th en  s lip  
o u t and h id e  in  on e w e had ju st  
s e a r c h e d ; but it  w o u ld  tak e a n im ble  
m an, in d eed , and one w h o  co u ld  a l
m o st m ak e h im se lf  in v is ib le .

W h ile  w e w ere  ta lk in g  w ith  the  
crew , t r y in g  to  fig u re  ou t th e  m y s
tery , th e  e y e s  o f  th e  m en  fa c in g  m e  
su d d e n ly  w id en ed . I sa w  on e o f  th em  
sh ap e a w ord  w ith  h is  l ip s :

“F ir e ! ”
I  w h ir led . S m ok e w as p o u r in g  ou t  

o f  on e o f  th e  h a tc h e s  w e  had op en ed  
in  our search  fo r  J o h n so n . N o th in g  
is  fea red  at sea  l ik e  a fire in  th e  
h o ld . I t  m ay m ean  th a t th e  sh ip  w ill  
g o  to  th e  b o tto m , or burn around  its  
c a p ta in  and crew , or b lo w  up e n tir e ly , 
at an y  m in u te .

S o m eo n e  y e lle d  fo r  th e  lifeb o a ts . 
T h e  crew  broke ranks, sw a rm in g  to  
th e  d a v its— w h en  th ere  cam e th e  co ld  
v o ic e  o f  C aptain  S te g in , w h o  had  
draw n back to  g iv e  h im se lf  room  
w h en  he heard th e  first cry  o f  fire.

“T h e  first m an to  to u ch  th e  l i f e 
boats g e ts  a b u lle t  th ro u g h  th e  
h e a d !” he sn a p p ed  in  h is  co ld , m as-
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ter ’s vo ice .  “I am cap ta in  o f  th is  
sch oon er ,  and y o u  w i l l  abandon sh ip  
o n ly  at m y  c o m m a n d .”

T h e y  d rew  back, T h e y  m illed .  
T h e n  C apta in  S te g in  sn ap p ed  at the  
m an w h o  had rep orted  h a v in g  seen  
O la f  J o h n s o n :

“I t  isn  t bad, yet .  Go d o w n  in the  
h o ld  and see  w h a t ’s afire.”

T h e  f e l lo w  had courage . I k n o w  
h e  dreaded  to g o  d o w n  in to  that h o ld  
as he dreaded  n o th in g  e lse  he  cou ld  
im ag in e .  B u t  he squared h is  sh o u l
ders and w en t .

W e  w a ite d  d ev e lo p m en ts .  In  a fe w  
m in u te s  the  sm o k e  a ljnost ceased .  
S ig h s  o f  r e l ie f  burst from  th e  l ip s  
o f  th e  sa ilors . T h e ir  fa ces  w ere  s h e e p 
ish  as th e y  s te p p e d  back from  th e  
l i feb o a ts .  B u t  o th er  m in u te s  p a ssed  
and M a cK en z ie ,  the  m an w h o  had  
g o n e  in to  the  h o ld , h a d n ’t returned .

“I t ’s up to you , H o y t ,” sa id  S te g in  
ic i ly .  “ S ee  w h a t  h ap p en ed  to  M a c 
K e n z ie .”

I w e n t  dow n , m y  heart in  m y  
m outh . I fo u n d  w h ere  som e w a ste  
near a p i le  o f  h ig h ly  inflam m able  
s to r e s  had been  se t  afire, and w h ere  
M a cK en z ie ,  no doubt, had e x t in 
g u ish e d  it w ith  w ater. A n  e m p ty  
p a il  s to o d  b es id e  the s t i l l  s l i g h t ly  
s m o k in g  w aste .

T ) U T  no M a c K e n z ie !  H e  had van-  
ish ed  as th o u g h  the  h o ld  had s w a l 

lo w e d  h im . H e  h a d n ’t com e on  deck ,  
for  w e  w o u ld  have  s e e n  him.

N o r  co u ld  I find h im  a n y w h e r e  in  
the  hold .

I w e n t  b ack  on  deck , h o p in g  that  
the  crew  c o u ld n ’t see  that  m y  face  
w a s pale.

“H e ’s put  out the  fire,” I said .  
“H e ’ll  be up in a m in u te  or tw o . I 
gave  h im  a l i t t le  job  to do d o w n  
th ere .”

S t e g in  d ism issed  the  crew , ord er 
in g  th e m  back to  th e ir  d u ties .  T h r e e  
o f  th em  w ere  ordered  to batten  d o w n  
th e  h a tch  w h e n c e  the  sm o k e  w a s  s t i l l  
co m in g .  I t  w as  n ow  so  s l ig h t  a s  to

be no in d ic a t io n  o f  d a n g er  w h a tev er .  
T h e  three  m en  s ta r ted  tow ard  the  
hatch.

T h e n  a ll at once  th e y  scream ed,  
tu rn ed  and ran back tow ard  us. 
S o m e th in g  had been  ca ta p u lted  on to  
the  deck , th r o u g h  that  op en  hatch ,  
as th o u g h  sh ot  from  a gun.

N o  seco n d  lo o k  w a s  n eed ed  to  see  
that it w a s  M a cK en z ie ,  and th a t  he  
w as dead. H e  had d ied  as S la v in  
had d ied  and  as th e  rat had died .  
H is  face  and e y e s  w ere  terrib le .

AG A I N  S t e g i n ’s v o ice  broke in  
h arsh ly ,  as the sa i lo r s  ga th ered  

o n ce  m ore in  a com p act ,  fe a r fu l  g ro u p  
forw ard  o f  the  poop .

“T h e r e ’s a p o is o n o u s  r e p t i le  a m o n g  
th e  s to r e s ,” he  said. “ I t ’s o n ly  a C en 
tral A m e r ic a n  snake, but it m a y  g e t  
so m e o f  th e  rest  o f  y o u .  G et in to  
the  h o ld  and be ca re fu l  as y o u  h u n t  
fo r  it. T h e r e  m a y  be tw o  or m ore  o f  
th e m .”

“W e  a in ’t s w a l lo w in g  n on e  o ’ that, 
C ap’n ,” sa id  a b raw n y , red -h ead ed  
b ru iser  in th e  crew . “N o  sn ak e  o f  
n o  s ize ,  n o t  even  a boa co n str ic to r ,  
th r e w  M a c K e n z ie  up ou t  o f  that  
h old . T h e y ’s s o m e th in g  e ls e  d o w n  
th e r e .”

“A n d  y o u ’re all g o in g  d o w n  to see  
w h at it i s ,” sa id  S te g in .

A n d  t h e y  w e n t ,  too , so  p o te n t  w a s  
S t e g i n ’s p e r so n a l i ty .  W h e n  th e y  cam e  
back  th e ir  w h it e  fa c e s  w e r e  s trea k ed  
w it h  sw e a t  and  g r im e, and th e y  
h a d n ’t fo u n d  a n y  sn a k e s— and, o m i
n o u s  c ir c u m sta n c e ,  t h e y  d id n ’t have  
a n y t h in g  to  say.

S t e g in  lo o k e d  th e m  over  for  a m o 
m en t ,  th e n  w e n t  fu r th e r  than I w o u ld  
ever  have  ask ed  h im  to  go. H e  sen t  
fo r  an a x e ;  and r ig h t  in fro n t  o f  the  
crew , w h i le  I lo o k e d  on, h is  r ev o lv er  
in  m y  hand, S t e g in  sm a sh ed  in the  
b o t to m s  o f  th e  l i f e b o a ts  so  th a t  t h e y  
w e r e  u s e le s s  u n le s s  repaired . R e 
p a irs  w o u ld  take sev era l  hours. T h o s e  
h o u r s  w o u ld  g iv e  w o u ld -b e  m u t in e e r s  
t im e  to  th in k  a l i t t le .  S t e g in  had
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d e f in i te ly  c o m m it te d  e v e r y  m an to  
our ven tu re .

T h e r e  w a s  s u l l e n  m urm u rin g .  
S te g in  sp o k e  in  a s w i f t  a s id e  to  me.

"N o s leep  u n t i l  w e  g e t  there, for  
us, H o y t ,” he said. " T h e y ’ll try  to  
take over  th e  sh ip  any t im e  n o w .”

T h r e e  t im es  that  n ig h t  I heard sav
a g e  scream s, e ith er  o f  p a in  or terror,  
from  the heart o f  the  h o ld . B u t  no  
m em ber o f  the c rew  sh o w e d  h im s e lf  
from  the fo reca s t le ,  and th e  h e lm s 
m an sto o d  at h is  p o s t  as th o u g h  he  
had been carved there  w h e n  I w e n t  
on deck.

W h a t  w a s  in the  ho ld?  W h y  the  
scream s?  W a s  som eb od y , and that  
so m e b o d y  J o h n so n , t r y in g  to fr ig h te n  
us a w ay  from  E a s te r  Is la n d ?  I f  so, 
w h y ?

I w on d ered ,  i f  he w ere  c o m p e l le d  
so m e h o w  to  an sw er  t r u t h f u l ly  to  
e v e r y  q u es t io n  p u t  to h im , w h e th e r  
q u e s t io n s  about h im s e l f  and h is  p ast  
w o u ld  have g iv e n  us th e  an sw er  to  
the  m y s te r y .

Stark terror o f  th e  “g h o s t ”— or the  
t h in g — in  the  h o ld  h e ld  s w a y  on the  
sh ip  u n t i l  w e  reach ed  E a s te r  Is lan d  
and saw  the first o f  the  fo r b id d in g
faces.

C H A P T E R  I I I  

B y  W h a t  H a n d s?

H O W  d oes  one d escr ib e  th e  in 
descr ib ab le?  O ne d o e s n ’t;  
but the reporter  tr ie s  h is  
best.  E a s te r  Is lan d  is a w aste .  N o t h 

in g  l iv e s  on it e x c e p t  birds. O ur  
sc h o o n e r  a n ch o red  ju s t  in s id e  a su b 
m e r g e d  reef,  beh in d  w h ic h  the  ocean  
floor w a s  as p la in ly  v is ib le  as th o u g h  
th ere  had been  no  w a ter  at a ll and  
w e  had b een  s u sp e n d e d  in  space.

A s  far as the  ey e  co u ld  reach, and  
to  in f in ity  b ey o n d  that, s tr e tc h e d  the  
dreary, l im it le s s  ex p a n se  o f  the  sea.  
F is h  sw am  in th e  d ep th s ,  b ea u t ifu l  
th in g s .  A n d  th ere  w e r e  w a v in g ,  g r o w 
in g  t h in g s  on the  ocean  floor. T h e  
sea  boom ed  m o u r n fu l ly  across  the

ree f ,  s la sh ed  a g a in s t  th e  shore , to  be  
heard by  no man for  years  on  end—  
u n t i l  w e  came.

I go t  a queer  tu g  at m y  heart w h e n  
I sa w  the first o f  the  h u m a n -fa ced  
m o n o lith s .  I c o u ld n ’t h e lp  f e e l in g  
that th e ir  secre t  w a s  so m e h o w  
w rap p ed  up w ith  all w e  had e x p e r 
ien ced  on th e  in term in ab le  jo u r n e y  
from  San F ra n c isco ,  a v o y a g e  that  
all o f  us f e l t  w o u ld  never  end.

" O U T  n o w  w e w ere  here, and  w h a t  
a d v en tu res  faced  us? T h e  grea t  

s to n e  fa ces  seem ed  to m o ck  us, as 
th o u g h  th e y  sa id :

“T h e  a g e s  have n o t  d is c lo s e d  our  
secrets .  H o w  th en  do y o u  p u n y  m or
ta ls  dare to  t r y ? ”

S te g in  w a s  all fo r  s ta r t in g  r ig h t  
off. It  w a s  ju s t  a f ter  n oon , w i th  
p le n ty  o f  hours o f  d a y l ig h t  le f t .  
B ir d s  o f  queer  p lu m a g e  cr ied  about  
th e  m a sts  o f  our sc h o o n e r  w h o se  sa ils  
w ere  secu red .  W e  w ere  “a p a in ted  
sh ip  up on  a p a in ted  o cea n .”

C ord age  creaked , g iv in g  us  a sou n d  
o f  th e  o u ts id e  w o r ld  that w as  m ore  
m o u r n fu l  than  reassu r in g .  I t  w as as 
th o u g h  the  w o r ld  had l e f t  us, as 
th o u g h  w e  had s o m e h o w  b een  cata
p u lted ,  sh ip  and all, back in to  som e  
a n c ie n t  t im e  w h e n  th e s e  g rea t  s to n e  
fa ces  had been  n e w  and th e  hands  
w h ic h  had carved th e m  had been the  
h a n d s  o f  l iv in g  m en.

S te g in  l e f t  the  first m ate , a h a n d 
som e N o r d ic  over  s ix  fe e t  in  h e ig h t ,  
aboard w h e n  w e  w e n t  ashore. H e  
had w ith  h im  ju s t  one  m an to  s tan d  
w atch , b ecau se  w e  d id n ’t k n o w  w h a t  
w e  m ig h t  run in to ;  w e  m ig h t  have  
n eed  o f  e v e r y  m an ashore. T h e r e  
w ere  no w a r n in g s  o f  storm , and p rob
ab ly  no o th er  sh ip  w ith in  h u n d r e d s  
o f  m iles ,  so  the  sh ip  had no  n e e d  o f  
a b ig  guard.

L e s l ie  M orton , th e  first m a t e ,  
lean ed  over  the rail and g r in n ed  at  
us as w e sh oved  off in on e  o f  th e  
boats. T h e y  had been  rep a ired  a f te r  
w e had m an aged  to  prove  to  th e  c r e w
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the  h o p e le s sn e s s  o f  any  a ttem p t to  
return to the steam er  lanes w ith o u t  
a navigator.

B u t  the  c rew  w ere  s t i l l  su llen .  
T h e y  seem ed  a lw a y s  to have been.  
W h e n e v e r  a m em ber w as b eh ind  me  
m y  back a lw a y s  c r a w led ;  I e x p e c te d  
a k n ife  stab betv /een  th e  sh o u ld er  
blades.

W e  w ere row ed  ashore. S c a r c e ly  
had w e  set  fo o t  on th e  p lace  than  
one o f  the sa i lo r s  cr ied :

“L ook th ere !  B y  one o f  the s to n e  
faces. W h a t  is i t?  I sa w  so m e th in g  
move. It lo o k ed  like  a m an .”

A t  that v ery  m o m en t  he  scream ed  
and fe ll ,  c lu tc h in g  h is  throat, fro m  
w h ic h  a small arrow  pro tru d ed . A l 
m ost  im m ed ia te ly  the  poor f e l l o w ’s 
body  started to sw e l l ,  and in  m in u te s  
he w as dead. T h e  end o f  th a t  arrow  
w as sta ined  w ith  b row n  b en eath  th e  
blood.

I looked  around as so o n  as he  
screamed, but I d id n ’t see  a n y th in g .  
Maybe I looked  too  h ig h  up th e  face  
o f  the thing. W h e n  w e  f in a lly  l e f t  
the dead sa ilor  and, r e su m in g  our  
grim march, reached th e  face  he  had  
m entioned , w e  d isc o v e r e d  th a t  i t s  
s ize  en t ire ly  d w arfed  our party . A  
man, s tan d in g  a g a in st  it, and seen  
from  a d istance, w o u ld  have  se e m e d  
l ike  a p igm y.

TH E  party s ta y ed  back as I ad 
vanced, c l im b in g  up an in c l in e  

w h ich  reached to the  base o f  the  
m onolith . I w e n t  to the  sp o t  w h e r e  
the sailor c la im ed  to have seen  s o m e 
th in g  that lo o k ed  like  a man. I fo u n d  
a fo o tp r in t .  I t  w a s  l ik e  no fo o tp r in t  
I had ever seen.

I d iagn osed  a sandal o f  som e k ind .  
B u t w hat had caused  th e  f e w  drops  
o f  m oisture  w h ere  th e  creature  had  
stood, and w h ere  w a s  it n ow ?

I dashed around th e  m o n o lith ,  
c lim b in g  up as fast  as I  cou ld . I 
lo st  the pr in ts  im m ed ia te ly ,  but I 
k e p t  on clim bing. I f  a n y b o d y  had  
g o n e  th is  w a y  I w o u ld  c e r ta in ly  be

able  to  see  h im  fr o m  th e  top  o f  the  
h il l  on w h o s e  s id e  th e  m o n o l i th  
s to o d .  B u t  w h e n  I reach ed  th e  top  
I co u ld  see  n o th in g .

N o t h in g  m o v e d  in  a n y  d ir e c t io n  I 
lo o k ed , save  S te g in  and the sa ilors ,  
w h o  w ere  s lo w ly  a d v a n c in g  to  th e  
base o f  the grea t  s to n e  face . I lo o k e d  
d o w n  at th e  h ead  o f  th e  th in g ,  a vast  
e x p a n s e  o f  s to n e  w h ic h  had been  
carved  in to  th e  sh a p e  o f  a s ta r k ly  
s im p le  h ea d d ress— b y  w h o se  lo n g -  
dead h an d s?

P A U S E D  a m o m e n t  in  th o u g h t .  
W h a t  w a s  th e  m e a n in g  o f  th is  m o n o 

l i th ,  and th e  o th ers  I co u ld  s e e ?  T h e  
on e  d ir e c t ly  b e lo w  m e se e m e d  to  be 
l e a n in g  forw ard , as i t  m u s t  have  been  
l e a n in g  fo r  h u n d red s ,  m ayb e  th o u 
sands, o f  years ,  as t h o u g h  it  peered  
o v er  a sh o u ld e r  o f  th e  h i l l  in to  a 
d eep  v a l le y .  B u t  th ere  w a s  no  deep  
v a l le y ;  b e lo w  w a s  o n ly  th e  ocean .

W h o  w a s  to  sa y  th a t  at so m e  t im e  
in  th e  lo n g  v a n ish e d  past, th e r e  had  
n ot b een  a v a l l e y  in to  w h ic h  th is  fig
ure had p e e r e d ?  I f  th e r e  h ad  been ,  
i t  had v a n ish e d  w i th o u t  trace, s w a l 
lo w e d  by  th e  ocean. M a y b e  E a s te r  
Is la n d  i t s e l f  w a s  th e  o n ly  trace  l e f t  
o f  a m ig h t y  c o n t in e n t  p e o p le d — by  
w h a t  sor t  o f  fo lk ?

A n d  w h e n c e  had th e se  s to n e s  
c o m e ?  T h e y  h a d n ’t b een  quarried  on  
th is  sp o t ,  for  th ere  w a s  n o  s to n e  a n y 
w h e r e  w ith in  s ig h t  e v e n  r e m o te ly  re
s e m b l in g  th e  s to n e  o f  th e  m o n o lith .  
M ayb e , then , it  had b een  carved  and  
m o v e d  h ith e r  ou t  o f  th e  v a l le y  in to  
w h ic h  it s e e m e d  to  be lo o k in g ,  be
fo r e  th e  v a l l e y  had b e c o m e  ocean .

B u t  h o w  had  it  b een  b r o u g h t  h ere?  
T h o u s a n d s  o f  p e o p le  c o u ld  n o t  have  
d r a g g e d  it  here.

A n d  i f  it  had  com e from  s o m e 
w h ere  e lse — som e o th er  is la n d  p er 
haps, n o w  lo s t  in  th e  sea— w h a t  sort  
o f  v e s se l  had b r o u g h t  it?  N o  v e s s e l  
e x i s t e d  to d a y  w h ic h  c o u ld  h a v e  car
r ied  it ,  e v e n  i f  so m e  m ir a c le  c o u ld  
h a v e  p la c e d  i t  aboard th a t  v e s s e l .
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W e l l ,  I ’d find th e  secre t .  O thers  
had fa i led ,  but I w a s n ’t a ccu s to m ed  
to  fa ilure . I s tu d ie d  th e  o th er  faces  
I cou ld  see ,  w o n d e r in g  b y  w hat  
m ath em a tica l  p ro cess  th e y  had been  
erec ted .  D id  th e y  all peer  at so m e 
th in g  h id d e n  from  m y  ey e s?  W a s  
that  s o m e th in g  to  be fou n d  at the  
p o in t  on  the  g rou n d  w h ere  a ll the ir  
g la n c e s  co n v e r g e d ?

C ou ld  th e  m o n o l i th  have been  
carved  th ere  w h ere  it s to o d ?

T h ere  w a s  no d e tr itu s  under it  
w h ic h  m ig h t  have been res id u e  from  
th e  m a lle ts  and c h ise ls  o f  the carvers!

M y  h ead  w h ir le d  w ith  th e  p o ss i 
b i l i t ie s .

I  w e n t  back to m y  a sso c ia te s .  W e  
had, b y  a cc id en t ,  h i t  u p o n  the  la rg 
e s t  o f  the  m o n o l i th s ,  at least  w i th in  
s ig h t ,  in  th e  b e g in n in g .  I th o u g h t  
i t  as g ood  a p lace  as a n y  to  begin .  
W e  had b ro u g h t  p ic k s  and sh o v e ls ,  
d y n a m ite ,  e v e r y th in g  w e  w o u ld  n eed  
d u r in g  the  day, in c lu d in g  san d 
w ic h e s .  M y  e x p e d i t io n  w a s  w e l l  
eq u ipped .

“L e t ’s see  w h a t  the  t h in g  rests  o n ,” 
I said te n ta t iv e ly .  “I t  m u st  have a 
so l id  fo u n d a t io n  to  s tand  th is  lo n g .”

S t e g in  look ed  at m e q u e e r ly  w h e n  
I  fa i led  to m e n t io n  h a v in g  seen  or 
n ot seen  th e  figure w h ic h  had k i l led  
the  sailor. B u t  he sa id  n o th in g .

W e  se t  to  w ork . T h e  sun  w a s  a 
b la z in g  ball in  the  sky . T h e  air w as  
heavy , a lm ost  om in ou s. T h e  sa ilors  
lo o k e d  at the  m ig h t y  fa ce  w h ic h  t o w 
ered  above th em  w ith  fear fu l  eyes .  
T h e n  th e y  lo o k ed  at S te g in ,  w h o se  
hand rested  on h is  revolver . I t  
w o u ld n ’t do for th ese  m en to be 
afra id  o f  th e  m on o lith .

I S T A R T E D  the ball r o l l in g  m y s e l f  
by ta k in g  a p ick  from  one o f  the  

m en  and d r iv in g  it  d e e p ly  in to  the so il  
a t  the  base o f  th e  great s ton e  face.  
I t  san k  in ea s i ly .  I p u t  the p ick  
a s id e ,  grabbed a sh o v e l ,  started  w o r k 

in g  d o w n  from  a g a in s t  the  base o f  
th e  m on o lith .

T h e  sound  o f  th e  sh o v e l  s t r ik in g  
a g a in s t  the great p ile  o f  s ton e  w a s  
eer ie  in  the extrem e. I ’l l  w a g e r  n o  
su c h  sou n d  had been heard on E a ste r  
Is lan d  s in c e  the  last  hand had  
d rop p ed  its  to o ls  and g o n e  d o w n  th e  
m o u n ta in s id e ,  its  w ork  ended  in th e  
lo n g  ago , b efore  the daw n o f  re
corded  h is to ry .

N o t h in g  hap p en d  to me.

T S T E P P E D  back to a l lo w  th e  crew  
.-k to g e t  b u sy  w i t h  th e  ex ca v a t io n ,  
w h e n  one o f  the sa ilors  s u d d e n ly  
burst ou t  in to  s tra n g e  w o r d s  w h ic h  
had a fam iliar  r in g  about t h e m : 

"M en e , m en e , te k e l, u p h a rs in !”
I w h ir le d  on the  m an w h o  had  

sp ok en . H is  face  w a s  w h ite  as a 
sheet.  H is  e y e s  b u lged . H e  sw a y e d  
on h is  fee t .  H e  w a s  the  b raw n y  red
head  w h o  w o u ld n ’t a ccep t  th e  snake  
s to ry ,  that  day w h e n  M a cK en z ie  
had  been  c a ta p u lted  on to  th e  deck  
o f  the ’F r isco  L a ss  from  the hold.  
I in s ta n t ly  r e c o g n iz e d  th e  w o rd s—  
and k n e w  at once  that the  redhead  
in  all h is  l i f e  had probably  never  
heard th em  sp ok en . T h e y  w ere  the  
w o rd s  w h ic h  a hand o f  fire had w r i t 
ten  on the  w a lls  at the F ea s t  o f  B e l 
shazzar o f  B ib l ica l  fam e:

“Y ou  have been w e ig h e d  in th e
balance and fo u n d  w a n t in g  1”

“W h a t ’s th e  idea, R e d ? ” I d e 
m anded. “W h a t  m ade you  sh ou t  
th ose  w o r d s ? ”

“ I'm as su rp r ised  as y o u  are,
C ap’n ,” he said hoarse ly .  “ I j i s t
fe l t  l ik e  I hadda sh ou t  so m e th in g .  I  
op en ed  m y  m ou th ,  an’ th em  w o r d s  
com e out. I h a v en ’t the  s l ig h t e s t  
in k le  o ’ w h at th e y  m ea n .”

I turned  to  S teg in .  H e  n o d d ed  
s l ig h t ly .  H e  k n ew  the m e a n in g  o f  
th e  words. A n d  he k n e w  that  th e y  
w ere  s o m e h o w  a w arn in g . B u t  h o w ?  
W h y ?  F rom  w h e n c e ?

Read the Thrilling Conclusion of this Exciting Story of an Amazing 
True Experience in Next Month’s Issue!
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C H A P T E R  I

U nexpected. W e lco m e

J A C K  B L A I R ’S handsom e pinto  
sn orted  lo u d ly  and leaped from  
the  narrow desert trail. J a c k ’s 

g ra y  lea ther  chaps scraped  aga inst  
th o r n y  m esq u ite  bushes.

H e  jerked  up h is  id ly - s w in g in g  
r e in s  and c lam ped  h is  le g s  t ig h t ly  
about the anim al. F rom  under h is  
w id e-b r im m ed  S te tson ,  w i t h  its  
cu r led  fron t  brim ju st  above keen,  
b lu e  eyes ,  he g lanced  around in  sur
prise.

T h e  roar o f  the  rifle had sou n d ed  
v ery  c lose ,  and th e  b u lle t  had s lap p ed  
up d u st  from  beneath  the  p in to ’s 
sm all h oo fs .  A  le s s  e x p er t  rider  
w o u ld  have been throw n, and a le ss  
exp ert  sh o t  w o u ld  have cr ip p led  the  
horse  for l i fe .

He slid the end of the

“W e l l ,  B u ck , w hat do y o u  know  
about th a t!” J a ck  ejacu la ted . “ L ooks  
l ik e  so m eb o d y ’s t e l l in ’ us tuh s to p .”

H is  gaze  shot  around. B eh in d , the  
h ot desert s tre tch ed  to  d im  horizon .  
A head , the  o p e n in g  o f  a b ig ,  rock y  
can yon  w ith  p ine- and ju n ip er -co v 
ered s id es  faced  him . H is  e y e s  nar
row ed  s w i f t ly  as he  sa w  w h it ish  
sm oke cu r l in g  up from  beh in d  an 
o u tc r o p p in g  m ass  o f  bou lders  f if ty  
f e e t  in front.

“B u en o ,  w h o ev er  yu h  are,” Jack  
called . “ D o n ’t w a ste  no m ore h ot  
lead on B u c k  and m e ;  but w h a t’s the  
b ig  id ea ? ”

“ D rop you r  g u n s ! ” cam e the curt  
re p ly  from  beh in d  the  rocks.

A t  sou n d  o f  the vo ice ,  J a c k ’s eyes  
w id en ed , fo r  i t  w as  a g ir l ish  one,  
th o u g h  n o w  curt  and hard. A  gr in  
cam e in to  h is  bronzed  y o u n g  face.
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barrel over the window-sill, and then he grimly took aim

He unbuckled his gun-belt and al
lowed it to slip down to the ground. 
His two .45s thudded dully in the 
sand.

“And now what, miss?” he inquired 
amusedly. “Aimin’ tuh swipe my 
bronc and leave me afoot, away out 
here in this old desert?”

“Get down!” The mechanism of a 
W inchester clicked behind the rocks.

Jack swung to the ground, dropped 
his reins and lifted both hands high. 
His eyes were twinkling now. H e’d 
never been held up by a girl be
fore, and he found the situation in
triguing.

“As yuh says, miss,” he replied. 
“ I ’m reachin’ for the clouds and wait
in ’ yore next command, but if yo’re 
lookin’ for dinero, I got the laugh 
on yuh plum complete. I ’m as broke 
as a outlaw hoss after a rodeo.”

From behind the rocks a girl 
stepped, gripping a Winchester. Jack 
stared, for she was very lovely.

About twenty, she was wearing 
neatly-cut riding clothes and boots, 
though they were covered with dust 
now. Beneath her gray, wide-brimmed 
hat, her fair hair glinted in the bright 
sunlight of the Arizona day. A soft 
throat rose from an open-necked shirt 
of light blue, partly concealed by a 
big, polka-dotted neckerchief. H er 
cheeks held the rose-flush of desert 
winds and her blue eyes, now so 
stern, seemed made for joy.

“Step back, away from your horse 
and guns!” came her next sharp com
mand. H er rifle did not waver the 
least bit.

Jack moved slowly back, one pace, 
two, three, four, then stopped, grin
ning, hands still high. The girl moved
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forward cautiously until she stood 
over Jack’s guns. Then she studied 
him keenly, for a long moment.

“W ant I should do some more 
tricks?” he asked. " I ’m good at sing- 
in ’ range songs, the boys tell me; and 
I can turn  somersaults.”

BUT, as he looked into the g ir l’s 
eyes, he read there a strange 

anxiety. She studied his face. And 
Jack, six-feet-one, wide of shoulders 
and flat of waist, was good to look at.

“W ho are you?” she asked firmly, 
her gaze meeting his fearlessly.

“Me?” Jack grinned again. “Well, 
last time anybody spoke my name, 
it  was Jack Blair, of the most law 
abidin’ fraternity  on earth.” He 
flipped back the collar of his shirt 
and revealed a deputy’s star. He 
eyed her amusedly. “ Yo’re holdin’ up 
the law, young lady. T ha t’s a— 
serious offense.”

But at sight of the star, her rifle 
had slipped down and she suddenly 
became just a young woman in dis
tress. A sob choked from her throat.

“Thank G od!” she murmured. “ I 
was afraid you might be one of Gon
zales’ gang. He has both white men 
and Mexicans, and they’ve been chas
ing us for days. An hour ago, they 
shot Dad, back near our shack. I 
was hiding in the brush.

“They rode away, afte r searching 
him and the shack. I got Dad on his 
bunk, but I don’t know what to do. 
He—he’s—dying, I think. So I came 
out here, to get help, if anyone 
passed; and then you came.”

“Glad tuh serve yuh, Miss—Miss—” 
Jack began, feeling instant sympathy.

“Bessie W illiams,” she told him 
between sobs. “My father is George 
Williams, a—a prospector. W e struck 
gold, down below, several weeks ago, 
and, ever since then, those Gonzales 
men have been following us, think
ing we were carrying gold up to 
town.”

Jack’s eyes flashed oddly as she

mentioned her name and her father’s. 
He picked up his guns and buckled 
them on.

“W h e r e ’s y ore  fa ther  n ow ?"  he  
ask ed  q u ie t ly .

“Back in our shack, which we 
thought was too hidden for anybody 
to see. W e’ve been living here a 
couple of weeks, hiding out." Sud
denly she gazed at Jack anxiously 
again. “You—you’re not after father, 
are you? H e’s innocent of robbing 
that bank in town. I know he is, 
s ir !”

J a c k  sm ile d  q u ie t ly .  “L e t ’s g it  to  
him , M iss  B e s s ie ,” he  s u g g e s te d .  
“M ayb e  I can h e lp .”

In silence, she led him back into 
the canyon for a hundred yards, then 
turned into a narrower one which 
wound crazily back into other hills. 
Ten minutes later they came out 
into a small, well-watered little val
ley. A t the side of a great red cliff 
stood an old adobe shack, its door 
swinging open in the light breeze.

As they entered the house, J ack ’s 
right hand slipped down and loos
ened his .45 in its holster and his 
eyes hardened slightly. He peered 
over her shoulder. On a crude bunk 
against a wall lay a large, heavily- 
bearded man with iron-gray hair and 
mustache. One look into the suffer
ing face was enough. I t  was the 
very man whom he had been sent out 
into these wild hills to capture, dead 
or alive!

Be s s i e  w i l l i a m s  dropped to
her knees beside the old man 

and sobbed against his shoulder. Old 
Williams opened pain-filled eyes and 
breathed heavily, his hands over a 
ghastly wound in his chest.

A quick examination told Jack that 
taking his man back to Big Rock 
would never hold legal punishment 
for this old, grizzled ex-outlaw. 
Death was too near. Nor did Jack’s 
moving fingers feel any concealed 
money.



DEAD OR ALIVE! 75

T h e  bank up in  B i g  R o c k  had been  
robbed, at n ig h t ,  a sh ort  w h i le  be
fore , and its  cash ier  sh o t  d o w n  in  
co ld  b lood . T h e  p r es id en t  o f  the  
bank had to ld  one and all that he had  
had a g u n -f ig h t  w ith  th e  robber, a lone  
in  the  dark a l le y  b eh ind  the bank, 
and he had  asser ted  p o s i t iv e ly  that  
h e  had r e c o g n iz e d  o ld  W i l l ia m s  as 
th e  th ie f .

“H e  w as m asked , b o y s ,” he  had  
sta ted , “but he had on  that o ld  gray  
S te ts o n  he a lw a y s  w ears, and the  
sam e dark-brow n ch a p s  w ith  the  s i l 
ver  con ch as  d o w n  the l e g s .”

L D  S H E R I F F  H O W A R D  had  
sen t  a p o sse  s c o u r in g  the  h i l l s  for  

o ld  W i l l i a m s  n ig h t  and day, ever  
s in c e ;  had h im se lf ,  th o u g h  rheum atic ,  
ta k en  o u t  severa l ,  but o ld  W i l l ia m s  
had n o t  been  found .

A n d  th en  J a ck  B la ir  had com e r id 
in g  in to  to w n  h u n t in g  a job. O ld  
H o w a r d  had in s ta n t ly  d ep u t iz e d  h im  
to  lend  a hand. J a ck  had co n sen ted  
and, for  severa l  d ays  nbw, had been  
r id in g  th r o u g h  th e  fo o th i l l s ,  search 
ing.

A t  t im es , he had taken  a y o u n g  
M e x ic a n  w i th  h im — a y o u th  nam ed  
T o n y  C alles , one o f  o ld  H o w a r d ’s 
d ep u tie s .  T o n y  w as forever  sm il 
in g ,  and h e  k n e w  th e  fo o th i l l s  to  
the  last  inch. H o w a r d ’s reco m m en d a 
t io n  o f  T o n y  had been  h igh .

“A  g ood  y o u n g  M ex , J a c k ,” H o w 
ard had said. “H e ’s b r igh t  as a new  
s i lv er  dollar, and ef  th ese  y o u n g  M ex  
sen o r ita s  ’ll  j e s t  leave ’im a lone, h e ’s 
gon n a  m ake a fine d e p p i ty .”

A n d  y o u n g  T o n y  had seem ed  eager  
to serve  J a c k . *

“T h at  o l ’ G eorge  W il l ia m s ,  senor,"  
he had to ld  Jack, “ees  w an malo  
h om bre . H e  ees w an diablo  w eeth  
th e  g u n .”

A s  the  days  had passed , Jack  b e 
cam e s u sp ic io u s  that T o n y  w a s  not  
as eager  to find o ld  W i l l ia m s  as he  
ap p eared  to be, and had l e f t  T o n y  
back in  B ig  R ock .

O ld  W il l ia m s ,  in  h is  earlier  l i f e  
as outlaw , had g a in ed  a rep u ta t io n  
for  b e in g  a dead shot, and th a t  o ld  
reputation  had co n t in u ed  to c l in g  to  
him  ever s ince . Jack  fe l t  that  T o n y  
w as scared.

B u t  now , as Jack  stood  b es id e  the  
w e e p in g  girl, he s tu d ied  her c lo se ly ,  
w o n d e r in g ly .  H e  had never  heard  
that o ld  W il l ia m s  had a daughter .  
S u d d e n ly  she  r o s e  as h o o fb e a ts  
so u n d ed  in the d istance. H er  ex p r e s 
s io n  becam e again  one o f  ten se  
a n x ie ty ,  a lm ost  fr ight.

“T h e y ’re c o m in g  b a c k !” sh e  cr ied .  
“T h o se  horr ib le  G o n z a le s ’ m e n ! ” H er  
hands gr ip p ed  J a c k ’s arm. “Or m a y 
be another  o f  th o se  p osses .  P lea se  
take us aw ay, a n y w h ere ,  t i l l  father  
can g e t  w e l l .  H e ’s in n ocen t ,  but  
t h e y ’ll h a n g  h im .”

J a ck  w a s  h e a r in g  th ose  th u d d in g  
h o o fb e a ts ,  too. M aybe th e  G onza les  
gang, m ayb e  o ld  H o w a r d ’s posse .  I f  
the  first, a d esp era te  fight, aga in st  
great odds, w a s  in ev ita b le ;  and i f  the  
c o m in g  r iders  sh o u ld  prove  to be 
H o w a rd  and his posse ,  th is  g ir l  
w o u ld  be arrested  and d ragged  back  
to  B i g  R o c k ’s shabby l i t t le  adobe  
ja il  and su b jec ted  to  ev ery  sort o f  
H o w a r d ’s o v er ly -sev ere  m eth o d s .  T h e  
o ld  sh e r i f f ’s ideas  o f  ju s t ic e  m ade  
him  p i t i le s s  w i th  pr ison ers  and w i t 
n esses ,  m ale  or fem ale .

“ " P L E A S E ,  p lease  !” the g ir l  b egged .
J- H er  lo v e ly  face  w a s  drenched  

w ith  tears, her l ip s  qu iver in g .
B u t  Jack  s tu d ied  her cu r iou sly .
“ I never  heard that o ld  W il l ia m s  

had a d a u g h ter ,” he stated . “H o w  
c o m e— ”

“ I jo in ed  him  dow n  here  r e c e n t ly ,” 
she ex p la in ed  s w i f t ly ,  “a fter  m oth er  
died  back in E l  Paso. Dad has a 
hom e d o w n  in the  sou th  h i l ls ,  ju s t  
above the border, near h is  m ine,  
w h ich  he d isco v ered  a l i t t le  w h i le  
ago. B u t  th ose  G on za les  m en  have  
learned  about D a d ’s s tr ike , and th e y ’ve  
been tr a i l in g  us hard, th in k in g  w e ’re
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ca rry in g  g o ld -d u s t  to  tow n. So  w e ’ve  
been h id in g  here  for a w eek .

“D ad  and I ’ve  had to go  in to  B ig  
R o ck  several t im es ,  fo r  su p p l ie s ,  and  
ev ery b o d y  up th ere  k n o w s  w e ’re 
around c lose .  T h e n  cam e that  bank  
robbery, and fr ie n d s  to ld  us that  
H o w a rd  w a s  ou t  to arrest D ad for  
it . S o  w e 'v e  rem ained  here, in h id 
in g ,  a fra id  to be seen , because  o f  
D a d ’s o ld  reputation . P lea se ,  p lease,  
take us aw ay , som ew h ere ,  u n t i l— ’’

BU T  th ose  p o u n d in g  h o o fb ea ts  
d o w n  the v a l le y  w ere  so u n d in g  

nearer. A  m a n ’s v o ic e  sh o u ted  so m e
th in g .  Jack  leaped  to  an open  fron t  
w in d o w  and peered  out. O v er  the  
crest  o f  a r idge, a hu n d red  yards  
aw ay, appeared h u g e  M e x ic a n  som -  
breroes.

" M ex ica n s  I” Jack  ex c la im ed . "A nd  
t h e y ’re co m in g  th is  w a y .’’

H e  k ick ed  sh u t  the  h e a v y  fro n t  
door and jerk ed  out h is  guns. T h e  
g ir l  grabbed up her  W in c h e s te r ,  
a g a in  th e  s te a d y  gir l  w h o  had  
s to p p ed  h im , w ith  that shot, back on  
th e  trail. H e  heard th e  m ech a n ism  
o f  her  rifle c l ick  as sh e  sen t  a fresh  
cartr id ge  in to  the  chamber.

B a ck  on the o ld  bunk, her fa th er  
m oaned in pain, and b lood  from  h is  
w o u n d  dr ip p ed  over  th e  s id e  to  the  
floor. S u d d e n ly  he  a lm o st  sat up,  
h is  e y e s  op en ed  w id e ly ,  and he stared  
around.

" B ess ie ,  B e s s i e ! ” he co u g h ed .
B u t  even  as sh e  and J a c k  tu rn ed  

tow ard s  him , he fe l l  back— dead. 
B e ss ie  w a s  b es id e  h im  in an in sta n t  
and on her k n e e s  b es id e  h is  bunk,  
sobs r a ck in g  her.

B u t  sh e  w a s  a l lo w e d  no  p ea ce  w ith  
her dead.

T h e  M e x ic a n  som b reroes  over  the  
r id ge  becam e m en, and th e  m en  
h orsem en , and all w e r e  c o m in g  fo r 
ward. Jack  w a tc h e d  th em  s te a d i ly ,  
h is  bron zed  f ingers  m o v in g  back and  
forth  over  h is  gu n -b u tts .  H i s  jaw  
squared.

"Com e outa t h e r e ! ” a h u g e  M e x 
ican  a m on g  the  r iders  sh ou ted .  “Or  
w e ’ll sh o o t  y o u  o u t ! ”

B e ss ie ,  at sou n d  o f  th e  v o ice ,  rose  
s w i f t l y  and darted back b es id e  Jack .  
S h e  lo o k ed  out at the M e x ic a n s  and  
sp o k e  w h is p e r in g ly .

“T h a t ’s G onza les ,  and h is  g a n g ,” 
she said.

“A n d  t h e y ’re shore  g o t  us  h o le d  
up proper, M iss  B e s s ie ,” Jack  re
p lied  gr im ly .  “T e n  o f  ’em, to o .” H e  
g lan ced  at th e  sk y  in the east. “N o t h 
in ’ tuh do but s t ick  in here  u n t i l  
dark. W o n ’t be long . M u st  be about  
s ix  o ’c lo c k  now. A n o th e r  h our  and  
w e can try  tuh m ake a break .”

“A re  y o u  cornin’ out,  or not,  
h o m b res? "  the  b ig  M e x ic a n  c h ie f  
sh o u ted  again . H e  and h is  m en  had  
h a lted  about a hu n d red  y a rd s  in  
fro n t  o f  the sh ack  and w ere  h o ld in g  
th e ir  rifles ready. “W h o e v e r  y o u  are  
in  there , op en  that door, or w e  f ire !”

C H A P T E R  II  

F ire !

IN  grim  s i len ce ,  the  tw o  in s id e  
s to o d  w a tc h in g  G o n za le s  and h is  
m en — a lo t  o f  s u l le n - fa c e d ,  lo w -  

ty p e d ,  h e a v i ly -a rm ed  ruffians, the  
scu m  o f  th e  border.

J a ck  g la n c e d  s w i f t l y  around the  
in ter io r  o f  the shack . T h e  h e a v y  
adobe w a l ls ,  th o u g h  o ld , w ere  so l id  
as rock. In  th e  rear w a l l  w a s  an  
op en  firep lace , n o w  cold . T h e  o n ly  
w in d o w s  w ere  in th e  fron t  w a l l—  
sm all  on es ,  w i th  h e a v y  w o o d e n  sh u t 
ters.

H e  c lo se d  all but th e  one. In  one  
corn er  w ere  p r o sp e c to r ’s p ic k s  and  
sh o v e ls .  A  table and tw o  or three  
w e l l -w o r n  chairs  w ere  the  o n ly  o th er  
th in g s ,  e x c e p t  the  c o o k -s to v e  and its  
s h e l f  o f  can n ed  g o o d s  above it.

A n d  then , su d d e n ly ,  the  M e x ic a n s  
o u ts id e  op en ed  fire. B u l le t s  th u d d ed  
in to  th e  h e a v y  fro n t  door, in to  the  
adobe  w a lls .  Severa l  cam e th ro u g h  
th e  w in d o w , b es id e  w h ic h  J a c k  and
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B e s s ie  w ere  s ta n d in g ,  and th u d d ed  
in to  th e  rear w a ll .  O ne M ex ica n  
s e e m e d  a im in g  e s p e c ia l ly  at the  lock  
o n  the  b ig  door. S p l in te r s  began  
f ly in g  from  it.

“T h e  m ore  th e y  sh oot ,  the less  
ca r tr id g e s  t h e y ’ll h a v e ,” J a ck  gr inned  
at B e ss ie .  “A i n ’t no  b u lle ts  made  
w h a t ’d com e th r o u g h  th ese  th ick  
w a lls ,  but w e  g o tta  g i t  the  fe l la  
w h a t ’s s h o o t in ’ at that lock , or th ey  
co u ld  rush u s .”

H e  p eep ed  out. T h e  M e x ic a n s  were  
off th e ir  h o rses  n o w  and, som e k n e e l 
in g ,  som e prone, w ere  fir ing  s te a d 
i ly  ; and he m ade ou t  th e  one w h o  
w a s a im in g  at the lock . J a ck  s w i f t l y  
reach ed  back and took  th e  W in c h e s 
te r  from  B e s s i e ’s hands. H e  s l id  the  
end o f  th e  barrel over  the w in d o w 
s i l l ,  a im ed , and the room  roared w ith  
th e  e x p lo s io n .

T h e  M e x ic a n  scream ed , h a lf  rose  
and th en  s l i th e r e d  d o w n  in a heap.  
J a c k ’s b lue  e y e s  narrow ed  g r im ly  
as he reloaded.

“ O n e  le s s ,” he sa id  so f t ly .  H is  
rifle b lazed  again . A n o th e r  M ex ica n ,  
h a lf -c o n c e a le d  beh in d  a boulder , s ta g 
gered  in to  v iew , s lo u c h in g ly ,  then  
p itc h e d  forw ard  and la y  aspraw l.

“A n d  a n o th e r ,” Jack  sa id  as he  
w atch ed . T h e n  he ch u c k le d  so f t ly ,  
for  the  rem a in in g  M e x ic a n s  w ere  
n o w  s c u r r y in g  aw ay, som e lea d in g  
the ir  horses ,  som e m o u n t in g  and g o 
in g  at a run over  the r idge. O nce  
m ore J a c k ’s rifle spat flame and an 
o th er  M ex ica n  fe ll .

TH E  three  sadd led  horses  o f  the  
dead o u t la w s  came d a sh in g  toward  

th e  shack , re in s  and st irru p s  fly ing.  
W h e n  a lm o st  at the h ou se  th ey  
w h ir le d  to th e  l e f t  and raced past  
it  w i ld ly .

J a c k  cou ld  hear them  as th e y  w en t  
te a r in g  d o w n  in to  a ro ck y  arroyo  b e 
h in d  th e  house . H e  lo o k ed  at the  
r id ge  s te a d i ly ,  ready to fire again. 
G o n z a le s ’ head rose  above th e  s k y 
l in e . J a c k ’s rifle roared again , and

the o u t la w  c h i e f ’s  head v a n ish ed  l ik e  
a flash.

“T h at  w as  G on za les  h im se lf ,  M iss  
B e s s ie ,” Jack  sp ok e  co o l ly .  “ D o n ’t 
k n o w  w h eth er  I go t  ’im or n o t .”

“H e ’s the one w ho  sh o t  D a d ,” 
B e s s ie  to ld  him.

“T h e n  l e t ’s hope h e ’s p lu g g e d ,” 
Jack  sm iled . A g a i n  he g la n ced  
around. T h e n  he handed  B e ss ie  the  
rifle. K eep  w atch  w h i le  I do som e  
e x p lo r in ’ in here. M aybe t h e y ’s a 
w a y  out. T h e m  m e a s ly  M e x ic a n s  k in  
hold  us in here  unti l  w e  d ie  o ’ thirst.  
A n d  m ore o f  ’em m ay  sh o w  u p .”

AS B e ss ie  s ta t io n e d  h e r s e l f  beside  
the l i t t le  w in d o w  in  th e  front  

w all,  w ith  her rifle, J a ck  w e n t  a long  
th e  rear w all ,  k ic k in g  at th e  adobe  
w ith  h is  b oo t-h ee l .  B u t  it  a ll  sou n d ed  
solid .

H e  reached  the open  fireplace and  
lo o k ed  in. T h e  back w a s  b lack  from  
c o u n t le s s  cook-fires, and som e o f  the  
adobe w as cracked  flakily. H e  k ick ed  
at the  w a ll  w ith  h is  boot. H is  h igh-  
h ee l  san k  in to  th e  so f t  adobe alm ost  
to th e  so le ,  and J a c k ’s ey es  flashed. 
T h e  cook-fires  o f  years had a lm ost  
ea ten  through.

H e  grabbed up one o f  the  p ro sp ec
to r ’s p ick s  from  the corn er  o f  the  
room  and w e n t  to  w ork . A d ozen  
g ood  b lo w s  o f  the  p ick  po in t ,  and he  
had a ho le  a fo o t  square th rou gh  the  
back o f  the fireplace. A n o th e r  tw o  
m in u tes ,  and th e  h o le  w as  large  
en o u g h  for  a m an to crawl through.

H e  flattened on the floor and look ed  
ou t th ro u g h  th e  hole . A  big, deep  
arroyo w as d ir e c t ly  beh in d  the shack,  
and a narrow fo o tp a th  led  from  the  
house  to the  bottom , w h ere  a t in y  
creek  w e n t  r ip p l in g  over  rocks. A n d  
the three  sa d d led  h orses  o f  the dead  
M ex ica n s  w ere  ca lm ly  g ra z in g  c lo se  
beside  the  creek ’s bank!

J a ck  leaped  back bes ide  B e ss ie .  
O ne g la n ce  sh o w ed  h im  that  the  
M e x ic a n s  w ere  s t i l l  k e e p in g  h id d e n  
beh in d  the r idge  ou t  in  front. F o r
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an instant,  he cau gh t  s ig h t  o f  the  
peak o f  one h u g e  som brero, th en  an
other. A n d  n o w  the su n se t  was  
f lood in g  the range and m o u n ta in s  
w ith  great  s la sh es  o f  cr im son , red  
and b lue— a g lo r io u s  s ight .

“W e ’re all set,  M iss  B e s s ie , ’’ Jack  
w h isp ered .  “ I ’ve m ade a h o le  in the  
fireplace, and the h o sse s  o’ them  dead  
fe l la s  is  g ra z in ’ d o w n  in that arroyo,  
sadd led  l ik e  th e y  w as w a i t in ’ for us  
tuh bust the  w in d .”

“A s  soon  as i t ’s dark,” B e s s ie  w h is 
pered  back.

“R ig h t ,  B e s s i e ! ” Jack  agreed. “A n 
o th er  h a lf  h o u r ’ll be about dark  
en o u g h .”

T o g e th er ,  th e y  stood  w a tc h in g  the  
r idge , k e e p in g  ou t  o f  s ig h t  b es id e  the  
w in d o w . N o w  and then  a M ex ica n  
ca lled  so m e th in g  to h is  f e l lo w s .

O nce, J a ck  th o u g h t  he  heard G on 
z a le s ’ h ea v y  vo ice .  B e tw e e n  shack  
and r id ge  s t i l l  la y  th ose  t h r e e  
sp ra w led  forms.

In  the  ten se  s i len ce ,  J a ck  and  
B e s s ie  heard the  n ip p in g  o f  grasses  
as the  three  h o rses  d o w n  in the  
arroyo  grazed about and stam ped  
flies from  their  legs .

T h e  m in u tes  passed  l ik e  hours.  
N o w  and then  a M e x ic a n  head ap
peared  over the r id ge ,  o n ly  to  van ish  
again  s w if t ly .

“T h e y ’re shore  durned  q u ie t ,” Jack  
fina lly  rem arked. “ A n d  w h e n  o u t la w s  
is that quiet, w a tch  for a n y th in g .”

A N O T H E R  ten m in u tes  w e n t  by.
T h en , from  a s id e  o f  the o ld  

shack, w i th  i t s  p in e -b o u g h  roof ,  came  
a cra ck lin g  sound. A  m o m e n t  m ore  
and sm oke b egan  p e r c o la t in g  in s id e ,  
ch o k in g ly .

Jack  w h ir led ,  s ta r in g  a r o u n d  
grim ly . T h e r e  w a s  no m is ta k in g  the  
sm e ll  o f  b u rn in g  m esq u ite  and grease-  
w ood.

“Gee, t h e y ’ve se t  us a f ire !” he  
g ritted . “M ig h t  ’a ’ k n o w ed  th e y  w ere  
up tuh s o m e th in ’.”

O n ce  m ore sh o ts  ran g  out and

m ore b u lle ts  th u d d e d  in to  th e  w a lls .  
O ne r ipped  a w a y  one s id e  o f  th e  
w in d o w  casing . A n o th e r  s lam m ed  
a g a in st  one o f  the  co o k in g -p a n s  on  
th e  rear w a ll  and sen t  it f ly ing .

Jack  and B e s s ie  s to o d  in one co r 
ner, c lo se  to g e th e r ,  th e ir  g u n s  read y  
and th e ir  e y e s  gr im  as th e y  w a tc h e d  
the ed g e  o f  the  r o o f  b eg in  to blaze.

OU T S I D E ,  dark w as c o m in g  rap id 
ly . T h e  r id ge  becam e a d im  line  

a g a in st  the sky . S u d d e n ly  J a c k  
sq u eezed  B e s s i e ’s hand and lean ed  
c lo se  to her ear.

“ Com e on, q u ic k ! ” he said. " W e ’ve  
g o tta  m ake the  break. T h is  o ld  r o o f ’ll  
be ablazin' all over  and fa i l in ’ in, in 
s id e  another  tw o  m in u te s .”

“ B u t— but— father, J a c k ? ” B e s s i e ’s 
v o ice  q u ivered  and sh e  g la n ced  back  
at the b o d y  on th e  s a g g in g  bunk.

“I know , B e s s ie ,” J a ck  sp o k e  s y m 
p a th e t ic a l ly ,  “but a in ’t n o th in ’ w e  can  
do for  ’im now . H e ’s— d ead ; and w e  
g o tta  g e t  aw ay, or th ose  M e x ic a n s ’ll  
burn us a live .  C o m e !”

H e  led  the  w e e p in g  g ir l  to th e  h o le  
th ro u g h  the  f ireplace and scram bled  
th rou gh , th en  d rew  her out. T h e y  
s l id  d ow n  th e  narrow  path b eh in d  
th e  sh ack  and w e n t  q u ie t ly  to the  
th ree  sad d led  h o rses  g r a z in g  near
by.

A n o th e r  m o m e n t  and th e y  w ere  
m o u n te d  and r id in g  a w a y  n orthw ard ,  
in the b o ttom  o f  th e  deep  arroyo , ou t  
o f  s ig h t  o f  the  M e x ic a n s  ou t  in  
fro n t  o f  the  h o u se ,  and k e e p in g  in  
th e  s o f t  sand to d ead en  th e ir  h o r s e s ’ 
h oofb ea ts .

S u d d e n ly ,  w h e n  th e y  w ere  about  
a h u n d red  yards  up th e  arroyo , th e y  
jerk ed  to  a ha lt ,  l i s te n in g .  S h er iff  
H o w a r d ’s h e a v y  v o ic e  w a s  s h o u t in g ,  
back near the  shack, and, in th e  s t i l l  
air, t h e y  co u ld  m ake out h is  w ords .

“ C om e on, b o y s ! ” H o w a r d  w a s  y e l l 
ing . “A l l  th a t  fir in’ w e  been  h e a r in ’ 
s h o r e ’s over  th isa w a y , w h u te v e r  i t  is. 
S o u n d e d  l ik e  a war. S ca t ter  out,  
and lo o k  g o o d .”
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“T h e  p o s s e ! ” B e s s ie  exc la im ed .
J a ck  n od d ed  g r im ly .  “Y eah, and  

a fter  y o u  and y ore  father. L e t ’s go !  
S o o n ’s he see s  th em  G o n za les  fe l las ,  
t h e y ’ll shore  be a real war, and I a in ’t 
a im in ’ tuh  see  on e  o ’ th e m  b u lle ts  
h it  y o u .” H e  c h u c k le d  so f t ly .  “A n d  
H o w a r d  w o u ld  grab yuh , t r y in ’ tuh  
m ake y u h  c o n fe s s  that y ore  father  
robbed that  bank. I reckon  w e ’ll ju st  
call  yu h  m y  pr isoner , for a w h ile ,  
t i l l  w e  can g i t  th in g s  s tr a ig h te n e d  
out. Com e on, qu ick , or t h e y ’ll be 
all around  u s . ’’

SU D D E N L Y  w i ld  sh o u ts  burst out  
from  th e  v ic in i t y  o f  the shack, and  

th e n  fu r io u s  f ir ing  op en ed  up. Jack  
gr in n ed .

“H o w a r d ’s m e t  up w ith  th em  G on 
za le s  h om bres, lo o k s  l ik e . T h a t  g iv e s  
y o u  and m e our chance. G it  y ore  
sp u rs  a -d ig g in ’ hard .”

T h e y  raced a w a y  th ro u g h  the  fa l l 
in g  n ig h t ,  s id e  by  s id e ,  h ea d in g  
so u th .  Severa l  m i le s  farther  on, th e y  
lo o k e d  back. T h e  l ig h t  from  the fire 
f i l led  th e  heaven s . T h e  so u n d s  o f  
s h o o t in g  had d ied  aw ay . T h e  m oon  
w a s  r is in g ,  fu ll  and round, and J a ck  
rode on  again , w i th  B e s s ie  bes ide  
him.

“W h e r e  are w e  g o in g ,  J a c k ? ” 
B e s s ie  asked . “Y ou  o u g h t  to  tak e  
m e back to  B ig  R ock. I ca n n o t  be 
in  a n y  d an ger  there, ev en  i f  th e y  do  
th in k  D ad robbed th e ir  bank.”

“ B u t  o ld  H ow ard 'd  m ake y u h  sw eat  
blood , w i th  all h is  du rn ed  q u e s t io n 
in ’, B e s s ie .  R e c k o n  I ’ll do som e  
s le u t h in ’ m y s e l f ,  first.” H is  e y e s  h e ld  
to  hers ,  and w e r e  v e r y  warm. “ I 
d o n ’t a im  l e t t in ’ no m an hurt yuh , no  
w a y ,  B e s s i e ! ”

W h a t  sh e  read in J a c k ’s e y e s  made  
b lu sh e s  leap  in to  her ch eeks . A n d  
w h a t  Jack  saw  in hers m ade h im  
s tr a ig h te n  in the  sad d le  and sm ile  at 
h er  w a rm ly .  A n d  th e y  rode on aga in ,  
to w a rd s  th e  M ex ica n  line.

“I g o t  so m e  o ld  fr ie n d s  d o w n  in  
A lc a la ,” J a ck  s ta ted  as th e y  neared

the border. “W e ’ll go  there  first, 
th en  up to y ore  hom e in  the  h i l l s  
w h ere  yu h  sa y s  y ore  m in e  is .”

H e  s tu d ied  her k e e n ly ,  for  th e  
th o u g h t  had flashed in to  h is  m in d  
that, a f ter  all, he k n e w  n o th in g  about  
her other  than w h a t  she had to ld  
him.

M aybe her fa ther  had  robbed the  
B i g  R o ck  bank, a fter  all, and sh e  
m ig h t  o n ly  be pre ten d in g .  O ld  W i l 
liam s had on ce  been about the to u g h 
est  o u t la w  a lo n g  th is  border. B u t  i f  
B e ss ie 's  s to r y  o f  th e ir  go ld  m in e  
w ere  true, th e  o ld  man w o u ld  have  
had no need to  rob a n y  bank.

“R e c k o n  w h e n  y u h  sh o w s  m e all  
that go ld  y o u  and y o re  father's  
fou n d , I can com e tuh som e c o n c lu 
s io n  about that  rob b ery ,” he m used  
loud.

B e s s ie  lo o k e d  at h im  c o ld ly  and  
d rew  h e r s e l f  up.

" W h y ,  do yo u ,  too, b e l iev e  that  
D ad d id  t h a t? ”

“ I do m y  t h in k in ’ as I g o es  a long,  
B e s s i e ,” J a c k  rep lied  q u ie t ly ,  but 
firmly. “I a in ’t been  able tu h  g it  a 
s in g le  lead y it ,  even  w ith  y o u n g  
T o n y  C alles  a -h e lp in ’ me. H e  k n o w s  
th ese  o ld  h i l l s  l ik e  a ratt ler  k n o w s  
h is  h o le .”

“T o n y  C a l le s ! ” B e ss ie  gasp ed , s tar
in g  at h im  am a zed ly .  “W h y ,  th a t  f e l 
lo w  is r ig h t  in ca h o o ts  w i th  the G o n 
z a le s ’ g a n g  h im se lf .  D ad and I ’ve  
o f te n  seen  h im  w ith  them , d o w n  in  
th ese  h i l l s .”

J A C K  eyed  her in a sto n ish m en t ,  
then  s lo w ly  sh ook  h is  head.

“ So th a t ’s i t !  I w o n d ered  w h y  
him  and me never  seen  a s in g le  
hom bre  all the  t im e w e  w a s  r id in ’ 
around to g e th e r ,  h u n t in ’ for y o re  
father. T h at  kid m ade m e b e l iev e  
th a t  y ore  fa ther  w a s  r ig h t  in  w i th  
them  G o n z a le s ’ fe l la s  h is s e l f ,  and  
that m ayb e  you r  fa ther  had g o n e  
off w i th  ’em  so m ew h eres ,  t i l l  th is  
th in g  b lo w s  over .”

A  low , curt la u g h  cam e from  B e s 
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sie. “T ony’s sure slick, Jack. I ’ll 
certainly have to admit that, if he 
had you thinking t h o s e  crazy 
thoughts.”

“W hy didn’t yore father tip off 
Sheriff Howard about Tony?” Jack 
eyed her keenly.

“Dad was afraid to, Jack ,” Bessie 
explained. “Howard would h a v e  
thought he was standing in, himself, 
with the Gonzales’ gang.” S h e  
laughed mirthlessly and spoke again: 
“You know the old saying—give a 
dog a bad name—”

Jack nodded agreement. He could 
easily imagine old Howard’s suspi
cions against Williams, based on the 
old outlaw’s previous h is to ry ; and 
old Howard was very fond of Tony.

“Dad had to stay friends with all 
sides, since he quit being wanted by 
the law,” Bessie went on. “Sometimes 
we’ve ridden into Big Rock for sup
plies and talked with Howard and 
other people there; and sometimes, 
down in these hills, we’ve met Gon
zales and his gang and had to be 
pleasant with them, too.”

C H A P T E R  I I I  

D ead M a n ’s T ra il

JUST as dawn was breaking, they 
rode into the little Mexican 
town of Alcala, a few miles be

low the line. Squat, of small adobe 
houses, a general store in the center 
of the one dusty street, a few loung
ing Mexicans smoking against a wall 
—that was Alcala.

The Mexicans watched them as 
they rode down the street. Their 
black eyes narrowed keenly. Jack al
lowed his right hand to rest with the 
thumb slung in his gun-belt, just 
above his gun, for the town’s repu
tation was well-known. I t  was a 
hangout for ruffians of the border. 
But it had been the nearest town, 
and Jack had friends living here: an 
old couple he had known for some 
years.

Before their house he stopped and 
called. The old couple came out and 
greeted him warmly. Both eyed 
Bessie cordially. She and her father 
had often ridden here, for supplies.

“Bank’s been robbed and the cashier 
killed, up in Big Rock,” Jack in
formed them, and proceeded to tell 
them Bessie’s story. “I ’ve brung her 
down here for a while, till I can git 
things straightened out, folks,” he 
concluded.

T T E  and Bessie dismounted, tossed 
their reins over the hitch-rack, 

and followed the old couple inside. 
Back along the street, the Mexicans 
watched their every move in silence.

“Glad yo’re h o m e ,  McGinniss,” 
Jack said as the old couple brought 
out food.

But the old ranchman’s face was 
filled with anxiety. He stepped be
side a window and looked out, then 
stepped away quickly.

"But yuh cain’t stay, Jack,” he 
said hoarsely. “Them Mexicans in 
the street is all part o’ Gonzales’ 
gang, and they’re all after old W il
liams’ gold. Some’s still watchin’ 
this house, but half a dozen is r id in’ 
outa town.

"That means they’re layin’ fer you 
and Miss Bessie when yuh leaves. 
Yuh gotta beat it, quick. Follow 
the arroyo behind this house and 
you can git away. It runs northeast, 
r ight intuh them hills where old 
W illiams built hisself a home.” He 
glanced outside a g a i n .  “Moon’s 
bright an’ yuh kin see good.”

“And I know a way,” Bessie broke 
in. “W e can get home without being 
seen.”

“Then let’s go,” Jack said grimly,
A moment more and, mounting 

their horses behind the house, they 
rode down into the great arroyo and 
headed up its northeast course at a 
steady gallop.

“W e leave the arroyo about two 
miles ahead,” Bessie told Jack as.
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they raced along. "Then we follow 
Dead Man’s Trail and go through 
the old tunnel. Beyond lies our 
home, in a deep, walled valley."

She led the way at a fast gallop. 
The moon was high and full and 
round, making the night silvery 
bright. Past huge, giant suhuaras, 
palo altos, around many a curve, over 
small boulders, following narrow cat
tle trails, they raced on, watching, 
listening, with every leap of their 
horses.

Jack’s gaze held to Bessie’s back, 
and his eyes were alight with admira
tion. Few girls could ride like that, 
through this rugged, boulder-strewn 
arroyo, where a horse might stumble 
headlong any instant.

But finally she jerked to a halt 
and pointed. A narrow trail led up
ward, not over three feet wide. She 
sent her horse up it without more 
than a second’s hesitation, and Jack 
followed, his right leg scraping 
against the almost vertical side on 
his right.

"Dead Man’s Trail,” Bessie called 
back softly.

On their left, the tra il’s edge met 
the almost vertical canyon wall, re
vealing a sheer drop of a hundred 
feet or more, but Bessie let her horse 
go upward without exhibiting the 
least fear.

JACK, behind her, looked down 
often. A single misstep and rider 

and horse would be plunged to death 
on the rocks below. Halfway up, they 
crossed dangerous, loose shale. Their 
horses slipped, fought forward, heads 
low and ears pricked rigidly.

Below them, now, was a sloping 
hillside, bare of any vegetation but 
showing where many landslides had 
occurred. Far down in the bottom, 
the waters of a tiny creek glistened, 
among brush, as moonlight glinted 
on the water. Across on the opposite 
side, huge masses of boulders stood 
out spectrally.

And then it happened! Bessie’s 
horse slipped, clawed frenziedly, but 
went sliding downward. Even as Jack 
cried out for her to fling herself 
from her saddle, Bessie was flying 
through the air. She struck the steep 
slope of sand and went slithering 
downward, her horse rolling over 
and over just to her right.

Jack leaped from his saddle, sent 
his feet over the edge and allowed 
himself to slide downward at terrific 
speed, clawing with his hands to fol
low Bessie. His high-heeled boots 
dug into the sand with all his 
strength, but tore through the loose 
stuff at furious speed.

HA LFW A Y  down, he reached Bes
sie and gripped her in both arms, 

digging in his heels even harder. Little 
by little, their terrific speed stopped. 
A hundred feet more and they 
jammed against a mesquite bush and 
lay, side by side, breathing hard. 
Jack grinned at the girl in his arms.

"Hurt, Bessie?" he asked, but he 
knew she was not, for her eyes were 
looking bravely into his.

“Not a bit, Jack,” she assured him. 
"But—you’ve probably saved my life. 
W e might have started a landslide!” 

They both looked upward at the 
trail. Their horses were standing 
there, reins dragging. Bessie’s had 
managed, somehow, to get back to 
the trail without being injured. Jack 
rose and helped her up.

“Reckon there’s only one w a y  
open," he said. "Come on! Up we 
go. W e cain’t git no place without 
our broncs.”

Slowly, Jack dragging her with 
one hand, they climbed upward, 
reached the trail, grabbed their reins 
and swung back into their saddles ; 
but, from the opposite side, there 
suddenly rang out two shots, and 
bullets splattered into the canyon’s 
wall above their heads!

“Go, quick, Bessie!” Jack shouted. 
Bessie’s spurs shot home and her
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horse darted up the narrow trail like 
a deer. Behind her, Jack thundered. 
Another shot roared, and a bullet 
clipped the peak of his wide-brimmed 
Stetson.

Turning in his saddle, recklessly 
allowing his reins to swing loosely, 
leaving the footing to his horse, Jack 
shot a swift glance across to the 
masses of boulders on the other side.

Several Mexicans were standing on 
an outcropping rock, watching them 
and gripping rifles. Jack jerked out 
his gun and sent the whole six shots 
blazing that way, then raced after 
Bessie as fast as his horse could 
plunge upward.

He glanced ahead. Bessie was just 
whirling around a ledge and disap
peared even as he looked. Two more 
shots rang out from the men across 
the canyon.

Bullets cracked against rocks close 
to Jack. He leaned forward in his 
saddle, dug home his spurs and dashed 
around the ledge, out of sight of the 
Mexicans.

ON E glance ahead showed Bessie 
going at full speed, fifty yards in 

front of him, and now she was on 
level ground, a sort of mesa. Jack 
was beside her in another burst of 
speed.

“Old McGinniss was plumb right 
about them Mexicans,” he shouted to 
her. “They shore knowed how tuh 
pick a nice place tuh  ambush us.” 

“And they’ll follow us n o w , ” 
Bessie shouted back to him as they 
raced along. “But our house is built 
for defense. W e’ll be there soon 
now, after we get through the 
tunnel.”

Another half mile and she stopped. 
Before them rose a great cliff of red 
sandstone, glowing weirdly in the 
bright moonlight. And, just at its 
base, appeared the black opening of 
the tunnel, ten feet high and as wide.

Bessie headed directly for it. For 
the moment, Jack was behind her,

and then a rifle cracked somewhere 
in the dark. His horse grunted, then 
sank down.

Jack leaped off as the animal fell. 
He glared around, but could see 
nothing of the skulking bushwhack
ers. Another shot echoed through the 
canyon and a second bullet plowed 
through the shale at his feet. Bessie 
stopped her horse instantly.

“Up with you, J ack !” she cried. 
“Q uick!”

TN  an instant he had vaulted up on 
her horse, behind her, and into the 

blackness of the tunnel they rode. 
And now they were riding in awe
some, Stygian darkness.

Jack could not even see Bessie's 
back, only inches in front of him. 
Bessie rode on, however, with a cer
tainty that told Jack she had made 
this ride many times.

“W e ’re following a rock-trail,” she 
told him. “To our right there is a 
precipice, five feet away. I ’ll be 
making your left leg scrape the other 
side until we get out.”

Five minutes of slow riding fol
lowed. The only sounds were those 
of their horse’s hoofs over the rocky 
floor. And then they emerged into 
the moonlight again. Jack swept one 
hand over his forehead and grinned 
at its damp perspiration.

“Some ride, I ’ll tell the w orld!” he 
chuckled.

“Dad and I used this trail when go
ing in to Alcala for supplies,” Bessie 
explained. “W e’ve never known any
one else to come through the tunnel. 
Whenever those Gonzales men have 
followed us f r o m  Alcala, we’ve 
headed for the tunnel and always got
ten away. T hey’ve always seemed 
afraid to ride in.”

She sent her horse ahead again. 
The trail was somewhat wider now, 
and led down into a little, rock- 
walled valley. In the moonlight, as 
they reached the bottom, Jack saw 
a solid adobe ranchhouse, one-storied,
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s ta n d in g  a m o n g  so m e b ig  c o t to n 
w o o d s .  B e fo r e  its  h ea v y  door B e s s ie  
d r e w  rein.

“ O ur h o m e ,” B e s s ie  a n n ou n ced .  
“ T h e r e ’s o n ly  one o th er  w a y  o u t— a 
tra il  at the  north  end o f  th e  v a l ley .  
W e ’ve u sed  that  w h e n  r id in g  in to  
B i g  R o ck  w ith  our pack -b u rros .” A s  
t h e y  d ism o u n ted ,  she  g a zed  in to  
(Jack’s fa ce  a m u sed ly .  “A n d  n o w  I ’ll 
Bhow y o u  fa th e r ’s cache. T h e r e  w a s  
n o  need o f  h is  ro b b in g  a n y  bank,  
th a n k  g o o d n e ss .  C o m e !”

TH E Y  strode  in s id e  the  h o u se  and  
B e s s ie  lit  a lamp. J a c k  g la n ced  

around.
T h e  w in d o w s  in the  w a l ls  w ere  

m ere  narrow  s l i t s  and, on h in g e s  
b es id e  each, s w u n g  h e a v y  w o o d e n  
sh u tte r s  on  th e  in s id e .  T h e  door w as  
s ix  in ch es  th ick ,  o f  h e a v y  lum ber,  
and  w ith  a s to u t ,  w o o d e n  bar b es id e  
it . A v er itab le  fo r tr e ss !

T h e  b ig  room  w as c o m fo r ta b ly  fu r 
n is h e d  and J a c k  sa w  m a n y  to u c h e s  o f  
a fe m in in e  hand. I t  w a s  th e  m o st  
p ic tu r e sq u e  p lace  he had ever  seen.

“ Gee, i t ’s s w e l l ,  B e s s i e ! ” J a c k  e x 
c la im ed .

“A n d  a t ta ck -p ro o f ,  Jack . D ad never  
c o u ld  g e t  o ver  th e  idea  o f  h is  o ld  
d a y s— that he m u st  a lw a y s  be read y  
fo r  an attack . B u t  n o b o d y  has ever  
co m e  in to  th is  v a l l e y  y e t .  D ad and  
t w o  o f  h is  o ld  pals  b u ilt  th is  p lace.  
T h e y  d ied  and are b u r ied  up th e  can
yon .

“ O ld  p ro sp ec to rs ,  l ik e  h im se lf ,  but  
th e y  had b een  w ith  h im  d u r in g  h is  
o u t la w  d a y s  and w ere  u n w i l l in g  to  
g o  ou ts id e .  I ’m  afra id  there  w ere  
p r ic e s  on  th e ir  heads , fo r  o ld  cr im es.  
D ad  p it ie d  th e m  and k ep t  them . B o th  
w e r e  o ld  and had  been  sh o t  up m an y  
t im e s  in f ights .  B u t  c o m e ! ”

S h e  led  h im  to  a rear room, th ro u g h  
an oth er ,  and sto p p ed .

“ T h e  back w a ll ,  see, is  th e  m o u n 
ta in  i t s e l f ,” sh e  e x p la in e d .  “ W a t c h ! ” 

W h a t  a p p eared  to  be a w a ll  o f  
v er t ica l  p in e  lo g s ,  each about th ree

in c h e s  in  d iam eter , w as , in  rea l i ty ,  
but a c o v e r in g  a g a in s t  th e  m o u n ta in 
s id e  i t se lf .

B e s s ie  l i f t e d  a w a y  sev era l  o f  th e  
lo g s  and revea led  a cave  g o in g  in to  
th e  h il l .  N o b o d y  w o u ld  ever  have  
g u e sse d  th e  e x is te n c e  o f  th a t  cave.  
T h e  lo g s  w ere  a c o m p le te  c o n c e a l
m ent. B e s s ie ,  ca rry in g  th e  lam p, e n 
tered  the cave as Jack , s ta r in g  in  
c u r io s i ty ,  fo l lo w e d .

A n d  in s id e  the  cave he  s to p p ed ,  
g a p in g  in c r e d u lo u s ly  at w h a t  he saw .  
A lo n g  o n e  s id e  o f  the  cave w e r e  
p i le d  f u l ly  f i f ty  sa ck s  su ch  as p r o s 
p e c to r s  u se  for g o ld -d u s t ;  and e v e r y  
sack  w a s  fu l l !  S ev era l  had burst  
o p en  and a l lo w e d  the  g le a m in g  dust  
to s l i th e r  out.

In  th e  la m p lig h t ,  th e  d u st  g l i s te n e d  
b r ig h t ly .

C H A P T E R  I V

G rim -F a ced  H o rsem en

U J  J  O L Y  M I K E ! ” Jack  ex -  
I  I  c la im ed , h is  e y e s  b u lg in g .
JL A  “W h y ,  t h e y ’re all fu ll ,  

and g o ld  w o r th  th ir ty  do llars  an 
o u n c e !  Gee, B e s s ie ,  y o ’re— r ic h !”

B e s s i e ’s lo w  la u g h  came. “A n d ,  
now , do y o u  b e l ie v e  w e  had to rob 
that B i g  R o ck  b a n k ? ”

J a c k ’s e y e s  tw in k le d .  “H a rd ly ,  
B e s s i e ;  but so m e b o d y  d id .” T h e n  
he sc o w le d .  “A n d  s o m e b o d y ’s shore  
tr ied  tuh fram e up y o u r  father. I t ’s 
our job, n ow , tuh  find ou t  w h o .”

“M ayb e  I can h e lp  y o u ,  Jack . T h a t  
banker, J a ck so n , has b een  t r y in g  to  
g e t  m e to  m arry h im , th r e a te n in g  to  
do th in g s  to  Dad i f  I d id n ’t. D ad  
and I w ere  ta k in g  our g o ld -d u s t  to  
h is  bank. J a c k s o n ’s rep u ta t io n  i s n ’t 
v e r y  c lean. H e  w a s  d e v o t in g  a lo t  
o f  a t te n t io n  to  a M e x ic a n  g ir l  in B ig  
R ock .

“W h e n  I to ld  Dad, h e  and J a c k so n  
had a run-in  one day, in  J a c k s o n ’s 
office in the  bank. I t  en d ed  in  D a d ’s 
t e l l in g  J a c k so n  to  le t  m e a lo n e—  
ca l led  h im  a lo t  o f  n a m e s;  and J a c k 
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son  said h e ’d get  Dad beh ind  the  bars 
before  lo n g .”

"B ut the  n ig h t  o f  th e  robbery,  
B e s s ie ? ” Jack  asked. " W h e r e  w a s  
yore  father , that n ig h t?  J a c k s o n ’s 
t e l l in ’ e v e r y b o d y  that he sa w  h im  
r ig h t  in that a l le y  b eh in d  the  bank, 
and that th e y  had a gu n -f ig h t  th ere .”

“T h a t ’s o n ly  true  in part, Jack.  
Dad w as  there , on h is  w a y  to ge t  h is  
horse at the l iv e r y  barn. J u s t  as he  
w a s w a lk in g  a lo n g  that  a l ley ,  he  
heard a shot  in s id e  the  bank. T h e n  
a m ask ed  m an cam e r u n n in g  out o f  
the  back door, w e a r in g  a gray  S t e t 
so n  l ik e  D a d ’s, and the  sam e kind  
o f  b row n  ch ap s w ith  th ose  b ig  s i lv e r  
co n ch o s .  T h e  m an van ish ed  in the  
dark, at a run.

“B e fo r e  D ad cou ld  do a n y th in g ,  
J a c k so n  cam e ru n n in g  from  the fron t  
Street, h o ld in g  a gun . H e  rushed  up  
to  D ad and accu sed  h im  o f  robbing  
th e  bank and k i l l in g  that  cashier.  
T h e y  had h o t  w ords . D ad jerk ed  
J a ck so n 's  gun  aw ay , k n o ck ed  him  
d o w n  and beat it. H e  fe l t  h e ’d have  
no ch an ce  e x p la in in g  h is  p resen ce  
there , b e in g  an ex -o u t la w .

“H e  go t  h is  h orse  and raced back  
hom e, th r o u g h  the  h il ls .  A  day  or 
tw o  later, w e  m et  fr ie n d s  ou t  on  the  
desert, and th e y  w a rn ed  us o f  w h at  
J a c k so n  w a s  s a y in g  and that H o w a rd  
had p o sses  ou t  a fter  us.

^ f T l H E N  G o n z a le s ’ m en  g o t  a f te r
-*- us aga in , s t i l l  th in k in g  w e  w ere  

carry in g  so m e  o f  our g o ld -d u st ,  and  
d eterm in ed  to  fo rce  D a d  to te l l  w h ere  
our m in e  is. T h e n  G o n za le s  sh o t  
D ad, w h e n  he w o u ld n ’t te l l .

"I b e l iev e  that  banker, J a ck so n , has  
fram ed Dad, as he sa id  he w o u ld .  H e  
probably  had it a ll se t  and, w h e n  he  
saw  D ad go  in to  that  a l ley ,  had a c o n 
fed era te  run out o f  the  back door that  
w a y — w e a r in g  a hat and ch a p s  ju st  
l ike  D a d ’s o ld  ones. Dad h a sn ’t even  
se e n  th o se  o ld  c lo th e s  fo r  a lo n g  
t im e. H e ’d b o u g h t  n e w  on es  and  
th ro w n  the o th ers  aw a y  up in  t o w n .”

" I t ’s shore  a m y s t e r y ,” J a ck  ad 
m itted . " W h i le  T o n y  C a lles  and  
me w a s  r id in ’ th r o u g h  th ese  h i l l s  to  
find y o u r  father , T o n y  to ld  m e that,  
on the  n ig h t  o ’ that  robbery, he  w a s  
w a lk in ’ a lo n g  the  s tree t ,  heard that  
sh o t  in  th e  bank, ran in s id e ,  sa w  th e  
sa fe  doors  w id e  op en  and the  cash ier  
dead on the  floor; that  he ran to th e  
back door, lo o k in ’ for  th e  k il ler .  
T h e n  he sa w  y ore  fa th er  w ith  a g u n  
in each hand, and s ta y e d  in, k n o w -  
in ’ y o re  fa ther  w a s  a dead shot. H e  
to ld  me he f igured  yore  fa ther  had  
jo in ed  up w ith  G on za les  a fter  that  
and th o u g h t  th em  o u t la w s  w a s  a- 
h id in ’ yore  fa ther  back in th e  h i l l s .”

T ) E S S I E  sm iled  gr im ly .  “A n d , a ll  
the  w h ile ,  T o n y  has been  one o f  

the G o n za les  g a n g  h im s e l f  I A s  I to ld  
y o u , D ad  and I ’ve  seen  h im  w i th  
them , several t im es ,  d o w n  in  A lc a la ;  
and, as I to ld  you , D ad had no gun  
that n ig h t .”

J a c k  s to o d  s tu d y in g  her face , l i s 
te n in g  to  her  w ord s ,  h is  coo l ,  b lu e  
e y e s  h o ld in g  to hers s te a d i ly .  H is  
brain w as w o r k in g  hard, t r y in g  to  
find som e trail that  w o u ld  lead h im  in  
the  r ig h t  d irec t io n .  H a d  J a c k s o n
robbed his o w n  bank, in ca h o o ts  w i t h  
a c o n fe d e r a te ?  T h e  s to r y  seem ed  
p lau sib le ,  now .

"A nd that M e x ic a n  g ir l  up in B ig  
R ock , w h o m  J a c k so n  has b e e n  sp e n d 
in g  so  m u ch  m o n e y  on, is  r e a l ly  
T o n y ’s g ir l ,  J a c k ,” B e s s ie  added  as 
he s to o d  th in k in g .  "D ad a lw a y s
th o u g h t  she  w a s  a sor t  o f  s p y  for  th e  
G o n za les  crow d . S ev era l  t im e s  w e  
sa w  her d o w n  in A lca la ,  w i th  T o n y .”

A n o th e r  th o u g h t  cam e in to  J a c k ’s 
m ind. I f  J a c k so n  w a s  p la y in g  w i t h  
th e  M e x ic a n  g ir l ,  g iv in g  her m o n e y ,  
th en  m ayb e  sh e  had learn ed  th e  co m 
b in ation  to th o se  v a u lt  doors  in th e  
bank, and had p a ssed  it  on  to  T o n y  
and G on za les .

B u t  th ere  c a m e  s t i l l  an oth er  
th o u g h t .  B e s s ie  had to ld  h im  that  
J a c k so n  had w a n te d  her to  m arry
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him ; had threatened to have her 
fa ther  jailed or hung for old crimes 
long since wiped from the books if 
she didn’t.

Jackson must be pretty  rotten, a 
man likely to rob his own bank if in 
financial difficulties. Old Sheriff 
Howard had told Jack that Jackson 
did a lot of money-spending up in 
the gambling hall in Big Rock, where 
the Mexican girl danced Finally, 
Jack shoved back his hat and 
scratched his thick, brown hair.

“ I t ’s all shore a heap o’ twisted 
trails, Bessie,” he grinned. “ But 
they’s always some way o’ g it t in ’ 
th rough ’em in the end. Reckon i t ’s 
up tuh yuh and me.

“L e t’s git r id in’ back tuh Big Rock. 
W e may as well take a chance with 
old Howard's jailin ' yuh. But with 
all this gold-dust yuh got down here, 
I reckon I kin make Howard use hoss 
sense.”

A fter  putting  the pine logs back 
in place, they went outside to their 
horses. The moonlit night was still 
bright, though dawn would come 
w ithin another half hour.

TH EY  rode up the north trail and 
out onto the wide desert, heading 

for town. Then they stopped with 
jerked up reins, for a group of riders 
was coming straight toward them at a 
swift lope, and Jack and Bessie 
looked with astonishment into old 
Sheriff Howard’s grim face! Beside 
him, rode young Tony, his deputy’s 
badge gleaming on his shirt.

The voice of the sheriff rang out. 
“Halt, you tw o!” old Howard roared, 
jerking out his six-gun and sliding 
to a halt ten feet in front of Jack 
and Bessie. “Yo’re both under ar
rest, and ef yuh moves a finger to
wards yore gun, Jack Blair, I ’ll sali
vate yuh complete!”

“ And what's the big idea, H ow ard?” 
Jack asked.

“I ’ll tell yuh what, Jack B lair!” 
the old sheriff roared hotly. “I asked

yuh tuh help me find old Williams, 
fer that bank hold-up an’ killin’, an’ 
yuh said you would. I even gives 
yuh Tony, my best deppity, tuh help 
yuh.

“ But yuh shipped ’im back tuh 
town, sayin’ yuh’d work alone. I 
d idn’t like that none, so I tells Tony 
tuh  watch yuh, an’ he sees yuh go 
intuh that old shack up in th ’ hills. 
He slips d o s t  an’ looks inside; an’ 
thar yuh war, hobnobbin’ right with 
old Williams an’ this yere gal.”

J ACK smiled grimly. “And so Tony 
was in that Gonzales gang that 

shot us up while we were in that 
shack, eh?”

“Nothin' o’ th ’ sort!” old Howard 
retorted angrily. " I ’d trust Tony 
anywheres. W hy, he even has a room 
in my own house. W e heerd a heap 
o' shootin’ and rode over towards it, 
an’ sees that old shack a-blazin’.

"Then Tony comes a-ridin’ up an’ 
says Gonzales an’ his gang’s over 
thar, a-shootin’ an’ burnin’ th ’ place; 
and that you an’ this gal an’ W il
liams war inside.

“We gits closer, quick as we kin, 
and runs right into them outlaws. 
Hell busts loose, but Tony seen you 
an’ this gal a-chasin’ away up an 
arroyo.

"W e kills Gonzales an’ cleans up 
on them durned outlaws, all right, 
but by the time th ’ fight’s over, you 
tw o’d skinned out complete. But 
Tony knowed th ’ way down here, an’ 
now I ’m arrestin’ yuh both. Williams 
musta been burned up in th ’ shack. 
Yuh’ve shore played th ’ fool, Jack 
Blair, goin’ ag’in th ’ law.”

Jack smiled across at Bessie. “I 
reckon twisted trails is shore right, 
Bessie,” he said coolly, “and they’re 
ge ttin ’ more’n more twisted every 
minute.” Then he faced Howard 
again. “Howard, now let me say a 
word. Yo’re plumb off the track and 
ta lk in’ like a crazy man.”

And then, as Howard and his posse
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listened in grim silence, Jack told 
his story from the time he had sent 
Tony back to Big Rock.

“And now you know a heap more'n 
you did before, Howard,” he finished, 
“and now you know about how much 
to believe Tony.”

“ It's a lie!” the young Mexican 
shouted. “I nevair been in weeth 
those outlaws, Howard. I watch Jack 
Blair, an’ I see heem an’ these gal 
an’ ol’ Williams hole up een that 
shack. Then those Gonzales fellas 
comes r id in’ up an’ shoots at eet. I 
skeep out, fas’, but I see Blair an’ 
these gal bustin’ th ’ wind een that 
arroyo. Then I come fer you, Sehor 
Howard.”

“Tony Calles!” Bessie’s voice cut 
the air sharply and her blue eyes 
were blazing with scorn. “You are 
the meanest little liar on earth. You 
and that dancing girl from the gam
bling hall up in town have been down 
in Alcala several times with those 
Gonzales men. I ’ve seen you!”

Old Howard scowled at her.
“Yeah?” he bellowed. “So tha t’s 

yore story, is it? Well, I ain’t takin’ 
th ’ word of no outlaw’s gal ag’in my 
deppity—no time; an’ I ain 't believ
in’ nothin’ ag’in Banker Jackson, 
neither.”

"All right, Howard,” Jack spoke up 
curtly. “ But suppose you calm down 
and stop bellowin’ at a helpless girl, 
and tell us what you mean to do 
now. I ’d like one good look, face to 
face, into Jackson’s mug. Well, are 
we arrested, or aren’t w e?”

TH E  old sheriff scowled harder, 
whirled his horse abruptly toward 

town.
“ Bring ’em along, boys!” he or

dered. “I ’ll shore sweat ’em both, 
onct we gits ’em up in jail. And 
yuh’ve pulled a boneheaded play, 
Blair, an’ I reckon it’s m y  time, now, 
tuh  howl. But I was tru s t in ’ yuh com
plete. Yo’re shore lowdown!”

In  high dudgeon, he led the way

back to Big Rock. Jack and Bessie, 
side by side and surrounded by the 
men of the posse, followed in silence. 
Tony Calles, his black eyes darting 
from face to face and shifting un
easily, came along with many a surly 
glance at Jack's back.

C H A P T E R  V 

Dance of Death

IT was almost eight in the eve
ning when the little cavalcade 
clattered into Big Rock’s dusty 

street and halted before the jail.
“Howard,” Jack said as they all 

dismounted, “I ’m askin’ that yuh 
don't lock Miss Bessie up yet. I ’ll 
give my word she won’t try  ge ttin ’ 
away.”

"N othin’ doin’, B 1 a i r,” Howard 
snorted. “I wouldn’t trust neither 
of yuh a durned foot.”

As they entered the jail, Howard's 
old wife came from the kitchen in 
the rear, where she had been prepar
ing a meal for the posse. She had a 
kindly face below graying hair, and 
was of ample proportions.

H er quiet eyes flashed as she saw 
Bessie, then she smiled at her and 
put an arm about the g ir l’s slender 
waist. She had met Bessie a number 
of times, when Bessie had been in 
town, and was fond of her.

“And just why are yuh lockin’ this 
girl up, in one o’ yore dirty  cells, 
Jed  H oward?” she demanded of her 
husband. “ It ain’t fittin’ fer nobody 
but greasers an’ criminals.”

“Duty, Ma,” old Howard explained. 
“ She’s gotta be—”

“Jed  Howard,” his wife broke in 
disgustedly, “go along with yore 
crazy notions about duty, and you 
handle the men. I ’ll take charge o’ 
Bessie.”

Old Howard grunted, but gave in. 
“Wall, all right, Ma,” he consented 

grouchily, "but keep ’er dos t.  She’s 
an outlaw’s gal, an’s been try in ’ tuh 
make her gitaway.”
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Mrs. Howard led Bessie away to 
her own home down the street. As 
the two went inside, the curious 
townspeople watched and whispered. 
Down at the other end of the street, 
loud cowboy shouts were issuing 
from one of the gambling halls, and 
old Howard scowled that way.

“More hell,” he growled. “Payday 
allers brings it. Reckon Jackson’s in 
thar, a-makin’ that Mex gal dance 
again fer them ten-dollar bills he's 
allers Hingin’ at her toes.”

“Well, are you lockin’ me up or 
not, H ow ard?” Jack asked quietly. 
“Jus t don’t overlook the fact that 
yo ’re makin’ a fool play, old-timer, 
for I ’m as much a law officer as you 
are. I still wear my star, and you 
gave it to me.”

The sheriff's first burst of anger 
was rapidly leaving him, and now 
he was feeling uncertain and a little 
foolish. Jack Blair had been an out
standing rider of the cow country 
and a top-hand for two years. He 
had done splendid work. And Jack's 
story, as well as his present dis
gusted and quiet attitude, was caus
ing the sheriff an anxious doubt.

UT T 7 A L L , reckon I won’t keep yuh
VV here, Blair,” he finally grunted. 

But don’t try  leavin’ town. I ’ll git 
th is  durned mess cleaned up, right 
pronto. Law’s law, an’ yuh’ve violated 
it, no matter what yore reasons.

“Traipsin’ away with an old out
law an’ his gal a in’t no peace officers 
custom.” He spat disgustedly. “An’ 
I  reckon all that stolen money war 
burned up with old Williams, in that 
durned  shack. Yuh didn't even git 
that back, like yuh’d oughta.”

“I t  wasn’t burned up, Howard. I 
was right there before those outlaws 
attacked us. He was wearin’ nothin’ 
but his shirt, his pants an’ boots. He 
d id n ’t have any money on ’im, cer
tainly no big roll like that. I'd ’a ’ 
felt it, when I examined him, if he 
had.

“ Besides, I ’ve told you of all that 
gold-dust I saw down at his home in 
the hills.” The noise was still com
ing from the gambling hall and Jack 
glanced that way. “ Well, if you’re 
not lockin' me up, suppose we take 
a squint in there. I ’d like a good 
look at Jackson.”

“W on’t do yuh no good, Blair. 
Jackson's a fine fella, even ef he does 
blow a heap o’ dinero on gamblin’ 
an’ on that dancin’ gal down thar.”

They walked down the street, side 
by side, in silence.

A S Jack and Howard entered, a 
mixed crowd, inside the gam

bling hall, was yelling and watching 
a young Mexican girl dance, half- 
naked, in the center of the floor.

Pretty , lithe, laughing from flash
ing black eyes, the girl whirled here 
and there, kicking off the big cowboy 
hats as men flung coin and bills at 
her feet. A tall, well-dressed man 
of about forty was leaning against 
the bar and watching her possessively.

“ W ho’s the boiled-shirt fella?” 
Jack  asked Howard.

“Jackson,” Howard muttered as he 
watched the scene. “And they’s a 
heap o’ his Mexicans in yere tonight, 
from his ranch below the line. Gal’s 
name is Conchita. Jackson’s been 
plumb actin’ foolish about ’er—givin’ 
her money an’ all that.

“She’s slick, an’s playin’ ’im fer all 
he’s worth. But yuh better not make 
no break in yere, Blair, whatever yuh 
may think. Them Mexicans’d fill yuh 
full o’ lead in a second, ef yuh tried 
anything ag’in Jackson.”

In a final whirl of flimsy draper
ies, the dance ended. The crowd 
shouted approval and scattered back 
to their card tables. Flushed and 
laughing, the girl pirouetted to the 
banker. Jackson patted her on the 
Bhoulder and led her into a room 
behind the bar. The door closed.

Suddenly Jack tensed as one of the 
Mexicans strolled past him, heading
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for the  room  in w h ic h  J a ck so n  and  
th e  g ir l  has d isappeared . T h e  man  
sen t  a s id e lo n g  g lan ce  at Jack  and  
w e n t  on, passed in to  the  rear room  
and c lo sed  the door so f t ly .

“ W h o ’s that honibre, H o w a r d ? ’’ 
J a c k  w h isp ered .  “H e's  one o f  the  
g a n g  that h e ld  us up in the sh a ck .’’

" Y o’re crazy, B la ir ,” H o w a r d  
grow led .  “ T h a t ’s J a c k so n ’s forem an,  
d ow n  on his  M ex ica n  ranch near A l 
ca la .”

Y o u n g  T o n y  came sa u n ter in g  up. 
H ow ard  ordered h im  to  keep w atch  
around the  room. T o n y  s tro l led  
aw ay, n o d d in g  u n d ers ta n d in g ,  and  
van ish ed  in the  crow d. J a ck  w atch ed  
him  go, an odd look  in h is  eyes ,  but 
he refra ined  from  a ga in  s a y in g  a n y 
th in g  about the y o u n g  M ex ica n  to 
H ow ard . W h a t  w as  the use?

T h e  door o f  th e  room beh ind  the  
bar op en ed  and the M e x ic a n  man  
cam e back. H e  crossed  the gam b lin g  
hall to  the  group o f  M e x ic a n s  and  
sp o k e  w h is p e r in g ly .  Jack  saw  a 
co u p le  o f  them  g la n ce  h is  w a y  and  
th en  look  q u ic k ly  e lsew h ere . In to  
J a c k ’s ey es  cam e a s l ig h t  g l it ter .

“ I ’m  g u e s s in ’ th em  M ex ica n s  is  
g e t t in ’ all set for  s o m e th in ’, H o w 
ard ,” h e  m urm ured  q u ie t ly .  “A nd  
the  sh o w d o w n  m ig h t  as w e l l  com e  
n o w  as an y  tim e. Come on. I ’m 
lo o k in ’ J a ck so n  in  the face, p ro n to .”

E F O R E  H o w a rd  cou ld  rep ly , Jack  
strode across  the room  to the door  

beh in d  the bar. H is  hand  tu rn ed  the  
knob. I t  was lock ed . H e  raised  his  
knee, gave a hard jab a g a in st  it, and  
it  f lew open. T h e  room b ey o n d  w as  
w h o l ly  dark. H e  s tep p ed  forw ard,  
in to  it, hand c lo se  to  h is  gun. O ld  
H o w a rd  w as co m in g  up beh ind  him.

In s ta n t ly ,  the  M e x ic a n s  in the gam 
b l in g  hall jerk ed  out th e ir  guns. T h e  
w h ite  m en in the  hall  leap ed  as ide ,  
gathered  in to  an oth er  group, and  
w h ip p e d  out th e ir  ow n  gu n s,  w a tc h 
in g  the M ex ica n s  a n x io u s ly .

And then, as Jack disappeared into

the dark room, several sh o ts  from  
am on g  th e  M e x ic a n s  crashed  out and  
the  tw o  b ig  pen d an t lam ps in the  
g a m b lin g  hall fe l l ,  p lu n g in g  the  hall  
in to  in stan t  b lackness .

In  the  dark, m en shouted , s p i t t in g  
flames cut the darkness in streaks  as 
s ix -g u n s  roared. B u l le t s  w h in ed  past  
J a c k ’s head. H e  leap ed  in s id e  the  
back room  and slam m ed its  h eavy  
door, h is  ow n  gu n  n o w  out.

BE Y O N D ,  in the dense  dark, he 
heard the so u n d s  o f  so m eb o d y  

s t r u g g l in g  on the  floor. H e  s tep p ed  
nearer, c a u t io u s ly ,  ready.

B a ck  in the  dark g a m b lin g  hall  
v o ic e s  y e l le d  and sh o ts  roared, as the  
w h ite  m en  b att led  a g a in s t  the s u r g 
in g  M ex ica n s .  A b o v e  all, rose o ld  
H o w a r d ’s vo ice .

“Git ’em all ou ts id e ,  f e l l a s ! ” he 
w a s y e l l in g .  “T h e y ’re g a n g in ’ up on  
Jack  B la ir .”

B u t  Jack  w as not l i s t e n in g  to that  
o u ts id e  no ise .  A lm o s t  at h is  fee t ,  
now , the  so u n d s  o f  som eon e  s t r u g 
g l in g  on the  floor w as  d ra w in g  h im  
c lo ser  and c loser , w a r i ly .  A n d  then  
his  boot-toe  to u ch ed  a form . In 
s ta n t ly  came a v o i c e :

“ I t ’s m e— J a ck so n . D o n ’t s h o o t!  
T h a t  dam ned T o n y  and C onchita ,  
t h e y ’v e— d on e  for— m e .” T h e  v o ic e  
w a s h u s k y  w ith  pain.

J a ck  s tru ck  a m atch . B an k er  Jack-  
son  w as ly in g  b efo re  h im , a terr ib le  
w o u n d  in h is  ch es t  and co v ered  w ith  
blood. L i f e  w a s  eb b in g  fast.

“T h e y ’re g e t t in g — a w a y ! ” he m u t
tered  hoarse ly .  “T h e y  g o t  m e. I'm  
p a ss in g  out, B lair . Y es , I k n o w  w h o  
y o u  are. T o n y  to ld  me. H e  w as in  
m y  pay— g o -b e tw e e n  for G on za les  
and me, in  ca t t le  d e a ls .” H is  hands  
p ressed  a ga in st  h is  w ound .

“ I took  that m o n e y  from  the bank, 
Blair , and gave— it— to  T o n y .  H e  
had so m e th in g  on m e and w a s  th rea t
e n in g  to— tell .  I gave  the m o n e y  to  
— him . T h e n  I put  the blam e on old  
Williams—easiest—way out. B u t
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Tony just came in here and de
manded more. I refused—and he shot 
me—like a—dog.”

A hand touched Jack ’s arm and he 
whirled, but it was old Howard, hold
ing a lighted lantern. He was hold
ing a gun in his other hand and, as 
he looked at Jack, he appeared wan 
and crestfallen.

"I heerd all he’s said, Jack,” he 
said. “I ’ve shore been a durned old 
fool, doubtin’ yuh.”

Out in the gambling hall, the fight
ing had passed away as the white 
cowboys and the Mexicans reached 
the street outside. Through the night 
came the sounds of rushing hoofs as 
the Mexicans went racing away for 
the border line.

Before Jack could speak, Bessie 
and old Mrs. Howard came running 
in, excitedly. Bessie gripped Jack ’s 
arm tensely.

“Quick, Jack!"  she cried. “Tony 
and that girl, Conchita! Tony came 
running into Mrs. H ow ard’s house, 
went back to his own room, and we 
heard him pulling up some boards. 
W e went to see why.

“He ran outside, carrying one of 
those big bank bags. C»nchita was 
holding their horses, ready. They 
headed south, at a r u n ; and we found 
fa ther’s old gray Stetson and his 
brown chaps, right in Tony’s room!”

C H A P T E R  VI 

Trail's End

W IT H  sudden speed Jack 
dashed outside, old Howard 
following. The street lay 

in bright moonlight now, almost as 
clear as day. At a hitch-rack, Jack 
flung himself into a saddle and raced 
away southward at break-neck speed.

As he did so, he was conscious that 
Howard and some other men were 
also running for their horses and 
shouting to get started.

I f  Tony and the girl were heading 
for the Mexican line, they would

have to follow the road or be de
layed among the canyons to right 
and left. And, ahead, he caught the 
faint clatter of horses over the rocky 
soil. He fairly lifted his rushing 
horse into the air.

A M ILE, another, and suddenly he 
jerked to a sliding halt. He was 

facing a canyon, and, almost at his 
horse’s feet, lay a horse with a broken 
foreleg.

From a twenty-foot, rocky cliff 
just ahead, in the canyon’s mouth, a 
shot ripped out loudly and Jack felt 
a hot, searing bullet graze his left 
shoulder, cutting the flesh painfully.

He flung from his saddle and flat
tened behind a boulder, gun in hand. 
From the cliff’s top came a mocking 
laugh and another shot.

Tony Calles’ swarthy face, topped 
by his big, black sombrero, appeared, 
and, beside it, over the edge of the 
cliff, the muzzle of a rifle.

“ Go back, or I keel you, Blair!” 
the young Mexican shouted down.

His rifle rose for another shot. 
And then Jack ’s six-gun belched 
flame into the moonlit night. Tony 
staggered to his feet, stood swaying 
on the edge of the cliff. His rifle 
went clattering downward over the 
rocks. And then he pitched headlong, 
a tumbling mass, almost at Jack’s 
feet. Jack leaped beside him and 
looked down. Tony was dead.

Jack clambered up toward the top 
of the cliff, for the sound of a horse’s 
hoofs had sounded up there. He 
reached the top and saw that the 
cliff became a mesa, extending away 
southward; and Conchita, gripping 
the bank bag, was struggling with 
the excited horse and try ing  to 
mount. A second more and Jack had 
her gripped in his arms and the 
bank bag was in his hand.

Conchita struggled with remarkable 
strength. Her black eyes were flash
ing her Mexican fury.

Suddenly she tore one hand loose
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and jerked out a knife from her 
shirtwaist, but Jack's fingers caught 
her wrist, twisted, and the knife clat
tered away.

Then she abruptly ceased her 
struggles and stood still. As Jack 
looked into her pretty  face, she 
smiled. Then she shrugged her shoul
ders nonchalantly.

‘‘A n’ what for you hoi’ me, Sehor 
Blair?” she asked calmly. “I do 
notheeng.”

Old Howard and other men came 
clambering up from below, their guns 
ready. As Jack released Conchita, 
she stood watching the sheriff and 
his men amusedly, the calmest of all. 
Jack handed the bank bag to Howard 
and grinned.

‘‘Reckon yuh’ll like tuh see this, 
Howard,” he remarked. “Goin’ tuh 
arrest me again, now, seein’ me with 
this bag?”

"Holy smoke. Jack !” the old sher
iff shouted gleefully as he opened 
the bag and looked inside. “It 's  all 
that money from the bank.” He 
looked sheepishly at Jack. “ I wa’n ’t 
really ever meanin’ tuh arrest yuh, 
son. Reckon I war jest rattled. “He 
waved one hand at his men. "Boys, 
grab Conchita!”

CO N CH ITA  tossed up her pretty  
chin and shrugged her shoulders. 

“I ain’t do notheeng,” she said. 
“Tony, he tal to me to come ’long 
weeth heem an’ we marry up.” Again 
she shrugged her shoulders. “ But ees 
no mattair. P lanty  more fellas.”

“So Tony framed a getaway, eh?” 
Howard growled. “That kid shore 
had me fooled plumb scandalous.” 

“ Sure!” said Conchita, her white 
teeth again glistening as she smiled 
coolly. “He help Jackson frame ol’ 
Williams, too. But, why not? W il
liams, he ver’ ol’ mans, no good no 
more, an’ Jackson, he want hees gal, 
an’ Tony, he want me.”

Howard spat disgustedly. “Take 
’er away, boys,” he ordered.

Before the gambling hall in the 
town, old Howard led the little 
procession that carried T ony’s body 
inside and laid it on one of the bil
liard tables, near another one on 
which lay all that was left of Jack- 
son. Conchita, still smiling, was led 
away to the jail.

JACK, s t a n d i n g  in the street, 
watched as the little group passed 

inside. Then his gaze went about the 
street. The townspeople were again 
gathering rapidly, excitedly, listen
ing as men told the story. But, from 
the crowd, Bessie came running.

“Jack, Jack, thank God!” she cried 
as she reached him. “I was afraid—” 
Then she saw his bleeding shoulder 
and began opening his shirt anx
iously. The flesh had been torn  by 
T ony’s bullet, and blood was smear
ing his arm. “Oh, you’re wounded, 
Jack! Come. The doctor is close.” 

They walked down the street, side 
by side. He looked down at her 
quizzically, his eyes twinkling.

"And now yuh’ll be goin’ down tuh 
yore home in the hills, Bessie, eh? 
I t ’ll be safe now, and yuh got all 
that gold—”

But a rush of warm blood came 
into her face and she squeezed his 
arm.

“Yes,” she told him, her eyes shin
ing up into his, "but I ’ve got my 
rifle, also, Mister Jack Blair. And 
I ’ll shoot again, if you even fry to 
let me go down there alone—and you 
could never get through that old 
tunnel down there, w ithout me.” She 
met his gaze steadily and smiled. 
“Isn ’t this—leap year, Jack?”

However, they were on the doc
to r’s vine-covered porch, in the dark, 
by then, and the staring crowd in 
the street could not see them. But, 
when the doctor opened the door, a 
few moments later, he gazed into the 
two most rapt faces he had ever 
seen, and wondered which was the 
patient, if either.
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Locked together, the two panted and sweated, in their mad struggle
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SU D D EN LY  one of them struck 
a match. I ts  reddish glare 
flared up w ithout flickering in 

the stillnes of the tropic night. Lieut. 
Bill Edwards, U. S. Army, saw the 
three, close together, peering around 
them, w ith  their knives in their 
hands. He recognized them for Pana- 
man cutthroats, half-breeds, small 
fagged, brown-skinned men, with 
dark brown eyes g littering  m urder
ously.

Edw ards knew that h e  w a s

tra p p e d ; one unarmed man against 
three killers. He tensed himself 
against the high brick wall of the 
courtyard. The match went out, leav
ing the courtyard in darkness. But 
they had seen him, and now they 
were coming at him.

Edwards went down almost to his 
heels and surged forward to meet 
them. The blade of one knife ripped 
down the length of his coat. He 
heard another ring out against the 
wall as it gashed brick. There were

91
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m uffled  c u r se s  as th e  fo u r  o f  them  
w e n t  d o w n  to g e th e r  in  a m ad, scra m 
b l in g  heap.

E d w a r d s  la sh ed  out in the  d ark
n e s s  w i th  e v e r y th in g  he had in him, 
u s in g  h is  fists, e lb ow s,  fee t ,  and  
k n ees .  O n ce  h is  fist d rove  in to  a 
m a n ’s s tom ach , w r is t  deep . A g a in  
h is  knee c a u g h t  an oth er  on the  ch in ,  
s m a sh in g  tee th ,  and c u t t in g  a to n g u e  
a lm o st  in half .  T h e n  th is  P anam an  
had enough . H e  craw led  ou t  o f  the  
conflict.

T h i s  en ab led  E d w a r d s  to f l ing  off  
th e  o th er  tw o  for an in sta n t  and re
g a in  h is  fe e t .  B a r e ly  in t im e to  g e t  
back  to  th e  w a ll  b efore  th e y  cam e  
at h im  aga in , th e ir  sharp, d e a d ly  
k n iv e s  h u n g r y  fo r  h is  b lood . H e  
c a u g h t  an u p l i f t e d  fist s e n d in g  a 
k n ife  d r iv in g  d o w n  at him, and h u n g  
on. H is  f o o t  lashed  out to  p lan t  a 
k ick  in th e  s tom ach  o f  th e  secon d  
a ssa ss in ,  w h o  su d d e n ly  d o u b led  over  
in agony .

N o w ,  fo r  the  m om ent, E d w a rd s  had  
but one man to  deal w ith .  H o p e  s u d 
d e n ly  flared up w ith in  him . I f  he  
c o u ld  shake  th is  last  man off, e scap e  
w a s  there , b y  m eans o f  th e  narrow,  
6 t in k in g  a l le y  that  led  ou t  o f  the  
co u rty a rd  in to  th e  t e e m in g  s tree ts  
o f  Cocoa G rove, th e  s in k  h o le  o f  
Panam a C ity , the P o r t  S a id  o f  the  
A m ericas .

BU T  the last man h u n g  on d e sp e r 
a te ly .  L o c k e d  to g e th er ,  the tw o  

p an ted ,  sw eated , and gru n ted ,  in  
th e ir  mad s tr u g g le  for th e  k n ife .  
E d w a r d s  c o u ld n ’t shake th e  l i t t le ,  
b ro w n  d ev i l  from  him . T h e  Panam an  
c lu n g  l ik e  a leech .

T h e  f e l lo w  E d w a r d s  had  k ick ed  in 
th e  s to m a ch  w a s  s t i f l in g  h is  groans  
and  s t r a ig h te n in g  up. N o w  h e  
c lu tc h e d  h is  k n ife  m ore  firm ly and  
a p p roach ed  th e  sw ir l in g ,  s t r u g g l in g  
pair l ike  a w a ry  cat.

H e  w a ited ,  a lm o st  on h is  t ip to es ,  
for  an o p p o r tu n ity .  N o w  the tw o  
com b a ta n ts  s w u n g  around  again . T h e

arm y officer’s back  m ade a broad, e x 
c e l le n t  target. T h e  P anam an l i f t e d  
h is  k n ife  h igh ,  d ir e c t ly  above E d 
w a r d s ’ sh o u ld er  blades.

A t  that instant ,  a d o o rw a y  o p e n e d  
in th e  back o f  the  b u ild in g ,  and a 
sh a f t  o f  y e l lo w  l ig h t  f e l l  in to  the  
cou rtyard , onto  the  group.

“ W h a t ’s t h i s ? ” a m an ’s v o ice  roared  
in S p an ish , a to n g u e  w ith  w h ic h  E d 
w a rd s  w a s  fam iliar .  “You, P e d r o ! ”

PE D R O , w h o  had been  about to  
bury h is  k n ife  to the h i l t  in E d 

w a r d s ’ d e fe n s e le s s  back, w h ir le d  to  
face  the  n ew com er .  T h e  m an p u sh ed  
P e d r o  aside , d rew  a p is to l  from  h is  
w aist-b an d , and co ck ed  it.

“S t o p ! ” he w h ip p e d  at the  tw o  
s t r u g g l in g  men.

E d w a r d s  g l im p se d  th e  p is to l  l e v 
e led  at h is  face, and s u l le n ly  le t  go.  
W i t h  h is  breath  w h i s t l in g  b e tw een  
h is  draw n l ip s ,  h is  o p p o n e n t  s tep p ed  
back.

E d w a r d s  k n e w  that he w as  fa c in g  
Panam a Joe , the  b ig  m u la t to  w h o s e  
w o rd  w a s  law  in the tro p ic  u n d e r 
w o r ld  b es id e  the  Panam a Canal.

“ W h a t  is  the  t r o u b le ? ” Panam a J o e  
d em anded , tu r n in g  to P e d r o  again.

“ H e  cam e in here  from  th e  street ,  
s p y in g ,” P e d r o  sp a t  v ic io u s ly .  “ W e  
w ere  w a tc h in g ,  and saw  h im .”

Panam a J o e  n arrow ed  h is  e y e s  on  
E d w a rd s .

“ W h o  are y o u ? ” he dem an d ed  
h arsh ly ,  in E n g l i s h .  “ W h a t  do  y o u  
w a n t ?"

E d w a r d s  w a s  w e a r in g  c iv i l ia n  
c lo th e s .  H e  sea rch ed  h is  brain fr a n 
t i c a l ly  for  som e p la u s ib le  reason for  
h is  p resen ce  in the  rear o f  Panam a  
J o e ’s p lace  at one o ’c lock  in the m o rn 
ing . S u d d e n ly  he rem em bered  that  
P anam a J o e  had the rep u ta t ion  for  
h e lp in g  so ld ier s  d e s e r t in g  from  the  
A m e r ic a n  arm y to  escape from  the  
cou n try .

“ I w a s  c o m in g ,” E d w a r d s  said  
b o ld ly ,  “ to  see you , w h e n  th e se  g or
i l la s  ju m p ed  on me. I ju s t  d eserted .
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I w a n t  y o u  to  h e lp  m e g e t  out of  the  
c o u n tr y .”

T h e  m u la t to  s tu d ie d  h im  narrow ly .
“B u t  y o u ,” he f ina lly  said so f t ly ,  

“are an off icer!”
E d w a r d s ’ heart c h i l le d .  T h e  m u la t 

t o ’s sh rew d  c u n n in g  had to ld  h im  
that  here  w a s  no buck  private. E n 
l i s t e d  m en  m ig h t  d e se r t ;  but officers, 
se ld om .

“Y e s ,” he f in a lly  ad m itted ,  “ I w as  
an officer. I w a s  P o s t  E x c h a n g e  
Officer at Q uarry  H e ig h t s  u n t i l  th is  
m o rn in g ,  w h e n  a sh ortage  w a s  found  
in m y  a cco u n ts .  I ’m n ot  g o in g  to  L ea 
v e n w o r th  P r iso n  for  i t ,” he said b it 
ter ly .  “ I to o k  the  m o n ey ,  i t ’s gone  
n o w . W h a t  I w a n t  is  to  g e t  out of  
th e  co u n try .  T h is  m o rn in g ,  as soon  as 
I sa w  that  th e  gam e w a s  up, I beat  
it , b e fo re  th e y  had a ch an ce  to put  
m e in  the  gu ard -h ou se . I ’ve been  
h id in g  a ll  day. I w a s  a fra id  the  M. 
P .s  w o u ld  be w a tc h in g  for  m e .”

Part o f  w h a t  E d w a r d s  sa id  w as  
true. H e  w a s  P o s t  E x c h a n g e  Officer  
o f  Q u a rry  H e ig h t s ,  but th ere  w as  
n o th in g  w r o n g  w i th  h is  accou n ts .

UN D E R  h ea v y  lids, Panam a J o e  
s tu d ied  him.

“ I have heard o f  su ch  t h e e n g s  be
fo r e ,” he ad m itted . “T h e e  G o v ern 
m en t  p a y  v e r y  lee t le ,  an’ thee  y o u n g  
officer, h e  steal,  th e e n k e e n g  he w ee l  
m ake eet  up at th ee  d o g  race, th ee  
gam es, or th ee  lo t tery ,  b efore  anyw an  
find out. T h a t ’s eet, h e y ? ”

“T h a t 's  it ,” E d w a r d s  agreed .
" H o w  m u c h  y o u  pay, e h ? ” 
E d w a r d s  had o n ly  a f e w  dollars  

w ith  him.
“I h a v e n ’t an y  m o n e y  n o w ,” he re

p l ied ,  “but I ’ll  cable  for it to the  
S ta te s .  I have fr ie n d s  w h o  w i l l  send  
m e m o n e y  to  g e t  m e out o f  th is .  
H id e  me for  a c o u p le  o f  days. T h e  
m o n e y ’ll be here  by  th en .”

“H o w  m u c h ? ” d em anded  the  m u 
latto .

“H o w  m u ch  do you  w a n t? ”
“ O ne th o u sa n d  d o llars— g o ld .”

“ I ’l l  ge t  i t ,” E d w a r d s  prom ised .  
" It’ll  be here  in  a c o u p le  o f  d a y s .”

“T o m o r r o w ,” said the  m u la tto .
“B u t— but— I m ay n o t  be able  to  

get  it by  t h e n ! ”
Panam a J oe  s h r u g g e d  h is  th ick ,  

s lo p in g  sh o u ld ers  in d if fe r e n t ly .
“T o m o r r o w ,” he in s is ted .  “ I ca n n o t  

keep  y o u  any longer . E e t  ees  too  
reesky . E e f  thee  m o n e y  do n ot  com e  
by th en — ”

H e  le f t  h is  s en ten ce  unfin ished , but  
h is  e y e s  g l i t tered .

T ) A N A M A  J O E  w as s t i l l  su sp ic io u s ,  
prim ar ily  because  E d w a rd s  w as an  

officer. B u t  he w o u ld  g iv e  h is  p r is
oner the  benefit  o f  the  doubt fo r  one  
day. I f  the  m o n e y  cam e, a ll w o u ld  
be w e ll .  I f  it d id n ’t com e, Panam a  
J o e  w o u ld  c o n s id er  h im  a spy , and  
a s p y ’s rew ard  w o u ld  be m eted  ou t  
to  h im  s w i f t ly .

E d w a r d s  had le ss  than tw e n ty - fo u r  
h o u rs  r ep r iev e !

P anam a J o e  lo w e r e d  h is  p is to l  at 
last  and ord ered  one o f  h is  m en to  
take E d w a r d s  to a room  in  the  house.

I t  w a s  a d ir ty  room, co n ta in in g  
o n ly  a sm all, iron c o t  w i th  f i lthy  
blankets .  A  harsh l ig h t  w a s  cast  by  
an u n sh ad ed  e le c tr ic  l ig h t  bulb in  
a w a l l  bracket. T h ere  w ere  no w in 
dow s, and v e n t i la t io n  w a s  fu r n ish e d  
by a sm all h o le  co v ered  w ith  an iron  
screen  h ig h  in  the  w all .  T h e  door  
w a s  k ep t  lo c k e d  from  the o u ts id e .

Panam a J o e  had com e in to  th e  
room  once, for  the a d d ress  o f  E d 
w a r d s ’ fr ien d s .  E d w a r d s  had g iv e n  
him  the first l ik e ly  s o u n d in g  address  
that  had com e to h is  m ind. B y  th e  
t im e the  report cam e back from  the  
cable  com p an y  that there  w a s  no 
su ch  p erso n  and address ,  the  t im e  
a l lo t te d  to h im  w o u ld  a lread y  be up  
an yw ay .

N o w  the arm y officer w a s  a lon e  in  
the  room, s i t t in g  on  the  cot. H e  w a s  
a pr ison er  here, and J a c k  D e la n e y  
w as a pr isoner  in the  gu a rd -h o u se  at 
Q uarry  H e ig h ts .  D isg r a c e  and per
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haps a penitentiary sentence awaited 
Jack, but death stared Bill Edwards 
in the face.

Only two days ago, Lieut. Jack De
laney had been aide to the Command
ing  General of the Panama Canal 
Department, U. S. Army. Now he was 
in the guard-house, accused of giving 
aid and information to an enemy, a 
foreign power. Plans of the fortifi
cations of the Panama Canal had 
been stolen from the Headquarters 
Building at Quarry Heights. De
laney had protested his innocence, 
but no one had believed him except 
his best friend and classmate, Bill 
Edwards.

IT was on account of a woman that 
Delaney had been arrested. No one 

realized, until after the plans had 
disappeared and the Secret Service 
men had gone to work, that the 
beautiful woman Lieut. Delaney had 
been seen with recently at all the 
fashionable clubs, was Leta Banya, 
a woman spy who had, heretofore, 
confined her operations to Europe. 
This was her first appearance in the 
Americas.

In vain Delaney had protested that 
6he had obtained no information 
from him. Two things damned him in 
the eyes of his worried superior of
ficer. First, he had been frequently in 
Leta Banya’s company; second, as 
aide to the commanding general, he 
knew more about the secrets of the 
Panama Canal than most officers.

Leta Banya had vanished. H er tes
timony, if she would give it, would 
be about the only thing to save De
laney. Bill Edwards knew her almost 
as well as Jack  Delaney did. They 
had made up many gay parties to 
gether, and Leta Banya seemed to 
like Bill as much as Jack.

She had even gone so far as to 
make covert advances to Edwards, 
but he had always ignored them. She 
was beautiful, most attractive—but 
she was Jack ’s girl.

Then had come the theft of the 
plans, and Delaney’s subsequent ar
rest. Not for an instant did Bill be
lieve Jack guilty of the charges 
against him. But how to prove Jack 
innocent? Find the woman, Leta 
Banya.

T hat was why Edwards went spying 
around Panama Joe’s headquarters. 
I t  was said that all criminal activity 
in the Republic of Panama could be 
traced to Panama Joe. No one could 
pull off anything without him.

Now, Edwards realized, he had put 
his neck inside death’s noose. And 
he had learned nothing.

There in the silence, Edwards sud
denly became aware of a murmur of 
voices in the room beyond his door. 
H is heart began to race. One of" the 
voices was a woman’s, and as it grew 
more distinct, he recognized it as 
Leta Banya’s!

A key grated in the lock, and the 
door swung back to reveal Leta and 
a male companion. Panama Joe, his 
pasty gray face incurious but watch
ful, stood behind them.

Leta was small and blonde, u tterly  
lovely, and as innocent-looking as a 
young convent girl. She was clad all 
in black, w ith a heavy black veil 
which could be lowered to cover her 
entire face.

The mourning clothes provided an 
effective, impenetrable disguise for 
her.

HER companion was burly, w ith the 
stiff, upstanding hair of a T eu 

ton; dark instead of blond. His pig
gish blue eyes stared at Edwards as 
cold as twin pieces of ice. He wore a 
mustache on his square, brutal face. 
He was clad in a suit of tropical 
linen, and carried a heavy cane.

Edw ards had risen from the bed. 
He was a tall, broad-shoulder athlete, 
w ith smooth, reddish hair and direct 
blue eyes.

Leta Banya came forward with out
stretched hand.
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" H ello ,  B i l l  I” she  g ree ted ,  in a 
th roaty ,  th r i l l in g  vo ice .  “ I heard  
about y o u r — y o u r  troub le .  Panam a  
J o e  to ld  m e .”

E d w a r d s  m e t  her e y e s  sea rch in g  
h is .  H e  had t h o u g h t  b e fo r e  that th e  
w o m a n  w a s  fo n d  o f  him , and now ,  
w it h  J a ck  D e la n e y  o u t  o f  the w ay ,  
sh e  to o k  le s s  p a in s  to co n cea l  it.

" L e t a ! ” he cr ied , t r y in g  to  look  
a s to n ish e d .  “W h a t  are y o u  d o in g  
h e r e ? ”

A  s ig n if ic a n t  g la n ce  passed  b e 
tw e e n  L e t a ’s c o m p a n io n  and Panam a  
Joe . T h e  w om an  saw  it, and tu rn ed  
to  sp ea k  sh a r p ly  in som e to n g u e  
w h ic h  E d w a r d s  w a s  not able to u n d er 
stand .

H er  c o m p a n io n  g lared , but fina lly  
sh o o k  h is  m a ss iv e  sh o u ld ers .  H e  
tu rn ed  aw ay , le a v in g  Panam a J o e  to  
c lo s e  th e  door.

L eta  sat d o w n  on the  bed  and E d 
w a rd s  f o l lo w e d  her.

" I ’ve  been  a w a y ,” sh e  began . “ O n  
a l i t t le  y a c h t in g  tr ip  d o w n  the coast  
w it h  P a k k o . H e  f o l lo w s  m e a ll over  
th e  w o r ld  in that  y a c h t  o f  his. H e  
w a n ts  m e  to  m arry  h im .” S h e  m ade a 
g r im a ce  o f  d is g u s t .  H e ’s im m e n se ly  
w e a lth y ,  a t i t le ,  but— ” S h e  s h r u g g e d  
h er  sh o u ld e r s  d is ta s t e fu l ly .

" P akko , is he  th e  on e— ”
“Y es. Y o u  ju s t  saw  him. H e  b ro u g h t  

m e here  to n ig h t  to  see th is  Panam a  
J o e  about y o u .”

ED W A R D S  k n e w  that sh e  w as  l y 
in g ,  w ith  her cu r iou s ,  a lm on d -  

sh ap ed  e y e s  up on  him. U n d o u b te d ly  
P a k k o  w a s  a co n fed era te .  A n d  th e y  
both  w e r e  here because  Panam a Joe  
w a s n e c e s sa r y  to  them .

" B u t te l l  m e w h at has h a p p en ed  
to  J a c k ? ” sh e  d em an d ed . “ I ju st  
heard about it th is  a f tern o o n . I ca n ’t 
im a g in e  J a ck  d o in g  a n y th in g  l ik e  
t h a t ! ”

B i l l  E d w a r d s  lo o k ed  at her gr im ly .  
" N e ith e r  can I ,” he said.
H e  th o u g h t  he saw  her e y e s  flicker  

a trifle. S h e  w a s  e s t im a t in g  h o w

m u ch  he k n ew , h o w  m u c h  he g u e sse d ,  
h o w  m u ch  he b e l iev ed .

" B u t  d oes  it m a t te r ? ” sh e  finally  
sa id  so f t ly .

E d w a r d s  k n ew  w h a t  she  m eant.  
S he k n ew  that he had been P o s t  E x 
ch a n g e  Officer at Q uarry  H e ig h ts ,  and  
it  w a s  ev id e n t  that she  b e l iev ed  h im  a 
d eserter .  S h e  saw  h im  n o w  as a man  
w ith o u t  a cou n try .  A n d  she, b e in g  a 
w o m a n  w ith o u t  a co u n try ,  s erv in g  
w h a te v e r  g o v e r n m e n t  paid  the  h i g h 
e s t  pr ice  for  her serv ice s ,  e x p e c te d  
him  to fe e l  m uch as she  did.

IN  E d w a r d s ’ m in d  a s tr u g g le  w as  g o 
in g  on. H e  cou ld  act  as a man w h o  

had th ro w n  o ver  h is  co u n tr y ,  and, by  
so  doing , tr ick  her. B u t  he w o u ld  
have  to  c a p ita l iz e  up on  the fac t  that  
sh e  w a s  in lo v e  w i t h  h im , and m ake  
her b e l iev e  that  he rec ip roca ted .

H e  w in c e d  m e n ta l ly  at th e  th o u g h t .  
T h e n  he rem em b ered  w h a t  w a s  at 

stake. N o t  m e r e ly  th e  g o o d  name o f  
h is  best  fr ien d , but  a lso  th e  sa fe ty  
o f  th e  U n i t e d  S ta tes .  I f  th o se  p lans  
w e r e  d e l iv e r e d  in to  th e  h ands o f  a 
fo r e ig n  p o w e r  in te n d in g  to  m ake  
w ar on th e  U n ite d  S ta tes ,  it m ig h t  
m ean  h u n d red s  o f  th o u sa n d s  o f  l iv e s  
lost ,  h ea r ta ch es  and so rro w  in every  
s ta te  o f  the  U n io n .

H e  w a s  the  o n ly  m an w h o  had a 
ch a n ce  to  p rev en t  th o se  p la n s  from  
g e t t in g  aw ay . H e w a s  in  a d esp era te  
p o s it io n .  N o  m atter  w h at  he  had to  
do, he m u st  do it for h is  cou n try .

T h e  w o m a n  w h o  sat b es id e  h im  
on  th e  co t  w a s  as d ea d ly  and as 
d a n g e r o u s  as a b e a u t i fu l  tr o p ic a l  
snake. S he  w a s  fa sc in a te d  b y  him.  
Y et,  E d w a r d s  k n ew , sh e  w o u ld  
d o u b le c r o ss  him, serv e  h im  as sh e  
had served  Jack  D e la n e y  and a ll  
oth ers ,  i f  she  su sp e c te d  th a t  he  w a s  
n ot a th ie f  f lee in g  from  ju s t ic e .

H e  lo o k ed  at her s tea d ily .
" N o ,” he sa id  s o f t ly ,  "it d o e sn ’t 

m a tte r .”
S u d d e n ly ,  sh e  w a s  in  h is  arms.
A s  a b ru p t ly  as sh e  had k is s e d  h im ,
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she gently pushed him away, and 
rose to her feet.

“Come on!” she cried gayly. 
“You’re not going to stay here!”

“I have to,” he halted her. “I ’m a 
hunted man. The M. P.s would pick 
me up.”

“You come with us,” she told him. 
“ Wait, I ’ll see Pakko.”

W ith  pounding heart, Edwards 
waited for her to return. If  he went 
with them, it meant that he would 
go to their headquarters, where, un
doubtedly, the plans he sought were 
hidden.

Also, it would give him a chance to 
make his escape, and return  with 
American Secret Service men to ar
rest the spies.

But Leta returned raging.
“They say you must stay here!” 

she cried furiously. “Pakko will not 
have you aboard the boat. He says it 
will be too dangerous. Poof!" she 
snapped angrily. "He does not know 
y o u !”

Although disappointed by Leta’s 
failure, Edwards had learned two 
th ings: their headquarters was a
boat, and Leta was not the head 
spy. Apparently she was acting under 
Pakko’s orders.

“ I t  makes no difference,” she 
pouted finally. “Your money will be 
here tomorow, and by that time I 
shall find a way to make Pakko take 
you with us.”

ED W A RDS watched her narrowly.
He wondered how far he could 

trust her. Stifling his qualms, he told 
her quietly:

“I ’m afraid the money will not 
come. My friends,” he shrugged, “are 
not rich. These people are suspicious 
of me. I f  there is no answer to the 
cable tonight, they will not believe 
it is because my friends haven’t the 
money.”

“Yes. Yes, I see,” said Leta 
thoughtfully.

Edwards began to grow fearful.

She was a woman in the grip of 
fascination, yet she was no fool. Was 
she beginning to doubt him? If  she 
were to go into the next room with 
Edw ards’ confession that he did not 
expect an answer to the cablegram, 
his life was as good as finished. He 
had to think of some way to win her 
over to him again.

“I'm afraid,” he smiled wryly, “Pan
ama Joe plans to do something dras
tic if that cablegram fails to arrive 
from the States.”

HE saw the color drain swiftly 
from her face.

“You mean,” she almost whispered, 
“kill you?”

Edwards shrugged again.
“ Panama Joe can’t take a n y  

chances,” he reminded her.
He saw that Leta was thinking 

swiftly. Finally she smiled reassur
ingly.

“He won’t do that,” she promised. 
Suddenly standing on tiptoe, she 

kissed him lightly on the cheek. Then 
she left him.

The hours of the night passed on 
leaden feet. Edwards spent his time 
sitting on the bed with his head in 
his hands, or else pacing the floor 
agitatedly.

His one hope lay in Leta, and he 
hadn’t the faintest idea what she 
intended to do. All she had said was 
that Panama Joe would not have him 
murdered.

W hat, actually could she do? It 
was apparent tha t she took orders 
from Pakko, and Pakko was no fool. 
Like Panama Joe, he would take no 
chances.

Besides, it was quite possible that 
Leta would decide to leave him to 
his fate instead of taking needless 
risks.

Edwards gritted his teeth and 
clenched his fists. Something must 
happen; there must be some way out. 
There was too much at stake.

Dawn brought a cold sensation to
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th e  p i t  o f  E d w a r d s ’ s tom ach. S o o n  
th e  cable  office w o u ld  open , and  any  
t im e  a fter  that, w o rd  w o u ld  com e to  
P anam a J o e  that there  w a s  no su c h  
address  as the  one to  w h ic h  he had  
d irec ted  th e  cablegram . T h e n  th e  j ig  
w o u ld  be up.

T h e  h our  hand o f  h is  w r is t  w a tc h  
s lo w ly  crep t  around  th e  dial. N in e  
o ’c lo c k — te n  o ’c lo c k — e le v e n  o ’c lock .  
I t  c o u ld n ’t  p o s s ib ly  be m u ch  lo n g er  
now . A n y  m in u te  th e  door w o u ld  
op en , and P anam a J o e ’s k i l le r s  w o u ld  
appear.

T h e n  h is  heart gave  a great thum p,  
and seem ed  to  s tand  s t i l l .  A k e y  w a s  
tu r n in g  in  th e  door  lock . T e n s in g  
h is  m u sc le s ,  E d w a r d s  prepared  to  
sp r in g .

B u t  w h e n  th e  door  f ina lly  s w u n g  
back, L e ta  B a n y a  s to o d  there. B e 
y o n d ,  th r o u g h  the  d oorw ay , E d w a r d s  
c o u ld  see  a guard, a p p a r e n t ly  a s leep  
in  a chair.

“G ood  m o r n in g , ' ’ sh e  g r e e te d  e v e n 
ly .  H e r  a t t i tu d e  to w a rd  h im  had u n 
d e r g o n e  a su b tle  ch a n g e .  “ I see  
y o u ’re in th e  m o r n in g  p a p ers .”

S h e  o p e n e d  a P an am a C ity  n e w s 
p ap er  w h ic h  sh e  had been  c a r r y in g  
u n d er  her  arm.

E d w a r d s ’ e y e s  b u lg e d  at th e  h ea d 
l in e . H e  to o k  th e  paper fro m  her, 
and w i th  fu r r o w e d  b ro w s  read the  
lead story .

S P Y  P L O T  R E V E A L E D  I N  A R M Y  
O F F I C E R ’S D I S A P P E A R A N C E

HE, L ieu t .  W i l l ia m  E d w a rd s ,  w a s  
the officer! H i s  nam e and that o f  

L ieu t .  J o h n  S. D e la n e y  w ere  l in k e d  
to g e th e r .  B o s o m  fr ie n d s ,  b o th  o f  
th e m  had k n o w n  th e  fem a le  spy , L eta  
B an ya . U . S A r m y  head q u arters  s u s 
p e c te d  th em  both . L ieu t .  D e la n e y  w as  
in  c u s to d y ,  but L ieu t .  E d w a r d s  had  
m ad e  h is  escape. T h e  M. P .s  th e  
Canal Z o n e  P o l ic e ,  th e  Panam a C ity  
P o l ic e  w e r e  se a r c h in g  fo r  him. O u t
g o in g  s h ip s  w ere  b e in g  w a tch ed .  

E d w a r d s  s lo w ly  re tu rn ed  th e  p ap er

to  L e ta  B a n y a ,  h is  e y e s  s ta r in g  at  
her.

“ Y o u  sa id ,” she  to ld  h im , w a t c h in g  
c lo s e ly ,  “that it w a s  P o s t  E x c h a n g e  
f u n d s .”

E d w a r d s  m ade a fu t i le  ge stu re .
“ It  i s ! ” he cr ied  h o a rse ly .  “A n d  

n o w  t h e y  are b la m in g  th is  on m e,  
t o o ! ”

TH E  spy  lo o k ed  at h im  for  a lo n g  
m inute .

“Y o u ’re g o in g  w ith  u s ,” she to ld  
him  finally . “T h e  yach t  is  s a i l in g  at  
n o o n .”

E d w a r d s  lo o k ed  th r o u g h  th e  d o o r
w a y  at the guard, w h o  w a s  s t i l l  
s le e p in g .

“ H e  w o n ’t in te r fe r e ,” L e ta  sa id  
c o n te m p tu o u s ly .  S h e  d is p la y e d  a 
flask from  her purse . “ D o p e d  rum. I  
g a v e  h im  a d r in k  ju s t  b e fo re  I cam e  
in. H e ’s dead to  th e  w o r ld .  P anam a  
J o e  is  a s leep . H e  is aw a k e  a ll n ig h t ,  
and a lw a y s  s l e e p s  in th e  m o rn in g s .  
T h e r e ’s n o b o d y  e ls e  arou n d .”

S h e  d is p la y e d  s o m e th in g  e lse  in  
her  purse, the  m u zz le  o f  a sh o r t-n o sed  
autom atic .

" B i l l ,” she  said fra n k ly ,  “ I d o n ’t 
q u ite  k n o w  w h a t  to  m ak e o f  you , so  
l e t  th ere  be no— a c c id e n t s .”

B i l l  E d w a r d s  u n d e r s to o d  her. S h e  
w o u ld  take h im  a w a y  fro m  P a n a 
m a J o e ,  but she  w a s  no  fo o l .  H e  w a s  
s t i l l  a p r is o n e r ,  and she w o u ld  an 
sw er  a fa lse  m o v e  in th e  same w a y  
as w o u ld  P anam a J o e  or P ak k o , w i t h  
death.

“ L e t ’s g o ,” sh e  said, sn a p p in g  sh u t  
her purse.

“ I ca n ’t g e t  a w a y  fro m  h e r e t ” he  
cr ied . “Y o u  have y o u r  v e i l .  B u t  I 
w o n ’t be able to  go  a h a l f  m ile  b e 
fo re  I ’ll  be nabbed .”

“ D o n ’t w o r r y ,  d a r l in g ,” she  r e p l ie d  
th in ly .  “ I have e v e r y th in g  a rra n g ed .” 

E d w a r d s  f o l lo w e d  L e ta  B a n y a  to  
th e  s tree t .  F e w  p e o p le  w e r e  abroad  
in  th e  b l in d in g  tr o p ic a l  su n sh in e .  
T h e  ca n tin a s, th e  rhum ba jo in ts ,  and  
th e  sh u tte r e d  d o o rs  o f  C ocoa  G rove
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looked drab in the morning light. 
Like Panama Joe, Cocoa Grove stays 
up all night and sleeps in the morn
ing.

A few doors down, there was an
other alley, wider than the one lead
ing to the rear of Panama Jo e ’s 
place. Leta Banya turned into this, 
and soon they came upon a dilapi
dated truck, in which stood a large 
trunk.

“I hired this truck,” she smiled, 
“to bring a trunk  down to the docks. 
I t  will be taken out to the yacht 
and brought to my stateroom. You 
will be in it, and no one will know 
that you are aboard until too late to 
do anything about it.”

Edwards silently admired the re
sourcefulness of the woman.

“Get in,” she directed. “Hurry. I 
gave the truckman a dollar for a 
drink. T hey’ll be back any minute. 
I t  is better that they do not know 
you are in the trunk .”

Edwards climbed into the car and 
opened the lid of the empty trunk. It 
was barely large enough to hold him. 
A few nail holes had been punched 
in the sides to give him air. He 
squeezed himself inside quickly, and 
lowered the lid.

W ith  an uncomfortable feeling he 
heard the lock being snapped on the 
outside. Now he was a cramped, help
less prisoner in a stout trunk. Leta 
was taking no chances.

WH E N  Leta gave the two Panama 
truck drivers a dollar in order to 

get them out of the way while she hid 
Edwards, she d idn’t  dream that they 
would get drunk. They came back 
from the corner cantina weaving on 
their feet. Leta bit her lip in vexation. 
This  only increased the danger. But 
there was no time to get another 
truck. The yacht was sailing at noon, 
which was only a few minutes away. 
So, after cautioning the two men to 
have care with the trunk  and to ar
rive with it a t  the Balboa docks on

time, she hailed a taxi, and ordered 
herself driven there.

Balboa, the Canal Zone ship basin 
on the Pacific side, is about three 
miles from Panama City. Rattling 
and banging along in their ancient 
truck, the two happy Panamans ar
rived shortly on the blistering docks. 
Leta Banya had arrived some minuteB 
before them.

From a trim, speedy-looking, white 
yacht out in the  basin, a small boat 
was chugging its way to shore for 
the spy and her trunk.

TH E  Panamans, anxious to please 
the lady, who was impatiently tap

ping her small foot on the cement 
dock, hurried  to lif t  out the big 
trunk. I t  was heavy, and the move
ments of the two men were none 
too sure.

Suddenly it slipped through their 
hands, and landed with a terrific 
smash on the cement. I t  struck 
squarely on a corner. There was a 
grinding of metal. The hinges 
snapped and the cover flew open.

Edward, considerably shaken by 
the crash, leaped to his feet and 
blinked in the white hot sunshine. 
The two Panamans stood in their 
truck regarding him w ith  amazement. 
On the dock a few feet away, Leta 
Banya, her veil down on her face, 
was standing like a frozen woman.

Edwards whirled in the direction 
in which she was looking, and under
stood the reason for her immobility. 
Two M. P.s had been leaning against 
a dock shed several yards away. T hey  
had looked up at the sound of the 
crash. Now they were hastening for
ward to investigate.

Suddenly one of them recognized 
Lieut. W illiam  Edwards. The order 
had gone out that morning tha t the 
officer must be apprehended, dead or 
alive.

Immediately the M. P. drew his 
pistol. Shouting to  his comrade, he 
charged forward.
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Lightning thoughts flashed through 
Edw ards’ brain. I f  he allowed the 
M. P.s to capture him, they would 
not listen to his story. They  would 
take him to Quarry Heights.

By that time, the yacht would be 
gone. Looking across the water, E d 
wards saw that the small boat had 
already ceased its forward motion, 
and was w aiting to see what the M. 
P.s would do.

The stolen plans were on that 
yacht, and they must not be allowed 
to  escape. The yacht must be 
s topped!

If  he were to make his escape to 
it, whether or not he was killed the 
second he boarded it, suspicion 
would be definitely fixed upon the 
craft, and the hue and cry would 
go up after it.

W ord  would flash to France Field, 
and bombers would take to the skies. 
The big coast defence guns would 
send screaming shells after the yacht. 
T hat slim destroyer, now lying at 
anchor only a few lengths from the 
yacht, would set off in pursuit.

But all that took time. Minutes, 
even seconds, were valuable. He could 
not afford to be taken prisoner and 
brought to Quarry Heights to wait 
for some officer to decide whether 
or not he was lying. Action was im
perative now!

The nearest M. P. reached out to 
grab him. Edwards whirled and 
raced the length of the dock.

“H a lt !” shouted the M. P.s, racing 
after him. “ Halt! Halt, or I fire!”

A F T E R  the third command to halt, 
the M. P.s opened fire. He heard 

the sharp reports of their ,45s behind 
him, and urged his feet faster. The 
deadly lead slugs sang past his ears.

At the end of the dock, he halted 
in consternation. I t  was high tide. 
About fifteen feet below the dock 
level, several rows of piles had been 
driven into the bottom of the basin 
to act as a buffer and landing step

for small boats. These piles were 
barely awash now, their tops slip
pery with harbor slime.

Edwards had intended to jump 
down to them, and from thence into 
the water. Now, such a jump could 
only result in broken legs. I t  would 
be impossible for him to land on the 
slimy tops of the piles and still keep 
his feet.

Beyond the piles, the green water 
of the basin glittered in a million 
diamond points in the tropical sun
light. Could he dive that far?

IT looked utterly  hopeless, beyond 
human capability, to clear the piles 

and land in the water.
Edw ards’ desperate eyes saw that 

the small boat had turned back to
ward the yacht, its engine pounding 
furiously. Pakko was leaving Leta 
Banya to her fate. Glancing behind 
him, Edwards saw that the M. P.s 
were close.

He waited no longer. He ran back 
a few steps, turned, gathered speed, 
and took off from the dock in a high, 
graceful, wide dive. The absolute 
daring of it kept the M. P.s from 
shooting for the moment. Breath
lessly they watched. The man would 
surely split his head open on the 
piles. No one could dive that far!

But Edwards did. By the merest 
fraction of an inch, he escaped the 
farthermost row of piles. He re
mained under water, swimming. He 
knew that the instant his head re
appeared, it would be a target.

Finally he had to come up for air. 
Even during the brief interval he 
was at the surface, his bursting 
lungs gasping for air, small geysers 
of water splashed up around him.

The small boat was almost to the 
yacht. He would have to swim des
perately to reach the vessel before she 
slipped out of the basin.

The surface of the basin closed 
over him again as he struck out 
mightily under water. Forced up for
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air again, and then down, still unhit. 
The next time he was fairly out of 
accurate pistol range, and stayed at 
the surface.

Exhausted, he neared the yacht. 
The anchor was going up, and so was 
the side ladder. Smoke was pouring 
from the funnels. The yacht was 
moving.

He reached out of the water just 
in time to catch hold of a rope dan
gling from the ladder. Edwards was 
too exhausted to climb the rope. He 
could only hang on, and that he knew 
he couldn’t do for long.

A voice roared above his head. He 
looked up to see Pakko. Then, hang
ing on grimly to the rope, Edwards 
was pulled aboard the yacht. Sailors 
pulled him over the side like a great, 
gasping fish. He collapsed in a wet 
heap at Pakko’s feet.

“Get up!" the big man roared, 
kicking him cruelly.

Edwards staggered to his feet, to 
stand to ttering and swaying. He was 
dimly aware of the shores of the 
Canal slipping by, as the trim, speedy 
yacht picked up its heels.

“So i t ’s you, eh?" sneered Pakko, 
speaking English with a guttural, 
harsh accent. His big, hairy fist held 
an automatic leveled at Edw ards’ 
chest.

“ So Leta played the fool?” Pakko 
went on contemptuously. “Well, she 
got left behind!” Then his eyes nar
rowed. "B ut,” he snarled, “you are 
here!”

ED W A R D S ’strength was returning 
to him. He knew that his life was 

worth less than nothing, yet he was 
filled with exultation. The M. P.s had 
seen him pulled aboard the yacht. 
By now the news of his escape was 
flashing over the Canal Zone. Gun
ners were being tumbled out of bar
racks to go to man the big guns; 
pilots were donning leather helmets 
while greaseballs were wheeling 
bombers and pursuit ships to the

line; the 16th Naval D istrict was 
wigwagging orders to the destroyer 
to go after the yacht.

Pakko seized Edwards roughly by 
the shoulder and pushed him ahead 
of him.

“W e’ll go to the cabin,” the big 
man said. “You will answer a few 
questions, my friend, to pay for your 
passage. There are some things about 
the fortifications which you can ex
plain to me.”

A H A L F  hour later, Pakko looked 
grimly across his desk at the de

fiant officer sitting in a chair on the 
other side.

“You do not wish to ta lk?” he 
frowned. “Very well. There are 
ways.” He stood up and went to the 
door to summon assistance.

Spread out on the desk were the 
stolen plans. The spy had been t ry 
ing to make Edwards give informa
tion on a number of obscure points.

Edwards knew what was coming 
next. Torture, to force him to talk. He 
tightened his lips and stared through 
a porthole. They were out on the 
Pacific, with land sinking lower and 
lower behind them. There was a 
gnawing fear in his breast. The yacht 
was fast, faster than anything he had 
ever seen before in ships.

Edwards knew tha t it took time to 
get the men to the big guns. The 
navy destroyer would be useless 
against the speed of the yacht. But 
the airplanes should be droning 
above by now.

Pakko opened the door, his cruel 
face threatening. And then, suddenly 
both men heard the high-pitched 
scream of a big-gun shell. Edw ards’ 
heart leaped, while the spy’s face 
went a shade paler. Then Pakko 
sneered.

“T hey’ll never hit us. W e’re too 
small and we move too fast. Besides, 
in another few minutes we’ll be out 
of range.”

E d w a r d s  k n e w  th a t  th is  w a s  true.
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The shore batteries had li ttle  time to 
get in a te lling shot. More shells 
screamed by, a few dropping into the 
water within vision, throwing great 
white geysers into the air.

Then, suddenly they heard the 
steady, ominous drone of aeroplane 
motors. Edw ards rushed to a port
hole. Behind the yacht, but gaining 
a t  every second, a formation of bomb
ers rode low in the air. They were 
heavy w ith  demolition bombs to drop 
on the yacht.

M achine-guns!” Pakko screamed.

SA ILO R S spewed across the deck, 
tore canvas covers from machine- 

guns, and trained them upon the ap
proaching bombers. A chattering in
ferno burst loose. Edwards saw one 
of the bombers suddenly crumple in 
a burst of flame and  gaseous smoke. 
But the rest came on, inexorably.

They began to let loose the ir  
bombs. The water for a half mile 
around the ship churned w ith  con
cussions, not only of the air bomb3, 
but also of the high explosive shells 
from the shore batteries. Still the 
yacht was unscathed. The planes 
wheeled, climbed back, in order to 
tu rn  again and drop another round 
of bombs at the slim white target.

“They won’t touch us!” Pakko 
mocked from the doorway. "A big 
ammunition dump is one thing, but 
a little ship like us, traveling so 
fast, is another."

Edw ards feared that Pakko was 
right. S taring through the porthole, 
he saw a gray smudge behind them. 
I t  was the destroyer, black smoke 
belching from its funnels in its futile 
effort to catch up.

Suddenly a desperate, wild plan 
flashed across Edw ards’ brain. He 
would try  to halt the yacht!

Pakko saw him coming, and fired 
at him point-blank. Edwards felt as 
though a fist had punched him sav
agely in the right shoulder. But 
nothing now would stop him.

Before Pakko could fire again, E d 
wards had his gun wrist. And in 
that cabin began a deadly struggle, 
w ith bedlam going on outside.

Edwards concentrated on that 
wrist until the gun fell from Pak- 
ko’s hand. Then the struggle became 
a m atter of physical strength. E d 
wards was wounded, and Pakko was 
the bigger man. But Edw ards for
got the searing pain in his shoulder. 
He forgot everything, save tha t he 
was fighting for his country, for 
Jack Delaney’s honor, and his own.

The two men smashed at each 
other w ithout mercy. Chairs and the 
desk were overturned; blood spat
tered over everything.

Pakko got Edw ards by the throat, 
and squeezed his windpipe. The 
American sobbed for breath. The 
world began to spin dizzily, and 
grew darker and darker. Edwards 
knew that he was going out.

IN a last, desperate surge of strength, 
he brought up his knee with ter

rific force, catching Pakko squarely 
in the midriff. The spy staggered 
backward with an agonized grunt, 
loosening his strangling hold. E d 
wards gave him no chance to re
cover, but rushed him like a mad
man. A left to the jaw, another 
on the nose, a third to the jaw.

Like a tiger, Edwards kept at him, 
until the spy was stretched out on 
the floor. Edwards drew a deep 
breath and looked around him. No
body had heard the battle, there had 
been too much other noise.

Spying Pakko’s gun, Edwards 
crossed the room and snatched it up. 
Then he returned to the big man 
and unmercifully slapped him back 
to consciousness. The spy sat up, 
groaning. He looked into the gun 
muzzle held unwaveringly in front 
of his face, and his piggish eyes 
showed fear.

“Get u p !” Edwards commanded 
( Concluded on page 147)



Three Crooks

Peter felt the heat of the poker on his face

Peter McHugh ,  Heading for Quebec with a Necklace 
of Rubies, Smacks Up Against Vile, Desperate 

Cutthroats of the Far North!

By WILLIAM MERRIAM ROUSE
Author of “Partners,”  “The Underling,” etc.

W IT H  the lighting of the oil 
lamps an ominous hush fell 
upon the little inn that was 
kept by “ Black Pascal” Lachance for 

men coming out of the bush—for

such men as were sufficiently evil or 
foolish to sleep under his roof.

Less of the dirt showed in the yel
low glow that fought the shadows 
back; and more was revealed, per
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haps, of the devil in Black Pascal, 
who sat humped like a great baboon 
on a bench by the fire.

Nothing less than absolute neces
sity would have induced Peter Mc
Hugh to stop here for the night. A 
snowshoe had broken unaccountably 
during  the day and it  must be 
mended. He had no intention of 
sleeping. I f  he had not known La
chance by reputation, a look at the 
man would have been enough.

McHugh sat alone, well back from 
the fireplace. His great, iron-hard 
body was relaxed, but his attention 
was given wholly to Black Pascal 
and the two companions who huddled 
w ith him, growling and mumbling in 
some long-winded argument.

Of these two one was a long, raw- 
boned man with mean little eyes who 
had been addressed as Jake Malloy. 
The other, a stoop-shouldered, pint- 
size oldster with the face of a f r igh t
ened rabbit, appeared to be the cook 
for the makeshift hostelry. His name 
was Ovide.

W hat could they know of him, Mc
H ugh wondered, and of the errand 
that was taking him from the Gulf, 
along the coast of the St. Lawrence, 
and to Quebec city? Nothing, he 
hoped.

YE T  that half-whispered, growling 
conference had been going on at 

intervals ever since his arrival. May
be they were planning to rob him. 
McHugh wondered how it would do 
to ask them. For he would cheerfully 
have given them all the money in his 
wallet, and let them think he was 
afraid, rather than to have his pockets 
searched.

Suddenly, as though some decision 
had been reached, Lachance and Mal
loy rose and went out of the room 
together. Old Ovide, with a sidelong 
glance at the guest, stirred a great 
kettle of soup that hung over the 
fire. He moved a long iron spoon 
in slow circles, thoughtfully.

Ovide licked off the spoon and s e t  
it down on the hearth. Then, w ith 
a fearful look at the door through 
which the others had gone, he slid 
across the floor and stood in fron t 
of McHugh. His nose twitched with 
nervousness.

“Monsieur!" he whispered, in a 
hoarse voice. “ You got something 
worth money? Get heem out of sight 
afore Pascal is come back!"

That was all. Ovide flitted like a 
shadow into the shadows, and a door 
closed behind him. M cHugh had no 
more than time to take his pipe out 
of his mouth before the cook van
ished.

T T E  W A S left alone, with the slow 
murmur of the fire and the teas

ing aroma of the soup. He got up and 
walked to the fireplace. I t  was pea 
soup, and he was hungry. He took 
the spoon and tasted it, and hoped 
they would have supper soon. Then 
he stood in front of the fire w ith his 
hands clasped behind him while he 
considered the situation.

I t  was useless to th ink of going on 
immediately. The rawhide lacings of 
a snowshoe had parted from the rim 
all along one side. Lachance had 
said that he did not have a pair to 
sell, so there was nothing to be done 
short of taking some snowshoes by 
force.

M cH ugh’s rifle and his pack were 
in the cold and barren little cubicle 
that Black Pascal had shown him 
when he asked for a place where he 
could sleep by himself. The others 
probably bunked in the loft.

I f  Pascal intended to rob him, they 
must be even now taking care of his 
rifle. The way outside and into the 
bush was still open, but a man w ith
out snowshoes might as well stay 
here and die as to wallow in four 
feet of snow until he was run down.

Lachance and Malloy came back, 
and Malloy held M cH ugh’s rifle 
across his arm. L ittle  Ovide entered
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behind them and trotted to his kettle 
of soup. Malloy sat down with his 
finger inside the trigger guard. Pas
cal walked slowly up to the motion
less McHugh, who was back in his 
chair once more, and stood in front 
of him.

“I know you,” he said. “ 'Big Pete,’ 
they call you in Rimouski. You are 
friend of the rich old man, Henri 
Lavallee!”

"And what of tha t?” asked Mc
Hugh.

“Something pretty  good for m e!” 
Black Pascal’s dingy teeth showed in 
a grin that made him look more than 
ever like a baboon. Hair grew out 
of his ears and along the backs of 
hands that hung down to his knees. 
"You know Theophile Labombard, 
hein?”

“Yes,” admitted McHugh, slowly, 
glimpsing light on this conversation. 
“He worked for Monsieur Lavallee 
until a week ago.”

"He give Labombard the sack, yes? 
All right, Big Pete! Labombard stop 
here! He talk too much for hees 
own good, but fine for me! You take 
some little red stones to Quebec to 
sell for that Henri Lavallee, hein?”

NO W  McHugh understood. Labom
bard, discharged for thieving and 

lying, had known the affairs of the 
household. Peter M cH ugh’s hand in
voluntarily pressed against the pocket 
where a little leather, velvet lined 
case was concealed.

He had been intrusted with a 
necklace of rubies, last of the heir
looms in the family Lavallee. The 
necklace had come down through 
generations, from the time of the 
French regime and now it was to 
be sold in order that the only living 
Lavallee might end his days in com
fort.

Pascal had seen the gesture toward 
that pocket. His grin grew broader.

"I think Theophile Labombard do 
me big favor, hein?”

"W here is he now?” asked Mc
Hugh, sparring for time. The barrel 
of his own rifle, in the hands of Mal
loy, pointed at his stomach.

“That Labombard?” L a c h a n c e  
opened his cavern of a mouth and 
laughed. “The wolves know more as 
I do where he is! I don’t want no 
witness to say I hear about the red 
stones from Henri Lavallee!”

“So you killed him?” exclaimed 
McHugh. He was seasoned to hard 
living but a little chill went through 
him. “And you think you’re going 
to kill me and take the rubies?”

"For sure!”
“Say when, Pascal!” growled Mal

loy. “You better not monkey with 
that b ird !”

H E  rifle lifted a little. Peter Mc
H ugh’s life was a wisp of smoke, 

to be dissipated at a word from 
Black Pascal.

“So you think you’ll get the stones 
if you kill me?” McHugh asked.

“Say, Pascal!” cried Malloy, sud
denly. “Mebbe you better find out if 
he hid them rubies somewhere!”

Black Pascal turned and stared at 
Jake. It was hard for him, but he 
did a little thinking.

"Sacr6! I t ’s firs’ class you think 
of th a t!”

" I f  he ain’t got ’em on him you 
can’t make a dead man tell no th ing!”

“Look here, Big P e te !” said La
chance. “ Do you want to be dead 
when we put you out for the wolves, 
or do you want to be just a little bit 
dead? You give me those red 6tones 
and we make quick work, Jake and 
m e!”

“Much obliged,” replied McHugh, 
“but I don’t want to trade. The 
rubies are where you won’t find ’em, 
whether you kill me or n o t l”

Lachance snarled and his thick 
arms curved.

“W ait a m inu te!” snapped Malloy. 
“Tell him a few things and he’ll 
trade! W e got to know. He might
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of cached ’em out in the bush when 
he saw he’d got to stop h ere !”

“ I tell him something!” roared Pas
cal. “ Look, Big Pete! W e mean busi
ness! Jake, he is go out along the 
trail to meet you las’ night. He 
fix your snowshoe after you sleep 
so she go bust today and you got 
to stop on my house! W e don’t fool 
with you! I f  you don’t want hot 
poker in the eyes, you better tell 
where you got those red stones from 
H enri Lavallee!”

E T E R  M cHUGH had been balanc
ing on his chair. By comparison 

he was at ease again; there had been 
a few unpleasant seconds through 
which he had expected to catch a bul
let w ith his stomach. Now the rifle 
was lowered. This  was the moment to 
fight it out.

M cH ugh’s legs curled back until 
he got a good grip on the floor with 
his moccasins. He rose, but not to 
hand over the leather case. He came 
up like a steel spring uncoiling and 
launched the hardest blow he had 
ever struck.

W ith  his momentum and two hun
dred pounds weight behind it, his 
fist struck the prognathous jaw of 
Black Pascal. The sound was that 
of an axe against living oak. The 
blockhouse of a man did not go down 
but he turned half around and stum
bled dazedly, knocked out on his 
feet.

M cHugh recovered just in time to 
dodge the swinging rifle in the hands 
of Malloy. He sidestepped a n d  
struck, one, two, and Malloy crashed 
down against his bench and lay there. 
He was merely an ordinary man, and 
he had no business to mix in that 
fight.

Peter turned again, and thrilled to 
a strange emotion as he found the 
arms of Black Pascal reaching for 
him. Lachance was like some inhu
man monster. Paralyzing his brain 
did not stop him. He was no more

than half conscious, but he could 
fight.

McHugh could have stood off and 
beaten Pascal to a pulp but he 
wanted to end it quickly. This was 
no time for fancy work. He had to 
take command of that house of evil 
or it would take command of him, 
and destroy him.

He was known in the Gulf villages 
as the man who could lif t  a horse, 
and all of that great strength  was 
needed now. The arms of Black Pas
cal were like steel cables. Peter beat 
them down, away from his eyes and 
throat. Then, standing close, he drove 
vicious uppercuts against the ape- 
man’s chin.

He went up on his toes as he 
struck, lifting  with each blow, and 
the cannonball head of Lachance 
rolled on his shoulders. The life 
that had begun to come back into 
his eyes left them. He would go 
down in a moment more.

But in the very instant of victory 
Peter M cHugh felt his own breath 
leaving him. The room went black 
before his eyes. Too late he realized 
tha t something was cutting into his 
neck with a fiery strength  that 
seemed about to take his head from 
his body. He clawed at the thing but 
power left his fingers, his arms. They 
fell. He sagged against that band 
of torture around his throat. He was 
being hanged.

WH E N  Peter M cHugh opened his 
eyes he stared up at the time- 

darkened rafters of the room where 
he had lost consciousness. The suffo
cating pain had gone from his neck. 
He could breathe once more. The 
tantalizing smell of the soup came 
to him, and raucous, disputing voices 
filled his ears.

He was lying on the floor, on his 
back, and the pressure of cords told 
him that he was bound hand and 
foot. It was possible to raise his 
head, and he looked toward the fire-
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place. The argument there lulled, 
and Ovide began to dish out soup.

"You are good for something in a 
fight, Ovide,” said Pascal, speaking 
French. “If  you hadn’t got that rope 
over a rafter and around his neck, 
he’d have had me down! He knocked 
my head loose!”

"Look!” exclaimed Malloy, sud
denly. “He’s come out of i t ! ”

LACHANCE sprang up and came 
across the room. In one big paw 

he held a leather case, flapping open. 
The velvet padded interior was 
empty.

“ In it there is noth ing!” cried Pas
cal, thrusting the case at Peter. 
“W hat you done with those stones?” 

“Now are you glad you didn't 
6hoot me?” asked McHugh.

"Give me the poker!" raged La
chance. He grabbed a heavy mitten 
and jerked a long iron from the fire. 
The end glowed white hot. Tiny 
sparks jumped from it as Black Pas
cal bore it toward McHugh. Peter 
felt the heat on his face.

He had played the game this way 
to the limit. Now it was time to try  
something else. He stared up into 
the bruised, distorted mask above 
him and read that the end had come.

“I ’ll tell where the rubies are,” 
said Peter, steadily, “if you’ll untie 
me and set me on my feet. If  I get 
out of here alive I ’ll be of more use 
to my friend Lavallee with eyes than 
without them, and I can pay him for 
the necklace if I live long enough!” 

Lachance hesitated. The quicker 
thinking Malloy spoke.

“Take him up on th a t!” he cried. 
He snatched the rifle and ran to set 
his back against the outer door. Pas
cal hurled the poker at the fireplace 
and drew his knife. A moment later 
McHugh was able to get painfully to 
his feet.

The cook, Ovide, stood shrunk 
against the chimney with the spoon 
wagging helplessly in his hand and

his rabbit eyes rolling. He made 
false starts away from the fire but 
some strange fascination held him 
there.

“Now you ta lk !” commanded Pas
cal.

Malloy would shoot, of course, as 
soon as the rubies were found ; but 
in that moment there might be an
other chance to fight. This time 
Peter promised himself to take ac
count of the treacherous little cook.

“Lachance,” he said, slowly, “when 
you and Malloy went out to get my 
rifle, I stood by the fire and dropped 
the necklace into the soup kettle!”

Black Pascal gaped at him. Malloy 
ripped out an oath, half of admira
tion.

“Take the spoon and fish for ’em, 
Pascal!” he shouted. “ If  we'd rubbed 
him out they’d have stayed there all 
winter, for that damned Ovide never 
washes the pot!”

W IT H  a cry, Lachance ripped the 
spoon from the nerveless grasp 

of the cook, brushed the little man 
back with a sweep of his arm, and be
gan to poke about in the kettle. Sud
denly, with a yell of rage, he swung 
it from the fire and turned it over on 
the floor. The simmering flood 
poured out. Pascal dropped to his 
knees and fished with his hands 
among the dregs. Then he sprang 
up and stood poised to hurl himself 
at McHugh.

“L ia r!” he roared.
“W ait a m inute!” came in a cold 

voice from the watchful Malloy. He 
walked slowly toward Lachance. 
“This here is mighty tricky some
where! I t  wouldn’t do McHugh no 
good to stall this way, and he knows 
it! You’d just get mad and use the 
poker on him for ly ing!”

“W hat you say?” demanded Pascal. 
“Tricky? I guess so, me! You was 
the one that take him down so he 
don’t choke to death! W hile I sit on 
bench and can’t  see no th ing!”
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“Sure I was,” agreed Malloy. “And 
you was here alone while I went out 
for the jug  so we could have a drink 
after the fight! W h a t’s more, you 
had a good chance to pocket them 
rubies while you was pawing around 
on the floor just now! And then say 
you d idn’t find ’em!”

rTIH EY  glanced at each other, like 
two challenging dogs, but Malloy 

did not forget to stand so that he 
could keep Peter covered. Unnoticed 
by anyone except McHugh, the cook 
was slinking along the wall. He 
reached a corner and began to work 
toward the door. Peter, looking at 
him, received a message as clearly as 
though it had been shouted at him.

“ I told you where I put the neck
lace,” he said, “and now I can tell 
you who got it out of the kettle!”

A faint squeak came from Ovide, 
but it was drowned in the bellow of 
Black Pascal.

“If  Malloy got them stones, I take 
him all apar t!”

“Ovide warned me to hide my 
money, if I had any,” said Peter, 
“and he must^ have watched me 
through the crack of the door when 
I went to the fireplace. T h a t’s why 
he tried to choke me to death—so no 
one but him would know where the 
necklace was!”

The little cook had not been quite 
bold enough on his journey. He had 
another ten feet to go, and it might 
as well have been ten miles. Pascal 
rushed like a charging bull. Ovide

squealed, and a knife flashed into his 
hand.

McHugh, on his toes, saw the blade 
brush the matted hair of Lachance. 
I t  gleamed in the air, and found the 
neck of Jake Malloy. Even as Mal
loy choked and flung up a hand, 
Peter was on him. He wrenched the 
rifle out of his grasp, and struck. 
Malloy fell the width of the room 
and slammed against the wall.

In the corner Black Pascal had 
Ovide by the ears. He twisted with 
iron fingers, and the shrieks of the 
cook filled the room. Lachance shook 
him so that he flapped like a rag.

“W here you hide ’em?” he thun
dered. "I pull your ears off!”

“In the ashes under the fire 
shovel!” screamed Ovide.

T )A S C A L  turned, dragging his limp 
prisoner, and looked into the 

muzzle of M cH ugh’s rifle. He froze, 
snarling, and his fingers set deeper 
into the throat of the cook.

“ Lachance,” said Peter, grimly, 
“get over there beside Malloy and 
take Ovide with you! If  one of you 
moves while I ’m leaving here, I'll 
give him a bullet where i t’ll do the 
most good!”

McHugh backed to the fireplace 
and reached down into the ashes 
under the fire shovel. He slipped 
the necklace into his pocket and 
straightened up. Then he sighed, 
with relief and regret. All that good 
soup was on the floor and he had a 
long n igh t’s march ahead of him!
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T h e y  sw a rm e d  in to  the  village, a ta t te red  band o f

C H A P T E R  I 

One Chance In a Hundred

A P T A I N  R A O U L  D U - 
P R IE S T , commanding an 
unhappy band of ghosts no 

longer identifiable as the once-proud 
Company C, was not quite sane. He 
adm itted this privately to himself. 
A fter  six months of hell in Min
danao he had reached the breaking 
point—w ith no relief in sight.

A tide of unrest was sweeping 
through the southern Philippine ju n 
gles like a forest fire through dry 
pines. The Tirurayes, Bilaans and 
Bogobos were armed and hostile;

men of magic were at work among 
the Manobos; the Bukidnons were 
committing atrocities throughout the 
grass country beyond the M ulita 
River; the Moros, always ready to 
die for Alahuta 'Ala—God the E x 
alted—were merely w aiting for the 
pagan tribes to start the fireworks.

To make it worse, long overdue 
replacements had been switched to 
field duty on the turbulent Island of 
Jolo. Captain D uPriest and his ail
ing company had been forgotten and 
left to rot on the muddy banks of 
the Rio Grande de Mindanao.

Dipping a spoon into a wide
mouthed blue bottle, D uPriest fed

Lank Jones, Kentucky Mountaineer, Was a
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sick soldiers bounding into the jaws of death

himself an enormous dose of qui
nine and washed it down with a 
draught of Scotch. W earily, he re
sumed his scrutiny of a mildewed 
map which was studded with glass
headed pins, each marking the loca
tion of a village seething with revolt.

Suddenly there came from the di
rection of the cook tent the sound 
of a lugubrious human voice raised 
in song.

"The ole time reelijun 
The ole time reelijun 
She’s good enough fer me.”

A frown appeared on D uPries t’s 
waxy countenance. Pushing back 
his chair, he crossed the wooden

floor of his tent, noting as he did 
so that it must soon be raised to 
keep the water out. Opening the 
tent fly, he looked out upon a for
lorn semicircle of sagging, soggy, 
disconsolate tents, nearly every one 
of which sheltered at least one sick 
man.

His ears were assailed by two 
monotonous sounds: the slow, weepy 
dripping of rain and that dolefully 
chanting voice.

“The ole time relijun,
The ole time relijun."

‘‘Sergeant Cooley!”
‘‘Here, sir.”
A slickered figure came slogging

Misfit in the A rm y-B u t How H e Could Fight!
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out of the nearest water-soaked tent.
“I say, Sergeant,” D uPriest snap

ped testily, “can’t you do something 
about that songbird? H e’s been at 
it since reveille.”

“I t ’s that guy Jones, sir—Ken
tucky’s gift to the Army,” the ser
geant explained hopelessly. “I been 
r id in’ him all day. I ’ve done every
thing except muzzle him.”

“ Capital idea, Sergeant. Go and 
muzzle him at once!”

Letting  the tent fly fall back, Du
Pries t returned to his work table. 
Having selected another pin, he 
jabbed it into the map and leaned 
back in his chair, frowning.

“Mona-Mona,” he muttered. “Datu 
Abong is king-bee in that hornet’s 
nest. Got to find out what he’s up 
to—somehow.”

He smiled bitterly. W ith in  the 
last fortn ight he had sent out a dozen 
native spies to scout the Bogobo 
Country. None of those spies had 
returned. Their heads, neatly wrap
ped in banana leaves, had been tossed 
into the parade ground at night, 
however, with the result that no na
tive of Cotabato would now under
take a mission into the Bogobo do
main.

AT length DuPriest again called 
for Sergeant Cooley.

“Send Andy Kaysmith in,” he in
structed. “ Better send his son, too.” 

Reseating himself, he resumed 
study of his maps while he waited 
for the men to appear.

Andrew Jackson Kaysmith and 
W illiam Tecumseh Sherman Kay
smith were father and son. Born 
soldiers, they were the kind of men 
army officers pray for and seldom 
get. Old Andy had drummed 
charges at Shiloh and marched with 
General Sherman to the sea. By 
special dispensation he had been kept 
off the retired list, ju s tify ing  that 
favor by winning citation after cita
tion in the Moro campaign.

Now D uPriest was about to ask 
him to risk his life and his son’s 
life to save Company C from an
nihilation. W hile he waited, the 
captain fortified himself with an
other drink.

" P R E S E N T L Y  the Kaysmiths enter- 
ed the tent and saluted. Of that 

rugged, rawhide American type 
which seems able to withstand any
thing and everything in the way of 
hardship, their faces showed no 
traces of weariness, illness, or men
tal s train ; even in their patched, 
jungle-stained uniforms they had 
managed to retain the appearance of 
soldiers.

“Sit down,” DuPriest said briefly.
He shuffled the maps and cleared 

his throat.
“You have campaigned in the Bo

gobo country—to the slopes of Mt. 
Apo and beyond?” The question 
was directed at Andy Kaysmith.

"Yes, sir. Under Captain Persh- 
ing.

“You have been in Mona-Mona?”
“Yes, sir.”
DuPriest cleared his throat again.
“The whole upper river country 

is in a state of unrest,” he ex
plained presently. “I gather that 
Datu Abong is the prime trouble
maker—but a number of other pow
erful chiefs are ready to back him 
up.” He drummed the tabletop w ith 
his fingertips. “Unless I can find 
out exactly what is in the air—and 
squelch it—the Island of Mindanao 
will blow wide open.”

He paused and looked searchingly 
at the two soldiers. Father and son 
met his gaze with steady looks.

“ Someone will have to lead a re
connaissance party  up-river,” Du
Priest went on. " I t  would be suicide 
for Sergeant Cooley to attempt it. 
He doesn’t  know the country well 
enough.”

Old Andy and his son snapped to 
attention.
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“I  guess I speak for Sherman as 
well as myself, Captain,” Andy said. 
“F a r ’s I ’m concerned, I ’m thankin’ 
you for givin’ us th ’ chance.”

“W hatever Dad says is okay with 
me,” Sherman agreed.

“I can only give you three men,” 
D uPriest said gravely.

“T h a t’s all right,” Andy replied. 
T h ree ’s enough on a scoutin’ trip. If 
more went, they’d be in th ’ way.”

TH E  five men departed under cover 
of darkness. Everything possible 

was done to keep their going a secret; 
yet none knew better than Captain 
D uPriest that the jungle telegraph 
would soon be throbbing the news to 
wily jungle madmen.

Four days later Sherman Kay- 
smith, almost unconscious, came 
floating down the river in a canoe. 
D uPries t’s worst fears were realized 
the moment the youngster spoke. 
There had been an ambush. The 
boy’s father was a prisoner, doomed 
to a horrible death. Sherman him
self was desperately wounded. The 
other three were dead.

“T hey ’ve got Dad—in Mona-Mona 
—going to sacrifice him—at full 
m oon!”

The rest of Sherman Kaysmith’s 
story was lost in delirious ravings; 
but he had told all that was neces
sary.

Captain D uPriest spoke briefly to 
the contract surgeon.

“I t ’s up to you to save that boy’s 
l i fe !”

To Lieutenant Osborne, who was 
sick in bed, he had more to say.

"Five days until full moon, and 
a hundred miles of jungle between 
the lower Pulangi and Mona-Mona! 
Not one chance in a hundred that 
we can get there in time. But I ’m 
going. And if we don’t bring Andy 
Kaysmith back alive, by the jumping 
Judas, we’ll at least avenge him !” 

The captain poured himself a 
tumbler of whiskey and downed it.

“Never heard of human sacrifice 
in the Philippines, eh? Well, the 
Bogobos do it. It 's  their usual pre
lude to a spree of blood-letting. All 
the more reason why we’ve got to 
prevent it, d’ye see? Usually the 
victim is a native, but this time 
they’ve got a white man—old Andy.

“W e can’t let it happen! I t  can’t 
happen—not while one of my men 
is able to carry a gun!”

The camp hummed with activity. 
Somehow, among the sick crew at 
his disposal, Captain D uPriest had 
picked enough able-bodied men to 
form a punitive detachment. These 
were now preparing to hit the trail, 
and the captain was being driven to 
distraction by sick but proficient 
liars who were bent upon persuading 
him that the fate of the expedition 
would depend upon their presence in 
it. W ith  one man yet to be se
lected, he finally turned every appli
cant away.

O ut of the confines of the cook 
tent a human voice brayed with 
soul-curdling loneliness.

“Up yonduh 
Up yond-u-u-u-h

Sun alius shine—up-p-p-p yond-u-u-h-h-h.”

AS the sounds struck Captain Du
P r ie s t’s ears, his face brightened 

with an expression that might have 
been inspiration. The singer was his 
pet abomination, the pet abomina
tion, in fact, of every man in Com
pany C. Lank Jones was his name; 
birthplace, Breathitt County, Ken
tucky; peace-time occupation, moon
shiner; age, indefinite; education, 
nil; reason for being in the Army, 
accidental.

A quirk of fate had been respon
sible for the presence of Lank Jones 
in the American Army of Occupa
tion in the Philippines. He was sol
diering for the compelling reason 
that one of his distant cousins had 
shot a McCallum in the ecstasy of 
a Kentucky election, after which
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event many of the Joneses of 
B reathitt County had died violently.

Some, including Lank, had found 
it expedient to see the world. Thus 
fate had sent him into the Army; 
but neither fate nor Sergeant Cooley 
had been able to make a soldier out of 
him.

His body hung together as though 
loosely tied with strings; his shoul
ders had a droop that no drill ser
geant could correct. He walked like 
an Indian, lif ting  his feet high and 
setting them down cautiously. He 
couldn’t keep step with the Army, 
and no army that ever existed could 
have kept step with him. By his 
own confession he “jis t wa’n’t  cut 
out fer th ’ Army nohow.” To which 
the Army agreed.

Today, as usual, Lank Jones was 
doing K. P. duty, doing it sadly. 
Not because he minded the onerous 
work—he was used to tha t—but be
cause he had heard of Andy Kay- 
sm ith ’s plight. W hich may or may 
not have been the reason that the 
song he had selected this morning 
as vehicle to his sorrow was one of 
his own composition.

“Up yonduh, up yond-u-u-h 
Sun alius shines up yonduh 
Plenty of likker 
Plenty o’ money 
Up yondu-u-u-h 
Sun alius shines up yonduh.”

IN T H E  midst of this monotonous 
chorus Sergeant Cooley entered the 

cook tent. A six-foot Vermonter 
imbued w ith a Yankee’s inborn 
aversion for anyone south of the 
Mason-Dixon Line, Cooley’s dislike 
was intensified in Jones’s case a thou
sandfold.

‘‘Skipper wants to see you,” Cooley 
jerked an expressive thumb toward 
the captain’s tent.

“ Gosh,” Lank groaned. “W h a t’ve 
Ah done naow?”

“Lord only knows. Go and see!” 
In  his excitement at being sum

moned into the presence of his cap

tain, Lank forgot to remove his flour- 
sack apron.

Sergeant Cooley watched him go, 
his granite face twisted in an ex
pression of supreme disgust.

“God help us if th ’ Old Man 
takes that muttonhead along,” he re
marked to the cook.

“Maybe he’ll git kilt,” Greaseball 
hazarded.

“ I hope so,” Cooley snapped over 
his shoulder as he sploshed out into 
the rain.

CA P T A IN  D u P R IE S T  was occu
pied with his maps when Lank 

stumbled into his tent, announcing his 
presence by upsetting a camp chair. 
As D uPriest looked up, his thin, 
waxen face darkening w ith  a frown, 
Lank essayed a brisk salute w ith  his 
left hand. Deciding that he had 
done it wrong, he tried with his 
right, the result being that he had 
both hands slanting above his eyes 
at the same time.

He had stiffened into a semblance 
of attention. Now, transfixed by 
D u P ries t’s rapier glance, he began 
to move his feet, first sidewise, then 
forward, then backward. Suddenly 
remembering that he was not sup
posed to chew tobacco in the pres
ence of his superiors, he swallowed 
the quid that reposed in his left 
cheek. Tears came into his naturally 
w atery  eyes.

D uPriest, being human, could not 
maintain the icy stare. He laughed, 
and that sound struck fresh terror 
into the palpitating heart of Lank’ 
Jones. Still holding his hands 
clamped to his brow, he wriggled 
like a puppy caught sucking eggs. 

“Take those hands down!"
Lank gulped and obeyed.
“You’re a hell of a soldier,” Du

P ries t commented, freezing again. 
“ W hat are you in this man’s Army 
fo r?”

“Ah cain’t  rightly  say,” Lank re
plied with a bashful grin. “Ah'
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reckon Ah jist didn’t know what Ah 
was g it t in ’ into.”

Smiling grimly, the captain poured 
himself a drink of whiskey. He then 
broke all military precedents by fill
ing another glass for Lank.

‘‘I like tru thfulness,” he said. 
“Have a drink.”

LANK lifted the glass and poured 
the liquor into his mouth. His 

Adam’s apple skipped up and down 
his th roat; he batted his eyes and 
wiped his lips. Then, with simple 
honesty, he expressed his apprecia
tion.

"T h a t’s right good drinkin’ likker,” 
he said.

D uPriest jerked his head toward 
the overturned chair.

“Pick up that chair and sit down.” 
He added: “ Before you fall down.” 

W hen Lank had successfully ex
ecuted this command, DuPriest con
tinued :

“Have you heard about the Kay- 
smiths?”

“Yep,” Lank replied. “A h’m right 
sorry.”

“So are we all,” D uPriest replied 
dryly. “W hy  do you suppose I 
called you in here, Jones? Think
hard.”

Three long furrows appeared on 
L ank’s brow. He gazed at the 
ground and placed the heel of one 
shoe upon the toe of the other.

“Ah thought maybe A d’d done 
somethin’ agin th ’ rules,” he replied 
at last, “but danged if ’n Ah kin 
think of anything Ah’ve done
wrong.” His face brightened. “May
be y ’all jist wanted to give me a 
drink o’ likker.”

“W rong ,” D uPriest snapped stern
ly. “Listen, Jones, try to under
stand this, because i t’s important.
I ’m going to lead a detachment to 
rescue Andy Kaysmith. There 
aren’t twenty men in the company 
who are fit for field service. At least 
ten of those must stay here to de

fend the camp. H itherto  you’ve 
been peeling spuds while other men 
were doing the fighting, for the sim
ple reason that you’ve been too 
dumb, or too uninterested, to learn 
a soldier’s duties.

“W e’re going to change that—not 
because you’ve shown any recent 
signs of intelligence, but because 
you’re strong as an ox. This job 
calls for tough men. So you’re go
ing to volunteer. Now beat it. Get 
your gun and pack, and ask Sergeant 
Cooley for a hundred rounds of 
ammunition. You’re in the Army 
n o w !”

Lank’s face b r igh tened ; his color
less eyes sparkled.

“A h’m shore much obliged,” he 
said with as much ecstasy as his 
drawly voice was capable of express
ing. “Ah was afeerd ye wouldn’t 
let me go.”

C H A P T E R  I I  

Lightning A ttack

T H E Y  were in the jungle 
hacking at vines, slogging 
through bogs, fighting in
sects and cursing the heat—Captain 

D uPriest and nine men. They had 
buried Stephanopoulos, the Greek, 
yesterday. The first casualty, he had 
stepped upon a thin sliver of bam
boo, scarcely larger than a darning 
needle, which had gone clean through 
his water-soaked shoe and halfway 
through his foot.

Poisoned, of course, w ith upas sap. 
The Greek had died twenty min
utes later, in awful agony.

Now Private Lank Jones, being 
the strongest man in the party, was 
carryirfg the rifle of his dead march
ing mate in addition to his own. 
D uPries t’s orders. On the trail 
ahead, an extra rifle might mean the 
difference between success and fail
ure.

During most of the day they had 
sweltered amid steamy dampnes»$
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now, as night came on, they were 
freezing in a dripping rain that 
would soon replace fever with chills. 
Finally, at the end of that misera
ble day, darkness wrapped the misty 
mountains like an all-enveloping 
cloak.

The hacking, slogging and swear
ing ceased. Captain D uPries t’s voice 
rang sharply. Outposts were tailed 
off and sent to strategic positions. 
Shelter halves were rigged up in the 
optimistic hope that they might keep 
off some of the rain.

W ith  one exception, the men knew 
what to do and did it efficiently, 
without orders. The exception was 
Lank Jones; he was mostly occupied 
in keeping out of the way of the 
others.

Finally, seizing an opportune mo
ment, he sidled up to DuPriest.

“Shore is chilly, Cap'n,” he began 
apologetically. “Ah’ve been think- 
in ’.”

“Thinking again?” The fever in 
D uPries t’s bones made his temper 
edgy. “ Don’t do it, Jones. You’ll 
wear out that keen intellect of 
yours.” He turned away, but Lank 
Jones, his mind buzzing with an idea, 
was like a leech.

“ T F  y ’all don’t keer, A h’d kinda 
like to contrive a mite o’ fiah an’ 

maybe cook some coffee.”
“Jones, you’ve quite evidently 

missed the fact that it has been 
raining for two weeks,” D uPriest 
remarked gently. “The devil him
self couldn’t make this wet wood 
burn.”

“ I f ’n y ’all don’t keer,” Lank per
sisted, “Ah think Ah could contrive 
a fiah.”

“Then go ahead—perhaps you’ll 
earn a medal. At least, it will keep 
you from thinking.” The captain 
sat down and rested his aching head 
against a tree root.

Lank ambled off into the gloom. 
W hen he returned he was staggering

under an enormous load of soggy 
wood—and mournfully singing. He 
went back into the darkness again 
and again, apparently untroubled by 
the absence of light. On his last 
trip  he brought back his campaign 
hat filled with what appeared to be 
pieces of weathered limestone. Hav
ing carefully deposited this load be
side the pile of wet logs, he squatted 
and began to arrange the smaller 
sticks, one upon another.

SE R G E A N T  COOLEY saw what he 
was doing and came to scoff.

“Say, whattaya think this is—a 
picnic? Steve’s shelter half and 
yours is supposed to make a tent. 
W here’s it a t?” Steve was short for 
Stephanopoulos, who had been Lank’s 
marching mate.

Lank looked up with a start. He 
was wholesomely afraid of Sergeant 
Cooley.

“Gosh,” he apologized, “Ah reckin 
Ah plumb fergot.”

“Yeah—you fergot! You’d fergit 
your feet if they wasn’t fastened on. 
W hattaya think you’re doin’ now, 
huh?”

“ Ah was aimin’ to make a fiah,” 
Lank replied in a chastened voice.

“You would think of something 
brilliant. Git busy then—and stay 
on th ’ job till you git a fire—see? 
T h a t’s fer fe rg ittin ’ to put up your 
tent. E ither  make a fire or stay at 
it all night—git me?” Cooley’s grin 
of satisfaction was concealed in the 
darkness.

“Bet he won’t be singin’ hymns at 
daylight,” thought the sergeant 
pleasantly.

Lank reached for his hat and care
fully selected one of the knotty 
lumps it contained.

“ Say,” Cooley’s curiosity over
came him, “whattaya goin’ to do with 
them rocks?”

“H it a in’t rocks,” Lank drawled 
informatively. “H it ’s some kind o’ 
gum. H it grows on trees.”
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He struck a match and held it to 
the hunk of gum, which immediately 
burst into a hot flame.

“H it grows on trees an’ h i t ’s called 
massigy, er somethin’ like that. 
Shore burns purty, don't h i t?”

He placed the burning gum under
neath the slivers and twigs and 
banked other pieces around it. P res
ently the whole heap was burning; 
then some of the sticks flickered into 
flame.

^ V T A O W ,"  Lank drawled, his voice 
untinged by any note of t r i 

umph. “Ah reckon A h’ll fix up that 
pup ten t afore Ah fergits h it again.”

Sergeant Cooley grunted his dis
gust and expectorated spitefully  into 
the cheery fire.

Out of the darkness came a laugh 
from D uPriest that was to Sergeant 
Cooley like salt to a wound.

He was presently  to have his sat
isfaction, for Lank met his W a te r 
loo when he tried to set up the pup 
tent. Completely baffled, he floun
dered in the mud for an hour be
fore he finally got the th ing set up 
—wrong side out and hind part be
fore. At last the sergeant snatched 
away the muddy canvas and roughly 
shoved Lank aside.

“ I ’ll do it—I ’ll do it.” he pro
claimed loudly. “ I won’t ask you 
to watch, because you’re too dumb to 
learn. Go and see if you can boil 
some coffee w ithout burnin’ it. Put 
some of your K. P. maneuvers into 
practice !”

Again Lank faced a task he could 
do. His coffee was a triumph. Some 
of the less grudging of his comrades 
almost forgave his former trespasses 
and even Cooley thawed a little un
der the influence of his fourth pan
nikin. Then, from the apologetic 
shelter of his pup tent, Captain Du
P ries t called out a compliment and 
a command.

"T h a t’s mighty fine coffee, Jones. 
Bring the pot over here—I believe

i t ’s whipping these infernal chills.” 
L ank’s face broke into a sunny 

smile. He bent over the fire. He 
picked up the coffee pot. He walked 
toward D uPries t’s tent. He was half
way to his objective when a section 
of climbing rattan, coiled like a steel 
spring, betrayed him. He fell the 
rest of the way, and the coffee that 
missed D uPriest splashed into his 
blankets.

“Gosh,” Lank’s voice was vibrant 
with horror. “Ah d idn’t aim to do 
that! Honest Ah didn’t ! ”

“ If  I thought you had,” D uPriest 
barked, “I ’d have you shot! You 
blundering son of a jackass! Can’t 
you even bring a man a pot of coffee 
without half scalding him to death?” 

“Ah'm right sorry,” Lank managed 
to say.

“ Sorry—hell! I ’ll make you sorry, 
you half-witted terrap in! Tom or
row you’ll carry five hundred rounds 
of spare ammunition. Not that I 
th ink you’ll profit by the lesson— 
you won’t.”

IF T H E  first day had been unpleas
ant, the next was well-nigh intoler

able. The thin, voracious leeches of 
Mindanao came out of the gluey mud 
by the millions; they were coiled on 
every dead leaf and stick. They  
crawled through eyelets of shoes, in
sinuated themselves underneath leg
gings, even worked their needle- 
shaped bodies through khaki trous
ers; and wherever they came in con
tact with flesh they attached them
selves and began to swell with blood.

Sergeant Cooley was the worst suf
ferer. All through the day he 
marched in blood-filled shoes, and by 
mid-afternoon he was in a temper.

The detachment halted for a rest 
at three o’clock. Dropping upon 
the ground, the sergeant took off 
shoes and leggings and began remov
ing his collection of bloodsuckers by 
touching a cigarette to their tails. 

W ith  his usual genius for doing
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the unfortunate thing, Lank seated 
himself on a near-by log to watch 
the procedure.

“Sho!” he exclaimed, his eyes 
bulging. “Ye hain’t got that many 
leeches. They hain’t that many 
leeches in th ’ w orld!’’

“Damn you!” Cooley roared. "Shut

A LO O K  of pain crossed Lank’s 
homely features. He fumbled 

for a piece of tobacco, took a huge 
bite, and slowly masticated it.

"Sho!” he presently remarked in 
a tone of abject apology. “Ah didn’t 
aim t ’ rile ye, Sarjint. Honest—” 

Cooley’s basilisk eyes glittered. 
“One more crack outa you,” he re

marked with slow emphasis, “and 
i t ’ll be too bad.”

One after another the leeches drop
ped off under the cigarette trea t
ment. W ith  fascinated eyes, Lank 
watched them as they fell. The ser
geant’s anger increased, his features 
slowly assuming the color of a tu r
key gobbler’s wattles. In  the midst 
of it Private Bagshaw, who was a 
Limey and a wag, touched Lank’s 
shoulder.

“H i never seen nothin’ like hit, 
bless me hif I did,” he remarked 
solemnly.

“Ah, was jist goin’ to say,” Lank 
replied innocently, “they must be a 
powerful bother i f ’n ye git plumb 
covered with ’em.”

The sergeant clenched his fists. 
“Naow, me,” Lank went on, “Ah 

done put a hex on mine with green 
terbaccer.” He removed one of his 
leggings, disclosing a bony shank 
neatly wrapped in green tobacco 
leaves. “Ye jist wrop hit around your 
laigs. Them leeches cain’t abide th ’ 
taste of hit.”

“H u h ?” Cooley’s grunt was one of 
blank amazement.

“Nope,” reiterated Lank. “They 
j is t  cain’t abide hit. H it seems to 
disagree on their stummicks.”

“How’d you find that ou t?” Cooley 
demanded.

“One o’ them Moros that holps me 
peel ’taters done tole me afore we 
started .”

Cooley snorted.
“W here’d you git that tobacco?”
“ Found hit back yonduh.” Lank 

jerked his thumb over his shoulder. 
“ I f ’n ye recall that cl’arin’ we-all 
passed back yonduh—th a t’s whar Ah 
found hit.”

"And you just helped yourself?” 
Cooley’s voice grated like pieces of 
broken iron. “J u s t  went in and got 
some, huh? W ithou t g it t in ’ leave, 
huh? And now you’ve got th ’ cock
eyed nerve to set there and brag 
about it! W hy the devil d idn’t you 
tell the rest of us?”

An expression of poignant regret 
crossed Lank’s face.

“Gosh,” he sighed, “Ah reckon Ah 
plumb fergot to mention hit.”

“I ’ll make you f e rg i t !” Cooley 
glanced around to make sure that 
D uPriest was not within hearing. 
"You’re goin’ back and fetch us all 
some tobacco. Maybe tha t’ll help 
your memory. Git goin’—and make 
it snappy!”

Obediently, Lank picked up his 
two rifles, his pack and his extra 
burden of ammunition, draped them 
over his round shoulders, and sloshed 
back down the trail, sadly humming 
a pious song.

“Hope to hell he’s ambushed,” 
Cooley growled venomously.

FIV E  minutes later Captain Du
Priest blew his whistle. As the 

men fell in he noticed Lank’s absence 
and turned a questioning look in 
Cooley’s direction.

“ W here’s Jones?”
“Oh, h im ?” The sergeant shrug

ged with elaborate unconcern. “I 
sent him back a ways to git some 
green tobacco to keep off leeches.” 

“No more of that, Sergeant. I 
won’t have you overstepping your
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authority. You know the danger of 
ambush. If  he doesn’t come back, 
I ’ll hold you responsible.”

“Go ahead and bust me,” Cooley 
muttered under his breath. “ If  that 
son of a billygoat don’t come back, 
i t ’ll be worth it.”

TH EY  were climbing up into the 
hills now, where the jungle was 

not so thick. Presently  they struck 
a native trail, muddy and slippery, 
but decent by comparison with the 
track they had been following. The 
rain ceased. The clouds broke long 
enough for them to glimpse the sun, 
and they stepped along more brisk
ly. Irresponsible Private Bagshaw, 
unaware that he was thus expending 
the last few breaths of his life, broke 
into a snatch of bawdy song.

The jungle gave forth no sound. 
No leaf stirred. No bird or animal 
moved. Yet paralleling the trail, and 
never more than fifty yards from the 
marching soldiers, there was hostile 
life. Through  those vine-laced trees 
stalked a group of Bogobo warriors 
armed with bows and arrows and 
throw ing spears, invisible as death 
in that dense growth.

The attack came with lightning 
suddenness as the soldiers entered 
an abandoned clearing on a hilltop. 
There were no yells, nor did any na
tive show himself. But out of that 
wall of green, and from three sides, 
spears and arrows came whizzing.

One of the javelins struck Bag
shaw in the breast, going through 
his body and into his pack. W ith  a 
loud cough, he straightened, clawing 
at the wooden shaft, then pitched 
forward. A fter tha t—silence.

D uPriest rapped out a terse order. 
“To the center of the clearing! 

Prone firing position—in a circle!” 
The command was executed w ith

out hurry  or confusion. D uPriest 
expected the usual wild rush to fol
low tha t first flight of arrows and 
6pears. He therefore placed his men

so that it could be met from all 
sides. But no rush came.

“How about givin’ ’em a volley?” 
Cooley suggested.

“Not unless you see something to 
shoot at. Can’t afford to waste am
munition.”

The men began to squirm as the 
minutes dragged by. Three long 
furrows appeared on D uPries t’s 
brow. Sergeant Cooley fruitlessly
searched the surrounding leafy wall 
for a target.

“Strange,” D uPriest muttered. “I 
wish they’d attack and get it over 
with.” To himself he added: “God 
help us if they put it off until after 
dark.”

“ Bunk,” Cooley growled. “T hey’re 
gone. W h a t’s th ’ use of layin’
here?”

He had his answer before the 
words were out of his mouth. A 
long slender arrow with a fiendishly 
barbed head whanged out of a clump 
of wild banana and struck the ground 
w ithin an inch of his chin.

“The devil! I seen v/here that came 
f ro m !”

He blazed away and the bullet 
clipped off a leaf where a native 
should have been. A derisive yell 
told that he had missed. Cooley 
swore and fired twice more; he only 
wasted ammunition. There was noth
ing visible to shoot at.

FOR the better part of an hour 
those spears and arrows came h u rt

ling out of the undergrowth. Most 
of them struck dangerously near 
their marks.

It was nearly dark when DuPriest 
gave utterance to his troublesome 
thoughts.

“They probably mean to wear us 
down and rush us just before dawn. 
W e ’ll be in a tight corner. T here ’s 
only one thing for it—wait, keep 
awake, and give them hell when they 
do show themselves.

“W e could use Jones now.” He
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favored Cooley with a meaning 
glance. “But Jones has very likely 
gone the way of Bagshaw.”

The sergeant was forming a reply 
when the shattering report of a 
Krag-Jorgensen broke the stuffy si
lence. The shot was followed by a 
wild yell.”

“ By Ju d as !” D uPriest exclaimed. 
“That must have been Jones. H e’s 
right down among them !”

Cooley’s eyes sparkled.
“ More’n likely he’ll git bumped 

off. too.”
There was a moment of silence; 

then the rifle crashed again. A fter 
that the reports came with monoto
nous regularity, each one a little 
farther away than the last.

“ Sounds like he’s chasing them 
home,” D uPriest said. “Jones may 
have the makings of a soldier in him 
after all.”

“Not a chance,” Cooley muttered 
under his breath.

TH E  rush of tropic darkness came 
soon afterwards, and D uPriest 

gave orders to bivouac in the clearing. 
In the business of making camp, Lank 
Jones was almost forgotten. But not 
for long. He came stumbling out of 
the darkness and stepped into a 
mess tin full of goldfish. The mess 
tin of Sergeant Cooley.

“W hat have you been doing, 
Jones?” DuPriest demanded.

"Ah didn’t aim to take so long,” 
Lank apologized. “But they was 
twelve on ’em, an’ hit done took a 
r ight smart o’ trailin’ to git ’em all. 
Last one nearly got away.” Lank’s 
voice was mournful. “Ah had to 
shoot twice at him.”

“W here’s that tobacco you was 
goin’ to bring fer them leeches?” de
manded one of his mates. “Me, I 
got a million leeches between my 
knees and my feet.”

“Gosh!” Lank removed his hat and 
thoughtfu lly  scratched his head. 
“Ah done fotched some, but Ah

drapped hit while Ah was follerin’ 
afte r them wild uns. Reckon Ah 
plumb fergot to pick hit up when 
Ah was a-comin’ back.”

C H A P T E R  I I I  

Lank Sins Again

O M PANY C’s detachment 
had been four days on the 
trail.

They  were ragged, bearded and 
dirty, their bodies covered with in
sect bites. A lternately parched by 
fever and shaken by chills, they did 
not complain. There was still a day 
to spare before the night of the full 
moon—and less than a dozen kilo
meters to go.

At the noon halt D uPriest ex
plained his plan.

“W e ’ll camp near the village. 
Some time tonight Sergeant Cooley 
and I will ascertain whether Kay- 
smith is still alive. I f  they know 
we’re coming, they may have killed 
him. I don’t consider that very like
ly, however, thanks to Jones’ excel
lent work in wiping out the party 
that ambushed us.”

Lank blushed and squirmed under 
the compliment. Cooley disguised 
a snort by loudly blowing his nose.

D uPriest was a fair-minded man. 
Despite Lank’s hopelessness as a 
routine soldier, he had—acting op 
his own initiative—accomplished one 
fine piece of work. By no means 
blind to Cooley’s bulldozing, Du
Pries t had several times mentioned 
his appreciation. Before nightfall, 
however, it was to be the rookie’s 
misfortune to fall again into bad 
grace.

Again his sin was his marvelous 
awkwardness. An hour before dusk 
the detachment had come to a deep 
stream which flowed swiftly over a 
bed of huge boulders slippery with 
water moss. Each man having been 
given a share of food supplies, medi
cal equipment, or ammunition to
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carry across, they plunged into the 
water. I t  was Lank’s misfortune to 
carry a wicker hamper which con
tained, among other things, all of 
their precious supply of cigarettes.

Halfway to the bank, he slipped 
on a glassy boulder and lunged wild
ly for the next rock. He almost 
made it. Arms gyrating, he stood 
for a moment in an excellent, if ani
mated, representation of the leaning 
tower of Pisa.

“H eyI” Cooley yelled. “Hey, you 
<—look ou t!”

“ Don’t douse them cigarettes!” 
T h is  was not advice; it was a sol
dier’s prayer.

UN T IL  the sergeant shouted, Lank 
had been making strenuous ef

fo rts  to postpone the inevitable. Now 
his jaw dropped. A stunned look over
spread his features as, clawing the 
air, he met Cooley’s unforgiving 
stare.

S plosh!
Lank disappeared beneath a blos

soming fountain of spray. There 
was an instant when his number 
twelve marching shoes were seen 
pro truding  from the w ater; then 
they disappeared until his body 
broke the surface, like the leisurely 
rising of a submerged water buffalo. 
He still gripped his rifle, but the 
hamper was floating off into the 
swirling rapids.

“Gosh!” Lank bleated. “Hit wasn’t 
my fault—”

“The cigarettes!” yelled Private 
“Bowery” Smith tragically. “You 
mug! Youse has lost ’em!”

Lank looked at his empty hands 
with dumb amazement. Slowly he 
waggled his head.

“Sho! Ah reckon Ah lett'n ’em go 
when Ah hit bottom.”

"You — you — leper!” Cooley 
shouted. “Blast you! I wish your 
enlistment was twenty years. I ’d 
make you peel a million spuds for 
each one o’ them cigarettes!"

Lank hardly heard Cooley’s voice. 
He was gazing spellbound into the 
accusing eyes of Captain DuPriest. 
The captain’s jaw was thrust ou t;  
his lips a thin line across his 
bearded face ; his brows drawn fore
bodingly together.

“Jones, you’ve not only lost our 
cigarettes—that hamper contained 
my last bottle of whiskey!”

“Ah didn’t aim—”
“You didn’t aim! You never aim! 

You blundered into this world, the 
Lord knows why or how, and you’ve 
been blundering ever since. You’re a 
nuisance to the Army, a disgrace to 
Company C, and an abomination to 
me. The articles of war permit pun
ishment before the firing squad for 
certain offenses; yet for men like 
you we have nothing worse than the 
guardhouse or kitchen police. I t  
isn’t fa ir!”

For the remainder of the day no 
one spoke to Lank; no one except 
Sergeant Cooley. He had plenty to 
say. Scathing though his abuse was, 
however, it was to Lank as nothing 
in comparison with the devastating 
silence of DuPriest.

A H ’M right sorry, Cap’n,” he said 
humbly when he could bear the 

damning silence no longer. “Ah 
must sorta slipped. Ah didn’t aim 
to drap your likker.”

DuPriest, needing a drink in the 
worst way, drew himself up and 
subjected Lank to long and thought
ful scrutiny. He studied him as an 
entomologist might study some rare 
insect. Under that condemning stare 
Lank felt himself shriveling to in
finitesimal proportions. He wished, 
almost audibly, for a worm hole to 
crawl into.

“Jones,” DuPriest clipped at last, 
“ if you possessed the virtue of never 
committing the same offense twice, 
you would now be on the threshold 
of perfection. You’ve committed 
every military crime in the curicu-
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lum. short of high treason or deser
tion. You sorta slipped, eh? B ah!” 
Turning on his heel, DuPriest 
marched away, stiffly erect.

Under cover of gathering dusk, 
the detachment approached almost to 
the edge of Mona-Mona. The vil
lage was larger than most hill set
tlements; the elevated houses of 
grass and bamboo stood in orderly 
rows, filling a small valley and over
flowing upon the flanks of surround
ing hills.

TO N IG H T  a huge fire was burning 
under a thatched shed in the plaza. 

In  the light of the flames a dark 
mass of warriors seethed back and 
forth. D uPriest studied the angry 
scene for a long time, then motioned 
Cooley to his side.

“How many fighting men do you 
suppose there are in that plaza, Ser
geant?”

Cooley gazed at the mob through 
slitted eyes. A long minute passed 
before he answered.

“Two hundred—maybe more.”
“ And there are nine of us.” 
"E igh t,” Cooley corrected. “That 

guy Jones don’t count.”
DuPriest appeared not to hear this 

comment.
"One thing seems certain,” he re

marked. “Kaysmith is still alive. 
Those men don’t all belong in Mona- 
Mona. Too many of them. The 
agitators have probably invited all 
their allies in to see the sport. 
W e’ll hit ’em at daylight—a little 
before. W ith  the advantage of sur
prise, we may—possibly—carry the 
thing off.”

"Suppose we do git Andy ou t?” 
Cooley asked. “W hat then? How’ll 
we git back to Cotabato? Them 
babies will eat us up, soon’s they 
find out we ain’t an army.”

"W e’ll need a lot of luck,” Du
Priest admitted.

As darkness rushed over the ju n 
gle every man was detailed to sen

try  duty. Shortly after midnight 
D uPriest and Cooley inspected the 
outposts. The captain and sergeant 
then crawled off on a mission of re
connaissance. An hour later they 
rejoined the detachment, and Du
Priest pointed out the house where 
Kaysmith was being kept a prisoner.

To each man in turn he explained 
the essence of his brief plan.

" I t  will have to be bluff—pure 
bluff. Shoot and yell like devils 
when the time comes. Make them 
think we’re a whole division. Set a 
few houses afire if possible. Every
th ing depends upon making this an 
absolute surprise.”

To Jones he repeated these in
structions three times in simplified 
form and made Lank say them over.

"Don’t move—don’t make a sound 
—don’t shoot until you’re told—then 
raise hell.”

“Don’t move,” Lank parroted obe
diently, "don’t make no noise, don’t 
shoot until A h’m told to—then raise 
perticlar hell.”

C H A P T E R  IV 

Cat and Mouse

D A W N , feeble and gray. A 
cold white fog hanging over 
the valley. The sharp tang 

of smoke from dying fires in the 
heavy, moist air. Nine shivering 
men prone on the ground, hugging 
their rifles and w aiting; among them 
Private Lank Jones, guilty of the 
most heinous military offense. Lank 
Jones was asleep at his post.

His sleep could have been more 
serene, for the toe of one shoe was 
resting in an ant hill. The ants had 
begun to investigate, and Lank was 
dreaming of an attack by a great 
host of bloodthirsty  Bogobos armed 
with red-hot darning needles.

Presently  a fat, black ant, some
thing over an inch long, reached the 
back of his hairy neck. Selecting a 
tender spot at the base of a mole,
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the ant made a neat incision, dis
charged a mouthful of venom into 
it, and scampered away.

Lank sat up with a frenzied yell. 
As his sleep-laden eyes flew open 
he saw a long line of dark forms 
creeping through the mist. W aiting  
for no command, he grabbed his rifle 
and blazed away.

Crash! Crash! Crash! Crash!
“ Danged i f ’n Ah didn’t miss every 

one on’ em," he m uttered in blank 
amazement.

W ild  yells broke out in the vil
lage. Lank was frenziedly reloading 
when a heavy hand fell on his shoul
der. Jerked roughly to his feet, he 
confronted DuPriest. The captain’s 
eyes were blazing, his face working 
with fury.

“You blasted fool! W hat are you 
shooting a t?”

“Theah was a whole gang of ’em, 
a-comin’ on their hands and knees,” 
Lank replied. “Look—ye kin see ’em 
yourself.” He stretched a long arm 
toward the village, where by this 
time the yells of the natives had be
come pandemonium.

“Reckon somethin’ must be wrong 
with my gun, Cap’n. Ah sighted 
careful, but Ah missed’em all.”

“You’re crazy! There are no men 
coming this w ay!”

“Theah—right daown theah,” Lank 
insisted, pointing.

AS H E  spoke, a fat black ant fell 
from the brim of his hat. Rolling 

his eyes upward, he uttered an ex
clamation of fervent surprise.

“Well, dang my hide! T hat shore 
beats me. Ah reckon Ah m ust’ve 
drapped off to sleep. Theah was a 
passel o’ ants on my hat rim when 
Ah waked up. W an ’t no men a-tall 
—jist ants on my hat rim. But they 
shore looked a heap like men 
a-crawlin’.”

“Asleep, eh? Shooting at ants, 
eh?” D uPries t’s voice was cataclys
mic. “ I ’ll have you court-martialed

for this if we ever get back alive!” 
He barked an order. “Come on! 
This ass has roused the village. The 
rest of you cover Cooley and me— 
we're going after Kaysmith!”

They burst out of the grass 
shrieking like madmen. They loped 
down the hillside, firing as they ran. 
They swarmed into the village, a 
ta ttered band of sick soldiers bound
ing into the jaws of death.

O OLEY  and Captain D uPriest 
were almost to the elevated struc

ture that served as Andy Kay- 
smith’s prison, and the rest of the 
men were darting in and out among 
the nearest houses, snatching smol
dering brands from the fires and 
th rusting  them into thatched roofs. 
Suddenly, D uPriest stopped.

“I ’ll be eternal damned!” he said 
fervently. “Look! Tell me what 
you make of that, Sergeant!”

Except for a few grim-eyed old 
men, the plaza was deserted. The 
host of w arriors who had filled it 
last night were going out on the op
posite side of the village in a mad, 
panicky scramble.

“Looks like we bluffed ’em in 
spite of that idiot,” Cooley grunted.

“Um—yes, it does. Come on— 
le t’s get Kaysmith before they s tart 
coming back.”

Although hardly more than a 
dozen warriors remained in the vil
lage, these were tough old men who 
meant fight. They were lined up in 
front of Andy Kaysm ith’s bamboo 
prison, armed with spears and bolos. 
Three of them crumpled under the 
blasts of D uPries t’s automatic. Coo
ley, clubbing his rifle, barged into 
the midst of them. Then the situa
tion was suddenly reversed.

D uPriest was fighting four w iry  
old men, his pistol jammed and use
less, the result of prolonged expo
sure to jungle dampness. Cooley 
was on his hands and knees, stunned 
by a blow across the back of hia
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neck, and a grim-eyed chief was 
raising his bolo for the death stroke.

Into that tableau of death a weird 
figure came charging; a yelling, 
wild-eyed apparition in ta ttered gar
ments who swung his rifle as a wood
man swings an axe. Lank Jones!

The man who had been about to 
kill Cooley was the first to fall. 
Then Lank waded into the others. 
He danced, side-stepped, and pi
rouetted like a fighting cock. He 
went around that group of warriors 
like a mad cooper hooping barrels. 
He yelled like a Comanche, and the 
defending w arriors melted before 
him.

As D uPriest bent to cut the withes 
that bound Andy Kaysmith’s arms 
and legs, Lank found himself face 
to face with Cooley.

“Ah reckon we’ve done larruped 
’em,” he said with a friendly grin.

“ Yeah,” Cooley growled, “and I 
owe my life to you, you half- 
hatched buzzard!”

Inside the house, Andy Kaysmith, 
veteran of a hundred surprise at
tacks, spoke to his captain as one 
soldier to another.

“I ’d call that th ’ prettiest early 
mornin’ skirmishin’ I ’ve seen since I 
fit th ’ rebels in Georgia. You 
worked it jest right. Captain. That 
first wild yell and that sudden burst 
of shots was what rattled ’em. You 
couldn’t have figgered it out better.”

“ Um,” said Captain DuPriest.

IN T H E  next two days they were 
reduced to six men.

Bowery Smith had died when he 
stepped in the way of a spring gun 
that shot a poisoned arrow into his 
leg. A nother soldier had been 
chopped down by a man who leaped, 
catlike, from concealment to strike 
his one deadly blow before he was 
bayoneted. Two more had been killed 
by javelins. The rest of them, sleep
less, haggard and weary — reduced 
to the necessity of eating ubod,

watery shoots of young rattan—were 
wearing down under the strain of 
ceaseless vigilance.

The brief advantage they had 
gained by surprise had not been suf
ficient to overbalance their weakness 
in numbers. Although the pursuit 
had been cautious, the hillmen were 
hanging on their heels like wolves 
on the trail of wounded prey.

T A TE in the afternoon of the third 
day they came to a narrow canyon 

through which a swollen stream 
poured. The canyon was spanned 
by a bamboo suspension bridge, be
neath which the river flowed smooth 
as oil, to become a vild cataract a 
hundred yards below.

The jungle seemed to have swal
lowed the pursuing natives. A 
brooding quiet, intensified rather 
than broken by the shattering noise 
of the waterfall, hung over the for
est. Instinctively, the men glanced 
behind them. Frayed nerves were 
keyed to highest tension. Rusty 
rifles were tightly  clutched in 
sweaty hands. Mosquitoes wheeling 
about swollen faces sang spitefully 
and loud.

The detachment halted a few yards 
from the bridge.

“Kaysmith and I will go forward 
to scout the bridge,” DuPriest an
nounced. “Sergeant Cooley, you will 
remain with the rest of the men un
till we re turn .”

Five minutes later Kaysmith and 
the captain came back.

“No indication of any trap,” Du
Pries t said briefly. “W e’d better get 
across.”

They reached the bridge. Du
Priest tested it with his foot and 
walked across. W hen he had reached 
the farther bank, Cooley followed; 
Kaysmith came next; then Privates 
Swartz and Jenkins, w ith Lank 
bringing up the rear.

Suddenly a brown form moved 
among the tree ferns ten yards up
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stream. A muscular arm reached out 
to grasp a hidden rope. The rope 
snapped taut, and two of the bridge’s 
bamboo supports were jerked away. 
The bridge dropped, swayed and 
broke, dropping the men, plummet
like, into the water.

ANDY K A Y SM IT H  was first to 
reach the bank. Swartz, a giant 

German, splashed clumsily ashore a 
moment later. Neither Cooley nor 
Jenk ins  could swim, and both were 
being swept toward the brink of the 
falls. Desperately beating the water, 
Jenk ins  was caught in the curren t’s 
grip  and whirled over the cataract.

Cooley, however, had better luck. 
A rapidly vibrating tree-branch pro
truded above the water in the middle 
of the stream, and he was carried 
near enough to grab it.

Lank saw him catch the branch 
and started paddling downstream.

“I can’t hang on!” Cooley shouted. 
“ I ’ve got a c ram p !”

“Don’t let go,” Lank responded. 
“ Ah'm a-comin’.”

“Git back, you id io t!” Cooley 
screamed above the roar of the 
water. “This limb won’t hold us
bo th !”

“You can’t do it, Jones,” D uPriest 
shouted. “Strike for the shore. I ’ll 
toss him a vine.”

“I f ’n he’s got a cramp, Ah don’t 
reckon he kin wait fer y ’all to cut 
no vine,” Lank replied with inno
cent lese majeste.

Cooley’s fingers were slipping when 
Lank seized his hair. Catching the 
released branch with his free hand, 
he managed to keep free of Cooley’s 
arms, but only for an instant.

True to Cooley’s prediction, the 
branch snapped off. Lank felt the 
racing current lay hold of him. 
Cooley, stubbornly brave in battle, 
now went panicky. From the bank 
Andy Kaysmith shouted a terse 
warning.

“Look out! I f  he gits his arms

around your neck, you’re both 
goners!”

Lank appeared to heave his body 
out of the water. He swung his 
bony fist like a war club, and 
Cooley’s head went back. A second 
blow in the same spot stopped his 
struggles. Five minutes later Lank 
dragged the sergeant ashore. As 
Cooley sat up and began to expel 
water from his lungs, his savior said 
fe rven t ly :

“Ah’m right sorry. Ah didn’t 
aim—

“Aw, tell it to the marines,” 
Cooley gasped.

Off somewhere in the hills a bam
boo drum began to throb. Old Andy 
cocked his head and listened with a 
thoughtful expression. Frowning, 
he discharged a stream of tobacco 
juice into the river.

“T hey’ve got a village up there 
somewheres,” he remarked. “Place 
called Batu-Indangan. She’s a right 
pizenous community.”

“T hat makes it pleasant,” DuPriest 
commented. “ I sec you still have 
your rifle—that helps. W hat else do 
we have in the way cf arms?”

>

TH E  weapons were not hard to 
count. Besides D uPries t’s pistol, 

Cooley still had his automatic, al
though he had lost his rifle. Swartz 
had lost both rifle and pistol. Lank 
had been carrying three rifles; they 
were all at the bottom of the river— 
with his pistol.

“A h’m right sorry,” Lank stam
mered.

“This time it wasn’t your fault, 
Jones,” D uPriest said kindly. “Any
way, you’ll soon have something 
worse to worry about.”

Lank gave a visible start.
“Huh? W h a t’ve Ah done naow?” 
“Nothing, Jones, absolutely noth

ing. Your past blunders are no 
longer of any importance, and the 
future will doubtless be very short 
for all of us. Here we are in the
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midst of the jang le—five sick men 
w ith  one rifle and three pistols 
among us—and the woods full of 
enemies. T hey’ll rush us as soon as 
they learn how few guns we have.” 

“Sho!” Lank said sadly. ‘‘Ah 
guess Ah hadn't thought o’ tha t.” 

“W hat a m ind!” Cooley observed 
to no one in particular. “As if git- 
t in ’ butchered wasn’t any more im
portant than peelin’ spuds.”

“If  all soldiers felt that way, wars 
might not last so long,” D uPriest 
commented. T urn ing  to Kaysmith, he 
asked a pointed question:

“I want your advice. W hat do 
you consider our best chance of sav
ing our lives?”

“I been try in ’ to figger out th ’ lay 
of th ’ land. Seems to me, this crick 
must run into th ’ Pulangi. I f  we 
follered it down, maybe we could rig 
up a raft. ’Course,” he spat medi
tatively, “they’d more’n likely nip 
us off with arrows from th ’ banks, 
but they couldn’t rush us.”

“That strikes me as a good sug
gestion,” D uPriest said. “How far 
do you make it to the Pu lang i?” 

“Tomorrer some time, if we 
walked. But if this river is th ’ one I 
th ink  it is, we can make our raft 
soon’s we git past these rapids and 
float right down. Smooth, deep water 
all th ’ way. But she’ll be righ t nar
row till we h it th ’ Pulangi. Snipin’ 
will be good from both banks.” 

“W e’ll risk th a t!” D uPries t’s voice 
was crisp with new hope.

SIGNAL drums started again as they 
clambered down into the gorge be

low the waterfall. Thenceforward, 
the pounding never stopped, although 
there were times when the rush of 
white water muted all sounds.

Down in the gorge the soldiers 
were necessarily s trung  out in sin
gle file, each man finding his own 
way through the tangled vines and 
over piles of driftwood and boul
ders. Racing against darkness, they

crawled, stumbled, or ran, according 
to the nature of the terrain.

W hen they finally reached still 
water, it seemed almost as though a 
miracle had happened. W eak and 
completely vulnerable, they had come 
through the river trap alive; and 
such is the human capacity for hope 
that they discounted the dangers 
ahead.

T U S T  below the last fro thy rapid 
the banks leveled off to form a 

large sandbar, almost ideal in their 
present need. Here they could make 
a convincing show of defense, and 
here, ready at hand, was the best of 
all raft material—fine, s tra ight bam
boo.

“Cooley, you will take Kaysmith 
and Swartz with you to cut bam
boo,” D uPriest instructed. “While 
you’re gone, Jones and I will build 
a rock barricade.” He broke off sud
denly. “W here the devil is Jones?” 

“A in’t seen him since we started,” 
Cooley answered. “He was laggin* 
behind then, as usual.”

D uPriest cupped his hands and 
shouted.

“Jones—Jo-o-o-ones!”
There was no answer. Lank Jones 

was missing.
“Ambushed, doubtless,” D uPriest 

remarked. “Poor devil!”
“He ain’t much loss,” Cooley m ut

tered. “H e ’d probably upset the 
ra ft.”

“He saved your life twice,” Du
P ries t reminded sharply.

“Yeah, I ’m not fe rg it t in ’ that, 
either. But that don’t make him a 
soldier—and if somebody had to git 
bumped off, I ’m not cry in ’ because 
it was him instead of me.”

W ith  that, discussion of Lank 
Jones, his failings and his probable 
fate, gave way to the life and death 
proposition of cu tting  bamboo and 
building a raft. I t  was slow work. 
Bamboo is hard to cut, and they had 
no better implements than their bay
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onets. Under A ndy’s supervision the 
materials were assembled.

This much was accomplished be
fore darkness forced them to stop. 
Then, since they had no means of 
making a light, they had to knock 
off till morning. At dawn the bam
boos were hacked into uniform 
lengths and lashed together.

T ^ E S P I T E  acute physical misery, 
-L'' the men’s spirits  grew lighter. 
The expected attack had not come. 
The drumm ing of last evening had 
stopped. The jungle lay quiet, 
gripped in the silence of ages.

At a word from D uPriest, they 
picked up the raft and carried it to 
the w ater’s edge. I t  was then the 
first wild yells rose from the forest 
and the first flight of spears and ar
rows came flying!

As a cat will play with a mouse, 
watching until the victim tries to 
get away before pouncing upon it, 
so had the ambush party waited. 
Lying in leafy coverts, they had 
watched the building of the raft. A 
hundred times they could have let 
fly their arrows. But that was not 
the Bogobo way. They preferred 
to wait and watch, let hope spring 
up and then destroy that hope.

A long barbed arrow struck Swartz 
in the stomach. W ith  a bubbling 
cry he sank down into the water.

“ Back!” D uPriest shouted. “Get 
behind the barricade!”

The rocks he had piled up offered 
poor shelter for three men. Arrows 
were coming thick and fast, their 
iron points s tr ik ing  sparks from the 
river boulders.

B iting off a chew of tobacco, Andy 
squinted at the fringe of bushes and 
raised his rifle. Twice he lifted the 
gun and lowered it. At last he 
squeezed the trigger, and then he 
spat over the barricade.

“Got that ’un,” he announced. “He 
doddled his head like a rooster, but 
I  reckon I got him between th ’

eyes.” He spat again. “I  usually 
do.”

“I don’t see why we broke our 
backs buildin’ these breastworks,” 
Cooley grumbled. “T hey ’ll clean us 
out, barricade or no barricade.”

“You’re probably right,” D uPriest 
said grimly. “But I mean for it to 
cost them something.”

Soon afterwards D uPriest shot a 
young warrior whose discretion did 
not match his courage. Andy added 
two more to his tally. Cooley saw a 
movement among some rushes, ex
posed his body to get a shot, and 
was skewered through the arm by an 
arrow with a razor-edged bamboo 
blade. Yelling blasphemy, he stood 
up and emptied his pistol.

This brought a retaliatory flight of 
arrows, followed by a rush. Some 
twenty men came bounding across 
the sandbar with bolos lifted high. 
The three within the barricade 
emptied their guns at point-blank 
range. W ith  the leaders down, and 
a young dandy screaming out his 
life on A ndy’s bayonet, the rush col
lapsed. Another blast of fire sent 
them back to cover.

Five of the twenty lay dead. Three 
were dragging themselves toward 
shelter, leaving trails of red behind 
them.

“T hat will hold them for a while,” 
D uPries t remarked.

“Yep,” Andy replied, “ i t ’ll hold 
’em fer about th irty  minutes. Next 
time they come out, they’ll be right 
mad.”

C H A P T E R  V

" F o r  Conspicuous Gallantry”

LANK JO N E S had little ca
pacity for bitterness. Gen
erally he took life as it came, 

the good with the bad, without gloat
ing over the good or worrying much 
about the bad. Today, however, he 
was prey to searing thoughts.

"P urty  near everything A h’ve done
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on this yere trip  was wrong,” he 
soliloquized. Ah knowed Ah couldn’t 
walk like a soldier, er dress like one, 
er shoot craps like one. Naow, 
danged i i ’n hit don’t  look like Ah 
cain’t even fight like one!”

He was thinking of his fiasco at 
Mona-Mona, mistaking those ants on 
his hat-brim for crawling enemy 
figures.

‘‘Seems like,” he mused, ‘‘A h’m jist 
natcherly no-’count.”

W ith  this dark thought sticking in 
his mind like a burr, he followed his 
mates down the river. He didn’t like 
his predicament. No gun. T hat was 
bad. He had felt pretty  safe as long 
as he carried his rifle. W ithou t it, 
he began to have doubts and fears.

The jungle, which until now had 
been nothing to him but a big wet 
stretch of woods, suddenly took on 
a sinister aspect. He heard furtive 
sounds that he had not noticed be
fore. He imagined things, and im
agination was a strange and te rr ify 
ing thing to him. I t  was not a good 
place to be, the jungle—without a 
gun.

Suddenly he stopped stock-still in 
fiis tracks.

“ Sho!” he muttered. ‘‘W hy  no t?”

HEAD down, arms swinging, he 
went clambering over rocks and 

logs, intent upon catching up with 
D uPriest and telling him something. 
Then another idea struck him and 
he stopped again. His lips moved, a 
blank look came over his face, and 
he slowly shook his head.

“Nope,” he muttered. “Cap’n, he 
mought not cotton to hit.”

Turn ing  around, he started back 
upstream, sublimely unconscious that 
he was being guilty of desertion 
as that crime is interpreted in time 
of war.

I t  was nearly dark when he 
reached the broken bridge. Drop
ping down on a rock, he began to 
take off his clothing. At approxi

mately the spot where he had hit 
the water when the bridge broke, he 
presently dived. Rising, he drew a 
few deep breaths and dived again. 
He dived many times. At last, ex
hausted, he swam to the bank.

‘‘H it ain’t whar Ah thought hit 
would be,” he mused sadly.

T T E  went back into the water. Once 
more—a dozen times—he dived 

and came up empty-handed. He 
searched back and forth  among slip
pery boulders on the bottom of the 
stream; rested, went in again, and 
returned to the bank a third time.

‘‘A h’ve jist got ter  find hit ,” he 
muttered stubbornly. “H it ain’t up 
near th ’ bridge. So Ah reckon Ah’d 
better hunt furder down.”

Dangerous work, this diving a few 
yards above the cataract. There were 
savage currents near the bottonf. 
They seized him, pulled him this 
way and that. Nearer and nearer to 
that indefinable line where death 
lurked, he swam and dived. He was 
getting weary. His arms and legs 
ached. W ith  each successive dive 
the current swept him farther  down.

“A h’ve jist got ter find hit,” he 
sobbed as he came up the last time, 
yards below where that wildly gy
rating snag had saved Sergeant 
Cooley.

He took a deep breath. He lowered 
his head and kicked up his heels. 
Bracing himself against stones and 
sunken logs, he searched back and 
forth  along the bottom until his 
lungs were bursting ; then at last his 
fingers touched something that 
thrilled him like the handclasp of a 
long-lost friend. A rifle. A good 
old dependable Krag-Jorgensen.

Kicking feebly with benumbed 
legs, he came to the surface. Des
perately struggling, he fought to
ward the bank. I t  had been an easy 
thing, comparatively, to drag Ser
geant Cooley ashore here; but now 
the trees and rocks were moving
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upstream, and the roar of the water
fall was growing much louder.

W ith  a despairing groan, he 
clawed at the water. No use. He 
couldn’t make it. His mouth fell 
open and his eyes rolled upward.

“L o rd y !”
He was too tired to feel much 

fear. Still instinctively striving to 
keep his head above water, he let 
his feet down.

A F T E R  vainly fighting the current 
almost to the brink of the water

fall, he had dropped his feet to find 
himself standing on a shelf of rock 
in water barely waist deep.

Dressed again, his circulation par
tially restored, he ripped a piece of 
cloth from his shirt, took the gun 
apart, wiped it thoroughly, blew the 
water out of the barrel, and reas
sembled it.

“Naow, Ah wonder,” he muttered, 
“ if 'n them shells will shoot.”

Removing one from his belt, he 
slipped it into the rifle and found 
that they would.

‘‘G itt in ’ late,” he observed. “Reckon 
A h’d better be hustlin’ along afore 
they-all git scared about me.”

He was humming the refrain of 
“Jordan River” as he started pick
ing his way down into the gorge. I t  
was midnight when he reached the 
bottom. After twice falling into the 
river, once nearly losing his rifle, 
he calmly faced the inevitable. He 
would have to wait for daylight.

“Sho cold,” he chattered. “Guess 
A h’ll make me a fiah.”

He hunted about among the trees 
until he found a supply of inflam
mable gum for kindling; then, dig
ging into a pile of driftwood, he 
nested the gun among dry sticks. 
Matches he had in a bottle. W ith  
coaxing, he produced a blaze.

Having warmed himself and par
tially dried his clothing, he leaned 
against a log and closed his eyes. 
W ild  men might be all about. His

fire might bring them creeping upon 
him. These dangers bothered Lank 
Jones not at all. He was asleep.

The sound of rapid firing woke 
him. He sat up, fumbling for his 
rifle, and listened a moment. There 
was still very little light in the river 
gorge, but as he listened he heard an 
outburst of pealing yells, followed 
by another flurry of shots. He 
waited no longer.

T h ir ty  minutes later he was creep
ing from tree to tree, an almost in
visible shape of a man, two hundred 
yards above the sandbar where his 
comrades were at bay. A few yards 
away, at the w ater’s edge, the body 
of Swartz lay staring at the sky.

Lank was now playing a game that 
he knew. A soldier he might not 
be, but he knew how man-hunting is 
done in the Kentucky hills. As he 
slid from one bit of cover to the 
next, his body had lost its appear
ance of awkwardness and assumed a 
certain lithe grace that had never 
been apparent since the day he had 
first put on the uniform.

Presently he saw a dark body as
sume form against the grayness of 
a buttressed tree. The Bogobo did 
not see him. The Bogobo was bent 
on other things. Having worked 
himself into a position whence he 
could safely discharge his arrows 
upon the unprotected flank of the 
enemy, he was about to make him
self a hero. W ith  an expression of 
triumph he bent his bow.

AT that moment Lank did a strange 
thing. He said “Boo” loudly. 

The startled native looked around, 
and Lank shot him in the left eye.

A deathly quiet settled over the 
forest. The three astonished men on 
the sandbar stopped shooting.

Lank lay very still.
A tall Bogobo came creeping up 

the bank and found the body of his 
comrade. For several minutes he 
stood beside the dead man, a javelin
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gripped in his hand, peering this 
way and that. He was an ugly- 
looking customer with a few long 
hairs growing on his chin; a cruel 
gash of a mouth reddened by betel- 
n u t;  low beetling brows. A fierce 
figure of savagery, he stood there in
tently  searching the bushes, yet 
looking everywhere but toward Lank.

“Boo!”
The warrior jumped. Looking 

around quickly, he saw Lank and 
raised his spear. He died half a sec
ond later, with his left eye shot out.

This shot brought two more w ar
riors to investigate. Lank practiced 
the same strategy on them. He did 
not see a third man who was cau
tiously stalking him. This one let 
fly an arrow which struck Lank in 
the calf of the leg.

The marksman died in the midst 
of his triumph. Not, it is true, from 
a bullet in the left eye; Lank was 
in the fight now for blood, not sport. 
He shot this one through the stom
ach. Lank groaned as he pulled the 
arrow from his leg. F linging  it 
away, he went ramping down the 
river bank, yelling like a maniac. 
He shot one Bogobo and clubbed an
other to death w ith his rifle butt.

Yells broke forth  all around him; 
yells of fear, not triumph. Those 
warriors had seen a devil materialize 
out of the morning mists. No ordi
nary devil—something special. An 
Asuong! Ghost of one of the slain 
invaders. A devil who plucked ar
rows from his body and hurled them 
in the faces of his enemies.

WHO can stand against a devil at 
six o’clock in the morning? Not 

the Bogobos. They ran, and Lank was 
in full pursu it of the hindmost when 
he heard D uPriest shouting at him. 

“Jones—come back here !”
Lank stopped in his tracks. A 

look of confusion swept over his 
face. He cast one hungry  look at 
the fleeing warrior and slowly turned

around. He was wriggling with em
barrassment when he limped across 
the sandbar to face DuPriest.

“Gosh,” he started to apologize, 
“ Ah didn’t aim—”

He meant to say that he hadn’t in
tended to be absent all night, but 
D uPriest cut him short.

“Oh, yes, you did,” D uPriest 
barked. “You aimed to chase them 
right back to Mona-Mona and take 
the to w n !”

CO M PANY C—what was left of it— 
was luxuriating in Fort Keithly on 

the shore of Lake Lanao. Under the 
stim ulating influence of the winey 
air of that mountain valley they had 
changed from ghosts to men again.

The citation of Lank Jones for 
conspicuous gallantry had been duly 
confirmed, but there had been some 
delay in the arrival of his medal, 
which had to be sent out from W ash 
ington. W hen it  finally reached 
Fort Keithly, the company was pre
paring to leave for field service.

Captain D uPriest called Sergeant 
Cooley into his tent.

“ Cooley, I want you to find Lank 
Jones and groom him up a bit. His 
decoration has just arrived. I want 
him to look like a soldier when we 
pin it on him at inspection.”

Cooley grinned.
“H e’s peelin’ spuds again.” 
“W h a t? ” D uPries t’s face darkened. 

“I thought I told you not to ride 
him for minor infractions.”

“I d idn’t can him,” Cooley hast
ened to explain. “ I t  was the new 
rifle instructor they sent up from 
Zambo. He says he can’t teach 
Jones how to hold a rifle!”

From the direction of the cook 
ten t there came the sound of a dole
ful voice raised in song.

“Up yonduh, up yond-u-u-h 
Sun alius shines up yonduh 
Plenty o’ likker 
Plenty o’ money 
Up yond-u-u-u-h-h-h.”
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W ith o u t  warning M a x  s t r u c k  hard fr o m  the rear, w i th  a dagger

A Treacherous Stab in the Back! And Then—a Trail 
of Vengeance that Stretches Endlessly!

By G. BISHOP HATHAWAY
Author of "Jack of Clubs," “Undercover,”  etc.

O N the New Jersey side of 
the Hudson River two sea
faring men, evidently just 

ashore, crept cautiously along the 
W eehawken waterfront. They were 
under the Palisades, the perpendicu
lar cliffs that tower precipitously 
over the river and dish out a great 
natural bowl at that point along the 
w ater’s edge.

The first one, somewhat flashily 
dressed, w a s  Charles Wax. He

seemed to be the leader of the pair. 
Tony Religio, a swart, silent man, 
plodded along, sullenly, a few feet 
in the rear.

As they groped silently  through 
the undergrow th and over huge slabs 
of rock, Religio seemed on the point 
of open rebellion.

"W here  ya got it h id?” he de
manded. “Ya said a mile from the 
W eehawken ferry. W e come more’n 
a mile already. I don’t believe ya

129
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g o t  a n y  g o ld  h id !  In th is  fo rsa k en  
h o le— ”

‘‘J u s t  a s tep  n o w ,” so o th ed  the  
c r a f ty  W a x ,  a s su m in g  a su a v ity  he  
did  n o t  p o sse ss .  ‘‘J u s t  a s tep — ” 

“Y o u  been  sa y in g  that for  the  last  
h a lf  h o u r ! ” e x p lo d e d  R e l ig io .  “ Y ou  
o w e  m e m o n e y !  Y ou  said y o u  w a s  
g o in g  to  p a y  it, w h e n  y o u  d u g  it  
up w h ere  y o u  g o t  it  h id — ”

“ O n ly  a s tep  now. O n ly  a step— ” 
repeated  W a x ,  m ech a n ic a l ly .

WA T C H I N G  h is  su r ly  co m p a n io n  
from  th e  ta i l  o f  a hard, bold  

eye ,  he m an eu vered  d e f t ly  on  a m o n g  
th e  great  b o u ld ers  f lung  d o w n  on  all 
s id e s  from  prim eval,  b e e t l in g  c l i f fs .  
S u d d e n ly  he  s topped .

" T h e r e !” he p o i n t e d  sh arp ly .  
“ T h a t ’s the  p lace. I can te l l  by  
th is ,” to u c h in g  a h u g e  flat sha le  that  
had tu m b led  from  above in  som e  
p r e v io u s  a g e  and n o w  b lo ck ed  fu r 
th er  progress .

“ T h a t ’s it. T h a t ’s th e  v e r y  p lace  
I  h id  i t .” H i s  v o ic e  d roop ed  to  a 
c o n f id in g  w h e e d le .  “ S e e  t h e r e ,  
T o n y ? ” B e h i n d  t h e  barrier he  
p o in te d  m y s te r io u s ly .

T h en , as h is  u n w a ry  c o m p a n io n  
p ressed  forw ard  to e x a m in e  m ore  
c lo s e ly  w h a t  w a s  b e in g  p o in te d  out,  
w ith o u t  w a r n in g  W a x  s tru ck  hard  
fro m  the rear w i th  a d agger ,  once ,  
and R e l ig io  spread  g e n t ly  o u t  up on  
th e  path  th e y  had been  f o l lo w in g .  
W it h o u t  a sou n d  he sp raw led ,  face  
dow n, and la y  st i l l .

“T h e r e ! ” W a x  to ld  th e  p rostra te  
form, d r o p p in g  all p re ten se  now .  
“G u ess  th a t ’ll h o ld  y e r  y a p ! ” 

C a u t io u s ly  he peered  a lo n g  the  
path and up th e  s id e s  o f  th e  c l if f .  
H e th ru st  one hand over  th e  v ic t im ’s 
heart. T h e r e  w a s  n o  a n sw e r in g  
throb. T h e n  he ro l led  over  on  its  
back w h a t  but a m o m en t  b e fo r e  had  
b een  h is  fr ie n d  and sh ip m a te  th r o u g h  
storm  and stress ,  and ex a m in e d  it  
again, m ore th o r o u g h ly  th is  t im e.

“ Ya cra zy -h ea d ed  f o o l ! ” he m u t

tered  th ick ly ,  w i th  a v ic io u s  k ic k  in  
the  ribs. “Y er too  s tu p id  to  l iv e  a n y 
w ay . B e l ie v e  a n y th in g  y e r  to ld — ” 

H e w e n t  on, m u m b lin g  to h im s e l f :  
“W h e n  ya  w a s  sh a n g h a ied  in th e  
M arquesas  I s la n d s  a m o n th  ago  and  
sh ip p ed  ou t  on a tram p— w e ll ,  it  w a s  
m e had th a t  d o n e .” H e  gave th e  b o d y  
an oth er  k ick . " /  d one  that l i t t le  
tr ick . Me, C harles  W a x ! ” puffing out  
h is  c h e s t  l ik e  a p o u ter  p ig eo n .

“ ’Cause w h y ?  ’Cause I n eed ed  the  
m on ey . ’A t ’s w h y . A n ’ d id  ya  g i t  
w is e  to  a n y th in g ?  N o t  you . N o t  
T o n y .  N o t h in g  to  g i t  w is e  w ith ,  in  
that  head o ’ y o u r s .”

A s  he sp ok e ,  he  s lo w ly  u n b u tto n ed  
th e  v ic t im ’s ja ck e t ,  sh ir t  and u n d er 
c lo th in g ,  t i l l  he  cam e to a sm all red  
lea th er  belt ,  r ic h ly  adorned , d o w n  
n e x t  to th e  skin . H e  seem ed  a l 
ready  fa m il ia r  w ith  i t s  loca tion .  T h is  
he u n b u tto n e d  and s l ip p e d  g e n t ly  
from  around  th e  body.

“T h ere .  T h a t  w o n ’t b other  y a  no  
m o re .”

AT  th is  he la u g h e d  o u tr ig h t .  Som e  
Q u ix o t ic  n ote  in  th e  s i tu a t io n  

a p p ea led  to  h is  t w is t e d  sen se  o f  
hum or. I t  w a s  a harsh, g r a t in g  
la u g h  that fr ig h te n e d  the  b irds  in  
the  bushes.

“ W a n te d  to  be a ta t t o o e r ! ” A g a in  
he lau gh ed , on a p ecu lia r  note.  
“ W o u ld n ’t i t  cork  ya? C r ip e s ! ” H is  
g le e  k n e w  no bounds. “G o in g  to buy  
a p lace  in S o u th  S tr e e t— ” H is
m aniaca l ,  w e ir d  la u g h  ec h o e d  for  a 
m o m e n t  th r o u g h  th e  s i le n t  g o rg es ,  
e n d in g  as a b r u p t ly  as it began .  
" W e l l ,  n o t  w i th  m y  m o n e y ,” s l id in g  
it  g e n t ly  in to  h is  o w n  p ocket .  “N e e d  
it  m y s e l f .”

H e  arose, h is  e x p r e s s io n  se t  in  a 
c r a f ty  leer. C a u t io u s ly  he  p ic k e d  ou t  
an o b scu re  fo o tp a th ,  d e e p ly  ru tted  
b y  w a n d e r in g  goats ,  that  w o u n d  
c r o o k e d ly  to  th e  top  o f  th e  ragged  
w a ll .  U p  th r o u g h  th e  c o n c e a l in g  
sh rubbery , p ierced  here  and there  b y  
cra g s  o f  l i v in g  rock, he p a d d ed  s o f t 
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l y ,  w i t h  m a n y  a g la n ce  b eh in d , lea v 
i n g  th e  n ig h t  and i t s  lu r k in g  sh a d o w s  
w ith  th e  lo n e ly  figure b e low .

BE H I N D  th e  J e r s e y  h i l l s  th e  sun  
w e n t  d o w n  in  a red  g lare  that  

f i l led  th e  W e s t e r n  sk y  l ik e  som e p o r 
te n t  o f  im p e n d in g  doom . L o n g 
f in g ered  sh a d o w s  crep t  d o w n  th e  
P a l i s a d e s  and fil led  w i t h  g lo o m  th e  
g o r g e  b e low . N i g h t  b ird s  ch ir p e d  
s le e p i ly ,  but th e  figure at th e  base  
o f  th e  c l i f f  s t irred  not.

O u t  a cro ss  th e  H u d s o n  R iver ,  th e  
l i g h t s  o f  a grea t  c i t y  w in k e d  w i c k 
e d ly  at th e  th in g s  t h e y  k new . R a in  
f e l l .  . . .

* * * * *
A f t e r  an e te r n ity ,  th e  so l i ta r y  f ig 

ure tw itc h e d .  P a in f u l ly ,  i t  t w i t c h e d  
again . A f t e r  rep ea ted  la p se s  in to  
u n c o n s c io u s n e s s ,  w h a t  had been  th e  
rem a in s  o f  T o n y  R e l ig io  m o v e d  and  
tr ied  to  s it  up.

W i t h  a groan  he sank back again .  
H e  to u c h e d  h is  coat and  fo u n d  it  
w e t  w i t h  b lood . T h a t  b r o u g h t  th e  
q u ic k  flash o f  m e m o r y  h e  had ju s t  
b e fo r e  g o in g  d o w n  u n d er  th e  b lo w  
o f  W a x .

W it h  a sp a sm o d ic  jerk  he reach ed  
fo r  h is  m o n e y  belt .  G one. . . .

W a x !
S a c r e ! C ar-r-ram ba! D iabo lo— ” 

H e  sat up and c u rsed  C harles  W a x  
in  a ll th e  p r o fa n e  to n g u e s  k n o w n  to  
S o u th  B r o o k ly n .  T h e n  he rep ea ted  
i t  in h is  n a t iv e  to n g u e .  A f t e r  that,  
h e  w e n t  back to  B r o o k ly n e s e  and  
did  a th o r o u g h  job  o f  it.

“ I ’ll  g e t  th a t-------” he sw ore , “ i f  it
ta k es  th e  rest  o f  m y  l i f e  . . . ”

S t i l l  la ter  he  lo s t  c o n s c io u s n e s s  
again . R e c o v e r in g  at in terva ls ,  he  
la y  s t i l l ,  t r y in g  to  figure out,  s k e tc h 
i l y  and at random , ju s t  w h a t  he  
r e a l ly  k n e w  about th e  m an w h o  
c a l le d  h im s e l f  C harles  W a x .

I t  w a s  in th e  M arq u esas  I s la n d s—  
Y e s ,  th a t  w a s  r igh t .  W a x  g o t  

a lo n g  w e l l  th ere .  H e  m ade a h it,  
T o n y  reca lled ,  w i t h  th e  n a t iv e s  and

o th e r s  o f  so r ts  arou n d  d iv e s  and  
dance halls ,  and b le w  h is  m o n e y  on  
them . A n d  w h e n  he had fo u n d  o u t  
th a t  T o n y  had som e m o n e y  saved  up,  
h e  had b e c o m e  v e r y  fr ie n d ly .

E v e n  b e fo r e  that,  T o n y  g ro p ed  
h a lt in g ly ,  th e y  had b een  on sp e a k in g  
t e r m s;  had had  th e ir  p ic tu r e s  ta k en  
to g e th e r ,  he  rem em bered . V /  i t  h  
W a x ’s d a g g er ,  in  w h ic h  he  to o k  
grea t  pride , en la rg ed  and co lo red ,  
th e  t ip  d r ip p in g  b lood , as an in se t  
b e tw e e n  them . I t  w a s  an em blem ,  
W a x  s w a g g e r in g ly  averred, o f  th e ir  
la s t in g  fa i th  and lo y a l t y  and th e  
d a n g er  to  a n y  one w h o  m ig h t  tr y  to  
c o m e  b e tw e e n  them .

A bsurd , o f  cou rse— th e  w h o le  th in g  
— and overd on e .  T h e y  w e r e  n ever  
r e a l ly  as f r i e n d ly  as that. B u t  it w a s  
W a x ’s w ay .

E v e n  n o w  T o n y  co u ld  fe e l ,  b e 
t w e e n  th ro b s  o f  p a in  fro m  th a t  same  
d a g g e r ’s th ru st ,  on e  o f  th e  p ic tu r e s  
r e p o s in g  in  an in s id e  p ock et .

WA X  had to ld  h im  a cock-and-  
bull s to r y  ab ou t f ig h t in g  w i th  

th e  r e v o lu t io n is t s  in  M e x ic o  and  
C en tra l  A m er ica  —  h e  had k n o w n  
P a n c h o  V i l la ,  a c c o r d in g  to  h is  s to ry  
— o f p lo ts ,  c o u n te r p lo ts ,  am buscades ,  
esca p es ,  and  o f  h a v in g  am assed  a 
fo r tu n e  in g o ld .  S p a n ish  g o ld .  T h i s  
he c la im ed  h e  had later  ca ch ed  in a 
s e c r e t  p lace  in the  W e e h a w k e n  P a l i 
sades ,  w h ith e r  he had ju s t  b een  p re 
t e n d in g  to  lead him.

T o n y  k n e w  now , o f  course , w h a t  
he had su sp e c te d  all a lon g , th a t  W a x  
w a s  m e r e ly  a m o n u m en ta l  liar. A  
co lo s sa l  fraud. A  sort o f  B aron  
M u n c h a u se n  o f  the  S ev en  Seas.

B u t  if  a p p earan ces  co u n ted  fo r  
a n y th in g ,  W a x  had th e  stam p o f  th e  
sea on him. It w o u ld  be hard to  
find a m an l ik e  that. T h e  sea  w a s  
a b ig  p lace. B u t  find him  he w o u ld ,  
he to o k  a b lo o d  oath , i f  i t  to o k  h im  
th e  rest o f  h is  l i f e  and th e n  som e.  
H e  w o u ld  c o m e  b a ck  and h au n t  h im —  

A n d  th a t  rem in d ed  h im  o f  on e



132 THRILLING ADVENTURES

m ore th in g  he had to  do. H e  w o u ld  
g e t  w e l l  first. T h a t  w a s  n e c e s 
sary, o f  course , and th en  he w o u ld  
atten d  to it. Or m ayb e  he w o u ld  do  
it  first. S o u th  S tr e e t  w a s  th e  p lace.  
In  a ta t to o in g  jo in t .  T h e r e  he  w o u ld  
g et  it  d on e—

H e d id n ’t fe e l  so bad now . J u s t  
h o w  bad he w a s  hurt, he c o u ld n ’t 
te ll .  In  the  p i tc h  dark o f  th e  chasm  
in w h ic h  he fo u n d  h im se lf ,  he cou ld  
n ot see h is  hand  b e fo r e  him.

AN Y W A Y ,  it w o u ld  rem ind  h im  o f  
h is  ven g ea n ce .

B y  n o w  the w o u n d  had s to p p e d  
b le e d in g  and he f e l t  so m e w h a t  
better .  H e  co u ld  m o v e  about som e.  
W it h  freq u en t  re s t in g ,  he fo u n d  he  
co u ld  grop e  h is  w a y  a m o n g  th e  
b o u ld ers  l i t t le  by  l i t t le .

T h e  k n ife  th r u st  had n ot  g o n e  
deep , he fe l t  sure. H e  w a s  n o t  w e a k 
en ed  e n o u g h  fo r  that.

E v id e n t ly  th e  a s sa ss in  ’aad m is se d  
h is  aim. T o o  m u ch  o f  a hurry , no  
doubt.

P a in f u l ly  th r e a d in g  h is  w a y  a m o n g  
th e  o u t ly in g  spurs  o f  ra ilroad  track s  
that  carp et  the b o tto m  o f  th e  ca n y o n  
a lo n g  th e  w a te r ’s ed ge ,  T o n y  fina lly  
reached  th e  F o r ty - s e c o n d  S t r e e t  
ferry , on the W e e h a w k e n  s id e . F r o m  
th ere  h e  c r o sse d  th e  r iver  to  M a n 
hattan  w ith o u t  m ish a p  and to o k  a 
W e s t  S id e  “E l ,” s k ir t in g  th e  r iver  
to  B a t te r y  Park, at the  end  o f  th e  
is land.

H ere , a lo n g  o ld  S o u th  S tree t ,  am id  
th e  s lo p  sh o p s  and a n c ie n t  tw o - s to r y  
ro o k er ie s  that  fa ce  th e  grea t  o p en  
w h a rv es  in the  E a st  R iv er ,  w a s  th e  
ta t to o in g  p lace  that had l iv e d  in h is  
dreams.

O ut on the s id e w a lk  in  fr o n t  w ere  
s t i l l  d isp la y e d  g o r g e o u s  sa m p les  o f  
the ta tto o er ’s art.

T o  the  man in charge , A r n o  B in k ,  
he sad ly  co m m u n ica ted  th e  fa c t  that  
th e  p roposed  deal w a s  off. H e  
c o u ld n ’t  buy  the  p lace  n ow . S o m e 
t h in g  had h a p p en ed  th a t  p u t  i t  o u t

o f  th e  q u es t io n .  O f  h is  in ju r ie s  he  
sa id  n o th in g .  T h o s e  he  w o u ld  tak e  
care o f  in h is  o w n  w a y .

“B u t  th e r e ’s s o m e th in g  y o u  can  do  
fo r  m e ,” he to ld  B in k . R o l l in g  up  
h is  s le e v e s ,  he  e x p o s e d  h is  l e f t  arm. 
“ P u t  a d a g g e r  h ere— lik e  th e  one in  
th is  p ic tu r e .”

H e  p ro d u ced  one  o f  W a x ’s p ic tu re  
cards, tak en  in th e  M arquesas  I s 
lands, w i t h  th e  d a g g e r  in set .  “J u s t  
l ik e  th a t ,” he to ld  him. “ B lo o d  and  
all. A n d  m ake it  s tr o n g .”

A f t e r  a w h i le  there  s to o d  out,  on  
th e  in s id e  o f  T o n y  R e l i g i o ’s l e f t  
forearm , r e a c h in g  from  coat  cuff  to  
e lb ow , a m u r d e r o u s  b lu e  d a g g er ,  
d r ip p in g  c r im so n  from  the p o in t  o f  
th e  blade.

“T h e r e ,” he to ld  h im se lf ,  as  he  
s ta g g e r e d  d o w n  th e  c r e a k in g  sta irs ,  
s t i l l  w e a k  fro m  th e  k n ife  th r u s t—  
“that  fo r  C h arles  W a x .  J u s t  to  re
m in d  m e .”

HE  s le p t  that  n ig h t  in J e a n n e t te  
Park, ju s t  across  th e  s tr e e t  

fro m  th e  ta t to o in g  p lace . A f t e r  that,  
in  th e  lo n g  y ea rs  th a t  f o l lo w e d  w i t h 
o u t  even  a trace  o f  h is  e n em y , R e-  
l i g io  o f t e n  fo u n d  i t  n e c e s sa r y  to  g aze  
at th e  rem in d er  on h is  arm to  k eep  
h is  co u ra g e  up.

F ro m  B r o o k ly n  he sh ip p e d  aboard  
th e  G orgon , a tram p, one o f  w h o s e  
fa r th e s t  p o in t s  w a s  e x p e c te d  to  be  
th e  M arq u esas  I s la n d s ,  in  th e  h o p e  
o f  f in d in g  som e trace  o f  W a x  at th e  
p o rt  w h e r e  he had o r ig in a l ly  m e t  
him.

T h e r e  he  ju m p e d  a g o o d  job  and  
d r i f te d  about th e  beach. B u t  no  
C h arles  W a x  co u ld  he find. N o t  
ev en  a trace.

W i t h  th e  sam e resu lt  he sh ip p e d  
in and o u t  o f  S y d n e y .  H e  w a s  in  
T a h i t i ; he h u n g  arou n d  th e  s e t t l e 
m e n ts  at S h a n g h a i .  D r i f t in g  h o p e 
le s s ly  in  and out,  he  s p e n t  s ix  
m o n th s  in  th e  g a m b lin g  h e l l s  o f  R a n 
g o o n  and S in g a p o r e — th e  m o s t  l ik e ly  
p la c e s  fo r  m e n  o f  W a x ’s ty p e — b u t
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n o t  so  m u ch  as a hair  o f  th e  m is s in g  
m an  c o u ld  he  find.

A l w a y s ,  h o w ev er ,  R e l ig io  w o u ld  
lo o k  at t i ie  d a g g e r  on  h is  arm, screw  
up h is  co u ra g e  and p lo d  on. O n and  
on he w a n d ered ,  w i th o u t  a spark o f  
su ccess .

TH E N  he to o k  to h o ld in g  regular  
jobs, w i t h o u t  regard  to  w h ere  

t h e y  w ere  and s ta y in g  t i l l  t h e y  w ere  
over. In  th is  w a y  he began  gradu
a l ly  to  save m o n e y  again . N o w  th at  
he d id n ’t care for  it, th e  m o n e y  
seem ed  to com e easy . P le n t y  o f  it  
w a s  r o l l in g  in.

A  l i t t le  la ter  he  gave  up a n y  h op e  
o f  ever  f in d in g  the  m an he so u g h t .  
H e  re t ired  fro m  th e  sea and  w ith  
th e  m o n e y  he had saved  fina lly  
b o u g h t  th e  ta t to o in g  e s ta b lish m e n t  
h e  had on ce  lo o k e d  fo rw a rd  to  o w n 
in g  on S o u th  S tree t .  T o n y  se t t le d  
dow n.

H e  d id n ’t n e e d  to  w o rk  now . H e  
had saved  e n o u g h  to  l iv e  on, but h is  
m in d  had fa l le n  in to  a rut. H e  n ev er  
g o t  o ver  th e  habit  o f  s e a rch in g  
p e o p le ’s  faces .

H e  re ta in ed  th e  p r ic e le s s  B in k ,  
w h o  b y  th is  t im e  had le t  th e  p la ce  
run d o w n  th r o u g h  drink, and took  
an o b se sse d  p lea su re  in  w a tc h in g  h is  
n e e d le  e x p e r t  run fu l l - r ig g e d  sh ips,  
c o i le d  s e r p e n ts  and b le e d in g  hearts  
on  the  ten d er  sk in s  o f  cu sto m ers .  B y  
th e  hour he w o u ld  s i t  and w atch ,  
and w o n d e r  w h a t  m o t iv e s  w ere  be
h in d  them .

A n d  th e n  one day it happened .  
W h i l e  s i t t in g  in th e  sun  in J e a n 

n e t t e  Park , th e  l i t t le  e sp la n a d e  d i
r e c t ly  across  from  S e a m e n ’s I n s t i 
tu te ,  w h e r e  fo r e g a th e r  the  sea  v en tu r 
ers  from  the e n d s  o f  the earth, he  
s a w —

W a s  it  p o ss ib le?  C ould  he be  
d r e a m in g ?

C h a r les  W a x !
H e  trem b led  a ll over. A f t e r  a ll  

th e s e  years ,  c o u ld  h is  e n e m y  be so  
n ea r?  H e  lo o k e d  a w a y  q u ic k ly  and

back aga in , to  see i f  the  m an  w e r e  
s t i l l  there.

Y es , there  he w as, as bold  as l i fe .  
O n on e  o f  th e  b en ch es  in  th e  l i t t l e  

park sat W a x ,  h u n ch ed  over, d o z in g  
in  th e  sun. Shabbier  and b a g g ier  
about the  eyes ,  but W a x  to  the  l i fe .  
Scar on  h is  l e f t  c h e e k  and all. H e  
co u ld  n ot  be m istak en .

G one w as th e  d a n d y  n o w ;  g o n e  
and fo r g o t te n .  T h e r e  rem ained  but  
th e  dead ash  o f  a fire that had ceased  
to  burn.

AT  first R e l ig io  started  up, c lu tc h 
in g  the  d a g g e r  that  he a lw a y s  

carr ied — th e  sam e on e  W a x  in h is  
f l igh t  had l e f t  b eh in d  on th e  J e r s e y  
P a lisa d e s .  T h e n  he s top p ed .

T h a t  w a s  n o t  th e  w ay . T w e n t y  
y ea rs  had com e and g o n e  s in ce  that  
t id e  th a t  had tu rn ed  th e  w h o le  
co u r se  o f  h is  l i fe .  H e  w a s  o ld er  n o w  
and ca lm er. H e  w a ited .

H e  f e l t  v ery  coo l ,  s i t t in g  there, h is  
o ld  e n e m y  w i t h in  h is  grasp. H e  
w o u ld  m ake no  m ista k e ,  a f ter  a ll  
th e se  years. H e  w o u ld  f o l lo w  h im  
hom e.

M ayb e  he d id n ’t have a hom e?  
B u t  he w o u ld  find out. T h a t  w a s  

th e  p lace  to do it. A n y  o th e r  p lace  
w a s  d angerous .

A f te r  an hour th e  shabby figure on  
th e  b en ch  stirred . S l ig h t ly  roused ,  
th e  r u m -so tted  rem nant o f  a on ce  
g o o d  p h y s iq u e  s tr e tc h e d ;  he y a w n e d  
and sto o d  up.

H e  seem ed  c o n su m e d  w i t h  th ir s t  
and h is  one d es ire  to  reach, th e  
q u ic k e s t  w a y ,  the  p la ce  w h ere  he  
had go t  th e  la s t  one.

O ut o f  the  park he s ta g g ered ,  a f te r  
severa l  fa lse  starts. A lo n g  S o u th  
Stree t ,  he jo s t le d  and  e lb o w ed  h is  
w a y  th r o u g h  th e  cr o w d s  o f  seam en  
th a t  sw arm  th e  s id e w a lk s  in  fr o n t  o f  
S e a m e n ’s I n s t i tu te .  O n  up th e  w a te r 
fr o n t  he t i l t e d  and sw a y ed ,  l ik e  a 
fu l l - r ig g e d  sh ip , d ip p in g  and careen 
in g  as he  ta ck ed  fro m  s id e  to  s id e .  

C lose  b e h in d  s lu n k  the  a v e n g in g
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T o n y . W a x  w o u ld n ’t e scap e  h im  
th is  t im e. H e ’d be paid  in fu l l .  O ld  
M alatesta  w o u ld  have e n jo y e d  th is ,  
old  B la ck  M alatesta , o f  S o u th  B r o o k 
ly n ;  but it w a s  a p r ivate  m atter .  H e  
h im s e lf  w o u ld  take care o f  it.

UN D E R  the g ian t  arch es  o f  B r o o k 
ly n  B r id g e  he sa w  h is  quarry  

hesitate .
H e  w a tch ed  him  sn iff  th e  fou r  

p o in ts  o f  th e  c o m p a ss  d ru n k en ly ,  
then  s lant  off n o r ’-nor’-w est.

A t  d arkened  C hatham  Square, the  
inebria te  p aused  in fu d d le d  in d e c i 
sion. T h e n  in to  the  h a l lw a y  o f  one  
o f  i t s  lo w e s t  d ives ,  in h a b ited  by  rats  
and the  riff-raff o f  C h in a to w n , he  
van ish ed .

So  that w as  w h ere  he l iv e d ?  In a 
rat hole . H e  had sunk to  th is !

F rom  the C h in ese  la u n d ry m a n  on  
th e  grou n d  floor, T o n y  learn ed  that  
W a x  had b een  there  o n ly  a w e e k  or 
tw o  and drank stea d ily .

C ou ld  the  C hinam an g e t  th e  w h ite  
m an drunk? Or m ayb e  h a l f  drunk?  
E a sy ,  w a s  it?

" W e l l ,  th e r e ’s s o m e th in g  for  y o u r  
tro u b le ,” sa id  T o n y ,  as he  w e n t  h is  
w ay , w e l l  a ssu red  that h is  quarry  
w a s  sa fe  for  th e  n igh t .

O n ly  the  n e x t  day th e  a v en g er  at 
la s t  fo u n d  th e  tw e n ty -y e a r -o ld  lo n g 
in g  o f  h is  heart fu lf i l led . B e fo r e  h im  
la y  h is  e n em y , h e lp le s s  as a babe. 

A t  la s t !
A n d  th en  a v ery  stran ge  th in g  

h a p p en ed  to  R e l ig io .  S o m e th in g  that  
form ed  no  part o f  h is  sch em e, and  
c e r ta in ly  had no cou n terp a r t  e ith er  
in th e  p r e se n t  s ta te  o f  h is  f e e l in g s  
or h is  en t ire  ex p e r ie n c e .

N o w  that  it  w a s  his , he w a s  su r 
p r ised  to  find th a t  th e  re l ish  o f  re
v e n g e  had lo s t  i t s  savor. In s te a d  of  
stabb ing  h is  e n e m y  to  th e  heart he  
sat d o w n  on a b r o k e n - le g g e d  chair  
and stared, stared at him.

T h a t  w a s  a l l— ju st  sat th ere  and  
stared. A s  i f  he had never  seen  him  
before .

W h a t  w a s  the  m atter  w i t h  h im ?  
W h y  d id n ’t he  s tr ik e?  T h e  m an w as  
g u i l ty .  H e  had c o m m itte d  murder,  
or tr ied  to. It  w as  the  code.

C lu tc h in g  th e  d a g g er  firm ly in h is  
hand, he ra ised  h is  arm to  s tr ik e —  
to s la y  the  a ssa ss in  w h e r e  he lay,  
b eso tted ,  u n c o n sc io u s .  T h e n  he lo w 
ered  h is  arm again . S o m e th in g  w as  
the  m atter  w ith  him.

T T E  to o k  a turn  up and d o w n  the  
room. T h e n  he cam e s o f t ly  back  

and tr ied  it again . H e  c o u ld n ’t do 
i t !  H i s  hand w e n t  up in a g estu re  
o f  despa ir .  H e  c o u ld n ’t do i t !  T hat  
w a s  it. H e  s im p ly  co u ld  n ot  s tr ike  
to the  heart a h e lp le s s  man.

R e l i g i o ’s w o r ld  w e n t  crash in g  
ab ou t h is  ears. H e  w a s  fi l led  w ith  
an in te n se  lo a th in g  fo r  h im se lf .  H is  
o n ly  shred  o f  c o m fo r t  w a s  that no  
on e  w a s  th ere  to see  him.

A n d  it w a s  lu c k y  fo r  h im !  O ld  
M a la testa  w o u ld  have stabbed h im  to  
th e  heart w i th  h is  o w n  h a n d s!  O ld  
B la c k  M alatesta , o f  S o u th  B r o o k ly n ,  
leader  o f  th e  B la ck  R in g .  H e  had  
seen  h im  do t h in g s  l ik e  that. T h e  
B la c k  O ne hated  w e a k l in g s .

T o n y  R e l ig io  w a s  an u n le ttered  
man. O f  “p s y c h o l o g y ” and “reac
t io n s ” he k n e w  n o th in g ;  but he  did  
k n o w  that  he w a s  su b t ly  ch an ged ,  
that  so m e h o w  so m e th in g  had gon e  
ou t o f  him, lea v in g  h im  asham ed  
and w i s h in g  to  co n cea l  it. H e  fe l t  
g u i l ty .

W i t h o u t  h is  k n o w in g  it, those  
w ith  w h o m  he had com e in  contact  
in th e  lo n g  search  that  fo l lo w e d  
W a x ’s cr im e, had d one  t h in g s  to  
him , s h o v in g  h im  far th er  and farther  
from  th e  S ic i l ia n  standard  he had  
k n ow n . A l l  th e  o ld  ideas, he su d 
d e n ly  rea lized , had van ish ed .

T h en , as he stood  th ere  b e fo re  h is  
v ic t im , hand u p ra ised  fo r  a final e f 
fort, h is  e y e  rested  for  a m o m en t  on  
h is  o w n  le f t  forearm — W a x ’s d a g g e r !  
O f  a su d d e n  an idea p o p p ed , fu l l  
g ro w n , in to  h is  a g ita ted  m ind.
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L o w e r in g  th e  d a g g e r  t h o u g h t f u l ly ,  
h e  took  a n o th er  turn  up and d o w n  
th e  shabby  l i t t le  room. T h e n  he 
s te p p e d  q u ie t ly  o u t  th e  s a g g in g  d o o r 
w a y  in to  th e  g r im y  s tr e e t s  o f  C hatham  
Square.

R e tu r n in g  to  th e  ta t to o in g  p lace  
in  S o u th  S tree t ,  he  h u r r ie d ly  bade  
S in k ,  th e  artist ,  ga th er  up h is  im 
p le m e n ts  and retu rn  w i t h  him.

U p o n  th e  in eb r ia te  th e  art is t  se t  
to  w o rk  and b e fo r e  W a x  aw ok e ,  th e r e  
s to o d  o u t  on  th e  in s id e  o f  h is  l e f t  
forearm  an e x a c t  cou n terp art ,  in 
c o lo r  and d e s ig n ,  o f  th e  d a g g e r  on  
th e  p ic tu r e  card th a t  he  had b een  
so  a n x io u s  to  have  p h o to g r a p h e d  as 
th e  em b lem  o f  fa i th  and lo y a lty .

I t  w a s  W a x ’s o w n  w eap on , w i th  
w h ic h  he had “k i l l e d ” h is  fr ie n d  in  
iW eeh a w k en , re tu rn ed  to  h au n t  him.  
T h e r e  c o u ld  be n o  d oubt about it. 
I t  w a s  id en t ica l .  A n d  to  m ake as
su ran ce  d o u b ly  sure, b en ea th  th e  
d a g g e r  w a s  in d e l ib ly  e tc h e d  th e  
nam e. “T o n y  R e l ig io .”

A f t e r  a w h i le ,  w h e n  th e  s t u p e f y 
in g  e f fe c t s  o f  th e  l iq u or  b egan  to  
w e a r  off, th e  fo r m  on th e  hard pal
l e t  gro a n ed  and sat up.

F ir s t  he s o u g h t  th e  w a ter  tap, 
g u r g l in g  g a l lo n s  o f  w a ter  d o w n  h is  
s iz z l in g  g u l le t .  T h e n  he groaned  
a ga in  and d ro p p ed  across  th e  bed  
fo r  an o th er  snooze .

SO M E  t im e  la ter  he s lap p ed  h is  l e f t  
w r is t  w i th  h is  r ig h t  hand. T h e r e  

w e r e  o th e r  b i te s  there  than  th o se  o f  
th e  ta t to o  n eed le .  T h e n  he a b se n t ly
f e l t  o f  h is  w r is t  and sat up w ith  a 
jerk .

H e  to o k  one lo o k  at h is  arm and  
b o lte d  fo r  th e  door.

“ Oh, L o r d l ” he  y e lp e d ,  ru n n in g  
rou n d  and round, “I ’ve go t  ’em  
a g a i n ! ”

R o u n d  and round he w h e e le d .  
T h e n ,  as he  g r a d u a lly  s lo w e d  dow n,  
h e  f e l t  o f  h is  arm again.

I t  h u r t  I t  w a s  real! A  fo o l i s h  
g r in  ov ersp rea d  h is  flabby fea tu res .

H e  w a s n ’t  s e e in g  th in g s  a fter  all. 
B u t  h o w  did  it  g e t  there?

A  m o m e n t  and he w a s  in  th e  
th r o e s  o f  a s t i l l  grea ter  doubt.

I t  w a s  an om en. T h a t ’s w h a t  i t  
was. I t  had ju s t  occu rred  to  him .  
H o w  he k n e w  he c o u ld n ’t te l l ,  but  
at th a t  m o m e n t  he  w a s  ce r ta in  o f  it. 
H e  k n ew  o f  such  th in g s  at sea. “T h e  
m arked  m an never  e sc a p e s .” T h a t  
w a s  an o ld  s a y in g  and a tru e  one.

“U n le s s — ” an idea  s tru ck  him. U n 
le s s  he c o u ld  g e t  it rem oved . T h a t  
w a s  true, too. A n y  sa ilor  k n e w  that.  
W h y  h a d n ’t he th o u g h t  o f  it  soon er?

IN T O  h is  c lo th e s  he b u m p ed  drunk-  
en ly . O n  S o u th  S tr e e t  w a s  a tat-  

tooer . H e ’d fix th a t  mark.
B u r s t in g  in  at th e  door ten  m in 

u te s  later, he w a s  m e t  c o o l ly  by  th e  
in scru ta b le  B in k ,  w h o  r e c e iv ed  a ll  
c u sto m ers .  A s  th e  in eb r ia te  raved  
at random  about a m ark th a t  had  
appeared  m ir a c u lo u s ly  on h is  arm, 
he l i s t e n e d  p o l i t e ly  —  s k e p t ic a l ly  —  
on e  b ro w  up, th e  o th er  dow n.

B u t  w h e n  W a x  ro lled  up h is  s leev e  
and sh o w e d  the  ta tto o ed  d agger ,  
A r n o  B in k ’s e x p r e s s io n  ch a n g e d  to  
on e  o f  horror. H i s  e y e s  ro l led  fea r 
f u l ly ,  as he backed  aw ay.

“N -n -n -n o n , m o n s ie u r !” he h e ld  up  
h is  hand to sh u t o u t  the  s ig h t .  “ B ad  
lu ck ,  m o n s ie u r !  B ad  lu c k ! ” A n d  as  
he backed  aw ay, he w e n t  on rep ea t
in g :  ‘‘N -n -n -n o n , m o n s ie u r !  B ad  lu c k !  
B a d  lu c k — ”

So w e l l  w a s  it d one  th a t  the  in 
eb r ia te ’s first n o i s y  ou tb u rst  fr o z e  
in to  su s ta in e d  horror. T h a t  p roved  
it . H e  w a s  a m arked  man. H e  w a s  
h a ’nted. M arked  for  som e h orr ib le  
fa te .  A n d  he c o u ld n ’t g e t  it  off. 

W e a k ly  he  tr ied  to  brazen  it out.  
“ W ’y, w a ssa  m atter ,  F r e n c h y ? ” 
“ D a g g e r ! ” p o in te d  the  ta ttooer ,  

w ith  averted  gaze.
“ W a ssa  m atter  w i t h  d a g g e r ? ” 

b lu ffed  th e  tr e m b lin g  W a x .
“ B ad lu c k !  B a d  lu c k ! ” w a s  a l l  

B in k  w o u ld  say, p la n t in g  th e  g e r m
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o f  fear  s t i l l  deeper  in the  heart o f  
th e  “m urd erer .”

A f te r  that, W a x  brooded  alone. H e  
g r e w  erratic , m orose . H e  s lep t  in  
J e a n n e t te  Park, c o n c e iv in g  a horror  
o f  c lo sed  p laces  w h ere  he co u ld  not  
g e t  ou t  q u ick ly .  H e  drank more, 
i f  poss ib le .  H e  never  w e n t  to  sea  
anym ore. H e  had lo n g  s in ce  becom e  
ju s t  another  d ere l ic t  w ash ed  up on  
th e  shores o f  Sou th  Street .  A beach
comber. A  bum.

NO W  and then  he cam e back to  
B in k  w ith  the  same request,  

h a v in g  fo r g o t te n  the  first one, but  
it  w as  a lw a y s  th e  s a m e :

“N -n -n -n o n , m o n s ie u r !  B ad  luck,  
m o n s ieu r !  B ad  lu c k ! ” w ith  v io le n t  
sh a k in g s  o f  the  head.

T h e r e  w a s  an oth er  ta tto o  p lace,  
th e  h au n ted  m an w a s  d im ly  aware, 
so m ew h ere  in  B r o o k ly n ,  or m aybe  
i t  w a s  in N e w a r k ;  but h is  fu d d le d  
w’i t s  w ere  never  sober lo n g  en o u g h  
to  find out.

H e  q u it  ta lk in g  to  o th er  p e o p le  
and began  ta lk in g  to  h im se lf .  T o  
T o n y  R e l ig io ,  h is  form er  sh ipm ate ,  
he con versed , casu a l ly ,  fam il ia r ly ,  as  
i f  he w ere  p resen t— T o n y ,  w h o m  he  
k n ew  to  be dead and ro t t in g  under  
th e  W e e h a w k e n  P a lisad es .

T h e  b o d y  had never  been found .  
H e  had w a tch ed  the  papers  for that.

B u t  w h at  o f  it?  H e  w a s  a l i t t le  
too  s l ic k  for them . T h e y  c o u ld n ’t 
catch  him.

T h e  o n ly  th in g  he  w a s  a fra id  of  
w a s  g h o sts .  Man or beast he  had no  
fear o f ,  but g h o s t s  w ere  out o f  h is  
line.

A l l  th is  w h i le  T o n y  R e l ig io  
w a tch ed  q u ie t ly ,  w i th o u t  g lo a t in g .  
H e  w itn e s s e d  the  gradual m oral c o l 
lapse  o f  h is  “ fr ie n d .” W h e n  the  
w o u ld -b e  assass in  had been p u n ish ed  
en ou gh , it w a s  in h is  m in d  to  reveal  
th e  h oax  and g ive  the g u i l t y  c o n 
sc ien ce  a rest.

B u t  the end w a s  too  sudden.
In J e a n n e tte  Park  one day, W a x  

sat s lu m p ed  over  on a bench. A s  
h ord es  o f  seam en filled th e  l i t t le  
park— s w a p p in g  yarns  and s l o p  
goods, p e d d l in g  bananas, to m ake a 
f e w  d im es  ashore— W a x ,  w h o  had  
been  on a protracted  bend  to  g e t  
aw a y  from  the d agger  that p ursued  
him , w as  s le e p in g  it  off in  the  sun.

A s  he s lep t,  tor tu re -r id d en , he su d 
d e n ly  ju m p ed  up and star ted  to  run.

“T o n y !  T o n y ! ” he sh o u ted ,  w i th  
a b lo o d -c u r d l in g  y e l l .  “Go ’w a y !  Go  

•w a y !  Y o u ’re dead! I sa w  y o u  ly in g  
dead w ith  m y  o w n  e y e s— ”

A n d  ru bbing  m a d ly  at th e  ta tto o  
on h is  arm, he y e l l e d  o n c e  m o r e :

“T ak e  it  a w a y !  T a k e  it  a w a y ! ” 
T h e n  he co l la p se d  and lay  s t i l l .

Hola, Folks! I’m Hyar t’ Tell Yuh that 
Yuh’ll find Real Roarin’ Hell-for-Leather 
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into the room, an ugly automatic in 
his yellow, d irty  right hand. His 
left hand motioned in the direction 
of the jewelry one of the men had 
jus t brought out from the aged wall- 
safe.

“Please put up your hands,” he re
quested.

Of the six white men, five imme
diately reached for the moist, dark 
ceiling; but the sixth did not move. 
Brad W illiams was not the type who 
easily gives up.

It was only out of relationship to 
Jeremiah Williams, leader of the 
archeological expedition, that Brad 
Williams had consented at all to ac
company these seemingly helpless 
scientists to the Chang tombs north 
of Peking. Brad had told the others 
of the dangers they were running, 
but they had laughed at him, jeered 
at him as being young and imagina
tive—and now here was the proof.

Too late, the five scientists realized 
that the ugly rumors which come 
down from the W estern  Hills were 
more than rumors.

Brad dared not guess at the fate 
which menaced them. Certainly it 
would seem that the fortune in cen
tury-old amber which they had just 
unearthed would be enough to oc
cupy the mind of the bandit who 
stood before them, but again—one 
never knew just what might occur.

And Brad felt responsible for these 
white men. His uncle, Jeremiah W il
liams, seemed frail and weak in spite 
of the acidity of his face and temper.

T ) R A D  stared at the gray-clad officer 
-*-* and his eyes became as chill as 
blue ice. As soon as the Chinaman 
shifted to look at the amber, Brad 
tensed himself. Then, like a panther, 
he leaped. The automatic spat flame, 
but Brad found the other’s throat in 
his two hands.

The Chinaman swayed back, tried 
to baring up the pistol, but Brad was 
on top of him, h it ting  him with ham

mer-like fists. The five scientists 
stood about, their hands still on high, 
and goggled at the sight, while their 
flashlights pointed at the wet ceiling 
of the underground pagoda room.

The Chinaman brought the auto
matic down, narrowly missing Brad’s 
head, then grunted as the American 
sank savage fists into his chest and 
stomach. The yellow man suddenly 
crumpled and dropped to the floor, 
his gun clattering on the stone.

1
T 3 R A D  stared down for an instant;

then he snatched up the pistol and 
whirled about. “Pick up that amber! 
Let's get out of here!”

Jeremiah and the other four did as 
they were told, their faces pale by 
the light of the electric torches. The 
amber glowed and threw off its yel
low fire.

Brad sprang to the head of the 
passage and started down, the pistol 
held before him, alert, ready for in
stant action. And action came, in the 
form of a stab of flame which sent 
lead whining off the stone wall. Brad 
fired at the flash and a scream 
echoed through the tunnel.

Dropping down on the floor, he 
waited for the second shot, and when 
it roared in his ears he took a second 
toll. Behind him the scientists were 
cringing against the wall, too fr igh t
ened to move.

“Get dow n!” called Brad to the 
others. “Get down and crawl for
ward to me.”

Rustling and the clink of amber 
told him that the five were obeying. 
He inched along the passage, wait
ing tensely for another shot.

He had nearly reached the turn  in 
the tunnel when he placed his hand 
in something sticky and warm. The 
stench of blood, hot and salty, was 
in his nostrils, and it suddenly came 
to him with a shiver that he had 
taken human life.

But a shot, almost in his face, 
brought a grim tightness to his
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mouth. Calmly he raised the pistol, 
th rust it forward to feel it touch 
something yielding. H i s finger 
twitched and a shuddering body fell 
across his path.

The hot, sweet odor of smokeless 
powder was all about him as he 
crawled forward again. Far ahead 
he could see a glimmer of light, made 
by a hole in the floor above.

In  back of him lay darkness; but 
ahead, between himself and the hole, 
he saw a shadow flicker across the 
passage. The pistol jumped back into 
his hand as it cast a round ribbon of 
flame down the passage. The shadow 
fell back and lay still.

T ) R A D  was deafened by the shots in 
close quarte rs; grimly be won

dered what he would find above 
ground, for he could hear no tramp 
of feet on the floor above.

The slap of leather beside him 
made Brad jump back. A rifle butt 
whistled past him and shattered i t 
self against the stone wall, its crash 
echoed instantly  by B rad’s a u t o 
matic.

Then, w ith  the passage clear, and 
sending a call to the hovering men 
behind him, Brad ran up the passage 
to the dimly lighted hole. He could 
see nothing above it, but he jumped 
up and caught at the floor over his 
head. Something crushed at his fin
gers and he let go, to drop again 
into the tunnel.

“Drag some stones up here!” Brad 
commanded. “Pile them under this 
hole while I  cover it.”

The others asked no questions, did 
not even look at Brad who stood with 
his pistol pointing at the hole. The 
stones were brought and piled up as 
directed.

Brad knew that he was taking a 
long chance, but he also knew that 
it was impossible to remain here, 
eventually to be starved out. These 
bandits—as they undoubtedly were— 
would stop at nothing to gain the

hoard of amber which the expedition 
had so obligingly uncovered for them. 
And the loot of the Chang tombs was 
the one th ing which stood between 
Jeremiah Williams a n d  poverty. 
W ithou t this amber, the entire expe
dition would be stranded in China, 
without the remotest possibility of 
obtaining funds.

W ith  Brad, the circumstances were 
not so urgent. He was young and 
versatile. But with the others, who 
were old with their best work behind 
them, the amber was as vital as life 
itself.

The last stone was hoisted into 
place and Brad silently crouched on 
top of the unsteady pile, ready to 
peer up over the edge and take what 
toll he could before he himself was 
shot. He held both his own and the 
officer’s automatic in his hands.

Slowly he raised up until he was 
jus t beneath the opening. Then he 
suddenly sprang upright, his eyes 
blazing, his entire body as taut as a 
bowstring.

Two soldiers crouched just above 
him and he had no more than 
glimpsed their ugly yellow faces 
when he fired point-blank. He whirled 
as a rifle spat flame at him. One of 
his pistols roared. The other rifle 
shot off his hat; and he replied with 
gunfire as he dodged back.

\i
T T E  saw that the dim room around 

him was vacant except for the 
two dead bodies, and he lost no time 
in scrambling up. Throw ing down his 
empty pistols, he snatched up a rifle 
and bandoleer.

“ Come up !” he shouted into the 
hole. “I t ’s clear!”

But it was not clear. Even be
fore the last terror-stricken scientist 
had crawled out of the hole, rifle fire 
began to spit through the door, mak
ing the room tremble with the impact 
of hot lead.

Brad inched forward on the floor, 
shooting at random w ith  the pur
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loined rifle, hoping that at least some 
of hiB shots were taking effect.

Jeremiah suddenly shrieked. “Look 
out! They’re above us!”

Brad rolled over and looked up. 
Through gaping cracks in the ceil
ing he could see men swarming in 
above them. Gray figures were run
ning down the stairs. W ith  a gasp, 
Brad realized that they had climbed 
up from the outside.

He was up in an instant, his rifle 
clubbed, running toward the men at 
the bottom of the stairs. The roar 
was terrific. All attention was sud
denly concentrated on Brad, for he 
alone was making a show of resis
tance.

Brad felt something sear his shoul
der as he swung madly right and left 
with his gun. He felt the stock crash
ing down on bodies and heads, saw 
bayonets searching for him. He was 
surrounded and he swung the rifle 
in a wide arc. None of the Chinese 
bandits dared shoot for fear of h it
ting  their own number. Time and 
again they attempted to dash in upon 
the lithe American, but the deadly 
curve of that rifle held them back.

Brad’s arms were tir ing  from the 
repeated shock of his striking weap
on. He saw a medley of yellow faces 
about him, saw gray uniforms sh ift
ing giddily before him. Something 
engaged his gun and he felt it leave 
his hands. Then with a savage cry 
he hurled himself upon his attackers, 
his fists s trik ing out at yellow faces.

TH E  circle was closing on him, 
bearing him down. Above his head 

he saw a rifle begin to fall, and 
though it was the work of an instant, 

Brad felt that the dropping weapon 
came slowly. He tried to fend it off 
with his arms, felt the crash of wood 
against his wrist, saw it slip off and 
come directly at his head.

Sound and light exploded in his 
brain and he sank senseless to the 
atone floor, to be swallowed up im

mediately by the surge of Chinese 
above him.

PT1HE pain in his head and body 
was so great when he came to, 

that he could only stare up at the 
gray sky above, unable to understand 
the sing-song Chinese which was be
ing shouted around him. At last he 
marshalled his reeling senses suffi
ciently to gain an inkling of what 
was being said.

“Search them !” a voice commanded. 
“They will need nothing on their 
walk back to Peking.”

Brad struggled to move, only to 
find that he was tightly  bound, lying 
flat on his back amid the dead grasa 
of the paving. He could see the tow
ering pagodas against the lifeless sky 
and fie was suddenly cold in the 
moaning north wind. Looking to one 
side, he saw the five scientists stand
ing against a grotesque statue of a 
helmeted guard dog, their hands high 
as soldiers quickly removed every
th ing of value from their cloth
ing. The officer Brad had knocked 
out in the underground room was 
directing the procedure, a malicious 
smile on his ugly, misshapen face. 
He dangled the car keys in his hands.

Jeremiah Williams was shivering, 
his face ghastly in its terror. Not 
once did he glance toward Brad, 
though the youth lay directly in his 
line of sight.

“You are going to make us walk to 
P ek ing?” quavered Jeremiah, striving 
to enunciate his Chinese properly, 
though failing sadly.

“I t  will be good for you.” The 
officer turned and saw that Brad had 
regained consciousness.

“Hah! Our little friend seems to 
be alive. That is well!” He strode 
over and kicked Brad harshly in the 
side.

Jeremiah was speaking a g a i n .  
“Then you do not intend to let us 
keep the amber?”

And in spite of hlB mingled emo*
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tions of pain and anger, Brad could 
scarcely restrain his smile at his 
uncle’s show of misunderstanding.

“W hy, of course!” replied the offi
cer. “You have only to bring us 
the moon and we will gladly give 
them back to you.” He laughed 
loudly and some of the soldiers 
smiled at their superior’s wit.

I t  was not until then that Jere
miah gave the slightest thought to 
his nephew. “W hat are you going 
to do with the young man?”

The officer’s smile was not nice to 
see. “He will remain as my guest, I 
am happy to say. You need not worry 
about ever seeing him again.”

A t last the search was done and 
the five white men were told to leave. 
Pointing fingers showed them the 
way to Peking, many miles across 
the hard, brown plain. They  went 
fearfully, with never a backward 
glance, their legs trembling as though 
they felt bullets biting into their 
backs.

HO RSES were led up—square-faced 
Mongolian ponies, long haired 

and as vicious as they were small. 
Two men lifted Brad up into a saddle 

where he swayed dizzily, his blue 
eyes dull with pain. Ropes were 
passed under the horse’s belly and 
Brad felt himself bound tightly.

The Chinese officer stepped close 
to him. “Now we will have a pleas
ant afternoon ride, and perhaps to
morrow or the next day, you will pay 
for the lives you have taken.” He 
smiled cruelly. “I myself will make 
you pay.”

Brad could think of only one 
Chinese word in reply. “P ig !”

But the officer only smiled. He 
mounted another pony to lead the 
way north, deep into the frowning, 
mysterious W estern  Hills where only 
rumors live to account for the deaths 
of men.

As the cavalcade trotted through 
the tortuous canyons of the moun

tains, Brad lurched from side to side 
in the crude saddle, unable to brace 
himself. The wooden crosstrees b it 
alternately into his stomach and back, 
breaking the skin, and the leather 
cushion which was held down be
neath him by a single strap seemed 
as sharp as broken glass.

fTlHEY had progressed many miles 
when dusk found them, deep in 

the hills. The soldiers made a hasty 
camp and Brad was thrown heavily 
to the ground, to be staked down by 
cruelly tight ropes.

He lay awake through the long 
menacing night, cramped, cold, and 
unable to move a muscle. W hen  dawn 
came he breakfasted on a swallow of 
water, and was strapped again into 
the saddle.

Late in the afternoon they were 
winding through passes which were 
unbelievably twisted. The sharp 
backs of ridges ju tted  high above 
them against the gray sky, and the 
brown hillsides were steep and bar
ren of vegetation.

A t last, Brad saw a high wall be
fore them which stretched east and 
west, following the ridges at their 
highest points. The wall was nearly 
th irty  feet high and twenty feet 
broad. Dully, he recognized a sec
tion of the famed Great Wall of 
China.

But the wall was not their goal, 
and they had just started the ascent 
to it when the officer in the lead 
swung to the west and entered a 
narrow, almost hidden pass. The 
ground beneath the horses’ feet level
ed out and looked as though it were 
much used. Brown shrubs grew 
above them on the steep sides of the 
cut, and ahead, as brown as the veg
etation, Brad saw ramparts loom 
against the sky. He had little time 
to regard the silhouetted battlements, 
for a postern gate swung open and 
the cavalcade went through.

Brad found himself in a cobble
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stone courtyard, surrounded by 
frowning piles of masonry which 
were almost medieval in their archi
tecture. A yellow-robed Manchurian 
came out.to  them; and in the yellow 
gown, Brad saw the answer to his 
wonderings.

He was within a Lamasari of the 
W estern  Hills, one of those mysteri
ous outposts of the Lama religion. 
Through Brad’s mind there coursed 
all that he had ever heard of these 
monasteries and their yellow-robed 
monks. He had heard much of their 
cruelty, but he remembered with 
burning vividness that no white man 
had ever lived to visit a Lamasari in 
the W estern Hills and return to tell 
about it.

Little  time was given him for 
thought, however. Soldiers carried 
him across the courtyard, up a flight 
of steps and through a low doorway. 
As they carried him past an unob
structed section of the ramparts, 
Brad caught a glimpse of the Great 
Wall of China not far distant. He 
knew that it would thread its to rtu
ous length down to the railroad 
through Nankuo Pass, countless miles 
to the west.

The soldiers threw him into a cell 
and locked the door upon him, leav
ing him alone for the first time. 
They had loosened his bonds and 
now he worked strenuously to free 
himself.

HE W AS standing up, stretching 
himself and feeling the ache of 

his whole body, when the gray-uni
formed officer came to the door and 

stood silently regarding the Ameri
can. The Chinaman ran critical eyes 
over the tall, lithe form and then 
lboked into the rugged young face 
and laughed.

“I t  would be a shame,” he re
marked, “to allow you to die pleas
antly. Tomorrow we will have a 
little sport. I am a very kind man. 
Very kind. I am about to offer you

a challenge to a duel. You accept,
of course?”

Brad did not answer. He stood 
motionless in the center of the cell, 
his feet wide apart, his hands on his 
hips, his eyes as cold as ice. The 
officer laughed again and then left.

Brad paced back and forth across 
the cell, listening to the sound of his 
boots ringing on the stone. There 
was clearly no way out of the cell, 
for the floor and sides were of stone 
and the door of strong iron.

The idea of the duel was equally 
clear. I t  was obvious that he would 
have no real fighting chance against 
the officer.

r p H E  night passed slowly, black and 
ominous. And at noon Brad found 

he had been right about being re
fused a fighting chance.

Armed guards bound his arms to 
his sides and made him walk out on 
the narrow wall. The entire mon
astery lay before him, a gloomy, 
rambling fortress of solid stone, relic 
of the days when T artars  were ex
pected to sweep down across the 
Great Wall with the coming of each 
night.

Brad expected to be taken down to 
the courtyard below, but he found 
that the guards were forcing him up 
a flight of stairs which led to an 
even higher tower. A door opened 
before him and he found himself 
standing on the battlement-enclosed 
platform of the highest tower. Be
low were rocks hundreds of feet 
down, and the walls were almost 
sheer.

The Chinese officer and three men 
with yellow robes stood on the wind
swept tower, the cold air tugging at 
their clothing.

“Good afternoon,” greeted the offi
cer. “I see you are punctual in keep
ing  engagements.”

Brad had stopped, but a sharp bay
onet at his back forced him on. He 
smiled coolly and looked about,
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faintly hoping that there might be 
some way of escape. But though the 
battlements were not as high as his 
knees, not even a fly could hope to 
scale the walls of the tower. The 
platform was several hundred feet in 
diameter and the only way of escape 
was at his back, guarded by armed 
soldiers.

The officer’s face was ugly as he 
stepped toward Brad. Cruelty made 
his brown eyes beads in his pu tty
like yellow face.

Then Brad knew what was about 
to happen. They would not untie 
his arms nor would they give him 
any weapon. The officer was about 
to force him back to the edge, whip
ping at him with a keen sword, cut
ting him horribly until at last, from 
sheer desperation, the American 
would jump over the the battlements 
to the waiting rocks far below.

The officer drew a sword and felt 
slowly of its keen edge, watching 
covertly to see if he had intimidated 
Brad. Then, playfully, the China
man thrust out with the keen blade 
and scraped Brad’s chest. Involuntar
ily, the American stepped back, back 
toward the sheer wall and the em
brasures.

TH E  sword flickered out again, 
sending a hot pain through Brad’s 

arm. Again he stepped back, closer 
to the drop. He tried to free his 

arms of the confining ropes, but it 
was impossible to move them.

The ugly yellow face in front of 
him smiled savagely, and light licked 
the keen blade. Brad took another 
step back, conscious of blood running 
down his right arm where the sword 
had touched. Out of the corner of 
his eye he saw that the Lama priests 
were grinning viciously.

Brad felt the battlements at his 
heels and knew that he could step 
back no further. Seeing this, the 
officer stepped closer. His sword be
came a deadly, painful flash of light

which darted relentlessly back and 
forth, biting into Brad’s flesh.

But in his triumph, the Chinese 
officer failed to see that one stroke 
of the blade had cut the rope which 
bound Brad’s arms to his sides. Brad 
felt his bonds loosen slightly, and 
though his chest was a hotbed of 
pain, he seized quickly upon a plan.

He pretended to step up on the 
raised embrasures, as though about 
to jump. Seeing this, the officer 
lunged forward to strike once more.

T 3 R A D  doubled up, the blade swish- 
■*-' ing past his ear. Before the Chi
naman could recover, Brad was under 
him, running across the platform to
ward the other side. The soldiers 
stood motionless, certain that this 
was merely an extension of the tor
ture. The monks did not move.

The officer roared and ran swiftly 
after Brad, his heavy shoes ringing 
on the stones. The American turned 
at right angles, running along the 
circular wall, glancing back to see 
that the officer was close upon him. 
Brad twisted at his bonds and felt 
the rope leaving him.

Suddenly he turned and dived 
under the upraised sword, bringing 
his full weight against the running 
Chinaman. Surprise and fear were 
in the officer’s bellow, because he saw 
that he was but a few feet away from 
the edge of the tower.

Brad encircled the man’s legs with 
his free arms, throwing the officer 
off balance, feeling them both sway 
toward the edge. The sword came 
down, but too late.

Releasing his hold just in time, 
Brad threw himself back. The China
man pitched over the side, out of 
sight, to hurtle down to the waiting 
rocks.

Screams of the yellow-robed monks 
and shrill cries of the three soldiers 
were in Brad’s ears as he jerked him
self to his feet and turned. The 
smallest monk was only a few feet
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away and Brad lost no time. Not 
realizing the pain of his wounds, he 
jumped across to the Lama before 
the man could move.

Snatching up the Chinaman, Brad 
held the man’s light weight off the 
platform and ran toward the door. 
The soldiers were there, bayonets 
ready, but somewhat amazed at the 
sudden tu rn  of events. But Brad did 
not pause in his headlong rush to
ward them. The bayonets came up 
viciously and two of them sank deep 
into the body of the Lama priest. 
The th ird  bayonet was thrust out, 
and before the soldier could recover 
Brad had felled him with a quick 
blow to the chin.

Diving through the door, he 
hurtled  down the steps, passed the 
portal which led to the cell and ran 
further down into the tower. W ith  
cries close behind him, he swung 
down a long passageway which he 
saw led to a room.

A cluster of yellow robes were 
ahead of him and priests crouched 
tensely in the passage, waiting. But 
Brad, once started, knew no quarter 
or obstacle. W ith  all the speed and 
grace of a football player, he hurtled 
in a flying tackle s traight for the 
group.

MONKS were bowled over like ten
pins, and without a backward 

glance Brad was on his feet and 
pounding through the monastery.

His hurry ing  legs finally brought 
him into the ceremony rooms of the 
rambling structure and he found him
self confronted with a life-sized 
Mongolian idol with pious hands be
neath his chin. Brad almost rushed 
across the dimly lighted room to give 
combat when he realized where he 
was.

A Lama monk was kneeling before 
the image in prayer when he felt 
himself snatched up, saw a fist crash 
into his face and dropped senseless. 

Dragging the unconscious Lama

with him, Brad ran into the adjoin
ing room. Another altar, lighted by 
the feeble glow of incense pots, 
loomed before him. The six hands 
of the image were variously posed, 
and the face was a woodenly placid 
mask. W ith  his burden still in his 
hand, Brad stepped up before the 
idol.

S O M E T H I N G  moved to either side 
^  and he darted back. Two priests 
had been kneeling there. Brad’s hands 
snatched out, caught hold of the 
robes and strove to batter the heads 
together. But, strangely, only a 
wooden thump met his effort. He 
kicked out and his boots found 
marks before the priests could raise 
a cry.

Kneeling down over the uncon
scious Manchurians, Brad discovered 
that they wore hideous carved and 
painted masks of tremendous size.

But the American lost no time in 
examinations. Feet were pounding 
down a near corridor and Brad 
quickly dragged the three Lamas 
into a small opening behind the hol
low altar. As he passed the image 
a glitter, yellow as fire, caught his 
eye. W ith  a gasp, he saw that the 
six hands were bedecked with the 
Chang amber which he had located at 
the tombs.

Cries lent him haste and he 
crouched down, rapidly binding and 
gagging his captives with strips torn 
from the yellow robes. One of the 
robes he saved, drawing it on over 
his own clothing, finding that it 
smelled of grease and sweat.

Safe momentarily in the dark 
niche, Brad took stock of his situa
tion.

Though the sword cuts s t u n g  
painfully beneath clotted blood, he 
realized he was very hungry.

Hours passed and he knew that it 
must be dark outside. Searching 
parties had passed through the room 
several times, but they had been
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hasty and had failed to look behind 
the idol.

Brad started to get to his feet and 
felt one of the masks under his hand. 
He picked it up, seeing by the faint 
light that it was black and plumed, 
much larger than a human head. The 
face was a twisted horror. W ithout a 
second thought, Brad drew it on over 
his tawny hair and adjusted it until 
he could see through the eye holes.

Then, sedately, his yellow robes 
dragging about him, the mask heavy 
on his shoulders, he made his way 
out of his hiding place and stepped 
up to the altar. Quickly denuding 
the image of the g littering amber, 
placing the invaluable relics in a 
hastily constructed bag of yellow 
cloth, he stepped out of the room 
and found a stairway which seemed 
to lead down.

Two Lamas passed him on the 
stairs, gave him a puzzled glance and 
then nodded. Brad calmly returned 
the nod and swept majestically by. 
He knew that masks must be out of 
place elsewhere in the monastery, but 
he prayed for luck and found himself 
stepping through a doorway which 
led into the courtyard.

The hoofs of a pony rang out on 
the cobblestones, and by the light of 
a lantern hanging over the door, 
Brad saw a soldier riding toward him, 
in the direction of the postern gate. 
As the horseman entered the light, 
Brad raised himself up on the balls 
of his feet and prepared for a spring.

WIT H  a startled exclamation, the 
soldier was hurled to the ground, 
and before he could rise again, Brad 

was up on the horse in a swirl of yel
low robes. The startled pony bucked 
and then ran forward.

Cries of alarm split the night and 
lights appeared on every side. Strain
ing his eyes through the suddenly 
peopled darkness, Brad saw that the 
postern gate was open. W ith  his 
robes streaming, grotesque in his

mask, he leanfcd low over the horse’s 
neck and beat his heels against the 
pony’s flanks. A soldier was in the 
act of shutting the postern, but Brad 
swung the bag of amber over his 
head and smashed it into his face.

Then he was out of the Lamasari, 
leaving bedlam behind him. Throw
ing off the cumbersome mask, Brad 
put the horse through the cut at 
breakneck speed. The way he had en
tered would probably be blocked, so 
he hit upon a daring plan.

A T  T H E  end of the cut he turned 
and forced the pony up the steep 

hillside to the base of the Great 
Wall. He knew that this broad high
way might place him in Nankuo 
where he could catch a train for 
Peking, and he prayed for luck.

The Great W all reared up above 
him and he raced along its side. 
Torches were flaring up behind him, 
and above the drumming of the 
pony’s hoofs on the hard ground he 
could hear the shouts of his pursuers.

Then he glimpsed a spot blacker 
than the wall and he pulled up short, 
forcing the pony through a door in 
the mammoth structure. Dismount
ing, he threw off his yellow robe and 
quickly felt for the stairway he knew 
must be there. He found it and led 
the unwilling horse upward.

He was on top of the wall, mount
ing again, when a volley of shots 
screamed past his head as soldiers 
drew rein beside the door.

Even paving was under him as he 
raced along the twenty foot highway. 
Then stairs caused his horse to stop 
sharply. W ith  a glance back, to see 
that his example had been emulated, 
Brad whipped the pony down a 
flight of steps twenty feet wide and 
hundreds of feet long.

The soldiers breasted the stairway 
and fired wildly at the dim horseman 
below them. Seeing that their firing 
had no effect, they spurred down.

The wall shot up at unexpected
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angles, twisted and turned, dived 
steeply down. In places it was crum
bled and the going was rough, but 
for the greater part, it was passable. 
Here, where the Tartars  had been so 
long held at bay, Brad was racing 
with death and fortune.

TH E night was ominous and full of 
strange cries. And then suddenly 

as he forced the fleet pony along, Brad 
saw the night gape emptily before 

him through a watch tower, saw tha t 
the mad onrush of his horse could 
not be s topped!

At the risk of broken limbs, he 
swung off at full speed! His horse 
screamed as it plunged down, to land 
a hundred feet below.

Caught by an embrasure, Brad 
struggled dazedly to his feet and 
looked back. The soldiers were al
most upon him. Looking down, he 
saw that the wall abruptly stopped in 
thin air and began again in the face 
of a solid cliff far down.

Praying that he had not been seen, 
Brad clutched his precious sack of 
amber and slipped into the watch 
tower, tensely listening to the hoof- 
beats rushing toward him. And the 
mounted soldiers did not pause in 
their pursuit, knowing no more of 
this deserted section of the wall than 
Brad had known. Suddenly the two 
in the lead saw the drop and 
screamed, trying vainly to halt their 
ponies. But above the roll of hoofs, 
the others had not heard the warning 
and they crashed into their leaders.

Brad saw the soldiers crash down 
into emptiness, heard the impact of 
w rith ing bodies on the rocks below.

Two men had managed to pull up 
in time and they stood, frozen with 
terror, staring over the fatal drop.

Brad, in the shadows, snapped, 
“Hands high! Move and I shoot!” 
H is weaponless hands trembled as he 
strove to make his Chinese clear. 
“Drop your guns and dismount!” 

Still dazed from the horror they

had just witnessed, the soldiers dis
mounted slowly. Their guns clattered 
to their feet.

“W alk toward m e!” ordered Brad.
The soldiers obeyed and when they 

were a safe distance away from their 
guns, Brad leaped out of the shad
ows, hands clenched. He struck out, 
and felt the man go down.

The other soldier had seen the 
weaponless hands and he sprang for 
B rad’s throat. Weaving back, Brad 
struck him deftly  in the stomach and 
followed it up with a quick right to 
the jaw. The soldier slumped back 
and fell heavily.

Securing the Chinamen loosely, 
tha t they might escape later, Brad 
caught one of the horses and picked 
up a rifle. Retracing his steps along 
the wall, he found a stairway lead
ing down to the China side.

T7UVE hours later, with dawn break- 
-*■ ing over the W estern  Hills, Brad 
arrived at Nankuo to take a train 
for Peking. He was a sadly bedrag
gled and bloody figure, fatigued and 
hungry, when he boarded the train.

But the service of the railroad 
amended most of his difficulties; and 
when he took a rickshaw from the 
station and sent the boy pattering 
along toward the hotel, he was some
what rested and a little less ragged.

His uncle was in his suite with the 
other four men when Brad arrived. 
Striding into the room, Brad flung 
the yellow sack to the table.

Looking amusedly at the open 
mouths of the five men, Brad re
marked, “T here’s your loot. I hope 
my delay in getting it for you didn’t 
cause you any concern.”

Jeremiah Williams gave his 
nephew a severe glance. “W hy, of 
course not, Brad.”

He cleared his throat noisily and 
snatched up some of the amber, 
fingering it hungrily. “Of course not, 
Brad. In fact, we thank you very 
much.”
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' STOLEN PLANS
(Concluded from page 101)

g r im ly .  “G o t o  th e  door and te l l  
th em  to  cease  fir ing. T e l l  th em  to  
run up the  w h it e  flag and sh u t  off  
th e  en g in es .  Y ou  have about ten  sec 
o n d s  to  o b e y ;  o th e r w ise  y o u r  brains  
are g o in g  to  be sp a ttered  a ll  over  
th is  c a r p e t !”

P a k k o  w a s  a m an used  to  gr im  and  
d e a d ly  b u sin ess .  H e  k n e w  th a t  E d 
w a rd s  f u l ly  m eant w h a t  he said.

H e  g o t  s lo w ly  to  h is  fee t ,  and  
s ta g g ered  to  th e  doorw ay. W i t h  E d 
w a rd s  b eh in d  him , sh o v in g  th e  gun  
irrto th e  sm a ll  o f  h is  back, he  gave  
th e  d ic ta ted  orders.

W h e n  th e  d e s tr o y e r  s l id  a lo n g s id e ,  
a naval officer and an arm y officer 
cam e aboard, w i t h  a bunch  o f  b lu e 
ja c k e ts  w i th  fixed b a y o n e ts  at th e ir  
backs. T h e y  sa w  P a k k o  and L ieu t .  
B i l l  E d w a r d s  to g e th e r  in  th e  cabin  
a m id sh ip s ,  and d id  not, at first, n o t ice  
that  E d w a r d s  w a s  g u a r d in g  th e  other  
m an w ith  a p is to l .

T h e  arm y officer’s  e y e s  flashed.
“Y ou  d ir ty  t r a i to r !” he grou n d  at 

E d w a rd s .  “W e  have th e  rest  o f  your  
g a n g ;  w e  p ick ed  up th e  w o m a n  on 
th e  d ock .”

E d w a r d s  s to o d  up, fa ce  w h ite .
“Y ou  are m istak en , s ir !  L ieu t .  

E d w a r d s  rep ortin g ,  sir, w i th  h is  
prisoners .  T h e r e  are the  p lan s .”

T h e  naval officer p lu ck ed  th e  army  
officer’s s leeve .

“ Can’t y o u  see h e ’s r igh t ,  M ajor!  
H e ’s w o u n d ed . T h a t  m an is  h is  p r is 
oner. W i t h o u t  h im  th is  y a ch t  w o u ld  
have g o t  away. I w a s  a s to n ish ed  to  
see  her  run up the  w h it e  flag.”

E d w a r d s  th an k ed  th e  n avy  man 
w ith  h is  eyes. T h en , su d d e n ly ,  he 
k e e le d  over  from  lo ss  o f  b lood. T h e  
naval officer w en t  to h im  q u ick ly .

“H e r e ’s a man, M a jo r !” he sa id  as 
he bared E d w a r d s ’ w o u n d e d  shoulder .

“A  s o ld ie r !” the  m ajor said  
h u s k i ly ,  as th e  l ig h t  o f  co m p le te  u n 
d er s ta n d in g  cam e in to  h is  eyes .  |

GOODWIN TIRE & RUBBER CO.
AL.KFI. 5««. C m iO . U.

U RAND NEW  T U B E  OR 
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ĜLOBETROT

M AGAZINE is no better 
f —\  than the stories it con-

JL tains.” That’s an old edi
torial proverb. And the stories, in 
turn, are no better than the men who 
write them. Which means that a 
magazine’s w o r t h  depends pretty 
much on the fellows who are behind 
the pens—or, these days, the type
writers.

Lots of you fellows know this and 
write in from time to time to give 
some writer a pat on the back for a 
particularly well-done job. Now here 
comes a lad who hands the palm to the 
whole writing gang he’s met in our 
pages:
Dear Globe Trotter:

I ’ve just finished another copy of 
THRILLING ADVENTURES, and feel 
that I’ve met a fine bunch of fellows— 
these fellows who write your stories, I 
mean. They not only know what th y’re 
talking about, but they have the knack of 
taking you along with them so that you see 
the strange places they have been to, your
self. You get to feel that you know these 
fellows personally even though you’ve 
never seen them.

I find it very interesting to get a bit of 
the intimate low-down from them in your 
column after I’ve finished one of their

yarns. My only suggestion would be that 
you introduce them to us a little more 
personally—let them give us short talks 
about their own thrilling lives. How’s that 
for an idea?

Melvin Zimmerman.

Well, Mel, that strikes Ye Olde 
Globe Trotter as a mighty fine idea.

I ’ll get after the typewriter brigade 
to come clean with us—which means 
you’re going to get some knockout 
gems of adventure biography!

Four Aces
Yes, sir—a magazine is no better 

than the writers who make it. T hat’s 
why Ye Olde Globe Trotter is sitting 
pretty this month. I ’m holding a hand 
you’ll have to go some to beat.

A Haitian story? Sure, here's one 
by an ex-U. S. Marine, who was down

there plenty. A Navy yarn? Sure, 
here’s an ex-Navy man all set to give 
you that. A W estern saga? Okay, 
here’s an ex-cowboy and cavalry offi
cer all ready to hand one out. A Chi
nese tale? Up steps a world traveler 
who has stood right up on top of the 
great Chinese Wall, and has his own 
snapshots to prove it.

Four aces, I call that hand. A pretty 
tough fistful to beat, especially when 
there are as many more, just as good!

Voodoo and Zombies 
First of all, le t’s get that old 

Leatherneck, Arthur J. Burks, up on 
his feet to give us the real inside dope 
on this voodoo and zombie business. 
After finishing his great yarn, “Drums 
of Ebony,” in this issue, I know there 
are lots of questions in your mind.

W h at’s behind it all? How much' 
tru th  and how much fiction is there to 

(Continued on page 150)
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NOW  I CAN TELL YOU THE TRUE FACTS ABOUT

now  lights th e  p a th  to  know ledge 
a n d  lifelong sex happiness*

LO VI M AK IN G  IS A N  ARTI
A re you an awkard novice In d ie  art 

o f  love'm aking or a master o f  Its difficult 
technique? T he art o f  love-m aking takes 
skill and knowledge. T h e  sexual embrace 
as practiced by  those Ignorant o f  its true 
•cientific Importance Is crude, awkward  
and often terrifying  to  m ore sensitive  
natures. N orm al sex-suited people are 
torn apart because th ey  lack  th e  know l
edge that m akes for a happy sex life !

6 4 0  D A R I N O  P A G E S

FREE! PHILOSOPHY OF LIFE
| This astonishing book, telling[ frankly and clearly the differ

ence In construction and f unc
tion of man and woman, is 
sent without coat to all who 
order "The New Eugenic* "a t 

i $1.98. All about the thrilling 
j mystery of Sex I FREE I

PIONEER PUBLISHING CO.
Radio City

} 1270 Sixth Avenue NewYork

S ix  Facts fo r  M an and  W om an
Twilight Sleep— Easy Childbirth
Sex Excesses
The Crime of Abortion
Impotence and Sex W eakness
Secrets of the Honeymoon
Teaching Children Sex
The Dangers of Petting
What Every Man Should Know
The Tnrth about Masturbation
Venereal Diseases
The Sexual Embrace
How to Build Virility
How to Gain Greater DeRgfrt
W hat to Allow a  Lover To Do
Birth Control Chart for Married W oaea

W W 8 8 J
fhilowfly
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•

SEX T
T O U L D  Y O U  like  to  k n o w  th e  

W  whole truth  a b o u t sex? A ll 
o f  th e  s ta rtling  facts th a t even  th e
frankest books have heretofore not dared 
to  print are explained in  clear, scientific 
m anner, v ividly illustrated, in  the revo
lutionary b o o k —- “T h e N ew  Eugenics'9* 
H ere at last; th e naked truth stands forth, 
stripped o f all prudery and narrow pre
judice, O ld fashioned taboos are discard
ed  and th e subject o f  sex is brought out  
into the bright light o f  m edical science  
by D r. C . 8 . W hitehead M . D . and Dr* 
Charles A . H off, M .D ., the authors!

SEX ATTRACTION I
Sex appeal and sex  satisfaction are th e  

most powerful forces in  your life. T o  re
m ain in  ignorance is to  rem ain in  danger 
o f  lifelong suffering. It is th e purpose 
o f  this great book to show  sex-ignorant 
m en  and w om en h ow  to enjoy safely th e  
thrilling experiences that are their birth* 
right. It not o n ly  tells you  how  to attract 
the opposite sex, but also how  to hold the 
love of your mate throughout a blissful 
married life*

d e f e a t :a n d  SexiJtjftoeancetyoceVecl

S E X  IS  N O  L O N G E R  a  m ysterious 
sin , m en tio n ed  o n ly  in  th e  

co n versa tiona l gu tters — i t  is th e  
m o s t pow erfu l force in  th e  w orld  
an d  can  b e  m ade  th e  m ost beau
tifu l. T h an k s  to  th is  bravely 
w ritten  b o o k , i t  is n o  longer 
necessary to  pay  th e  aw ful price 
fo r o n e  m o m en t o f  bliss. Science

DANGEROUSI
• .  . Unless you 
know the true 
facts about sexl 
Ignorance leads 
to shame, des
pair, worry and  
remorse.

D o you kn ow  how  to  add variety to  
your love-m aking? The m ost inn ocent 
kiss may lead to  tragedy if  you aro 
ignorant o f  sex  relations*

W ill FEAR
grip you on your 
wedding night l  
• . .  or will it be 
the tender, thriU 
ling experience 
t h a t  is  y o u r  
birthrightl

SEND N O  M ONEY I
Y ou send no  m on ey  —  just fill ou t tho  
coupon below  and then w hen it arrives, 
in  plain wrapper^ pay th e postm an $  1.98. 
K eep the book five days, then if  you  are 
n o t satisfied send it back and w e w ill 
refund your m oney im m ediately i 
without question. This book N O T  I 
to  m inors.

VIVID P K T U R E t l
PIONEER PUBLISHING COM PANY * 
Dept. TO 101270 Sixth Ava. ̂ NawyorkN.y.
Bend me me "The New Eugenics”  In pi sin 
wrapper. I will pay postman 11.98 (plus pott
age) on delivery. 1 f 1 am not completely satis
fied, 1 can return the book within live days and 
the entire price will be refunded immedi
ately. Also send me. FREE of CHARGE, 
your book "The Philosophy at Life” .

Name-
Address____ -Age---

F oreign Orders 10 BhU linps in  advenes
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WANT A STEADY JOB?
S ta r t  $1260 to  $2100 y e a r
M E N — W O M E N  18 to  50. C o m m o n  
E d u c a t io n  u s u a l ly  s u ff ic ie n t.  M an y  
F a l l  e x a m in a t io n s  e x p e c te d .  W r i te  
im m e d ia te ly  f o r  f r e e  32 pa>ce bo o k , 
w ith  l i s t  o r  p o s i t io n s  u n d  f u l l  p a r 
t i c u l a r s  t e l l i n g  h o w  to  g e t  th e m .

F R A N K L I N  I N S T I T U T E  
D e p t, li-313 R o c h e s te r ,  N . Y.

S E X  S E C R E T S
127 pages of v ita l In fo rm atio n  th a t  you m u*t know to  get the 
m ust out of love life  m arriag e . Told In our 2 am azin g  booklets. 
" M a n 's  S exual L ife "  a n d  "W o m a n h o o d ."  W ith  con- H a
f ld rn ii.il I I f u r  a d u lts  only. All f o r .............................................
N A T I O N A L  B O O K S E L L E R S .  Dept. 10. O w ouo .  M ich .

For Readers W ho Are Mechanically 
Inclined

«
S C IE N C E — I N V E N T IO N  

P R O G R E S S — M O N E Y -M A K IN G

H U N D RED S OF HELPFUL, 
IN T E R E S T IN G  A R T IC L E S !

15c A T  ALL S T A N D S

SAVE 50% W rite  to d a y  fo r  F R E E  
M ail O r d e r  p r ic o  l i s t  of 
S a n i ta r y  N e c e s s i t ie s  of 

a l l  k in d s  f o r  m en  a n d  w o m e n . H o o d s  s e n t  in  p la in  
s e a le d  e n v e lo p e , p o s ta g e  p a id  by  us.
P .  O. B O X  91, D e p t.  D - l l .  H a m il to n .  O n ta r io

ICEE3 HE
F o r delayed or Irreg u la r  period* ui 
M irm u fu l H ilU f Pnmnmm>l ACT

t uae Dr. Rogers* g rea t 
successfu l R elief Com pound. A C T S  Q U I C K L Y .  R e

l ieves m any long s tu b b o rn  u n n a tu ra l  d e lay s  In two to flvo days 
w ithout h arm , p a in  or Inconvenience. M rs. 8  A la ., w rite s : " H a d  
a l i n e d  two m onths. A fter a few doses It s t a r t e d "  M rs. W . N Y., 
" W ith in  two days I had  sp len d id  r e s u l t s D o n ’t lu ffe r  or be 
uncertain . S end today for th is  am az in g  d o c to r 's  rem edy. F u ll 
• tre n g tn  S2: two boxes $3.50. Famoue T r i p l e - X  Regulator,  specia lly  
Compounded for very obst ina te  case* $5. S ent same day  o rd er re 
ceived Send 25c for t r i a l  s ire . " In t im a te  T a lk  to  W o m en "  free. 
R O G E R S  R E M E D I E S  F -33 . 4303 Cot tage Grove. Ch icago.

Prostate Sufferers
An en larg ed . Inflam ed or fau lty  P ro s ta te  
G lan d  very o ften  cau ses  L am cback . F r e 
q u en t N igh t R ising  Leg T ain s. P e lv ic  
P a in s  Lost Vigor. In so m n ia , etc. M any 
physicians endorse m assage  as a sa fe  e f 
fective tre a tm e n t (See R eference  Book of 
th e  M edical Sciences. Vol. V II. 3rd  e d i
tio n ) .  Use " P R O S A G E R ."  a new In v en 
tion  w hich enable* any m an to  m assage 
b is P ro s ta te  G la n d  In the  privacy of hia 
hom e. I t  o ften  b rin g s  re lie f  w ith  th e  first 
t re a tm e n t an d  m u st h e lp  or it coal* you 
n o th ing . No D rugs or E le c tr ic ity .

Di. w . D. SMITH F R E E  B O O K L E T
1NVBNTOS E X P L A IN S  T R IA L  O F F ER . A D D R E S S  

M ID W E S T  P R O D U C T S  CO., B-2800, K A LA M A ZO O , M IC H .

(Continued from page 148) 
this voodoo business? And are there 
zombies—really? T h a t’s what I want
ed to know, and tha t’s the way I put 
it up to Burks.

Bango—he comes back with a letter 
that tries to go the novel one better 
for gripping interest! Here it is:

First-Hand
Dear Globe Trotter:

Are there really zombies? W ell, my last 
commanding officer in the Marine Corps, 
Major John L. Doxey, spent several years 
at Hinche, commanding an organization of 
Haitian troops of the Gendarmerie d'Haiti. 
I asked him about zombies.

“I don’t know,” he said. "I’ve seen 
things working in the fields which the na
tives said were zombies. If they were 
bodies without souls— W ell, maybe. A n y  
Haitian might fit that description. The 
Cuban calls the Haitian ‘that animal near
est resembling man.’ They may have been 
zombies. I spent too much time among 
the Haitians, saw too many queer things, 
to say I don’t believe in them.”

Personally, I ’ve seen a voodoo cere
mony, secretly. I frankly don’t believe 
that any other writers have— except those 
fake ceremonies staged for tourists. I’d 
have lost my head if I ’d been caught.

I ’ve never seen the ceremony of the 
sacrifice of the Goat W ithout Horns. The 
Marines have discouraged human sacrifices 
and cannibalism. The latter has been prac
ticed in Haiti within the last ten years. 
Doxey, for example, doesn’t like beans. 
Why? Once he led some g e n d a r m e s  in a 
surprise attack on a c a c o  camp. The c a c o s  
fled, leaving a steaming meal behind them. 
It looked good and smelled good—and 
Doxey was for feasting—until the medico 
with him examined the food and pronounced 
it the flesh of h o m o  s a p ie n s .  It was mixed 
with beans— and Doxey can’t eat beans to 
this day. I don’t blame him.

“Drums of Ebony” is based on the 
dumbness of Haitians in general, and my 
own experience when, as a second lieu
tenant of Marines I was in command of a 
detachment in Barahona, Santo Domingo, 
and of the prison in which Haitian viola
tors of the immigration laws were kept. 
These men were forced, under Marine bay
onets, to work on the roads.

Once we had a so-called voodoo practi
tioner in there. H is power seemed to 
emanate from a leather band he wore 
around his wrist. The men in the jail 
would do anything he told them to.

Haitians are queer fruit. I ’ve had men 
so old they were gray as sheep tell me 
they were five years old; kids in knee 
pants tell me they were forty—and they 
believed themselves. Some didn’t know 
their own parents. One man fed part of 
his daily ration of beans and rice, relig
iously, to the flies about the compound. I
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gave a cot to one fellow suffering with 
disease. He put a quilt over it and crawled 
under the cot, thinking it a sort of Ameri
can house.

Once I saw a Haitian in a pesthouse 
with all his bones broken except his right 
arm. He had been beaten half to death by 
the inhabitants of Pinon because they had 
found him with his mouth over an incision 
he had made in the neck of a young girl 
he had just killed. They left him tied over 
an anthill, where he stayed for three days 
until we found him—raving mad. During 
his last days he carefully took his rice and 
beans and plastered himself with them.

In the Tower of Homage, Santo D o
mingo City, we had two prisoners, old 
Haitians, who were in for cannibalism. W e 
had to keep them separated because they 
always quarreled over who had eaten the

most human flesh. One had eaten his own 
daughter; the other somebody else's 
daughter.

In Barahona prison, new arrivals gave 
such names as Chal Yac, Divue David, 
Cerimarie Leontes, Adan Tebo, Luisma 
Llansal, Lucen Bobo, Guillame San, and 
the like. Ofttim es the prisoners, when it 
came time for them to return to Haiti, for
got the names they had given and had to 
stay on. How could we tell who was who? 
They all looked alike. We had prisoners 
in four months who must have stayed for 
two years; others in for six months who 
stayed six weeks because they had the 
gumption to answer “here” to the names 
other Haitians had forgotten.

Haitians die hard. One night I was 
called out to investigate a murder. A 
negro from St. Kitts had stabbed a Haitian 
to death. After being stabbed, the victim  
had turned away from his murderer, 
walked down five steps, and walked 
seventy-five paces— I stepped them off my
self—to the spot where he dropped. A 
doctor, in my presence, ran two fingers 
into the hole in the dead man’s heart. Yet 
he had walked approximately seventy-five 
yards— u p h i l l /

What is voodoo? An outgrowth of na
tive cults brought from the Congo by the 
first slaves taken into Haiti by the French 
in Napoleon’s time.

Arthur J. Burks.
Fire! Fire!

A sea story with the real tank of the 
sea in every line—that was the order; 

(Continued on page 152)

FREE!
The Confidential Reporta 
No. 38 Made to His Chief

A n d  th e  b e s t  p a r t  o f  it a ll is  th ia . I t  m a y  o pen  y o u r  eye* 
to  th e  g re a t fu tu re  fo r  YOU a s  a  h igh ly  p a id  F in g e r  P r in t 
E x p e rt . M o re  m en  a r e  n eed ed  r ig h t now . T h is  school 
h a s  ta k e n  m e n  ju s t  lik e  you  a n d  t ra in e d  th e m  fo r  h ig h  
official positions. T h is  fs th e  k in d  o f  w o rk  you  w ould  
like . D ay s  fu ll o f  e x c item en t. B ig  sa la rie s . R ew ards.

C a n  y o u  m e e t t i d e  te s t?
C an  you  re a d  a n d  w rite?  A re  yo u  am bitious? W ou ld  y ou  
g iv e  30 m in u te s  a  d a y  o f  y o u r sp a re  tim e  p re p a r in g  
y o u rse lf  fo r  th is  p ro fession?  A n sw e r “ yes a n d  I ’ll 
sh o w  you  bow  to  a t ta in  a ll th ia . S en d  th e  c o upon  a n d  
I ’U also  sen d  th e  F re e  R eport* .

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
1 9 2 0  S u n n y sid e  A tc,  D e p t. 7 9 -67  ' C h icag o . I llin o is

Institute o f Applied Science
1920 Sunnysid* Are.. Dept. 79*67 .Chicago.Illinois
G e n tle m e n :— W ith o u t an y  ob liga tion  w h a tev e r , send  
m e th e  R ep o rts  o f O p e ra to r N o. $8, a lso  y o u r illu s tra ted  
F ree  Book c n  F in g e r  P r in ts  an d  y o u r low  p rice s  an d  
E asy  T e rm a  Offer. L ite ra tu re  will N O T  be sen t to  boys 
u n d e r 17 y e a rs  o f age.

Noma

Addreaa

Follow
this Man
Secret Service Operator 38 is on the job
F O LLO W  h im  th ro u g h  all th e  ex c item en t o f h is  c h ase  

o f th e  c o u n te rfe it  g an g . S ee  h o w  a  c ra f ty  o p e ra to r  
w o rk s . T e llta le  fin g e r p r in ts  on  th e  lam p  s tan d  in  

th e  m u rd e re d  g ir l 's  room ! T h e  d e te c tiv e 's  c ig a re tte  case  
is  h a n d led  by  th e  u n su sp e c tin g  g a n g s te r , an d  a  g re a t 
m y s te ry  i s  so lved . B e t te r  th a n  fiction . I t 's  tru e , every  
w o rd  o f  it .  N o o b lig a tio n . J u s t  s e n d  th e  c o upon  a n d  g e t—
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Got Immediate Relief!
Seventeen Years Later—“Still 
Enjoying Splendid Health”

D ecem ber 8, 1916.— " I  had  asth m a  for 17 years. I 
coughed m ost of th e  tim e and  couldn’t  rest, day  or 
night. I tried  everyth ing , b u t grew bo weak I could 
hard ly  walk across th e  room. A fter tak ing  one bottle  
of Nacor, 1 could d o  m ost o f m y housew ork. T h a t 
was 8 years ago. 1 am  still feeling fine, w ith no  sign 
of asthm a.” —-M rs. M ary  B ean, R. 3, N ashua, Iowa. 
Ju lv  31, 1933— " I  continue in good health  and am  
still praising N acor. I  have no  signs of asthm a.”

—M rs. M ary  Bean 
FREE —  N o need to  suffer asthm a to rtu re  when 
blessed relief can be yours. For years  N acor has 
helped thousands. T heir le tte rs  and  booklet o f v ita l 
inform ation  sen t F R E E . W rite  to  N acor M edicine 
C o., 878 S ta te  Life Bldg., Indianapolis, Ind.

Read Our Companion Detective Magazines
T H R IL L IN G  D E T E C T IV E

and
T H E  P H A N T O M  D E T E C T IV E

10c Each at A ll Stands Every M onth

( Continued from page 151) 
so  S tev e  F ish er ,  “the  N a v y ’s grea test  
f iction  w r iter ,” s tep p ed  up and ham 
mered out “F la m in g  F r e ig h te r .” A b ou t  
his  yarn, he w r i t e s :
Dear Globe Trotter:

I wonder if any other Globe Trotters 
were in Honolulu that fateful summer 
night in 1930, when suddenly the huge 
"palace of the Pacific,” the C i t y  o f  H o n 
o lu lu ,  a Matson Steamship liner, lying 
peacefully at her dock, split the night air 
with her shrill calls for help?

In less time than it takes to tell, the 
expensive ship was swept by flames, fore 
and aft. Fire Department apparatus 
clanged to the waterfront. Fireboats and 
Navy tugs slid heavily alongside. Men 
clambered over the flaming deck with tiny, 
toylike hoses. The leaping flames seemed 
to light the entire city.

It was from this awful and yet thrill- 
ingly breath-taking sight that the story of 
“Flaming Freighter” came. I was in the 
Navy’s fire rescue party, and though I es
caped with only slight burns during that 
long night’s battle, the colorful spectacle 
of it ate into my mind.

And here’s something that the police 
didn’t even know— for there was too much 
wreckage for any close investigating. 
Through that maze of sweeping, crackling 
flames, a grim-faced mate stalked through 
the tottering holds, caving passageways 
and stifling compartments, looking for a 
man he thought had set the fire. What hap
pened when and if he found his man, I 
don’t know. But of this I am sure: when 
roster was called, one of the crew was 
strangely missing. And he has not been 
heard of since! Steve Fisher.

LONELY H C A R T S  G°r<■ °teis i 1S o c u U 'Ex*
tension  B ureau . H app iness -aw aits 

you . co rre sp o n d en ts  ev ery w h ere , seek ing  congen ial m ates. 
Q u ick  re su lts . C onfiden tia l serv ice . ~
STANDARD CLUB. Bo* 607-J,

P a rtic u la rs  FREE. 
GRAYSLAKE, ILLINOIS

ONE FRENCH W O M A N
TELLS

A N O T H E R
In  Europe women are not dis

tressed about unnatural delay . . .  
when the ralendar pauea the danger 
mark. They uae Dr. Haller'a far 
mou» Preacrlptlen 5000. and end 
delay safely, quickly. dependably.
Hundreds of thousands of treatments
aro sold there yearly. For almost half a century Prescription 
ha« also been dispensed to American women through ethical channels. 
Now you may buy this highly Bclentllkally Improved combination 
treatment direct from us. Mrs. A K., Milwaukee, says “ It sure Is 
wonderful anil does the work.*’ Mrs. C., Santa Ana. Calif., writes: 
“ I believe It Is the only successful treatment on the market." No 
interference with your work. Attention: Nothing elso to buy besides 
. . .  no so-called half strengths or third strengths. Knowing that 
you cannot afford to waste time we offer you our very best and com
plete combination treatment In tho first place, it a very moderpao 
price. End delay now by getting Prescription 5000 at once and bo 
done with it. I)r. Haller's Preacrlptlen 5000 successfully relieves 
some of the longest and moat stubborn cases and Is absolutely guar
anteed ta function or your money refunded. Shipped same hour that 
order Is received. In plain sealed box. Send five dollars for complete 
combination treatment to R. G. Lewyn Drug, Incorporated. 1928 Taft 
Avenue. Los Angclea. California, or pay the postman, plus a few 
cents postage on delivery. WHITE TODAY! P.8. We also offer you 
•ux reliable Full Strcvrth Prescription 2000 . . .  at $2.00 per box.

Old-Timer
T h a t  takes care o f  the M arine Corps  

and the N avy . N o w  le t ’s hear from  
the A rm y. T h e  order w as for a good,  
snappy, ac t ion -p ack ed  W e s te r n  n o v e l 
ette , by a man w ho k n o w s h is  W e s t  
th o ro u g h ly .  W h o  w o u ld  be best  able  
to fill that b ill?  A n  e x -co w p u n ch er  
w ho k n ew  the W e s t  from  the back o f  
a g a l lo p in g  co w p o n y , som e o f  us 
th ou gh t.  A n  e x -A r m y  man, to w h om  
the b u g le  call o f  “ B o o ts  and S a d d le s” 
m eant act ion  from the back o f  a cav
alry charger, su g g e s te d  others.

A com bination  o f  both  w o u ld  be 
id ea l!  W e  found just  that in W i l t o n  
W e st ,  veteran o f  the p lains and e x 
cavalry  co lon e l .  H e  w an ts  to say  a 
f e w  w o rd s  about h is  yarn, “D ead  or 
A l iv e ” :
Dear Globe Trotter:

Facts, experiences, observations lie be-.
( C o n tin u e d  on page 154)



you more wave lengths m  today's most perfectly developed 15-tubo Super ™  % 
pe  luxe ALL-WAVE radio th a t are proven bv four years of success . . .  th a t carry 
an iron-clad guarantee of foreign reception f Tnesc bigger, better, more powerful, clearer- 
toned, super selective radios have FI VE d istinct wavo bands; ultra short, short, i n a M g  
medium, broadcast, and long. Their greater all-ware tuning of 9 to 2400 meters 
(33 megacycles to 126 KC) enables you to tunc in stations 12,000 miles away AS LOW AS 
with clear loud speaker reception. W rite TODAY for new FREE catalog! iHOO
Now, yon  can enjoy super Am erican. C anadian , polios, th e  world’* moat d is ta n t stations. T h rill S o O N M  
a m a U w , aom m arcinl, airp lane a n d  ship broadoaaU . . . to  th e  chiasm o( B l |  Dew from G SB , L—_ _ _  

an d  derive new delight and  London. E ngland  . . . tu as  ia  oa th a  "M areeiflaiee" 
new excitem ent (rum un- from KVA. I’oiatoiae. France . . hrr»r epajVJing mnsio 

t H  equalled world-wide perform - from F'AQ, M adnd . Bpaift . . . delight in  lively t^ngo#
. -yataatm fcnc0 Now. you can enjoy the from  Y V lB C , Caracas. V eneiuala .  . . listen to tb« 

f  { W W  PX -ing  hobby and  secure call c4 the K ookaburra bird, from V K 2M E , 8yd- 
'' ^  H  m M V (  8 9  verifications from more erf nay. A ustralia , eto. Seed today  for money-sav+ng facta

( fu a r a n fe e tf
W B U D 'W I DE 
R E C E P T IO N ?
B E F O R E  y®u b u y  any  

radio,* write for FR E E  
copy of the new 1935 Midwest 
/ 'F i f t e e n th  A n n iv e rsa ry "  
catalog. See for youradf the many 
reasons why over 110,000 satisfied cus- 
to m en  have bought their radios direct from'
Midweet Laboratories . . . and saved from ^  to  

Learn why Midwest radios out-perform sets 
costing up to$200 andmore. You, too, can m ake a  positive 
saving oT from 30% to 50% by buying thiB more economical way.
Why be content with ordinary so-called "All-W ave". ‘This! 
W ave", "Skip Wave" or "Tri-W ave" receivers when Midwest gives

SO ADVANCED 1935 FEATURES
H ere are a few of M idw est's superior feature# Controllable Expansion orf
V olum e-Selectivity-Scnaltivlty  (M icro-T enuator) . . . FldeWA-Trel . . . 
T rip le C alibration  P lus . . P u re Silver W ire . . Ceram ic Coil Forme . Sep
a ra te  A udio G enera to r . . . Sim plified T a n ia s  G uide Lights . . . C om pact 
S ynchronised Band Switch . . . Amplified A u tom atic Volume C ontrol . . .  7 
K C  Selectivity  . . . Power D river Stage . . .  IS L atest Type Tube* . . . etc. 
R ead  about tbene and  M  other features In th e  new F R E E  M idweet catalog. 
N ever before eo aeuch rad io  lo r so little  m oney. W rit*  for F R E E  eaU Jof.

DEAL DlllECI WITH LABORATORIES

We will Rend you copies of fetter 
like those shown a t top of page 
They'D convince you th a t Mid 
west radios aro sensational values
T ry  th a  M idw est for th irty  day* before yo 
decide. M idw est c irc a  you triple pre lectio  
■with: A one-year guaran tee , fa re tfn  recce 
Uoa guarantee , m oney-back guarantee

Increasing  costs are sure to  re su lt in higher radio pi 
aoon. B uy berfora th e  big advance . . NOW! . . . while. __ soon, o u y  Delore th e  Dig advance . . . — .......................

NVW STYVi C O N tO tO  can take  advan tage  of M idw est's sensational ra is e s  . . 
Tfc* V** . * * * * ■  N o m iddlem en's profits to  pay. Y ou can order your radio

1 W  C tU lo f  X f r o m  (K x  n a w  V ( M  A k t . ln *  w i IK • •  m i i ^ k  M H a i a f v  nJ
I r ’u ^ r -  N o “ “ dlscBen's profits to  pay. Y ou can order your rax 
g ” 8? P” ” ! ? ?  from th e  new M idw est catalog with aa much ce rta in ty  

, l, , . ------_T| ea tu fac tio n  as if y ou  were to  select it  in our great rw1.  .    v  —   m e  wuv —L.  „ekawk . . .  la four colon . . . 
a  nodal for error purr*.
Head made br DKUr 

*fcojr harninaise 
brr-JtlfuBy with sax farnt* 
k u m n a - l. Wrtteler L*0 1- 
sew rA g T c su lo a  today! — g n

• •»— ~ ~  MOW e iiu r a v  vrtaius wua aa muen u v is is ij  n
cans faction as  if y ou  were to  select i t  in our great m die 

labora tonee. You save 30%  to  90%  when you 
r g A  buy direct th is  popular w ay . . . you g e t 30 a s ," ' 

F R E E  trial . . . aa little  as S5j00 down puts

'RA1/T “  y / A w a

. . » . m  . . _  . . .  J e  as 150 0  down pu ts a _____ 
M idweet rad io  in yeur home. S atisfac tion  p u r - T A  
an  teed or m oney back. W rite for F R E E  catnleg. ■ ”SSttX,

M I D W E S T  R A D I O  CORP.
DEPT. E H - C I N C I N N A T I ,  O H IO , U. S. A.

Established 1920 Cable Address M ira c c ............All C o d es

MIOWCST RAMO C O K T  
•ept. 594

ymr - a '  i n t i :  103S c a la ia c . aax 
•I* n u ifa  of jromr liberal 3O-day 
RLE trial ollmt. Thu u NOT aa
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newREMIN
PORTABL
N ot a used or rebuilt 
machine. A brand new 
regulation Remington 
Portable. Simple to 
operate. Full *et of keys 
with large ard small let* . 
tera. Carrying case in- ® 
eluded free. Use it 10 
elays without cost. Write 
today. Say: How can I 
get new portable typewriter on 10-day free trial 
offer for only 10c a day? Remington-Rand Inc., 
Dept. 5202. Buffalo, N . V.

LONESOME?
Let me arrange a romantic correspondence for 

t  you. Find youraclf a sweetheart thru America a 
r  foremost select social correspondence club. A friend
ship letter society for lonely Indies and gentlemen. 

Members everywhere: CONFIDENTIAL Introductions by letter, 
efficient, dignified and continuous service. 1 have mado thousands of 
lonely people happy—why not yon? Write for FREE sealed particulars. 
EVAN M 6 ORE P. 6. BOX 988 JACKSONVILLE. FLORIDA

PSORIASIS — ECZEMA
and0 th*r obstinate skin eruptions

la  i t  n e ce u a ry  to  Buffer from  these  unsigh tly  sk in  
irr ita tio n s?  P S O R A C I N E ,  a w onderful new d iscov
e ry  now relieving m any  s tu b b o rn  cases w here o th e r  
tre a tm e n ts  failed. T ry  i t  no m a tte r  how long a f
flicted. W rite  for sw orn proof an d  free in fo rm ation .

E D W A R D  E . K L O W D E N  
CIS N. Central Park, Chicago, III.

WOMEN TROUBLED
| T H cad ,,ow depend on our new 8. F 

- V c  R E L IE F  C O M PO U N D . Uro them  
U L L A T J )  when n a tu re  fails  you. O ften  su c 
cessfu lly  re l le r r s  some of th e  moat d istress in g , 
longest u n u su a l u n n a tu ra l  rases  In 2 to  5 days. 
Not dangerous, no Inconvenience or In terference 
w ith work. T housand* of women have received  re 
m ark ab le  resu lts . I t  la a su p erio r p roduct w ar
ran te d  to  be according  to  U. 8  P . S ta n d a rd s  
Olvo the S. P . CO M PO U N D  a fa ir  t r ia l ,  you’ll 
I,ever be w ithout It. I t  Is h a rd  to beat. All orders 
sh ipped  ruahed In p la in  w rapper. M all $2 a box; 
2 for $3. D ouble  s tre n g th . 13. 2 for 15. T ria l 

sire. 25c. F re e  B ooklet. W rite  
S N Y D E R  PR O D . CO.. 1434 N. W ell*. D ept. 94-U . Chlcaoo.

TILLIE and MAC
(N E W  S T U F F ) P e a c h es  a n d  B row ning. D um b D ora. M aggie and 
jlg g s . Boss an d  B ubb les T he CuniPH. F re n ch  S ten o g rap h e r. A 
B ach e lo r 's  DTeam, A dam  and  Eve K ip  and  A lice. A M o d e ls  
I .ifo . O rig in a l— “ N ight In  P a r is . ’’ Toots and  C asper. A C oach
m a n ’s D au g h te r, am i over 100 m ore Also over 70 B are and 
D arin g  F re n ch  typo p ictu res . Inc! IB A ction  P h o to s  M ontm artre  
t y t « of Men an d  W omen In v arious poses. A lso Incl. W omen 
A lone In d iffe ren t p o sitions, etc . specia l free  w ith  o rd er. “ Advice 
on How to W in a t  C a rd s .’’ a lso  " T h e  N igh t L ife  of P a r i s ”  and 
some short ra re  F rench  s to ries , etc . etc. Goods sen t sealed  In 
p lain  w rapper You w ill receive a ll  of the  above. You m ay send 
cash , m oney o rder or stam ps.

SPECIAL: ALL FOR #1.00
P A R I S  IM PO R T  CO.

4158 Park Ave. Dept THA New York City

(Continued from page 152) 
hind each act and situation in "Dead or 
Alive.” Truth lies behind every compli
cation in the yarn. Fortunately, there lies 
behind me a lifetime of riding the cow 
country, as cowpuncher and later as cav
alry officer—a life wherein contacts with 
brave men and girls and the riding of 
“wet” broncs have all played their part, as 
well as the daily use of six-guns and Win
chesters.

Jack Blair was a real friend of mine, 
and I ’ve watched him make his pet pinto, 
Buck, do many clever tricks. Gonzales 
was a Mexican outlaw with whom I have 
talked many times. He was later hanged 
by a posse down in Old Mexico—a hand
some, wild-riding devil in all truth.

Old Williams actually lived, with his 
daughter, in the adobe cabin near the red 
cliff; had lived peacefully for years and 
was once accused of a bank robbery in 
which he had no part whatever. And he 
actually d i d  strike gold in those hills.

As Arizona has long been my stamping 
ground, the locale tallies with actuality. 
I have stood in the hidden valley home 
of old W illiams more than once. Conchita 
and her Tony danced many times before us 
punchers—and could lie with utmost ease, 
and take risks, too.

Down in a cantina in Palomas, Old 
Mexico, many a coin was tossed at her 
feet. When I was running a pack-train 
outfit down there Tony was one of my ex
pert packers and a top-hand, with deviltry 
in his soul and a smile always on his young 
lips.

W ilton West.
An Opportunity!

A nd n ow  for  the fourth  ace. I 
g u ess  L. R on H ubbard needs  no in tro 
d u ction . F rom  the le tters  you  send  
in, h is  yarns  are am on g  the  m ost  p o p 
ular w e  have pub lished . Several o f  
y o u  have w on d ered , too , h o w  he g e ts  
the sp len d id  co lor  w h ic h  a lw a y s  char
ac ter izes  h is  s tor ies  o f  the  far-aw ay  
places.

T h e  an sw er  is, h e ’s been there,  
brothers. H e ’s been, and seen, and  
done. A n d  p le n ty  o f  all three o f  
them ! H e r e ’s a bit  o f  the real dope  
on the la w less  and l i t t le  k n ow n  in ter 
ior o f  China. A nd  in h is  le tter  there  
is an offer th a t ’s a real o p p o r tu n ity !
Dear Globe Trotter:

I have a feeling that some of your 
sphere gallopers are going to take excep
tion to some of the things in “Yellow  
Loot.” Somebody—I feel it in my rheu
matic bones—is going to say that you can’t 
ride a horse down the Great Wall of 
China, much less a cavalry troop.

But remember this: The Great Wall it
(Continued on page 156)



B. CROSS

ND H0USE-TDHDU5E 
CANVASSING

NO EXPENSIVE 
EQUIPMENT

EXPERIENCE
UNNECESSARY

46A  PROFIT
IN ONE D A Y /

H e re  is  F r o o f !  H . B . 
C ro ss  sol Is 830 b a g s  t o r  
sch o o l p ic n ic , s e lls  175 
b a g s  to  s u b -a g e n ts  a n d  
d e a le rs  in O N E  D A Y ! 
T h e  g o o d s  w e re  p re 
p a re d  by  h im s e lf  a n d  
w ife , w ith  a s s is ta n c e  o f 
one  w o m an  w h o m  h e  
p a id  $3.50. R ec e ip ts , 
$03.50. E x p e n s e s ,  $28.73. 
P ro fit, $04.77. M r. C ro ss  
w r ite s ,  “ I  h a v e  h a d  
so m e  m ig h ty  go o d  r e 
p e a t  b u s in e s s ! ”

W o r k  at HOME- TREMENDOUS MARKET AVAILABLE
HERE’S REAL MONEY for wide-awake people. Any number of places where this delicious 
Big profits are made on food novelties while they food specialty may be displayed and sold— 
are NEW! For instance, potato chips, caramel- bathing beaches, excursion steamers, amuse- 
pop-corn, barbecue, etc. Now we have another ment parks, carnivals, circuses, fairs, golf 
WINNER! In the comparatively short time this courses, roadstands, ball grounds, soft drink 
FOOD HIT has been on the market, we have stands, groceries, bakeries, confectioneries, 
already sold HUNDREDS OF THOUSANDS OF drugstores, hotel lobbies, newsstands, bowling 
POUNDS! alleys, billiard halls, dance halls, railroad and

bus stations, fruit stands, churches, sandwich
HUNGRY CROWDS GATHER and BUY shops, skating rinks, restaurants, etc.

Window demonstrations, stands, distributors, etc., 
springing up in hundreds of communities. On 
sale at stores, theatres, recreation centers, hotels, 
etc. Delicious, crisp, tasty flavor wins friends and 
makes them come back again and again for more.

EXPERIENCE UNNECESSARY
Work Part or Full Time

C om es to  yo u  a ll r e a d y  to  p a c k a g e  ex ce p t fo r  few  m in 
u te s ’ w o rk !  A c h ild  c an  do  e v e r y th in g  need ed . No c o m 
p lic a te d  w o rk . No s u p e r - s a le s m a n s h ip . S im p ly  p u t a

fd a te fu l ou a n y  s to re  c o u n te r .  L et p eo p le  t a s te  an d  th en  
>uy im m e d ia te ly  fro m  c le v e r “ S ilen t S a le sm a n ” d isp la y .

6 a n d  10 r e n t  b a g s -  th e  p o p u la r  p r ic e — g o in g  lik e  ho t- 
c ak es . A b ig  item  w h e re v e r  B E E R  is s o ld !

EXCLUSIVE RIGHTS
P r o te c te d  by  a b o n a  fide c o n trn r t ,  a v a i la b le  in h u n d re d s  
o f c i t ie s —th o u s a n d s  o f sm a ll to w n s . A b u s in e s s  fo r  m en 
a n d  w om en  a lik e . D evo te  s p a r e  h o u r s  o r fu ll tim e , a c 
c o rd in g  to  p re fe re n c e . M any  w o rk  in e v en in g s  a f te r  r e g 
u la r  w o rk  h o u rs ,  o r  in a f te rn o o n s . W r i te  to d a y .

F L U F F -0  Manufacturing Co.
Dept. 2031-K, St. Louis, Mo.

155

DOESN’T COST YOU A CENT
until you have sold yourself on the possibilities. 
Then you can start with $8.25 investment, put 
back the profits, building up without another 
cent investment if you wish 1 Send for full 
information and

FREE SAM PLES
T a s te  a n d  see fo r  y o u rse lf . T h e  ta s t e  
te l ls  n il!  No h ig h  p re s s u re  s a le s m a n - /  
s h ip  re q u ire d . No b ig  in v e s tm e n t— S  jJ r + S ? '
no  c a n v a s s in g . W e fu rn is h  ev ery - S  ?\cg: 
th in g  — a d v e r t is in g ,  d i s p l a y  /

a t once.

s ta n d s ,  e tc . D o n ’t w ait u n til  
i t ’s to o  la te  to  ge t th e  r ig h ts  
fo r  y o u r  lo c a lity . W rit

V'. c?s°%vN°

/ ■o' o  o r '- .vcr
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Don’t b* discounted or alarmed when 
naiure fella you. You can now drpenri 
on our new O J O RELIEF COM
POUND (a Periodic Regulator) double 
strength. Often rellerea unnatural lr 
regularities. discouraging case* of Iona 
orerdue delays generally relieved eery 
quickly. Absolutely not d'tiMjeroui No 
Inconnnlencs. Highly recommended and 
used by thousands of women for relief 

We fuarantee to ship orders same day received In plain wrapper 
•ealed. Bend $2 00 box. double strength: S for $5.00 Triple 
■O’W fth $5 00 Trial else. 15c Don’t delay send order. FREE 
Booklet A personal message to you.
O. J . d . MEDICAL CO.. D ept 21I-*. 1434 N. Wells Chicago

TILLIE and GUS— Latest Stuff
ALSO TILLIE and MAC

Ha^ffle and Jljtffa Dumb Dora, Don and Bubbles. reaches and 
Brownln*. French Stenographer A Bachelor's D TeiuB, A Model'! 
Life. Adam and Ere, Kip and Alice. Harold Teen sad Llllumi. 
Toots and Casper. The (jumps. Winnie Winkle. Qua and Uuasle. 
Barney Goof I# and Spark-Plug. Boob McNutt and Pearl. Tlllle 
the Toller. Care-man Love. Chorus Girl Love; Turkish Ix>re;

Lore. Old llald 'e  Lore; Papa Lore; Ballon on Rhore; 
W hat Tom Saw Throuah the Keyliolo When Hubby Cotoes Home; 
What the Window Washer Sew; Mabel and the Iceman; A 
Turkish Harem; Mexican Lore; and 40 Snappy French Girl 
Poees. 16 French Lovers Pictures. French Men an d  Women In 
Passionate Lore Poses Also Hula-llula Dancing Olrl. All the 
above will be sent you prepaid for only $1.00 
_  „  6 E A -B R E E Z E  M O V EL T Y  H0U8E
P. 0. Bax 1433,_______ Mew Haves. Coen. Dept G35-6-TC

FROM  OUR SAN CTU M
C  T h e  O c to b e r  i s s u e s  o f  o u r  c o m p n n io u  u u ig -  

a z ln e s  n re  filled  to  t h e  b r im  w i th  t h e  b e s t  
n o v e ls , n o v e le t te s ,  s to r ie s  a n d  f e a tu r e s  to  
b e  fo u n d  a n y w h e r e .

C . T h r i l l  to  t h e  e x p lo i t s  o f R ic h a r d  C u r t i s  V an 
L o a n , w o r ld 's  p r e n te s t  s le u th ,  In M E R 
C H A N T  OK  M U R D E R — a g r e a t  f u l l  b o o k - 
l e n g th  n o v e l b y  R O B E R T  W A L L A C E  In 
t h e  O c to l ie r  I s s u e  o f  T H E  P H A N T O M  D E 
T E C T IV E . O th e r  C r im e  s to r ie s .  10c. 
H A T E  R I D E S  H A R D , a  b o o k - le n g th  W e s t 
e r n  b y  J .  E d w a r d  Iy e lth e a d , o p e n s  t h e  g a la  
f ic tio n  r o d e o  o f  T H R I L L I N G  W E S T E R N , 
10c a t  a l l  s t a n d s .  A r i p - s n o r t i n g  m a g a z in e  
f e a tu r in g  C h u c k  M a r t in ,  H a p s b u r g  L ieb e , 
R a y  N a rz lg e r ,  S te p h e n  P a y n e  u n d  o th e r  
to p - h a n d s .

C . T H E  L O N E  E A G L E — 10c— b r i n g s  y o u  t h e  
f u r t h e r  a i r - w a r  a d v e n t u r e s  o f  t h e  w o r ld 's  
g r e a te s t  a ee  in  D E M O N S  O F  T D K  S K Y . a  
f u l l  b o o k - le n g th  n o v e l b v  L ie u t .  S c o t t  M o r
g a n . A  r i p - r o a r t n g  s k y  y a r n  b y  G E O R G E  
B R U C E  a n d  o th e r  h e l l - b u s t in g  s to r i e s  a n d  
f e a tu r e s !
A r t h u r  J .  B u r k s .  G e o rg e  B ra c e ,  L ie u t-  
F r a n k  J o h n s o n ,  O w en  A tk in s o n ,  H a r o ld  F . 
C ru lc k s h n n k  a n d  m a n v  o th e r s  m a k e  th e  
O c to b e r  S K Y  F I G H T E R S  a b o o k  c ro w d e d  
f r o m  t h e  f i r s t  p a g e  to  t h e  l a s t  w i th  e x c i t i n g  
w a r - a i r  n o v e ls ,  s to r i e s  a n d  f e a tu r e s .  Z o o m 
in g  t h r i l l s ! !(><-.

C D e te c t iv e  f a n s  w il l  t h r i l l  to  T H E  M U R D E R  
T R A P , J o h n s t o n  M c C u lle v 's  g r e a t  h o o k - 
l e n g th  n o v e l In  T I I R I M J N G  D E T E C T I V E ,  
10c, A lso  E d w a r d  P a r r i s h  W a r e ,  A. T . 
L o c k e , M a rg ie  H a r r i s  a n d  o th e r s  w ith  
k n o c k o u t  v a r u s .

C . h i l l s  O F  R O M A N C E , b y  L . P . H o lm e s , 
a c o m p le te  n o v e l. Is  f e s tu r e d  In  T H R I L L 
IN G  R A N C H  S T O R I E S . A g r e a t ,  b ig  15c 
b o o k  c h o c k - fu l l  o f  t h r i l l s !

<T S is  a n d  m o m  w il l  lo v e  T H R I L L I N G  L O V E  
— 10c p e r  c o p y . B r in g  o n e  h o m e  f o r  th e m  I

— T H E  P U B L I S H E R .

( Continued from page 154) 
twenty feet wide, thirty feet high, and 
fifteen hundred miles long. In places it is 
steep, but there may have been built steps, 
each six inches above the last. You could 
drive three cars abreast on it. Where the 
Great W all goes through the mysterious 
W estern H ills, it resembles a roller
coaster at Coney Island.

When the Great W all was built, the em
perors o f China weren’t in any way limited 
for labor. They could do such things. 
One of hem, in the Fourth Century, A.D., 
built a section ten miles long in ten days. 
He took a m illion—and I mean a m illion  
—despised workmen and criminals and 
told them to work until they dropped. Six 
hundred thousand of them died and their 
bodies were entombed in the wall itself.

The way the thing tw ists and turns, it 
appears that there are dozens of walls in
stead of one. To prove that, and to give  
you an idea of the engineering feat, I am 
offering to send you earth-lopers a copy

of a photograph of the Great W all tw ist
ing through the hills. I t ’s a good picture. 
I took it myself, and I ’ve been offered real 
money for the negative. If you want a 
copy, write to me in care of the Globe 
Trotter, enclosing a self-addressed , 
stamped envelope, and I ’ll send one just 
as long as my supply lasts.

Just a few words about the loot taken 
out of the Ming Tombs a few years ago. 
I t’s still floating around the world and oc
casionally pieces of it have been picked 
up for a song. The head of the British  
Secret Service in China at that time was 
pretty up in the air about the loot. He 
told me that it might pop up anywhere. 
And, boy, did I haunt the T hieves’ Market!

One of the pieces was a seventy-five 
pound elephant of number one jade. An 
American inadvertently bought it for 
about thirty dollars gold, and it was worth 
close to a quarter of a m illion bucks!

The concensus of opinion in North 
China was that the greater part of the loot 
found its way into the Lama temples in 
the W estern H ills. These are about as ac
cessible as heaven is to a bank president, 
and since the Lamas were driven out of 
Peiping, their W estern H ills temples have 
been a highly dangerous, tightly closed 
volume of mal-practice.

The Lamas? Sure, you know about 
them. Funny, fat priests, who cease to 
be funny when they raise their eyes to 
yours. Dressed in dirty yellow robes,
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heads shaved. The China outfit is a direct 
offshoot of Tibet and about twice as bad. 
W oe betide the white man who happens 
upon one of their Western H ills fortresses 
—though these are less than a day’s ride 
from Peiping. In “Yellow Loot,’’ the fate 
of the hero is really mild compared to 
actual cases which have been pushed into 
my shuddering ears by the lads who know.

L. Ron Hubbard.
T h ere  y o u  are, Globe T rotters ,  if  

you  w ant a c o p y  o f  th is  ex c e l le n t  pho
tograph, send  a lon g  you r  enevelopes.

And if You're Not a Globe Trotter
T h is  is you r  chance to ge t  aboard 

the band w agon . T h a t ’s w hat the ap
p l ica t io n  blank y o u  w i l l  find in th is  
m agazin e  is for. Cut it out, fill it in, 
and send it to me, w ith  a stam ped,  
se lf -a d d r e sse d  en velop e , and y o u ’ll be 
a m em ber o f  the  Globe T rotters .

N o , s ir ;  it w o n ’t co st  y o u  a cent.  
T h ere  are no dues— no in it ia t io n  fees.  
J u s t  send  in y o u r  ap p licat ion , and w e  
w ill  send y o u  a handsom e m em bersh ip  
card and line  you  up w ith  som e o f  the  
sn a p p ie s t  adventurers  that ever s u f 
fered  from  i tc h in g  feet.

Island of M ystery
S p e a k in g  o f  G lobe T rotters ,  here  is  

one o f  our la tes t  a d d it io n s  to the fo ld  
— a r o l l in g  s ton e  w h o  has fo l lo w e d  
t h e  call o f  ad ven tu re  to all parts o f  
the  g lobe. F o l lo w e d  it until it  brought  
him  to the m ost  m y s t i f y in g  e x p e r i 
ence  o f  h is  turbulent career.

Captain F ranklin  H o y t  —  y o u ’ve 
probably  a lready read h is  am azing  
story , “T h e  Secret o f  E aster  I s la n d ,” 
in th is  issue. H ere  is the le tter  w h ich  
cam e w ith  the s to ry  o f  h is  e x p ed it io n :
Dear Mr. W illiams:

I have had an adventure such as comes 
to few men— for which you others may be 
thankful, indeed 1 To see one’s companions 
die and be helpless to save them; to be at 
the mercy of strange powers which laugh 
at one’s puny struggles—that is not good 
for a man. For a time I tried to forget 
it all, tried to leave all memory of it 
buried forever with the age-old secret of 
Easter Island.

But that way ihere is no peace, no rest. 
Perhaps it is the souls of those unfortun
ates who sailed with me, demanding that 
the world be told of their fate. Perhaps 
it is that inscrutable power which has kept 
the secret of the monoliths safe for thou
sands of years—and now impels me to tell

(Continued on page 158)

INCHES of MUSCLE 
PUT ON YOUR ARMS

with the
GERMAN IRON SHOE 

MUSCLE BUILDER
H e re  is  th e  g re a te s t ex erc ise r ever
m ade  to  build  g la n t-lik c  a rm s, w ide, 
p o w erfu l shoulders, a  b raw n y  back 
a n d  a  trem en d o u s  chest 1 Jo h n  F ill- 
p one  added five inches to  his a r m s ; K, 
P e te rs  added one  inch to  each bicep 
th e  firs t w eek 1 W h a t they  have  done, 
yo u  c an  do 1

N o w  Y ou  C an  H a v e  th e  S t r e n g t h  
a n d  P h y s iq u e  th e  E q u a l  o f  th e  

S t r o n g e s t  P r o f e s s io n a l !
Becom e th e  c en te r o f a t tra c tio n  w h er
ever you g o ! D ecide now  th a t  you are  
g o in g  to  have m uscles th a t  n o t only 

look good but a r e  good ! Get sinew s 
o f s tee l! T he Iron  shoe w ill de

velop th em  to  a  s u p e r-s ta te  th a t  
can n o t be equalled. Som e o f o u r 
p u p ils  have p u t fo u r inches on  
th e ir  biceps and  inc reased  th e ir  
shou lder sp read  six  inches.
N E W  M O D E L  N O W  R E A D Y ! 
Special new  fea tu re s , inc lud ing  th e  
“ C hain  S tre n g th  R eg is te r"  based 

on the  fam ous E u ro p ean  Block Sys
tem  . . . and  th e  " S tr e n g th  R e g is te r"  

w h ich  re g is te rs  you r day by day im p ro v em en t,
S P E C IA L  FR E E  O FFE R  I

T h e  Iro n  M an 's  I 'am ous 60 day  illu s tra te d  
P ic tu re  C ourse o f In s tru c tio n  is included 
F R E E !  T h is  is th e  g re a te s t body-build ing  
o ffer ever p resen ted . R in g  in  now  fo r  th e  
low est p riced  an d  b iggest re s u lt-g e ttin g  ex e r
c ise r u n d e r  th e  sun  !
Send today  . . . N O W  . . . fo r  F R E E  illus
t r a te d  in fo rm a tio n . N o  ob liga tion .

SEND FOR FREE OFFER
A m e ric a n  A th le t ic  A p p lia n c e  C o m p a n y ,
4324 P a u l  8 t . f D e p t. TGIO, P h i l a d e lp h ia ,  P a .

G en tlem en : W ith o u t ob liga tion  an d  w ith o u t cost, 
send p a r tic u la rs  ab o u t y ou r Iro n  Shoe S tre n g th  
B uilder a n d  S pec ia l F R E E  offer.

N am e  .

A ddress ................. ................
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Home Treatment That 
Costs Nothing To Try

O d o r t e u  a n d  T a i t e U a *  
— A n y  L a d  7  C a n  G Jt « 
I t  S e c r e t l y  a t  H o m a  In  

T e e , C o f f e e  o r  F o o d .

If y o n  h a v e  a  h u s 
b a n d .  s o n .  b r o th e r ,  
f a th e r  o r  f r ie n d  w h o  
i» a  v ic t im  o f  l iq u o r ,  
i t  s h o u ld  be J u s t  th e  
t h in 8  y o u  w a n t  A ll  
y o u  h a v e  to  d o  Is to  
s e n d  y o u r  n a m e  a n d  
a d d r e s s  a n d  w e  will 
s e n d  a b s o lu te ly  F R E E , 

In  p la in  w ra p p e r , a  t r i a l  p a c k a g e  o f  Golden Treat
m e n t.  Y o u  w ill b e  th a n k f u l  as lo n g  a s  y o u  live 
th a t  y o u  d id  i t  A d d re ss  D r, J . W . H a in e s  C o *  
l i l t  G le n n  B u ild in g , C in c in n a ti ,  O h io .

W . ’ re A llH .ppy N ow -eeye 
t itt le  Mary Lee, because 
Mother lound h ow to  ead 
P a p a ’s  Whiskey Drinking 
(and we want every woman 

ta know about It)

MEN
D e p t.  21-AA.

an d  W om en. 3c s to m p  b r in g s  c a ta 
log o f fines t S a n i ta ry  N ecessities . 
F resh  Stock. G u a ran teed . B est G o o d s: 
L ow est P rice s . Save  BO p e rc en t. 

R E A  D R U G  C O .,
201 E . 35 th  S t . .  C h ic a g o

ONE WOMAN TO ANOTHER
L A D IE 8 EN D  P A IN  A N O  D E L A Y  NOW . Get *
married woman’« secret when nature falls. 1 positively 
guarantee my successful “Special Belief Compound
la praised and uaed by thousands of women for ra
tter! Compounded of Ingrarllent* aaad by pbyilclans
and nurses more than a quarter of a century becauaa 
of power to relieve pain and Induce flow. Believes 
rainy of the most stubborn unnatural delays, often 
In 3 to 5 days Mrs Q : “ After S tt dars It worked." 

Mrs. L. W : "I missed several weeks. Only took hair a box to get 
teaults.'' Mr*. V.: "Uaad two boxes and the flow started." Mrs. C.: 
*T was about 6 weeks past In .1 days 1 waa O. K ."  Send far th is  
proven remedy today. Regular package. $1.00. Special Formula 
fJo. > for obstinate conditions. $Ts 00. Valuable knowledge FREE. 
Private Information from a married woman with order.
Martka Beasley. Bex 22. Nor thwes te rn  8 ta ..  Dep t. 140, Det ro it .  N l c h .

BRAND NEW TEAR GAS 
FOUNTAIN PEN

SALESMEN* Sell Tsar Gas Fountain Pons Every Home. Store, 
Bank, etc., prospect, Bample furnished.
A T L A S  CO.. CkaaterfleM Station Dept- 5207 Chicago

“ Get th e  L a te s t”

Harold Teen & Lillums
The French Stenographer. Boob McNutt Sc Pearl, The Farmer's 
Daughter. Boss St Bubble* 10 Versions of Love, A Modal'o Life, 
A Malden's Dream, The Vampire, Maggie Sc Jiggs, Spanish Lover, 
Tbota St Casper. The Girl With Eleven Lovers, Twelve Gay Love 
Letters.—Read two ways.—What Johnny saw thru the window, 
Sadie <i the Milkman M Daring. Artistic, Freoch-Tyne picture* 
of elrli In startling pose# and 55 with thalr lovers. In intimate A 
thrilling positions. ALSO—15 Dashing Photos or beautiful Girls in 
different poses. 5 post card six*. Montmartre type. (Kind men 
l*el) 8end caah, at amps, or money order.

ALL FOR $1.00. Plain wrapper

CONCORD NOVELTY CO.
P. 0 . in  623, City Hall S ta , D ept l ,  H. Y. C.

(Continued from page 157) 
my story as a warning to those who would 
seek to disturb that secret.

I do not know. I do know that the at
tached is a true account of the happenings 
which befell me on that mysterious island. 
It may sound like fantasy—but it is true; 
every word of it springs from my own un
forgettable experience. At last I have 
driven myself to put it on paper. In the 
readers of your magazine I hope it will 
find a sympathetic, understanding audience.

Sincerely yours,
Captain Franklin Hoyt.

San Francisco, California.
A Few of Them

T h e y ’re a m ig h ty  in te r e s t in g  crow d,  
th ese  G lobe T r o tte r s— th e se  readers  o f  
T H R I L L I N G  A D V E N T U R E S .  G o
in g  th r o u g h  th e ir  le tters ,  back here  in 
the office, is  a treat. L e t ter s  from  all 
corn ers  o f  the U. S. A . and the  m ost  
o u t la n d ish  p arts  o f  the  g lobe.

J u s t  as in te r e s t in g  a crow d as the  
w r ite r s  are th ese  fe l lo w s  w h o  s i t  w a it 
in g  for  the  m a g a z in e  each m onth.

F o r  in stan ce , t h i s  p ro fe ss io n a l  
w rest ler ,  w h o  sa y s ;
Dear Globe Trotter:

Please enroll me with the gamest bunch 
in the world, the Globe Trotters. I ’ve 
knocked around a bit myself in the last 
ten years. At present I ’m a wrestler with 
an athletic show. W e are in the middle

LIST OF CHARTER MEMBERS
T h e  G lobe T r o tte r s ’ C lub

(Continued)
F r a n k  B rav . 118 T o tte r id g e  H oad, H igh  W ycom be, 

B u ck in g h am . E n g lan d .
George  ^Eckley, 204 B eau reg a rd  A venue, C h arle s to n ,

H einr. V ogt. J r . ,  316 E lg in  A venue, F o re s t P a rk ,  
Illino is.

G eorge U m bden  s tock , T uxedo. N ew  Y ork .
R o b ert H . De F le u r , S p rin g fie ld , S ou th  D ako ta . 
S tan ley  J .  Jasn o sx , 3148 S ou th  49 th  A venue, C icero, 

IIL
A llan  J .  L loyd, 2603 W ickham , N e w p o r t N ew s, V a . 
C h arle s  F e llh au e r, 119 Jeffe rso n  S tre e t, H o t S p r in g s , 

A rk an sa s .
J o h n  F . M ilton, 129 W a ln u t A vanue. A ltoona, P a . 
E a r le  B en n e tte . 182 S ea 8 tre e t .  Q uincy, M ass.
W m . H . R oblnaon, F o r t  Sam  H o u sto n . T exas.
R o b ert L . P a rk e r .  C en tra l H ouse, L eo m in ste r, M ass.
D. C raw ley . 10 B yron  S tre e t, D averook , N o tts , E n g lan d . 
G eorge K eogh, 346-50 S tree t, B rooklyn, N . Y.
E rn e s t  C hilson, P . O. B ox 4268, W ash in g to n , D. C. 
G eorge L u ts , 8416 L a m b e rt S tre e t. P h ilad e lp h ia , P a . 
P ey to n  M cL cskey, Box 417, A lam ogordo, N ew  M exico, 
M onroe C harles, 828 G rove S tre e t ,  N o rth  P lain fie ld , 

N ew  Je rse y .
J o h n  W hytock , 69 R oslyn A venue. P ro v id en ce , R . I. 
L  L . P h illip s . Box A, F lo rence , N e b ra sk a .
Q u in ten  R lcs, L y d ia , S ou th  C aro lin a .
T h o m ln g  S ta n le y , F re e p o r t,  T ex as.
W illiam  P ay n e . F re e p o r t,  T ex as.
J u l ia  F ish e r. 8 0 1 ^  N . H udson  S tre e t ,  O k lahom a C ity, 

O klahom a.
L . B . R en ih an , D erby  L in e , V e rm o n t.
M. C a r r .  J r . ,  453 H ouston  S t.. N . Y . C ity .
A lb e rt F o len a . 1027 Collins S tre e t, Jo lie t.  111.
D onald  M ohr. I l l  S . T h ird  S tre e t ,  9 '* ^ ?
L outs A ddlem an , 4304 G a rriso n  B lvd., B altim o re . M<L 
J a c k  A u stin , E m inenoe , Mo.
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of the Ozark Mountains, and they really 
have some tough boys around here.

Jack Austin, 
Buckeye State Show.

Eminence, Mo.
O r th is  B r i t i s h  T o m m y , from  far- 

off  Burm a, w h o  w r i te s :
Dear Globe Trotter:

Here is my application for the Globe 
Trotters Club.

I am twenty-fave years of age, with five 
and a half years of service in the infantry 
behind me. I was in India during the 
Ghandi riots and went through the Burma 
rebellion of 1930-32. W e are expecting 
more trouble on the Chinese frontier any 
day and are looking forward to being sent 
up there.

The stories you publish are just the 
right type for all adventurous-minded fe l
lows. More luck to you!

Private W. Cock.
"A” Company, 1st Infantry,

Maymyor, Burma.
L o t s  o f  G lobe T r o t te r s  are ja c k s -o f -  

all- trades ,  too— like  th is  one w h o  is  at  
hom e on the  o cea n  or in  th e  h ig h  a l t i 
tu d es  :
Dear Globe Trotter:

Please line me up with the Globe T rot
ters. I am a seaman by occupation, al
though at present I am quite a ways above 
sea-level—3,800 feet to be exact. I have 
been working in the gold mines all sum
mer, but soon I am returning to my first 
love, the sea. Carlo A. Pyhalnoto.

San Pedro, Calif.
W ho Said Gold?

T h a t ’s all w e  had to do— ju st  m e n 

t io n  g o ld  m in in g ,  and the  treasure  
h u n te r s  are in a ga in !

H e r e  is  a so n  o f  ad v en tu re  w h o  is  
c o n v in c e d  th a t  there  is  p le n ty  of  
trea su re  r ig h t  in  h is  ow n  back y a r d :
Dear Globe Trotter:

You’re right when you say that most of 
these lost treasures are hidden away in 
outlandish places, but there are a fine 
bunch of them right here in our American 
Southwest. Take my own back yard, for 
instance.

Across the line, in Juarez, Mexico, is the 
church of Nuestra Senora de la Guadalupe. 
I f  you stand in the tower of this church 
exactly at sunrise and look to the north

east you should be able to see the black 
mouth of a tunnel in Franklin Mountain, 
Texas—the entrance to the lost Padre 
Mine.

The Jesuits worked that mine for years 
and took a great fortune out of it. When 
they were forced to leave the country they 
walled up in the mine 4,000 ingots of gold, 
5,000 bars of silver, ten mule loads of 
jewels, and loads of other precious stuff.

Lots of treasure hunters have tried to 
find the mine, but the huge fortune is still 
there waiting to be dug up. From my back 
door I can look right out at old Franklin 
—and some day, I have a hunch, I ’m go
ing to strike that mine entrance.

I have my own theory on why the others 
have all met with failure. If I ’m right 
some one of these days I ’ll have a real 
adventure tale to pass along to the Globe 
Trotters! Martin Hess.

E l Paso, Texas.

Q U E S T I O N S  A N D  A N S W E R S

Dear Globe Trotter:
I just received my membership card and 

I ’m proud to show it to everybody.
Here is a question I wish you would 

answer. I am interested in Spanish and 
M exican things. Where is the nearest 
place to my home town where I can find 
real Spanish or Mexican atmosphere. What 
is the least amount of money I would need 
if I roughed it out there?

If any Globe Trotters from Baltimore 
see this letter I wish they would get in 
touch with me. Louis Addelman.

4304 Garrison Boulevard,
Baltimore, Md.

A nswer:
M e x ic a n  a tm osp h ere  can be fou n d  

m o st  a n y w h e r e  a lo n g  the sou th ern  
border o f  the U n ite d  S ta te s— in T e x a s ,  
N e w  M e x ic o ,  A r izo n a  and C aliforn ia .  
T h e r e  are d o zen s  o f  sm a ll  to w n s  in  
T e x a s  a lo n g  the border that are a l
m o st  as M e x ic a n  as M e x ic o .  T h is  is  
even  m ore true o f  N e w  M ex ico ,  w h ere  
m a n y  c o u n t ie s  are p re d o m in a n t ly  
M e x ic a n — or rather are p o p u la ted  b y  
p eo p le  o f  M e x ic a n  d escen t ,  for m ost  
o f  th em  are n o w  good  U. S. c i t izen s .

Santa  Fe, N e w  M e x ic o ,  is  one o f  
the m ost  p ic tu resq u e  c i t ie s  in the U.  
S., but the atm osphere  there  is rather  
In d ia n — P u eb lo— and ear ly  A m er ican ,  
than M ex ican .  F o r  o ld  S p a n ish  a t
m osp h ere , C a liforn ia  w o u ld  be the  
s ta te  I ’d recom m en d.

H o w  m u ch  w o u ld  y o u  n eed  to ro u g h  
it?  T h a t  a ll d e p en d s  on y o u r  taste  

(C o n c lu d e d  on pa g e  160)
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TUM. Bnnd nrw rnnui- 
t««d  haavy d o t /  c irc u la r

_______________ m otdad tub#  n u t  of Cnoot
W I T *  K A C  H  - raaiatin* rod nibbar
T W O  T I N E S -  or ------ ----------
lan tern  coraplata; th ro w n

fa r  apot-ttxbt or flood - Urtot.

0 X 4 . 4 O - U  1 2 . 1 1  
M s  4 .6 0 -80  2 .  S *
80x4 .60-21  “  ‘
0 x 4 .7 6 - 1 8
29x4 .7 6 -2 0  
2 8 x 6 .0 0 -»
80x6 .0 0  20
2 8 x 6 .2 6 - IB 
2 9*5 .26  19 
80x6.88-80 
B tx I.H -U  

; j h i . i l  M  
29x6.60-18 

6.00-18 * 00-18
____ 00-80
8 3 x6 .0 0  21 
82x6.60-80

_.oi ...
3 .7 8  1.1 

TR U CK  B ALLO O N S  
Biz a Tiro* Tuboa----------- *4
7LO-2U M S  8-76

«— wIwo B un ra  as
600 ft hum ; adjuat-

N fO . CO K D  TIHLS  
Six* Tlro« Tubat
80x3 62 J  5 10.65
•0 X 8  *  a - 3 1  * -
8 1 x 4  2 .  BA ___

i  a>-4* L i3 .4 8  1.1 
3 .8 8  1.85 
8 . 7 5  1 .41-

TR U C K  TIR C t  
S U a  T iro s T a b a t 

------ S  8L86

• 8 2.75
1 0 -p ly  i

2 .7 6
____ 8.28

1 3 .2 8  4.16 
ior Sixes -  

A L L  T U B E S  NEW

• h i  84 .2  
82x4—S j lv

f t

?:&£ *i:J|
n r i i r a t t t l M I D i  7 5 6 2 U  6 .9 3

t r a »  l l t « ) .  N u n  C .O J > .  I f  r o u  M o d  c ^ h  t a f u O  j - f o e t  8 \ . 
I w ' i i U f l c i a i m i N d  o f  r . p l l . « » — l  » t  H p r t c .  OafrxOGMy.
A T LA S  TIRE A  R U BB ER  C O ., D*pt. 83-J
^T2*ĵ ĵ ™JSSg£̂ m5iSiJ51i!£lS2iJ£IL11121L

A Broker’s Stenographer
M a b e l  w ith  the O ld  F idd le r .  The  I n f a l t h f u l  W i fe .  B e a u t i f u l  Mode l  
P o i l n g  in S tud io  W h a t  the J an i to r  saw In an A r tU t  s S tud io  
A  Mode l In the Bath -room. A Sa lea lady and a Scot chman. A G i r l ,  
a Fe l low , and  a Po l i c em an  in the D a rk .  A S t r i p  Poker Game 
T a k ing  her M o rn ing  B ie r r l fM  Th« Ice-roan on the L ook -ou t  A 
F i r e m an  and a W om an  In B u r n i n g  B u i ld ing .  A l l  those are cartoon 
booklet pi cture  scenes A l s o  16 photo* of  Fr ench  * lr l*. In Naughty  
pod a  16 photo* o f  T ie n ch  gir l* and fel lows. In paxstoruLe F rench  
S ty le  lore nose* A n d  ft photo* of B e a u t i f u l  F ren ch  Model s  with 
a>.:onlahlni  Fo rm s  Taken  from l i f e  pose*. A l l  for $1.80.

C A R R A N 0  S A L E S  C O M P A N Y
New Haven, Conn. 0 8 f t .  Q 3 5 - I - C P

A p p lica t io n  for M em bersh ip

The Globe Trotter,
THRILLING ADVENTURES,
570 Seventh Ave.,
New York City.

I wish to be enrolled as a member 
of the G lo b e  T r o t t e r s  C lu b .  I am in
terested in adventure and will en
deavor to answer all questions asked 
me by other members regarding the 
places with which I am familiar.

(P rin t name plainly)
Address ....................................................
C ity....................................... State.........
My hobbies a r e . . . . . ..................... .
....................................  ............................... ... A g e . . .

T o  o b te lu  •  m e m b e rs h ip  c a r d ,  eoc lo n e  
10-34 •  te l f - a d  d re s s e d  ( t a m p e d  e n v e lo p e

(Concluded from page 159) 
and you r  a b i l i ty ;  d ep en d s  on h o w  
g ood  a w orkm an y o u  are and h o w  
ea s i ly  you  can p ick  up a f e w  extra  
dollars. Ye O ld  Globe T ro tter  w ou ld  
s tr o n g ly  recom m end, L ou is ,  that, un
less  y o u  have a definite  d est in a t io n  
in m ind, a com fortab le  stake to fa ll  
back on, and are quite  sure that you  
can earn you r  keep as y o u  go— w ell ,  
that you  w a it  unti l  t im es  are a bit  
better. T h e  road is to u g h  th ese  days. 
Dear Globe Trotter:

I am an amateur woodsman, and in my 
little journeys through the snow country 
try to travel like the Indian? and Eskimo*, 
wearing moccasins or muk-luks as the 
occasion demands. But I have trouble 
with the soft shoes when they get wet. 
After drying them near the fire they get 
hard, and shrink considerably in size. Then 
when I put them on again, they crack.

Is there any preparation I carr use to 
prevent this?

Yours very sincerely,
Belton, Montana. Ralph Lacey,

A n sw e r :
W h e n e v e r  poss ib le ,  m o cca s in s  and  

m u k -lu k s  sh o u ld  be dried  w h ile  s t i l l  
on you r  feet .  O th erw ise  th e y  w i l l  
becom e v ery  stiff  if  dried o th erw ise .  
T h is  d r y in g  p r in c ip le  ap p lies  to all 
k inds o f  leather  footw ear. A n o th er  
th in g  to rem em ber is  never  to w alk  
over hot a sh es  w i th  w e t  m occasins.

N o w  G lobe T ro tters ,  d o n ’t m iss  
n e x t  m o n th ’s is su e  w i th  i t s  great fu l l  
b o o k -len g th  n o v e l  o f  In d ia— T H E  
R A J A H  O F  J H A N P U R ,  by  M ajor  
G eorge  F ie ld in g  E l io t ,  w h o  w ro te  
T H E  S A C R E D  F I R E ,  a yarn that  
d rew  fo r th  m ig h ty  en th u s ia s t ic  co m 
m ent w h e n  it appeared  several m onths  
ago. T H E  R A J A H  O F  J H A N P U R  
is  packed w ith  co lor  and act ion— ju st  
th e  k ind  o f  a s to ry  y o u  can e x p e c t  
from  E l io t !  T h e n  th ere ’ll  be a W e s t 
ern n o v e le t te ,  F O O L  A M E R I C A N O ,  
by T om  Curry, and short s tor ies  that  
take y o u  all over  the  w orld  by  J o h n 
ston  M c C u lle y ,  Jac land  Marmur, 
W a y n e  R o g e r s  and others. A lso ,  m ore  
o f  C aptain  F ra n k lin  H o y t ’s unusual  
true exp er ien ces .  A  hu m d in ger  o f  an  
i s su e  1

—THE GLOBE TROTTER
'  O



SUCCESS LAW
" I  find most positions commanding $ 10,000 
a  year or more are filled by men uiho have 
studied law ,"writes a prominent Eastern 
manufacturer. Use your spare time train
ing your mind to deal with problems from 
the practical standpoint of the law trained 
man. He is a  leader o f men  — in and out 
of business. Standard Oil of N. J., Packard 
Motor Co., Mutual Life Insurance Co., 
hundreds o f corporations, are headed by 
legally trained men. Law is the basis of 
all business—large or small. A full law 
L A S A L L E  EXTEN SIO N  UNIVERSITY,

course leading to the degree of LL.B., 
or shorter business law course under 
LaSalle guidance, is available for your 
home study. 14-volume 
modern Law Library.
Cost low—terms easy.
If you are adult, in 
earnest, am bitious, 
write today for FREE 
64-page “Law Train
ing for Leadership,”  
and full information.

D ept. 10329-L, C hicago, III.

B R A N D  NE W
TILLIE and MAC

POH M EN ONLY— W innie W inkle, Dum b Dorm, Boss and Bubbles, 
M aggie and  Jiggs. A Model'll Life, Adam an d  E re , Toot* and  Casper, 
K ip  and  Alice. Harold Teen and  L lllum s, A B achelor's  D ream , 
Peaches and Browning. The Gum ps, Gua and G u m Ic , W lnnio 
W inkle . Barney Google and 8p ark  P lug . Boob M cN utt and  P earl, 
T lllle  tho  Toller. Cavem an Love. T u rk ish  Ix>ve C horus G irl I-ove. 
P a p a  Ix>ve. A pache Love. OKI M aids' Love. Sailors on Shore, W hat 
Tom flaw through the keyhole. W hen Hubby cornea home, M abel 
and  tho Icem an. W h a t tho window washer aaw. A T urk ish  H arem . 
M ex-ran Love and 8 0  Snappy F rench  G irl Poaea. 5 fu ll slzo F rench  
Lovers' p ictures. F rench  m en and  women In P assio n a te  Love Poses. 
Also H u la -H u la  D ancing  G irl. All tho above w ill be sen t to you 
prepaid for only SI. Im m edia te  sh ip m en t. Send cash , money- 
o rder o r stam ps.

ART NOVELTY CO. 
621-C Broadway New York

Women 'JM
W hen n a tu re  falls  use safo re liab le  M E N S T R U A .  So pow erful pe if - 
tlvety forces rem arkably  speedy results In m an? most stubborn  
u n n a tu ra l delays, w ithout pa in , b arm  or Inconvenience. Especially  
recom m ended where ord inary  regu lato rs fa ll, s s  Quicke r  Ac t ing  and  
m uch easier assim ilated  by body. Type  Doctors P refer. Costs us 
over 300%  m ore th an  o rd inary  regulators, b u t coats you no m orel 
So very costly rare ly  offered. N ot a p ill, tab le t, powder, paste  o r  
liquid. Tasteless. Guaranteed free from hab it-fo rm ing  drugs and 
narcotics. $2.00 Orders rushed  day received In p lain  sealed  box. 
" P r ic e le u  Inform ation to W o m e n "  free  on request.
P U R I T Y  P R O D U C T S  CO.. 8023 Harper . Dept. I0N8, Ch icago

Q uit Using Tobacco!
W r i t e  f o r  F ree  Book le t and L e a r n  B o w .
Results Guaranteed or Money Refunded.

N E W E L L  P H A R M A C A L  C O M P A N Y  
603 C la y t e w  S t a t i o n  S t .  L o u la ,  M o .

100,000
Satisfied

Users

LATEST GIRL RACKETS EXPOSED!
H e re  n re  t r u e  s to r ie s  o f  g o ld -d ig g e r s —a s e n s a t io n a l  e x p o se  o f  to d a y 's  c o n d itio n s  
th n t  w ill a s to u n d  y o u —th in g s  you  n e v er k n ew  b e fo re  a b o u t  th e  w om en w hoso  n io t ta  
i s :  "N ever G ive  u S u c k e r  a n  E v en  B re a k ."
G e t th e  re a l  In s id e  s to r y  o f n in n y  fa m o u s  s c a n d a ls —th is  bo o k  te e m s  w ith  s t a r t l i n g  
f a c ts  n e v e r  b e fo re  d iv u lg e d  I F a s c in a t in g ,  s h o c k in g  r e a d in g !  F o r  th e  lo w -d o w n  oil 
fe m in in e  ra c k e te e rs ,  r e a d —

Form er Police R eporter in  Chicago, N ew  
York and  Boston. A u th o r  o f " W hat 

v r .  • • T T  J  n  • L1 H appens to Innocen t Girls,” " H ow  GirlsBy Virginia Hudson Brightman Go W rong,” ete.
Th i s  Book Includes an Up- to -D a te  D ic t i ona ry  of Broadway Slanguage Used by G i r l  Racketeers

“GIRL RACKETS”

C n A F T E R  I
L A D I E S  M U 8 T  L I V E — H OW  DO T H E Y  
G E T  T H A T  W A Y — A N D  W H Y ?  T H E Y  

E V E N  DO IT IN O LD  J A P A N
C H A PT E R  II

T H E  V I R T U O U S  G I R L  R A C K E T — A N  
E X T R A O R D I N A R Y  S T O R Y  OF C H A S T E  
A N D  U N C H A S T E  G I R L S  W H O  W O R K  
M E N  F O R  A L L  T H E Y ’ R E  W O R T H  

CFIAPTER I II
T H E  L O V E  R A C K E T E E R S — T H E  " M A R 
R Y  ’ E M  A N D  M A K E  ’ E M  —  P A Y ”

PARTIAL TABLE OF CONTENTS
R A C K E T  IS A S  O LD  A S  H I S T O R Y  A N D  

A L W A Y S  G E T S  T H E M .
C H A PT ER  IV

T H E  G O L D - D I G G E R — T H E  B R O A D W A Y  
B U T T E R F L Y — G I R L S  W H O  " N E V E R  
G I V E  A  S U C K E R  A N  E V E N  B R E A K . "
^  C H A PT ER  V
G I R L  A U T O M O B I L E  G Y P S  —  G I R L S  
W H O  A S K  F O R  A H I T C H — W I T H  
S T R A N G E  C O N S E Q U E N C E S — A N D  T H E  

G A M B L I N G  R A C K E T  
C H A PTER VI

T H E  N O B I L I T Y  R A C K E T  —  T H E  B IG -  
G E S T  M O N E Y  P R I Z E S  GO TO  T H E  
B R A I N Y  T Y P E S — T H E  M O S T  D A N G E R 

O U S  OF A L L

C H A PT ER  VII
C R E E P  J A N E ’S  P ROG R E S S  —  W H A T  
H A P P E N S  TO T H E  G I R L S  W H 0 8 E  
R A C K E T E E R I N G  19 A T  F I R S T  C O N 
F I N E D  TO B A G G I N G  F R E E  M E A L S .

C H A PT ER  V III
S W I N D L I N G  A N D  B L A C K M A I L — S E N 
S A T I O N A L  S T O R I E S  O F  V U L T U R E 8  
IN H U M A N  F O R M  W H O  P R E Y  ON T H E  
E M O T I O N S  O F  I N N O C E N T  V I C T I M S .

C H A PT E R  I X
J U S T  D O W N  F R O M  C O L L E G E — A  C O L 
L E G I A T E  M A N N E R .  A N  A I R  O F  N O N 
C H A L A N C E  A N D  P L E N T Y  O F  N E R V e  
A R E  T H E  S T O C K - I N - T R A D E  O F  C E R 
T A I N  U N S C R U P U L O U S  R A C K E T E E R S

[ C A S H ,  U .  H. S T A M P S ,  E X P R E S S  O H  P O S T A L  M O N E Y  O R D E R S  A C C E P T E D  J

M ailed In P la in  W rapper. Postago P rep aid . 
B E T T E R  P U B L I C A T I O N S ,  I n c .
D e p t .  T A - 1 0 A ,  5 20  7 t h  A v e . ,  N e w  Y o r k  C i t y  

I  en c lo se  25c. P le a s e  ru s h  m y  co p y  o f G IR L  
R A C K E T S  to

N am e  .................................................................... ............................

A d d re s s  ............................................................................................

C i ty ........................................................................ S t a t e .............
IN o  C .O  I ) . ’8— No O rd e r. F ille d  In C anada. tOo Foreign. ] I

A $2.50 Book for

25c
SPECIAL VALUE

9 ASTONISHING 
CHAPTERS 
PROFUSELY 

ILLUSTRATED 
AND AN 

UP-TO-DATB 
SLANG DICTIONARY

Page Site 9" X 12"
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l\u%ilnJtdm 9ecneUĉ j$€X cite Dew w«[&| ReieoSaLl
iC^AY with false modesty! At last • lam- 

ous doctor has told all the secrets of 
. sex In frank, daring language. N o prudish 

Seating about the bush, no veiled hints* 
l>ut TKUTH, blazing through 576 pages 
€>f straightforward facts.

Love  is the most magnificent testacy la 
fhe world . .  . know  bow to hold your 
toved one . . .  d on 't glean half-truths from 
unreliable sources. N ow  you can know  how 
t o  end igno rance ..T ear...and  self denial!
MORE THAN 1 0 0  VIVID PICTURES

The 106 illustrations leave nothing to 
abe imagination . . . know how to over* 
come physical mismating . . . know what 
*o do oo your wedding night to avoid the

WHAT EVERY M A N  SHOULD KNOW  Don't be a slave to ignorance and ftiA
Tk« S n « a l  Emhroca H r *  to Rayoin Virility

torturing results o f  ignorance.
Everything pertaining to sex is discussed 

An daring language. Ail the things you 
lhave wanted to know about your sex life.

S « c r« t i r l  th e  M o n e y  m o o r  | u m ) ttmryatiom 
M lt t a k a t  o l E a r ly  M o r r ia y o  G la n d *  a n d  Se« In t t lo c l 
H o n o M * * * l lK  T o  Q u in  G t r r t r f  D i l lp k l
V tm n S M semae The Truth About a s «*«

W HAT EVERY W O M A N  SHOULD KNOW
fo r* o f P e r fe c t  M a t in *  H o w  to  A t t r a c t  a n d  H o ld  
W o o l  to  A l lo w  a  L o ve *  M e n

to  d o  S o v e a l S la v e r y  o f W o a a p
In t im a te  F e m in in e  H y f ie * «  Cs*«nUol* ot H a p p y  
P r o f t l t u r t o n  M a r r l a * *
e ir th  C o n tro l C h a rt  O *  Son O r a e w

' H O M O S IX U A LT T Y ...S IX  A iN O X M A L IT I t l
D o you know about the astounding world 
o f "half sexes'7 They crave the companion
ship o f  their own sex...their practices are 
unbelievable to the normal mind...yet you 
should understand them.
M on ey  back at once V you a r t  not M t i if ic d  I 
076  OAJUNO PAGES

Enjoy the rapturous delights Of the per
fect physical lovol

Lost love —  scandal. . .  divorce . . .  can 
often be prevented by knowledge. Only 
the ignorant pay the awful benaltits ol 
wrong sex practices. Read the facts,clearly*

information about which other books only 
vaguely hint, is yours at last.

Some will be offended by the amazing 
frankness o f this book and its vivid illus
trations, but the world has no longer any 
use for prudery and false modesry.

A  F A M O U S  JU D G E  
S A Y S  T H A T  M O S T  
DIVORCES A M  CAUSED 
B y  SEX IG N O R A N C E !

N o r m a l ,  i e x - * u i te d  
y o ung  p eo p le  are to rn  
■P«rt because th ey  lack 
•ex  kn o w led g e .

SCNL) NO MONEY • • • MAIL CO UPO N  TODAY

PI ONEER P U B L I S H I N G
Dc-pt. 1034, m o  Sixth A .C . ,  N .w  Yoih, N. Y.
Flanse Sand m», "SeSc Harmony and Lugenica" in plain 

wrapper
________ _ . ,ugi

___I will pay the postman S2.98 (plus pottage) on
delivery. If 1 arp not completely aatiafted, 1 can “ *vm.vi,, II l aiu nut b.iioiiiu. . > nil
the book and the entire purchase price will be refunded 
Immediately. Also send roe, FREb OF CHARGE, your 
book on "W Lf BlxU) Control r*

N a m t _

A d A r t i t  ______________________________■ , ■ —
Orders from Foreign Countries 15 ShiHiagi i n  ad vane 0

startlingly told . . .  study these illustra
tions ana grope io darkness no longer.

You want to know . . .  and you should 
l^now everything about sex. Sex is no longer 
a sin . . .  a mystery . •. . it is your greatest 
power for happioess. You owe it to yourself 
... to the one you love, to tear aside the cur
tain o f hypocrisy and learn the naked truth/

A T T R A C T  THE  O P P O S I T E  S t X I
Know bow to enjoy the thrilling experi

ences that are your birthright . . .  know 
how  to attract the opposite sex . . .  bow
to  hold love.

There is no longer any need to pay the 
awful price for one moment o f blisa. Read 
the scientific pathological facts told so 
bravely by Dr. Rubin. The chapters oo  
venereal disease afe alone worth the prico 
o f the book.
I t  S I X  IG N O R A N C E  
DRIVING THE ONE YOU 
LO VE  INTO THE ARMS 

O F  A N O T H E R ?
Let M Sex Harmony ** 

teach you bow e**y it ia

C wio and bold your 
ved one I

THIS BOOK NOT SOLD TO MINORS

C D C C I  NEW BOOK
"WHY BIRTH CONTROll"
' I ‘hi* it  art ling  boo k  d i tc u u e t  
*  b ir th  c o n tro l in  an en tire ly  

new  way — Tell* you m any 
thing* ab o u t a m uch d isrup ted  
• ub iec t "W h y  B irth Control'* 
— will be a revela tion  to  you — 
Scot free to  all tho*e w ho orde# 
"Sea  H arm ony and  E ugenics*  
at the reduced  p rice S.2.9R. 
PIONEER PUBLISHING C O  

Radio City
1170 Sixth A»*„ New York, N .V ,]
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ARE VOW DISCOURAGED? 
HAVE YOU PRESSING 

BILLS T O  PAY? OO YOU 
NEED CASH OUl'CK ? THEN  
READ HOW THIS MAN CAME 
BACK TO PROSPERITY

! Want Men and Women
for Tea and Coffee Routes
Paying Up To

Now you can  have a  Rood p ay ing  busi
ness o f your own. I ’ll help you and 
back you up to the  lim it w ith  proven 
Plans. You d on 't need to tak e  any  risk. 
Sounds revolu tionary  and  s ta r tlin g , but 
if  you send me your nam e I'll send you 
conclusive evidence o f the  tru th  o f my 
s ta tem en ts . I m an u fac tu re  nearly  300 
nationally-know n and  w ell-advertised 
household p roducts  such as Tea. Coffee, 
Spices, E x trac ts , B aking  Pow der, etc. 
—ju s t the th in g s  people m ust buy daily 
to live. My p lans a re  sim ple and  d irect. 
Give me an  o p p o rtu n ity  to send you 
evidence o f w hat they  have done for 
hundreds of o thers . You a rc  not tak in g  
any  chances doing th a t. You will be 
the  final judge a f te r  I subm it the  facts.

r u  HELP YOU MAKE BIG MONEY
A re you in u rg en t need o f money to 
m eet p ressing  bills? H ave you some 
tim e to sp are  th a t  you w ant to  tu rn  in to  
cash im m ediately? T hen investigate  my 
offer a t  once. T h is  is not a  one-tim e 
specialty  o r a  shoddy novelty. My prod
ucts a re  necessities—delicious, ta sty  
foods p rep a red  daily  in my own m am 
m oth p lan t and  p u re  food kitchens. 
T hese p roduc ts  o re  w ell-know n and 
liked from  const to  coast. T he profits 
you m ake a re  unusually  la rge  ; and big 
rep ea t business assures you a  steady 
income. W ith my p lan s  you avoid the 
expenses and risks o f th e  average  s to re 
keeper. You step  in to  a tim e-tested . 
*'ready-m ade” business a t no risk.

STEADY YEAR 'ROUND INCOME
Stop and  th in k  how w onderfu l it 
would be to  have a  nice incom e every 
w eek in  the  year. N o m ore t ra m r in g

$ 6  o m <
a round  looking fo r w’ork . No m ore 
"p en n y  p inch ing .” H ave money to  
help pay your nagg ing  b ills- buy 
clo th ing—pay off the m o rtg ag e - buy 
yourself a home p u t money in the 
b an k —o r w hatever your h eart desires. 
T h a t’s the  kind of a business o p p o rtu 
n ity  1 am  offering you.

LOOK AT THESE PROFITS
Howard B. Ziegler. P a ., m ade as much as 
$21.60 In a single day and $103.32 in a 
single week. Lam bert W ilson. M ich., had 
profits of $79 00 in one week Mrs. C. 11 
l.uom a. W . Va . averaged $10 00 a week for 
a year. C hester Clay. N. Me*., m ade $10.00 
in two hours. I have h undreds more reports 
of exceptional earn ings like these showing 
the am azing possibilities of my offer th a t 1 
am now m aking to you.

FORD CARS GIYEN 
PRODUCERS

T his Is not a contest, 
raffle, or gam e of 
chance. I give my 
producers b ran d  new 
Ford T udor Sedans 
as a bonus in a d d i
tio n  ta  th e ir  regular 
cash earnings.

READ THIS AMAZING 
TRUE STORY

H ere's the tru e  story of H ans 
Coonles, out In N ebraska, who a n 
swered one of my public  announce
m ents. I*atcr he wrote "O nly  6 ^  
m onths ago I s ta rte d  w ith your 
company w ithout a penny to my 
nam e and today (I ju st finished 
my balance) 1 am  wortli a little  
o te r  $ 1,200.00. I can hard ly  b e
lieve it is possible— such a su c 
cess in tim es like these— but it is 
true. Many a day 1 m ade from 
$1.-|.00 to $20.00 a day clear 
profit.—Your happy hu stle r. Hans 
i "oordcs.”

SEND NO M O N E Y .. .JU S T  NAME
You d o n 't need to  send  me any 
money. Ju s t send me your natno 

l need your help. I w ant to 
s ta r t  you on one of these good pay
ing Tea and  Coffee Itoutes of your 
own. Let me give you the facts. 
T here is no ob ligation  on your 
part. You tako no chances. I 'l l  
send you the evidence FREE. 
Send name on coupon or penny 
postcard  today—rush .

Q U I C K  PROFIT COUPON
A L B E R T  M ILLS . Route Mgr..
5164 Monmouth Av$« Cincinnati. Ohio.
H ere 's  my nam e. R ush free d e ta ils  of your 
Tea and Coffee Route P lan  showing me how I 
can  m ake up  to $60.00 a week. T his places roe 
under no obligation. CODE
Name

fP lease P rin t or W rite P la in ly )



" —a n d  w e c o u ld n 't  b e a t  
K u lu in azo o  q u a l i ty .  . . . 
I t  w as  a  lu c k y  d a y  
w h e n . I went fo r  t h a t  

F R E E  C a ta lo g ."
W e  p u re ly  Moved 
a  lo t o f m oney  
b y  b u y in g  D i
re c t fro m  th e  

F A C T O R Y ! A

850,00(ivUsers h ave  p roved  the econom y o f

FflCTORTTRICES

of Stoves,

You’ll th rill a t  the  FACTORY P R IC E S  in th is  
N E W , F R E E  K alam azoo C atalog  — ju s t out. 
You’ll m arvel a t  th e  beau tifu l new  P orcela in  
Enam el R anges and  H eaters— n ew  styles , new  
fe a tu res , charm ing  n ew  eglor com binations.color

1 Sizes
Ranges, Furnaces

200 Styles and S,

M ail coupon now -g e t th is  ex c itin g ; colorful 
Free catalog , sp a rk lin g  w ith  over 175 illu s tra 
t io n s — 200 styles an d  s iz e s — 174 R anges. 12 
D ifferent H e a te rs :  22 F u rn aces  — th e  finest 
C atalog  K alam azoo ever prin ted '. M ore b a r
g a in s  th a n  in 20 Dig S to res—Come s tra ig h t to 
th e  Facto ry . Q uality  th a t  over 850.000 sa tis 
fied custom ers have tru s te d  fo r S i years.

C opper R eservoirs and  o th e r new  
fea tu res. Everbody will be ta lk 
ing  about th is  F R E E  Catalog.

Qujlity Heaters and

o f your room s. W e fu rn ish  F R E E  
p lans.
Duy Your Stoves Direct from 
the Men W ho Make Them

What This Catalog Offers You
1. C o m b in a tio n  GaN, C oni a n d  W ood R u n g e s ; 

C oal u u d  W ood UuugcM ; C irc u la tin g  
H e a te r s ;  F u r n a c e s — b o th  p in e  m id  one- 
r e g is te r  ty p e — a ll  a t  F A C T O R Y  P R IC E S .

2. C ash  o r  E a s y  T e rm s — Y e ar to  P a y —A 
N ew  M oney  S a v in g  P a y m e n t  P la n .

3. 30 D a y s  F R E E  T r ia l—300 D a y s  A p p ro v a l 
T e s t.

4. 24 H o u r  S h ip m e n t—S a fe  D e liv e ry  G u a r 
a n te e d .

Furnaces
M any styles o f Porcela in  Enam el 
H eate rs—both W alnut and  Black. 
A 'so W ood-burning stoves a t b a r
g a in  prices. M ake a  double sav
ing  by o rd e rin g  your fu rn ace  
a t  the  factory p rice  and  in s ta ll
ing  it yourself. T housands do. 
I t ’s easy. Send rough sketch

THE KALAMAZOO
49.1 Rochester Ave.. Kalamazoo. Mich.

You d o n 't have to  pay more th an  
the  F ac to ry  P rice . D on 't “ guess"  
a t  quality . Follow the  lead o f 
850.000 o the rs  who saved m illions 
o f dollars by buy ing  th e ir  staves 
d irec t from  th e  m en who m ake 
them . Come s tra ig h t to  the* Fac
to ry . M ail coupon now  fo r th is  
in te re s tin g  F R E E  C atalog.

STOVE CO.. Mfrs.
Warchoutcs: Utica, N. Y .;  Akron, O.

5. $100,000 R a n k  R o n d  G u a ra n te e  o f S a t i s 
fa c tio n .

0. 5 Y ear P a r t s  G u a ra n te e .
7. F R E E  F u rn u c c  P la n s — F R E E  S erv ice .

The ”Oven That Floats in Flame”
R ead  about the  m arvelous "O ven th n t F loats 
in F lam e" — also new N on-Scorch Lids, new

30 DAYS 
FREE 

TRIAL

a  K a la m a z o o
Direct to You”

STOVEK A LA M A Z O O  S T0  
C 0 .a Mfrs..
491 Rochester Ave., 
Kalamazoo. Mich.

Please
FH K E

H ear S irs :  
solid mo your 
ra ta lo g .
Chock articles In which 
you a re  Interested.
Coal and Wood

Ranics
Com. Gas. CoM

and Wood R 'n-es f l  
Oil Stoves □  Heaters □  
Furnaces C

N am eI 
I
| A ddress  ...

I City. State..


