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Blank Cartridge Pistol
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1101 pcopaid. Ula catarng - fVIRLr poir.* spurting gbod tie.10 ctnU

BOYSI THROW YOUR VOICE

In(n« trunk, tinder the bed or
n.>* here Fart» nf fun 1 «ling
ti-ai Jjcf. polucnmn or friends.

THE VENTRILO

n little Instrument, fits in

the ni.-uth m» Isight, use'l

ith nln>\r for IhrU Culls, etc

Anvotic ran tistt it Never

falls. A 16-page course on
Ventriloquism together with
Ventrllo. All for 10c postpaid

CHAMELEONS

25 Cents Each. Shipped By Mail
LIVE, SAFE DHIMVERY GUARANTHED
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PRICK 25 CENTS

Novelty French Photo Ring

1ff* ]+ S very great r

REAL LIVE PET TURTLES

25c

Sent by Mail foe only”
25 Cent*
ur.ht me munsTwec pit *

If vnu want n fascinating and interesting little pet. just n*k’

u.d we will »end you n real live PET TURTLE by mail,
tu*tp.ud. Thousandssold at Chu agoW urlds Fair. No troub j
le nt all to keep. Just Rive it n little lettuce or cabbage or Ir
It »rrk it own food. Extremely gentle, easily keptand liv
for yearsand year. Need less intention than any other pet
Getone or more. Study their habit*. You will find them ex
trem rly interesting. Price 25¢c. SPfCIAL TURTLE F000 10cpkg

THE FAN DANCE

HIT ofthe CENTURY of PROGRESS

Who will forget the famoui FAN DANCE episode of
the Century of Progress Exposition in Chicago/ Here it
is humorously, cleanly presented in ve«t pocket form.
You flip the pagr* and HOTSY TOYSY comes to life
and whirls through her dance, provoking not n sly smile,
but a wholesome laugh from all, even the most fastidious.
It is a most innocent fun maker that will cause you and
your friends no end of fun and amusement. HOTSY
TOTSY the FAN DANCER measures only 2x3 inches

6 square inches of spicy, piquant entertainment for ono
and all. PRICE 10c. Add 3c for postage. B-g C<iru»>"10c.

Johnson Smith fCo., Dm im. Racine, Wis.
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THIS BOOK shows how to build

a MIGHTY ARM and a 16 inch BICEPI

Send for.
"MOULDING A MIGHTY ARM"

A Complete Course for Only 25c

Y NOT GET AN ARM OF MIGHT with the
W Lower and grip to obey your physical desires?
Weakling whose arms were scrawny pieces of skin
and bone has taken this course and in a very short
time developed themselves into men ofpowernil pro-
Eorrions with bulging biceps and brawny forearms.
[e-men with strong, solid arms of power that are
respected by men and admired by women! Wouldn’t
you like to get a magnificent bicep like the one shown
in the idealized figure above?

THIS COURSE IS SPECIALLY PLANNED TO
BUILD EVERY MUSCLE IN YOUR ARMI

It has been scientifically worked out for that purpose. Many
ill have developed” pair of triceps shaped like a horseshoe,
and just as strong, and a pair of biceps that show their double
head formation. The sinewy cables between the biceps and
elbow are deep and thick with wire cable-like ligaments. The
forearm bellies with bulk, the great supenator lifting muscles
become a column of power, and their wrists are alive and
mwrithe with cordy sinew. Why not start now to build a he-
man’s arm? Send 25c for this course today.

You can't make a mistake. The assurance of the strongest armed man
in the world stands behind this course. You get his secret methods of
strength development illustrated and explained as you like them. Mail
your order now while you can still get this course for only 25c.

You are not limited to the arm. Try any one ofthe courses listed in the
coupon at 25c. Or, try all six of them for only $1.00.

MAIL YOUR ORDER NOW
and you will receive a Free Copy of
"NERVES OF STEEL, MUSCLES LIKE RON."

It daserfbas George F. Jowett’mrise from a p«ny boy
to be one of the world’s strongest athletes with a
chest measurement of 49 Inches end an_18-Inch bleep |
It explains why ha la called "Champion of Cham-
pions \ . .and these laa “thrill” in every page.

A priceless book to the strength fan ana muscle
builder. Fullof plotarcs af marvelous bodied men who
tell you decisively how to baild symmetry and
strength the Jowett Way!l Reach Out... Grasp
This Special Offer.

JOWETT INSTITUTE
OF PHYSICAL CULTURE

Dept. 88Lc 422 Poplar St.
Scranton, Pa.

. George F. Jowettt Your
(position looks good to me. Bend,
bK return mail, prepaid, thoaoar&es
checked below for which 1 am
enclosing
O Moulding a Mighty Ann, 1&e
GeorgaF. Jowett O Moulding a Mighty Back, 25s
OMoulding .M ighty Grip. He

|
strengthandphy- O Strong Man Stunt# Made EaiyNe
eical perfection! CJAI1 6 Books for fl.OO.

Name,
Address,
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COMPLETE BOOK-LENGTH NOVEL

THE RAJAH OF JHANPUR------------ Major George Fielding Eliot 12
Singin/g Steel and Flashing Knives in a Gripping Novel of an
merican’8 Struggle for Justice in India's Jungle

THREE COMPLETE NOVELETTES

FOOL AMERICANDO. .Tom Curry 58
Banny Martin, Cowpuncher, Swaps Lead with a Desperate
Gang of Mexican Bandits in this Western Yam
THE MONKEY GOD-------- ——- — lacland Marmur 112
Savage Rites of the Pygmies and Mysterious Jungle Murder
Confront Jeff” Westman and Scotty Macrae

HOT-TRAIL HAGGERTY Anson Hard 128
Follow the Breath-Taking Adventures of a Daring Sleuth
Aa he Unravels a Baffling Mysteryl

EXCITING TRUE-EXPERIENCE STORY

THE SECRET OF EASTER ISLAND Capt. Franklin Hoyt 86
The Pulse-Stirring Record of a Fateful Voyage to the
Peril-Packed Land of the Monoliths

THRILLING SHORT STORIES

DEAD MEN’S RULE Wayne Rogers 47
A Seething Cauldron of Voodoo Horror in Haiti
THE WHIRLWIND’S FRENZY Johnston McCulley 73
Stirred to Mad Rage, El Torbellino Makes Swords Resoundl
SUICIDE SPECIAL. ..ottt cvveieas Kent Sagendorph 100
Clark Handley Hits a Fast Pace for Victory and Honor
THE GUN-SWINGER Jackson Cole 143

Buck Lawton Barges into Wolftown—Ready to Fight!
OTHER THRILLING FEATURES

FAMOUS SOLDIERS OF FORTUNE Illustration 84
Major Lufbery, General Logan and Others /
THE GLOBE TROTTER A Department 148

Where Readers, Writers and the Editor Meet

Published monthly by Metropolitan Magazines. Inc., 670 Sevemtih/Avenue. New York, N. Y.

M. AL Goldsmith, President; N. L. Pines, Treasurer. Copyright. 1934, by Metropolitan Magazines,

Inc. (Yearly, $1.80: single copies. $.16; Foreign and Canadian, postage extra. Entered as second

class matter at the Post Office at New York, N. Y., on Oct. 16, 1931, under Act of March 3, 1879. ~17$
Manuscripts mutt be accompanied bp lel/oddrctted, ttamped envelope», and are tubmitted at the author’i ritk.

Read our companion magazines: Thrilling Detective, Thrilling Love, The Phantom Detective,
Thrilling Western, Thrilling Ranch Stories, The Lone Eagle, and Sky Fighters



1U SEND MV HOST LESSON FREE

It shows how EASY it isto
learn at home to fill a

s a. smith,
I ottonai Radio

The man who has directed
Uib Heme-Study Train-
ing of more men for the-
Radio Industry then any
other man In America.

c/Zt'uiL
Vtcxyp

CLEARS $4,900 IN
18 MONTHS

"Beforo taking
your Radio
Course i
ing 118 a
E | came
bore three years
__and in 18
1months | made
about $4,50 0
In  Radio. |
cannot T toe much for
the wonderful help 1 hare
received from N. R. I."
NOEL W. RAY.
610 Brood St..
Gadsden. Alabama.

SPARE TIME WORK
PAYS $18 A WEEK

"I only do,
spare time Ra-
io work an'
average $18
week. People!
who Ineeod]
times ton W
buy a new Ra-"
dlo. now have
the old ono fixed,**
STEPHEN J.

DBAP

CHATY,
407 Wunderlich Are..
Barberton. Ohio.

RADIO ENGINEER AT

wgu1l
"Upon grad-
uating ac-

cepted a job
Us service-
man.and
Within three
weeks was
mado Service
Manager.
This Job paid
$40 tt $50 a week. Bight
months later | obtained
a _ position as o&erator
with 8tation KWCR
through your Employment
Department. Now | am
Radio Engineer of W Sn."
SYLVAISTTTS j EBERT.
University o# lowa.
lowa City, lowa.

GOOD JOB

Clip the coupon and mail it. I'm so sure

that | can train you at home in your spare
time for a good go in Badio that I'll send you
my first lesson free. Examine it, read it, see

how clear and easy it is to understand. Then
you will know why many men with less than
a grammar school education and no technical
experience have become Radio Experts and are
earning two to three times their former pay as
a result of my training.

MANY RADIO EXPERTS MAKE
$40, $80, $75 A WEEK

In lew than 19 years, the Radio Industry lgM grown
from s few million to hundreds of millions of dollar*.
Over 300,000 Jobs hare been created by this growth,
and thousands mare will be created by Its continued
development.  Many inou and young “men with the
right training—the "kind of training I give yon In the
N. E. I. Course—hare stepped into Radio at two and
throe times their former salaries.

GET READY NOW FOR JOBS LIKE THESE

Broadcasting stations use engineers, operators, *a<
tlon manager* and pay UF to $5,000 a year. Mann
facturvir® continuaklly employ testers. Inspeetass, ifore
men. etulneera. servicemen. buyers, for Jobe paying up
to $7.50%) a year. Radio operators on ships enjoy life,
seo the world, with board and lodging free, and get
good pay besides. Dealers and Jobbers employ service-
men. salesmen, buyers, managers, and pay up to $100
a week. My book tells you about tiioeo and many other
interestingRadlo Jol*.

MANY MAKE $8. *10. $18 A WEEK EXTRA
IN SPARE TIME WHILE LEARNING

The day you enroll with me. 1 send you Instructions
which you ‘should master quickly for doing 28 Radio

Jobs common Iti moat every neighborhood, for spare
lime money. Throughout your training, | send you
information for servicing popular makes of setsl |

giro you the plans and idoae that have made $200
fo $1,000 a year for If. R. I. men In their spare time.

My Course ‘Is famous aa the Course that pays for
Itselfi
TELEVISION, 8HORT WAVE. LOUD 8PEAKER
SYSTEMS INCLUDED

There's_opportunity for you In Radio. Its future It
certain. _Toievlalou. “short ‘wave, loud speaker systems,
police Radio, automobile Radio, aviation Radio—in
every branch, developments and Improvements are
taking place. Here Is a real future for thousands and
thousands of men who really know Radio—men with
N I. training. Got the training that opens the
road to good pay and success.

YOU GET A MONEY BACK AGREEMENT

| am so sure that N. R. |. can train yeu satisfac-
torily that I will agree In writing to. *
of&lour tuition If you are not satisfied
and Instruction Service upon completion.

FREE 64-PAGE BOOK OF FACTS
Mail the coupon now. In addition to the

sample lesson. | send my book, "Rich Re-
wards In Radio.” It tailS you about the op-
portunities in Radio, tells you about my

Course, what others who have taken It are
doing and making. This offer Is free to any

ambitious fellow over 15 years old. Find
out what Radio_offers Iyou without slightest
ohll%atlon. ACT NOWTI Mall coupon in an
envelope, or pasta on a la past card.

J. E. SMITH, President

National Sadis Initltuts. Os*t *1109,
Waahlnttsn, D. C

posted ‘flay to

CITY

Yob Get PRACTICAL EXPERIENCE
with Radio Equipment | GIVE YOU

1I’ll show you how to use my special Radio
Equipment for conducting experiments and
building circuits which illustrate important
principles used in such well-known seta am
'Westinghouse, General Electric, Philcoj
R. c. A., Victor, Majestic and others. You
work out with your own hands many of the
things you read in my lessotx books. This 50-50
method of training makes learning at horns easy.
Interesting, fascinating. Intensely practical. You
learn how sets work, why they work, how to make
them work when they are out of order. Training
like this shows up In your pty envelope—whoo you
graduate you have had training and experience—
you're not simply looking for a Job where you can
get experience.

| have doubled A

Ru/t (Rewinds |

in Radio i

and tripled
the salaries

»

of many

MAIL THIS NOW !

19. 8M 1TIIl. President
N ational Radio Institute, Dept. 4M09
W ashington, D. C. —

| want to take advantage of your offer. Without

obligating me, *«nd me your Free Sample Lesion and
your book. "Rich Reward# in Badio.”

(Plcaee Print Plainly.)
NAME AGE.
ADDRESS

wRe

STATE



Kidneys Cause ANY PHOTO ENLARGED

sired. Same prloe for full length or
bust form, groups, landscapes, pet

animals, etc., or enlargements ofany |
partofgroup picture. Safe return of
original photo guaranteed.

SEND NO MONEY'XSSffittS

and within a week you will receive your beautiful
lite -I1k* rrratM d Pay
plua poacace—or mod with ortfor and w e —

D. 78a pivja poataca

ibtan oi thU amail

Successful Prescription Helps Remove Acids — W orks trbn wanted
in 15 M inutes STANDARD ART STUDIOS, 104 t.Jeflereon It. Dept. 354M,1

Eijr. T. J.dRasteIIi. famous English sciefntilst, Ii‘)locftor of Joi Chib
Medicine and Surgeon, says: “You can’t feel well if your oinour Chib. world’s
Kidneys do not function right, because your Kidneys affect LON ELY heartS Greatest Social Ex-
your entire body.” tension Bureaiu. Happineat'-awaita

Your blood circulates 4 times a minute through 9 mil- you. correspondenta everywhere, seeking congenial mates.
lion tin%’ delicate tubes in your Kidneys which are endan- Quick results. Confidential service. Particulars FREE.
ered by drastic, irritating drugs, modern foods and STANDARD CLUB. Box 607-J. GRAYSLAKE, ILLINOIS

rinks, worry and exposure. Beware of Kidney dysfunc-

tion if you suffer from Night Rising, Leg Pains. Nervous-
Y nessd Dglzziness,g(%irc?es Under Eyes, GENU'NE SPANK'NG PHOTOS
Acidity, or Loss of Pep. f f
B i alter B Ceorge ror many years A [41%, 751 918, gloss phiotos showing actnal chestise
Health Director of Indianapolis, says: [’ 0t 0a dive fo please. Also 16 additional "Men
“Insufficient — Kidney excretions are gy~ gioss photos anpd 2 extremely spicy 5x8 gloss
the cause of much  needless suffering  gpn|gy egnentsp If this is yonr firstyorgery$2 Exgress
with Aching Back, Frequent Night Ris- onl gCash—'Stamps—Mor)lle Order ’ P
in?, ltching, Smarting, Burning, Pain-  MoBERN. PRODUCTS. P 0o Box MS, Dost. A. Rocldort. Il
ful Joints, Rheumatic Pains, Headaches, ’
and a generally run-down body. | am of
the opinion that the prescription Cystex
corrects such functional conditions. It
aids in flushing poisons from the urinary I >
tract, and in freeing the blood of re- . .
tained toxins. Cystex deserves the in- ) .
Dr. W. R. George dorsement of all doctors.” If you suffer When nature fail* urn uf« reliable MENSTRUA.  Bo powerful eeaf-
from Kidney and Bladder dysfunction, tlvely fereea remarkably speedy reaulta In many moat stgbborn
de,lay endangers vour vitalit % aéloc[gou should not loae a Sm%g unnatural delays, without pain, harm or Indonvenience. Br.«clallé/

mintte In_ starting to take r's special grescription cal rocommanded where ordinary bre(?ulator* fall, aa Quicker APM— an
Kidn i ody

_ i much easier assimilated b Type Doeten Prefer. CMP ua
el ponaings, St which heipP Wendy nktons o a - gaser, s oy o Iy Diten, Bt Gl
and cleans raw. sore membranes. Brings new energy, and vitality Bo very costly rarely offered. ~Not a pill, tablet, powder, paste or
In 48 hours. It I helping millions of sufferers Andis Quarangeed  liquid.” Tasteless Guaranteed free ‘from ' habit-farming drugs and

narcotics. $2.00 Orders rushed day received In plain sealed box.

to fix ?(Jol‘lfll ugf snd make you feel like new In 8 days, or onﬁ¥ back “Priceless Information to Woman" free on request

on rel em| ackage. Oet guaranteed stex  fro our
druggist today. Py P g gu ystex you PURITY PRODUCTS8 CO.. 5023 Harper, Dspt. HNS. Chkapo
HOW MUCH DO YOU KNOW?"
Knowledge ia power | The men and women who achieve most in thin world . . . the leader* in business . . ¢
the folks who are looked up to and most respected in every community . . . are those who have armed them-
selves with KNOWLEDGE
It ia a known fact that a good Encyclopedia . . . books which answer every question of fact ... Is an

absolute necessity in the home of all thinking people. And it's even more important if there arc children.
Give your youngsters the priceless advantage of
KNOWLEDGE I Remember, a grammar tchool educa-
tion is not enough/
Probably every home would have an Encyclopedia If
the cost were not so high. UR to now a good set cost
QUESTIONS? UXxrtVv Y RQ SIEA from $75 to $150. But  TODAY, an amazing oppor-

What la an Aero- tunity faces you. The famous Popular Encyclopedia
lite? , . . complete in every way . . . has a limited number
Wgaatm%?gses ofhspﬁC|al egm‘ons
! which are being
WhatisaeE N8 distributed for
8 citizen T. the “give-away
What Is the right price of $2.00 per
v;/ayh(t)om\snnlate set of two volumesl|
Wt Ees Lo el oo it
an 0 ar P
Why do_we Money refunded if
marry? not satisfied.
Where Is Man-
churia?
Is Astrology a
W%c;elncgvre the BETTER PUBLICATIONS. Ine.
mjmtoms of 570 7th Ar*. New York. Dept.TA-11
see;g]lng sick- Pleaae rush my set of the POP-
ness? ULAR ENCYCLOPEDIA for which
Wir\;l! I»nv’)ented I enclose $2.00 In O U. 8. stamps
ovies? nail dsnom.). U Money Ordc
What firm once @teck 5 BUM
employed 115.- C .0» D .1 i
000 men? .
T\t anneert to Name

ﬂ;ise and 10,000

«fksr queitiont

art revealed in Addreet

POPULAR .

ENCYCLOPEDIA City State..



A FAT M AN

toa HE-MAN

70 MINUTES!

My Waist 8 Inches’ orow

"l lost 50 pounds" says W . T. Andarson. "M y waist Is 8 indies

smaller" writes W .

L. McGinnis.

"Felt like a new man" daims

Fred Wolf. "Wouldn't sell my belt for $100" writes G W . Higbee.

ACTUAL photographs showino the

immediate

APPEATftANCK

improvement in

We are so sure that you will reduce your waistline at least three

inches that we want you to
BELT FOR 10 DAYS AT OUR EXPENSEI

TRY THE WEIL

>>

we GUARANTEE to REDUCE your WAIST

THREE INCHES

<4 »4or It wont cost you one cent e .

» darn hard to diet when you like to eat. The Weil Belt was
Lit the answer— no diets, no drugs — I feel like a new man
id I lost 8 inches of fatin less than 6 months 1

GREATLY IMPROVES YOUR APPEARANCE!

The Weil Reducing Belt will make ton appear many
Inches slimmer at once, and in 10 shortdags your waistline
will actually be 3 inches smaller—three inches of fat gone—
or itwon’t'cost you one centl

It supports the sagging muscles of the abdomen and
quickly gives an erect, athletic carriage.

Donthe embarrassed an%/ longer with that “corporation”
for in a short time, ooly the admiring comments of your
friends willremind yonthatyouonce had a bulging waistline.

THE MASSAGE-LIKE ACTION DOES ITI

You will be completely comfortable and entirely unaware
thatits constant gentle pressure is working constantly while
you walk, work or sit. . .its massage-like action gently but
persistentl¥ eliminating fat with every move you make.

Many enthusiastic wearers write that it not onI&/ reduces
fatfror ft also supports the abdominal wails and keeps the

IN TEN DAYS ¢ee

even the postage will be refunded]

digestive organs in place—that they are no longer fatigued™*
and that it gently increases their endurance ana vigor!

DON'T WAIT— FAT IS DANGEROUSI

Fat is not only unbecoming, bat it also endangers your
health. Insurance companies know the dangerof fat accumu-
lations. The best medical authorities warn against obesity”?
so don’t wait any longer.

Send for our 10 day free trial offer. W e repeat—either you
take off 3 inches of fat in ten days, or it won’t cost you one
penny! Even the postage you pay to return Ithe package
will be refunded I

SEND FOR 10 DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER

THE WEIL COMPANY, INC.
1311 mix, 8TBEET, NEW HAVEN, CONN.

Gentlemen: Send me FREE, your illustrated folder describing
The Weil Belt and full detail, of your 10 day FREE trial offer.

Name
Address

Use toupott or vtioo jour mono and mddrtu on to ponny poos O fd.




FALSE TEETH

[if" lowest

o /8T

Guaranteed unbreakable. Fit-well. Good-looking aad durable.
Free Impreeslen material and direction*. Don't delay. Writ*
today. DR. HEININGER. 440 W. Huron, 50-A. Chicago, IIf.

Write for Free Booklet and Learn How.
Bemolta Guaranteed or Money Refunded.
*MWEU. PHARMACAL OOMPANY Sers
603 Cleytea Statfee ft. Leoda, Me.

Quit UsingTobacco! 00000

Don't be dlscouraged ar alarmed when
nature falls an now depend
on_our new O J. O RELIEF COM-
POUND (a_ Periodic Regulator) double
strength. ~ Often relieves unnatural Ir-
regularities. dlscouraglnig cases of long
overdue delays generally relieved very
quickly. ~Absolutely net ‘dangsreus. No
Inconvenience Highly recommended and
used by thousands of women for relief.
We guarantee to ship orders same day recewed In plain wrapper,
sealed. Send $2.00 box, double slreng r $5.00. rlple
strength $5.00 Trial else. 25c. Don't elay tend order. FRS3D
Booklet. A personal message to you.
0. i. 0. MEDICAL CO.. Dept. 221-T. 1434 N. Wells Chicago

GET ACQUAINTED CLUB

Established. Reliable. Members everywhere. (Many Wealthy.) If
lonely, write for sealed particulars.
P. 0. Bex 1251 DENVER. COLORADO

TWO BRAND NEW TWIN MAGAZINES
PACKED WITH DOUBLE-BARRELED ACTION

[POi~cyjiLvAO?

m m w
Featuring Featuring
FIVE COMPLETE FIVE COMPLETE
HELL-FOR LEATHER THRILLING, CHILLING
WESTERN NOVELS MYSTERY NOVELS
IN EVERY ISSUE IN EVERY ISSUE

EACH 15¢c AT ALL STANDS—144 PAGES

Popular Authors — Popular Stories — A Popular Price



MENFOR
COFFEEROUTES
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NO EXFBJUENCB NEEDED—I WILL GIVE YOU
WHAT LITTLE TRAINING NECESSARY-—NO
RED TAPE—EARNINGS START AT ONCE

The future welfare of thou-
sands of deserving men who
heed this announcement may
be vitally affected. Many who
have been beset with financial
distress can find prompt and

permanent relief from their
money Worries.
FOR YEAR ROUND INCOME

Stop and think how wonderful
It would be to have a nice Income
every week in the year. No more
tramping around looking for work.
INo more “ﬁenny pinching.” Have
money to eIF an your nagging
bills — buy clot ing—Fayoff the
mortgage — buy yourself a home —
put money in the bank — or what-
ever your heart desires. That's
the kind of business opportunity
| am offering you.

TEA AND COFFEE
ROUTES8 PAY BEST

Everybody knows there is noth-
ing befter than a good weekly route
ror a fine, "steady

income. These Tea

and Coffee Routes

pay far better than

most because you

supply nearlﬁ 300
necessities—things

people use daily Tn

order to live. You

simply take

care of the

customers'or-

ders on the
route in your
locality. "You

collect all the

cash and keep

u big share of

it Just for

looking after the or-

ders, delivering the

goods, and taking care of the busi-

ness. | furnish you with hun-

dreds of fine premiums and special

bargains to offer your customers

with Tea, Coffee, Spices, Extracts,

Baking Powder and other high

quality products. Hundreds are

now waiting to be served in many

localities. aily and weekly earn-

ings mount steadily where you call
oa your route regularly.

YOUR OWN GROCERIES
AT WHOLESALE PRICES
When | send you Instructions_for
making money "on my new neigh-
borhood Tea and Coffee Route Plan
| also- stive,yon rock-bottom whole-
male prices ‘'on your own groceries
and household necessities. This Is

in addition tO your roeular daDy
earnings, so you make big money in
cash and save big money on the
things you use in your home.

GO TO WORK AT ONCE

My new_plan provides immediate
cash earnings. As long as you are
honest and reliable you are eligible
for one of these routes. | want
someone in every territory because
| have opened up my big plant to
full capacity. | am "going to help
a lot more people earn more money
at once. You can have one of these
good paying routes right in your
own locality, right near where you
live. Better send name today.

EXPERIENCE OR TRAINING
UNNECESSARY

I am not nearly t» much Interested in
your pact experience u | am_ In_your wlll-
Ingneos to follow a fow plain instructions
that will tell you the inside workings of
this  profitable” business. I will™ ex-
plain Just how you go about plaaln* Tea.
Coffee. Splcee.
Extracts and
Household Prod-
ucts  with  the
customers on your
route. | furnish
everythin* There
Is no stock to
carry — you fill
your orders from

iveek
$103.82 IN A WEEK
That's what Howard B. Ziegler, Pa.,
made. Hans Coordee. Nebr.. made $17.95 1*

a day and $96 40 In a week. Albert Becker.
Midi., made $10.00 In a day and as higb aa
$100.00 in a week. If you have been work-
ing part time or for low wages, this Is ;
opportunity to get more cash ImmedlaU
ay Chapman. Mo., made $73.50 In a w«_
George W. Creed. Ohio, mtde $95.00 In
week. These exceptional earnings show the
amazing possibilities of the offer I am mak-
ing you now. Better send me your name today.

FACTORY-FRESH FOODS

NOW IN GREAT DEMAND
My Tea. Coffee and
other Pood Products are

fresh from my big, modern
Pure Food Kitchens — all
have been tested and ap-
roved by the American
roducts "Co. »Teslin% Bu-
reau—s very high authority
on Quality. ~ It's no wonder

Beople Insist on having my

rand in preference to oth-

ers. I'll explain all of this

more fu in the big book

let that I willl sendl you free just as soon as
| get your name. y goods "have been ad-
vertlsed nation-wide to millions of people.
There Is nothing new or untried about any
of my plans.

DON'T SEND MONEY -
JUST YOUR NAME
Don’t confuse this with anything you have
ever read before. 1 don't néed your money
—1 need people to operate
good paying routes. Send
me your name so | can
lay the facts before you.
then you can decide if the
earning oselbilltiee
are satisfactory. If
you act promptly It
will indicate you are
the right person for

my big factory the route. Send name
stock. You have FORD SEDAN FURNISHED TO on coupon or penny
entire charge of PRODUCERS AS AN EXTRA BONUS  postcard for  froe
everything. NOT A CONTEST OB A PRIZE facta. Do It today.

NO MORE “PENNY PINCHING”

If you harp been working for a boss and
are

your “pay lias been limited and you

weary of pinching and striving to exist.
opportunity to change all this,
route plan you can stop timo-

clock punching
forever. = If you
want earnings
that run up "to
$60.00 a week
ou can
Send me full
Route Plan,

hem.

weekly Income Is
limited only by
the time you give
to the business.
The mors tlmo
you devote to my
wonderful Route
Plan, tiie more
money you make
for “yourself.
That's the kind
of an offer I am
making to you.

particulars
t showing
earning up to $60 00 a week at once.
without obligation to me.

3 THINGS TO DO
1. Mail Coupon
2. Read Facts

Start Making Money

ALBERT MILLS. President
5190 Monmouth Ave.,

Cincinnati. Ohio
of Tea and Coffee
started

how | can get sta
This Is

(Please Print or Write Plainly)



Home Treatment That
Costs Nothing To Try
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ONE WOMAN TO ANOTHER
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X i senaabsolutely s married woman's dependable secret. positively

In plainwrapper, a trial package of Golden Treat* %uca%nteeurlnngEquce%sHL}\IN"S%Eﬁg:Nig$f _(I_:Io[ansourgiB
menL You will be thankful as long as you live TABLETS. — Compounded of vegetable Ingredients

that you did it. Address Dr.
1111 Glenn Building, Cincinnati

SENSATIONAL BOOKS treted Hooks. Contain&f In-

OF A CURIOUS NATURE
LOV* and other
mCAUIlogue for So Iltmp.

210 Fifth Aka.,

p*no
Hut. Correct Aae,

Suita 1102,

J. W. Haines Co»

UNUSUAL SECRET PRACTICES,
FRANCINE COMPtANY
Dwt.

i, Ohio.

<D

used by physicians and nurses more than 25 years
because of ‘power to Tellers pain and
Relieves man

Induce Tflow.
unnatural delays quickly without pstn

or Inconvenience. Wonderful testimonials “from happily married,

women eve?/where Mrs. W. "l was delayed for nine weeks. Had

a natural flow In 3 days." Mrs. C. "1 was about ala weeks past,

in 5 days | was 0. K™ rs. TJ.  "Delayed three weeks. Menses

. started on 4th day 8lmple as A.B.C. to taka" Don't experiment
beSuaha» or_ suffer unnecessanly end for this proven remedy today. FAST
< illuatrated SERVICE. Regular gackage $2.00. pecial Formula No. 2 for
Occupation. obstinate conditions Private information from a married

woman with order

R-5, N n Yartt City

Literature FREE
Martha Beasley. Box 22 Nerthweetem Sts..

Dept. 109, Detroit. Mich.

LATEST GIRL RACKETS EXPOSED!
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O THEY’RE ALIKE IN EVERYTHING
— EXCEPT JUST ONE THING I

Thty'rt all Intelligent men. All loyal and ambi-
tious. Willing and anxious to work. But one
lactor—and one factor alone—makes one ol these
applicants the logical man lor the jobl

HE HAS TRAINING | He's ready to step in
and go to work. He invests a capital stock ol

spare-time training in his employer's business.
Like him, today thousands ol LC.S. trained
men are getting the "breaks" in this important
business ol landing jobs. They are turning spare
time into ready cash. They're equipping them-
selves lor the Jobs at hand and bigger Jobs.
Mastering an LC.S. course is not easy —it
takes work and determination, but ii you really

have a fig_hting heart this coupon l4 the first shot
in a winning battle 1



Surprise Attack

HE road, though smooth and
well-built, was steep, dusty
and narrow. Walter Brock

did not urge his plodding “tatmighé

poor brute was doing its best, and
was hardly accustomed to carrying
six-foot Yanks.

The jungle crowded the road close
on either hand; above, the merciless
sun beat down out of a copper sky.

Mopping his steaming forehead,
Brock demanded of a chattering mon-
key :

“Who said the winters here were

A Complete Book-Length

By MAJOR GEORGE

Author of "The Sacred Fire,"

delightful? Nice cool breezes every
Right on until April. Then
it begins to get hot. Oh, yeah? Thank
God, | wont be here then. If | win
through on this timber contract, 1’1
be able to take a vacation in the hot
weather; if | dont—well, wherever
| am it wont be in Jhanpur. Hot-
ter place, maybe.”

Ahead, the road bent sharply to the
right, following a curve of the hill
round whose breast it strove upward

Singing Steel and Flashing Knives in a Gripping Novel



Blled the gorge. Brock acted quickly!

oflJhanpur

Novel of the Indian Jungle

FIELDING ELIOT

“Trails of Treachery," etc.

to the forest-crowned heights where
the camp had been established.

“Two more miles of this. Hope
Hosein’s got things humming up
above,” grumbled Brock. He hadn’t

passed any ox-carts or elephants mov-
ing timber. Not one.

He came to the bend in the road.
Here was a gap in the jungle; be-
low, he caught a glimpse of the roofs
and towers and domes of Jhanpur
City. To the right, a deep gorge

slashed its way into the hills. He
heard the murmur of a little river
struggling through the masses of

fallen stone which choked its course.
His horse’s hoofs clattered on the
planks of a short bridge. It was a
good stout bridge, too.

Brock should know; he had built it
himself.

He glanced again toward Jhanpur
—and toward the broad sheen of the
Jhan River beyond the city. There
lay his sawmill; there his timber
rafts should be collecting even now,
some to be cut into rough lumber by
his own saws, some to sail down the

of an American Engineer’s Mighty Struggle for Justice!

13
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Walter Brock

Jhan till it lost itself in the vast
flood of the Sutlej, and so onward
to the Indus and the busy industrial
tumult of Karachi.

He swore angrily as he thought of
the empty road that should have been
groaning beneath creaking ox-cart
and lumbering elephant.

“That confounded Regent!” he
muttered. “He’s gyping me—and |
can’t do a thing. Hey! What in
blazes—?”

A dozen ragged figures had leaped

suddenly from the jungle. One, a
tall cadaverous specimen, aimed a
blow with an iron-shod flail at

Brock’s head, a blow which would
have dashed his brains out then and
there had it landed. But the startled
pony shied, and the flail crashed
down on the beast’ head instead of

Brock’. The tat dropped in its
tracks.

Brock, leaping clear, jerked out
the Colt .45 which was his con-

stant companion in those trying days.
Loaded and locked he carried it; now
his thumb came down on the safety
catch as his finger squeezed the trig-
ger. The flail carrier spun around,
shrieked once, and collapsed across
the dead pony.
A carbine

cracked; a bullet

whizzed past Brock’e head. Scream-
ing murderous hate in half a dozen
of the innumerable dialects of India,
the gang rushed at Brock, knives
glittering in the bright sun. His Colt
barked once — twice — another man
went down, and the one behind fell
over him. Brock fired at the raBcal
with the carbine, who clasped hands
to his punctured stomach and flopped
backwards to a sitting position in
the dust.

Before Brock could fire again, the
others were on him. An ill-smelling
arm locked itself about his neck, two
claw-like hands gripped his pistol-
wrist, a knife flashed forward for his
throat, another raked his upper arm.

Maddened by the sting of the steel.
Brock went suddenly berserk. He
flung out his arms, hurling his puny
adversaries right and left. The flail
lay at hi6 feet. AIll heedless now
of the shells still remaining in his
Colt, he snatched up the flail and
charged, swinging the terrible iron
club about his head as though it had
been a straw. His first blow smashed
a turbaned skull as a hammer might
smash a rotten pumpkin. A second
head splashed into scattering frag-
ments on the return swing.

"XJOT in India could ihe men be
found to stand before thi6é charg-
ing, snarling, raging white devil with
his bloody flail and the lust to Kkill
shining stark in his grey eyes.

“Flee, brothers, flee while yet there
is time!” rose a cry of panic.

A long swing just reached the face
of the speaker. Down he went—and
the others were racing for the shel-
ter of the jungle.

They were gone, crashing into the
undergrowth in panic flight.

The road was clear—save for five
bodies writhing in the dust, and the
groaning fellow Brock had hit with
his gun, who, on his knees, was al-
ternately moaning for the mercy of
Allah and striving to staunch with
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trembling fingers the blood which
spurted from his smashed nose and
broken mouth.

At that moment a vyell
the vicinity of the bridge.

Brock whirled. He saw a young
man struggling in the grip of three
or four others, saw a sword lifted to
strike.

rose from

The battle-madness still held
Brock’s soul in thrall.

Flail in hand, he charged to the
rescue. The inght of this blood-spat-

tered giant charging upon them was
too much for the young man’s assail-
ants.

One look, one shriek of terror, and
they too were gone, running down the
road at top speed.

Brock halted, seeing pursuit to be
futile. He flung one savage curse
after the recreant fugitives—whom
he now perceived to be clad in some
sort of khaki wuniform—then the
young man, at his elbow, addressed
him in Urud, in a tone of deep re-
spect :

“This
sahib!”

has been a great slaying,

E was a slender, quick-moving,

dark-eyed young native, attired
only in a pair of blue-denirn shorts and
a tight-wound turban. He had already
recovered his weapon from the dust
of the road—a Lee-Metford carbine
of the type once issued to native
cavalry regiments. And now out of
the jungle crashed three or four vil-
lainous-looking fellows, as ragged as
those who had attacked Brock, but
armed to the teeth with rifles, pistols
and daggers.

“You are safe, Lord?” they cried
to the young man.

“No thanks to you, pigs!” he re-
torted. "Where were you when those
accursed police seized me?”

“Police!” Brock exclaimed, as the
red light of battle faded from his
eyes and sober common sense began
to reassert itself.

Fraxon

The young man bowed low.

“Sahib,” said he, as one who ex-
plains all, “I am Sayyid Alii”

Perfect teeth flashed in a bright
smile to accompany this startling an-
nouncement.

Brock looked about him. Hardly
yet could he believe what his eyes
told him. One moment—the peaceful,
empty road; the next, this savage
attack, death close at hand, then—
this incredible youth, and these bod-
ies wallowing in their life’s-blood.

“Sayyid Ali—the dacoit—the ban-
dit?” he muttered, trying hard to un-
derstand.

"Exactly,” smiled the young man.
“Sayyid Ali, the dacoit. And very
grateful, sahib. You have saved my
lifel”

Brock suddenly began to realize
that all this was true, that it was not
a dream, or something that had hap-
pened to somebody else.

“Welll This is a fine mess!” he
muttered. “If the police come back
—in force—"

“They come indeed, sahib I’ inter-
rupted the dacoit, pointing. A score
of men in the khaki blouses and blue
turbans of the Jhanpur State Police
were indeed running up the road,
from the direction of the city. “Come
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Rev. Mr. Twiggs

with me—quickly!” the brigand in-
sisted.

A shout arose.

One of the police fired, and the bul-
let whined within an inch of Brock's
ear.

Sayyid Ali tugged at his arm.

Brock had no choice. The police
would hardly be in a mood to listen
to apologies or explanations. Brock
leaped the roadside ditch and plunged
into the jungle at Sayyid Ali’s heels.
Behind him clattered a fusillade; bul-
lets clipped twigs and thudded into
trees, but in spite of all this, he ran
on untouched.

Sayyid Ali gave vent to a wail-
ing cry. Instantly two or three of
his followers scattered, turned, and
began firing back at the police. The
sound of pursuit ceased, was replaced
by an uncertain shouting to and fro
while “those behind cried ‘“forward’
and those before cried ‘back’!”

The Jhanpur police had little stom-
ach, it would seem, for chasing armed
dacoits too ardently far into the
jungle.

"This way, sahib,” laughed Sayyid
Ali.  “1 will show you a short cut
to your camp.”

The jungle was not very thick, not
by any means the real jungle of the

plains. Progress was easy. They
stopped beside the stream, presently,
and Sayyid Ali deftly bound up the
knife-slash on Brock’s arm. Some of
the dacoit's followers came up, re-
porting that the police had appar-
ently abandoned the chase and
seemed very much excited about the
bodies in the road.

“If those weren’t your men who
attacked me, who were they?” asked
Brock bluntly.

“Budmashes from the city, sahib.
Gutter scrapings. Bazaar offal. Ob-
serve." He pointed to two of his
men, who came up the bed of the
stream kicking and shoving a thin-
legged stumbling fellow whose
wrecked face marked him as the one
whom Brock had struck at the last.
“We’ve caught one alive.

“So, thou Forgotten of God!” he
went on in the Jhanpur vernacular.
“We shall have the truth from thee
when the twigs are blazing between
thy toes and the deodar splinters
swell beneath thy finger-nails. Then,
verily, we shall have the truth!”

His plight was pitiful.

The wretched man fell
knees.

“Mercy, Comforter of the Unfor-
tunate!” he wailed. “I am a poor
man and have done no wrong. Those
others forced me to come with them.
I meant no harm, O most noble lord
of the dacoits!”

“Which was why thou carried that
great knife which | took from thy
girdle!” exclaimed one of his cap-
tors, a havtfk-faced Pathan. “Ho!
Ho! Thou innocent babe!”

upon his

<'VT7THERE dost thou come from?

"' In what kennel is thy home?”
demanded Sayyid Ali.

“In Jhanpur City, Lord. In the
Street of the Perfume-Sellers. Ask
any there for Chandra Das, and thou
wilt hear that I am a worthy man
and no budmash.”

“No budmash, eh? Then what didst
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thou here—on this
this noble sahib?"

The man looked from side to Bide
as though fearing that trees might
have ears. The Pathan murmured to
his companion that he might as well
be whittling a few nice sharp splin-
ters.

“lI will tell,” muttered the kneeling
man through his swollen lips. "I
will tell. There came to my house
a villain, one Ram Khallas, to whom
I owe much money. And he de-
manded that I go with him—”"

road—waylaying

“AITAKE the splinters long and
LV-L very sharp, Abdullah Khan,”
interrupted Sayyid Ali; and so say-
ing he leaned down and struck the
kneeling one on the mouth, whereat
his victim emitted a strangled shriek.

“Dost think | cannot smell thy lies,
dog?” demanded Sayyid Ali. "Now
speak the truth. One more lie, and

| shall let Abdullah have thee for
half an hour before | will listen
again.”

“O Protector of the Poor—~

“The truth, offspring of maggots!
Who sent thee here? Who bribed
thee to waylay this sahib?”

The man rolled up his eyes to the
grim face of his inquisitor.

“It was the Inspector of Police and
Bali Lai, the cham—"

Ker-rack! The jungle echoed with
the peculiar double report of a high-
powered rifle.

A round black hole appeared in
the forehead of Chandra Das. His
head jerked back under the impact
of the bullet, then he swayed for-
ward and fell upon his face.

“Better get out of this!
snapped Brock.

"This way!” hissed the voice of
Sayyid Ali. Brock followed, catch-
ing a glimpse of khaki-and-blue
through the trees as he did so. The
police had received reinforcements—
or urging.

But again the courage of the police

Quick!”

was not proof against the steady fire
that the Pathan and his companions
presently opened up in their tree-to-
tree retirement.

“Give thanks to Allah, sahib,” Say-
yid Ali murmured as they wormed
their way up the rocky valley of the
little river, “that the man with the
rifle considered it of the first impor-
tance to stop the mouth of that bud-
mash. Or he might have shot—you I*

“Why not—you, Sayyid Ali?” re-
torted Brock.

“There are reasons,” chuckled the
dacoit. “One being that Shuja Rao
is a very careful man who desires
to leave no trace behind—”

“Shuja Rao, the Regent,
mean?”

"So he calls himself,” agreed Say-
yid Ali. “He is, | think, no friend
of yours?”

“l should think not,” replied
Brock. "The Regent certainly hasn’t
helped me any.”

“Perhaps Shuja Rao is worrying
about his nephew, His Highness the
Rajah Mirrala Khan who is said to
be traveling incognito on the Con-
tinent,” said Sayyid Ali.

“But why worrying?” asked Brock.

“Shuja Rao has many powers as
Regent,” the dacoit smiled. “It is be-

you
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ing said that the young Rajah has
reached the age where he should re-
turn to India. When he does, his be-
loved uncle retires to obscurity.”

“Yet Shuja Rao might prefer that
his nephew did not return,” said
Brock thoughtfully.

“True, sahib,” Sayyid Ali nodded.
“Such thoughts doubtlessly linger in
the mind of Shuja Rao. But per-
haps the sahib would tell me of his
troubles?”

CHAPTER I

A Friend in Need

“I WILL,” replied
Brock, wondering
why he should thus
be giving his confi-
dence to a hunted
bandit. “I have just
been to see Geoffrey
Fraxon, the Resi-
dent and Political
Agent. Before | signed my timber
contract, both Fraxon and Shuja Rao
assured me I°d have no trouble about
labor.

“They said there were thousands
of experienced native lumbermen, to
say nothing of coolies and artisans in
Jhanpur, who would only be too glad
to get work. Lumbermen! They
acted as if they’d never seen an axe.
I brought in Jats as foreman. They
got little work out of what Jhanpur
bums didn’t desert at sight of ’em.”

“Go on, sahib,” said Sayyid Ali as
Brock paused.

"Last night another one of my men
was found by the roadside with his
throat cut,” continued the American.
“That makes three in three days. My
contract requires that 1 shall not
only cut, but have delivered at my
sawmill by noon January first, two
and a half million feet of timber.

“lI've built a good road, and am
using elephants and bullock-teams
when | can get them—and every

week there are fewer available. Frax-
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on says he can do nothing about it.
| can’t get police protection from
the Regent to guard my camp.
Fraxon blames you and your gang
for the killing of my men.”

“And what do you think, sahib?”
asked Sayyid Ali.

“Somehow,” said Brock—they were
walking openly now along the stream,
climbing over upward through the
magnificent grandeur of the gorge—
“somehow, despite what the Resident
says, | dont think you had any hand
in killing those Jats. I'm wondering
who did. I’'m wondering what’s back
of all this. And I'm beginning to
believe that if | could bust up this
puppet show and find out who’s pull-

ing the strings, 1’d discover none
other than that smooth-talking —
Shuja Rao.”

"There is not much doubt of that,
sahib,” Sayyid Ali agreed. “Thank
you for believing I did not Kill your
Jats. I'm a dacoit, of course, and
one must live, but Kkilling honest
hard-working Jat workmen is not my
way of getting a living. Now if it
had been that matter of the Regent's

tax-collector who was found in a
nullah last week—"
“TAON'T tell me about it,” inter-

rupted Brock. “l’ve seen some-
thing of the Regent’s tax-collectors.
I don’t care what happens to any of
’em; | just don’t want to know.”

“l wish,” said Sayyid Ali, “that I
could help you solve your problems,
Brock Sahib."”

“Why?” asked Brock.

“Because if you lose, Shuja Rao
gains. If he takes over your conces-
sion, his finances, which are bad, will
be somewhat restored. He can carry
on. If you win, his best hope of fill-
ing his treasury is gone. Without
money he cannot last long.”

"Why do you hate him so ear-
nestly, Sayyid Ali?”

The dacoit shrugged.

*] am not a bandit by choice, sa-
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hib,” said he. “Once | was a gen-
tleman—of noble Rajput blood, more-
over.” He |lifted his head with a
prideful gesture. “I had a home—
loved ones—riches—and now | wan-
der in the jungles and am hunted by
baseborn policemen from every vil-
lage thana. This is Shuja Rao’ do-
ing; while he sits on the musnud I

can never be other than | am, a
fugitive, a dacoit.”
“l see,” murmured Brock. He be-

Before Brock could 6re again,
the others were upon him

lieved every word of it. The story
was not an unusual one in Jhanpur

those days.
“And, Brock Sahib,” continued the
astonishing dacoit, “l have a feeling

here—” he beat upon his breast with
clenched fist—*“that it is through you
that Shuja Rao will come to his de-
serts at last. The conviction grows
upon me that you, in fighting for
your rights, will uncover the sin-
uous paths of that cobra who calls
himself the Regent of Jhanpur, so
that all men may see the slimy trail
of the serpent and know him for
what he i9.”

“All men—even certain Great One*
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from as far off as Delhi, eh?”
guessed Brock shrewdly.

“Precisely,” smiled Sayyid A 1li
“That is why | would help you if I
could. | can get you more workmen,
sahib. There are many ryots who
have been so ground by the tax-col-
lectors that they till their fields no
more, save just for so much produce
as will keep their families from star-
vation, just so much as they can bury
in jars beneath the floors of their
huts. These know Sayyid Ali for
their friend. Gladly will they come
and work for the sahib’s wages.”

“That is very fine of you, old
man,” cried Brock. “But—have they
animals? Bullocks? Elephants? For
the problem is now one of transport
and not of timber-cutting.”

“Not many, | am afraid.” A wor-
ried frown creased Sayyid Ali's fore-
head.

At that moment Brock heard a
faint sound—a distant yet persistent
whine that seemed to come from the
head of the gorge. He stopped to
listen.

“Do you hear that?” he demanded,
after a moment. “That’s my portable
saw-mill—the one | have up at camp
to cut timber for buildings and so
on. We must be close to the camp.”

“We are,” replied the dacoit. "Did
I not say | would show the sahib
a short cut?”

Brock looked at the boulder-choked
course of the stream; he looked at
the towering walls of the gorge.
TTIS eyes were shining as with
some sudden inspiration.

“Can you really get those men for

me, Sayyid Ali?” he asked. “Many
men?”

The dacoit nodded.

“As many as you like, sahib. A
thousand—two thousand—”

“A thousand will be plenty. Pick
the best; any with some rough
knowledge of carpentry will be a

help.”

"It can be done, easily. During
the day, and tonight, I will send out
my messengers. Tomorrow the sahib
will have his men. They will come—

and they will work. Ahhh.” The
dacoit stumbled. Brock, glancing at
him sharply, for* the first time be-

came aware that Sayyid Ali’s left
arm, about which he had carelessly
thrown a bright orange scarf, was
swinging limp, that a dark stain was
spreading on the scarf.

“Here, my friend! You’re hurt—"

“It is nothing, sahib. See—I’ve
twisted the scarf tight to stop the
flow of blood—”

“XTONSENSE! That must be
> looked to. Hm. Bullet went
right through — never touched the

bone—but you’ve lost a lot of blood.
Why didn’t you say something be-
fore? Come on to the camp and I’ll fix
you up. I’ve some knowledge of gun-
shot wounds, and a pretty good surg-
ical outfit.”

“l do not want to bring you dan-
ger, Brock Sahib —” the dacoit
swayed on his feet, his brown face
slowly turning grey.

Brock grinned.

“l've taken a liking to you, Say-
ytd Ali!” he announced. “And be-
sides, aren't you going to get me a
thousand workmen? Here, you're all
in—”"

Brock picked the slender young
man up in his arms and strode along
easily enough. Odd, he reflected, how
little some of these natives of India
weighed.

The clean smell of the upland for-
est swept down through the gorge on
the wings of a rising breeze. The
tang of fresh-sawn lumber, of pine
needles, of wood-smoke from the
cook-fires—Brock sniffed it as a war-
horse sniffs the battle from afar off.

“By the seven brass hinges of
hell!” swore he to Sayyid Ali, who
grinned at him rather wanly, “we’ll
lick this thing yet!”
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CHAPTER Il
The Resident Pays a Call

H OS E I N, the
sturdy Jat who
served Brock as

general foreman, re-

ceived “the sahib”

as the latter came

staggering

into camp, and re-

lieved him of his
limp burden. Sayyid Ali had fainted.
He had lost more blood than he had
thought.

His followers had apparently van-
ished, though once or twice Brock
thought he saw the Pathan, Abdullah,
hanging about.

In his little dispensary he cleaned
and bandaged the bullet-wound,
which was after all not a serious one.
Presently Sayyid Ali opened his
eyes, smiled faintly, and tried to sit
up.

“Again my thanks, sahib!” said he.
“Is Abdullah here? No?” He lifted
his face to the screened window and
gave that queer wailing cry which
Brock had noted before. He had
scarcely dropped back again when
Abdullah stood in the doorway.

Sayyid Ali gave the man long and
detailed instructions, using a dialect
with which Brock and Hosein both
were unfamiliar. When he had fin-

ished, Abdullah salaamed and was
gone on the instant.

“That arranges for your men,
sahib,” said the dacoit. "Now—you'd

better get me out of this as quickly
as you can. The police will be up
here looking for me, or I'm very
much mistaken.”

“Nonsense,” snapped Brock, with
more assurance than he felt. “The
police had better leave this camp
alone, or God help them when | see

the Resident again. I'll have a pretty
story to tell.”
“You’ll find that Fraxon Sahib

wont be of much help to you,” Say-
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yid Ali answered. He might have
said more, but at that instant the
cook entered with a bowl of steam-
ing broth.

“Here, get this into you,” Brock
bade him, “and then lie back there
and take it easy. [I’ll be in to see
you again in a little while, but first
I've got some work to do. And what
workt If I'm right—boy!”

He was grinning happily as
went out, Hosein at his heels.

Immediately Hosein began his tale
of woe.

“No transport animals came up for
work today, sahib! Not one! We
have only the three elephants that
we have been using for piling and
sorting heavy timber. What shall |
do, sahib? This—"

“Wait, Hosein. It does not mat-
ter so much. Answer me a ques-
tion. That little river which sinks
into the nullah over there about three
hundred yards from the cook-shack—
where does it come out? It falls
into the Jhan, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, sahib. It reaches the plain
about a mile from the Lahore Gate
of the city, and from there to the
Jhan its course is deep and swift.”

he

ATTT'HAT would you say to float-

W ing our logs down that river?”
asked Brock, chuckling.

“l would say, impossible, sahib,”
replied the stolid Jat. "There are
too many rocks; and even with dyna-
mite we could not possibly clear the

gorge in less than a month. Where-
as we have only—”
“Eleven days,” cut in Brock. *“I

know. Yet there is a way, Hosein,
my friend. A way formerly much
practiced in my country, but become

old-fashioned there since the log-
ging-railway and the tractor have
come in. To my shame | had for-
gotten that such things had ever
been done. It will save us, Hosein.
Come here.”

He led the way into his office-
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shack. Jerking down a drawing-
block. he began sketching rapidly.

“We'll cut out rough lumber with
the portable mill. We can use some
of that small deodar for props, just
as it is. Il have plenty of men
tomorrow. We'll build this thing
just as I’'ve sketched it, right down
the gorge. Plenty of good hold-
ing ground for the props. We’ll turn
the water of the stream into it, and
it’ll shoot our logs right down to the
Jhan!”

“But what is it, sahib?”
was excited but bewildered.

“In my country it is called a flume,
Hosein. It is a sort of river in a
box—a long box on legs, with enough
water to float a log. What a fool I
was not to think of it before!”

“It is marvellous,” said Hosein.
The honest fellow was delighted. He
had hated the thought of failure al-
most as much as Brock had.

“Now then, we’ll get busy. Put all
the available men to handling tim-
ber as fast as the saw will take
it. Cut these sizes—” Brock scrib-
bled rapidly—*“and have a dozen men
with crosscuts start in cutting the
deodar props to these lengths. We’ll
show India how to deliver timber!"

“We will, sahib!” agreed Hosein
with as much pride as though he
were the author of this new plan;
and he bustled out, bawling orders
’ere he was fairly over the threshold.

Hosein

1

ROCK followed as soon as he had

hastily rechecked his calculations

as to the amount of lumber he’d need
for his flume.

He was no man to leave everything
to a foreman. He jumped in and
made things hum himself. The camp
woke to unwonted activity. The song
of the whirring saw in the little mill
was almost never still now; in its
intervals could be heard the wannh-
wannhhh of the crosscuts as they
slashed through deodar logs.

A gang of harried coolies were pil-

ing the newly-cut planks under the
lashing tongue of a Jat foreman. An-
other gang were busy slashing a
clear road to the head of the gulch,
a fortunately sloping road down
which the timber would slide easily
enough. Three elephants were lum-
bering about piling timber under the
direction of their ragged mahouts.

ITIWICE Brock glanced in on Say-

yid Ali and saw the dacoit sleep-
ing. Probably, reflected Brock, the first
chance the poor devil had had for
weeks to get a decent rest in a good
bed—and in security. Brock thought
Hosein knew who his guest was; but
the foreman said nothing. He was
no man to ask questions, was Hosein

the Jat, lately havildar in that fa-
mous regiment, the 14th (Murray’s
Jats) Rifles. He did as he was told

—and he was true to his salt.

A man to tie to in time of trouble,
Hosein the Jat. His short black
beard, half-naked, muscled torso and
plain white turban were everywhere
about that camp, always appearing
just when coolies were lying down
on the job or a mahout had lost his
temper or a carelessly arranged pile
was about to topple. Very much on
the job was Hosein.

And so was Brock. He’d acquired
a considerable mastery of Urdu in-
vective; and despite all warnings
from British friends about “pres-
tige,” he wasn't afraid to jump in
and put his shoulder to a stubborn
log or to speed up the work at the
saw by taking hold with his own
hands and shooting a few pieces
along at the proper rate.

The piles of rough planking grew.

As the afternoon wore on, Brock
began to notice that his working
force was growing, too. Men came

wandering up the road or through
the forest, singly and in little groups
—young men, middle-aged men, half-
grown boys and a few grey-heads.
They took hold with a will, where
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they were told. And the newcomers
worked with a patient industry which
soon put the coolies to shame.

Brock could only conclude that
Sayyid Ali’s messengers were doing
their stuff.

“It sure was a lucky day for me
when | met that guy,” he reflected.

“Now everything’s easy. I’'m on the
downhill pull. Poor Shuja Rao—
won’t he be sick!”

this cheerful mood, even the

N

I sight of the little missionary from
Khusib Mission Station could not de-
press Brock’s buoyant spirits. The
Reverend Mr. Twiggs came trotting
toward him with an eager smile, his
small gaitered legs fairly twinkling
in the sun, his green mosquito veil
streaming out from the brim of a
huge “double-terai” hat that all but
extinguished the round, child-like face
and mild, pale-blue eyes beneath it.

A bore, a decided bore, this
Twiggs, with his interminable ques-
tions about the lumbering game and
his interminable and pointless tales
of his experiences as “curate of Saint
Albans, at Market Garling—Shrop-
shire, y’know. The West Country—
ah! when 1 think of Shropshire
strawberries and cream—and that re-
minds me, of the afternoon of the
vicar's lawn-party. The Dowager
Countess of Bubbleford was there—
ah yes, and Mrs. Poke-Sturgis—old
Shropshire family, y’know—you must
have heard of Sir Reginald Poke-
Sturgis—Iled his regiment in the as-
sault on the Malakoff and served af-
terward out here in the Mutiny—no,
no, what a silly blunder—that was
another chap of the same family—
Sir Reginald was with Outram in
Persia and afterwards entered the
Diplomatic Service

“Hmm—where was 1?—ah yes, the
vicar’s lawn-party. And as | re-
marked at the time to Lady Bubble-
ford—the dowager countess, of
course, not the present Lord Bubble-

fords wife—alas, she would hardly
find a quiet country lawn-party es-
pecially amusing—her set in London
has the reputation of being a trifle
fast, | fear—but let me see, as | was
saying—”

This being a fair sample of Mr.
Twiggs’ conversation, varied only by
his insatiable curiosity upon the
minutest details of Brock’s work and
progress, it may well be imagined
that his frequent visits were becom-
ing something of a nuisance.

Today, however, Brock was only
too glad to have one of his own race
at hand to hear of his triumphant
plan. He wanted to blow his own
horn in a European ear. He was still
blowing it, to the accompaniment of
“Ripping!” and “l say—how extra-
ordinarily clever”—from the beaming
little missionary, when he saw Hose-
in racing toward him from the di-
rection of the road.

“Resident-Sahib, he come!” panted

Hosein. “Police come too. Many
police. | think there will be trouble
now, sahib!"

Instantly Brock thought of Sayyid
Ali.

“The man in the infirmary,” he
snapped. “My instructions — carry
them out!”

The Jat grinned.

“Understood, sahib,” he agreed,

and was gone.

“rpHE Resident is here?” asked the

Reverend Mr. Twiggs. “He has
come to inspect your labors, perhaps?
It is a great honor.”

"It’s an honor | could do without,”
grumbled Brock uneasily.

The Resident, sitting his horse
well for all his bulk, was now can-
tering across the clearing, followed
by half a dozen of the Jhanpur State
Police, all mounted and armed with
carbines and swords.

He dismounted in front of Brock.

“H’are y’, Brock? ’Morning, Mr.
Twiggs.” His face was even redder
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than usual; he appeared to be strug-
gling with some restrained emotion.
"Sorry to say l've a serious com-
plaint against you, Brock. Murder.
You’ll have to consider yourself un-
der arrest.”

“Murder!” Brock’s quick mind in-
stantly fastened upon the only pos-
sible foundation for such a charge.
"Is it murder to defend oneself
against an attack by footpads?”

“It won't wash, Brock. We have
a full report on the matter from eye-
witnesses. You came down to Jhan-
pur this morning to complain about
attacks on your workmen, didn't
you ?”

“Yes.”

li A ND as a result thereof, at my
m4* request, His Highness the Re-
gent ordered a detachment of police
to your camp to protect you against
further troubles of the sort. They had
reached the bridge on your new road
when they heard the sound of firing.
You were seen in company with one
Sayyid Ali, a known dacoit leader,
and other criminals, making a mur-
derous attack upon a peaceful party
of townsmen who were on the way
to your camp to seek employment.
“When the police appeared, you
Hed in company with Sayyid Ali,
after firing upon the police and
wounding a habildar. A policeman
who followed you—at the imminent
risk of his life—states that Sayyid
Ali was wounded, and that you are
now harboring that scoundrel here in
your camp. Four of the poor fel-
lows you attacked were killed—two
at least by bullets from your Colt’s
pistol, the only weapon of its sort
in the State as far as | know.
“The Inspector of Police has filed
formal charges with the Regent
against you, and | have no choice
but to arrest you and report the mat-
ter to my superiors, who will arrange
for you to have a fair trial.”
Brock’s head was whirling. There

was no mercy in the Resident’s cold
eyes. This was the end—just when
he was winning out—

“But 1 tell you the police lied,”
he heard himself protesting. “l was
attacked by a party of about a dozen

men. One of them came at me with
a flail, and killed my pony. Another
took a shot at me; then they all

rushed me with knives. Look at my
arm, here! | had to defend myself.”

“A likely story, indeed,” sneered
the Resident. “lI have the sworn
depositions of three members of the
Jhanpur Police as to the facts of the
case. You will have to think up a
better tale than that, Brock.”

Yes, this was the end. No hope—

Yet there lived in Brock’ soul a
courage which could not admit de-
feat even when all hope was dead.

CHAPTER IV
Mr. Twiggs Plays Up

ALL the suspicions,
all the half-formed
conjectures  which
had been seething
in his brain for the
past weeks, flashed
up into a sudden
flame of inspiration.

He strode for-

ward until he stood within a foot of
the Resident.
His eyes blazed into Fraxon’s

bloodshot orbs.

“You think youve got me right
where you want me, don’t you, Frax-
on?” he snarled. *“You and vyour
precious pal, Shuja Rao! Let me tell
you something! You arrest me on
this trumped-up charge, and you’ll
find out that the finish of this busi-
ness won’t be my trial for Killing
road-agents, but your conspiracy and
malfeasance in office, before the High
Court of Delhi!”

Fraxon stepped back, gasping for
breath, his face congested until it
resembled another human.
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“You’d frame me, would you?” con-
tinued Brock, his voice rising with
the tide of his fury as he saw his
guess had struck home. “You’d help
Shuja Rao steal my concession, would
you? Why, you dirty thief. 1°d not
be surprised to find out that those
budmashes who attacked me were set
on by you—or the Regent. The one
your police murdered said before he
was killed that he was enlisted for
the job by the Inspector of Police!
And now you’re trying to pinch me,
hold me in some dirty jail till my
contract expires! It’ll be the sor-
riest day of your life if you do, let
me tell you that, Fraxon!”

RAXON

his pistol.

“Threats, eh?” he roared. “Resis-
tance to an officer of the Crown—
well—"

Murder glared from his eyes. But
Brock, utterly unmoved by this dis-
play of fury, gestured toward the
gasping Twiggs.

"You’d go as far as murder, would
you?” he said softly. “Before a
European witness, too. You’ll end
on the gallows after all. I’'m now quite
certain, Fraxon!”

Slowly the menacing pistol-muzzle
dropped.

“You're under arrest—anyway—"
grunted Fraxon thickly: and there
came to Brock the certain knowledge
that if he entered Jhanpur Jail as a
prisoner he'd most assuredly not come
out alive.

Swiftly he played his last card.

suddenly whipped out

“Oh, no, I'm not, and won’t be,”
he retorted. “l’ve written a report
on this little conspiracy of yours,

Fraxon, this precious scheme that
you and Shuja Rao have cooked up
between you to steal my concession.
I’'ve named names, Fraxon, and dates,
and places; and there are some wit-
nesses that you won’t be able to lay
your hands on, too. If I'm arrested
—or killed—that report goes straight

to Delhi, straight to the hands of
your distinguished superior, the Po-

litical Secretary to the Viceroy of
India. Mr. Twiggs here will see to
that. Won’t you, Twiggs?”

Desperately Brock’s glance pleaded
for affirmation.

It came without hesitation.

“Glad to, of course,"” replied the
little missionary very seriously in-
deed. There was a certain firmness
in his tone which seemed to impress
the Resident, who stifled an angry
curse.

“And that’s that, Fraxon.” Brock
leaned forward, an emphatic finger
poking at the Resident’s broad chest
to lend force to each syllable. “Your
little game won’t work on me, Frax-
on. Y ou—can’t—get—away—with—
it!”

There was a pregnant pause. Frax-

on holstered his gun and swore
again, while the missionary looked
shocked.

Brock drove home a clinching
blow.

“Seems to me that’s about all on
the subject of my arrest, Mr. Frax-
on,” he snapped. “You don’t dare,
and you know it. Especially as I'm
not a British subject. Mr. Twiggs
will, I'm sure, also send a wire for
me to the American Consul-General
at Calcutta if you persist—"

LADLY t“ announced Twiggs,

'-J pursing his plump lips in what
he doubtless imagined to be an expres-
sion of unparalleled firmness.

“So that’s that,” announced Brock,
who could have hugged Twiggs for
playing up to him. What a good lit-
tle scout. And who’d have thought
it? “And now,” he added, “I’ll thank
you to remove yourself and your es-
cort of lying cops from my conces-
sion, Fraxon. I’ve got timber to
move here.”

“Not till I've searched for Sayyid
Ali,” retorted Fraxon, not bothering
to conceal his animus. “If he’s here.
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if you’re harboring a dacoit, it 11 still
go hard with you."

“Show me your warrant!” Brock
demanded.

Fraxon produced the document
with ill grace. It was signed by the
Chief Justice of the High Court of
Jhanpur, in a wonderful Persian
script, and countersigned by Fraxon
as Resident.

“All right—go on!"

Brock had gained all the time he
could. As for Fraxon, he seemed un-
usually well-informed. Shuja Rao
was well served by his spies.

For Fraxon, calling on two police-
troopers to dismount and follow him,
headed straight for the dispensary.

“Carbines ready, men,” he warned.
“Remember, this is a dangerous
criminal. Shoot him dead at the first
sign of resistance.”

“l wouldn’t be hasty to shed blood,
Mr. Fraxon,” bleated the Reverend
Twiggs. “I'm sure this Sayyid Ali
is just a poor misguided soul—and
besides, there are two European eye-
witnesses. Dear, dear!”

For Fraxon had cursed him with
a savage blasphemy which made the
little missionary blink.

Fraxon flung open the door of the
dispensary.

BROCK was right at his heels,
shoving the policemen roughly
aside. He didn’t know what he could
do to protect Sayyid Ali if Hosein
hadn't had time to take care of certain
matters, but at least he didn’t mean to
let the man who had befriended him
be shot down in cold blood.

But there was no recumbent figure
on the cot.

Hosein was behind the little glass-
topped table, watching with inter-
ested eyes the work of a splendid-
looking bearded Sikh, all in snowy
white from his immense turban with
its keen-edged steel ring to his tight-
fitting trousers and pipe clayed shoes.
The Sikh was industriously com-

pounding medicines, very busy with
pestle and mortar and spatula and
measuring-glass.

“Ah, sahib,” cried Hosein, *“this
man Har Singh is indeed a treasure
as a dispensary attendant. See, he
has done, in half an hour, work that

would have taken— Pardon, sahib!
I did not notice—"
His attention had shifted to the

Resident, who was staring about with
the eyes of a man whom Fate has
wickedly disappointed.

HE Sikh, glancing up, saw the
two white men and at once stood
at attention.

“Search the camp,"” snapped the
Resident to one of the policemen,
who wore the insignia of a naik, or
corporal. “You know your man. Make
sure he's not passing himself off as
a workman. Get about it!”

He turned to Brock.

"You've hidden him somewhere!
But I’ll have him, and when | do—
well, it’s five years’ penal servitude

for harboring dacoits, my friend.”
“You seem blamed anxious to have
an excuse for pinching me, Mr.
Fraxon,” retorted Brock. "l wish
you’d conclude your ridiculous search
and get out. I’'m starting to move
my timber tonight, and I’ll need all
the time at my disposal without be-
ing harried by your nonsense.”
“You lie!” shouted Fraxon, beside
himself with anger at being thus
bearded, and at the implications of
Brock’s words. “You can’t move the
timber—you told me so yourself.
You’ve no animals for transport—"
“Mr. Fraxon,” interrupted the mis-
sionary, “l’ve had to acquire some
small knowledge of medicine in my
work here, and | assure you—I really
do—that unless you control your
temper in this climate, it will carry
you off one day with apoplexy.”
Fraxon ripped open the military
collar of his tunic, drew in one or
two sobbing breaths and at last con-
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trived to answer. His words, how-
ever, were not such as ought to be
addressed to a minister of the Gos-
pel. Fortunately they were inter-
rupted by the return of the naik,
who announced that neither Sayyid
Ali nor anyone known to be con-
nected with his gang had been dis-
covered.

“There are two or three hundred

ryots from the countryside here,
however, Resident-Sahib,” the man
continued. *“A strange thing indeed

for ryots to be working here instead
of tilling their fields.”

TARAXON favored Brock with a
“m withering glare.

"You've escaped this time by the
skin of your teeth,” he snarled. “But
I’ll see you behind bars yet! You
blasted, sneaking, American cur—”

Brock laughed in the man’s face.

“No use, Fraxon,” said he. “I
won’t give you an excuse to shoot
me. Save your breath. And get out!”

"Oh, I'm going,” retorted Fraxon.
“But let me tell you this, Brock!
Y~ull  never deliver that timber.
You're a criminal, a danger to the

State, and such people as you are
not wanted in India. I’'m going to
make it my business to see that you
get your just deserts!”

The door slammed behind him.

Brock pounced on the benevolently
smiling missionary and pumped the
little man’s hand.

“You’re a prince, Mr. Twiggs!” he
cried. "l don’t know what would’ve
happened to me if you hadn't spoken
up like that. You're a man and a
brother!”

Hosein had moved to the window
and now reported the Resident and
his police as riding away—*“their
dogs' tails between their legs,” as the
Jat put it

The Sikh grinned cheerfully.

“It is good riddance, sahib,” said
he in a familiar voice—and with a
sweep of his hand removed his beard,

revealing the merry face of Sayyid
Ali.  “It is also a good disguise the
sahib provided.”

“You got into it rapidly enough,”
said Brock, laughing. “How’d you
do it, so quickly?”

“It has been my misfortune to re-
quire disguises frequently, sahib,” re-
plied the dacoit, *“I like this Sikh
dress: the Sikhs are a war-like race,
and | too have the blood of warriors
in my veins.”

“Well, you’re
and 1'd keep
Brock suggested.

safe enough now,
that beard handy,”

“I think this place
is overrun with spies. The Resident
seems to know a lot—he came
straight here looking for you. Well,
his spies will have a lot more to re-
port tonight.”

“l thank you for sheltering me,
sahib,” said Sayyid Ali. “If | seem
to go away, do not think | have de-

serted you. | shall be near at hand.”

“Okay, Sayyid Ali. And thanks
again. Your men are coming in, and
working like Trojans. 1’'m going to

get some of ’em started on the dam
now.”

“On the dam?” put in Twiggs.

“Of course. An earth dam to con-
tain the waters of the little river,
to give the flume some headway.
Come along and see us get started.”

“With all my heart,” agreed the
Reverend Mr. Twiggs.

CHAPTER V
"An Unforeseeable Accident”

“IT rather looks to
me,” observed Mr.
Geoffrey Fraxon, C.
I. E., to the Regent
of Jhanpur as they
strolled in the gar-
den of the palace,
“as though this fel-
low Brock were do-
ing the two of us in, very handily.
I’'ve been over to the river today—
that confounded flume of hia is



28 THRILLING ADVENTURES

shooting logs down at a most extra-

ordinary rate. 1’d estimate he has
two million feet in the Jhan al-
ready.”

“His contract expires at noon to-
morrow,” growled Shuja Rao into
his beard.

“And will be jolly well completed
on schedule, unless"—" The Resident
concluded with a shrug and a side-
long glance at his companion.

AT'XUE to your bungling, when you
had the fellow in your power,”
said the Regent tartly.

“We’ve been over all that before,”
retorted Fraxon. “No use in recrim-
inations. | couldn’t chance it: it
would have meant a Commission of
Inquiry to a certainty, with that con-
founded missionary bleating and
squawking to Delhi. They listen to
missionaries up there.”

“l have heard of many strange
things in my life,” replied Shuja
Rao sententiously, “but never have |
heard of a dead man giving testimony
before a Commission of Inquiry.
However, | am justly punished for
neglect of one of my lifelong prin-
ciples—which is, when anything of
importance is to be done, to do it
myself.”

Something in his tone made Frax-
on stop short, eyes a-glitter with
quick apprehension.

“Which means—”

“l have taken my measures,”
smiled the Regent. "As | had occa-
sion to remark to you once before,
it has ever been my humble endeavor
to pierce two larks with one arrow
when possible. And this time | am
taking no chances. | am going forth
myself to see to it that my lark does
not flutter away. With my own hands
shall 1 make sure.”

“What are you going to do?” Ap-
prehension was written in every line
of Fraxon’s face.

“Nothing crude. Oh, nothing crude
at all. You should know me better,”

replied the Regent, still amused. “No
knife-stabs or bullet-wounds. Noth-
ing for a Commission of Inquiry to
shriek ‘murder’ over. That would
never do. But who, my friend, can
foresee the chapter of accidents? Re-
grettable, unforeseeable accidents?”

“l demand to know what you’re
going to do!” insisted Fraxon. “If
you’re putting my head in a noose—”

“I'm acting alone—this time,” re-
plied the Regent. “You will have
to take what comes—as it comes, my

friend. You have no choice.”
Fraxon held his temper in leash.

After all, it was true. He was in

too deep. He had no choice but to

sit by and let events—including those
originated by this unpredictable
scoundrel of a Shuja Rao—take their
course.

And indeed—

“If you put Brock out of the way,”
he growled, “you’re doing me a
favor, at least. He'd very likely ruin
me if he sent in that report he was
speaking of. Delhi would be sure
to send somebody nosing about after
that. But, for God’s sake, be care-
ful.”

“l shall,” Shuja Rao assured him,
"be much more careful for my own."

EN the garden gate slammed

behind the departing English-
man, Shuja Rao sat down on a carven
bench and permitted himself the lux-
ury of a hearty laugh.

“He actually thinks,” he told that
safe confidant, a red sandstone lion,
"that 1°’'m going to pull his chestnuts
out of the fire for him at the risk of
my fingers. Ho-ho! He should know
me better. After all, perhaps he will
be better out of the way—afterwards.
Well, well, the time approaches, and
I must be stirring.”

It was perhaps half an hour later
that Walter Brock, having completed
his daily inspection of his precious
flume, stood in the lower end of the
gorge. Lovingly he looked up at the
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rough structure, which was shaking
with the violence of the stream
which rushed down it from the dam
at the gorge’s head: the stream
which was triumphantly bearing to
the broad bosom of the Jhan the
endless procession of great logs that
were, to Brock, at once the emblems
and the essence of victory.

IT was only a trough of planks set
on well-braced supports or legs of
deodar. Not much to look at, that
flume. But Brook loved every plank
and prop and post. Only the fact
that the winter rains had broken in
the hills, ten days earlier than ran
the memory of the oldest ryot Brock
could find, worried him now.

The long lake imprisoned behind
his earth dam at the head of the
gorge was rising and spreading with
incredible rapidity. Already he had
had to open one of the spillways at
the bottom of the dam to reduce the
pressure and to keep down the ris-
ing water, and that meant eternal
vigilance along the gorge lest the
supports of the flume be undermined.

Only a few hours more—victory
was in his grasp.

He looked along the gorge. A
dozen working parties were in sight,
busy reinforcing weak spots, bracing
yielding supports, diverting runlets
of flood water to safer channels.
Close to where Brock stood, an ele-
phant had just dragged down a load
of deodar posts and was engaged
in piling them neatly against the far-
ther wall of the gorge till they should
be required.

The great beasts were a source of
never-ending wonder to Brock. Hose-
in had assured him that their ma-
houts, born and bred to their trade,
could speak a language which the
elephants understood perfectly. He
wondered if it were really true—

Looking up toward the dam, he
could just see the jaunt arms of a
crane against the blazing sky. There

he had placed his “skidder” with its
powerful gasoline hoisting-engine,
which had done yeoman service in
handling the vast amount of material
needed for the flume. For the rest—
the wonderful day-and-night rush
job of building dam and flume—he
was indebted to the swarm of peas-
ant workmen which the magic of
Sayyid Ali, the dacoit, seemed to
have conjured up out of the very
earth.

Even this new elephant who
drudged away so faithfully had been
brought in by his master, "who had
heard the sahib might need such a
beast.” The sahib could have used
a dozen.

Spray born of the mighty passage
of a great log splattered over the
side of the flume and fell in cool
grateful drops on Brock’s upturned
face.

He was winning! Only a little
longer, and those rafts of timber that
his gangs were collecting down on
the Jhan would reach the required
amount. And then the concession
was his. His first big job—his first
independent venture—

TT meant a lot to young Brock,

this timber concession in the heart
of India. More, far, far more, than
merely the financial return, consid-
erable as that would be.

“Sahib,” murmured the voice of
Hosein the faithful, at his elbow,
"I do not like this new elephant. He
has a bad eye.”

“Eh?” Brock, recalled from roseate
dreamland, was genuinely startled.
“But he’s working all right, Hosein.”

“He works well enough—now. But
he has a bad eye. Elephants are like
men, sahib. They may be judged by
the look in their eyes. And more-
over, his mahout is no local man,
but an accursed Mahratta.” Hosein
snorted. “When,” he demanded in
the tone of one who puts forward
an unanswerable argument, “was a
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Mahratta ever anything else but
treacherous ?”

“Well, if he gets through the day’s
work, that’s ali | can ask,"” Brock an-
swered. “We’re making out all right,
Hosein.” He glanced at his wrist-
watch. “Better get along up to the
dam and see how things are going.
Let me know if the water’s rising.
I’'ve got to stay here for a few mo-
ments I” He lowered his voice. “Say-
yid Ali’s sent me word he'll be here
—wants to see me. And he doesnt
care to show himself at the camp.”

“l understand, sa hib answered
Hosein. “l will see to everything.
Nevertheless,” he added with true Jat
stubbornness, “l would watch that
elephant if | were you, lest he do a
mischief even now.”

He trudged away, passing the ele-
phant with a glance of scorn at the
mahout and a sharp word to the pil-
ing-gang. Good man, Hosein, Brock
thought for the thousandth time.

Brock, peering down the gorge,
wished that Sayyid Ali would hurry

along. He wanted to get to the dam
himself. Wanted to see the water-
level. Far away he could hear the

mighty slap and splash as a big log
shot out of the flume and hit the
bosom of the Jhan.

A TWO-WHEELED *“ekka,”
drawn by an anemic pony, clat-
tered over the wooden bridge where
the road spanned the gorge, some dis-
tance below the spot where Brock
stood. He remembered what had hap-
pened one day near that bridge. Even
murder went in this game; even that
card his enemies had played, and lost,

He laughed grimly.

And the undergrowth which
masked the left slope of the gorge
parted just behind him.

“This is a happy day, sahib, on
which we meet again,” said the low
but cheerful voice of Sayyid Ali.

The young dacoit extended his
hand with quite un-Oriental frank-

ness, and Brock gripped it heartily.

“Thanks to you, old man,” said he,
“everything’s going fine. By tonight
I think we’ll be over the mark.”

“I'm glad. For you and for my-
self,” Sayyid Ali answered. “l came
to speak to you of certain things.
Yet there are too many people here.
We must choose another time.”

He walked over to the nearest sup-
port of the flume, put his hand on
the rough bark as though to caress
it, looked up at the planks above—

TTE seemed, thought Brock, as
I I happy as was Brock himself.

A mighty bellow filled the gorge,
sudden and terrible and charged with
awful menace. The earth seemed to
shake. From the piling-gang went
up one simultaneous scream of ter-
ror and of warning.

Whirling, Brock saw the elephant
charging straight at Sayyid Ali,
trunk curved back, red triangular
mouth open wide, scarlet-rimmed lit-
tle eyes twinkling with murderous
fury.

The mahout, clinging to his lofty
perch, seemed to be beating the brute
vainly with his iron ankus. Yet one
glance at his evil face convinced
Brock that he was really urging the
elephant on. Brock reached for his
gun—but his shots missed their mark.

“Look out, Sayyid AIli!” vyelled
Brock above the thunderous trumpet-
ing of the charging pachyderm.

Sayyid Ali flung one glance at the
brute and went swarming up the
flume-leg.

Brock hurled himself recklessly at
the side of the elephant, caught hold
of the rude rope-harness and hoisted
himself up, upon the swaying beast,
getting toe-purchase on the breast-
band and grabbing for the mahout’s
bare ankle.

He saw the elephant’s trunk sweep
the edge of the flume just too late to
grasp the agile dacoit. The mahout
jerked away from Brock’s fingers,
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struck furiously at him with the
ankus. The blow missed as the ele-
phant lunged forward for a second
grab at Sayyid Ali.

Brock scrambled to the brute’s
back, hanging on with one hand
while with the other he held his gun.
Now was the time for quick actionl
..The mahout plied the ankus on the
elephant’s head and ears. The ele-
phant, seeing Sayyid Ali perched
precariously on the upper edge of
the flume’s side, beyond reach of that
upstretched trunk, suddenly Ilapped
the trunk round the support up
which Sayyid Ali had clambered and
gave one mighty tug.

At the same instant Brock slammed
his pistol-barrel down on the ma-
hout’s turbaned head. The Mahratta
pitched forward and rolled to the
ground.

The elephant, all heedless,
himself and tugged again.

With a splintering crash the sup-
port gave way. The flume sagged—
broke. A side plank, driven outward
by the force of the descending water,
swept down in a vicious arc, barely
missing Brock and striking the ele-
phant a violent blow on the flank.
Water cascaded over man and beast
in a mighty torrent.

*The elephant, trumpeting with
rage, started off down the gorge.
Hanging tightly to his perch, Brock
yelled at the piling-gang:

“Run! Run for your lives!”

braced

ATER was rushing out of the
Wend of the broken flume, in which
there was a long gap where the sup-
port had permitted the planks to sag
and break. Now a huge three-foot Bhil
log came hurtling out of the flume-
end. It struck the next support end-
on. and brought the structure also
crashing down in ruins. Fragments
flew in every direction.

A flying splinter a yard long em-
bedded itself in the elephant’s rump
as he increased speed. Another

log smashed into the ruin he had
left behind: its butt struck the
sprawling mahout, who became a red
smear on the rocks. Screams of ter-
ror, the howls of wounded and in-
jured men filled the gorge with a
symphony of pain.

Crash! A third log! The elephant
was in full flight now, trumpeting
with rage and pain and fright.

Down the gorge he raced, while be-
hind log after log crashed into the
ruins of the broken flume!

“DROCK, Sitting up, saw Sayyid Ali

' racing down the swaying flume-
structure beyond the break. Another
section went down, dragged to ruin
by the hurtling logs and the fall of
the supports higher up. The dacoit
leaped to firmer footing, raced on—
that part of the flume was dry now.

The elephant saw Sayyid Ali, too.
He seemed still bent on Kkilling that
young man, for he waved his trunk
aloft and emitted a shrill squeal of
fury. On he raced, hammering over
rocks and underbrush, yet compelled
to slow his speed a bit by reason of
the bad footing. At any moment he
might realize that the man who rode
him was not his mahout, and start
getting rid of Brock.

Still the logs crashed down into
the frightful mess at the end of the
broken flume. Why didn't somebody
shut the flume gate? Brock consid-
ered his chances if he jumped from
the running elephant. But the jagged
rocks, the flume-supports, the piles
of timber offered a hundred chances
of broken bones to one of safety.

Sayyid Ali was safe. He had
reached a point where the flume-
structure was not swaying. He

checked his pace.

So did the elephant, who was find-
ing the rocks of the gorge-bed a
very poor running-track.

Brock saw that they were almost
beneath the bridge.

Someone stood on the bridge, lean-
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ing over. Brock caught a glimpse
of a bearded face beneath a pointed

turban. Then a wriggling horror
dropped from the bridge to land
fairly in the flume.

The dacoit stopped short, jerked

a knife from his girdle, swiped fran-
tically downward.

Another wriggling thing fell from
the bridge, hit the edge of the flume
and bounded over into the gorge,
brushing the elephant’s flank as it
fell. A brownish-yellow Bnake—this
was murder—

The elephant lunged under the
bridge. Brock stood up on that
broad swaying back, balancing him-
Belf perilously. His upthrust hands
closed on the bridge-support.

There came a mighty jerk as his
feet left the elephant’s back—fingers,
wrists, shoulders shrieked in unison
at the agony of that strain. But
they held. While the elephant lum-
bered on down the gorge, Brock drew
himself up to the bracing-girder,
clung there panting for a moment
till breath and strength came back
to him, and then set out on the com-
paratively easy climb to the bridge
above his head.

CHAPTER VI
Deadlock

AS he climbed, he
had glimpses
through the inter-
laced timbers of
Sayyid Ali dancing
about in the flume,
striking at things
which darted to-
ward his bare feet
—qglimpses also of flying logs which
piled themselves ever higher in the
gorge above.

He got an arm over the string-
piece, lifted his body above the floor
of the bridge. Right opposite him,
leaning over the rail on the upstream
side of the bridge, a man in baggy

brown trousers and a loose robe, such
a dress as might be worn by a small
landholder or upperclass artisan, was
intent upon his devilish task. By
his feet rested a large wicker bas-
ket, tightly covered.

As Brock wriggled silently over
the string-piece, the man stooped
and opened a small lid in the basket-
top. A flat triangular brown head
shot up. With a swift movement of
a small forked wand such as is used
by snake charmers, the rascal cap-
tured the snake, dragged it out—
four wriggling feet of wvenomous
hissing fury—and dropped it over.

A LOW chuckle came to Brock’s
ears, in the interval of the crash-
ing of logs.

Brock gained his
across the bridge. He grabbed the
industrious snake-dropper by the
scruff of the neck and flung him
away from the rail.

The man caught and kept his bal-
ance with cat-like agility. Eyes blaz-
ing with a mad rage met Brock’s—
and the .convulsed face of the villain
was the face of the Regent of Jhan-

feet, charged

pur!

So for one second of mutual rec-
ognition — and then the Regept
snatched out a curved knife and

sprang, screaming inarticulate curses.
Brock deftly sidestepped the knife
and put all his weight and all the
power of a mighty anger into one
straight-armed blow. His knuckles
crashed against snapping teeth—and
the Regent hurtled backward to land,
dazed and battered and spitting
blood, against the farther bridge-rail.

At that instant Brock heard the
slap-slap of running, slippered feet
behind him. He spun round, to see
a plump man in a bright blue robe
almost upon him, a knife flashing
down to Kill.

With upflung left arm he parried
that deadly stroke. The knife-point
ripped through his cuff, caught.



THE RAJAH OF JHANPUR 3

Brock drove his right fist into a
plump stomach; then as the man
gasped and staggered, he stepped

back and swung a haymaker that, had
it landed true, would have stretched
the other senseless on the roadway.

But for a fat man knocked half-
silly, the fellow displayed surprising
agility. He ducked. frock’s fist
cracked against the side of his head;
down went that head still farther
and the fat man hurtled forward
with the very evident intention of
butting Brock in the stomach.

Brock swung aside just in the very
nick of time, one leg stretched out.
Over it the fat man stumbled and
crashed headlong on the planks.

No, not on the planks altogether,
for his head hit the closed basket
into which it smashed its way face
downward.

There was a wriggling whirl of
brown and yellow, one awful scream
such as might rise from a damned
soul in the uttermost pit; then the
fat man twitched once and lay quite
still, an inert heap of gaudily-robed
flesh. And around his head and neck,
like the horrid locks of Medusa,
writhed and wriggled three or four
speckled yellowish-brown serpents,
striking again and again at che sense-
less flesh, venting their fury.

BROCK, seeing that the serpents
made no attempt to leave their
victim, stepped back and turned
round. The Regent was sitting up,
hand in sash, the very picture of im-
potent but surging wrath.

Brock pounced on the man,
wrenched a pistol out of the hand
that was in the act of drawing it,
and stood back.

“Sit still, Shuja Raol” he warned.

“One funny move and I’ll drill you.
Now then—”

“Halloo!” hailed a high-pitched
voice. “Having a bit of trouble, Mr.

Brock?”
Down the road came trotting, quite

calm and cool and collected, the little
missionary, Twiggs. His face wore
its accustomed deprecatory smile, his
eyes were as round and child-like
as ever. In his hand, however, he
carried an object not usually in-
cluded amongst the equipment of a
peaceful missionary: to wit, a large
blue-black Webley revolver of the
type used in the Indian Army; a
gun which fires a big lead slug of
455 caliber, guaranteed to stop the
most fanatical Ghazi who ever
charged, sword in hand, seeking the
blood of the *“infidel” and the soft
arms of the Prophet's houris.

OOD afternoon, Your Highness,”

said Twiggs to the Regent. “A
bit warm for the season, what? Oh—
oh—oh | Shocking! Do you know,
Mr. Brock, sometimes one feels the
utter hopelessness of trying to ele-
vate the spiritual ideals of a people
whose language offers such fright-
ful possibilities of —ah — invective.
Dear, dear.”

Brock suddenly remembered poor
Sayyid Ali. He darted to the rail.
The dacoit was nowhere to be seen.
Two snakes—one alive, the other ap-

parently dying—writhed in the dry
flume-bed.
But up the gorge, there, the re-

lentless logs still crashed and thun-
dered out of the broken flume. The
gorge was completely blocked,
blocked for a hundred feet or more,
by a tangled, hopeless mass of tim-
ber. A dozen elephants, a thousand
men, could not clear that jam in
time to complete the contract. Not
a hope—

Sick at heart, Brock managed to
find brief words in which to explain
to Twiggs what had happened.

"l've got to get up there, close the
flume gate,” he finished. “Then—"”

“Never mind!” Sayyid Ali swung
himself lithely over the edge of the
bridge and hauled his body to the
roadway. “I- just saw Abdullah in
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the trees over there and sent him on
that errand. | knew what would be

needed. Allah! Those cursed snakes
almost had me. Thanks again, Brock
Sahib."

His eyes fell on the inert figure
with its face hidden in that dreadful
basket.

‘mAllah!" he repeated. Then in a
queer voice: “Bali Lai—the palace

chamberlain. | always said he’d come
to a bad end.”

He turned and looked at the Re-
gent, who sat quite still, his eyes—
twin pools of darkness at the bottom
of which flickered the fires of hell—
the only apparently living things
about him. Blood trickled down his
beard and dropped heavily upon his
breast.

“So it was you,” muttered Sayyid

Ali.  “You. Well, so be it. Allah
alone knows the secrets of men’s
hearts.”

He strode to the end of the bridge,
broke off a stout bamboo shoot, re-
turned and with half a dozen swift
blows destroyed the writhing ser-
pents in the basket. Then he flicked
their bodies into the gorge.

“They are very dangerous, sahib,"”
he explained to Brock, who was do-
ing some fast thinking. “The native
name for that snake is the jessur; a
zoologist would say, the Russelian
viper. Death from its bite is a mat-
ter of minutes—” he gestured toward
the lump that had been Bali Lai, the
chamberlain.

UITE a scientific fellow, this da-
Q coit.

And as for Twiggs the mission-
ary—

“What.” asked Brock of that mild-
mannered little man, “are we to do
with this murderer? Turn him over
to the Resident?”

“l think,” replied Twiggs, “that we
had better take his weapons away
from him and bid him go home. He
is, after all, the de facto ruler of this

country. Neither the Resident nor
any one else, save only the Imperial
Government, has the power to sit in
judgment upon him. His time will
come.”

Shuja Rao got to his feet. He fixed
eyes filled with baleful promise on
Brock.

"Aye,” said he in a voice thick
with controlled venom. “Aye. My
time will come. No man has ever
laid violent hands on my person be-
fore. You, Brock Sahib, will have
cause to remember having done so.”

HE turned to Sayyid Ali, started
to speak, then spread his hands
in a strange gesture and strode away
across the bridge and down the curv-
ing road toward Jhanpur City.

“Was it well to let him go, thus?
He was in our power,” Sayyid Ali
said to Twiggs.

“It  was necessary,” answered
Twiggs, with an odd glance at
Brock. “These things are not done
by violence; he will dig his own
pit. Is digging it, even now.”

Sayyid Ali nodded. He was look-
ing at the utterly choked gorge, the
great jam of logs up-ended, twisted,
piled and heaped like jackstraws at
the hands of some giant child.

"I am afraid that jam will cause
you trouble, my friend. You’ll hardly
clear it today, even with dynamite,”

said Sayyid Ali. “It is all my fault,
too—"

Dynamite! The word was as the
touch of fire to fuse. Brock realized
now what he must do. He saw his
way—

“Dynamite is just what | need,”
he agreed. “Mr. Grahame, will you
help me?”

The innocent blue eyes of the lit-
tle man widened.

“Who,” he wanted to know, “has
been whispering in your ear?”
“Nobody,” grinned Brock. “I just

—aguessed. The way you spoke to
Fraxon—and to me when | wanted to
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sock him. That gun—and your bear-
ing toward Shuja Rao. You’re no
missionary. You’ve all the authority
of one who’ accustomed to rule men,
when you face a crisis. And you’ll
remember that Baranar affair: your
assistant was Captain Payson of the
2d Gurkhas? | traveled with him
from Calcutta to Delhi not long ago,
and he whiled away the time sing-
ing your praises, even to the extent
of some personal description. It just
came to me who you must be.”

“Payson is a chattering young
ape!” snapped the most trusted agent
of the Political Secretary of India.
“Very well, then. You know. See
that you keep your mouth shut. I'm
not here for my health.”

“I'll keep my mouth shut—no mat-
ter what comes,” Brock assured him.
“You’re on the trail of Shuja Rao
and that scoundrel of a Fraxon, |
take it, and I'm for you right across
the board. Now see here. If | fum-
ble this contract, my concession is
forfeit to the State of Jhanpur,
which means under present condi-
tions to Shuja Rao.

“The contract between myself and
the State of Jhanpur was of course
approved by the Political Depart-
ment. and it must be fulfilled to the
letter or I'm sunk. You know what
good it would be to offer excuses
either to the Regent or to your red-
tape artists up at Delhi. Do you
want to see Shuja Rao get that con-
cession ?”

“T CERTAINLY do not,” said Gra-
hame decisively. “But what in
the world can | do?”

"I need dynamite,” replied Brock.
“lI've a shipment of dynamite, caps
and fuses, down at Jhanpur Railway
Station right now, which was held
up because of some provision in the
Explosives Act about the shipment
of such stuff into native states. It
still there, in charge of the station-
master. How about pulling strings

by telegraph and getting Delhi to or-
der its release to me? Right away
quick? Can do?”

“Can do,” agreed Grahame. “But
if you get it, can you clear that jam
in time?”

A broad grin lighted Brock’ lean
face.

“And how,” said he heartily. “Just
you leave that to me.”

CHAPTER VII

Preparations

THE Resident of
the State of Jhan-
pur was a worried

man.
down he

the veran-

da of the Residency,
shielded from the

sun and the gaze of
the vulgar by a vine and jalousie. All
day he had no word from the Re-
gent, since the memorable interview
in the palace garden.

His mind was seething with a
hundred conjectures, each more
alarming than its predecessor. What
had Shuja Rao done? Had he suc-
ceeded? Or had he been caught in
some devilish scheme by that alto-
gether-too-clever Yankee, Brock.

It was, strangely enough, upon
Brock’s young head that the vials of
Fraxon’s wrath were chiefly poured.
Not only had Brock outfaced one
who was finding the taste of defer-
ence very sweet in his mouth, but
also there was that matter of the
threatened report to Delhi; the re-
port which, backed by that confound-
ed interfering missionary, would be
bound to start an investigation which
might finish Fraxon’s career in the
Indian Civil Service. He had seen
other men sent home, broken and
disgraced, to a life of dishonorable
poverty.

If only Shuja Rao would send
some word—above all, word that this
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dangerous Brock no longer lived to
write reports.

"This dangerous Brock,” mean-
while, was walking slowly away from

Jhanpur Station, accompanied by
that interesting individual, Twiggs-
Grahame. Somebody in Delhi, evi-

dently, was very much on the job.
A telegram had been dispatched in
a code which evidently worried the
babu operator, since be could by no
means decipher it. Two replies had
very promptly come back. The one,
in code, Grahame had pouched with-
out remark. The other, in clear Eng-

lish, was addressed to Brock. The
surprising message read:

Mr. Walter Brock, Jhanpur:

This telegram will be your authority

for requiring from Resident at Jhanpur
the unconditional and immediate release
of shipment of explosives, detonators and
fuses now in your name at Jhanpur Sta-
tion, detained under provisions of Sec-
tion 5, Article 9 of the Explosives Act.
Resident may confirm this authority by
wire if desired.
Basset-Mowbray.

And Basset-Mowbray, as Brock
well knew—Sir Denis Basset-Mow-
bcay, K. C. S. I., etc.—was the all-
powerful Political Secretary to His
Excellency the Viceroy and Gover-
nor-General of India.

It was with a new respect that
Brock glanced at the bland face of
the diminutive Grahame. He sure
got action.

still think you can com-

-L' plete your contract, given this
dynamite?" Grahame asked. “That log
jam looked a fairly tough proposi-
tion to my untutored eye.”

“I'm mighty hopeful,” smiled
Brock. “It’ll be a great disappoint-
ment to Shuja Rao—the dirty dog.
Say, Mr. Grahame—"

“Not so much of that name,” in-
terrupted the other, gesturing to-
ward the row of beggars outside the
station and the coolies trotting by.

“Er—yes—Mr, Twiggs,” corrected
Brock. “Well—what was the idea
of the snake business? And did
Shuja Rao bribe that Mahratta ma-
hout to destroy the flume?”

“l think so,” agreed Grahame, very
low-voiced. “He wanted to kill Say-
yid All, not you. You say the ele-

phant attacked Sayyid Ali first?
Quite. Then he pulled the flume
down. And who can say it was not

the work of an elephant suddenly
gone musth? As for the snakes,
well, hundreds of men die of snake-
bite every year in India. Very diffi-
cult to prove that such a death is
other than accidental. Not like a
bullet or a knife wound.”

"QHUJA RAO, then, foresaw that
A Sayyid Ali might get away from
the elephant’s attack, would certainly
run down the gorge to avoid the
crashing logs —and had stationed
himself on the bridge to cut off his
retreat?”

"Something like that. The jessur
is a bad-tempered and agile Bnake,
as well as deadly. Cobras would more
than likely have taken themselves off
as soon as they hit the ground, seek-
ing only safety. A jessur, however,
so handled, would certainly fly at the
firet moving object he saw, with the
one idea of venting his rage. Of
course Sayyid Ali being in the flume

made it difficult—better marksman-
ship, so to speak, was required.
Which is probably what saved his
life.”

They strode on across the station
maidan.

“Why,” asked Brock after a mo-
ment’s silence, "did Shuja Rao want
to murder Sayyid Ali in such a fash-
ion that it could not be brought home
to him? Why should he take so
much pains in the matter of a da-
coit?"

“You ask too many questions,”
grumbled Grahame. "Not that | don’t
trust you—but there are some things
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that it isn’t safe even to think about
yet, let alone put into plain words.
And speaking of safety—you watch
out for yourself, young fellow.
Shuja Rao's a bad actor and he won’t
rest until he gets even for that punch
in the mouth you gave him. He’ll
have your life for that if he possibly
can.”

“I’ll keep an eye peeled,” promised
Brock.

“See that you do! Well, there’s the
Residency over there. Go annoy your
friend the Resident with that tele-
gram. I’ll see you this evening at
your camp. We’ll have a little talk
then—perhaps. Cheerio.”

He trotted away toward the bazaar
quarter.

Brock grinned and quickened his
stride. He had, after all, no time
to lose.

The Resident—when Brock was ad-
mitted to the Presence—greeted him
with a scowl.

Curtly, "Well, what do you want?”
he demanded.

“My dynamite,” replied Brock.

“Impossible ! Anyhow, what d’vou
want it for?”

“The flume’ broken. Crazy ele-
phant pulled it down,” explained
Brock, at which the Resident’s eyes
first widened and then narrowed.
“Big log jam in the gorge. 1've got
to clear it.”

SO that was Shuja Rao’s little
trick, was it? The Resident sup-
pressed a chuckle.

“Anybody hurt? You've got to

make a report if so,” he said in his
best official tones.

“Don’t know about that yet. | was
right there — the flying timbers
blamed near got me,” Brock an-

swered, nor was disappointed in see-
ing the expected flicker of regret in
the Resident’s eyes. “The mahout
was killed. My foreman will be
checking up on any other casualties,
and you’ll have your report in due

time. Just now | want my dyna-
mite.”
“Sorry. Can’t be done,” the Resi-

dent answered. “I can’t alter the laws
for your convenience, Mr. Brock."
Brock smiled sweetly and handed
over the telegram.
The Resident’s face slowly drained
of color as he read.

“How’d you get this?” he de-
manded.

“Does it matter? You can confirm
it if you like.”

“You've sent in some lying report I’

“I've sent no report!” snapped
Brock.

FT1IHE Resident started to say some-
thing else—hesitated—darted one
searching look at Brock’s face.

“No report?” he repeated. "Noth-
ing about—er—that unfortunate af-
fair the other morning?”

“Not a line,” Brock answered. “I’ve
been too busy. And I'm busy now.
No time to waste arguing. Do | get
that dynamite, or do | go back to
the station and wire Sir Denis Bas-
set-Mowbray that you refuse to obey
his order?”

“1 shall confirm the wire, of course.
If you will be at the station in, say,
twenty minutes, the matter can be
arranged.” The Resident spoke very
stiffly indeed. “That is, of course,"
he added with no small suggestion
of a sneer, “if the confirmation comes
through in proper order.”

“I’ll be there,” agreed Brock—and
he was.

The Eurasian station-master re-
ceived him with respect and led the
way to the small stone building, or-
iginally perhaps a tool-house, where
the dynamite had been stored for
safe-keeping. The Resident stood hy
the door, scribbling in an official
notebook. He tore out a sheet and
handed it to the station-master.

“That’s your clearance,” he said
shortly. “Take your dynamite, Brock.
Gday.” He walked away without an-
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other word. His abrupt departure was
not so much born of a desire to be dis-
courteous as of the necessity of hid-
ing the unrestrainable glitter that was
in his eyes.

“Now, young fella m’lad,” said he
to himself, “you’ll never send in that
report. And the verdict’ll have to
be ‘death by misadventure’, too. Shuja
Rao should be properly grateful, so
he should.”

But Brock was not
the Resident's conduct,

interested in
though he

might have been in his thoughts
could he have read them.

The door of the little building
stood ajar. Brock stepped into the

stifling interior, marveling as he did
so that the heat of the place had not
set off any of the fulminate caps.
Like a blasting oven, it was.

Well, there was his pile of stuff: a
pile of dynamite boxes; two coils of
fuse, one safety and one instantane-
ous; and the smaller box containing
the detonators. Stored all together
—nice idea of safety precautions
these railway people had.

Probably never handled explosives
before.

Two porters summoned by the sta-
tion-master carried the boxes and
coils to the ekka Brock had hired.
Brock climbed up beside the driver
and the man whipped up his tat.

Things were looking up again.

If the scheme only worked!

WELL, he could but try. His last

chance—

He didn’'t forget Grahame’s warn-
ing. Twice, on the long drive up to
the camp, he thought he heard the
hoofs of following horses, but for
all his neck-craning he caught no
Bight of any riders. Once, also, some-
thing rustled in the undergrowth
where the jungle crowded the road.
Brock had lost his Colt during his
elephant-ride, but he whipped out a
Webley which he had borrowed from
Grahame.

Nothing happened. A tiger, per-
haps. Or more likely wild pigs.

By the time he reached camp he
was beginning to call himself a fool
for worrying. Shuja Rao had other
things to think of than getting re-
venge for one blow.

The camp seemed strangely quiet.
Hosein came hurrying to meet him.

"Sahib, sahib! | have been search-
ing for you everywhere!” cried the
Jat. “l have most of the men out in
the woods, also searching. | feared
that some evil chance—~

“Good man, Hosein.” cut in Brock.

“But get the men back. We may
need them. It will be a full moon
tonight?”

“Yes, sahib.”
</"OO0D! Have a couple of your

Jats unload what is in that ekka
and bring it to the dam. You come
with me.”

Hosein gave an order to some of
his men, and followed Brock down
the steep road to the dam.

Nearby, fifty men were busy fill-
ing sandbags.

“l thought of building it higher,
sahib. | feared lest the water might
flow over, and eat the dam away.”

“Carry on with that idea,” Brock
ordered. “The dam’ got to hold a
little while yet.”

The flume-gate was of course shut.
Against it, and far back down the
lake, long rows of logs floated, as
though waiting hopelessly for their
turn to pass through on that thrill-
ing journey down to the Jhan.

“Get more men, Hosein. | want
more timber in the lake. Twice as
much as there is now, at least.”

“But, sahib—if the dam does not
hold—"

“It will hold long enough. An
hour will do—though 1°’d rather it
hung on till moon-rise. And | think
it will.”

Hosein’s resigned manner as he

obeyed orders clearly indicated that
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he thought the sahib was suffering
from a touch of sun.

Evening was now coming on apace.
Yet Brock thought there would be
light enough for the work he had
to do.

Not daring to trust the dynamite
to the tender mercies of the big
hoist whose arms overhung the dam,
he had it carried down the narrow
path cut in the sides of the gorge
for the use of workmen. With Hos-
ein and four Jats he went down him-
self, and set the men to driving long
slanting holes into the sloping face
of the dam.

And when a box was opened and

Hosein saw the greasy dynamite
sticks in their bed of sawdust, he
understood.

“A burra sahib!" he muttered. “A
great sahib indeed is this one. Aye!

He throws his last main like a true

gamester—and he will win! It is in
my mind that such sahibs always
win!”

CHAPTER VIII

One Last Chance

IN the last rays of
the expiring sun
Brock was examin-
ing thie two coils of

fuse. Each bore a
wired-on-tag.

One tag was
bright red, and

printed on it in

great black letters was the word:
“DANGER.” Beneath, Brock read:
“Instantaneous Fuse. This fuse burns
at the rate of 120 feet per sec-
ond.”

The other coil bore an ordinary
manila tag, which, with less osten-
tation, informed Brock that it was
“Safety Fuse. Burning rate, 212 feet
per minute. Keep Dry.”

In placing several charges which
it was declared to explode simulta-
neously, a single lead of safety fuse

gave the man who lighted it a
chance to get away. Beyond the first
splice, instantaneous fuse was used
for the branches of the various
charges, and from that point the fire
flashed down to the caps practically
and literally in a twinkling, firing
the lot at—for all practical purposes
—the same instant.

T)ROCK was wused to handling

American fuses. In American
practice the safety fuse is dun-col,-
ored while the instantaneous fuse is
red. Both of these coils of fuse were
of the color of manila twine; but in
the coil tagged “Danger™ a thin green
thread was woven, while in the
“Safety” coil appeared a red thread.

“That’s funny,” thought Brock.
Red for safety, green for danger.
Make a lot of difference if there was
any mistake. He’d better make a
test.

With his pocket-knife he hacked
off about a foot from each coil.

Laying the two bits of fuse on a
dry rock, he touched a match to the
piece with the green thread. It
fizzed, caught, and began burning
steadily away, spitting sparks. He
lit the other piece. There was a
bright flash as the fire shot through
it and spat out the other end. The
red-thread fuse, tagged “Safety,” was
instantaneous fuse!

“The careless fool that tagged
those coils ought to be shot!” ex-
ploded Brock. He started to shift
the tags, but the stout wires resisted
his first attempt.

“What’s the difference, anyway?”
he reflected. “I'm going to do all
this fuse-placing myself, and 1’'m the
only man on this job than can read
English. Il remember which is
which, never fear.”

The holes were almost done.

Atop the dam, a swarm of men
were building a sand-bag rampart,
raising the top of the dam a little
higher as the water lapped at its
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edge. The northern sky was purple
behind the hills. It was raining up
there. Still raining.

“One last chance,” reflected Brock.
“But a good chance.”

"Shall we place the charges now,
sahib?” asked Hosein.

“No. Its too dark. Take the men
out of this; get ’em something to
eat. Then split ’em up into gangs,
with a Jat foreman in charge of each,
and take 'em all down to the river.
Take charge yourself. [If this thing
works, there’ll be enough logs com-
ing down the Jhan to keep you
busy all night collecting ’em into
rafts. Don’t let any more get past
the mill than you can help. | think
there’ll be plenty to put the contract
over the top.”

“Understood, sahib. But—you—"

“I’ll place the charges, tamp the
holes, and fire her off myself. Be
quite a sight. Sorry you can’t stay
to see it, Hosein, but I’ll be needing
you down below.”

“You will be alone, sahib.
thing might happen—”

“I’Il' be all right. Don’t worry,
Hosein. But if anything does hap-
pen to me, take this writing to
Twiggs Sahib. He will see that you
have a bonus of two month’s pay
from my personal account. You've
been a good man, Hosein.”

“If anything happens to the sa-
hib, there will be throats cut this
might!” muttered Hosein the faithful,
as he turned to go. And for a mo-
ment his brown fingers rested on
the hilt of his heavy belt-knife.

Some-

BROCK moved along the bottom
of the dam, testing the length and
angle of the powder-holes with a bam-
boo pole. They were all right. He had
only to place his charges and light
his fuse. The unleashed power of
the flood would do the rest.

Or so he hoped—

What was that?
in the brush, down the gorge?

Someone stirring
No,

he was nervous. Mustn’t be nervous
now.

He climbed out of the gorge, went
to his quarters and ate a hearty meal
of cold chicken, bread and fruit.
When he emerged, it was night.

The camp was very still; Hosein
and the men had gone. The hum
of insects, the queer chirping of a
lizard and the ceaseless lap of the
wind-driven wavelets against the dam
were the only sounds.

YES, the water was rising. The
moon, just peeping above the ridge
to the westward, shone brilliantly on
the rippled surface of the dam-held
lake, a great sheet of silver that rose
now level with the top of the serried
ranks of sandbags; even, here and
there, worked its way through in lit-
tle trickles.

Brock frowned as his flashlight
picked out those trickles. He didn't
want any giving way piecemeal, let-
ting the imprisoned flood-waters out
in easy stages. He wanted one ter-
rific rush of power, a charging wave
which should sweep that log-jam
with it.

Well, another half-hour should tell
the story, reflected Brock as he
climbed down the path into the dark
depths of the gorge. The moon would
give the boys on the river some light

to work by. Down here, in the
shadow of the dam, Brock needed his
flashlight.

He lifted out the dynamite sticks
and divided them into five groups for
his five charges.

While he was busy at this task,
he thought he heard something mov-
ing across the gorge, where, as he
knew, a rocky path used by the na-
tives wound up to the wooded
heights on the farther side of the
nullah.

“It would never do to have some-
body caught when the dam lets go,”
he reflected, on the point of starting
to open one of the lead-foil boxes of
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detonators. “I’d better
look.”

He laid down the box of caps with
the gentle care which such capricious
devils merit, and, swinging the ray
of his flashlight before him, started
down the gorge at a quick pace. He
would, he decided, go down as far
as the log-jam and back.

Better have a look at the jam any-
way. \

He heard a faint metallic clank
in the bushes to his left. It sounded
like a trace-chain, such as were used
for the elephants. Good Lord, there
couldnt be an elephant down here;
no, of course not—

He swung his light-ray
those bushes nevertheless.

It glinted on something white. He
moved toward it—

It was a face—the face of Grahame
—eyes staring, mouth distended by
a gag—

Without the smallest warning
something struck Brock a terrific
blow on the head, sending him, sick
and dizzy, to his knees. A thick
cloak was flung over him, muffling
head and shoulders in its ill-smelling
folds. He gasped for breath, fought
in vain against the wiry arms which
pinned him fast and dragged him
over the rocky ground—then with a
clatter and clanking something else

go have a

toward

gripped him inexorably round the
waist.
ArrilGHTER!Y” said a voice, sccm-

= ingly from afar off. “Tighter yet,
you fools!”

His body was squeezed as by a
band of steel. Waves of pain darted
through his torso; his head still
reeled from the blow. He fought for
a breath of clean air—and suddenly
he had it, as the cloak was whipped
away.

He stood in the moonlight a little
way up the western bank of the
gorge, beyond the stream. To his
left the crest of the dam towered

high and black against the star-
studded sky.

A few yards from him Btood one
who laughed and laughed, teeth
gleaming in his bearded face.

Shuja Rao, the Regent1

“All three in one cast of the netl”
gloated Shuja Rao. “Ah, it was well
that | followed you this night on
vengeance bent, O Brock Sahib—dog

of dogs!”

roHEN it was that Brock realized

what held him so tightly. He was
bound, back to back, to two other
men; bound by a trace-chain drawn
sickeningly tight about the tree, ty-
ing them together like a parcel of
logs.

“Twiggs!” said Brock, low-voiced.
A wriggle and a smothered grunt
answered. And by twisting his head
Brock could just make out the dark
profile of Sayyid Ali over his left
shoulder, mouth likewise propped
open by a gag.

“All three of my pretty fish in one
net!” repeated Shuja Rao. “So you
were going to blow up the dam, were
you, my fine Brock Sahib? And thus
wash your timber down to the Jhan.
Very clever. Ve-ry clever. So clever
that | shall do it for you. And let
you wash down-river with it! Yes.
At once.” Cold horror gripped Brock.
He realized instantly what the Regent
meant to do.

“It is,” continued the Rajah, "an
opportunity not to be missed. For
your man Hosein knows your intent,
and it will be merely an unfortunate
accident that has overtaken the so-
enterprising Brock Sahib and his
friends. Yesssss. Perhaps when your
bodies have worked free of that
trace-chain, they may even be picked
up, later, down the Jhan or the
Sutlej. No marks of violence, of
course. No, no. Just a deplorable
accident.”

The Regent laughed some more.

Then he spoke to the three vague
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shapes that stood there behind him.

“Now to work; let us waste no
more time. | know something of ex-
plosives. | shall attend to this mat-
ter personally.”

He strode off toward the dam.

Brock, finding his arms free,
reached back over his shoulders and
managed to worry loose the knots
of the gags that silenced Grahame
and Sayyid Ali.

"Sputt—sputt—what foul rags—
brrrr—and what a fool / am,” choked
out Grahame. “Walked right into the
neatest little ambush you ever saw.
They had Sayyid Ali already. Shuja
Rao’s getting clever in his old age.
Well, looks like our number's just
about up.”

“It is as Allah wills,” said Sayyid
Ali. “Is there any means of getting
rid of this thrice-accursed chain?”

Their eager fingers examined it.
No use. It was wrapped three or
four times round their bodies, and
locked fast with one of the big
locks used for securing an elephant’s
leg-chain.  And so tightly was the
chain drawn that its steel links bit
into the flesh of their stomachs and
sides, holding them in a grip from
which there was no hope of wrig-
gling free.

N addition, the wrists of Sayyid

Ali and Grahame were tied, outside
the chain of course. Nor could the
chained three contrive to shift their
position.  They must stand — and
“take it.”

“No use trying to run facing in
three directions,” said Grahame, with
a rueful chuckle. “Listen to our
friend the Regent, boasting.”

From the dam there came to them

the wvoice of Shuja Rao, talking
loudly for their benefit.
“Now here are the caps. Very

chancy things, caps. | shall be care-

ful. I am sure my friend Brock
would not want me to have any
trouble with these caps. | believe

one of them exploding at the wrong
time will tear a man’s hand off, yesss?
Now the fuse. | must cut the fuse
good and long, so as to have plenty
of time to get up to the bank and
enjoy the show. It will be pleasant
for my friends, too. They will have
a few minutes longer to live. And,
perhaps, to say their prayers.”

“That’s a dig at me,” said Grahame.
“He knew me all the time, the artful
devil. Wouldn’t go ahead and tell the
Resident.”

roHROUGH the thin screen of

bushes intervening between the
spot where the three stood chained at
the foot of the dam, they could see
the white ray flickering.

“The fuse, now,” Shuja Rao con-
tinued. “Ah ha! What is this?
DANGER: Instantaneous Fuse! One
hundred and twenty feet per second!”
Ah, no. I’ll have none of such fuse
as that. Here we are—safety fuse—
two and one-half feet per minute. I’ll
use that.”

A fierce surge of exultation filled
Brock’ soul.

He instantly repressed a first im-
pulse to call out, born of the ten-
dency of civilized mankind to save
a fellow-being from danger.

No! A thousand times no! They
must die, he and his friends. But
by the decree of an inscrutable jus-
tice, their murderers should die with
them.

He laughed—so low yet so terrible
a laugh that Grahame asked him quite
sharply what was funny.

“Steady. Don’t sing out,"” Brock
warned him—and then he told the oc-
casion of that wicked mirth.

“The will of Allah!” breathed Say-
yid Ali. “Aye, Shuja Rao, thou foul
dog! His sword is long—"”

“A jolly good job,” said Grahame.
“Now one can die with some sort of
satisfaction, what?”

At the dam, Shuja Rao was super-
vising—and not at all incapably, as
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far as Brock could gather—the "load-
ing” of the powder-holes.

He had discovered, on the back of
the “Safety” tag, some printed in-
structions about splicing fuses, and
was applying them with intelligence

and loudly-expressed self-satisfac-
tion.

"Splice each pair together, and
then the two double-leads into one.

So. Then one match does the trick,
and we, my industrious helpers, shall
retire to the gallery seats above and
watch the performance.” His gay
laugh echoed in the gorge.

Involuntarily Brock looked up at
the sky. It was the last time he
would ever see the stars, the beauty
of the night—

He drew in a long breath of clean
pine-laden air.

Then caught it sharply, on a sort
of gasp.

For he had seen, outlined against
the sky, the dark fingers of the skid-
der’s booms.

His eyes picked out the bulk of
the galvanized-iron engine house, in
which, by night, the roly-poly Jat
engineer was wont to sleep lest some-
one do his beloved engine—a minor
god, to that devoted mechanic—an
injury by stealth.

Was he there now? Or had he
been taken to the dam by Hosein?

CHAPTER IX
The Will of Allah

LOOKING directly
up, Brock saw dan-
gling high above
his head the heavy
iron block which
hung suspended by
steel cables from
the end of the main
boom.
That hope which never dies save
with life stirred within him.
"Squat, fellows,” he muttered. "I
want pebbles.”

They must have thought him mad,
but they bent their knees together
at his whispered “one—two—three!”

He garnered a handful of round
pebbles.

“Now, Sayyid Ali, squeeze your-
self as far to the right as you can,
to give my arm a swing. Attaboy.”

His target was the slightly darker
rectangle on the dark front of the
engine-house, which marked the lo-
cation of the open door.

TTIS arm shot out; the pebble flew.
Too high! It hit the iron roof
and fell with a sickening clatter to
the wooden platform before the door.
“What’s that?” demanded Shuja
Rao sharply, looking up from hia
fuse-splicing.
“A stone fell,

lord,” said® one of

the men. “A rat dislodged"” it, per-
haps.”

“Be still.  Listen!” commanded
the Regent. But there were no more

sounds—and after a moment during
which the chained trio fairly held
their breaths, the Regent snarled
something about not liking queer
noises at such a moment and went
back to work.

“He’ll get something else he won*t
like when he lights that fuse,”
growled Brock very low. “Well, here
goes for the last try, friends. If |
hit the iron again he’ll get wise.”

“If you live and | don’t, Brock,”
said Grahame suddenly, “l want you
to know that this gentleman, whom
you have known as Sayyid Ali, is
His Highness Mirrala Khan, Rajah
of Jhanpur. He has been cooperat-
ing with me in securing evidence
against Shuja Rao and Fraxon—
devils if ever there were devils in
human form.”

So that was it.

What issues of life and death and
justice hung upon Brock’s aim!

Carefully he selected from his
handful a pebble of just the right
weight and size for accurate throw-
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ing. He tried to visualize the door;
he drew back; he threw.

There was no clatter from above.

Five seconds passed—ten—

"There!” said the Regent. “One
more splice and we’re ready, by the
four arms of Kali, Goddess of De-
struction!”

A vague shape stirred in that dark
doorway. A fat man, silent on bare
feet, shuffled forward to the edge of
the platform, and looked down into
the gorge. Fortunately, this Jat, like
Hosein, was an old soldier. He did
not immediately give tongue at a
night alarm, even when hit in the
face by a flying pebble. He recon-
noitered first.

And he saw a queer huddled mass
down there in the moonlight;'a mass,
part of which, astonishingly enough,
was his employer, Brock Sahib, whose
face he could recognize clearly.

What was Brock Sahib doing?
Waving his arms—why, he was giv-
ing the regular signal by which the
crane was controlled when at work.

Lower away.

The flashlight flickered where the
Regent labored over that last splice.
It illumined his bearded, evil face
and glinted on bared steel in the
hand of the rascally cutthroat who
guarded him.

O much the Jat saw. And so used
is the native of India to murder-
ous intrigue by night that this man
needed no more to make him cau-
tious but obedient.

He stepped back into the engine-
house.

There came to straining ears the
faint clank of a released pawl, the
soft whirr of a revolving drum.
Silently, swiftly, the block slipped
downward through the moon-silvered
shadows toward the waiting three.
Thank God for an engineer who
didn’t spare lubricants.

“It is done!” laughed the Regent,
standing up. “Now for a match, and

a rare seat in the Theater of Ven-
geance !”

The block was almost to the
ground. Brock signaled again.

Stop!

The block swung on its cables net
three feet away, its great hook with-
in a foot of the ground.

“Sidestep,” muttered Brock. “And
for the love of Heaven don’t fall
down. One—two—three. One—two
—three.”

T>Y efforts almost incredible, those
chained men managed to move
that life-giving yard.

Brock reached out for the block,
swung it toward him, caught the
heavy steel hook under the chain
that bound him to his companions.

Again his arms signaled—

Hoist away!

This signal the Jat had anticipated.
He had dived into the engine house
again and closed the door. They
heard the preliminary suck and sigh
of a gasoline engine vigorously
cranked.

The Regent failed to hear. He
was intent upon the murderous work
in hand.

A match sputtered—flared into yel-
low flame—and flickered out at the
behest of a vagrant zephyr.

“Kali curse the thing!” swore the
Regent. “1 grow impatient.”

The engine above gave one hoarse
cough—another—and died.

“What was that?” demanded the
Regent in a voice hysterical with
sudden fear.

“My lord does not recognize the

sound of a tiger coughing in the
jungle?” asked one of the men half-
respectfully, half-derisively.

“Thank Heaven for your imagina-
tion, buddy,” thought Brock.

“l am nervous tonight,” admitted
the Regent.

Again a match flared, settled to a
steady flame.

Brock could the

see through
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bushes the shadowy form of the Re-
gent bending down to the fuse.

The engine coughed again—twice
—three times—and was again silent.

“Its all over,” muttered Brock,
watching for the quick red sputter
which he would barely have time to
see.

“Stop!” shrieked a voice from the
top of the dam.

A man stood there,
arms in frantic warning.

"Stop!” he yelled again.
light that fuse, Shuja Rao!
look at it first!"

It was the Resident, Fraxon. He
had grown impatient to know the re-
sults of his treachery, had come to
see for himself. And it seemed that
he could not for sheer horror—or
perhaps for some fear of the con-
sequences to himself —allow Shuja
Rao to do the thing he perceived
the Regent was about to do.

The Regent stood up, shaking out
the match.

“Not so much noise!” he called
back. “What is wrong, Resident
Sahib?"

There was a ring of subtle
in his voice.

“Death — it’s death—” On that
word, the excited Resident took a

waving his

“Don’t
Let me

iron

step too far. His foot slid over the
soft and treacherous edge of the
dam.

For one instant he struggled there
against the sky to regain his bal-
ance ; then with a despairing cry
he pitched forward and came rolling
and tumbling down the sloping face
of the great mound of earth.

HE engine sucked, coughed, sput-

tered—died the third time.

Brock heard, but the Regent, in-
tent upon the newcomer, did not.

Shuja Rao moved toward the
fallen man with the lithe grace of
a panther. His flashlight illumined
with inexorable brilliance the dirt-
stained, disheveled figure which was

trying to get up, panting out inco-
herent words of warning.

Brock saw an arm rise, fall in one
vicious stroke.

There came the sodden sound of
steel on bone.

“Sol” cried Shuja Rao clearly.
“That will teach you to interfere!
One less voice to talk of my affairs.
It will be said that a log struck him
—if the body is found. This goes
well, my children.”

The third match flared.

A S the Regent bent down, guard-

ing the flame with cupped hands,
the engine above barked loudly, then
broke into a night-shattering thunder
of continuous sound!

Hoist away! signaled Brock’s armB.

He felt the chain tighten cruelly
about his middle—his feet left the
ground—he felt as though he were
being snatched up by giant fingers
that were pinching the breath from
his body—

A thunderous roaring was in his
ears, a blast of awful intensity swung
him out over a flame-filled void. The
crest of a foaming black wave that
seemed to boil up out of the bottom-
less Pit drenched him with stinging
spray.

He caught one sight of a bearded
face in the swirling grip of that
sable flood, a face which screamed
and screamed—

Then mercifully a black veil fell
over a world which for him held
only agony—

He was sitting up. Somebody was
propping his shoulders with a
trembling arm, while somebody else
was trying to get the neck of a bot-
tle between his teeth.

Instinctively he swallowed. Fiery
liquid burned him into sudden con-
sciousness.

He ached from head to foot.
Agony girdled his body with a cinc-
ture of exquisite pain.

The roaring was still in his ears;
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he shook his head; the roaring per-

sisted.

“Take it easy, old son,” said the
voice of Grahame. “You’re all right
now.”

“The engine did well, sahib?" came
an anxious inquiry in Urdu.

MEHOW Brock staggered to his
feet.

He realized that he stood on the
platform of the skidder, high above
the gorge. About him stood Gra-
hame, the young Rajah, and the fat
Jat engineer. Upon the latter the
Sirkar would presently confer a pen-
sion beyond the dreams of Jat ava-
rice, for saving the lives of a Rajah
and a Political Agent.

The gorge itself was now the
course of a rushing torrent that
swept irresistibly toward the great

river far below, bearing on its bosom
mighty logs that leaped and turned
and twisted in its grasp.

“Your contract’s safe,
man. That torrent ripped away the
jam like a bunch of jackstraws, so
it did,” said Grahame in tones of
awe. “l didn’t go out; | saw it all.
The wave that swept down that
nullah was thirty feet high and it
thundered like the trumpet of doom.
It was the trumpet of doom—”"

“It was,” corrected the Rajah, “the
will of Allah, the compassionate, the
merciful—who yet knows when the
sands of mercy have run out.”

Brock, old
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A snarling face with fiery eyes loomed up in the dark before Jim Benson

Jim Benson and Red Dolliver Plunge into a Seething
Cauldron of Voodoo Horror as They Brave
the Terrors of Haitian Deviltry!

By WAYNE ROGERS

Author of “Pearl Bait," “The Great God Honi,” etc.

IM BENSON rolled and tossed a click, but the cabin remained black.
uncomfortably. He moaned in Then Benson’s fingers flew to his
his sleep and stretched his neck throat, ripped away the collar of his
taut as he gasped for air. Thehight pajamas and sought frantically
abruptly, his eyes opened and he to loosen the muscles of his throat
peered into the blackness that to gasp blessed fresh air into his
shrouded the cabin like the grave. tortured lungs. He was smothering,
Where the porthole should have suffocating; his head was pounding
been was only blackness. Groping, and reeling dizzily. The air in the
his fingers felt for the light switch; cabin was hot and poisonous.
found it and pressed it. There was With a mighty effort he seized the
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edge of the bunk and dragged him-
self over the side, to tumble in a
heap on the floor. The jar of his
fall seemed to clear his head. Along

the floor the air was better, too.
Benson sucked it into his lungs
gratefully.

Then he turned to Red Dolliver,
asleep in the lower bunk beside him.
The noise of Benson’s fall had not
awakened the big fellow, but when
his partner grabbed his shoulder and
shook him violently, Dolliver groaned
a protest.

“Snap out of it, Redl Wake up!”
Jim shouted against his ear. “We’ve
got to get out of here—pronto!”

With another groan Red Dolliver
opened his eyes, peered around in
the darkness and felt his throbbing
head.

“What the devil—” he began to
growl.

“Never mind that now. This place
is full of gas,” Benson snapped. "Un-
less we get out in a hurry we’re—
done for.” The gas caught at his
throat and sought to strangle him.

Now the husky six-footer was on his
feet. Together the two men groped
their way to the porthole. It was
battened down on the outside. There
was no chance for air there.

Then Benson reached the door. The
key was gone and the door was
locked.

OGETHER they tugged and tore
Tat it, but it did not budge. The gas
in the cabin was getting worse.
Jim’s head swam sickeningly and
once he fell dizzily to the floor.

“It’s—locked—on the outside,” he
gasped as he realized that they were
making no progress with the door.

A rumbling oath was Red Dolli-
ver’s reply as he backed away from
the door, hunched his great shoul-
ders like a football player taking the
ball through the line, and charged.
The door quivered under the impact,
but it held. Again he drew back,

dug his shoes into the cabin floor
and charged like a bullet.

The door rattled on its hinges; the
wood cracked and a tiny sliver of
grey light shone through it. Red
drew back his huge fist and smashed.
In slivers the panel gave way and
his arm was out in the passageway,
his fingers fumbling for the Kkey
still in the lock.

IM BENSON was first through the
door the moment it swung open. A
great wave of fresh cool air envel-
oped him as he pressed into the cor-
ridor. Then, before he had a chance
to fill his lungs with the welcome
relief, a face loomed up there in the
semi-dark before him. A snarling,
malignant face, with fiery eyes that
seemed to gleam like those of a cat.
“Antoine!” Benson gasped, and in
that second a club came down with
vicious force on his head.

The semi-dark of the corridor
turned to purple, then merged into
a thick, palpable black which envel-
oped him. Jim strove to fight it off.
Dimly he could see a dark figure
running down the corridor. Then
the world swam about him and he
toppled to the floor.

In a few minutes the haze cleared
away from before his eyes and he
sat up to find Red kneeling, gasping
beside him. As the fresh sea air
filled their lungs and dispelled the
poison, strength returned with a rush.

With it came sudden remembrance
for Jim.

“Antoine!” he grated savagely.
“We’ve got a score to settle with
that doublecrossing yellow devil.”

With that he was on his feet and
striding determinedly down the cor-
ridor, his fists clenched savagely and
hot rage in his eyes.

“You’re all wet,” Red grumbled, as
he followed his partner. “Why in
blazes you keep pickin’ on Antoine
I dunno. | didn’t see a sign of him.”

But Jim Benson wasn’t arguing.
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Grimly he turned the corner of the
corridor and pounded on the door
of Antoine Lebeau’s cabin.

HREE days before, Jim Benson
Tand Red Dolliver had been kicking
their heels impatiently in a barn-
like room of the Hotel Nacional at
Vera Cruz, while they waited for the
Mexican Government to grant them
a mining concession.

That was when they made the ac-
quaintance of Antoine Lebeau. An-
toine was a mulatto of medium build,
perhaps forty vyears of age, well
dressed and well spoken, his Haitian
French accent hardly noticeable. The
most impressive feature of his round
yellow face was his sparkling black
eyes, which had a way of darting
from side to side flashingly.

"Monsieur Benson?” he inquired,
as he stood bowing in the doorway.

There was something about the
man that antagonized Jim from the
start. Even as he reached out to
take the letter of introduction from
the mulatto’s hand, he felt a vague
suspicion of the fellow.

Immediately that was forgotten as
he glanced at the curious letter and
read:

Dear Jim:

This note, if it reaches you, should be
brought by Antoine Lebeau, nmy planta-
tion superintendent. | have tried every
other way to get word to you. Every at-
tempt has been blocked. Antoine is my
only hope.

Jim, I'm trapped here in an incredible
hell. Unbelievable intrigues—things that
could happen nowhere else on earth—are
going on all around me. I’'m caught up in
the thing but can’t stop it.

Alone I'm helpless. With a little help
I could break up this devilment and save
a whole nation from howling savagery.
Without it 1’'m afraid they will kill me and
make me president.

Jeff Calhoun.

Jim Benson blinked and reread
that last line. Then he turned to the
inscrutable face of Antoine Lebeau.

“When did you start out with

this?” he snapped, while Red Dolli-
ver scanned the note.

"Seven days, monsieur. The boat,
it took five days, and two days to
reach Cap Haitien.”

"Did you have any trouble in get-
ting through?”

"There was trouble, yea—but | am
here.”

The fellow was not very communi-
cative and Jim’s distrust grew. He
might have doubted the genuineness
of the letter, but at the bottom of
the sheet was a code word which
only Jeff Calhoun would have used:
a word that guaranteed the note’s
authenticity and at the same time
sounded a desperate call for help.

T was five years since he and Red

had parted company with Jeff Cal-
houn. In a lovely valley in the in-
terior of Haiti the ex-Marine Corps
captain had settled down. The roil-
ing stone became a coffee planter
and prospered.

Now he was in trouble. Desper-
ate trouble, or he would not have
appealed for help. Jeff Calhoun was
not the sort to holler unless the odds
against him were overwhelming.

“Whats it all about?” Red Dolli-
ver wanted to know, but Antoine
was chary with his information.

"Nobody knows, monsieur,” he
shook his head. “The men on the
plantation, they die from fever. The
others, they leave. The drums, they
beat in the hills, and Monsieur Cal-
houn can do nothing.”

“Humph—voodoo deviltry, eh?”
Red snorted. “How did you come
here?”

“On the Carib Queen, monsieur.
The steamer sails again at noon to-
morrow. It will not return for two
weeks.” Antoine’s tone was urgent,
his eyes anxious.

“That gives us almost twenty-four
hours to get ready,” Jim considered.

“Plenty,” Red agreed.

While Antoine arranged their pas-
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sage on the Carib Queen Jim and
Red packed their bags and bought
the necessary additions to their out-
fit. The mulatto's sparkling black
eyes watched every move of their
preparations with absorbed interest.
.When two of the latest model auto-
matic rifles, with a plentiful supply
of ammunition, joined the equipment
his excitement was intense. Noth-
ing would do but that their opera-
tion must be explained to him.

“You, messieurs, were soldiers, too,
like Monsieur Calhoun?” he hazarded.
“Officers, perhaps?”

When informed that his guess was
correct Antoine grinned satisfiedly.

“That hombre will bear close
watching,” Jim cautioned as soon as
he found an opportunity to draw
Red aside, but the big fellow was
not impressed.

“There you go again with your

suspicions,” he scoffed. “Me, | take
a man at face value until he shows
up different. Antoine looks okay

to me.”
Nevertheless, Jim’s suspicions of
the mulatto had continued unabated

after the Carib Queen pushed her
rust-encrusted nose out into the
Caribbean.

OW Jim’s fist banged resounding-
ly on Antoine’s door, but there
was no response from within.

“The keyhole’s stuffed with rags,”
Red discovered, as he pulled the
packing free.

Faintly from the keyhole came the
same gassy odor that had filled their

own cabin. Red waited no longer
after that. Bracing himself against
the opposite wall, he threw his

weight across the corridor to crash
against the door. The lock snapped
and the door flew open.

The porthole of Antoine’s cabin
was not darkened. Daylight streamed
in through it and fell on the lower
bunk where he lay stretched out,
partly dressed. In a second Jim was

at his side, his fingers probing be-
neath the mulatto’s shirt front.
“He’s dead,” he announced as he
looked up to meet his partner’s ques-
tioning gaze. “We’re just a bit too

late.  His heart’s stopped beating
but his body’s still warm.”
“Poor devil,” Red commiserated.

“Guess I'd better get the captain.”

APTAIN GABRIEL, when he
C could be dragged from the com-
forts of his cabin, was appalled at this
tragedy. His wide eyes were
round pools of apprehension in his
shiny black face as he stared down
at the corpse. Although he prom-
ised an immediate investigation, it
was apparent that he had no idea
where or how to begin.

Red picked up the body of the
mulatto and carried it forward to
the peak, where the sailmaker fash-
ioned a canvas sack which would
serve as a shroud. Morosely Red
watched while the sailor weighted
the sack and proceeded to sew it up.

When the ship’s bell struck noon
the engines stopped and the steamer
lost momentum, to lie quietly on the
barely rippling sea. While the sol-
emn-faced crew grouped around the
rail, Captain Gabriel read the burial
service and the canvas sack slid
down a plank runway into the blue
waters of the sea.

Keenly Jim studied each member
of the crew, but nowhere could he
detect a sign of guilt on their dark
faces. The murderer, if he were
among them, was a master at decep-
tion.

“It’s just a matter of luck that
there aren’t three of us going over
the side instead of only Antoine,”
Red commented grimly as they
turned away from the rail.

After that the partners split up
their sleep, one always standing
guard; but the rest of the trip was
uneventful. And, although they
searched the vessel from stem to
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stern, they found no clue to the
murderer.
It was late afternoon when the

Carib Queen steamed into Cap Hai-
tien, late afternoon of a hot summer
day. Beyond the town the jungle-
cloaked mountains reared their crests
in the gathering blue of the twi-
light. The town itself seemed to
simmer and steam in the heat.

T looked so tiny there along the
I shore, so helpless against the im-
mensity of its jungle-wrapped back-
ground, that Jim Benson felt, de-
pressingly, how futile were its at-
tempts to cope with the power of
those hills—how inadequate its ef-
forts to build up a civilization
against the deviltry that made its
stronghold behind those peaks.

Cap Haitien was tense; that was
apparent as soon as they landed and
made their way into the town. Curi-
ous eyes regarded them as they
passed along the streets and on all
sides they sensed a feeling of ex-
pectancy, of waiting.

“What’s the matter with thi6
place?” Red demanded. “It gives me
the creeps.”

Not until they lined up against

Dutch Charlie’s bar did they get an
inkling of what was causing the un-
easiness.

“Somethin's brewin’,” the barten-

der confided, out of the corner of
his mouth. “I ain’t sayin’ how much
I know, but | hear plenty. You’ll
hear it tonight yourself. Every

night the drums up in the hills get
goin’. It ain’t the usual drummin’,
either. Devilish sort o’ racket that
gets into your blood and scares the
daylight out o' you.

“That’s what you can hear your-
self. An’ there’s lots more they’re
whisperin’.  Four big shots — Im-
portant fellers—died sort o’ mysteri-
ously during the past five or six
weeks. There’s them who say the
bodies have disappeared. Of course

the government denies that—but they
would anyway.”

“Some more voodoo deviltry, eh?”
Red blurted contemptuously.

But the bartender paled and froze
up like a clam. Apprehensively he
glanced up and down his bar, and
busied himself with his glasses. Af-
ter that he gave them no opportunity
to draw him into conversation.

“These voodoo devils have them
all scared stiff,” Red spat disgusted-
ly, as they left the saloon and walked
toward their hotel.

It was still early in the evening,
but the streets were strangely quiet
and deserted. Suddenly, as they
passed a little court, Jim grabbed
Red by the arm and dragged him
into the shadows with a warning to
be quiet. In a few moments a burly
Negro passed their place of conceal-
ment, hurrying his footsteps as he
glanced anxiously up and down the
block.

“That bird’s been following us for
the last six blocks,” Jim said quiet-
ly as they doubled on their course
and turned down a side street a few
doors away.

“Somebody’s mighty
keep track of us.”

anxious to

N automobile took them from Cap

Haitien, through the fields of
corn, millet and cotton, then into the
jungle, where plantains, banana trees
and cocoanut palms vied for suprem-
acy. As they climbed into the moun-
tains these in turn gave way to great
sablier trees with their spiked trunks,
mahogany and towering pines.

Over the crest of the mountains
their way led down into the interior
and soon a mule pack train replaced
the automobile. A wild country this,
with steep canyons, narrow moun-
tain ledges and precipitous cliffs.

From scattered little villages and

lonely isolated cabins dark faces
peered out at them. Everywhere
their appearance provoked excite-
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ment and jubilation. It was almost
as if they were expected.

But when they finally reached
Jeff Calhoun’s valley there was no
sign of welcome or expectancy. It
was early afternoon when they rode
up to the long, low bungalow set on
a little elevation above the coffee

fields.
Nowhere around the plantation
was there a sign of life and no-

body appeared on the wide porch at
the sound of their coming.

N a rear room they found Calhoun
I lying on a disordered bed. One
glance at his flushed face and un-
naturally bright eyes told the story
of fever. Calhoun was a very sick
man. His face had thinned and
his hair was greying. Worry was
stamped plainly on his features.

At the sight of his friends wild
excitement leaped in his eyes and
he propped himself up on an elbow
to greet them.

‘Take it easy, old man,” Jim urged
as he tried to make the sick man
more comfortable. "Easy does it.”

But Jeff Calhoun seemed not to
hear him.

“I’'m glad you came, Jim,” he whis-

pered. “You’re too late to save me
—Ive got the fever. It’s taken all
my best men—it'll have me soon.

But you can save Haiti—you can
save thousands of white men and
women and Kkids, Jim—from these
devils. In a few days it will be too
late and the dead men will rule.”

“Dead men, Jeff?” Jim asked.

Calhoun’s voice had risen
gained strength.

“The living dead,” he babbled on,
“Men without brains. A dummy
president and cabinet—just puppets
for these voodoo devils to turn the
country into a hell hole. They've
been working for years, building and
building. Their organization is per-
fect. AIll they need is a military
leader to direct their armies.”

and

“Where are these armies, Jeff?”
Red prompted.

“All around us. Just waiting for
the call to strike. 1 am right in the
middle of them here. They know
I’'ve been an officer and they’ve been
at me to do their dirty work for
them. Because I’ve refused I’ve
been a prisoner here for months.
They’ve killed off my men and now
they’ve got me. | couldn’t write or
get a messenger past them—not un-
til Antoine managed to get through.”

The frenzied light in his eyes
flamed high and his flushed cheeks
burned with the fever. Then he
glanced around wildly.

“Antoine—where is Antoine?” he
demanded. “They’ve got Antoine 1’

With a mighty rallying of strength
he struggled to his feet and started
for the door. It took all of Red’s
bulk and brawn to block the way
and turn him back. Then, suddenly,
the false strength snapped and Jeff
lay limp in Dolliver’s arms. Ten-
derly Red laid him on the bed and
bent over him. There was a catch
in the big fellow’s voice when he
straightened up.

“It’s better for him like this,” he
muttered grimly. “He was as mad
as a hatter. Armies all around him
and dead men ruling. This place
drove him stark crazy.”

THE sun had almost set when Jim
and Red finished shaping the little
mound that looked out over the
widespread coffee fields Jeff Calhoun
had planted. Dusk settled briefly
over the wvalley. Very soon the
tropic night would descend swiftly
and completely.

In silence they walked back to the
bungalow. There Jim dropped into
an easy chair on the wide porch and
sat moodily looking out over the
plantation, while Red went inside to
throw together a bite of supper. A
strange air of melancholy brooded
over the place. There should have
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been workers in those fields, serv-
ants around the house. Without
them the plantation was eerie and

deserted.

Yet, despite this disturbing empti-
ness, Jim had the wuneasy feeling
that he was being watched; that un-
seen eyes were trained upon him
from the fields, from the surround-
ing jungle, even from the house it-
self. Angrily he shook himself. He
was as bad as the superstitious
blacks, getting the wind up because
of a lot of foolish chatter.

Still, Jeff Calhoun had always
been as level-headed as they come.
He wasnt the sort to fly off the
handle without plenty of provoca-
tion. Perhaps, after all, there was
something more than feverish raving
to what he had said.

“TTEY, Jim!” Red suddenly whoop-
J-J- ed from within the house.
His tone brought Jim on the run,

to find him anxiously searching the

living room in which they had
stacked their outfit.

“The guns are gone!” he an-
nounced as he surveyed the litter of
opened bundles and boxes. “Every
round of ammunition, too. They

didn’t miss a cartridge.”

Systematically they went through
the gear again. Nowhere was there
a sign of the automatic rifles or their
ammunition.

“Whoever it was knew just where
to look for the stuff,” Jim pointed
out. "Even that extra box we
packed in my suitcase. They didn*t
bother to open the stuff that wouldn't
interest them.”

"By God—you’re right!” Red whis-
tled as he lifted puzzled eyes to his
partner.

In the next instant his eyes wid-
ened, and his right hand flew to his

holster, but before he could draw
his automatic the house lights
snapped out. With the darkness

came an avalanche of hot, perspiring

bodies. From every direction they
poured into the room.

Clutching hands fastened about
Red’s arms, grabbed at his legs. Use-
lessly the automatic fell and dropped
to the floor to be trampled under-
foot.

Savagely the big fellow flailed
about him with his heavy fists. Time
after time they connected crushing-
ly with flesh and bone.

Groans and curses filled the room,
but the odds were overwhelming.
Red knew that the fight could not

last. Already he was reeling from
the terrific beating he was taking.
Then one of the attackers leaped

onto his back. A powerful arm locked

around his neck, forced his head
back—back—
Soon it was all over. He was

down and hundreds of bodies seemed
to be piled on top of him, pinning
him to the floor and squeezing the
last bit of air from his gasping
lungs.

When the light snapped on again
the room was filled with Negroes,
great brawny fellows naked to the
waist. Half a dozen of them clus-
tered around Red, dragged him to
his feet and lashed a rope around
his wrists.

Across the room slumped the bat-
tered figure of Jim Benson, blood
smeared and semi-conscious.

His head hung exhaustedly on his
chest. Then suddenly it snapped
erect as an ear-numbing booming
reverberated through the room.

Boom! Boom! Boooooom! On the
porch of the bungalow a big voo-
doo drum throbbed out its message,
sending it echoing out over the val-
ley. From the hills came the re-
sponse as the hidden drums boomed
their measured tempo into the night.

P—up—up. Endlessly the trail
led up into the hills, Jim and Red
stumbling along in the darkness be-
tween their captors. And endlessly
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the drums throbbed out their pulse-
stirring call.

At last the trail debouched into a
great natural amphitheater, a level
stretch of ground fringed with

mighty sabliers. Jim gasped at the
magnitude of the place and at the
multitude of blacks in it.

T one end of this outdoor cathe-

dral a huge bonfire blazed, throw-
ing its flickering light eerily over
the savage assemblage. Halfway be-
tween the fire and the farther end
of the clearing their captors lashed
Jim and Red firmly to trees half a
dozen feet apart.

It was this farther end of the
clearing which riveted their atten-
tion. There a wooden dais had been
erected beneath the widespread
branches of a giant sablier. Seven
chairs were arranged in a semicircle
on the dais, six of them occupied by
well-dressed and distinguished-look-

ing Negroes. The seventh chair, in
the center of the formation, was
empty.

The six occupants of the chairs
sat like statues, seemingly entirely
oblivious of the throng around them
or of the huge six-foot drums that
were throbbing out their regular
beat at the foot of the dais.

"What's the matter with those fel-
lows?” Red asked curiously as they
studied the unnatural looking semi-
circle. “They're clothes dummies or
I miss my guess.”

“No,” Jim noticed. "That fellow
on the left end just raised his hand.
They’re alive, all right, but that's
about all.”

Simultaneously their eyes left the
barbaric spectacle before them and
sought each other. Understanding
and disbelief struggled for suprem-
acy in that exchange of glances.

"Remember what Jeff said about
the ‘living dead’—about puppets for
the voodoo doctors?” Jim reminded.
“Of course I’ve read that sort of

stuff—how these fellows poison a
man with drugs that suspend life
and then bring him back by admin-
istering an antidote. But | never
took much stock in it.”

"And there’s that army business
Jeff raved about,” Red added. "Do
you notice that these fellows, be-
hind that front row of freaks, are
lined up in columns and seem to
have some sort of uniform?”

“That row of freaks are the witch-
doctors—the papalois and mamalois
—of the outfit,” Jim identified the
inner circle of fantastically garbed
old men and wrinkled hags.

Red’s observation was correct. Be-
hind this ragamuffin circle the lines
of gazing blacks were drawn up in
regular order, the firelight reflecting
on row after row of shiny faces and
wide-staring eyes.

In the center of the clearing a
wild, bestial dance was in progress,
two of the mamalois striving to out-
do each other in their senuous and
hideous gyrations, but their perform-
ance was receiving only cursory at-
tention from the multitude. All eyes
turned continually to the dais and to
a large stone table and three empty
chairs at the foot of the steps.

JIM had been testing the ropes
which bound him while his eyes
were cataloging the spectacle before
him. The knots were securely tied
and the ropes were tightly drawn.

Red, he knew, had a knack of
bulging his great muscles to almost
twice their size when he was being
roped so that when he relaxed they
loosened and gave him an opportunity
to work on the knots. Jim had never
been able to manage that, but years
of knocking around in the far places
of the earth had prepared him for
emergencies such as this.

“Hell may start popping at any
minute,” he whispered to his part-
ner. “Better get ready for it.”

Red’s head nodded and immedi-
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ately his arms and shoulders started
to wriggle as his muscles came into
play. Where they stood, the light
from the fire lit up their faces and
the front of their bodies, but their
backs were in darkness. After the
first interest occasioned by their ar-
rival Jim and Red had received lit-
tle attention. Their part in the per-
formance would evidently come later.

LOWLY and painfully Jim’s hands,

bound behind his back and be-
tween the rest of his body and the tree
trunk, worked their way up to the
top of his trousers. There his fin-
gers felt along the waistband, be-
hind his belt. Soon a thread was
loose, a few stitches pulled out. The
space between the khaki and the lin-

ing widened.
Then his fingers stopped their
work and he stared at the latest ar-

rivals in the clearing. From a black

tunnel in the trees came a curious
figure. Of medium height, the new-
comer was garbed in a frock coat
and a high silk hat. A scrawny

beard fringed the yellow face. From
the waist up it was a man, but un-
der the black waistcoat it wore a
flaming crimson skirt and a pair of
woman’s shoes.

“Papa Nebo! Papa Nebo!” the
black throng chanted in voices tinged
with awe. On all sides of the clear-
ing the solid ranks were Kkneeling
and bowing while a great moan went
up from their throats.

“Papa Nebo—that’s the top-kick in
one of these death-worshiping voo-
doo cults,” Jim whispered. “Now
| begin to understand those dum-
mies up there on the platform.”

“Yeah, and look at those two bozos
behind him,” Red contributed. “Now
I understand what became of our
guns.”

Behind Papa Nebo came two fan-
tastically garbed figures, evidently
women. Each bore triumphantly in
her arms a shiny new automatic rifle

which she placed on the table at the
foot of the dais. Every eye in the
place was turned on those deadly
weapons and the ammunition piled
up behind them, and now the moan-
ing turned to a frenzied cheer which
filled the amphitheater with its hys-
terical cacophony.

The arrival of the guns was the
signal for stirring that savage throng
to fever heat. AIll over the clearing
papalois and mamalois pranced and
gyrated before their followers. The
drums pounded away faster and
faster, and the howling and moaning
made the place a diabolical inferno.

Desperately Jim worked away with
cramped fingers behind his back. At
last his efforts were rewarded and,
bit by bit, he drew from his waist-
band a little three-inch long blade of
razor-sharp steel. Carefully he ma-
neuvered it between his fingers, know-
ing that if it slipped and fell to the
ground his last chance would be
gone.

AT last it was in position. Then it
was biting into the ropes that
bound his wrists, severing them one
by one. Grimly he clutched the pre-
cious blade in numbing fingers as the
blood rushed back into the con-
stricted veins and filled his hands
with stinging torture.

Now that his wrists were free it
would be an easier matter to cut
loose the ropes which bound him
to the tree and then it would be the
work of only a few seconds to free
his ankles. At least now he would
have a chance to meet these devils
hand to hand.

Papa Nebo had mounted the dais
and with him he had brought the
occupant for the seventh chair.

"Monsieur le General!” the fren-
zied mob howled. "Monsieur le Pres-
ident!”

The torches stuck into the branches
of the sablier trees flickered on
Papa Nebo’s face and made diabolic
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the triumphant grin that contorted
his yellow features. But the new-
comer seemed impervious to the pan-
demonium about him.

“My God—it can’t be!” Red Dol-
liver gasped. *“Jim-—it's Jeff!"

EFF CALHOUN was dressed in a

military uniform. The flush of the
fever had gone out of his face and
was followed by a deathly pallor.
Unresistingly he allowed himself to
be led to the chair. Vacantly he looked
out over the clearing.

“The dirty hellions—they’ve prop-
ped up his corpse!” Red grated with
a bitter oath. “If | could only get
my hands on that Nebo devil.”

“You keep away from him; he’s
mine,” Jim snapped with surprising

sharpness.  “Jeff is just as much
alive as you or I—physically any-
way. Those devils doped him—pro-

duced suspended animation — and
then dug him up as soon as we had
him buried. He wasn’t crazy at all;
he knew what he was up against.
Don’t you hear that president busi-
ness they’re howling? These voo-
doo devils have a revolution plotted.
There’s their president and cabinet
—poor dummies who can do noth-
ing for themselves and will be at
the mercy of this gang.”

"They’d never get away with it
The United States would step in,”
Red objected.

“And by that time they’d have the
whole country looted and— Watch
that bird!” Jim shouted suddenly.

The din was terrific and nobody
paid the slightest attention to the
prisoners. All eyes were turned to
the dais where Papa Nebo was ad-
vancing with a metal goblet.

“That’s the antidote they’re giv-
ing Jeff,” Jim called excitedly.
“They need him in his right mind
to lead their army. When he drinks
that we’ll be up against the show-
down. All set, Red?”

The goblet was held up to Jeff’s

lips. Obediently he drank its con-

tents—while Jim Benson hacked

through the ropes which bound him.
The razor-sharp blade made short

work of the ropes, and a few sec-
onds later Jim sprang free and
leaped over to Red’s tree. The big

fellow’s face was crimson from his
exertions, as Jim started to cut
through the ropes binding his ankles.

Suddenly a new note sounded
through the clamor. Alarm and
warning. One of the watching blacks
had discovered that Jim was free
and was calling to his companion.

ITH a final slash at Red's bonds,

Jim leaped to his feet and raced
across the clearing to the foot of
the dais.

Howling pandemonium raged in
the amphitheater. Frenzied cries
and weird yells went up from hun-
dreds of throats. But for a few
startled moments none of the blacks
made an attempt to stop him.

Those few moments were all Jim
needed. Once he had reached the
foot of the dais his eager hands
swept the rifles and ammunition off
the heavy stone table on which they
had been displayed, and up-ended it.
In the next second he had dropped
behind this impromptu barricade and
the deadly barrel of an automatic
rifle was trained over its edge.

Now a semblance of order was re-
stored in the clearing. The shriek-
ing papalois and mamalois had given
way to a straight line of ebony stal-
warts who were charging toward the
dais on the run.

Grimly Jim pressed the trigger
and death started to spout from that
muzzle, death that cut great gaps in
the advancing line.

Behind him on the dais Jim could
hear the noise of footsteps, but he
dared not look around. ' Out of the
corner of his eye he saw Red’9 big
figure loom up beside him. There
was a short scuffle on the dais, and
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then the other rifle nosed over the
barricade and a second stream of
death poured into the howling blacks.

That was too much for them. The
orderly line broke and rushed for
the protection of the trees. Again
a leader rallied them and tried to
cover the distance up to the dais,
but this attempt was shorter-lived
than the first one.

AGAIN the line broke and the com-

pany, now a panic-stricken mob,
ran wildly for the protecting black-
ness of the trees. A miraculous hush
settled down over the clearing.

“They’ve had enough,” Red grunted
as he surveyed the empty clearing
and listened to the echoing sounds
of distant flight through the forest.
“There’s not a devil left.”

Only then did he realize that he
was talking to himself. The other
rifle lay there against the table, but
Jim Benson had gone. Startled, Red
turned to look for his partner and
beheld a curious sight.

The clearing was deserted. Of all
those who had taken part in the
voodoo ceremony only the six men
on the dais remained. They still
sat unmoved, staring out at the emp-
tiness with lack-luster eyes.

But where was Jim? And where
was Jeff Calhoun? Then Red saw
them. Off at one side of the clear-
ing Papa Nebo was racing frantical-
ly for the dark tunnel into the for-
est. Over his shoulder he had
thrown Jeff Calhoun, but Jeff’s
weight was a bit too much for him.
It slowed him up and enabled Jim
Benson to catch up.

With a shout of satisfaction Jim
threw himself at the devil priest and
brought Papa Nebo to the ground
with a perfect football tackle. Jeff
Calhoun rolled clear and sat up daz-
edly. Reason had returned to him
but he was too weak to take a hand
in the struggle.

Jim Benson needed no assistance.

Although the Negro fought desper-
ately to break away he was no match
for the avenger who pinned him to
the earth and hammered away mer-
cifully at his bloody face. Over and
over they rolled. Papa Nebo lost
his hat. His shirt was ripped off
and his frock coat in tatters.

Still Jim pounded away at him,
until his fingers fixed themselves in
the yellow throat and squeezed until
the voodoo priest gasped for air.

“Take it easy, Jim,” Red shouted
into his partner’s ear when he came
up to the struggling pair. "That
guy looks like an old man.”

“Old man, eh?” Jim growled as he
grabbed a handful of the fellow’3
whiskers.

RED DOLLIVER gasped in com-
plete amazement. The whiskers
had torn loose from the yellow chin
and now despite the gaping mouth
and bloody distorted features, he was
staring down at a face he knew well.

“Antoine Lebeau!” he gasped un-
believingly, as the mulatto fell back
limply on the ground.

“Yeah, Antoine Lebeau,” Jim
agreed dryly. "He’s the answer to
all Jeff’s troubles and all this hell.

I never had much use for him, but
the slick devil fooled me on the
Carib Queen. He took a dose of his
own drug—enough to fake death—
and then left it to his pals on board
to look after him.”

“But | saw him sewed up,” Red
protested. “We saw him go over-
board.”

"Yeah—we probably watched the
impressive burial of a sack of coal
or ballast,” Jim agreed.

The angry fire in his eyes smol-
dered at memory of that morning
on the Carib Queen.

"Antoine would have gotten away
with that trick,” he conceded, "but
he made the biggest mistake of his
life when he banged me over the
head in the corridor.”
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CHAPTER |
Failure
ANNY MARTIN rolled his
Stetson brim in his strong

young hands as he awkward-
ly entered the darkened sick-room
of his boss, Lew Davis of the Curly
L Ranch. His silver spurs clinked
as he stopped by the bed, looked
down at Davis, who turned a white
face to him.
Banny gulped; he was terribly
sorry for his stricken employer.
Davis had been good to him, taken
him on as a cowboy when Banny
was down and out. Banny would
ride through hell for the boss.
“Banny,” Davis said weakly, “I'm
sendin' yuh to town with twenty
thousand dollars—cash. | sold the
lower section of the ranch, for to
save the rest, savvy? Luis Gasca,
who bought it, paid me this mornin’,
in American dollars. Take it to the
bank, deposit it in my name at once.

Trustin’ yuh to git it there safe.
Take two men with yuh. That’s
all.”

"Yes, boss,” Banny replied quietly.
A stocky man rose from an arm-
chair on the other side of the bed,
picking up a padlocked leather case

from the side of his chair. This was
George Shippers, the ranch fore-
man.

“Here yuh are, Banny,” he said,
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passing the case to the puncher. “I
got to stay on hand here. It’s up
to yuh.”

Banny gravely accepted the case,
murmured how he hoped his boss
would soon be out forkin’ ’em agin,

and clanked on tiptoe from the
shadowy room.

At the bunkhouse he picked up
his pal Dave Morse, a smiling kid

with quick, reckless eyes, and as his
second man chose another friend.
Shorty Williams. The trio, armed
with rifles in saddle holsters, six-
guns at belts bristling with .45 car-
tridges, saddled up in a hurry and
rode northeast toward the Texas
town, forty miles away. To the south

a few miles was the Rio Grande,
across it old Mexico.
Banny’s shoulders were thrown

back; he was proud of the responsi-
bility placed on them. His face was
placid, grave, for twenty-two. He
let Morse do the kidding as they
broke onto the dusty trail through
sagebrush covered prairie, heading
for town.

An hour's fast ride brought them
to an arroyo which cut across their
road, its edge lined with cotton-
woods. And, as Banny's pony dipped
his head to take the drop, a weak
groan sounded from his left.

Banny pulled up sharp, Morse’s
pony bumping against the flanks of
Banny’s chestnut mare Winny.



“Watch it,” he cautioned, hand flick-
ing to his gun butt.

AMAN lay in that dry river bed,
just a few yards from where the
trail crossed. As Banny, who was
taking no chances with his master's
money, stared suspiciously at the
prostrate figure, he saw that it was
an old fellow with a white beard
and white hair, evidently too weak
to move.

“Gee,” Banny exclaimed, "it’s
Gasca, the old guy who bought the
lower half of the ranch, boys.” Age

always excited compassion in the
rough-and-ready cowboy heart, and
Banny was no exception. Sympathy
flooded his breast now, as, after a
look around, he dismounted and
knelt beside the groaning white-
beard.

“Water—water—held up—they hit
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me—" The old fellow rolled red-
rimmed eyes up.

Banny turned to his marc, un-
hooked his canteen. Morse and
Shorty, still mounted, watched as

he started to unscrew the metal top.
Suddenly Banny swore, dropped the

canteen, reached for his pistol
crouching. A hail of bullets sang
over him. He heard his pal Morse
cry out in mortal agony, saw him

reel in his saddle, his swift hand on
the way to his gun dropping limp
halfway there. Shorty managed to
draw, fire one shot up at the high
arroyo bank.

Banny was partially sheltered by
Winny, his mare, but the shooting
stampeded the horses, and they went
galloping wildly down the arroyo.
Explosions of the menacing lines of
rifles that hemmed him in from both
banks burst in his ears. He fired
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from his crouched position, one-two-
three on one side, turning to rake

the other, his slugs ripping the
edges. Several of the guns were
withdrawn, as their owners ducked

from Banny’s accurate fire.

To Banny’s ears, amid the din,
came the jingle of silver bells and
the frightened snorting of a horse.
A black stallion, a huge, magnificent
beast, bridle ornamented with the tin-
kling bells, dashed into view, broken
from his place of concealment in the
nearby cottonwoods. Banny glimpsed
a smeared brand on the sleek flank
as the stallion thundered past.

to beat 'em,” he murmured

vJ desperately. He knew he was
trapped, trapped right He hadn’t
a chance. But he kept firing till
he’d emptied both his pistols. As
he paused to reload, the rifles came
up again during the brief Ilull, bul-
lets biting the sand all around him,
some passing through his clothes,
one knocking off his Stetson.

The battle had lasted but a few
seconds, though a hundred shots had
been fired. Banny hadn’t quit yet,
and didn’t intend to, not till he was
laid out. His guns were hot, smok-
ing from rapid fire. Suddenly, just
as it seemed Banny might fight his
way out of that death hole, some-
body fired almost in his ear; he felt
the sharp scar of a bullet that
plowed along his scalp. Hot blood
spurted from his head, running down

oT

into his eyes, blinding him. A ter-
rific pounding in his ears confused
him, and the whole scene shim-

mered before him.
He tried to turn, fired again, fin-

gers closing on his triggers; but
that was pure fighting instinct, for
he was already out. His knees

buckled and he crashed in the sand,
face burying into the pebbles. He
was down.

Next thing Banny remembered he
was coming to, trying to sing a

crazy song. His eyes were open,
but he couldn't see anything. Weak-
ly raising his hand to his forehead,
he found it thick with clotted blood,
to which clung sand and even small
pieces of rock from the arroyo bed.
Dizzy, mouth burning, body hot
from the sun, which was high now
—he must have been out for hours—
he sat up. His whole head was a
mess. Still, though it was aching, he
couldn’t feel anything but that scalp
crease on it.

Everything was quiet. He wiped
some of the dried blood away from
his eyelids, looked around. The
bodies of his two pals were near,
Shorty close at hand, head smashed
by bullets. Dave Morse’s mount
had carried him several yards down
the stream bed before Morse's dead
body had been hurled off, doubling
up grotesquely. Both of them had
been dead for hours.

“Damn ’em,” growled Banny, shak-
ing his fist up at the arroyo sides,
now deserted. “Damn ’em!

The leather case which had been
entrusted to him was gone. The old
man was gone. The canteen lay close
at hand; it had been propped up by
the loose sand, and there was still a
pint of warm water in it. Banny
drank a little, wet his handkerchief,
washed some of the blood away from
his face and scalp.

UZZARDS wheeled overhead,
black specks in the molten sky. A
stab of sorrow for his dead friends
struck the cowboy. Then, remember-
ing that his boss had said he trusted
him to get that money through, Banny
felt terrible shame. He’d been diverted,
ambushed as neat as pie. They’d left
him for dead; that slug which had
plowed through his scalp had messed
him up so they’d figured he was done
for. A quarter of an inch lower, and
they’d have been right.
He shook his rangy body, rising,
feeling out his legs. Yes, he could
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stand, even if he was weak. He
swore, shook his fist up at the cir-
cling wvultures. "That's what yuh
are,” he snarled. “I’ll git yuh, damn
yuh!”

The boys were dead. And he was

shamed, shamed forever. He’d been
trusted, and he’d failed. No alibis
would do.

He stood a moment, and then be-
gan to cast around. There was noth-
ing but death in the arroyo. He
climbed the sandy bank, picked up
a dozen empty rifle shells, standard
makes; there was no chance of iden-
tifying them. But his keen desert
eyes spotted a dark object some dis-
tance away. Peering at it, he de-
cided it was a horse, grazing.

The red sun flashed on metal close
at hand. He thought it was another
shell; then he saw it was silver, not

copper. He stooped, picked up a
tiny silver bell. He remembered
that stallion. He set his mouth

tightly, started to walk toward the
horse to the west. He noted that
the robbers’ trail led that way, too;
they’d ridden bunched together for
a few hundred yards. But, as Banny

slowly followed along it, the trail
broke up, disappeared in the dry.
sandy land.

HE intended walking down that
grazing pony, simply walking
toward the horse until, after many
dashes from him, it would tire and
let him mount. He could see now
it had a saddle on its back. The
killers had rounded up the others,
but this one had eluded them and
they hadn’t dared linger too long at
the scene of the murders and rob-
bery.

As he silently approached. Ban-
ny’s heart bounded, and he knew
why they hadn’t been able to catch
that pony. It was Winny, his own
mare, and she was shy of everyone
but Banny, wouldn’t allow another
man to touch her. Instead of run-

ning from him, she whinnied happi-
ly, stood lashing her tail, as he soft-
ly called her name. She made only
one or two short moves before he
caught the reins. A moment later
he was mounted on one of the best
ponies in Texas.

He looked over his shoulder, back
at the Curly L, miles away. There
lay his sick boss. Davis had been
driven to the limit when he’d sold
half his property. Banny knew that

the loss of the purchase money
would ruin him

And then, the boss had trusted
him. That meant a lot to Banny.

With a curse he swung southwest,
face grim.

CHAPTER 11
The Black Stallion

T WAS after dark when Banny,
after a long ride, silently pulled
up at the S-Star-S outfit, a

border ranch many miles west along

the Rio Grande from the Curly L.
Loosening his guns, he surveyed the
place. There were the barns, the
bunkhouse, the frame ranchhouse.
People went to bed early in that
land, for they had to be up with the
dawn for work, and no lights showed
now. Banny touched his mare’s soft
lips—that meant to keep quiet. He
left her with her reins dragging so
she’d stand and wait for him.

Mouth set in that grim line, he
strode up on the veranda and tried
the ranchhouse door. It opened, and
he stepped inside.

The room was dark. Suddenly a
man cried out at him from a couch.
Banny drew his six-gun, ordered,
“Lights up.” His trigger clicked,
emphasizing the order.

The other struck a match, touched
it to a candle by his cot. He was a
middle-aged man with a long black
mustache. Banny knew him as Haley,
owner of the S-Star-S.

"Why, howdy, Banny,” exclaimed



62 THRILLING ADVENTURES

Haley, and there was relief in his
voice. “1 thought | knew yore
voice. That’s why | didn’t come up
shootin’— we’ve bin havin’ trouble
hereabouts lately. What’s up?”

ANNY kept his eyes on Haley. He

knew the rancher well, had al-
ways looked on this neighbor as an
honest man. Only right now he felt
he had been fooled once too often,
and he wasn’t taking any chances.
So he held his gun ready for instant
action, though he didn’t point it at
Haley.

"Yuh got a sleek black stallion,
with a white right foreleg, Haley—
I’'ve noticed him in yore pasture.”

"Say, hev yuh seen him?” de-
manded Haley, rising quickly.

| seen  him—today,” Banny
drawled. “Yore brand’s bin smeared
over, but 1'd know that hoss any-
wheres.”

"Where'was he? He was stolen
from the south pasture two weeks
ago. | alius used him fer brcedin’
—he’s got a fine strain. Best hoss
| ever owned, too. Wuth a coupla
thousand.”

There was keen regret, honest sor-
row, in Haley’s voice, and some hope,
too, that he might recover his blooded
stock.

Banny scratched his head. “I
seen him,” he repeated. He wasn't
ready to confess what had happened,
how his boss had trusted him and
how he’d failed. "Any idee who
rustled that there stallion?” he de-
manded.

Haley stuck out his underlip.
“Got a good idee, Banny. On'y it
don’t do me no good. A Mex named
Colonel Mendez—yuh know him, I'm
sure—owns a hacienda ’crost the Rio
in Mexico. ’Bout fifteen miles from
the Border. It’d be no surprise to
me to be told my stallion’s home is
in his barn now. We’re purty sure
Mendez’ men bin raidin’ us. We lost
plenty hosses, a bunch of work

mules, and a few steers—fer eatin’,
| suppose.”

"Guess Il be ridin' now,” Banny
said. "I know Mendez, seen him a
few times, sure.” He started to
back out.

Haley shook his head. “Git yuh

in trouble, boy, if yuh cross the Bor-
der. The sheriff hems and haws
’bout goin’ into Mexico, says they
gotta extradite, see? And he won’t
do nuthin’ on suspicion; we got no
sure proof. This here Mendez has
his Mex cops all fixed up, too.

"I bin hopin’ to ketch ’em red-
handed, stealin’ my property; then |
could shoot ’em down. Fact is, |
on’y got a coupla men in the bunk-
house now. The others are campin
by the river ford. Bin watchin’ fer

them rustlers fer a week.”

“Right,” Banny said. “We lost
some stock ourselves, same gang, |
reckon. Well—I’ll be ridin’.”

Y’ ain’t goin’ over?”

"Maybe. Adios.”

Haley caught his arm. “But

they'll kill yuh over there, yuh young
fool. What yuh so anxious to trail
’em fer?”

"Oh, jist this-and-that.” Banny
pulled away, said "adios” again, and
strode out.

Haley came out on the porch, still
trying to dissuade him. But Banny
leaped on his mare, and rode south.

pproaching the Rio Grande,
shimmering in the moonlight, he
went more cautiously. Soon he heard
a gruff order to halt, saw a camp of
men before him alongside the nar-
row trail. Three of Haley’s punchers

rose, rifles ready. Banny hailed
them, and they recognized him.
“Seen anybody cross earlier?”
Banny asked, pausing to roll him-
self a cigarette.

"Nope. No one used this here
ford.”

“Okay. There’s another ford,

though, a few miles down—on Curly
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L land. Mebbe they could use that.”
“Mebbe so. But who yuh after?”
Banny expelled a huge cloud of

smoke, slowly remounted before he
replied. "Nice night,” he said quiet-
ly. *Adios, boys.” A man need not
answer questions if he didn’t wish
to.

He turned east, rode along the
bank, the punchers watching him si-
lently out of sight. After an hour’s
ride he crossed the pile of stones
marking the line between the S-
Star-S and what had been Curly L
property before Davis had sold his
southern section. The river cut
through sandy banks, winding in and
out, shifting its bed when it willed,
swelled from the flooded mountain
streams miles above in the spring
thaws.

Presently he came to the second
ford. He paused, dismounted, ex-
amined the wet bank. Even in the
moonlight he could make out hoof-
prints on the American side, point-
ing toward Mexico.

Banny pursed his mouth, splashed
into the water. Extradition was just
one of those words he didnt under-
stand at all.

On the Mexican side the country
grew suddenly wilder, covered with
prickly pear and other varieties of
cactus. He rode along in the silver
light, alert. The first grey streak
of dawn was on his left hand as he
came in sight of a ’dobe hacienda
rising from the plains. He left
Winny tethered in a grove of scrub

trees a couple of hundred vyards
from the hacienda and crept for-
ward in the dim new light.

the rear,

E approached from
H climbing into the stable by way
He could hear

hear them
Quickly and
rows of
he came
stallion.

of an open half-door.
the animals in there,
stamping, breathing.

quietly he went along the
stalls. And in a box stall
on the magnificent black

He could make out the white fore-
leg, and the smeared brand.

He patted his gun, turned back
toward the doors. A rack full of
bridles and straps, saddles under-
neath, attracted him, and keenly he
began to look them over. Several
were ornately trimmed, with ban-
gles and bells dear to the Mexican
heart. Searching more carefully, he
finally found one with a missing
bell. The little tinkler he took from
his pocket, which he had picked up
at the holdup scene, fitted perfectly.
With a satisfied grunt. Banny real-
ized he was in the right place.

UDDENLY he whirled. A Mexican
wrangler had crept up on him,
shining knife in hand, teeth clenched
and gleaming as he raised to plunge

the weapon in between Banny’s
spine and shoulder blade. Banny’s
thoughts ran like lightning. He was

alone and didnt want to advertise
his presence by shooting. Instead
of pulling up his gun, he threw him-
self in, head down, under the ex-
tended arm.

The blade tore through his leather
vest, scratching his ribs. The Mex’s
hissing curse was lost in a gasp as
Banny's fists rammed home to his
stomach, knocking out his wind. The
Mex fell back, Banny landing on
top of him, knee coming up to drive
into the vitals. The knife clattered
on the stone-lined floor. Banny
seized him by the throat, and
squeezed off all chances of cries for
help.

“Juan—Juan, que—" A second
stable man came around the cor-
ner, stopped in amazement when he
saw Banny beating the first wran-
gler’s head on the stones. He swore,
opened his mouth; Banny drew his
gun, cocked it menacingly.

“Quiet,” he snapped. The gun si-
lenced the second Mex, who stood
fearfully staring at the muzzle.

Banny rose, stepped toward him;
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the Mcx watched. Suddenly Banny
hit him alongside the head with the
gun butt, and he went down in a
heap.

It took Banny several minutes to
tie both men and gag them. He left
them lying side by side near the
rack. Then just to make sure, he
hunted through the barn and found
a third Mex, asleep on a pile of
horse blankets up in front. Banny
had him tied and gagged almost be-
fore he fully awoke. Picking up
one of the bright-colored cloaks be-
longing to the Mexes, Banny swathed
himself in it, borrowed one of the
drooping straw hats, and pulled it
over his eyes.

Gun held ready under the cloak, a
couple of extra ones he’d brought over
with him stuck conveniently in his
holsters, he started silently for the
hacienda.

THE low, rambling structure loom-
ed before him. He found the door
into the patio. It was closed, and,
when he quietly tried it, Banny found
it was bolted. He was looking for a
way over the wall when the bolt slid
back and a pair of dark eyes looked
out at him.

“Juan, is that you? What you
want now?” asked the inside guard
in Spanish.

Banny hit that door hard. He
drove his shoulder against it, and
it gave before his powerful body,
bowling the guard back into the

flag-lined courtyard.

As Banny looked straight at him,
the guard realized his error, and,
cursing, reached for a .45 pistol and
whipped it up. His shot tore past

Banny’s ear, burying itself in the
wall. No use holding fire now; the
alarm had been given. Banny fired
through the cloak, once, twice, and

the Mex fell flat on his back, his

arms stretched wide.
Banny started for the

in under a little balcony.

entrance,
Windows

were opening, men shouting, roused
by the firing.
"Americano—gringo!” came the

cry. Someone had spotted his face
in the new light of the dawn. They
began firing at him from windows,
and bullets tore all around him, rip-
ping through the flowing cape.

CHAPTER 11
The Raid

IKE a battering ram, Banny

hit the door, and it splin-

N tered, gave way so easily that

e catapulted

with hardly a break in his stride. It

was lucky he did so, for there was

a man with a knife crouched wait-

ing for hirg right by the entry, who

struck at him, slashing a gash in the

cloak as he sped past. A whole

mob of men—Mexicans, renegade

Americans who worked for Colonel

Mendez—all armed with pistols,

rushed from the right wing, coming

through a wide doorway. They

shouted when they saw him, began
shooting.

In the van Banny saw the white-
bearded man who’d played possum,
lured him down that arroyo into the
deadly ambush, stolen the money en-
trusted to him and shamed him. He
knew now that his hunch had been
right; the white beard had been a
faker, and had actually risen up and
sent that bullet clipping through his
scalp, shooting him from behind.

Swiftly his eyes sought a vantage
point from which he might conduct
a battle with at least a hundred-to-
one chance of success. Out in the
open it was only a question of sec-
onds before they plugged him, by

sheer force of numbers. Bullets
were tearing around him, the hot
lead whistling past his ears. He

leaped for the opposite wing, backed
through the door there.

Immediately a high squealing be-
gan, and figures rushed about like

into the dark interior
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frightened chickens, jabbering in a
strange tongue. They screamed,
they ran here and there, trying to
get away from the bullets. Instant-
ly Banny realized they were much
more afraid of him than he was of
them, scattering like rabbits as he
moved into the room. He saw a
yellow face, slant eyes wide in fear.

“Chinese!” muttered Banny. But
he had no time to figure anything
out just then. The mob was at the
entrance, was beginning to fire in at
him.  Banny knelt behind a large
table, and started to demonstrate his
superior marksmanship. He picked
off two of the attackers, who fell in
the door, blocking the way. Bullets
tore big chunks off the table, but
Banny kept that doorway bathed in
lead. The Chinamen cowered in a
far comer, out of range, crying for
mercy.

Banny paused to reload two of his

guns, the third ready at his knee.
He could hear the mob in the hall
excitedly talking it over, figuring

how to get him out of there without
losing any more men.

“Fool Americano,” he heard several
times.

PECULATIVELY and coolly he

looked around. There was a win-
dow behind him through which he
might climb, but then, he didn’t care
to retreat. As he started to swing his
eyes back to the door, a head ap-
peared at the window, and an arm
holding a silver-trimmed Colt pistol
was thrust through the opening.

A slug tore close over Banny’s
ducked head, lodged among the
Chinese, who scattered again, run-
ning wildly around the room. Ban-
ny whirled, fired, saw the surprised
look on the window gunman’s face
just before he dropped, a bullet neat-
ly placed between the eyes. A sec-
ond head took the place of the first,
and Banny heard them starting in
the door. His guns blared again as

he tried to cover both rear and front
at the same time.

“Gittin’ warm,” he drawled to him-
self, to steady his nerves. He leaped
toward the Chinamen, flourishing
his pistols, yelling at them to scare

them. They ran from him for the
exit, met the incoming gunmen,
fought frantically to escape. The

mob, thrown back by the stampeding
Chinamen, scattered; and Banny,
following with the crowd of Ori-
entals, was protected by the yellow
bodies.

E saw a half a dozen men, among

them the white beard who had
made a sap of him at the arroyo. He
turned his hot guns on them, sent
two to the hall floor. Bullets
thudded into the yellow men close
by him; blood spurted and the China-
men broke in confusion, dashing out
the doors, trying to squeeze through
windows.

Banny fired some more, winged
the white beard who sat down hard,
face red as a beet, cursing as he
held his wounded arm. The three
still up suddenly lost nerve, turned
with wild yells, and ran for safety

back into the other side of the
hacienda. In a moment Banny stood
victor, alone in the outer hall save

for the fallen ones.

When cleaning out a wasp nest
it's always good to get them all—
Banny knew that, in spite of his
tender years. He started to chase
up the three wvho’d disappeared into
the western wing. The white beard
picked up a gun with his left hand,
fired pointblank at Banny. Banny
felt the sear of the bullet as it tore
along the fleshy part of his side.

He whirled, dove through the air,

and landed on the other, knocking
the gun from his hand. Reaching
for the throat, Banny got hold of

the white mane—and most of it came
off the sharp chin. The man
screeched in pain as the false hairs.
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tightly attached with spirit gum,
tore away from the skin.
"Doggone,” gasped Banny, mo -

mentarily stunned, “if it ain’t Men-
dez I” That white beard was phony.
The hair on Mendez's head had been
dusted white with talc, which flew
out in clouds as Banny shook him.

"Don't, don't kill me,"” cried Men-
dez.

BANNY surveyed him narrowly.
“So yuh fooled the boss, huh?”
he growled. "Put on them false whis-
kers, an’ bought half his ranch. Then
yuh stole back his money which |
was takin’ to the bank. Mebbe yuh
think 1 can't guess what them
Chinks is doin’ here, Mendez. Yuh’re
runnin’ 'em acrost the border. That’s
why yuh need so many hosses and
mules, to mount ’em fer the ride. So
yuh bin stealin’ stock from Haley

and us. Well—all I want is twenty
thousand cash, Colonel. Git it up,
and I’ll let yuh—"

A shot crashed from the doorway,
ripping past them. Mendez screamed
a harsh order to his men to quit

firing.

“l haven’t the money,” growled
Mendez. He was a powerful man
of Mexican extraction, in his late

thirties. Now that most of the dis-
guise was off, his sharp chin could
be seen, blue with stubble. His head
was round, eyes black, fierce.

“Say, | found the S-Star-S stallion
in yore barn,” Banny said, with a
short laugh. "I reckernized that
hoss when he stampeded durin’ the

holdup, and he dropped a bell. 1
got yuh right. Yuh stole the boss’
money, and yuh made a fool outa

me. Well, the tables are turned, so
pass over the mazuma.”

“l haven’t got it, | tell you,” in-
sisted Mendez, eyes rolling.

Banny kicked him to his feet,
rammed a six-gun into his short-
ribs. “Git goin’, pal,” he drawled.
“We’ll see kin we find it. If the

ain’t
kin

twenty thousand yuh stole
around, mebbe yuh got some |

use as well. | got to admit yuh
fooled me back at the arroyo;
twasn’t till yuh creased me back
there | realized 1’d been led into a

trap by yore fake white hair, yuh
old scorpion. My ears is still burn-
in’, realizin® how yuh flimflammed
me.”

"l haven’t more than a few hun-
dred in the house, senor,” protested
Mendez. “I’'m telling the truth.”

Banny laughed again, shoved him
along through the entry into the
west wing of the hacienda. As
Mendez crossed the threshold ahead
of him, Banny noticed he hesitated
the fraction of an instant, so the
cowpoke was ready as one of the
colonel’s followers jumped him with
a knife, driving for his heart. Ban-

ny's six-gun blared, and the man
who’d been hidden by the door
doubled up with a bullet in the
stomach.

“Yuh take me to yore quarters,”

Banny ordered coolly. "I’ll look fer
that money myself.”

Mendez shrugged. “You won’t
find it.”

UT he led the way to a large cham-
ber down the hall. Once Ban-

ny saw a twisted, fearful face peer
from another turn, but a bullet
placed at the edge, tearing out a
chunk of plaster, sent the gunman
scurrying for cover. Banny shoved
Mendez inside the big room, looked
about. The sun was higher now,
the light better.

“Git out the money,”
Banny determinedly.

“It’s not here, senor. Sec,
the case we took from you.”

Banny saw the leather case which
he recognized as the one which had
been given him in Lew Davis’ sick
room. With a cry of victory, he
jumped for it. His attention di-
verted by the case gave Mendez a

ordered

there’s
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chance to snatch up a gun from an
open drawer of the bureau. But
Mendez’s gun arm was wounded. He
couldn’t take fair aim swiftly enough,
firing with his left hand. He shot
twice, but Banny was on him, had
twisted the pistol from his grip,
flung it against the wall.

Then, keeping Mendez with him,
he opened the case. It was empty.
“See, you’ve madea mistake,"
Mendez said quickly. "You came
here, killed a dozen of my men,
raided my hacienda, on a mistaken

idea.”

“The hell yuh say,” snarled Ban-
ny. “l seen yuh! Yuh skunked me
back at the arroyo. | traced the
stolen stallion here, and this is the
case that had the money in it. The
money must be round somewheres.
I’ll give yuh two minutes to bring
it out; then | beat yore lousy head
off, yuh rat.”

Mendez shrank back as Banny
stood menacingly over him.  “I
haven't got it. I'll have the police
on you for this.”

ANNY hit him in the teeth, hard

knuckles connecting square. Men-
dez collapsed, down and out. Swear-
ing, Banny began to search the
room. His ears caught the thud of
hoofs, riding hard away from the
hacienda. His spurs clanked as he
ran out and looked from an east
window, to see two of Mendez’s men
pounding away southeast, toward the
nearest Mexican town. He sent a
couple of shots after them, but they
only bent low in their saddles and
sped on. The range was too far to
bring them down save with an ex-
tremely lucky shot.

Returning to Mendez, Banny
searched the colonel’s person. He
found a small roll of American and
Mexican money, but not much, and
some papers which he examined curi-
ously. He finally put them in his
pocket. Now in complete charge of

the hacienda for the time, he prac-
tically tore Mendez’s room to pieces,
hunting for the stolen money. His
main idea was to locate it and get
out of there before the riders re-
turned with the Mex police, with
whom Mendez was on intimate terms.

HE worked with method, leaving
no hiding place he could think
of unturned. It took some time, and
the hacienda was a big place, as he
realized too well as he worked from
room to room. Those who could
walk or run had fled; the wounded
and dead lay as they’d fallen. The
Chinamen had run off into the south-
ern bush.

Hearing riders again, Banny looked
out and around. Down from the
American border came horsemen,
hitting it up for the hacienda. Ban-
ny loosened his guns, but recognized
Haley and two of his boys, pound-

ing down. They drew up within a
fifty-yard range, and yelled out a
loud halloa.

Banny answered. Haley came in
slowly, sighed with explosive relief
when he saw Banny.

“Thought yuh’d be dead by this
time, Banny. | found yuh’d headed
fer Mendez’s hangout, as | figgered
yuh would, so we come to pick up
yore pieces. Where’s the mob?”

“Dead, wounded or scattered,”
Banny said. “But if yuh want yore
stallion, Haley, yuh’ll find him in
the stable. The Mex cops’ll be back
soon, so yuh better hustle.”

“What the devil was yore idee in
cornin’ here?” demanded Haley.

Banny stared at him. Then he
whistled a few bars of a little song.
He found it impossible to confess.
When a man’s proud at twenty-two,
he doesnt like to tell the world he’s
a sap.

“Oh, jist a little hunch 1 had. But
I'm beginnin’ to think 1 made an
error.”

They entered the hacienda. Haley
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looked over the remains of the bat-
tle. “Some error,” he drawled.
Banny just couldn't bring himself
to tell his real error, losing that
money for sick Lew Davis. His
heart dropped lower and lower as
his search went on and he couldn’t
discover any traces of it. “Must’ve
passed it to someone ’‘fore they come
here, or else them guys that rode off
took it,” he murmured to himself.
Haley returned from the barn. His
men were leading the black stallion

and half a dozen other mounts. “All
my property, Banny, so I’ll take
‘em.”

“Okay. Yuh kin extradite them

hosses yourself, Haley.”
Haley grinned. *“You cornin’ with

us, boy?”
“Sure, in a few minutes. Yuh go
ahead. I’ll be ridin’ fer the Curly

L, so we’d have to split anyways.”

“Yuh say Mendez had a bunch of
Chinese here?”

“Sure. He’s runnin’ ’em over.”

“H’'m. | was talkin' to some Bor-
der Patrol men a few days back.
They say there’s bin hundreds of
Chinese leakin’ through. Mendez
has bin doin’ it, then.”

“Yep. But yuh better git goin’,
Haley, ’fore the Mexes come back
with the army.”

“Adios, then. Dont hang around
here too long yourself, Banny.”

ANNY nodded, poker face set.

Haley and his men, with their re-
covered horses, rode northwest to-
ward the Haley ford. Banny re-
turned to Mendez, who was sitting
up holding his head in his left hand,
right helpless at his side.

“Now, listen,” began Banny stern-
ly, “l1 want that money.”

“Let me alone,” whimpered Men-
dez, all the fight gone out of hiro.
*TII tell you—"

The heavy thud of
came to them. Banny
time the riders were

many hoofs
swore; this
approaching

from the southeast. New hope shone
in Mendez’s eyes, and he shut his
lips determinedly. Banny gave him a
final kick, ran out into the patio. A
cloud of dust from which showed
the flashes of the sun on gun bar-
rels, the figures of uniformed men,
told Banny he’d have to vamose, and
fast. He could never clean up that
army. They might bring cannon up.

Bitter disappointment in his heart,
he ran for the spot where Winny
awaited him. The van of the Mexes
was within a few hundred yards of
the hacienda as Banny leaped into
his saddle, stuck spurs into Winny’s
flanks, and turned toward the Rio
Grande.

THE mob spotted him as he rode
out from behind the walls, and,
with shouts and shots, swerved and
started in pursuit. They were heav-
ily armed, with rifles and pistols,
and fired at him from long range.
Again he heard the whang of bul-
lets intended for his hide, but the
distance was too great for accurate
aim, and everyone was moving fast.
Only a chance shot could bring him
down.

Low in the saddle, he rode as
only Banny could, keen eyes watch-
ing for holes in the prairie—should
Winny step in one and go down, it
would be just too bad. He didnt
bother to shoot back. But the pur-
suers, strung out in a long line, fired
now and then. Once a bullet cut
up dust a few inches from the
swiftly moving pony.

Banny himself was about through
for the day. Every muscle in his
lithe frame ached. Blood was
crusted on his face from the wound,
which had broken open again, and
he had a dozen sears and rips in his
flesh. He hadn’t slept for a couple
of nights. Luckily his pony had had
a rest while Banny operated in the
hacienda, and she carried him to the
river. Banny looked around again
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at his pursuers, then pushed the
mare into the warm water.

Finally reaching the American
side, he turned and saw that the
Mexes had drawn up on the other
bank, gesticulating excitedly. The
leader shook his brown fist at Ban-
ny, who made the appropriate ges-
ture before starting for the line of
hills beyond which lay Lew Davis'
Curly L. The Mexicans made no at-
tempt to chase him beyond the line.

Chin on his chest, hardly able to
stay in the saddle. Banny came to
the rising ground. There was bit-
terness in him at having failed his
boss. He’d done his best and it
wasn’t good enough.

“Got to sleep,” he murmured. He
didn’t want to go back to the ranch,
anyway. Not yet.

He turned off the narrow trail, up
through a gap. His mare he hid be-
hind a large outcropping of rock,
and, throwing himself down out of
sight of the road, he fell asleep with
Stetson over his face, shaded by the
rocks and scrub trees.

CHAPTER IV
One Against Many

ANNY awakened once or
twice through the day, only
to fall asleep again. His ut-

trusted. The boss had accepted him
at that—and he’d not come up to
scratch. He told himself severely
there was no use hunting alibis.

The sun was low over the hills. He
shook his head. No longer could he
delay his return, to tell Davis what
had occurred. He saddled Winny.
With a long face, he returned to the
trail, leading her carefully over the
rough spots. Mounting, he jogged
toward the Curly L. Immersed in
his thoughts, he rounded a bend past
the bluff which protruded out on the
trail, and came face to face with a
lone horseman heading south.

ANNY'’S hand traveled to his gun.

He drew, cocked it, had it up be-
fore he recognized the rider, whose
pony had shied as his master, too,
dug for his .45

“Shippers!” cried Banny.

George Shippers, the stocky fore-
man of the Curly L, stared at Banny
as though seeing a ghost.

“Banny! S’ help me, |
yuh was dead.”

“l nearly was,” Banny said quietly.

He rode close to Shippers. He’d
never been a favorite of the fore-
man’s, and didn’t like to confess
what had happened to him. But the
iron in his soul forced him to do it.

“How’d yuh git away from that

thought

terly weary body didn’t want to sitbush?” asked Shippers, pulling

It was near sundown when he final-
ly rose, stretched, went to his sad-
dle bags and took out some scant
provisions. Cold biscuit and dried
beef, washed down with warm water
from his canteen, made his meal.

Then he sat on a rock and put his
head in his hands.

“Sure are outa luck, boy,” he solil-
oquized. "Banny, yuh missed fire
that time. Now yuh gotta go back
an’ tell a sick man yuh failed him.
Some fun.”

He’d been proud of himself, too.
Not stuck up, but quietly capable,
looking on himself as fit to be

himself together. “We found Shorty
and Dave Killed.”

“Why, they left me fer dead, too,
George. It was pure luck | wasn.
Just happened to duck when they
give it to me. They thought | was
plugged right, but ‘twas just a
crease.” He braced himself. “I lost
that twenty thousand.”

Shippers inhaled deeply, stared at

Banny. Banny’s expression was un-
fathomable, made the foreman ner-
vous. “Oh, yuh did?”

“Yeah, | lost it. Now what’ll the
boss do?”

Shippers shrugged. “Go bust, |
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left—he told me to
ride this-a-way to see could 1 find
yore body, Banny—he was ravin'
bout it all. Talked a lot of yuh,
said he was sorry he’d sent yuh with
that twenty grand, yuh bein’ just a
kid. lie blamed hisself fer yuh git-
tin> killed, see? Didn't hold it
against yuh at all, jist said yuh was
young, and mebbe had got fooled.”

“He did, huh?” Banny’s tone was
colorless. It was impossible to guess
what he was suffering. He clipped
his words, that was all, eyes stead-
ily fixed on Shippers. *“I follered
them robbers to Mexico, cleaned out
the whole roost. | figgered out the
story, too. | got fooled. Shippers.
| seen that old white beard who
bought the ranch, sufferin’ lyin’ in
that arroyo. Pity threw me off
guard.”

Shippers bit his [lip. “ Twasnt
yore fault, Banny,” he said quickly.
“Quit worryin’. How was yuh to
know that old guy and Mendez was
one and the same hombre?”

guess. When |

Banny’s eyes widened an instant,
then turned to narrow slits. Ship-
pers' fingers twisted at his reins.

After a moment, Banny said, “What
was that yuh said?”

HIPPERS cursed, started for his

gun. Banny reached across the
three-foot space separating them,
caught Shippers’ wrist, shoving it

aside as the foreman pulled his trig-
ger. The slug burned across Banny’s
chap leg. As the foreman jerked
back against Banny’s pull, his pony
cavorted, and Shippers slid off, car-
rying Banny out of his saddle with
him. They fell on the trail, heavily
crashing on the rocks. But neither
took heed of the fall, reaching for
each other’s throat.

Shippers rolled out of Banny’s
grip, jumped to his feet. He struck
at Banny’s face as Banny came up
on his knees, caught Banny a clip
alongside the ear that made his

wounded head ring. As Shippers
fired a second time, Banny was in
under his guard, planting a hard fist
in an uppercut to the foreman’s
chin.

Shippers’ head snapped back, teeth
grinding together, Banny snatched
at his gun, got it, twisted it back
so Shippers’ fingers were caught and
bent in the guard.

“Ow—quit,” cried Shippers.

OTH Banny’s mare and the fore-
man’s pony had shied off, down

trail, from their fighting masters.
Banny hit Shippers again, in the
nose, bringing blood spurting from

the man's nostrils.
back, drew his gun,
pers.

“Yuh let yore tongue slip when
yuh said that ’bout Mendez an’ that
old phony bein’ the same, Shippers,”
Banny drawled. *I guess yore con-
science must be hurtin’ yuh, huh?
No way fer yuh to have knowed that
since the holdup, an’ if yuh knowed

Now he stepped
covered Ship-

it before, yuh must’ve bin in with
Mendez.”
As he glared at Shippers, chin

down, two Mexicans rode around the
bluff. The riders pulled up short as
they saw Banny covering the fore-
man. Banny, over his shoulder, rec-
ognized them as the Mendez men
who had ridden for the police.
“That fool Americano!" one of
them screamed, jerking his rein. The
second fired a wild shot from his
rifle, which tore past Banny’s ribs,
buried itself in Shippers’ hip. The
foreman groaned, lost his footing,
fell flat on the trail, twitching.
Banny looked hurriedly for his
mare. She’d run off, out of sight.
Swiftly he leaped up the side of the

bluff, took a look along the back
trail. It was jammed with riders
coming through the long gap. There
were at least thirty, several Mexi-
cans, renegade cowboys from the
Texas plains, but over half were
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Chinamen, mounted on mules and
stolen horses, chattering in fear at
the shooting ahead.

Those at the rear pushed to get
forward; the ones in front wanted
to retreat, away from the firing.
Near the back Banny saw Mendez,
arm in a sling, gun in his left hand.
Dark-skinned gunmen surrounded
him. Mendez, pale under his brown
skin, had washed off the beard.

“Surrender!” howled Banny, stick-
ing his head over a rock.

ENDEZ cursed wildly, tried to
turn, found himself blocked in
the narrow defile. Banny saw he meant
to run, and, taking careful aim, put
a shot into Mendez’s horse. The ani-

mal leaped high, sunfished, tried a
back throw. Caught against the
wall, the horse tossed the colonel

from his saddle, and whirled in a
circle before falling.

This made the whole affair a riot.
Madly snorting horses fought their
ridfcrs. Mules, cool in the confusion,
began to defend themselves from
what they considered aggression,
kicking out viciously. Chinaman
after Chinaman fell to the trail.

The gunmen sent a hail of lead
across the bluff, at Banny’s head.
Banny ducked splinters of rock.

“Get him—get that fool gringo,”
howled Mendez. But he was in
danger of death himself from the
flying hoofs. A clip from a hoof
caused him to scream in pain, and
he ran halfway up the bluff. Banny
crept silently that way, suddenly
stuck his gun out at Mendez.

“C’mere, kid,” ordered Banny
coolly. “I wanta talk to yuh.”

Mendez paled, raised his free
hand. His black eyes were fasci-
nated by Banny’s smoking gun.

“Come on, walk,” shouted Banny.
"I’ put yuh away fer good this
time, if yuh don’t obey.”

Mendez came slowly
“Don’t shoot,” he said.

forward.
He waved

his men back, ordered them not to

fire, for he was between them and
Banny. Banny reached out, seized
the pallid man’s wrist, jerked him
down behind the bluff. He took
away his guns and knife.

“Siddown,” ordered Banny. “I

want to hear what yuh was gonna
tell me when we was interrupted.
I'm powerful anxious to hear it
Where’s that money?”

A bullet whammed against the
rock, coming from Banny’s rear.
Banny whirled, fired, plugged a man
between the eyes. But this was only
one of several who’d come up be-
hind  him. Bullets hummed all
around, and Mendez was scrambling
for safety. Banny was caught be-
tween two fires. He leaped for Men-
dez, seized the colonel’s neck and
pulled him between the men at his
back and his own body. These sang
out to their pals on the other side to
attack.

BANNY had to do some swift figur-
ing. In a few moments they’d
have him right. There was a crevice
running some feet into the rock
nearby. Holding Mendez, Banny
jumped for it, crammed inside, pro-
tected from three flanks. They
couldn't get at him in there.

He kept Mendez before him as a
shield, though the colonel sagged
down on the rocks. A couple of
Mexes sent shots in, high, at Banny.

The day was failing now. Banny
could see the pale moon in the sky
as the sun’s rays faded. Stars showed
above his deep crevice. He could
hear the men talking in excited
Spanish, figuring how to get him
out. He knew it was only a ques-
tion of time. When it grew dark,
they could creep in on him.

Minutes passed. Banny cautious-
ly peered over Mendez, and a bullet
spat past. He drew back; he was
trapped for fair. He figured they’d
get him from above as soon as it
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darkened enough. In a lull he heard
shouts toward the Border side, shots.

He cocked his hot guns. There
was another volley. Cries of
wounded sang out. The men be-
hind the boulder, ready to riddle
Banny when he came out, began
retreating toward their horses. Ban-
ny came out, both guns spitting. He
winged two men, and, taking charge
of the bluff, began picking off ponies.

A tall man with a star on his
shirt-front suddenly rode into Ban-

ny’s view, leading half a dozen
Americans armed with repeating
rifles. They were driving Chinamen

and Mexes before them.

“Hey, Youngman!" shouted Banny,
recognizing the captain of the Bor-
der Police.

“Hello, Banny," sang out Young-
man. From then on he was busy
making captures.

After a sharp, short battle, Young-
man returned, a couple of dozen
prisoners in tow. Banny held tight-
ly to Mendez, dragged him along.

“Here’s the leader of the outfit,
Cap,” he said. “He’s got a hacienda
in Mexico where he’s bin keepin’
the Chinese till he could run ’em
over and hide ’em in Texas.”

“Yeah, | know,” drawled Young-
man. “Haley sent a man to our
camp, said yuh’d figgered how they
was smuggling in yellow men. We
bin after this mob a long while.”

Mendez was unconscious from in-
juries. Banny searched him again,
still hunting that money.

“Yore foreman, Shippers, got
wounded,” Youngman told Banny.
“He’s lyin’ back there a ways.”

“Yep. | want a word with Geor-
gie,” Banny replied.

ANNY stepped awkwardly into
his boss’ room. “Banny,” Davis
cried. “Thought yuh was Kilt, boy.”
“Come purty close to it. But |
banked that money.”
“But—they said yuh’d bin robbed.”

“l was. But not of that twenty
thousand, boss. | never had that.
We took Mendez and George Ship-
pers to the town jail last night,
boss. Seems Shippers was workin’
with Mendez, runnin’ in Chinamen.
Mendez wanted the lower half of
yore ranch, but couldn’t see payin’
good money fer it. So he fixes his-
self up with a beard and white hair,
come here, handed yuh twenty thou-
sand cash. Yore room’ dark, and
yuh’re sick, so yuh didn’t spot him.
The money was olmy, but Shippers
switched bags on yuh, and handed me
a bag of blank papers.

“rriHEY made a sap outa me, boss,
-L wantin’ to make it look like 1°d
lost yore money. When | come to, |
trailed Mendez, found that old guy
and him was the same. Cotfldn’t
find the money. On my way in |
met Shippers; he made a slip of his
tongue that started me thinkin’.

“To make it short, boss. Shippers
had that twenty thousand on him,
so | jist took it and banked it when
we went to town with the pris’ners.
I found that deed where yuh signed
the land to Mendez—so | burnt it
up. It ain’t been recorded yet.”

“But, Banny. We can’t keep the
land and money, too.”

Banny shrugged. “Boss, Mendez
ain't in no condition to buy no land
now. And Youngman says fer me
to keep the money, ’less we happen
to find who he stole it from. Any-
ways, | git a reward for each China-
man that was taken, and a big chunk
of cash fer that mob. Boss, yuh need
a new foreman—I’d like to pay off
what yuh owe and take the job.”

“You’re it. Banny, Boy,” Davis
cried, pressing his hand. “I’'m gonna
git well soon, and we’re partners
now. Yuh saved me every way.”

Banny sighed happily. “Well,
boss,” he drawled, “they made a
fool outa me. But they had a swell
party doin’ it!”



The Whirlwind’s
Frenzy

Back and forth across the room they fought

Stirred to Mad Rage by the Foul Deeds of Two Vile
Impostors, EI Torbellino Again Makes Swords
Resound in Senor Lazaga’s Inn!

By JOHNSTON McCULLEY

Author of “Alias the Whirlwind," "The Mark of Zorroetc.

known as EI Camino Real, shrouded with a haze, and black bil-
and into the little pueblo of lows of heat radiation rippled across
San Diego de Alcala, two horsemen the land. The presidio baked
rode in the heat of the day. merciless sun, with the troopers doz-
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DOWN the dusty highway The blue waters of the bay were

in the
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mg in the semi-cool barracks room,
the adobe walls of which had been
drenched with water.

The hot breeze sent swirls of dust
and litter around the little plaza. The
scattered shops, the fine houses, the
huts of the natives—all seemed life-
less. Few humans of any station were
to be seen. It was siesta hour.

STRANGE hour for any to be rid-

ing the highway unless it were a
native servant on a wild mule going
about an errand, or some one forced
to travel by emergency. Yet these
two riders came down the slope and
into the town, their fine mounts lath-
ered and themselves dripping per-
spiration that ran down their faces
through a film of dust.

They slackened speed when they
came to the corner of the plaza, and
guided their mounts to the inn,
owned and operated by Lazaga. The
long, low, sprawling adobe building
cast some shade over the hitching
blocks in front.

“We are here|” one man said, dis-
mounting 9tiffiy.

“A pest of a journey,” the other
remarked, getting out of saddle also,
and preparing to tether his horse.

“When there is a journey to be
made, ’tis the part of wisdom to have
it over quickly,” the first rejoined.
“A moment more, and we wash the
dust down our throats with wine,
and bathe our bodies in cool water,
and have our fill of food.”

“And, after that—amusement,” the
second added, laughing a bit as he
glanced around the sleeping plaza.
“Such amusement as this town—"

“Have a care!” the other whis-
pered. “There may be some who are
not asleep.”

There was one—Senor Lazaga, mas-
ter of the inn, a gentleman who never
slept if there was chance of business
and profit. He was alone in the inn’s
big room, dozing on a stool against
the wall. Hoofbeats had awakened

him, and the voices had brought him
a quickening of senses. Here were
unexpected travelers off ElI Camino
Real, and Senor Lazaga made haste
to welcome them.

He peered from the window to
make an estimation of them, a men-
tal appraisal of possible profits. Their
horses were splendid mounts, and
their gear was expensive. The two
men appeared to be leaning toward
middle age. One was short and fat,
the other tall and lean. Both were
dressed well, and each wore blade at
side and pistol in belt.

“Welcome, senores!” Lazaga in-
toned, as they strode into the place,
half blinded by. the sun glare, blink-
ing rapidly to get eyes fitted to the
inn’s semi-gloom.

One growled an answer which
meant nothing. They stalked to a
table, dropped upon a bench.

“Your best wine!” the short one
demanded. "We require bathing
water after we have had wine—water
properly warmed and scented. After
that, food. And look you, landlord!
We are accustomed to the best. When
our wine is not red enough, we use
our blades to let out human blood,
that its ruby flow may recompense
us for the lack of it in the wine.”

T AZAGA bobbed his head and grin-

* ned. He cared not how much a
man might jest, if there was profit
forthcoming. He disappeared into the
kitchen, to return promptly with
wineskin and goblets.

He did not awaken his fair daugh-
ter, Juanita, who was taking her
siesta, nor did he call Pedro Garzo,
his man-of-all-work. Time to do that
later, with a great show, when their
services were actually needed. Water
already was heating on the stove, and
Lazaga would have opportunity to
prepare food while his guests bathed.

“l,” said the fat man, “am Don
Marcos Pulido, and this is my good
friend, Manuel Gonzales, who is
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known in the north country as a man
with great skill at handling a blade.
No wise man will duel him.”

“l am honored,” Lazaga replied.

“There is no question of that,” the
one who had called himself Don
Marcos Pulido replied. “You are
named Lazaga, are you not?”

"That is correct, senor

"It may be what you call yourself
here in San Diego de Alcala—but do
not say that it is correct.” Don Mar-
cos Pulido smiled knowingly as he

spoke.

"I do not understand the jest,
senor” Lazaga said. But he had
started visibly, and his face had

grown a tinge paler.

"Once, in the vicinity of San Fran-
cisco de Asis, there was a man who,
getting in his cups, quarreled with
a gambler about the fairness of his
dice,” Don Marcos Pulido narrated.
"They fought, and the gambler was
slain. Not content with slaying him,
the other took the table stakes and
fled. Murder and robbery, senor! The
man was not found at the time, and
the thing blew over.”

“And how does this concern me,
senor?” Lazaga asked.

"l thought such an entertaining
tale might interest you, Senor La-
zaga. Alas, | seem to be a failure
as a teller of tales.”

<T T OW long ago did this all occur,
senor?”

"Some fifteen years ago, senor. The
man had a girl child he carried with
him in his flight. Regardless of the
hindrance of that, he escaped.- The
child’s mother had died a short time
before.”

"And what—what became of him?”
Lazaga asked.

"He dodged the soldiery in some
strange manner, and traveled to the
southland. He used the money to
start himself in business. He opened
an inn, seBor, to be precise—and
changed his name to Lazagal’

OW, Senor Lazaga paled in
earnest, and his eyes bulged,
and he trembled until his
fat body shook.
to terrorize him, as it had haunted,
him these years. He had slanKa
rogue and thief, and he had” taken
the money because he realized the
gambler had stolen money from him
on several occasions, by way of
crooked dice. Yet the law looked
upon his acts as murder and robbery.

“Are you accusing me of being the
man, senor?” Lazaga asked.

"We know you are the man,” Don
Marcos Pulido replied. “We have
made it our business to know.”

“The man was a scoundrel and
thief. He deserved to be slain. More-
over, it was self-defense. The money
I took was in place of that he had
stolen from me. My one offense is
that | grew frightened and ran away.”

“A confession of guilt,” Don Mar-
cos declared.

“l was thinking only of my daugh-

ter, that she would be alone in the
world, without relatives, if aught
happened to me. And now—"

“Be assured of one thing—we are
not officers of the law, not in the
service of His Excellency, the Gov-
ernor. We are not here to expose
you and possibly send you back to
be hanged—unless you drive us to
such a thing.”

"But how did you learn—” Lazaga
began.
“Enough for the present!” Don

Marcos Pulido interrupted. “Serve
us, and hold your tongue!”

They guzzled Lazaga’s best wine,
then went to quarters he assigned
them, a fine room on the patio, and
bathed in scented warm water. Then
they returned to the big room, and
to the best meal Lazaga could pre-
pare.

He was glad that nobody came to

the inn, for he wished time to com-

His past had come
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pose himself. He did not understand
the situation clearly. These men off
the highway seemed to hint at some-
thing sinister which might happen.

He did not awaken his daughter,
Juanita, for she would sense his con-
fusion immediately, and demand an
explanation. He was not a stern
father, this Senor Lazaga, not the
son to hush his child’s questioning.
He had adored her mother, and
adored the daughter in turn, and de-
nied her nothing.

Nor had he called Pedro Garzo, his
man-of-all-work.  The latter also
might sense something wrong, if he
saw Lazaga before he could get his
breathing and facial expression back
to normal. But Pedro Garzo had
heard.

Pedro Garzo had been awakened by
the hoofbeats. He had been dozing
in the patio, and thought it strange
that Lazaga did not call him to help
with the work. He listened, and he
heard, and he sensed the truth of the
matter.

He was a strange young man, this
Pedro Garzo, who had wandered into
the pueblo some months before to get
a place at the inn. Though he acted
a menial, he was from Spain, a scion
of a noble house, who had quarreled
with his father and taken to travel.
He had great difficulty at times curb-
ing the hot blood in his veins.

OW he wandered into the big
N room, stifling a yawn with the
back of a hand, then rubbing his eyes
as though just awake.

“Guests,” Lazaga hissed at
“Are you always asleep?”

"l did not hear you call, senor.”

Lazaga gave a glad sigh. That
meant, he thought, that Pedro Garzo
had heard nothing. He motioned to-
ward a broom of twigs, and Pedro
Garzo seized it and began sweeping
the hearth of the big fireplace.

He watched the newcomers from
the corners of his eyes as he worked,

him.

boasting, watched
remarked his ner-

listened to their
Lazaga also and
VOousness.

"Landlord!”
howled.

Lazaga ran to the table.

"We may spend some time in your
hostelry,” Don Marcos said. “We in-
sist on the best of wines and food.”

“You shall have it,” Lazaga said.

“Care for our mounts.”

“My man shall put them into the
corral.”

"Let him carry the gear to our
quarters and stack it there. Those
saddles and bridles are valuable.”

Don Marcos Pulido

EDRO GARZO hurried out to

take the horses to the corral behind
the inn. He inspected the mounts
carefully, looking at their markings.
He carried saddles and bridles to the
room Lazaga had assigned the guests,
and swiftly inspected the contents
of the saddlebags. His eyes gleamed
strangely, but his face was inscrut-
able again when he entered the big
room of the inn.

Don Marcos Pulido and Manuel
Gonzales had taken much rich wine,
and were growing loud and bold.
Some of the townsmen were at the
inn now, for the evening bowl, and
the card and dice game was opened
at a table in the corner.

The new guests decided they would

play. They gambled recklessly, and
lost, and paid. Presently, Don Mar-
cos Pulido laughed raucously, and

revealed that his money pouch was
empty. He called Lazaga.

“Good Senor Lazaga, you know me
and my station,” he said. “Your
townsmen are having rare luck with
the dice. They have emptied my
purse. Replenish it, good landlord,
and put the amount to my account.
Twenty pieces of gold.”

Lazaga grew cold. Twenty pieces!
And this man mentioned the sum as
though it were nothing. And Lazaga
understood now. This was a gentle
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sort of robbery. Don Marcos Pulido
was demanding payment for keeping
a silent tongue in his head. Lazaga
saw Manuel Gonzales leering at him,
and took the pouch and hastened
away.

Out into the patio he went, and
to the well. Reaching down inside
it, he loosened a stone in the curb,
removed it, and from an aperture
brought forth a leather pouch. From
this he took the twenty pieces of
gold, his eyes misty with tears. This
was his life's savings, gold with
which he had hoped to assure the
future of his beloved daughter.

“So this is where you hide your
hoard!” It was a soft voice behind
him.

Lazaga gave a cry and whirled, to
find Manuel Gonzales standing a few
feet away, leering again, fingering
the hilt of his sword.

“Put the twenty pieces in the
pouch, sehor,” Gonzales said, “and
hand me your big pouch with the re-
mainder."”

“Mercy, for the love of the saints!
It is all 1 have in the world!”

“You do not even have that,” Gon-
zales said, reaching for the pouch.
“But you have life and liberty, and
may make more money. If the sol-
diery knew what we know of you,
they’d deprive you, soon enough, of
both liberty and life, and take the
gold also.”

ANUEL GONZALES took the

pouch, and motioned Lazaga to-
ward the end of the patio. Pedro
Garzo, watching from behind the
kitchen door, saw that also.

The newcomers to San Diego de
Alcala resumed their gambling, and
now their luck seemed to change.
They were so fortunate that the
townsmen might have grown suspi-
cious, did they not think these men
were gentlemen of quality, Caballeros
who would not stoop to trickery.
Pedro Garzo, watching closely as he

the room, knew
Tricks were be-

busied himself in
the truth, however.
ing used.

But he said nothing to expose the
men, nor did he whisper the truth
to Lazaga. It would not be the thing
to antagonize these men now, Pedro
Garzo knew. It might react upon
Lazaga.

USK came, the game went on, and

the strangers drank more wine,
and grew louder and bolder still. They
ordered Lazaga around as though he
had been a flea-bitten dog of the
pueblo. The townsmen marveled that
Lazaga did not resent it, and believed
anew, since he did not, that these
visitors were men of high standing
and their visit a credit to the com-
munity.

The torches were ignited, casting a
flickering light around the big room.
Other guests ate and drank. Lazaga
and Pedro Garzo were busy, and the
Senorita Juanita toiled at the stove
in the kitchen.

“Who are these noble guests?” she
asked Pedro Garzo.

“Not so noble as they sound,” he
whispered in reply. “It were best
if they did not see you.”

“Indeed? Am | not pretty enough?”

“You are too pretty, which is the
reason.”

Her eyes flashed at him.

“Am | to hide myself always? Can
my father’s man-of-all-work be jeal-
ous of his employer’s daughter? Per-
haps you are a fine gentleman your-
self—no?”

Pedro Garzo glared at her. That
she had guessed certain secrets about
him, he did not doubt. That she knew
he loved her, he did not doubt, either.
But whether she loved him in return
—that was a big question.

He hurried into the room with a
fresh wineskin, and for a time was
busy aiding Lazaga. Don Marcos
Pulido lurched away from the gam-
ing table, his friend with him, the
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both laughing because they had taken
all from the other gamesters.

“More wine, landlord!” Don Mar-
cos called. “This is a rare place, this
San Diego de Alcala. We may remain
a fortnight.”

A fortnight! That meant ruin,
Lazaga knew. These men would
mulct him of everything, squeeze
him dry.

“And what have we here?” Don

Marcos cried, suddenly.

AZAGA whirled, and Pedro Garzo

turned quickly also. Senorita

Juanita, overcome by her curiosity,
had entered the big room.

“My daughter,” Lazaga said. "Juan-
ita, get back into the kitchen, to your
work.” There was sudden fear in his
voice.

“A comely maid,” Don Marcos de-
clared. “Tell her to come here to
me.”

“She smells of cooking pots, seiior.
Juanital”

“Am | to be disobeyed?” Don Mar-
cos thundered, looking at Lazaga
meaningly.

He beckoned Juanita, and she ap-
proached timidly. Thinking that per-
haps she was making an impression
on rich guests, and that it might aid
her father, she smiled and dimpled,
and Lazaga and Pedro Garzo almost
groaned.

“Sit on ray knee, senorita,” Don
Marcos ordered.

"No!” Lazaga thundered. "Juanita,
go to the kitchen!”

“Did | understand you correctly,
seiior?” Don Marcos asked, his eyes
narrowing and flashing. “Girl, come
herel”

He laughed and grasped her wrist,
and pulled her down to his knee.
Juanita grew frightened now. This
man almost stifled her with his hug-
ging arm, and bent to kiss her, and
she felt his hot, wine-tinctured breath
on her face.

She struggled to get away, pounded

at his breast with her little fists,
while both Don Marcos and Manuel
Gonzales laughed. Pedro Garzo
started forward abruptly, but Lazaga
gripped his arm and held him back.

Don Marcos was still trying to
claim his kiss. Pedro Garzo lurched
forward again, and pretended to trip,
and the contents of two wine gob-
lets he carried dashed upon Don
Marcos Pulido’s fine clothing.

“Dios!” Don Marcos screeched, as
he sprang to his feet.

He released Juanita, who glided
away and ran into the kitchen. Pulido
sprang to his feet, and caught up a
whip somebody had left on a bench,
and lashed out with it. Pedro Garzo,
suddenly playing his part again, cov-
ered his head with his arms, and
howled and begged.

“Lout!” Don Marcos screeched.
“Clumsy idiot! OQut of my sight!
Landlord, let me not see the fel-
low’s face again.”

“Get out!” Lazaga barked. But he
flashed Pedro Garzo a look of grati-
tude.

THOSE in the inn had laughed, and
now they turned to their own pur-
suits again. Don Marcos Pulido beck-
oned Lazaga to him.

“Your daughter, seiior, is dainty
and fair,” he whispered.
“She is a good girl—all 1 have

left in the world.”

“What would become of her, think
you, if you were deprived of life?
With no relatives, and being the
daughter of a man executed for mur-
der and robbery—~

“Have mercy, seiior!”

“Then do not oppose me in any
wish of mine,” Don Marcos warned.
“l wish to see your daughter again,
later, perhaps in the patio. There
will be a moon.”

Crushed, Lazaga went back into
the kitchen. These men had taken
his gold, and were working their will
with him. But they were going too
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far., He would save his daughter,
though it cost his life.

Perhaps, if he shot down these men
with his brace of pistols—

“Senor Lazaga.” It was Pedro
Garzo. “Should | not take salt to
the big black horse in the pasture?”

“Take it,” Lazaga replied. "And
return swiftly. | may have an im-
portant errand for you to do.” He
stepped closer, and whispered. "I
may want you to -escort the sehorita
out into the country, to the hacienda

of a friend.”

I and which refused to be
tamed. He was kept in a pasture

short distance away, waiting for the

day when Lazaga could dispose of

him. Pedro Garzo took salt to the

animal at frequent intervals.

Unknown to any, Pedro Garzo had
broken the magnificent black. And on
this moon-drenched night, when he
came to a certain place and whistled,
the horse came rushing toward him.

Pedro Garzo gave him the salt, and
slapped the sleek neck and talked in
soothing tones. Presently, he led
the horse, fingers in mane, down into
a coulee and to a jumble of rocks.
From behind the rocks he brought
forth gear, and made the horse ready
for the trail.

He brought forth garments, also a
hat, a long black cloak which
shrouded his form, a black mask
which obscured his face. He buckled
on a blade, loaded and primed a pis-
tol and put it into his sash.

He mounted, and rode slowly and
cautiously out of the coul6e and
through the deeper shadows. Pedro
Garzo, the menial, was gone; in his
place was EIl Torbellino, the high-
wayman.

Far north of the town, he sat his
big black in the shadows and waited.

AZAGA owned a monstrous black
horse he had taken in trade,
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From the distance came soft hoof-
beats and the creaking of carriage
wheels. Don Juan Sebastiano, a
wealthy man, was returning to his
town house after a visit of business
to the big rancho he owned.

Don Juan was dozing as his native
coachman kept the horses going. But
suddenly the native stopped the team
and gave a squawk of fear, and Don
Juan came alert and sat forward.

Across the highway was a huge
black horse, and in the saddle a
masked man who held leveled pistol.

"Your purse, senor!™ the highway-
man demanded. “Resistance would

be folly. | am El Torbellino!”
“The accursed Whirlwind!” Don
Juan Sebastiano cried.
“The same, senor. Your purse,
quickly!”

He urged the big black forward,
held the pistol in his right hand
ready to fire, and extended his left
for the purse. His eyes glittered

through the slits in his mask. His
voice was low and menacing.
HATEVER Don Juan Sebas-

tiano thought about it, he knew
that this was not a time to fight. This
highwayman had the better of him.
Moreover, the amount of gold the Don
carried was light. He took pouch
from girdle, and handed it up.

“’Tis a brave thing you do,” Don
Juan said, sneering a trifle. “When
the troopers run you down, and put
a noose around your neck, you may
not be so brave.”

“Drive on!” the Whirlwind ordered
the frightened coachman. “Lash your
horses!”

The carriage disappeared down the
highway through the moonlight with
a huge dust cloud rolling behind it.
The Whirlwind chuckled a bit, and
turned his big black down into a de-
pression, and circled back toward the
town. From a secluded place, he
watched.

Don Juan Sebastiano’s carriage
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went directly to the presidio. A
moment after its arrival, a bugle
blared. Lights flashed in the bar-
racks as more torches were ignited.
Don Juan’s carriage went on to the
inn, and there was commotion there
as the news quickly spread. EI Tor-
bellino, the Whirlwind, was abroad
again 1

Out of the presidio and up the
highway rode the troopers of San
Diego de Alcala, with burly Sergeant
Juan Cassara at their head. The
Whirlwind watched from a distance
as they rode past on their fruitless
quest of him. When they had disap-
peared, he urged his horse on toward
the town.

In the coulee behind the inn, he
stopped his mount and left him there,
tethering him to a clump of brush.
Through the shadows he went
quickly toward the inn. Crouching
against the wall, he listened.

Don Juan Sebastiano was there,
telling of what had befallen him. The
two newcomers were talking loudly
also, and Manuel Gonzales was re-
lating what would happen to this
bandit could he but come face to face
with him.

The Whirlwind went to the half-
opened kitchen door and peered in-
side. Nobody was in the room. He
could hear Juanita Lazaga weeping
softly out in the patio. Lazaga was
in the big room with his guests.

AGE burned in the Whirlwind’s

breast. There were several ac-
counts to be settled against these new-
comers. Lazaga, though he had slain
and robbed, had been justified in do-
ing so. His had been a life of rectitude
since. And here were scoundrels
threatening his safety and peace of
mind—and also threatening the little
senorita.

The Whirlwind’s rage became a
frenzy. He strode through the kit-
chen, pistol held ready. He stepped
into the big room and stopped at the

end of the fireplace, unnoticed. And
suddenly he spoke:

"Attention, senores!"™

" 'Tis that highwayman! 'Tis the
Whirlwind!" Don Juan Sebastiano
cried. "At him!”

"El Torbellino!” Lazaga gasped.

“Careful, senores!”™ the Whirlwind

warned. "Don Juan Sebastiano, here
is your purse.” He tossed it down
upon the nearest table. “I but pre-

tended to rob you, so you would
come here with the tale and the
troopers ride out of town and not be
present to bother me now. | have
no wish to rob you, Don Juan, nor
any of the respectable men of San
Diego de Alcala. My business is with
these strangers.”

HE strode forward a few steps,
and those in the room retreated
against the walls. Don Marcos Pulido
and Manuel Gonzales were upon their
feet, half crouched and bending for-
ward.

“Drop your pistols out of your
6ashes and to the floor, senores,” the
Whirlwind ordered. "Instantly, or |
firel | have a second pistol pre-
pared. One of you will die at once,
and the other will have small chance.”

They dropped their pistols, going
about it slowly, and plainly enough
with the intention of using them if
an opportunity afforded. But none
did. The glittering eyes of the W hirl-
wind were watching too closely.

“You, who call yourself Don Mar-
cos Pulido, toss your money pouch
on the table!” EI Torbellino com-
manded.

The pouch was tossed.

"And you, Manuel Gonzales, do the
same with the one you carry. | mean
the large one you have beneath your
sash.”

Cursing, Manuel Gonzales tossed
down the pouch he had compelled
Lazaga to give him.

"Don Marcos Pulido,” the Whirl-
wind said, "you are no Don, nor are
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you'a Pulido. There is but one pure-
blood Pulido, and he is a man of
eighty and lives in Spain. You are
but a mean trickster. You and this
companion of yours, who fancies him-
self as a master of fence, go up and
down El Camino Real and prey upon
unfortunates.

“You compel men to give you gold,
and are not above forcing fair ladies
to give you their jewels to prevent
scandal. Scum of the worst, you
are1”

“Give me chance at you!” Manuel
Gonzales cried.’

“That, precisely, is my intention,”
the Whirlwind replied. “Both of you
shall have a chance! | ask you all,
senores, to stand back and hold your
hands while | deal with these men.
Come forward, you who disgrace the
name of Pulido, and draw blade!"

This man who called himself Don
Marcos Pulido once had possessed
some skill with a blade, but had al-
lowed his arm to grow soft. And now
fear was upon him also, because this
unknown highwayman knew his se-
cret. But he could not act the cow-
ard in the faces of these men of San
Diego de Alcala, since he had named
himself scion of a noble family.

“You have my purse—” he began.

“And | desire your foul blood
also,” El Torbellino interrupted. “On
guard, senor, or be termed the craven
that you are.”

“TTTHY not cross blades with me?”

VV Manuel Gonzales cried. “Can
it be you fear to do so?”

“With you presently, when | have
finished with this man who befouls a
gracious name,” EIl Torbellino re-
plied.

Thinking that the Whirlwind was
off guard, Don Marcos Pulido rushed,
not caring whether he committed a
foul. His blade was whipped out,
and he slashed wildly, a cut intended
to maim. But EIl Torbellino side-
stepped neatly, took his pistol in his

left hand, and got out blade with his
right.

“Now, senor—” he cried.

In the uncertain light cast by the
reeking torches, they fought. It
scarce could be termed a fight. That
the stranger was at EIl Torbellino’s
mercy, those in the room could see
plainly. The Whirlwind played with
him, while fear came over the fea-
tures of the impostor, and great glob-
ules of perspiration popped out upon
his face, while his eyes bulged and
his tongue protruded.

ND finally the Whirlwind drove

him backward toward, the fire-
place, made a quick thruBt, and he
who had called himself Don Marcos
Pulido sank with a sigh, his blade
clattering to the floor, his life blood
ebbing swiftly.

"Now, you, senor—"

Manuel Gonzales had blade free of
scabbard, and gave a glad cry as he
lunged forward. This was to be,a
different sort of battle, for Manuel
Gonzales had skill with a blade.
Those who crouched against the
walls saw swift swordplay that
thrilled them.

Back and forth along the room
they fought, the light flashing from
their darting weapons, the steel ring-
ing as it clashed. The Whirlwind
was silent now, giving all his atten-
tion to the combat.

Manuel Gonzales began to tire first.
His footing became uncertain. His
movements grew slower. The tip of
the Whirlwind’s blade slit the fel-
low’s sleeve and brought a bit of

blood. He advanced to an attack
furiously, calling upon his reserve
strength.

From outside the open window
came a cry:

“The troopers are coming back!”

An expression of relief came into
the face of Manuel Gonzales. Per-
haps this highwayman would take in-
stant flight, and the duel end
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abruptly. But the Whirlwind only
bent closer to his task. His blade
became like a live thing, darting

swiftly in an attack that confounded
Manuel Gonzales, bewildered him,
drove him ever backward.

A slight pause, another furious ad-
vance, and the blade of the Whirl-
wind flashed forward and up sud-
denly. He sprang backward and low-
ered his point. Manuel Gonzales had
thrown wide his arms, dropped his
blade, and was dropping to the floor
—dead before he struck it.

The Whirlwind darted to the table

and scooped up the two money
pouches. He dashed to the Kkitchen
door.

“Senores, a Dios!” he called.

And just then the troopers, with
Sergeant Juan Cassara at their head,
came rushing into the inn from the
plaza.

v

HERE was no time for ex-
plantations. Sergeant Cassara
and his men beheld before

them El Torbellino, the highwaphigg and pistols.

with a price upon his head. The burly
sergeant bellowed orders, and the
soldiers surged forward.

The Whirlwind fired his pistol,
sending the ball over their heads to
strike the hard adobe wall and whine
in a ricochet. Then he was gone.
Through the kitchen he fled, almost
crashing against Senorita Juanita
Lazaga, as she came hurrying in from
the patio.

He brushed her aside and rushed
on. The senorita ran to look after
him, and managed to get in the path
of those who pursued and deter them
a moment.

The kitchen door spewed angry
and determined soldiery. They be-
held EI Torbellino fleeing through
the shadows toward the cou!6e. Pis-
tols barked, but on he went un-
scathed.

“Horses " Cassara bellowed. "No
doubt he has a mount—"~

They ran back to the plaza for
their horses, intending to get to
saddle and pursue. The Whirlwind
ran on, panting, to where his big
black had been left.

Working swiftly,
bridle and saddle. He slapped the
animal on the rump, and down the
coul6e the black rushed, to get out
at the end and crash through the
dry brush as he fled. Coming around
the corner of the inn, the troopers
heard. The Whirlwind was escap-
ing again, they thought, and took up
the pursuit.

In the darkness of the coulee, hid-
den in the rocks, the Whirlwind
smiled. The big black would outdis-
tance them easily, vault the stone
wall around the pasture, and be at

he stripped off

heme. The troopers would ride on
toward the hills, searching for a
horse with bridle and saddle and
rider.

In the darkness around the rocks,
the Whirlwind stripped off mask, hat,
long cloak, and removed sash and
He put them away
in their hiding place. EI Torbellino,
the Whirlwind, had disappeared
again. It was Pedro Garzo, Lazaga’s
man-of-all-work, who crept carefully
through the shadows and to the back
door of the inn.

E entered, his eyes bulging and

fear evidently upon him. Lazaga
was in the kitchen, comforting the
weeping senorita. There was a look of
joy on the landlord’s face. The two
men were slain, and his secret was
safe. Juanita was safe. He had lost
gold to the highwayman, but more
gold could be earned.

Then he whirled at sound of a
footfall, and saw Pedro Garzo stand-
ing there.

“Dolt!” Lazaga cried. “There is
work to be done. Two dead men in
the big room to be removed, and the
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floor to be cleaned and sanded where
it is wet with blood!”

“Senor Lazaga—here,” Garzo said.

He was holding out Lazaga’s
money pouch, and also the one the
Whirlwind had taken from him who
had called himself Don Marcos
Pulidoi

“Where did you get them?” Lazaga
cried.

“From the Whirlwind. We met
by the coulee. He told me to give
them to you and tell you he knew
your secret and that it is safe with
him. And he sent his respects to
Senorita Juanita.”

“My gold!” Lazaga
springing to his eyes. “And those
foul men slain! Juanita safe! What
a man is this ElI Torbellino! | wish
I might meet him one day and thank
him personally.”

Lazaga rushed away to hide his
gold again, in a new and secret hid-
ing-place. Pedro Garzo started to-
ward the door of the big room. He

cried, tears

felt a touch on his arm, and turned
to look down into the shining eyes
of Senorita Juanita.

“Thank you,” she said, “for every-
thing.”

“A rogue who does a good turn
now and then, possibly. | do not get
the entire meaning of it.”

“If |1 could meet him, 1'd tell him
something.”

“That you are in love with him?”

“Oh, 1I'd not tell him that! He
would have to find that out for him-
self. 1'd tell him to change his boots.
Across the toe of the left one is a

long cut, probably made by some
sharp rock. That might serve to
identify him.”

She laughed a bit, musically, and
rushed out into the patio. And Pedro
Garzo went toward the big room. He
glanced down at his left boot as he
did so. There was the long cut. But
he knew, thinking of the expression
in the senorita’s iace, that this secret
was safe also.
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The Secret of

HIS is the remarkable, true account of
an expedition to little known Easter
Island, far out in the Pacific, with its age-

old mysteries which still defy modern
science.
Captain Franklin Hoyt, world adven-

turer, stumbles across an account of Cap-
tain Gregory Tighe’s fatal attempt, in 1891,
to pierce the secrets of Easter Island.

Hoyt decides to have a look at the island
himself. He buys the 'Frisco Lass, hires
Captain Jacob Stegin as master, recruits
a crew and sets out.

Trouble sails with them! First an at-
tempt on Hoyt’s life. Then Jimmy Slavin,
a toxicologist aboard, is poisoned.

Olaf Johnson, an unusual looking sea-
man, is suspected. After Slavin's murder,
Johnson disappears! Then another sailor

Concluding the
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falls victim to the same devilish poison
that killed Slavin.

Reaching Easter Island, the crew starts
up toward one of the taliest monoliths. A
bullet cuts down one of the landing party,
but the rest press on. They find no trace
of an attacker. Danger is in the air.

They dig at the foot of the great stone
image. Hoyt envisions a fabulous treasure
to be unearthed.

Suddenly a red-headed sailor stands up-
right and exclaims: “Mene, wene, tekel
upharsin!”

It is the old Biblical warning from the
Feast of Belshazar: "You have been
weighed in the balance and found want-
ing!”

But the uneducated sailor, terrified, haB
no idea what the words mean; he has never

Pulse - Stirring Record of a



Easter

heard them before and cannot understand
how they came from his lips. They are a
grim warning. But why? From whence?

(Now go on with the story)
I Our own thoughts were be-
traying us.
dered the sailors against the face of
the monolith to work.
Nothing happened, save the crash-
ing of picks and shovels, for almost

Fateful

CHAPTER 1V
Sword of Damocles

HIS feeling of terror, that
came over us all, wouldn’t do.

Island

an hour. Then the picks struck solid
rock, which seemed to extend out
from the base of the great stone
face. | got down on my knees to
study it, and discovered that the flar-
ing rock base was part of the whole
—part of the monolith itself.

“Move back ten feet and dig
straight down,” | suggested, but Ste-
gin vetoed that.

Stegin, at my nod, “dmurn your back to the rock face

and work away from it to the edge
of the foundation,” he said. “It will
save time.”

The sailors worked with a will.

Voyage to the Land of the Monolithsf
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clearing the rock entirely as they
went. They perspired freely. And
their courage was coming back. They
even laughed and told a few stories.

Then something happened which
cast a damper over the outfit. It was
a simple thing, that might have hap-
pened anywhere, at any time, but,
coming on top of the sailor’s mysteri-

ous death, it filled everyone with
superstitious awe.
The redhead struck downward

heavily with his pick. It struck stone
and glanced off, and its gleaming bit
drove into the sailor’s leg, just above
the ankle, burying itself in the flesh
for almost two inches. He screamed.
Someone yanked the pick out; air
rushed into the wound, and the man
fainted.

That ended work for the day, eager
as | was to go on.

We went back to the schooner.

Next morning the redhead was
dead — swollen as Slavin and Mac-
kenzie had been. There was a brown-
ish stain on the cloth we had used
for bandage, where it had been placed
to seep through the wound while the
victim slept.

HAT from the wvery beginning
Tsome agency had been trying to
scare us away from Easter Island, |
thoroughly believed. But for a bit
of luck it might have succeeded, too.
If the knife, that first night, had
struck my throat instead of the bulk-
head above it, Stegin would never
have gone on. But it hadnt, and |
was becoming daily and hourly more
determined to go ahead with what
I had started.

Let’s see—how many dead were
there now, not counting Olaf John-
son, whose fate and whereabouts
were a deep dark mystery? Slavin,
MacKenzie, the sailor who V'd died
on the island, and the redhead; They
had all been murdered, no doubt
about that. But by whom?

I was more anxious than ever to

locate Olaf Johnson. He had become
the ogre of the piece somehow. And
what had moved against the great

stone face so soon after we had
landed? What had launched that
deadly arrow at the sailor? What

foot had left that sandal print? It
somehow suggested remote antiquity
But how?

OULD it be possible that in some
hiding place of utter mystery,
some descendants of the people who
had carved out these great stone faces
still lived? It didnt seem possible.
Scientists and would-be scientists had
tried to unravel the mystery since
the faces had first been discovered by
mortal men.

| started to build a theory of it all
of which may sound fantastic, even
preposterous, but for want of a bet-
ter explanation it must serve for a
time. There were so many things
which were never explained, so many
things which, it seems to me, cannot
be explained in any scientific man-
ner.

Therefore 1 took this tentative
theory, wild as it may seem—fool as
it may seem to make me—and talked
it over with Stegin. He agreed that
it was goofy, but could offer noth-
ing in its place.

My theory was that Johnson wasn’t
Johnson at all. He was a White In-
dian from northern South America,
perhaps from Dutch Guiana. Or he
might be from back of Darien some-
where.

Stegin and | pooled our knowledge
of the White Indians. Many of them
had gone out into the world, accord-
ing to wild stories, and traveled all
over it as members of crews of vari-
ous of the world’s navies. Many had
gone to school in the States.

Johnson had probably been inside
plenty of missions in San Francisco.
I was trying to find an explanation,
you understand, for the repetition by
the redhead of the words which had
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been written on the wall at the Feast
of Belshazzar. Johnson could have
picked them up at a mission some-
where. Or he might be a Bible
student.

But how had he influenced the red-
head to repeat them?

Here | had to go far beyond the
bounds of proven knowledge for an
explanation. The White Indians were
said—a legend which had come down
even from the Conquistadores—to be
able to see things at a distance. Cer-
tain members of the strange group
had reported, in detail, wrecks at sea.
Others had reported things happen-
ing near and far, only to have their
“visions™ authenticated in every de-
tail later by eye-witnesses.

A far cry, you may say, from
Easter Island. Well, | dont know.
Where did the White Indians come
from? Nobody knew. Might they
not be the remnants of inhabitants
left by the waves which had swal-
lowed Mu and Atlantis? If Johnson
were a White Indian—well, that

great stone face resembled him more
than it did any human being | could
remember.

BUT how had he, if this guess were
true, or even remotely true, horn-
ed in on our expedition? Was there a
fable among them referring to some
prehistoric treasure, let us say, whose

location had been lost? Were there
signs and portents handed down
through many generations, which

they would recognize when they saw
them? Were the great stone faces
part of their legend?

They might be, simply because
there was no other accepted explana-
tion—though this was my own en-
tirely, which | have not since en-
tirely cast aside. It wasn’t beyond
the bounds of possibility that the
present-day lands of the White In-
dians had once been connected by
vast areas of land, with the land
below water about Easter Island, and
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that what was now Easter Island had
been one of the mountain peaks of
that land. Or was it?

Having no other explanation, | ac-
cepted that one.

Johnson, then, reading about my
expedition in the newspapers, had
joined with me, taking a Scandi-
navian name because it best fitted
his type. He had gone along for the
avowed purpose of preventing me
from unearthing a secret which
should belong to his people alone,
and which he would somehow man-
age to utilize, or about which he
would return to tell his people, who
might find a way of doing something
about it.

THE whole theory, wild, impossible
and imaginative as it was, | clung
to for want of a better one. It gave
me plenty to think about, and filled
me with even greater eagerness to
get going.

We buried the sailor who died
from the poisoned arrow wound on
the beach during the early hours of
darkness, posted double guards on
the schooner, and got what sleep we
could.

Johnson, | was sure, had merely
managed to elude us during that part
of the voyage following the attempt

on my life. He had swum ashore
as soon as Easter Island had been
sighted. Probably to find out what
he could; perhaps to locate signs

which would mean nothing whatever
to us, and then to obliterate our
crew, one by one.

Perhaps it was his idea to get away
somehow on the schooner by him-
self, or perhaps—for all we know—
with some members of our crew he
might have taken into his confidence.
This latter didn’t sound reasonable.
White Indians, if there were any
such, were reputed to be utterly self-
contained, to refuse in any manner
to fraternize with “foreigners.”

Johnson, according to my spa-
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ciously developed theory — which
Stegin accepted tentatively — was
playing a lone hand, and had been
the figure we had seen beside the
great stone face.

The redhead? Well, | could ex-
plain that, too. And | may say here
that my theory never was entirely
disproved, nor was it ever fully
proved, one way or the other. Ac-
cept or reject it as you will, but bear
with me for the rest of the chronicle.

The redhead had an open wound
under his bandage. Johnson had
soaked the bandage with the venom
which had gone into the wound, Kill-
ing him of synthetic snake bite.
Some snhake had reached out of Dar-
ien to slay the redhead—just as a
human hand was reaching out of
Darien, or Dutch Guiana, to slay the
rest of us, one by one.

A veritable sword of Damocles
hung over our collective heads.

HE next time we went ashore—

which was right after we had dis-
posed of the dead redhead, next
morning—every man was armed with
a rifle.

The crew kept together in a com-
pact group, eyes alert for every un-
explained movement, with orders to
shoot on sight. Four times, on that
climb back to the monolith, one or
the other of the sailors fired at some-
thing that caught his eye. But there
seemed never to be any result of
this firing. Bullets merely whined
out to sea and were lost in the im-
mensity of the deep.

The men were firing at shadows.
Stegin did nothing to stop them. It
was a release for their feelings,
though | couldn’t get over the fear
that the rifles might be turned on us
at any moment.

I felt relieved when rifles were
stacked and picks and shovels took
their places in the hands of the crew.
They fell to work. They were cog-
nizant of the fact, of course, that

this rock face was the work of hu-
man hands, as was the foundation
below it which had been buried for
ages. They were feverish in their
search.

The foundation, two feet from the
face of stone, shelved sharply down-
ward, taking on a rounded shape,
burrowing deeply into the soil. It
was as smooth as though it had
been polished.

TNINALLY one of the crew uttered
J- an ejaculation. | stepped into the
excavation, first making sure that
Stegin had a position whence he
could guard me, and found what the
sailor had seen.

Strange hieroglyphics, not even re-
motely resembling anything | had
ever seen in any book, were cut into
the rock of that foundation! They
were the work of human hands, but
I knew in my heart that no scientist
would be able to decipher them with-
out some key to their meaning—
which he would not, | believed—find
in anything yet recorded about pre-
historic peoples.

I knew that some authorities spoke
of “cycles” of life; that they believed
that everything we possess today had
existed in previous cycles, back and
back to the beginning of time—if
time had ever had a beginning. If
this were true, then these prehistoric
ones probably possessed arts and
sciences, and engineering ability
which had been entirely lost to us
for ages. Only this would explain
the existence here of the great stone
faces.

In my notebook | copied the hiero-
glyphics as best | could, tucked the
notes away in my pocket.

Then my thoughts went back to
the redhead’s curious exclamation:

“Mene, mene, tekel, upharsin!”

By what strange hypnosis had
Johnson—if it had been Johnson—in-
fluenced the redhead to speak those
words? Well, to the devil with it! |
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wasn’t going to be warned away
because one Olaf Johnson had
weighed me in the balance and found
me wanting.

There came a spatting sound, then,
and a scream. | jumped to the lip
of the excavation as one of the sail-
ors fell, clawing at his throat—in
which a tiny arrow was imbedded.
In a few seconds he died as Slavin
and the others had died—by which
time Captain Stegin and | stood over
the rifles with rifles ready in our own
hands.

Stegin took command again. He
called off the names of half of the
force which stood so terrified in the
excavation.

“You men come out,” he ordered.
“Take rifles and scatter over the
island. Climb to the tops of all hills,
and shoot at anything that moves,
except us and one another.”

They started off. Now and again
the sound of a shot came to us. The
rest of the crew worked like Tro-
jans, as though, knowing protest
futile, they worked against time in
the hope that success would see them
safely away from here.

WENTY feet from the stone face

they uncovered a massive ring set
deeply in the stone. Simultaneously
one of their number fell with an
arrow in his throat—and the rest
charged us without warning, over-
powering Stegin and me and gaining
possession of the rifles.

“We won’t hurt you,” said their
spokesman, a man named Margot,
“but we’re leaving you here to 6tand
this stuff to your heart’s content.
We're going. Try to stop us, and we
shoot!”

And they started. We followed at
a safe distance until they had pushed
out from the shore. Then, acting on
a hunch, | yelled something at them
which made them turn around and
row back faster than they had rowed
away.
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CHAPTER V
Men Go Mad

44

N OOLS!” | yelled after our
I-"i rapidly retreating men.
JL "Don’t you know that we
are looking for enough gold to ran-
som all the kings of the world since
the beginning of time? There will
be enough and more than enough to
last each of you all his life, and for
three or four generations to come.”

My voice went out to them clearly.
They rested on their oars.

"Is this straight goods?” Margot
yelled back.

“l swear it!” | yelled at him, and
I believed my own words, suddenly,
with a conviction | couldn’t put out
of my mind.

So they came back. Stegin and
| stood and waited for them with our
arms folded. It wouldn’t do for them
to go gold crazy right away. | had
to make sure of that.

“But the captain and myself are
the only ones who know the secret
of the stone faces,” | lied—because
to say that anyone knew their secret,
was a lie on the face of it. “Do
anything to us and you get nowhere.
Stick with wus in spite of hell and
high water and we’ll get what gold
there is. If any of you die, just re-
member—his share will be divided
among those who remain.”

I offer no apology for this out and
out appeal to the piggishness of men.
I was desperately intent on carrying
out what | had started, and it seemed
to me that the end justified the
means. So | used the means which
came to hand.

Their eyes were bright as with
tropical fever as they beat both
Stegin and me to the excavation at
the base of the stone face. They
were pitifully eager now to obey our
every command.

I got them busy at uncovering
more of the foundation of the mono-
lith. We uncovered its edges in all
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directions, and when we had done so
the top of that foundation locked
like part of the back of a hippo of
antedcluvian proportions.

“Now,” 1 said, “test the rirjg. Pull
on it. Here, fasten ropes in the ring,
stand on either side of the excava-
tion, and pull. Let’s see what hap-

pens.”
Their hands trembled as they
obeyed me. They were waiting for

a miracle to place untold wealth at
their feet. 1 confess that | was hold-
ing my own breath; that | was as
eager as they were to run my hands
into forgotten stores of unlimited
wealth.

The pulling on the rope did noth-
ing. Then Stegin suggested some-
thing else that would take time, but
would bring into play everything we
had in the way of engineering skill.
Stegin proposed that our booms and
winches be brought here, together
with a motor of some sort, and
rigged up on the hillside to pull at
that massive ring set in the solid
stone.

We could add the comparatively
puny strength of the crew to the
task. The crew demurred. This
seemed too slow. It promised to keep
them too long away from sight of
gold whose very existence | could
not prove. But that we were being
warned away on the eve of some dis-
covery, | was sure.

VEN if we discovered only the

history of a forgotten race and
forgotten continents, we would all be
rich beyond the dreams of avarice.
The men who found the stories of
Mu and Atlantis could command any
prices for merely showing themselves
to the public of the world.

But | didn't tell the men that.
Gold—gold and precious stones—
that was the sort of thing to keep
them working. They insisted on tug-
ging at that ring in every way pos-
sible, from every conceivable angle,
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before they gave up and went down
to the 3hip to bring the booms and
winches ashore.

It took us five days to set up the
gear. During that time five men
were snuffed out by the poisoned ar-
rows, and never once did we locate
the person who had fired them. We
scoured the island in relays, but got
nowhere. Either Johnson—if it were
Johnson—knew hiding places hidden
entirely from the eyes of all of us,
or ghost hands had fired the weapons.
The last, of course, was a silly sup-
position which even the sailors soon
foreswore.

WONDER how the sailors would

have behaved had, on the fifth day,
the booms and winches failed to
work? | was never to know the an-
swer to that one.

If I had even guessed what was
going to happen | would have or-
dered every man jack aboard the

ship, and we would have sailed away
from Easter Island, never to return.
But, even so, the men would not have
obeyed me. They wanted to see the
thing through now, as desperately
as, before, they had wished to escape.
They wouldn’t have gone, even if |
had known what was going to hap-
pen and had warned them.

Gold was reflected in their eyes,
and gold has driven men mad since it
was first declared precious to man-
kind. No, I can’t blame myself en-
tirely for what happened afterward.

We had adjusted the booms and
the winches, so located as to furnish
the most effective fulcrum for the
job of lifting we had to do—and our
gear was modern, the best that trav-
eled on any ship. Again we were
amazed by the engineering mystery
these great stone faces presented.
How had the monoliths been moved
to their present locations?

Present day gear could not handle
them, take them aboard and lower
them from any ships that floated. If,
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back there in the dawn of time, the
inhabitants of this place had trans-
ported the stones by vessel, what
monstrous vessels, equipped with
what monstrous cranes and winches,
they must have used! Ours would
have been pygmies beside them.
Stegin held his right hand high,
ready to give the signal. His face
would never be whiter when he was
dead. If he failed—well, | thought
I saw in his face that he hoped to
fail, but I may have been mistaken—
perhaps that was my imagination.

AT we were about to open the

door of the dim and dusty past, |
knew very well, as Stegin must have
known. Maybe it was a forbidden
door which would exact a toll, in
lives, of all of us, as lives had al-
ready been lost to gain the secret of
Easter Island.

The motor groaned.
strained. The boom
double with the strain.

But the foundation began to move |
| studied the great stone face. It
did not move. There was a cleavage
somewhere, where the foundation and
the monolith met. Up and up, slowly,
slowly, came the foundation. From
below it came a creaking sound
which may have been a warning voice
from the very soul of time.

I began to laugh hysterically.
Stegin whirled on me.

“Cut it, Hoytl” he snapped. “You
can't go crazy at this stage of the
game.”

“l was just thinking how this door
—or whatever it is—resembles the
lid of a rumble seat on an automo-
bile,” | said. “But what an automo-
bile it would need to use this lid.”

The lid came up easier and easier
as it lifted higher and higher, and
I was glad we had a good crew at
work on the winch. The winchman
knew his business. His eyes were al-
most popping from his head as he
bent to peer under the foundation,

The winch
almost bent
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or what must be part of the founda-
tion of the monolith.

Finally the upward motion stopped.
The winchman gasped.

“Look!” he said, and pointed.

The chains which had borne such
unbelievable strain, hung slack be-
tween the end of the boom and the
ring. The trapdoor had risen at
least four feet on its own power,
without the aid of the winch! That
seemed to indicate that it had been
set on a fulcrum of some sort.

I let my breath out explosively.
But | was afraid of traps set by long
dead hands. The crew gathered about,
before the black opening which, un-
der that trapdoor, led down into
ebony darkness.

“We’ve got to give good air time
to circulate in there,” | said, amazed
at how tiny my own voice had be-
come. “Meanwhile, to make sure of
everything, get poles from some-
where, even if you have to unstep
masts and saw them into the proper
lengths, and prop up that piece of
stone. The thing must weigh tons.
If it drops back into place while we
are down below, we’ll never get out.”

This didn’'t frighten the sailovp.
Nothing frightened them now. They
believed that they were Boon to dip
their hands into untold wealth. They
would have gone into that hole right
now, even if they knew they would
be trapped by the door’s falling into
place.

LOOKED up at the great stone

face.

Was it fancy, or did the mighty
eyes of the thing regard me with
malevolent intentness? | studied
them for a long moment and decided
that they hadn't changed in the
slightest.

Then, while the sailors were hur-
rying away for poles to hold the
door in place, | carefully circled the
monolith to see whether or not our
efforts had moved it at all. But thf
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ground around it was unbroken, save
where we ourselves had broken it.

I did note one thing—that the
width of the trapdoor exactly
equalled the width of the base of the
monolith. A good engineering job
bad been done here. These people
of the past were folks with whom to
reckon. My respect for them was
growing by leaps and bounds.

Poles were not available on Easter
Island, but it was found to be un-
necessary to unstep the masts of the
Frisco Lass. The crew found some
pieces of rock which, by dint of
much labor, they dragged to the ex-
cavation, and placed as braces under
the trapdoor.

T was now nearing sunset on the
most eventful day we had spent on

this expedition. Stegin and | ex-
changed glances.

“Shall we wait for morning?”

I considered for a moment. The

sailors were wild with excitement,
all the wilder because they were si-
lent—like pent-up powder magazines.
Even Stegin had lost his usual re-
serve.

Another poisoned arrow came from
somewhere to kill another of our
men. He fell into that black hole
without a sound—and we gave him
scarcely a thought. We were too
deeply intent on something else, the
secret of Easter Island.

Were we about to find it? And
if this stone face hid such a secret,
what might be found at the bases of
the other great stone faces? It stag-
gered the imagination. But some-
body in this outfit had to act with
good judgment.

“We won’t go in until morning,” |
decided. “The air in there, if it is
very deep, must be foul beyond com-
prehension. We’ve plenty of time.
We cant risk our lives to get at the
treasure | believe to be here, merely
because we are impatient to get to
it. There isn't a chance in the world

that anyone will come here to take
it away from us.”

But the sailors insisted that the ex-
cavation be guarded during the night.
They cast lots among themselves, and
six of them, with two rifles each,
took up the task of guarding the
place against chance marauders—
and against the agency of the poi-
soned arrows.

Funny about those arrows—men
who knew they might be struck at
any moment did not now worry about
them; and I’ll wager the last man
struck was thinking only of untold
wealth when he died.

We went back to the ship.

Bright and early next morning we
returned to the excavation. It was
exactly as we had left it, save for one
important circumstance: the six sail-
ors had vanished! Not even their
rifles remained.

Where had they gone? There were
now fourteen of us left, besides two
left aboard the schooner—sixteen all
told. | stepped into the excavation,
tested the air from the opening, to
find it fresh.

“Let's go,” | said, and we started
down under the stone trapdoor below
the great stone face.

CHAPTER VI

A Door Closes

HE sailors pressed closely
after me. Stegin had assigned
two to remain at the lip of

the excavation to make sure that we

were not interfered with from the
rear. We had flashlights with us,
together with many extra batteries.
I had gone into caverns before in my
time, and had spent seventeen days

in one. | knew what it meant to
have batteries run out. | was taking
no chances.

The last thing | saw as | stepped

into the black opening under the
stone door was the broad, ancient
face of the stone monolith. | wasnt
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sure even then but that it stared at
me with plainly evident malevolence.

My light found an incline, a sort
of ramp, shortly after a brief set of
spiral steps, clinging to the sides of
the pit, took me below the surface
of the earth. | noted, with some mis-
givings, that the ramp, or incline, led
directly down the face of the hill
in a straight line from the base of
the monolith.

“We’re going down under the sea
toward the ’Frisco Lass!” Stegin, at
my right, said dryly, his words echo-
ing in the place like trapped thunder.

That, of course, was pure chance,
but in real life chance plays a far
more important part in men’s lives
than would be allowed in a story of
fiction.

The ramp went steeply down. |
cast my light about. The walls of
the tunnel-like ramp were of black
stone, absolutely dry as with the dust
of ages. There was some dust on the
floor, but in it there were no foot-
prints. The last footprint must have
vanished a thousand years before the
first Norseman landed in Newfound-
land.

Y heart hammered with excite-

ment. A cool breeze seemed to
play across our faces from the unex-
plored depths ahead. But it might have
been merely the circulating of the
wind from the heights we had left.
The sailors were walking on tiptoe
down the ramp, whispering among
themselves. They were close on my
heels because of fear.

I looked back once to see that they
also were looking back, their eyes
wide with fear, as though they ex-
pected something to attack them
from the rear. This was absurd to
my mind, for there were no side-tun-
nels and we had placed a guard at
our rear.

The incline was so steep that we
had to be careful of our footing to
make sure that we did not slip and,
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perhaps, slide off into some infinite
abyss. I marveled at the hands
which had cut this ramp from the
living rock of Easter Island. But
hands that could have set the great
monoliths should have had little
trouble with this.

| noted the size of the tunnel, and
there was something about it that
clicked in my brain; it struck me
that it was about as big in its breadth
and height as the stone monolith
which had so intrigued us. But | set
no importance on this at the moment,
though | was destined to remember
it to the end of my days.

E went on down. The air became
Wcolder. Once | shouted, while
we paused for a moment, and my
voice seemed to roll down the in-
cline like a rock dropped at its top
and allowed to catapult into dark-
ness. | had a sense of some deep
cavern yet unplumbed.

“We’re about under the sea now,
Hoyt,” said Stegin quietly. “At a
guess |'d say something like four
hundred feet under it.”

I glanced upward. There was no
seepage, if what Stegin had told me
was true. The long dead engineers
had labored prodigiously to produce
this place which the sea had not
been able to penetrate through all
the centuries.

I hurried a little.
eager Even
stopped.

1 judged we had been scrambling
down the smooth incline for twenty
minutes, when we came to the lip
of the abyss. We had been throw-
ing our lights ahead to make sure
that we did not step off into noth-
ingness, and | gasped when | saw
what lay under our feet.

It was an abyss. The stark sim-
plicity of it was breath-taking. It
was just a vast cavern in the living
rock, big enough to have held the
massed companies and battalions of

We were all
the whispering had
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a regiment. The incline broke off
short, here, but leading around to
the right was a flight of stone steps,
also cut from the living rock.

| decided that this place had prob-
ably been dug by the sea even be-
fore Mu or Atlantis, whichever this
had been, had sunk beneath the sea
—at some time long before that,
when, during one of the world’s
cycles, this place had previously been
underwater. The vanished artisans
had merely smoothed out and made
perfect the work of the sea.

Our footfalls echoed hollowly on
those stairs as we went down. The
sound crashed back and forth be-

tween the circular walls. 1 judged
the amphitheater-like place to be
about two hundred feet deep. The

steps led around to the right, circu-
lar, down to the floor level.

I marched down without hesita-
tion. The sailors followed me. Steg-
in was still at my right hand. No
Columbus or Magellan had ever so
thrilled to the glory of discovery.

We were unraveling the secret of
Easter Island. | was sure of that
now, and the realization could not
come to me all at once, because it
numbed me with its majesty, and |
had to realize it a little bit at a
time.

INALLY we reached the floor of

the place, and stopped to listen to
the silence. When the echoes of our
footfalls died out—and we waited un-
til they did—the silence was so
thick— Well, never before had | expe-
rienced a silence so deep, so pregnant
with the calm of the ages, so filled
with the indefinable odor of long van-
ished mortality.

“God Almighty!” said Stegin.

It wasn’t an oath, but a prayer. 1
felt like saying it myself. The two
words, spoken here | was sure for
the first time since the world was
born out of chaos, went rocketing
back and forth about the vast room

in which we were dwarfed to ant-
size.

Then we got busy with our flash-
lights.

The walls were piled high with
boxes. No, on coming closer, I saw
they were not boxes, but niches in
the wall, a countless number of them,
into which the stone boxes had been

thrust. It struck me that these an-
cient people, who must have been
here long before China was even

dreamed of, had stolen the centur-

ies on China.

DAY the world knows that a

skilled Chinese artisan can take a
solid ball of ivory and so carve it
that any number of little balls re-
sult, one inside the other.

These ancients had done that with
the living stone. They had literally
cut boxes out of the living rock,
leaving the niches out of which they
had cut them as receptacles in which
they might move back and forth like
drawers.

Set in the front of each box—for
want of a better name—was a ring of
stone. | looked at Stegin as | put
my hand to one of the rings.

He stared at me for a long mo-
ment. Then he shrugged, and |
pulled out the box.

It was empty!

Startled, | went to the next box
in line. There were so many of them
that it would have taken one man
hours to have pulled all of them
forth. They came out with such
ridiculous ease. | pulled out the
next box. It was not empty!

It was packed to the top with or-
naments of gold the like of which
this world bas not seen since the
great continents vanished. There
were breastplates of gold. There were
bucklers of gold. There were, marvel
of marvels, golden coins, or so |
judged them to be, so massive that
I could scarcely hold one of them in
my hands.
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There were heads on the coins, and
the faces resembled the great stone
face we had passed under to get here.
Gold! Mountains of gold!

| spoke the fatal word: “Goldl”

I think | really intended to close
the boxes, after | had opened them
one by one, and return here later
with a larger expedition of several
ships. But the one word had set the
sailors off.

TH EY rushed on the boxes. They
yanked them forth as far as they
would come. They grabbed out the
contents and—how could one describe
them.

I saw instantly that we could
never take away even a tithe of all
this wealth, which went beyond my
wildest dreams.

The sailors, even Stegin, had gone
mad with the age-old lust for gold.
They dribbled the bright glowing
stuff through their hands. They
drooled over it. They fondled it.
They were mad with greed for its
possession.

I knew, studying them, that not
one would have heard the roaring of
a cannon exploded in the cavern.
Each was intent on himself. Each
was building his dreams for the fu-
ture. Each was thinking of what he
would buy for himself.

Each wished somehow, anyhow, to
procure all of this gold for himself
—yes, even though each must have
realized that in even one box of all
the scores and hundreds there must
be more than he could spend all the
remaining days of his life.

Yet they fought and snarled at one
another as they hurried, madly pant-
ing, to find gold and more gold—
when the place was filled with it
under our hands for the taking. It
could not vanish, yet each man be-
haved as though there were urgency
for speed; each man showed fear of
the rapacity of his neighbor because
he knew his own greed for the yel-

a
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low metal which for so many ages
men have regarded as precious.

The sailors were piling it high in
the amphitheater. There was no
cloth, I noticed, and knew that age
had erased any cloth there might
have been. Only the gold was im-
perishable.

In one box | found a vast number
of golden figurines, no larger than
a man’s thumb, which | believed to
be the forerunners of our chessmen
of today. | believed them to be part
of a game of some sort.

Absentmindedly | thrust one of
the figurines into my pocket. It
seemed a strange thing to do, to take
but one little figure when here was
enough gold to disrupt all the money
markets of the world.

The sailors had gone mad.

And then, in the midst of their
madness, screams came down from
the incline, down the way we had
come. | looked up, startled.

Stegin, as bad as the rest, didn’t
even hear the screams, nor did the
sailors. They were sliding the
baubles of a continent through their
hands. | looked up, as | say, and
saw the two sailors we had left
above come catapulting over the rim,
to break themselves to bits among
us.

T GLANCED wildly around. Then

for the first time | saw the sailor
who had been the last to feel the
poisoned arrows—who had plunged
into the black pit the night before.
I don’t know why | missed him be-
fore.

He had been smashed out of hu-
man resemblance by his fall, and
had remained up to now, just outside
the circles of our lights.

Now the ghastly sound which came
down after the sailors was like noth-
ing ever heard on this earth! It was
like an avalanche, like a snowslide.
Wind whistled down the ramp, ris-
ing to a wild, shrill crescendo. |
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heard a grinding, a crashing, a slid-
ing sound.

I raced madly for the steps, shout-
ing to the sailors and to Stegin. But
they didn’t hear me. | was halfway
up the steps, beyond the direct line
of the ramp, when the horror struck
us. It was the great stone-faced
monolith.

T came shooting out of the tunnel-
I like ramp as though hurled from
some mighty cannon. The earth shook
as it came. | could feel the stone
roof falling upon us, shaken down
by the ghastly projectile.

I knew what had happened. Some-
how the great monolith had been
catapulted into the opening, to slide
down the ramp | now knew had been
built for just that purpose.

The monstrous thing came out,
with a rush of air that pinned me
against the wall like a fly against a
windowpane. The air ahead of that
sliding thing had been compressed
beyond all imagining. My lungs
seemed to have flattened out. My
heart stood still, then drew together
and became small.

The monolith shot out over the
lip of the abyss—and it was then

that the sailors looked up. That
was the last | ever saw of them,
merely that they had looked up.

The great monolith obliterated them,
and the vast cavern was filled with
it. No sounds came up. No lights
showed after the monolith had
crashed into the place.

The earth swayed and rocked as
though an earthquake had possessed

Easter Island—and the sea came in
like an avenging demon. The bottom
fell out of the ocean. | knew that

the ocean beyond the reef would
rush in to fill the space, and it did.
How much of this is actual fact,
how much my own imagination, |
cannot say even now for certain. |
only know that at the time | was
positive | saw what | am telling.

Debris poured out of the ramp into
the vast hole—and | knew that all
trace, as had been planned in the be-
ginning by the builders, of the mono-
lith was being blotted out.

I could tell what had happened.
Had | been a better engineer | might

perhaps have prevented it. But |
hadn’t been.
When the winch had lifted the

foundation at the base of the great
stone face, the fact that the founda-
tion had risen the last few feet of its
own accord was proof of its delicate
balance. Balanced by what? The only
other thing which could have bal-
anced its terrific weight—the great
stone face itself!

Yes, | knew what had happened.
Something behind the monolith had
toppled it forward onto the door. A
locomotive could not have done it
when the trapdoor was down. When
lifted and balanced, the hands of one
man could have—and had, undoubt-
edly—done it.

The monolith had fallen onto the
door, breaking it into fragments.
Then—as had been intended when
the monolith was set in place—the
great statue, figure, call it what you
will, had slid into the tunnel.

So mighty was the monolith that,
fitting the tunnel almost exactly, it
compressed air in the tunnel and the
cavern to the breaking point as it
slid into the abyss, filled with air
which could not escape past the slid-
ing stone monster but must somehow
escape,

HAIL to the long vanished engi-
neers who had accomplished the
task! A million—who knew how
many?—years later, it proved a suc-
cess. | saw it, and | live to tell the
story. The compressed air blew out
the roof of the cavern, and the roof
was the floor of the sea on whose
bosom rested the ’Frisco Lass.

No wonder land and sea went mad
with the might of it. Tons upon tons
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of sea-water rushing into the breach,
pouring into the abyss, covering it
from sight, drowning sailors, and se-

crets and gold beyond all redemp-
tioa

This much | saw in a flash—as
though lightning had spun across

my mind—and wondered if, somehow,
in the maelstrom, fate would leave
me a way of escape to the surface
of the sea.

Then the air caught me, and the
swirling waters of the sea itself.
They seemed to hurl me skyward,
snatching me off the ramp, out of the
abyss, upward through tons and fath-
oms of raging green waters.

And then, oblivion. The world
rocked and churned. The ocean was
turned upside down. The end of the
world came. The cataclysm.

God knows how it ever happened,
but |I came to my senses on the
surface of the sea. Near me was a
floating spar, all | could see of the
Frisco Lass. | grabbed at it, dragged
myself atop it, looked toward Easter
Island.

TANDING on all that remained of

the hill where the great stone face

had stood, was a single man, with

his arms folded as he looked out to
sea. a lonely figure.

He was Olaf Johnson, the man
who had—who must have—tumbled
the delicately balanced monolith into
the tunnel.

All about me was churning water.
The reef had vanished. It had, |
knew, fallen through the ocean floor,
into the cavern. | clung until the
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sea had died down. Across the face
of the hill was a great black stain
where, | knew, a tidal wave had
rushed in to erase all remaining trace
of the monolith.

How long | drifted | do not know.
When | was picked up by a wander-
ing schooner and told my story, and
showed the figurine as proof, they
pitied me; said that | was delirious
from my sufferings.

DIDN’T tell them any differently

when | was myself again. | didn’t
want anyone, ever, to try again to
wrest its secret from Easter Island.

And Olaf Johnson?

He was part of the secret. Scan-
dinavian, White Indian, or whatever
he had been—and whatever had in-
spired him to guard the island’s se-
cret—should be his own secret for-
ever afterward.

And what was
among so many? Nothing.

There are still enough on Easter
Island to puzzle the scientists, and
| leave them to the puzzle. For the
engineers who created that great
stone face which destroyed my expe-
dition, had labored so truly to their
own ends that not even science can
prove the truth or falsity of what
I have here set down.

And | wonder, if they had lived to
tell it, what Captain Gregory Tighe
and his daughter, and their crew,
could have told of still another stone
face on Easter Island? I'll never
know, for they too have become part
of the island’s secret.

May they rest in peace.

one stone face
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Suicide Special

His car swerved around Hilliard’s rear wheels and swept up abreast

Clark HandleyAuto Racer, Bucks Up Against
Dangerous Obstacles as He Hits a Fast
Pace for Victory and Honor!

By KENT SAGENDORPH

Author of “Winged Victory," “Hell-Bent for Heaven," etc.

HE crowd was restless and jealousy of each other, it had drawn
noisy as the pit crews began a capacity gate. The long concrete
lining up the twelve slim stand was rated at twenty-five thou-
race cars for the start. Thissarmde but there were nearly thirty
was only a late-season hundred-mile thousand in it.
event, but because of the fame of its They were moving impatiently,
drivers and their intense rivalry and and making a whirring sound which
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swept across the stand in a sort of
wave. Whistles and stamping feet
only intensified the nervousness of
watchers and drivers alike. Sudden-
ly they began applauding, and yell-
ing in a mighty chorus. Down on
the track a big, raw-boned driver
with a shock of curly black hair had
stepped from behind a white truck
into view of the stands.

The tension was relaxed into an
uproar. They loved this man. They
were proud- of him. Most of them
had come to the race purposely to
see him in action. He was the speed-
way sensation of the year, and the
sport’s best-known personality.

“Handley!” they roared. "Handley!
Handley!”

In a glass booth on the judge’s
tower, a radio announcer was talk-
ing softly into a microphone.

“He's taking his position in his
famous white Handley Special now,”
he recited. “No; he’s been stopped.
Somebody wants his  signature.
There, that’s over. Now he’s step-
ping into his little underslung Num-
ber 4. The starter is giving the
drivers their final instructions.

“There’s the flag. They're off.
folks, around the first slow lap of
this hundred-mile elimination race
to determine which shall compete in
the finals to be held in Syracuse two
weeks from today. Hear that crowd
roar! There's no question but that
Clark Handley is the big favorite to-
day, and he should win easily.”

OWN on the track there was a
D rumble of subdued thunder. The
twelve cars were gliding slowly up
the backstretch in close formation,
waiting for the chance to dart across
the starting line. Handley, in Num-
ber 4, was on the pole—inside posi-
tion in the front row. While he
eyed the cheering crowd, his me-
chanic looked backward and sized up
the competition.

“Hilliard’s right in back of us,”
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“And there are two or
like to

he reported.
three other birds that would
take us for a ride.”

“Where’s Johnson?” barked Hand-
ley.

“Ain’t here.
the stands.”

“Then watch Hilliard,” commanded
Handley.

Saw him sitting in

T some invisible signal, the field
broke for the starter’s swishing

flag. The subdued roar erupted into a
wave of noise that flooded the whole
mile track. From a smooth, slow
pace the cars seemed to leap onward
like springing animals. Above the

thunder of unmuffled motors rose
another roar—the roar of the mob
for action.

Handley grabbed the rail and fled
along the grandstand stretch in a
long, smooth surge. The little
starter in his checkered coat was

snapping his flag in quick jerks as
the cars rocketed past. Immediately,
Handley knew something was wrong.
He had a battle on his hands. This
race was going to be no walkaway.
Hilliard, behind, was driving a
brand-new, lemon-colored car that
had taken second place at Indian-
apolis. It was half again as power-
ful as Handley’s four-year-old Num-
ber 4, and had a lot of new improve-
ments that helped him. But it was
heavy, and had not been engineered
for dirt tracks. Handley’s little car,
in contrast, had been designed for
just such races as this, and had been
winning them ever since it had come
out of its West Coast birthplace.

In the third lap Hilliard began a
monotonous series of challenges for
Handley’s lead. He would roar up
almost abreast and then fall back.
He would dodge over behind Hand-
ley’s car and then swerve across the
track abruptly, to throw Handley off
his pace and create an opening for
him to dodge through.

But Handley kept rigidly to hi*
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pace, refusing to jump at the bait.
His car was tuned up like a fiddle.
He had been racing on this track for
years. Most important, he had the
crowd with him. When he felt that
impulse of encouragement radiating
out from a packed grandstand, Clark
Handley was supreme on dirt tracks.
And when he felt that they were
against him, he folded up and wilted.

In this race he was unable to pile
up a lead. At the fortieth mile he
ordinarily was two or three miles
ahead of the field, but Hilliard, be-
hind him, gave him no peace. He
worried Handley like a hunting dog
running down a rabbit. But Hand-
ley managed to keep ahead.

In the forty-sixth mile he came in

for fuel and water, and the crowd
broke out into a cheer. He raised
his gloved hand in salute. Cameras

turned their lenses toward him.

Then he was away again. The
score-boy was kept busy. Sixty-one;
sixty-two; sixty-three — the total

rolled up like one of those automatic
counting machines.

In the seventy-second mile, Hand-
ley surged around the turn and took
the grandstand stretch in a steady
flow of speed. His eyes roamed the
reaches of the grandstand as he
swept by. He saw a blur of faces.
His friends—his fans! He waved.

ILLIARD had caught him nap-
H ping while he was looking at the
grandstand. He grabbed the inside of
the track and literally nosed Handley
out of the lead. He snaked around
the turn and took the backstretch a
length ahead, while Handley settled
both hands on the wheel and de-
termined to catch him on the next
turn.

But Hilliard wouldn’t give him
room. He was holding the lead by
the illegal trick of skidding and slid-
ing and wobbling all over the track
go that Handley couldn’t pass. As
the two cars zipped down the main
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stretch the crowd saw the starter un-
furling his red disqualification flag
and pointing to it for Hilliard’s ben-
efitt And Hilliard, to save himself,
grudgingly edged over to give Hand-
ley room to pass.

Handley’s knee moved; his foot
went down hard on the pedal, The
tachometer needle jumped. His car
swerved around Hilliard’s rear wheels
and swept up abreast. Then Hilliard
skidded.

HE last thing Handley remem-

bered was staring at Hilliard’s
wheels. All four of them were locked
fast in the grip of big brakes. It
flashed across his brain that Hilliard
had ditched him.

There was dust—a thick wall of it.
There was a quick bang and a rip-
ping crunch. A thousand veins shot
across Handley’s shatter-proof gog-
gles. Splinters gouged ’his cheeks.
The thick steering wheel broke off
into his hands. The car flipped over
on its back.

“Mike!” yelled Handley.
Roll with her!”

There was another crash, and the
dust rolled away. Out from under-
neath the wreckage crawled Clark
Handley, dragging a dazed Mike by

“Duck!

the collar. The wheels of the wreck
were still spinning crazily at odd
angles. Handley pulled up his gog-

gles in time to see a tire drop off
the rim, its tube flattened and torn,
and plop to the sod.

Men were running. Crowds con-
verged upon him the way they do
in dreams. Handley swayed dizzily,
shook his head and collapsed into
the arms of a man who had just
come running up, panting.

Later, with his face covered with
strips of adhesive plaster and burn-
ing from swabs of iodine, he sat
down on a car’s running board to
think things over. Mike was sitting
alongside. A press cameraman with
a big black box of a camera looked
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downward into its hood. A shutter
clattered. Handley shuddered. He
must look like the devil with a face
like that.

<<TT7ANT to make a complaint?” de-

W manded the man in the check-
ered coat. “That was pretty raw stuff.
Clark. There’s no doubt that he
pulled that fake slide to ditch you.
We all saw it."

“Oh, no,” Handley shook his head.
“Don’t do that. Why, Harry Hil-
liard’s just a kid. He didn’t know
enough to keep his hand off that
brake lever, that’s all. | don’t think
he did it purposely. Crack-ups like
this are just part of the game.”

Mike, beside him, grunted.
it’s a hell of a game,” he said.

“He never pulled anything crooked
before,” Handley went on.

“In a pig’s eye!” retorted Mike.

Handley gave him a quick glance.
“Forget it!” he commanded.

The crowd, now jammed tightly
around the group, cheered.

“Well, Clark, you may get knocked
through a fence, but by gosh you’re
the same square shooter you always
been!” bellowed a voice.

There was a roar of agreement.

“l try to be, folks,” said Handley.
“l try to be.”

The crowd opened up like a gate
to make an aisle for him to walk to
the ambulance. Mike tagged along
at his heels, feeling of bumps on
his head and cuts on his chin, and
cussing fluently.

When the race was over and Hil-
liard was gloating over the three
thousand dollar check the judge had
just handed him, there was a furtive
tug at his white jumper. Beside
him stood a little wiry man in an
incredibly stained and dirty suit, a
long scar on his face and the mark
of goggles around his cheek bones.
Lee Johnson had come down from
the grandstand and had been wait-
ing at Hilliard’s pit.

“And
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“You dumb
“You’'re hopeless.

cluck!"™ he rasped.
Gimme back that
hundred bucks. Why didn’t you do
what | told you, stupid? On the
backstretch, numbskull, on the back-
stretch! Not in front of the
starter!”

“Keep your shirt on,” suggested
Hilliard. “lI win more dough by
workin’ for myself than | do takin’
bribes from you. Anyways, we got
two more chances. Denver next
week, and Syracuse. If | see I'm
going to get beat, I'll ditch him for
you. |I’ll keep the hundred. Maybe
I can pull it next week.”

“You got to!” snarled Johnson.
"The big stiffl He didn’t dare make
a complaint today—did you notice?

Boy, we got him where we want
him. Anything goes. Only crack
him up plenty. Like me.”

Pushing a crutch under his ragged
arm, he hobbled away. Harry Hil-

liard shut his eyes and held hi»
breath. He was trembling.

“Poor devil!” he thought. “To
have to go on living—Ilike that. |
don’t blame him. Anybody that
cracked me up like that—well, re-
venge would be all that 1'd have

left.”

HERE was no sleep for either

Mike or Handley that night. The
remains of the sleek Number 4 were
on the eighth floor of a downtown
garage in a locked room. Sand-
wiches and thick bottles of milk
stood unnoticed on a shelf. Both
men, their shirts off, were working
hard on opposite sides of the dam-
aged car. It had been in crack-ups
before. They knew from long prac-
tice what to do.

“Well, Clark,” grunted Mike,
bending his aching back lower over
the motor, “lI guess this is the fin-
ish. She’ll run, but she won’t show
up against that gang at Syracuse.
You know the whole first rank on
the drivers’ list will be there. In-
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dianapolis winners and West Coast
champions and dirt track stars. The
car’ll need about a thousand bucks
to get back in shape.”

Handley straightened up and
wiped his hands on an old towel
marked “Hotel Pennsylvania, Indian-
apolis.” He threw it into a bucket
containing oily waste, and fingered
the bandages on his face.

“Wrong again, son,” he growled.
“We aren’t licked—yet. If we win
at Denver—even third place, that’s
a thousand bucks. Then we have a
week more to work on her before
the Syracuse race. All we have to
do is to win at Denver. That won’t
be hard.”

“Suppose we lose?”

“Well, we’ll have to quit, that’s
all. You go back to the factory
in your home town, and I’'ll take

that job in New York for the win-
ter. Maybe we can start again next
spring.”

Mike lifted his sweaty torso and
wiped his hands on the same towel.
He reached for a sandwich and bit
a huge semicircle out of it before
gazing down at his handiwork on the
motor.

“Hilliard’s entered at Denver, you
know,” he hinted. “What are you
going to do—Ilet him ditch you
again? How much longer are you
going to stand for that? Who's
paying him—Johnson? And what,
may | ask, has Johnson got on you?”

ANDLEY said nothing, but what
Mike could see of his face was
very red. The inside story of that af-
fair, Mike knew, was being guarded
by both parties. But Mike was risk-
ing his neck and getting cracked up
week after week; working all night
to repair the damage caused by that
fear of Handley’'s—Mike thought he
had a right to know. Handley, af-
ter a careful look at him, thought
so too.
He spoke in soft, apologetic sen-
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tences. He gestured, and hinted.
But to Mike’s loyal mind the scene
came back in perfect detail. He be-
gan to understand Handley a little
more.

HE story went back to the years

when Handley was trying for a
start in the difficult profession of race
driving. Lee Johnson was captain
of a motor manufacturer’s team, and
to him Handley looked as if he had
a future. Johnson gave him a job.

Handley soon learned that John-
son’s method of winning races was
to frame disasters on those drivers
who threatened his victory. He
tricked Handley into doing the dirty
work a number of times before the
youth discovered what was going
on, and for those efforts Lee John-
son paid Handley handsomely.

The break-up came after a famous
road race. Handley had tangled
wheels with the leader thirty miles
from the finish and allowed Johnson

to win. Johnson made fifteen thou-
sand dollars out of that race, and
gave Handley five of it. Handley’s

accident had been unavoidable. He
wouldn’t purposely do anything like
that for fifty thousand dollars. But
after Johnson had paid him money
which Handley thought he had
earned as salary, Johnson began
blackmailing him for a crime he
hadn’t committed.

Handley explained to Mike, halt-
ingly, that he had one great fear.
That fear was that the public would
turn against him. He had seen great
careers on the stage, and in pictures,
and in politics, ruined because veiled
hints of some past mistake had
leaked out. Whether or not there
was any basis for these charges, the
fickle public had turned against
these persons and cast them out.

The result in Handley’s case was
an almost morbid fear of public in-
difference. He made a living out of
the public. He had to have them
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cheering for him every minute he
was on the track.

If Johnson had accused him pub-
licly of driving crooked races, that
would be the end of Clark Handley.
The public wouldn’t take the trouble
to investigate. Johnson could build
up quite a convincing case against
him. It would sound like his death-
knell in print. Therefore, Handley
had been afraid to take action against
Johnson and his troubles had multi-
plied.

N the year when Handley was na-

tional champion and Indianapolis
winner the same season, a Hollywood
film company had lured him there to
make a race picture. Johnson, a
used-up driver who had been driven
out of the sport, came back with the
same old threat. He had made
Handley create a driving job for
him in this picture.

The plot of the picture was about
the same as the fateful road race of
years before. Johnson was to lock
wheels with Handley and the star
of the picture, driving along behind,
was to pass them, and win. But the
scene was so realistic that Handley,
instinctively, had recoiled from it.
At the fateful moment he had cor-
rected his car's mad dash for the
ditch, spun around and roared on.
The picture star, behind, had banged
into Johnson and his car had thT&wn
him fifty feet.

Thereafter, Lee Johnson was
broken in body and mind. He wore
a strait-jacket for seven months.

Afterward, he hobbled about with
his wasted body confined in horrible
steel braces, leaning on a crutch and
a cane. His insane hatred of Clark
Handley had taken the form, not of
blackmail, but of torture. He craved
the sight of Clark Handley, hope-
lessly cripped as himself, cut off at
the height of his career and endur-
ing an endless succession of pain-
racked days.
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And there were always drivers
who would accommodate him—for

money. There was always somebody
like Hilliard, who for a hundred
dollars would consign Clark Handley
to a life of agony.

The only way to solve the situa-
tion was for Handley to have John-
son haled into court and the whole
mess publicly aired. This was just
what Handley, frightened of the
fickle public, was afraid to do. And,
as he explained lamely to Mike, there
he was.

“If I had money enough to re-
tire on, or to get started in some
other business,” he said, “lI wouldn’t
care what the public thought. If |
could only thumb my nose at that
grandstand and tell ’'em to go to the
devil 1'd have all my troubles licked.
Some day—I will.”

“I hope | live that
swered Mike.

He stood for a moment, gazing at
the shell of the man who had been
Clark Handley. Sympathy welled up
in a flood within him. He knew
Handley’s character as well as any
man living. He had shared the dan-
gers of big-league races with him
for three years. He had slept with
him, faced death with him, worked
with him. And he knew that no
more honest man than Handley had
ever lived. If he ever got a chance
to help, Mike promised himself, he’d
grab it.

long!” an-

HEY repaired the car as much a9
they could from the supplies on
hand, and loaded it into their truck,
Denver bound, Handley was still
limping from a badly-bruised knee.
His face looked like the aftermath
of a blind barber’s first attempt. The
car was full of groans and rattles.
At the track, everybody stopped to
stare.
There was a parade of veterans
going on in the city, and Handley
was given a flag and asked to march
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in it. He didn't want to. The line
of march was five miles long, and
with an aching body made all the

more painful by the altitude of the
city, five miles was no pleasant
jaunt.

He begged off, but the committee
was firm. All his fans would be
lined up along the streets, they said.
And so he marched anyway.

boy!” commented Mike when

vv he staggered back to the track.
“You look as if you're all in. What do
you care what they think? 1 fig-
gered you were going to quit worry-
in’ about your public for a while.”

"Well, it might have taken a few
bucks off the gate receipts if I'd
refused to carry that flag,” Handley
apologized.

“Get in the truck and stretch out
flat,” ordered Mike. “You need rest
bad. And all for your picture in
the papers I”

While Handley lay there, breath-
ing hard, Mike finished preparations
for the race. He scolded, complained
and grew sarcastic. But he was do-
ing two men’s work himself and feel-

ing no better than Handley. He
started the race-car’s engine and
warmed it, still talking.

“There’s Hilliard again,” he
pointed. "Now, get this. [|'m tired

of fixing up this wreck after he
ditches it. You stay out of his way
this time, get me? |If he comes over
on my side I’ll bean him with this
ball bat!”

He waved it menacingly. Hand-
ley tried to grin.

“All right, all right,” he answered.
“Forget it. Let’s put on a good
race.”

“Let’s put on a safe race, you
mean!” Mike countered. “We need
dough this trip. Let’s get it.”

The echo of roaring motors dis-
appeared into the thick pine forest
adjoining the track. In the practice
warm-up, Mike found that he had to
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richen the four carburetors a bit to
compensate for the altitude. That,
said he to himself, gave him an idea.

Handley barely survived the qual-
ifying round, and placed sixth in the
starting list. Before half of the hun-
dred miles was over, he knew he was
licked. That altitude doesn’t look
harmful, but if you've been through
a fast spill a week before and aren’t
used to it, it does peculiar things to
your wind. Handley, puffing and
panting before the race was half
over, was tiring fast.

Hilliard was far out in front, lead-
ing a fast field of cars. He had his
eye on the top money, but he wasn’t
overlooking a chance to win a hun-
dred more on the side. The Denver
crowd, which had greeted Handley
with roars of welcome, cooled off
with surprising suddenness. When
he came in for his pit stop at the
fifty-sixth mile there was no hand-
clapping, no yells of encouragement,
no cameras turned his way.

“See that?” he yelled to Mike
when they were away again. “Any
little thing starts 'em. Look at the

way they fold up and die on me.
What’s the matter with those boobs?
Don’t they see I'm doing the best

| can?”
“Never mind the boobs!” roared
Mike. “Watch the track!”

HANDLEY tried. But with a crowd
coldly aloof, and tired arms
wrestling with a flat track, he made a
pathetic showing. When the race was
over and the money positions were
filled, the starter flagged Handley in
so that the crowd could go home.
He finished eighth in a field of ten.

Mike sat in the car, elbow on the
padded rim of the cockpit, his head
wearily in his hand. He said noth-
ing, and said it with great eloquence.
He just looked—Ilooked at Handley

accusingly.
“Now what?” he demanded, at
length.
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“Well, let’'s eat and get started,”
Handley suggested. “lI used to be a
big drawing card here, anyway.

That’s something.”

“How come?” Mike was irritated.

“Got two hundred bucks appear-
ance money before the start. Hey,
let’s get out of here before they
want it back.”

They got out. They loaded the
hot car into the truck and clattered
away through the steep Denver
streets, eastward bound.

Handley’s own thoughts, as he
drove into the teeth of a Kansas
wind that whistled across the bleak
prairie that night, were in the depths
of pessimism. The car was in bad
shape. That crack-up the week be-
fore had wrenched and strained the
whole frame. It ought to be taken
down and gone over in a well-
equipped shop. It would cost five
hundred dollars that he didn’t have.

And at Syracuse, where the first-
rank speed stars were grooming their
glistening chariots, they would laugh
outright. They would say he didn’t
have a chance.

That crowd at Denver had gone
to sleep on him. They had ignored
him, put him out of their minds. He
might just as well have never been
there at all. That was a bad sign.
The Syracuse crowd, most of them
old-time fans, would jeer and whis-
tle at him. He groaned.

with himself,

HE held counsel

. thinking fast. Should he make
the attempt or not? What had he to
gain? He couldn’t win. Why not
go on to New York, get a job in
some experimental laboratory and
settle down for the winter?

He wanted to show his fans that
he wasn’t a quitter. Oh, he’d take
a beating. But he wouldn’t run
away from one. He remembered the
man who had bellowed across the
heads of the bystanders at the time
of the wreck: “By gosh, you’re the
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same square shooter you always
been!”

There was one man who thought
well of him. There might be more.
Perhaps, even in defeat, he could
win back some of the prestige he
had lost at Denver. Then, with a
fresh start next season, he would

once again be Clark Handley, the
big name of the speed world. Clark
Handley, square shooterl Clark

Handley—winner!

At Cleveland he had to make his
choice. It was the cross-roads. There
was one sign reading: “Erie, Buffalo,
Rochester, SYRACUSE.” There was
another reading: "Pittsburgh, Har-
risburg, Philadelphia, Newark, NEW
YORK.”

He took the Syracuse highway.

HINGS began going wrong as
T soon as he arrived. In the first
place, he was late. He and Mike had
stopped the truck on a narrow side
road near Erie and worked over its
motor in the cool shadow of the over-
hanging trees. Added to the lateness
was the recognizable limp still dog-
ging Handley’s footsteps from the
spill two weeks before. The adhesive
was off his face, but it was criss-
crossed by jagged red scabs that
looked as if he had been playing
with a wildcat.

There was no clean laundry, and
no immaculate white track suits and
helmets for the big race. When the
time came to qualify, the battered
Number 4 got them around the track
just one mile an hour above the
minimum acceptable limit. That put
the great Clark Handley sixteenth
in a field of sixteen starters.

"Here’s where he gets it,” said the
other drivers.

Mike’s fiery Irish temper began
climbing the pole. Whenever these
other drivers began to razz the once-
famous Handley, Mike yearned for
his ball bat. Ever Bince Handley had
told him the story of his youthful
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mistake, Mike had been fantically
loyal.

Whereas the rattling car had been
merely an irritation up to now, it
suddenly assumed the proportions of
a disaster. Last place on the quali-
fying list! That looked like his
fault, Mike reflected.

ECRETLY, while Mike was up at

the office having his registration
card okayed and his entry checked in,
he began taking desperate measures.
The car would have to perform! It
must make a showing! He mixed
up a fifty-gallon drum of fuel, con-
taining sixty percent high-grade
ethyl gasoline and forty percent
chemically pure benzol.

When he started the motor with
this devilish mixture, it back-fired
with a terrific bang that raised
Mike’s red hair straight up on his
head. He cut the switch, turned her
over by hand a few times to get a
different timing combination, and
tried again. The vibration of the
highly explosive fuel shook the weak
frame like a flat-wheeled flivver.

But the tachometer needle swung
slowly, reluctantly, around the dial
farther and farther until it touched
5800. Mike, badly scared, shut her
off. The room reeked of raw benzol
fumes. Handley came in and stopped
to sniff.

“What are you burning there—
gunpowder?” he demanded. “Hook
on your tow-bar. We’ll tow her to
the track behind the truck. | hope
this race is going to look better than
I think it is.”

"Get goin’,” answered Mike. “Don’t
worry about the looks.”

Mike knew that 'f the car held
together at all during the race, this
dangerous fuel mixture would dope
it up to the point where it would
travel. He did not dare tell Handley
about it.

At the track, the other cars had
been warmed and were taking their
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positions in the line-up. Just after
the drivers’ huddle broke up and
they were climbing into their cars,
Hilliard stopped to talk with a man
on crutches. Mike prodded Hand-
ley’s arm. Lee Johnson!

Mike got there just in time to hear
the last of the conversation.

“And do it this time or gimme
back the hundred!” Johnson was
saying. “And not in front of the
starter, either!”

“Johnson,” growled Handley,
thrusting his bristly chin into thfc
cripple’s face, “I’ll give you ten min-
utes to get off this trackl Give him
back his hundred, Harry.”

.“Hurry up,” added Mike, "or I'll
sign that complaint myself.”

“Huh!” shrugged Hilliard. “All
right. Here, take it. |1’'m gonna win
the five thousand bucks top money
today, and if | do, | can’t stop to
pull any tricks for a hundred
bucks.”

“Well, I'll get yuh!” screamed
Johnson, grabbing his heavy cane.
“I’ll do it some way! I’ll put you
where you put me, you crook! I’ll
find somebody to crack you up!
You’'ve been drivin’ crooked races
ever since you were a kid! If | was
to tell what | know—ugh! Ouch!
Let go!"™

N E of the gate policemen had him
by the elbow.

“I'll have you thrown out of or-
ganized racing!” howled Johnson.

“Go over there and sit down,”
growled the cop.

Handley took his place in Number
4 with a sense of impending disaster.
How many people had heard that
threat? As the field of cars rolled
away for the start, he felt like
hunching down under his wheel, out
of sight. He felt the crowd staring
at him, hostile. He felt the officials
reaching for the telephone to check
up on the charge Johnson had
screamed at him.
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A crook! He, Clark Handley, who
had held the admiration of the rac-
ing world for eight years!

Around the final turn, there was
the usual roar into full power. Hil-
liard’s low-hung Number 8 seemed
to dive down the straightaway and
skim around the turn. The field
dashed helter-skelter across the start-
ing line. Being last, nobody passed
Handley.

He concentrated on gaining ground.
He fought hard to throw off his fear
of some coming tragedy. At every
grandstand stretch he stared at the
starter, hoping he wouldn’t 6ee the
fatal red flag that means: “Get off
the track!”

HE turned his entire energy into
the business of gaining ground.
One way to get his mind off Johnson
was to try for the lead. Years of dirt-
track experience had given him a
sort of sixth sense of wheel posi-
tions. He could tell without look-
ing around just how much room he
had to pass, or to scrape by the
fence.

The local youths and the would-
be drivers fell by the wayside early.
Within ten miles he was in twelfth
position, and at twenty he was
sixth.

The car was behaving queerly. It
bucked and jumped when he throt-

tled down. Its long tail pipe was
cherry red. Its exhaust smelled
phony. But it was going like a

scared rabbit.

He was making a better showing
than he figured. At the thirty-
fourth mile he was in fourth posi-
tion. Hilliard was far in the lead.
If he could get up to third place,
Handley figured, and finish there,
he would make a thousand dollars.

The track was rutted, bumpy and
unpleasant. The springs on Number
4 were loose, and the whole land-
scape quivered when he sat back
against the cushion. Sitting up
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straight, the wheel
the stomach.
was vibrating!

“We’'re still fourth!” yelled Mike.
“Forty-two miles!”

“How far ahead is he?” Handley
roared.

“Four miles.”

They shot into the dust blanket
which had appeared over the turn.
It was so thick that it didn’t settle

prodded him in
Great Scott, the buggy

at all—just hung there. Four miles!
Maybe, the way she was rolling
now—

Flashing past the grandstand, he
eased up on the pedal to avoid tak-
ing the dust in too much traffic. Four
cars were in the dust screen at the
time. The moment he took his foot
off, the motor began barking through
the exhaust pipe. When he stepped
on it again, the barking stopped. He
tried taking his foot off again.

“R-r-r-r-r-ow!” growled the
haust pipe.

“Hey, Mike!” he yelled. “What
percent benzol are you runnin’?”

“Pretty heavy,” shouted Mike.
“She needs peppin’ up.”

Handley frowned. This was some-
thing more to worry about. But he
was still in fourth place, with a fast
average, too. He would have to come
in for his pit stop within a few laps,
and he would find out all about it
then. |If the benzol content was too
heavy, the car was liable to catch
fire at any time.

ex-

H E shut her down a bit on the north
turn and glided to a fast stop,
using his brake lever sparingly. He
leaped out and yanked up the hood.
While the temporary pit boy was
upending the big fuel drum into a
funnel, Handley slapped a wet finger
against the motor’s block. There was
no hiss. Evidently the cooling sys-
tem was all right. He tested all the
copper tubing fuel lines leading to
the carburetors. They were tight.

As the boy Bet the fuel drum down



110

Handley caught a few drops of the
liquid on his fingers. It evaporated
so fast that it chilled the flesh. By
that time he had taken on twenty
gallons of it, the radiator was full of
cool water, and Number 4 was ready
to go. A minute and twenty-one sec-
onds! Fast work, the fans remarked.

“Mike, you bonehead, you’'ve got
nearly half and half in her!” com-
plained Handley as they rolled away.
“If that fuel line ever comes loose
and drops that stuff on a hot motor

—blooey! We’d be cooked alive.”
“Fuel lines don’t come off motors
I work on,” Mike reminded him.

Just the same, Handley didn’t like
it. He tried a smoother, calmer driv-
ing pace, wherein he did not acceler-
ate and brake so fast. That would
save the motor from sudden changes
in temperature, and also protect the
fuel lines from vibration.

Seventy miles and he was still
fourth. This smooth technique was
panning out. He concentrated on
Larry Bross, driving the car ahead.
By smooth driving and a steady
pace, he began cutting down Bross’
headway a few feet at a time.

ON LY superior skill could do that
— it was nothing a beginning

driver could attempt. In the middle

of the seventy-eighth Ilap, Handley
caught him.

"Hurry! Hurry!” Mike pleaded.
"Hilliard’s still three miles ahead!

Twenty-two miles to go!”

The crowd had suddenly awakened
to Handley’s presence. They yelled
at him when he came moaning down
the grandstand stretch and eased
into the curve with his old-time
smoothness. He was too busy to
notice it. In his mind was the
image of a burning race car.

Hilliard was running now, fearful
of his three-mile lead. Handley con-
sistently gained more and more
ground, and twenty miles from the
finish he swept into second place.
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Now the mob got on its feet and
howled—and Handley didn’t hear.
He was spurred into showing atouch
of pure genius, for the first time in
his brilliant career deaf to the fran-
tic yells of his fans.

E found more power flowing to
his command. Astonished eyes
stared at the tachometer needle, quiv-
ering and trembling at the figure
5900. Impossible! But there it was!
Hilliard, on the inside, swung over
sharply toward the fence and started
his usual wobbly tactics to keep
Handley from passing. Behind him,
Handley corrected in a flash and
kept his course well toward the
middle. As they took the north turn
nearly wheel to wheel, both skidded
in the loose sand and threw up a
sheet of thick dust. Instinctively
Handley took his foot off the pedal.
“R-r-r-r-r-ow!” barked the
And then it happened.
Black smoke billowed
his feet. In a twinkling the whole
car seemed enveloped in flames.
Handley’s shoes were scorching and
Mike’s yell of terror brought him
face to face with tragedy. Here he
was, like so many other brave men
—trapped in a speeding, flaming race
car! It was clocking a hundred miles
an hour. He couldn’t stop it in less
than half a lap at best.
Hunched down over the wheel, he
escaped the worst of the smoke. He

motor.

up around

thought he knew what had hap-
pened. A fuel line had come loose,
deluging the hot motor with that
volatile mixture! He heard a scream-
ing and shrieking and pounding
from the stand as he fled past. That

was the mob—getting their sadistic
thrill, watching two men burn to
death before their staring eyes.
Suddenly Handley hated mobs. He
hated people who would cheer at a
time like that. He came to a quick
decision—he’d go around again and
stop on the backstretch. He’d be
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damned if he’d let those thrill seekers
see a doomed man struggling to es-
cape from burning alive 1

Why was he making all that speed?
Why didn't the flame zip back
through the copper tube and blow

the tank sky-high? Why didn’t
something explode?

“Blow up, blow up!” he yelled.
“Let go! Do something!”

T)U T the motor’s only answer was a
U smooth moan of power. He was
driving entirely by instinct, his brain
whirling crazily with a dozen jum-
bled impressions. One of them was
that the smoke was thinning out.
Hilliard, ahead, was frightened half
to death by a look at that burning
specter behind him. He didn’t argue
about the lead then—he didn’t want
to get close to the Suicide Special
on its blazing way to hell. Suddenly
Handley was in the lead.

Finally there was another wave of
sound from the stand. He was in
the grandstand stretch and there was
a blur of checkered muslin before
his smoke-bleary eyes. Men were
dancing about, throwing hats into
the air, pounding each other on the

back. He’d won!
Gradually and with great care,
Handley slowed Number 4 down.

By the time he had completed the
slowing-down lap, the smoke had
died away to a mere trickle. Thou-
sands of parked cars in the infield
oval blared a raucous applause.
Handley sneered.

It was quieter. The motors had
stopped roaring, and the stands were
quieting down from their painful
excitement. The hundred-mile gale
no longer flattened his goggles across
his nose, nor forced that smoke into
his eyes. Cameras were waiting at
the finish line.

He brought the blackened car to
a halt in a roped-off square. Fifty
thousand fans in the applauding
grandstand stood up on their feet.
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They did not cheer. They applauded.
The sound of thousands of clapping
hands swept over the stands like the
sound of wind in the forest leaves.
Even the starter was doing it.

“Acknowledge it,” pleaded the of-
ficials, as cameras whirred.

Handley did. He stood up,
placed his hand gracefully to the tip
of his nose and wiggled his fingers
rapidly.

“Whoa!” barked the sound man on
the news-reel truck. “Hey, quit that.
Say something we can release.”

“l've been wanting to do that for
years,” barked Handley. “My fans.
My friends! My pals! Phooey!”

Mike had the two-bar connected
to the truck, and the last derisive
sound was blurred as Number 4 si-
lently rolled away.

HEY stopped in front of the speed-
way office to get their money.
On his way out, Handley saw Mike’s
feet projecting out from beneath the
car’s mid-section.
“What happened?” he demanded.
“Oh, nothing much. The univer-
sal joint was packed with some old
rags. We didn't have nothing bet-
ter. Well, the going got too fast,
and they got hot. Burned up. When
they burned up, the fire stopped.

That’s all, exceptin’ that the bolts
on the housing got twisted from the
heat and interlocked. That's how
we could keep going. We had a

direct drive, using the bolts as a
universal joint. How's that for a
lucky break?”

“Did you see Hilliard move over?”
chuckled Handley. “Didn’t want to
go to heaven in a flaming chariot,
like he figured we were. Now we’ve
got five thousand bucks cash. We've
got rid of Johnson. We’'re set for
next season. And if anybody says
I've got to make a race look good—
I’ll wring his neckt”

“l never thought,” said Mike,
live this long.”

"1'd
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CHAPTER |
Sudden Death

the same instant, Kilimi, the
Wambuba black, and
white man, Jeffrey
Westman, in the lead of the safari,
froze in their tracks. The ivory
hunter was a veteran of the sinister
Ituri forests. The Congo jungle was
dangerous territory, full of lurking
death. He knew it. Behind them the
porters crouched instinctively, tense
and alert.

The two leaders looked at each
other in silence. The same sound,
harmless to the ordinary ear but un-
natural to their keen senses, had
startled them both—an approaching
rustle of dank leaves, the crackling
of tangled vines. The faithful black
turned his glowing face to his mas-
ter.

AT
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“Watu!" He breathed the word in
Swahili and plucked hig precious
tarboosh from his head. Then he
said again in a tense whisper: Watu,
hwana! People.”

W estman nodded. Kilimi, sensing

danger, tucked his red fez for safe-
keeping into his monkey-skin belt.
In silence he snapped the heavy gun
he carried from “safety” to “ready”
and exchanged it for the light Win-
chester the ivory hunter carried.
“Quick, Kilimi! Pesj-pesj'/"

Kilimi darted from the trail, swift
as a flash of vanishing light. W est-
man gestured with his free hand to
the frightened blacks of his safari.
A moment after their ears had
caught the first warning of danger,

the elephant trail was completely
deserted.
In the dense growth, Kilimi

crouched by the side of his master.
Two flaps of his cartridge belt were

open now, ready in an instant to
feed fresh shells fo the gun West-
man held in his hand. The rustling

came closer, like the slithering prog-
ress of a snake. They could see
nothing. Suddenly a piercing shriek
shattered the stillness of the jungle.

Kilimi tensed. The white man
clutched his ebony arm restrainingly.
Behind them the Wambuba porters
grasped their spears more tightly,
white eyeballs rolling.

Again it sounded, a blood-curdling
human shriek of terror that ended
in a horrible gurgle. It mingled
harshly with the enraged chattering
of monkeys—and then died to a
dreadful silence.

Kilimi swayed his giant torso on
his heels. Westman peered through
the mangroves. His lips were set in
a hard bar.

“Chui!” the Wambuba whispered
fearfully.
The ivory hunter shook his head
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grimly. “The forest leopard does not
hunt in daylight, Kilimi I’
He gestured with his hand. His

heavy rifle in readiness, the pair
crawled through the tangle of
growth in silence, Kilimi’s naked

feet and Westman’s mosquito boots
making no sound as they circled to

come upon the clear trail, ahead of
whatever danger threatened.
Suddenly the Wambuba sprang to
his full height. He flung one arm
out. «
"Bwana, look!”
In the center of the open trail lay
the body of a man. His disfigured

113
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face was upturned to the brassy
Congo sky, his arms outstretched

at his sides, one hand still tightly
clutching a rifle. The shape lay
motionless, with sightless eyes open-
ed. Jeffrey Westman did not need
to be told the man was dead. Yet
he was armed—and they had heard
no shot fired in his own defense.
Only that shriek of horror; then
silence and death.

SHUDDER swept Kilimi’s giant

frame, for a man does not let
himself be killed with a loaded rifle in
his hands unless— Tribal supersti-
tions and dread of dawa—the jungle
magic—was strong in his'aboriginal
soul.

"Wazungi!™ he whispered in awe.

The ivory hunter nodded. There
could be no question of it. The dead
heap there was a white man. Death
had pounced on him swiftly, silent-
ly, suddenly—and disappeared. The
jungle swallowed all things.

In grim silence Westman stepped
into the open. The blazing Congo
sun had yet an hour in the heavens.
But in the depth of the great lturi
forest the feverish African dusk was
already deep on the ghastly festoons
of interlacing creepers; and the age-
old elephant trail was splashed with
weird shadows. The throb of signal
drums started, faint, distant, and in-
visible—the mysterious heart-beat of
the land.

Westman, tall and powerful and
youthfully erect with his .475 ele-
phant gun in the crook of his arm,
had pressed through the jungle from
Murumwa at a speed that showed
plainly that this time he was not in
search of that eternal dream of the
ivory hunter, the father of all the
elephants, whose tusks trail the
ground. The summons of his friend,
Scotty Macrae, of the Congo Con-
cession Company, had been as imper-
ative as it had been enigmatic.

Macrae was not a man to scare
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easily, yet he had sent a black run-
ner through the jungle to his friend
in Murumwa. And now death met
this friend as a sinister proof. West-
man’s sun-scorched face showed his
anxiety in drawn jaw-muscles.

Staring down at that fellow in the
middle of the trail, he saw a face
lacerated horribly and twisted in the
agony and the terror of his death.
They had heard his death shriek not
more than a few moments before.
His rifle was still in hi9 hand. He
had not fired so much as a single
shot in his defense. Murder had leap-
ed upon him mysteriously, swiftly.

The ivory hunter’s trained eye
passed quickly over the ground, then
along the wall of the jungle for
some sign, animal or human, to be-
tray the cause of death and its per-
petrator. He saw nothing. What did
it mean?

EFFREY WESTMAN dropped

to one knee. The flesh of the
dead man’s face was torn, bleeding,
the blood not yet coagulated. And
as the ivory hunter bent closer, he
cursed softly under his breath. It
was George Craig, a Congo Conces-
sions man sent out recently from
Boma as Scotty Macrae's assistant.

Westman had met him once in
Murumwa before the man went into
the jungle to join the Scot on the
smelling back creeks of the Ilturi
River. There was no mistaking his
identity. There was the strong, stub-
born jaw and the shock of dust-
colored hair. Westman hadn’t
thought himself so close to Macrae’s
compound.

What was the fellow traveling the
jungle alone for? That in itself
was suicidal. Was it a warning to
him, Westman? By whom? And for
what reason? What had. caused
Craig’s sudden swift death? Men
don’t just drop dead that way. And
sudden and violent it had been, there
hadn’t been time for him to so much
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as fire a single shot in self-defense!

The ivory hunter’s brow contract-
ed in a frown. Very carefully he
turned the body over. As the back
came into full view, Westman’s
teeth ground together.

Between the shoulder blades were
several slashes.

Native spears?
thought instantly.
spear anywhere about,
killers threw their weapons. These
slashes were clean stabs. One of
them had penetrated to poor Craig's
heart at the first thcust. No native
weapon could have made them.

In, spite of his flame-red hair and
the scorched skin of his face, Jef-
frey Westman, Congo ivory hunter,
was a young man. But a veteran to
the jungle. And studying every sign,
he knew at once that those thrusts
in the back that had brought death
to George Craig could have been
made only by a razor-sharp blade of
civilized steel.

But a white man’s knife in the
heart of the Ituri jungle must have
a white man to wield it! Yet other
than Scotty Macrae, there were no
white men within twenty miles of
the Congo Concession's gold and
diamond workings on the crocodile-
infested streams of the lturi Valley.

He dismissed the
There was no
and native

ESTMAN came quickly to his

feet, barking an order in Swabhili
to his men to remain where they were
without stirring. Carefully, with his
eyes glued to the ground, he went
over the terrain of the clearing, work-
ing slowly from one side to the other,
back and forth. Meticulously he
searched. He found—nothing. There
was not so much as a single track
of man or beast other than a single

trail made by Craig himself. Bor-
dering the elephant trail his trained
eye spied broken vines and torn
creepers. The dying man had

clutched at these, no doubt, in his
brief agony. But on the ground it-
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self there was—nothing! Yet even
a leopard leaves a track.

Baffled, Westman dropped again
to one knee beside Craig’s body.
The shock of sand-colored hair
seemed in spots to have been liter-
ally torn by the roots from the
scalp. Jeffrey’s gaunt face frowned.
He recalled for a moment the grue-
some tales he had eked out from the
lips of Scotty Macrae’s runner, the
black who had brought to Murumwa
his plea for Westman’s help. Tales
of mysterious, unaccountable deaths;
of the dread superstitions that swept
the natives like wildfire; of jungle
magic.

A ND now, almost under his very

eyes and not a mile from Macrae's
compound, without any explanatory
tracks or marks on the soft jungle
floor, George Craig lay stabbed to
death!

As he rose deliberately to his feet,
Kilimi bent eagerly toward him.
“You find marks, bwana?" he whis-
pered softly in Swahili.

Westman shook his head. “No
marks, Kilimi."
"Dawa lutala. Watu lutala. The

magic of the accursed people!”
Jeffrey looked at him sharply, re-
claiming his Winchester from the
shaking hand of the giant black.
"Nonsense, Kilimil!” he barked
shortly. “Kilimi no run away! Un-
derstand? We fight together before,
no?” he went on levelly in guttural
Swabhili. “We fight together again.”
For an instant the black’s eyes
wavered to the body lying at their
feet and darted swiftly to the black-
ening walls of the jungle on all
sides. Then he squared his splen-
did shoulders. His free hand came
up clenched, and he struck his bare
black chest a mighty thump.
“No,” he growled, “Kilimi no run

away. My master fight—Kilimi
fight!”
“Good man,” Westman replied
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simply. “Tell your Wambubas to
make a litter for the dead Wazungi.
We camp tonight with Scotty Mac-
rae in the ancient village of death.
You remember, Kilimi?”

The black’s face split
grin of pleasure at the
battle

in a savage
remembered
in which he had partaken at

THRILLING ADVENTURES

drooping creepers weaving ghostily
in the twilight.

Suddenly Scotty Macrae spied the
newcomers and, mistaking the Wam-
bubas for his own blacks and the
white man for the man he was in
search of, he let out an angry bellow:

“Craig! Ye bloody fooll! Don’t

that place Westman called the vil- ye know better’n to run off at night
lage of death. into—"”
"Ndio, bwana,” he growled. “I re- “It’s not Craig, Mac.”
member.” The Scot, coming forward on the
Westman and his faithful gunboy run, stopped dead in hniB tracks.
took the lead again. W ith their Then he let out a joyous shout.
grisly burden coming directly be- “Jeff!” He sprang forward eager-
hind them, the little safari pressed ly, rifle in hand. "Westman! God,
onward through the dark ominous and I'm glad you’re here. Didn’t
jungle. even know whether my black’d ever
live to reach you in Murumwa.”
CHAPTER 11 “"Your runner came in five days
. . o ago. | left at once.”
The Accursed Magic Again! “Knew you would, Jeff.”
HE westering sun dove “He brought some pretty grue-
abruptly beneath the jungle some tales with him, Mac. Now
fronds in a bombshell of What’s all this black magic non-
color and light. Several moni8R$§?”
later Westman heard the cries and The stocky Scot sobered instantly,
noise of many men crashing toward letting his huge hand come away

them. Dominating the native clamor,
he recognized the periodic bass hail
of Scotty Macrae.

“Craig! Darn ye, where are ye?
Craig I

A bitter smile flitted across the
ivory hunter’s face at the Scot’s
naive manner of search. In a mo-
ment Westman and his safari
burst upon the rim of a large clear-

ing.

To the right the short, stocky form
of the Scotsman could be seen, return-
ing at the head of his search party of
half-naked blacks.

The huge compound was entirely
surrounded by a high stockade. Be-
hind the pointed stakes and through
the open gates the wattled native
grass huts reared their cones. Ahead
of Westman rose the administration
building, a rough hut of thatch with
a narrow stoep; and directly behind
it a gigantic banyan tree sent its

from Westman’s which all the while
he had been clasping in hearty wel-

come.

AT —it’s a rotten mess, Jeff,” he
bit off between clenched teeth.

“Talk it over later. Right now I'm

worried about that kid they sent out
from Boma. Went off by himself
into the jungle an hour ago and—"”

“Craig?”

“Yes, he—"

“Don’t hunt him any more,
Scotty.”

“You— What do you mean, Jeff?”

“He’s dead.”

“Dead!”

“My Wambubas have got him on
that litter. Stabbed through the
back. Kilimi will bury him, Mac,”
the ivory hunter went on quietly,
“like one of his own tribe. Standing

upright with his rifle at his side like
a warrior ought to be buried.”
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“My God! Another!”

The Scot said this with savage
bitterness. For a moment the two
friends stared at each other. Then
in silence Macrae led the way to the
administration building. Behind

them the door flap of kasai cloth
fell back in place without a flutter.
Outside, Westman’s Wambubas

mingled with Macrae’s blacks, Kilimi
growling orders, his brilliant Mus-
sulman tarboosh the envy of all the
savages.

Scotty Macrae fell wearily to the

rattan settee and turned up the
grease lamp. In its light his square
face showed itself set in stony
ridges. Westman dropped to a camp

stool facing him, his long legs be-
fore him. For a moment the pair
listened intently to the faint, mad-
dening beat of distant signal drums;
until suddenly the Scot’s clenched
fist came down with a thump on the
narrow teakwood table. He swore
savagely.

<<T TELL vyou, Jeff, it’s enough to

drive a man crazy out here.
Blackness—the jungle—clammy heat
and snarling blacks. Them drums go-
ing all night long. Death ready to
jump on your back any minute!” He
leaned forward.

“Westman,” he barked fiercely, “I
can stand the sight of blood drawn
in a clean open fight as good as any
man. |’'m not squeamish, God knows.
But this stinking back-sticking! It
sends shivers up my spine. They
don’t know what a man’s up against
here, them company directors on the
coast at Boma.

“Gold and diamonds,
they want! And they send a poor
kid like Craig out here. Why, he
didn’t have a chance! |’'m beginning
to think | haven’t, either. But | tell
you this. Jeff!” His fist pounded
the table again. “I’ll get to the bot-
tom of this if it—”

“Suppose you tell

that’'s what

me about it,”
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Westman interrupted him softly.
“You saw as much of what it’s

about as | know, Jeff,” the Scot re-

plied, more soberly, "when you
found young Craig.”
“Who—"

“l don’t know.”
“What was he doing in the jungle
alone?”

~T'VE warned him a hundred times,

J- Jeff. But he was a kid, full of
fight. Only he didn’t know how to
fight—out here. He was looking for a
black who skipped out with a few
raw diamonds from the diggings.”

“Has that happened before?”

“The blacks making off with the
stuff? Yes, before | sent for you,
Jeff, half a dozen lit out.” The
Scot leaned forward, his eyes ablaze.
“And every one of them was found
murdered in the jungle! Every
one!” he repeated. “Stabbed and
lacerated and torn, those we were
able to find, with handfulls of their
kinky hair yanked out by the roots
as if—”

“What?”

Westman barked his interruption
fiercely, coming abruptly upright in
his chair.

“The savages hide the small stones
in the Kkinks of their hair. You
know that, Jeff. Some one’s laying
for them out there in the jungle.
Whoever it is, after murdering ’em
he hunts their scalps for the looted
stuff. It’s bestial, | tell you! Doesn’t
just pick the pebbles out of their
hair. Blast him, he fairly rips the
scalp off!l Why, what’s the matter,
Jeff?”

Westman relaxed slowly. “Mac,”
he breathed, “that’s exactly what |
noticed about Craig's head when |
found him.”

“You—"

Macrae stopped short. A moment
of silence fell between the two
friends.

“Are there are any other whites
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around here beside yourself?” West-
man asked at length.

“Not for twenty miles, Jeff.” The
Scot shook his head. “Not till Lula-
tala, an old slave-trading village far
up the river. Trader called Joe
Swango lives there. Comes down the
trails once a month for me with sup-
plies. Decent sort, only close-
mouthed.”

<<mHESE blacks of yours, Mac, who

J- ran off and—died. How’d you
find 'em?”

"Riddled through the back with
spear holes.”

"And their own assegai? Were
they flung? Was there ever signs of
a fight?”

“Never, Jeff! Their
still in their hands.
show fight.”

"Would you call young Craig yel-
low, Mac?”

spears were
Too yellow to

“Good Lord, no! He’d fight ten
wildcats twice his size.

“Well, he never put up a fight,
either.”

“What—!”

“His rifle was still in his hand,
without a shell fired. And the rot-
tenest part of it is, Mac, that he

was killed not more than five min-
utes before we got to him. And
there wasn’t even a bootmark or the
track of a native's foot to show who

did it!”
“Tommyrot! You must be wrong.
What do you think killed him?

Black jungle magic?”

“That’s just what Kilimi
Mac,” Westman said softly.

“Bah! You, too? Some savage
leaped on his back and speared him
for the diamonds he thought he
had.”

“Impossible! If it was a Wambute
forest pygmy—their spears are al-
ways poisoned with datura lily ex-
tract. The wounds swell blue and
they don’t bleed! It wasn’t a spear
at all. The holes arc too clean, not

thinks,
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like the wound from the broad pad-
dle of a black’s spear!”

“But for the love of God, Jeff,
what was it then that—”

"A white man’s long steel dag-
ger. Nothing else makes wounds
like that.”

"But there isn’t a white man be-

tween here and Lulatala, | tell you!”
Macrae gasped incredulously.
"Except this Joe Swango you tell
me about,” Westman reminded him.
"That’s a wrong trail.” The Scots-
man shook his head. “Joe’s no an-
gel, but he hasn’t the nerve for that.
If you saw him, you’d know. Be-
sides, he can’t kill blacks and mur-
der Craig a mile from my compound
—while he’s in Lulatala twenty
miles away. Half these blacks were
murdered when runner boys of mine
swear they were talking to him the

same night in Lulatala. It's a band
of savages, | tell you!”
Westman shook his head. He

leaned back against the wattled wall
of the hut, his hard, grey eyes half
closed.

7RONG, Mac,” he mused.
'V “Blacks don’t work that way
and you know it. What chance would
a black have of disposing of looted
diamonds? Suppose he came to a post
and offered raw diamonds to a trader?
They’'d jump him so quick he
wouldn’t know what struck him.
There’s something more sinister and
a blessed sight more dangerous
about this than a band of stray sav-
ages or Wambute forest pygmies.”
The lean hunter straightened slowly
in his chair. "You remember Abd el
Hussan, Mac?” he asked quietly.
“I’ll. say | remember him! Didn’t
I have a time getting the Governor
General to send the approval you
wanted, so that black boy of yours,
Kilimi, could mummify the swine’s
head for his collection of post dec-
orations I’
Westman grinned slightly at this.
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Kilimi cherished those bizarre and
ghastly relics of his hunts with his
master. But the smile vanished from
his angular face almost at once.
“Well, Mac, | was wondering,” he
mused on. “You remember the Arab
was digging here for raw diamonds
before you and your company ever
knew the deposit was here? [I'll
wager some one in Lulatala knew
about his pretty game before we
broke it up six months ago.”
"“But Abd el Hussan is dead, Jeff.”
“Sure he’s dead. But he’s not the
only crooked trader in the Congo.”
"Well, I don’t mind admitting I'm
stamped, Jeff,” Mac conceded wear-
ily. "Unless this killer flies through
the night like a bat! All | know is
there’s murder stalking around this
place till it’s got me balmy. When
| told Joe Swango about the way
the blacks died he grinned and said
something was wrong with their
face dye if it wouldn't keep off the
jungle magic. They smear their
faces with white ngula dye for night
travel, you know. It’s supposed to
scare off the evil devils of the
forest.” Macrae shuddered. "l can’t
help thinking of poor Craig.”

WESTMAN nodded understand-
ingly and seemed to be listening
to the moan of the dank night breeze

through the swaying creepers of the
ancient banyan. At last he stood up.

“We’ll both think clearer after a
sleep, Mac.”
“Aye, Jeff.” the Scot murmured

from his seat.

The ivory hunter turned away.
But he never reached the curtained
doorway of the sleeping room. At
the instant his hand touched it a
piercing shriek stabbed the night
outside. Westman whirled. Bellows
of terror sounded outside now;
hoarse native growls; the swift pat-
ter of naked feet racing for shelter.

Then that single blood-curdling
shriek sounded once more, and end-
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ed as if a savage hand had instantly
clutched the throat. Outside the
door-flap Kilimi’s unmistakable bass
sounded anxiously.

"Bwana, bwanal!” he cried; and,
waiting for no summons, he tore
aside the curtain and stood crouched
in the opening with blazing eye-
balls. “Come quick! The accursed
magic again!”

He stood there trembling slightly,
sleek muscles rippling under the
dark skin polished with castor oilL
Macrae leaped to his feet. West-
man sprang forward, plucking up
his Winchester as he went.

"Come along, Mac!”

One after the other, they plunged
into the night.

CHAPTER 111
White Man’s Weapon
u *1 AOWN, Mac! On the
1 ground!” Westman wam-
m/S ed the Scot.

At the foot of the stoep of Mac-
rae’s hut, Kilimi had already fallen
prone on his stomach, the ivory
hunter at his side. For a moment,
still blinded by their sudden dash
into the dark clearing from the lamp-
lit room, they could see nothing.
Then gradually monstrous forms
and waving shapes materialized amid
the black tops of the jungle.

At the mouth of the native work-
ers’ stockade the mob of Macrae’s
blacks crowded, paralyzed with
fright. In the center of the clearing
Westman's eight warrior porters
crouched beyond the light of their
dying campfire, all eyes glued to a
single spot in the jungle’s wall.
Kilimi it was who first raised his
hand, growling a tense—

"Look, bwanal”

A tall shape staggered into the
dim light from out of the wall of
forest. It swayed drunkenly from
side to side; a stalwart savage,
naked, except for a loin clout. His
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face, Btreaked white with ngula dye,
wobbled goblin-like above the jet
torso.

"Tamwa,” Macrae gasped. “The
black who bolted with three stolen
‘bort’ stones—the one poor Craig
was hunting.”

He started up from his knees.
Westman dragged him back to earth.
And the black, reaching the edge of
the clearing, let out again a single
dreadful shriek of terror. At the
same instant a dark shape leaped
out of blackness, on to the terror-
ized savage’s back. In the ghastly
light something flashed three times
in rising and descending arcs.

ESTMAN came to one knee, the

Winchester at his shoulder.
Sighting carefully, he waited an op-
portunity to fire. But the attacker,
clinging to Tamwa’s back, made a
true fire impossible in that weird
light. Only once his face was turned
toward the clearing for an instant.
It showed distorted, bestial, framed
in shaggy hair, teeth gleaming be-
tween snarling lips.

"Batwa! Forest dwarf 1
growled.

"The swine!” Mac roared in help-
less rage.

Tamwa collapsed, his attacker still
clinging to his back. Throwing cau-
tion to the winds, Westman pulled
the trigger without any attempt at
a hit, but more with the intention of
scaring off the horrible shape. The
flash of fire from his Winchester
blinded them momentarily. WheH
the smoke cleared, they caught sight
of another short, dwarfed body
darting out of the jungle. Once
more Westman pumped his gun. It
was like firing at dancing shadows.

“Kilimi I” he barked. “Throw wood
on the fire. Quick!”

Macrae leaped to his feet. West-
man followed. The Scot, enraged
beyond all caution, started forward.
The ivory hunter dragged him back.

Kilimi
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“Don’t be a fool, Scottyl” he
snapped. “Get a brand from the fire.
Kilimi! A torch!”

The black came back with a

smoking brand in one hand, his long
assegai clutched in the other. Be-
hind the stockade a fierce pounding
of tom-toms started as Macrae’s
savages took up the chant of their
medicine man’s desperate effort to
scare away the evil spirits of the
jungle devils.

“Come on,” Westman bit off short-
ly. "Fire at the first moving thing
you see, Mac!”

He led the way carefully toward
the spot. On the rim of the jungle
nothing stirred. It was as if every-
thing they had seen had been a hal-
lucination, a nightmare. Kilimi came
closer with his rude torch. In the
narrow circle of its light, Westman
and Macrae inspected the torn ter-
rain closely.

Tamwa’s body had disappeared.
Only a slight hollow betrayed where
he had fallen. Macrae gasped, then
caught the ivory hunter’s arm.

"Jeffl Look herel!”

He stooped quickly. When he
straightened up he held in his out-
stretched hand a long narrow-bladed

dagger. It was red with freshly
spilled blood.

“You were right, Jeff! It is a
white man’s knife that murdered

poor Craig—and Tamwa.”

ESTMAN nodded. Taking the
Wwicked looking poniard by the
haft, he inspected it carefully. Its
point was clean. There was no evi-
dence of poison. Hair clung to the
handle. When the ivory hunter hand-
ed the weapon back to Macrae and
brought his fingers to his face, he
caught the unmistakable animal odor
of the jungle. Westman turned on his
gun-boy.

“Kilimi, you are sure you saw no
white man?”
The Wambuba shook his head in-
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sistently. “No white man. Batwa—
forest dwarf!”
"They've dragged his body off,

Jeff,” the Scot put in awed tones.
"Blast it, Mac!” the ivory hunter
exploded in exasperation. “It doesn’t
make sense. Forest dwarfs don’t use
knives like this. Wouldn't know
what to do with a thing like that if
they had one. Spears and poisoned
darts from blowguns are their weap-

ons! And look at these tracks.”
He pointed to the torn earth re-
vealed in the flickering light of
their torch.

“One of them stabbed your black.
At least another one came to help
him drag the body away. But, Mac,
aside from the track your black left
here, there’s only one trail of naked
savage feet! | don't believe in
magic. Walking men leave foot-
prints behind them on this jungle
earth!”

MACRAE shuddered. For an in-
stant they stood stock still on the
rim of the clearing. Kilimi watched
his master with popping eyes. Then,
as they stood there, irresolute, a dis-
tant drum beat a single reverberat-
ing thump. It echoed loudly on the
fevered night air above the dolorous
whine of the medicine man in the
compound behind their backs. Then
it sounded again in a slow charac-
teristic rhythm that gradually filled
the entire night of darkness with
its monstrous throbbing.

Thump! Thump! Thump! Differ-
ent from the cadence of signal
drums. The ivory hunter knew that.

Kilimi knew it, too, for he shrank
back a pace.

“That’s a sacramental drum, Mac,”
Westman explained with a strange
softness to the Scot. “There'll be a
moon soon. Somewhere in the heart
of the jungle they’re calling the fol-
lowers of Congo magic for the cere-
mony. That drum and the black we

just saw murdered are bound to-
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gether somehow, just as surely as
Tamwa was killed by the same hand
that murdered Craig.

“It’s all bound together. | feel it,
Mac. | don’t believe in jungle magic.
Whoever is behind this business is
playing for high stakes. He’s using
all he knows of white man’s cunning
and black man’s superstitions. |If
we find the drum and the orgy it
symbolizes, we’ll find—something.”

“You mean, Jeff, that—"

“l mean, Mac, that we can’t sit
here any longer waiting. Any one
of us may be next! | mean to fol-
low the sound of that drum and see
where it leads to. The moon’ll be up
soon. We may find tracks—and we
may not. But we can follow the
sound, Kilimi and 1.”

"Let's go!" the Scot cut in harsh-
ly-

“Dangerous business, Mac,” the
ivory hunter warned. “If we come
on a tribe of blacks in a ceremonial
orgy and we’re discovered—it’s cer-
tain death."”

“Better than sitting here waiting!”

Westman nodded and turned to
his gun-boy.

“Kilimi,” he said quietly in Swa-
hili, “we go to avenge the death of
a black man and a white. We need
Kilimi, the good hunter. You lead
us into the jungle to the noise of
the big drum?”

N the sputtering light of the
torch, the black’s face was a study
in emotion. Superstitious dreads,
fear, faithfulness struggled visibly
on his jet countenance. Only for an
instant he hesitated. Then he drew

himself to his full magnificent
height.

"Bwana go—Kilimi go," he growled
shortly.

“Good man, Kilimi. Go pick four
Wambuba men with strong hearts
and long spears. Then come, too.”

The black turned toward the fire
where his men stood anxiously
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waiting. Westman and Macrae fol-
lowed soberly, intent on inspecting
rifles and filling cartridge belts for
their perilous venture. The Scot
raised his square face in undisguised
admiration to the young ivory
hunter.

"How in the world do you do it,
Westman?” he asked softly. “That
black of yours is scared to death
and he hasn’t a thing to gain—yet
he’d follow you into the jaws of hell
if you told him to!”

"Pride, Mac,” the
muttered, almost to himself.
taught Kilimi to be proud.”

ivory hunter
“I’ve

CHAPTER IV
Worshipers of the Monkey God

the little party moved war-

L\ ily along the tangled trail,
A. JL Kilimi and Westman, in the
lead, guided their direction by the
booming sound of the single drum.
Macrae and the four blacks followed.
For perhaps an hour, through tan-
gles and festoons of jungle growth,
they traveled the heart of the Ituri
jungles, the deep, dull-throated boom
of the drum beating ever closer and
louder. Suddenly it ceased entirely.

The startling silence froze Kilimi
In his tracks, his body tense as a
tiger’s set for the spring. For a full
minute the drum remained silent.
Then it started again on its repeated,
single note like the beating of some
gigantic heart. Kilimi’s head came
back on his shoulder.

“"Karibu, bwana,”
"Very close.”

He dropped to his hands and knees
now. Crawling forward, he parted
the vines and peered through. Then
he signaled with his free hand. With
a silent gesture. Westman ordered
the others to the ground. He led the
crawling advance himself to the spot
Kilimi commanded. At his side Mac-
rae let out a low hissing of breath
between his teeth.

he whispered.
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Directly before them—in a slight
depression of the land—the worship-
ing savages were revealed.

The narrow clearing lay bathed in
ghastly moonlight. In its center
stood a raised dais formed naturally
by the rent trunk of a gigantic tree.
Some of its dead limbs still reached
weirdly upward from its sides. Upon
it stood a naked dwarf savage be-
fore the great drum. With his
clenched fists he pounded it in a
maddening rhythm.

At the other end of the platform
stood a huge cage of bamboo Btakes.
In it something black and fantastic,
a shaggy creature, danced in a fren-
zy, chattering insanely with bared
teeth. Besides the cage stood aman
—giant by contrast with the Wain-
bute pygmies—clothed in dirty white
drill trousers; naked to the waist;
his face covered entirely by a black
cloth.

Below him and all about the riven
tree-trunk that served as their grisly
sacrifical altar sat hunched on their
heels the tribe of dwarfs. And these
swayed backward and forward to the
maddening beat of the sacerdotal
drum. .
In the pallid light of the ascending
moon their hairy torsos looked brown
and red skinned rather than black,
their faces imp-like and bestial. They
were the savage forest dwarfs of the
Ituri.

TV/TACRAE, crouching beside West-
man, tensed angrily.

“That man!” he growled in a
fierce whisper. “The tall one by that
cage. He—Jeff, he’s white. Look
at his chest. What’s he wearing that

black mask for? Westman, he—"
“Quiet, Mac,” the ivory hunter
cautioned.

"Shenzi Nzombi!” Kilimi’s whis-

per was half dread and half a snort
of rage. “Worshipers of the Mon-
key God!” And he spat disdainfully
to show his disgust—a frightened
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disgust, for he knew the'r terrible
fanaticism.

TenBe and anxious, they watched.
Suddenly the white man below them
dragged upward what appeared to
be a human form. This he trussed
by means of a rope creeper to one
of the jutting Ilimbs of the tree.
There it dangled directly before
him, a shapeless bundle with a gris-
ly white-dyed face. From his thigh
he whipped out a dagger and raised
it on high. Above his head its steel
blade caught all the light there was
in a fierce and wicked gleam.

Macrae’s rifle snapped to his shoul-
der. The next instant he would have
fired. Westman grabbed the barrel
and barked out a low command.

“Stop it. You want that whole
mob at our throats?”

“Good God, Westman! You gonna

sit here and let—"
“Don’t be a fool, Mac. Look at
the thing. It’s a dummy. Sacking

stuffed with grass and a white face
painted on it. Look.”

ACRAE gasped. His rifle came
M slowly down from his shoulder.
There was no mistaking it now. The
beat of the drum ceased abruptly.
The swaying mob of pygmies leaned
forward eagerly. In the silence the
brutal senseless chattering of the
thing in the bamboo cage rose with
horrible clarity as it danced about
in mad frenzy. The next moment
the masked white man plunged his
dagger downward into the grass-
stuffed dummy. Again and again
he buried the flashing steel blade.

At the sight, the watching sav-
ages beneath him let out a series of
loud, whining wails. With a final
savage thrust the white man came
upright, cut down the dummy and
flung the blade he had been using
into the cage that stood close beside
him. Instantly the beast behind the
bamboo bars pounced upon it, bawl-
ing loudly and clawing the stakes
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of his cage with legs and arms, the

steel blade clenched between his
bared fangs.

“Great God, Jeff! It—it’s—"”
Macrae broke off and clutched the
ivory hunter’s arm. “Look! The

black they’re dragging up there now!
It—look at his face—dyed white
with ngula dye. By God, it’'s Tam-
wa! The black we saw murdered at
the edge of our clearing.”

HALF a dozen of the hairy dwarfs
were dragging the black up on
the dais. His limbs twitched occa-
sionally. Life was still in him. The
white man with the mask lifted both
his arms toward the cage and started
a weird, chanting wail. The sur-
rounding worshipers took it up in-
stantly. The air was filled with its
frightful sound. Inside the cage the
beast snarled and raved, pulling in
a fury at the bars.

Westman turned his head. There
was loathing and grim bitterness on
his face.

“Worshipers of the Monkey God,”

he growled in a low, husky bass.
“No question of it. That blasted
renegade in the mask will pull the
door open in a minute, Mac. That
sacred ape in there—he’s on a
braided rope. He’s been trained to
make their sacrifices for them by

watching the white swine knife dum-
mies. When the cage opens—stand
ready. Kilimi, do you hear? And
you Wambuba men?”

“We hear, bwana,”
black whispered softly.

Westman turned forward
The white renegade had the door-
trip of the cage in both hands. Sud-
denly he yanked it clear and leaped
aside.

A wild shriek of
sounded from ,the
worshipers as the beast leaped out
of its prison, stopped short in its
spring only by the restraint of the
rope that fastened him. Whipped

the faithful

again.

savage joy
throats of the
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to a frenzy, it crouched on all fours,
snarling. Then, spying the supine
body of Tamwa, it let out a throaty
chortle and seized the dagger from
its teeth by the haft.

The white-smeared face seemed to
enrage it beyond all measure. And
as it leaped upon the unstirring
black, the crouching dwarfs shrieked
their insane pleasure at the expected
blood orgy, goading the beast on
with their gibberish.

ESTM AN snapped his gun from
Wsafety and brought it swiftly to
his shoulder. Carefully he sighted
down the sleek barrel. Only a moment
he hesitated—then pulled the trigger.

The reverberating shot echoed like
a clap of thunder on the fevered jun-
gle night. Whether he had scored
a hit or not it was impossible to say,
for the beast had leaped at the very
instant of firing. It struggled fero-
ciously now on its rope. The dwarf
at the drum leaped in panic from
the platform. Below them the mob
sprang to their feet at the startling
report, screaming and milling in
terror.

On the raised dais the white man
with the masked face bellowed or-
ders. Turning, he plucked a rifle
from a corner. The dwarfs whirled
about, blowguns at their mouths. A
whizz of poisoned darts, like a flight
of angry gnats, flew toward West-
man and his hidden party.

“Let ’em have it, Scotty!” the
ivory hunter cried as he pumped his
Winchester. "Careful of those darts.”

The man on the dais emptied his
weapon at the darting tongues of
flame that leaped at him from the
rim of the jungle. Kilimi and the
Wambubas strained at their own en-

forced inaction like hounds on the
leash. Suddenly the man on the
dais, his gun empty, sprang side-

wise toward the beast before its
cage. It still chattered and snarled in
bestial frenzy.
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Feverishly he undid the animal’s
restraining rope and leaped instant-
ly clear. The freed beast let out a
single inhuman snarl and sprang
for the nearest tree, the gleaming
knife-blade showing dazzlingly white
between its teeth.

“Now, Kilimi!” Westman roared.

The black leaped to his feet, as-
segai in hand, an ancient Bantu war

cry on his lips. Behind him his
Wambubas followed, roaring the
gory battle cry of their native

tongue. Macrae staggered upright,
ramming fresh shells into his gun.
Westman dragged him to earth.

“Leave be, mon!” the Scot bel-
lowed angrily, the blaze of battle
in his eyes. "Do ye think I'm sit-

ting here while your blacks do my
fighting for me? Leave be, mon!”

“Mud—dirt,” the ivory hunter an-
swered inexplicably. ‘“‘Smear it on
your face, Mac. Quick!”

His rifle momentarily at his side,
Westman was clawing at the soft,
wet earth at his feet. This he
smeared thickly on his face, masking
his sun-scorched countenance until
its white texture was totally cov-
ered. The Scot looked at him in
utter amazement.

“Are ye mad?” he shrieked.

“Mad or not, you Scottish fighting
fool, do as | tell you. Smear this
mud on your face if you want to
come out of this alive.”

HE fairly thrust Macrae’s face
into the soggy earth. Then, leap-
ing to their feet, they followed the

charge of Kilimi and his battle-
crazed Wambubas. The blacks were
far in the lead now. The air was

filled with the blood-curdling bel-
low of their age-old Bantu war cry.
Westman and Macrae fired as they
raced forward.

The white leader of the bestial
orgy had vanished into the jungle.
At his disappearance the scattering
Wambute dwarfs screamed in terror.
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On the edge of the clearing they
made their last stand. Arrows and
darts from blowguns whirred through
the air. But they had lost heart.
Their magic gods had deserted them.
Suddenly the last remnants of them
turned tail and fled squealing from
the shambles. Kilimi and his Warn-
bubas took up the pursuit.
Westman bellowed at his gun-boy.
Hesitatingly the giant black let off
the chase. Panting and exulting, the
party collected about the base of the
tree platform. But the mystery of

it still showed plainly on Macrae’s
face, all smeared with blackening
mud. There was little time then

for explanations.

“Two of you make a litter for
Tamwa here,” the ivory hunter com-
manded in a snapping voice. “Back
to the diggings, Mac. Fast as we
can make it. I've a hunch that’s
where we’ll find that filthy renegade
—whoever he is. Quick! We've
got to cauterize any wounds from
those darts and arrows, or it means
the finish.”

In feverish haste the blacks worked

under Kilimi’s direction. Not five
minutes later they were trekking
back for Macrae’s compound at a

quick dog-trot. They flung all cau-
tion to the winds now. Speed was
what was wanted.

CHAPTER V
Big Stakes

FIERCE terrorized wailing

greeted them as they crashed

from the jungle to the edge

of their own compound. The

fire was totally deserted. Every liv-

ing soul had crammed into the space

enclosed by the tall stockade. From

behind it issued the agonized shrieks

of the superstition-ridden blacks.

Only a few braver souls peered fear-
fully from the opening.

Smeared with the mud Westman

had so inexplicably ordered, Mac-
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rae stopped in his tracks, panting.
The Wambubas dropped their bur-
den and flattened on the ground.

Kilimi alone sprang to the ivory
hunter’s side.
“Look, bwana!"™ he cried "Shenzi

Nzombi! The Monkey God!”
Directly before them, behind Mac-
rae’s grass hut, in the towering
branches of the banyan tree, a weird
struggle was being enacted. A hu-
man scream sounded, blood-curdling.
It was answered by an angry chat-

tering. The creepers of the banyan
swayed and danced a grotesque
dance.

"Shenzi!” Kilimi bellowed again.

A WHITE shape hurtled from the

tree to the ground, bellowing in
abject terror. It was the white rene-
gade of the orgy they had witnessed
not half an hour before. But the
black mask was gone from his face.
His bared chest was gory and drip-
ping with blood. Following him
from the branches of the banyan an-
other shape came pouncing savagely
downward. It landed squarely on
the renegade’s back, squealing fren-
ziedly.

The man staggered, struggling vain-
ly. Steel flashed in the night before
either Macrae or Westman could
bring a rifle to their shoulders. Up-
ward and downward it came in sav-
age swinging arcs. The blade buried
itself each time to the hilt between
the man’s shoulder blades.

Westman’s gun spat flame. Three
times he fired in rapid succession,
his lips set grimly. The two grue-

caope shapes collapsed to the ground

beneath the waving creepers of the
banyan tree.

“My God I” Macrae gasped in awe.

Westman led them forward in si-
lence. To one side of Macrae’s hut
lay the two shapeless heaps. The
white man was on his back in a pool
of dark blood, his glazed eyes star-
ing sightlessly up at the purple v«I-
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vet of the Congo sky. Beside him
the sacred monkey writhed in its
last agonies, Westman’s lead slugs
through its heart, the glistening
steel blade still clutched convulsive-
ly in its paw.

“What—what is it, Westman?”’
the Scot managed to gasp.

“The finest specimen of an Ilturi
Colobus ape I've ever seen,” the
ivory hunter replied. “That, Mac,”

he went on with grim quiet, “that
was your murderer.”
“It—it’s uncanny, Jeff. It’s al-
most as bad as jungle magic.”
“The Congo is uncanny, Scotty,”
Westman agreed softly. “Who’s the
white man? Know him?”

HE Scot nodded. “Joe Swango—

the trader from Lulatala.”

“White? He’s a quarter-breed.
See the kinky hair; the high, negroid
cheek-bones, and the puffy lips?
He—"” Westman broke off. “God,
what a game he played 1"

“It don’t make sense to me, Jeff,”

Macrae insisted, in frank puzzle-
ment. “Swango couldn’t have done
the Kkillings. | tell you he was in

Lulatala on the night most of my
blacks were murdered. And why—"”

“Don’t you see it, Mac?” the ivory
hunter went on quietly. “He wanted
to scare you and your blacks off.
The Colobus ape is highly intelli-
gent. Swango trained it, the way
we saw, to pounce on the back of
every white-faced man it saw. Taught
it how to use a white man’s dagger.
Swango himself could be in Lula-
tala—and the murders still be done
miles away.

“That’s why we never found any
tracks after the Kkillings. The ape
didn’t walk. It swung along through
the trees. And this Joe Swango
knew that any black traveling at
night from your compound would
smear his face with the white dye.
I had you and myself smear our
faces with mud in the temple of
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the Monkey God for that reason, to
cover the white of our flesh.

“But Swango, thinking his beast
would attack us because our faces
were white, came flying back here.
He knew the minute he heard our
rifles back there, who we were. He
traveled fast to get here first—and
lost his black mask. But the ape
didn’t see any white faces back there,
so he followed his master. When
he did see a white face—you saw
what happened. The white face was
Joe Swango’s.”

“But, Jeff. Why the orgy? Why
did he turn king of a tribe of sav-
age dwarf pygmies? Why want us
out of the way at all? It don’t
make sense. Didn’t he get what he
was after when he trained the mon-
key to Kkill the escaping blacks and
pluck out the diamonds they had
hidden in their hair? He—"

“No, Mac, he was after bigger
game. What he wanted was to get
rid of you entirely—scare you away.
As for his tribe of pygmies, he in-
tended to use them as his final alibi.
The Belgian government would have
put the whole thing—if you and |
had been murdered—to his pygmy
tribe, while he went scot free with
his loot.”

“His—what?”
incredulously.

“Pry loose that lead-covered box
he’s clutching in his dead hand.
You’ll see what he was after, Mac,
I'll warrant.”

the Scot burst out

IN silence, the Scot obeyed. It was
a small oblong box of teakwood,
covered with pounded lead as pro-
tection against decay and the rav-
ages of the dread Congo ant, that the
dead man held in his nerveless hand.
This he had apparently rescued from
its hiding place in the recesses of
the banyan tree before the ape
pounced on him. Macrae opened it
slowly. As the lid came off he
gasped aloud.
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"Diamonds, Jeffl A rajah’s ran-
som in raw diamonds! Look at that
top one. Look at the size of—~”

"Exactly, Mac,” the ivory hunter
cut in dryly. “Diamonds. You for-
get that before Abd el Hussan died
he had already been working this
diamond field of your Congo Con-
cession Company, for no one knows
how long. It wasn’t until after you
and | got here some six months ago
that we even knew there was blue
diamond ground here. At that time
your company was simply prospect-
ing a gold placer.

“Abd el Hussan never shipped the
stones away from here. It was too
dangerous. Yet he must have mined
them before we broke up his little
party. So they were still here. That
was Joe Swango's logic. And some-
how he discovered they were cached
in that banyan tree. He meant to
have them before you discovered
them. Another week of his black
magic and he’d have scared every

black of yours away. And you’'d
have followed. You couldn’t have
stayed on here alone. That was

what he wanted.”

MACRAE looked at his friend, the
ivory hunter, for a long time in
silence. Then, still without a word,
he turned and led the way to the
stoep of his hut. The precious box
was in his hand as he vanished be-
hind the curtain of kasai cloth.
Inside, by the light of the fire,
Westman and Macrae dressed care-

NEXT MONTH: A Gripping,
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fully with antiseptic from their Kits
the wounds of the Wambubas. At
length the two white men were
alone. The tall, gaunt ivory hunter
rose, a little wearily.

“T NEED sleep, Mac,” he growled.
-L “Been on the go ever since | got
your message in Murumwa. Better
turn in now.”
“Jeff, you—Il—" The Scot sput-

tered, then went on in a husky
growl: “I’ll have to hang on here
until the company engineers come

up from the coast, Jeff. Then I'm
heading for Boma. |I’ll sure tell the
directors about this—and about you.
You deserve—"

“Yeah; all right, Mac. You al-
ways did have a touchy conscience.
You think | need pay to come along
when a friend like you—"~

“Then what in blazes do you want,
Jeff? You're a queer bird. Trekking
the jungle. What for? What do
you want?”

“Sleep right now.” Jeffrey West-
man grinned wistfully. “I saw some
mighty fine elephant spoor out there,
Mac. Tomorrow, me and Kilimi will
have a try at finding the father of
all the elephants an ivory hunter al-
ways dreams about. Some day I'll
bring him down, Mac, the tusker
whose ivory drags the ground.”

He smiled again, pensively, with
his strong lean face a deep red-
brown against the grease-lamp light.
“It gets into the blood, Scotty, ele-
phants and the jungle.”
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Haggerty plunged through the doOr, hi$ eyes

CHAPTER |
A Trail Is Laid

N the rear flat of a

apartment house two

hunched over a table

cussed crime. Between them on
dirty cover lay packages of cur-
rency, the bundles of bills held by
flat rubber bands. The sickly light
from a specked electric globe cast
an unwholesome radiance over their
sallow features.

One of them, a thin, nervous man
with a cast in one eye, turned now
and then apprehensively toward the
hall door.

cheap
men sat
and dis-

the “Yeah, a chance.

“I'm a-tcllin* yub, Butch, |
sold on the kid's scheme,”

Butch was a hulking fellow with

a stupidly vindictive countenance.
"Nor me neidcr, as far as dat goes,
but it’s a ehanet, ain't it, Saps?"
I'm agrecin' to
this set-up because we got to move
and move fast. The bulls may be on
our tails any minute.”

Butch’s heavy brows folded in vi-
cious wrinkles. "Dey's one bull I'm
goin' tuh fix some day an' fix him
good; I''ll fix his lousy hidel”

"1 know—Haggerty, Forget that
dick, I'm a-tellin’ you.”

Footsteps sounded in the hall. The

ain't

Follow the Stirring Adventures of a Daring
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blinking at their sudden emergence into light

door opened to admit a man younger places so even Big Eyes Haggerty

than either of the two. He was can't tumble. Ain't | fixed every-
flashily dressed and wore a cap thing? | soaked that grand where
pulled down over one eye; and she’ll do the most good. And I'm
around this cap could be seen his leavin’ plants that'll make the Head-

dark hair oiled and smoothed to a quarters dummies run round in cir-
polished brilliance. His face had a cles. Before morning we’ll be scram-
certain youthful appeal, but in his min’ with the real McCoy.”

restless eyes was a look of insolence "Yeah, | hope so.” Sap3 was skep-
and cunning. tical, “Well, there she is; load up.™
“"Well, mugs, she’s fixed. Gimme Pete began to place the flat bun-
the dough.” dles of bills in his pockets. Butch
Saps leaned back to light a ciga- eyed each disappearing bundle with
rette, “You be careful, Pete,” a certain envious regret.
The Kkid gave a hooting laugh. "Gimme time,” he muttered, “an’
"Quit your worryin’. | tell yuh, it’s | coulda peddled everyt'ing.”
a push-over. 1 can get in an' outa “Yeah.” sneered Pete, "six months

Sleuth os He Unravels a Baffling Mystery!
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or a year. And by that time wed
all be dished out a bookful. You
leave this to me, | ain't figured out
everything for nothin'. You fellas
gotta learn to move fast.”

"l run with yuh there all
kid,” Saps agreed.

right,
“But watch your

step, Pete, Don't get rattled.”
“Me, rattled? Dont make me
laugh. | cover everything.”

The young man moved toward the
door. "Well, so long, mugs. [I'll be
seein' yuh."

Saps turned back again to the now
cleared table, “The scheme'# good,
all right. AIll I'm afraid of is Pete,
He's a kid. He's likely to lose his
head. One slip and he'll leave every-
thing open for Haggerty."

"Yeah, dat lousy round-heel#, |
tell yuh 1 hate tuh leave dis town
wit'out unwindin' dat dick's clock.
Just gimme one chanct an* I'm plug-
gin’ dat baby, so help me. Gawd,
how | hate ’iml”

"Aw. fergit it,” advised Saps,

Butch rumbled a final growling
oath at Haggerty.

ATROL Car Number 17 swung
Pout of Tilliston Avenue and into
Fourteenth Street. Beside the uni-
formed driver sat Detective Sergeant
Guy Haggerty, better known as Hot-
Trail Haggerty, His nickname was de-
scriptive of his system. He was an
exponent of quick and direct action,
fast on the trail of the crook while
the trail was still warm.

A square behind, a night-hawk
taxi followed the course of the po-
lice car. Haggerty had hia eye on
the approaching car and frowned,

A sleepy-eyed attendant came out
from the cabin. Far to the south the
3:10 express whistled eerily as it
drew near to the grade crossing.
The wunnatural quiet of the early
morning hours hung over the city.

“Fill ‘'cr up,” grunted O'Hara.
“Charge 'er to the P. D"

A moon-like face appeared sud-
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denly at the door beside Haggerty.
A cigarette dangled from grinning
lips,

"Well, well, and well, my old
friend Hawkshaw Haggerty. W hat’s
the big murder mystery tonight?
Now, now, don't lie to papa.”

The young man ducked and held
up a warning finger as jf Haggerty
had aimed a blow. O'Hara growled
an imprecation,

Haggerty shoved the reporter
slightly away and spat contemptu-
ously. "I talk to regular reporters,
but to a picture-snatcher on your

slimy vyellow sheet, | don't know
nothin'—"

Z-z-z, sputter. The radio in the
police car beg-an to speak,

“Calling Car Seventeen, Calling
Car Seventeen, Investigate one two
six four Collins Avenue. Investi-

gate one two six four Collins Ave-
nue. Report, murder. Report, mur-
der. Calling Car Seventeen—"

The radio droned on in repetition.
The reporter tipped his hat in-
solently.

“And is that service? Let this be
a lesson to you, gentlemen and cop-
pers. Never trifle with the minions
of the Press. When | see the Prince
of Pearl-handled Detectives cruising
in a yammer buggy. | hails a leaping
lizzy with a one-eyed driver and
trails along. Am 1 right, gentlemen,
am | right?”

“Get going,” ordered Haggerty.
“Never mind the gas,” he snapped at
the attendant,

rpHE patrol car swung out into the
J- street, gathering speed as the pa-
trolman’s heavy footwent down upon
the accelerator. Behind it Cheese
Golman of the tabloid, Trumpet, ca-
reened along in his battered taxi,
“That Golman s anuisance. He may
be a star to his editor, but he’s a
pain in the eollarband to me,"
“That last picture he had me in
was lousy,"” growled O’Hara. “Sons*
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day that bird’s goin' to
camera once too often,”

Collins Avenue was dark as they
turned into it. Street lights burned
dimly on alternate blocks. Dark,
sooted, brick houses lay back from
the street, silent as sphinxes. There
was a smell of stagnant air and old
woodwork.

In a lower window of 1264 burned
st light, a single bar of coal on the
Ibitg grate of the street.

"This is the place, boss." O’Hara
brought the ear to a quick atop
against the curb.

snap his

HE house set back from the street,

A short flight of steps led to a
railed porch that was little more
than a landing. At the right of the
small porch was the room where the
lights glowed.

O'Hara was but a step behind Hag-
gerty as they ran up the steps, Hag-
gerty tried the door and found it
locked. He hammered upon it with
the crisp authoritative knock of a
police officer. There was a garbled
voice from within.

"Open up,” ordered Haggerty. “Po-
lice.”

"Shall 1 bust it, boss?” inquired
O’Hara.

A shot, crackling like the sudden
ripping of a paper hox, exploded
from within the house. Both men
reached for their guns automatically.

"Let her have it!” ordered Hag-
gerty.

The door crashed inward at the
third assault of their shoulders,

Both were through, teetering for the
moment unbalanced.

They were in a narrow reception
hall.  An open door to the right
emitted a bar of light that split the
darkness of the entrance corridor,

“This way, men, this way!" called
a voice.

Haggerty plunged through the
door, his eyes blinking at their sud-
den emergence into light. Beside a
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desk at the left of the room stood
an old man clad in a faded dressing
gown, his hair disordered. Beside
him on the desk was a telephone. In
his hand was an automatic pistol.

Across the room beside a row of
bookshelves, half crouching as if he
had been flung violently against the
wall, was a young man attired in,
dark clothes. Above him a row of
books was pulled part way from one
of the shelves and now teetered'
above the crouching man as if ready"
to rain down upon him.

But it was the object sprawled on
the floor that riveted the officer’s
first attention. It was the body of
a man past middle age; and it, too,
was clad in dressing gown and pa-
jamas, This man had fallen for*
ward on his face, one arm doubled
under the body as if it had bent to
check his fall, the other outthrust,
the hand clawing. One slipper had
come off as the man had staggered
a Step or two forward, and the bare
foot was twisted and drawn as if it
registered and held the last painful
spasm of death.

AGGERTY knelt beside the body,
turned the head. His lips pursed
as the lifeless face came into view.
“Bill Jarnigan,” he identified,

O'Hara whistled, “Bond and Bail
Jarnigan?"

"No other,” Haggerty was on his
feet, The rapid action that character-
ized his procedure clicked in his
words.

“Get the kid, O’Hara. Watch him.”

He swung upon the old man. “Who
are you?"
“I'm James Treeman, Officer. |

am in the employ of Mister Jarni-
gan.”

“Yeah, and who's that?”

The old man swallowed before he
spoke. Now that the officers had
come, the tenseness left his body.
He laid down the pistol.

“That’s George, air, George Bel-
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ton, nephew of Mister Jarnigan, the
man who murdered his uncle.”
The young man came suddenly to

speech. 7”1 tell you, | didn't do it.
He lies. | didn’t do it!”
O'Hara straightened the young

mail Up, rapidly frisking him*
“No rod, llot-Trail,” he announced.

T TAGGEKTY took in at a glance
-L-L the accused young man. He was
little different from the ordinary
run-of-the-sidcwalks youth, somewhat
flashily dressed.

"Sit down there, kid,” ordered
Haggerty, indicating a chair. "We’ll
take care of you. No funny busi-
ness. Now, Trecman, give us your
song and story and don't waste
words.”

"All I know, sir, is that | found
him here. | was asleep when | was
awakened by shots. | thought | had
heard voices, but | wasn't sure. |
came running in and | found Mister
Jarnigan there, sir, dead. George
was over there, intent on robbing the
safe."”

"Safe? What safe?"

"Behind the books. Mister Jarni-
gan had dropped his pistol as he fell
—this is his gun, sir. | grabbed it
up and held George until 1 could
phone the police. He was wild-eyed
and desperate. He tried to escape
when you came to the door. 1 had
to fire to keep him. That's why |
couldn't come and unlock the door."”

Haggerty stepped rapidly across
the room to the bookshelves. He
jerked out half a dozen books, drop-
ping them to the floor. The opened
space revealed a safe. It was locked.
One shelf was slightly splintered, and
one of the books showed a puffed
space where a bullet had entered.

"How many times did you fire that
gun?”

“Once."

“Let's sec it. Hm, this gun has been
fired twice if the magazine was full.
There arc two bullet marks in the
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bookcase. How many shots did you

hear when you were in bed?”
"Three, | think,”
Footsteps were

porch outside.
Haggerty jerked his head toward

sounding on the

O'Hara. “Keep any rubber-necks
out."
O'Hara was gone, his big fists

doubling as he went into the hall,

"Why should Bolton, Jarnigan's
nephew, want to rob the safe?” Hag-
gerty pursued,

“I know he was trying to get
money from his uncle, sir. They
had words about it. | don't know

what he wanted the money for.”
"In other words, the kid slipped
down at night to rob the safe, the
old man caught him, and they shot
it out.”
"Apparently, sir,

George Bolton raised his head
from his hands, where he had
dropped it when he slumped into
the chair,

"I tell you | didn't do it,” he pro-
tested. “l heard the shots and came
too, found my uncle there. Seeing
the books displaced, | turned to see

if the safe had been robbed. Tree-
man came in and found me. | swear
I know no more about it than he
does,”

"Better come clean, kid, [It’ll be

your funeral.”

From out on the porch came the
smack of an opened hand, followed
by an inarticulate curse. Another
shout came from down the street as
a car ripped into motion.

CHAPTER 11
Fatal Flash
COLD, strained silence filled
the room, George Bolton
_sucked in a breath of air
hat was like a sob.
hand came up to rub his chin re-
flectively.
Patrolman O'Hara clumped into

Haggerty's



HOT-TRAIL

the room. “That lousy reporter,
Gelman, boss. | fired him with a
good one, Figgcred you didn't want
any news Johnnies yet"

"No, they can have their inning
when- the time comes. But you
oughtn't to have slapped him."

“Ah, | didn’t hurt him. | slapped
him where he had the most feelin’,
and that wasn't in his head.”

Haggerty whirled toward Tree-
man and Bolton. "Which of you
two can open that safe?”

“He can,” averred Treeman.

“That’s a lie,” shouted Bolton. *“I

don't know the combination. He
does,"”
Treeman spread his hands resign-
edly.

"As a trusted employee of Mister
Jarnigan, naturally I know the com-
bination,” he admitted.

"Then get over there and open it.
As a trusted employee, | suppose
you know if there was anything val-
uable in the safe.”

"Why, yes, sir. In Mister jarni-
gan’s business, furnishing cash bond
for his c-licnts, he had to have a
ready sum of money on hand,"

"How much?"

"There is-—ought to be—approxi-
mately fifty thousand dollars.”

“Whce-yoo, no wonder the old
bird got croaked. Well, get busy
os. the dial. O'Hara, get Head-
quarters. Have 'em send the regular
squad down."

"Better put the nippers on the
kid, hadn’t 1?”

“No."

AGGERTY'S mind was clicking
H rapidly, He had made his reputa-
tion on the force from his methods of
thinking straight through from obvi-
ous facts—and of getting hot on the
trail. The facts, so far marshalled,
were damaging to George Bolton;
but Haggerty was not convinced that
this was an open and shut case.

The outstanding point was the ab-
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sence of a gun upon the kid. Of
course, Bolton’might have concealed
it before Treeman came in, but in
that event it would be found when
the Headquarters squad searched the
house.

THE detective's eyes, had been rap-
idly surveying the room. The
interior of the house was queerly ar-
ranged, An open staircase led up
from this office, a room that had ap-
parently once been the parlor of a
fashionable dwelling house. This
stair led to a small balcony which
gave access to a corridor on the sec-
ond floor.

From the position of the scene as
he had found it, neither Jarnigan
nor Treeman had come down this
Stair but had. entered, the office from
the hall. Bolton must have de-
scended the stair; thus he would
have Stepped out into the room near
the bookcase where Treeman had
found him.

At the end of the shelves opposite
the stair landing, a door opened into
a lower floor room. This door was
ajar and Haggerty could see heavy
draperies on one of the windows.

O'Hara put through his call to
Headquarters. Treeman worked slow-
ly at the safe. There were muted
metallic thuds as the tumblers drop-
ped into place.

Flash! The room was suddenly
lighted by a dazzling, blinding il-
lumination. From the balcony above
came hooting, mocking laughter ac-
companied by a shutter click,

On this balcony stood Cheese Gol-
man, the reporter, grinning like the
proverbial cat. In one hand he was
holding, Liberty-like, a flashlight
gun, and his camera was placed close
against his chest. Before his face
tufts of smoke were eddying like
clouds before the moon.

"Gentlemen and coppers, the Press
again triumphant! A cross will not
mark the spot where the body wa*
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found. There will be no cross;
there will be the body itself. Vive
the Fourth Estate!”

"How the devil
there?”

“Wouldn't you
Pearl-handled Detective?
out, Hawkshaw, work it out.
your business.”

The reporter's eyes centered on
the youth, "If it ain't George, the
ladies' man. Now, now, don't get
excited. | won’t tell. She’s a hot
mamma and expensive. Rut be care-
ful, Georgie. Some day papa find
out and papa spank. Oh, boy!”

O'Hara, sputtering, started up the

did you get up

like to know, my
Work it
That's

stairs.  “Shall | wring his neck,
boss?"
Haggerty checked the impulsive

patrolman. “There’s nothing we can
do about it now. The Trumpet's
got the picture. After all, he's a
pretty good picture snatcher.”

A call from Treeman whirled both
men around,

“Where’s George?” the old man
asked excitedly.

The chair George Bolton had oc-
cupied was empty. In the few sec-
onds of blindness produced by the
flash he had disappeared.

From down the street came the
brazen note of a siren as the Head-
quarters car drew near,*

**\ FTER him,” ordered Haggerty.
“He can't get away. That door.”
O’Hara, drawing his gun as he

went, plunged through the door at

the end of the bookshelves. Tree-
man was taking a small steel box
from the opened safe. Outside,

brakes squealed as a car drew up to
the curb.

Bang! From the direction of the
upper corridor a detonation ripped
out. Three seconds, and again the
ripping, echoing bark of a revolver.
There was a stifled, blood-choked
.groan.

"Oh, my God!™
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Something scraped against the
walls of the upper corridor; then
came a hollow plump as a body hit

the floor, followed by the lighter
thud of an object dropping.
Haggerty was up the stairs in

bounds, leaving Treeman, agate-eyed,
holding the money box in his hands,

E corridor was dark. Haggerty
leaped ahead, his nostrils smacked
by the odor of burned powder. The
chill, horrifying presence of danger
and death filled the narrow passage.
Too late Haggerty realized hi$ peril.

A fist shot from the darkness,
smacking full below the detective’s

ear. Haggerty, caught off balance,
went against the wall, his brain for
the moment humming. In a fog of
half consciousness he heard foot-

steps and the closing of a door.
Down below, the Headquarters

squad was pouring into the house.
Haggerty shook his head, straight-

ened up. Light flared up as O'Hara
struck a match. He had come up a
rear stair. He found and snapped

on a wall switch.

In the center of the long corridor,
now brilliantly lighted, lay the body
of Cheese Golman, the reporter.
Near him was his wrecked camera,
and two yards away, crazily tilted
against the wall was a small black
revolver.

"Well, I’ll be damned!” grunted
0 ’llara. "The poor geezer!”

The patrolman reached for the
gun.

“Easy,” cautioned Haggerty,
may want that for prints,”

He himself was rapidly examin-
ing the body of Golman. One
bullet had plugged him squarely
through the heart, and, as Haggerty
rolled him over, a ghastly dark spot
was exposed upon the painted floor,
The other bullet had hit the camera,
splintering the lens and shutter and
ripping out through the back of the
film Carrier.

we
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Haggerty picked up the camera
and stared at it, his eyes unblink-
ing. Then he began to glance rap-
idly around, hia gaze finally center-
ing on a bullet hole in the floor, A
furtive smile, mirthless, twitched the
corners of his mouth.

Up the open stairs from the office

came two plainclothes men. Behind
them was Treeman, still carrying
the steel box.

«rjiHERE'S hell popping, men,"

called Haggerty. "This is num-
ber two and anybody may be next.
Everybody watch his step, Treeman,
which room is Bolton’s?”

“There, that one, air.”

“Is there a fire escape at
back?"

“None, sir.

“Then, come on.”

The door indicated by Treeman
was the last along the corridor to
the left. Haggerty and OTlara
rushed against it to find it locked.
From beyond the barrier came the
smell of something burning.

“This is getting thick,” grunted
O'Hara, “Careful, boas, he may rtife
through the panels,”

“l hardly think so.” Haggerty
rapped imperatively on the door,
“Open this up or we’ll break it in.”

There were movements from with-

the

in the room. The key turned in the
lock. The officers shoved through
in a wedge as the door swung

around, George Bolton stood facing
them. On a tray on the dresser
smoldered a blackened ash of paper.

The former scared look on Bol-
ton's face had faded into the ex-
pressionless grey of resignation.

“Til go with you,” he said in flat
tones, “but I'm telling you | didn't
kill him.”

“You said that before,” snapped
O'Hara, “and now you bump off the
poor reporter 'cause he knows some*
thing, eh? This time you get the
cuffs.”
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BUrke, the fingerprint expert, held
the revolver out, half swathed in
his handkerchief. "This your gun?"
George Bolton started, pure sur-
prise in his eyes,
“That's his. gun all right, that's his

gun,” Cut in Treeman.

The detective, Jones, prodded at
the black ash, “Been burnin' up
something, eh? That looks bad,
kid."

O'Hara had snapped the cuffs on
Bolton, “Why, this kid's a Kkiller.
He's a maniac,"

Haggerty observed the arrest with-
out comment. He moved to the win-
dow of the room and threw up the
Sash,

The house ran completely back to

the alley, and, the house being
erected on a slope, the alley had been
cut down below the lower floor.
From the second-story window it

was more than a twenty-foot drop
to the cobbled pavement below. A
single ground floor door cut through
the basement walls near the center
of the building.

Haggerty swung around.

"You take care of Bolton, Jones,”
he directed. “O’Hara, you come with
me."

O'HARA, surprised, followed, A
quick search of the remaining up-
stairs rooms revealed nothing more
than an unlatched window, Hag-
gerty then strode past the inert body
of Golman and onto the balcony at
the head of the office stairs,

Below him a uniformed man was
standing guard. The police doctor
was examining the body of Bill Jar-
nigan, an open satchel by his side,

Haggerty squinted from the top of
the balcony, selecting a spot near
where the reporter had stood when
snapping the picture, He seemed to
be lining something. Turning quick-
ly before O’Hara could comprehend
his movements, he went down the
stair at a half run and brushed
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through the opened door at the end
of the bookshelves.

This was apparently a dining
room. The heavy curtains, that he
had noticed before, shaded a broad
bow window. Quickly the detective
felt around the sash, nodding as his
fingers struck nail heads. Either
Jarnigan or some previous tenant
had nailed the window tight.

Haggerty, still without comment,
passed from this room into a longer
kitchen and pantry, and finally out
into the lower corridor at the foot
of the rear staircase. It waH the
same route O'Hara had taken in pur-
suit of Bolton.

Beside this tear staircase a few
steps dropped down to the door that
led into the alley. The knob of this
door turned at Haggerty's touch, so
that both he and O'Hara stepped out
into the alley.

"This is where Dolman came in,
commented Haggerty at last.

"l don't get the drift of
boss.”

"You wouldn’t,” snapped Haggerty
and turned into the house again.

this,

E Headquarters squad was now
in Jarnigan’s office. Jones was
holding the handcuffed Bolton.

Haggerty's eyes were snapping-

"Open that box,” he ordered Tree-
man.

The old retainer got a key from the
desk and opened the steel box. It
was nearly filled with packages of
bills. Haggerty seized a package and
began to examine it quickly, a mo-
mentary look of desperate perplexity
in his eyes. Then his jaws seemed
to spread, although his lips remained
closed.

"At any rate, he didn't loot the
till,” advanced Burke.
"No? Take a good look at these

bills."

Burke picked up a package, jerk-
ing out the top note and examining
it carefully.
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“Good as gold,” he vouched. *Td
take all of these | could get.”
"Yeah, so would I, but while I'm

gone you look at them bills more
closely. Come on, O’Hara,”
At the hall door he turned, his

eyes boring the men in the room.

"Hold the kid,” he ordered, “and
more particularly, don't let Trecman
get out of the house."

CHAPTER 111
The Odot of Crime

AGGERTY and O’Hara were

again in the patrol car,

O'Hara puffed up with un-
asked questions,

“Around there,” ordered Haggerty
at the first corner. They came to the
end of the alley that ran hack of
the Jarnigan house. "Stop, Here's
where Golman must have left his
taxi. Why isn't it here?"

"Hell, I dunno. What yuh drivin'
at?”

‘Tm figuring on what Golman
would do. He'd order the driver to
wait. He’d want to get back to his
paper with a picture if he got one.
Now it hasn't been fifteen minutes
since we got to the house. Why
didn’t that driver wait?”

"You’re askin' me?”

"I'm telling you. He didn't wait
because the cab was commandeered
by somebody else. Now there’s a
man we want. We got to get that
taxi driver and get him quick.”

“Gripes, we don't know who he
was, and he might be cruisin’ around
anywhere. It’d be a needle in a hay-
stack job,”

"Not at all. O'Hara, you ought to
be pounding the pavement. That was
a Checkered Cab,”

The patrolman audibly snorted.
"Yeah, and there's only three hun*
dred of them wearin' out the as-
phalt.”

"And how did Golman descrihe it;
‘A leapin' Lizzie with—"
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““A one-eyed driver!™

“Correct for once, | wager my
reputation there’s not more than one
half-blind driver in the outfit. Get
to that Checkered Cab Station on
Mulberry Street,”

OUR idling drivers engaged in a
game of pitch were disturbed with
startling abruptness as the scout car
came sliding to a screeching stop.
Haggerty was Out of the car before
it was completely checked.
“Got a driver in this outfit with

one eye?"
The cab station attendant knew
the detective, “We have, Mr, Hag*

gerty, but he’S not in."

“Can you get hold, of him?”

“He called up from the Paramount
Drug Number Two about ten minutes
ago. He may still be there.”

“Then get on that phone and tell
that bird to get over here. If he
does less’n sixty I'll pinch him for
delaying traffic."

In less than five minutes a driver,
wild in hig one eye, brought his
shaking taxi to a stop beside the po-
lice car.

"W hat do you want me for, Chief?"
he gulped nervously.

“Plenty. Why didn’t you wait for
that camera man from the Trumpet?”

“Why this other feller comes out
and says the reporter sent him. Told
me he’d pay the fare. What was |
to do?”

“Never mind that. Where did you
take him?"

"l dropped him at the corner of
Adams and Hickey. Why?"

O’Hara looked quizzically at Hag-
gerty. “That’s a purty tough neigh-
borhood.”

“Tough's right. What did he look
like?”

“Oh, not so big; dressed in a dark
suit, wearin’ a cap. | didn’t see his
face very well; it was too dark,”

"That's enough. Come on, O'Hara."™*

After they had sped along through
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minutes of silence, Haggerty asked,

“Been keeping up on your pistol
practice, O'Hara?"
“Sure, | can shoot. Let me in on

this, boss, if you’re expecting fire-
works,"

"I'm expecting them all right. Lis-
ten, O’Hara, you’re a good enough
patrolman, but you don’t know the
mugs in this town like |1 do. Most
jobs of this kind are pulled off by
regular hoods. Half the time | can
name the criminal after | see the
job. but I can’t always catch ’em and
convict ’em.”

“You can convict Bolton as easy
as failin” down on roller skates. Now
you’re out chasin’ somebody else.
You got me all mixed up."

The car left the semi-respectable
district of Collins Avenue and wa3
penetrating an area of warehouses,
storage sheds, and tawdry flats, A
definite odor of uncleanliness and
must pervaded the region. The lights
of all-night restaurants here and
there splotched the streets with can-
cerous illumination.

"l never did Ilike this end of
town,” admitted O’Hara. “She’s
creepy,”

“And so’s this car,” growled Hag-
gerty. "Step on it,”

roHE speed of the car was visibly
-- diminishing, The motor coughed,
and as O’Hara pressed the accelera-
tor the police car bucked and hesi-

tated like a recalcitrant horse.
“She’s outa gas, boss. We never
got the tank filled up.”
“Now ain’t that nice, Yotl get her

filled up. Tm hittin’ it on foot.”
“Don’t you go alone, Haggerty,
Tain’t safe. I'm right with you.”

"You take care of this scout tar
and hring it along. We may need
it. Quit arguing. I'm running this
shebang. Get them lead legs of
yours paddling for the nearest fill-
ing station.”

The last words came from down
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the street. Haggerty had already hit
the sidewalk arid waa running for-
ward, He was going forward at a
fast trot, The corner of Adams and
Hickey was but three blocks ahead.
Unless he was mistaken, the man he
wanted was holed up near that
corner.

E creepy feeling that had tin-

gled O’Hara had its effect upon
Haggerty also. Even in the daylight
the Adams Street section was a
grimy, evil-looking region. Under
the uncanny influence of the early
morning hours, the flat, dark-win-
dowed facades of the buildings were-
huge skulls with blank and eyeless
sockets, A tough neighborhood,
tough and treacherous.

Haggerty smiled grimly as he hur-
ried ahead. On the face of things
it looked as if he was going on a
wild goose chase. No wonder O'Hara
had thought him demented. It was a
thin hunch he was working, but he
was working it hard.

The newspaper Johnnies had at
times labeled Haggerty as a human
bloodhound, He nosed out the crim-
inal, they said. For once in his hec-
tic career as a man-hunter, this fact
would be literally true,

If he found the man he wanted
he must actually smell him out with
his nose-

In a region where conflicting odors
battled with one another, he must be
a hound indeed. But one thing that
he had discovered in the office of
Bill Jarnigan, made him believe the
quest possible,

The solution of the two murders
was taking a queer turn. He was
certain that these two Kkillings were
linked up with another form of crime
and with a group of unscrupulous
and deadly criminals.

Furthermore, he was Certain that
he was up against a man, or men,
who would not hesitate to kill. He
hesitated under a dim street light
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and made a quick examination of his
gun.

Haggerty came to the corner of
Adams and Hickey, A ghostly quiet
reigned at this intersection. Only
from farther downtown, where now
and then an owl clanged as it rat-
tled ever the frogs, was there any
sound of human occupation.

The detective’s eyes glanced quick-
ly up and down the intersecting
streets. Half a block down Hickey
was an apartment house, its red
bricks sooted to a dirty grey. A
likely hideout,

Haggerty stepped back into the
shadows of the nearest building and
struck off rapidly in the opposite
direction. At the first alley ho
turned, making his way down this
ill-smelling tunnel. Turning again
to the right at the transverse alley,
he came back to Adams Street,
crossed, and entered the passage
back of the apartment house.

The building was narrow, jammed
in between two warehouses. A sin-
gle, rusty fire escape led up at the
back,

TpOR the next minutes Hot-Trail

Haggerty, banner sleuth-hound of
the P, D,, justified his name. He
stood there, a silent figure in all the
cavernous solitude of the sleeping
city, and sniffed, his head twisting
to right and left as he smelled the
air from different directions.

Suddenly he froze stiff, his breath
checking as his muscles and nerves
tightened. Then he took another
slow, deep inhalation. The night
air brought him a pungent, chemical
odor, different from all the mingled
smells of this dirty region. Chemi-
cals, biting acids: this was the place
he was seeking,

Haggerty stepped forward to the
fire escape, silently pulled down the
lowest section until it touched the
pavement, and began to ascend. Slow-
ly, like a vague shadow creeping up
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the walls, he mounted higher and
higher,

The smell grew stronger as he
climbed. He removed his revolver
from its hip sheath and slid it into
his coat pocket

At the third landing he was cer-
tain. He now and then got whiffs
that rasped his nasal passages like
an invisible file. The odor came
from the windows of the flat to the
right.

Faintly Haggerty could hear move-
ments of Someone inside, an inter-
mittent drone of conversation. He
edged nearer to the window.

Then suddenly he heard a door
open, a bar of light fall upon the
curtains he was watching. Footsteps
dopped about.

Even as Haggerty crouched and
listened, the man inside moved to
the window and threw up the sash.

The detective leaped hack- The
iron framework of the fire escape,
offered no hiding place,, Haggerty
flattened himself against the corri-
dor door, testing the knob. The
knob turned, but the door held, se-
cured hy an inner bolt. There was
no escape. He drew himself up
rigid.

The man thrust his head out the
Window, supporting himself with his
hands upon the sill. Then deliber-
ately he turned and looked at the
iron landing and the dark rectangle
of the door.

CHAPTER IV
Trail's End

T HE whole success of Hag-
gerty's action lay in the bal-
ance that moment; discov-
ery would ruin everything. The de-
tective could almost feel the atmos-
phere grow thin and impalpable
about him, the darkness mellowing
away as if he himself were radiating
light.
The man in the window stared, his
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eyes straining into the darkness.
Haggerty dared not move; he dared
not breathe. He felt his lungs tight-
en and the blood pound in his
temples.

For brief seconds that stretched
into hours, Haggerty felt the man’'s
searching eyes. Then, the fellow
grunted and disappeared into the
darkened room.

Haggerty felt a warm glow as re-
lief flooded him; but quick to take
advantage of the situation, he stepped
catlike from his hiding place and
reached the side of the landing near
the window.

IE man had gone away, leaving

the sash up. Haggerty swung him-
self over the iron banister and
eased himself through the window.
He crouched just inside the open-
ing, accustoming his eyes to the
more intense darkness.

The partitioning door was an inch
or two ajar. He could hear voices
audibly.

"Get a move on, you mugs, if we're
goin’ tuh scram."”

“You worked the trick and we
gotta hand it to yuh, kid,"” a second
voice, roughly exultant, responded,
“but I still think you oughtn’t
croaked the old man,"

"Dat suits me all right,” a third
voice rumbled. "De ole louse. Only
killin' one odder guy'd suit me
better,”

"Forget that dick; always harpin'
on Haggerty. He's runnin’ round in
circles, By the time he finds out it
was an outside job, wc'H be blowed.
I covered all my tracks. There's
the. fifty grand split t’ree ways and
we're chug-chuggin’ outa town,"

In the room where Haggerty
crouched the acrid fumes were more
biting. He had learned from pre-
vious experience that you could
smell out a counterfeiter's den. The
very tools of their trade betrayed
them. And he had discovered in
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Jarnigan's office that the bills in the
safe were phoney,

Haggerty heard the closing and
snapping of hand luggage, He had
arrived in the wvery nick of time.
But in that adjoining room were
three men—three to one—and these
three desperate Kkillers.

He needed at that moment the
strong arm of Patrolman O’Hara,
Too late for that now. The die was
cast, He must win or lose alone. He
moved toward the door,

“All set, men. Let's hlow.”

“TTOLD itl Dont move, Drop
them bags. Get those mitts in
the air. Turn around. Easy there.
One move and | let you have it**
To the stunned gaze of the
three men, the detective Stood in the
doorway, a cynical smile widening
his mouth, His police Colt was held
steadily upon them.

“Haggerty!”
"Yeah, it’s me. Butch. Back at
your old game again, eh? Edge

over there; get away from that door.”

Butch Kinsey sidled over, but
there was in his scowling face mixed
dismay and rage. Haggerty could
now get a better look at the man,
Saps, and the younger man in the
dark suit and golf cap. His gaze
pinned on the latter,

"So it’s you, ell? | remember
faces. Remember when we had you
for questioning in the Anscot bur-
glary case, | knew 1’d seen you some-
where, some time. | got it later,
Peter Dawson, the Human Fly,"”

"You ain't got nothin' on us, you
poor flatfoot.”

“No, Pete, just two murders,
housebreaking, counterfeiting and
robbery. Nobody but you could have

pulled that job tonight and got
away with it. Went down the back
of Jarnigan’s house like a fly, eh?

And it was a pretty slick Scheme,
sure. Substitute the bogus bills for
the ones you stole, so it'll be days
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before the old man discovers he's
robbed, By that time you're gone,
gone clean. Pretty slick, I admit it."

"You’re nuts.”

As Dawson spoke he was calcu-
lating the distance between his hand
and the light switch.

"Nuts?" Haggerty's cold calcu-
lating voice went on, He, now, was
playing for time; O’Hara ought to

be getting into the neighborhood,
"You think you're smart, Dawson,
but you got no brains for classy

crime, You left clues as wide as
a road. | knew that was an outside
job before 1'd been in the house

three minutes.”

Haggerty knew that a shot would
bring O’Hara if he were in hearing
distance. But was he?

Dawson's hand streaked for the
switch. Haggerty fired at the mov-
ing arm, fired and knew that he had
missed- The room went into Sty-
gian darkness,

"Get Haggerty!" bellowed Butch,

Haggerty Hung himself flat, jerked
sideways. Two bullets splintered the
door jam above him.

1HIS gunplay in the dark was in
Haggerty’s favor. Every flash was
from an enemy. The gang members
stood chances of wounding one an-
other. As he went to the floor Hag-
gerty took a snap shot at the right
flash and heard a startled scream.
An answering flash from the other
side of the room splintered the floor
not an inch from him.

He had drawn blood, but he did
not want to kill these men, not un-
less necessary. The snakey Dawson
was the man he must get. Where
the devil was O’Hara?

In a single leap Hot-Trail plunged
across the room in the direction of
Pete Dawson. He struck a body
full tilt. A gun barked by his ear
as the two went crashing back
against the wall, falling to the floor
in a squirming Heap, Haggerty
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swung his gun once, felt the ener-
vating thud of steel against bone,
and the body went limp.

Then it seemed the weight of a
huge beast fell upon Hot-Trail Hag-
gerty. Hot breath fanned his face.
He was stunned, his own gun knocked
from his fingers.

“Scram, you fellows!" he heard
Butch bark. "I'm settlin® this dick!™

Haggerty heard the door near him
open and close.

The detective shook his head to
clear the humming. The powerful
weight of Butch Kinsey held him
down. He felt an arm go back as
the big man balanced a weapon.
Haggerty twisted and squirmed side-
ways with all his strength. He was
not finished yet. (

Second wind came to Detective
Haggerty, He went into his full bag
of tricks. He was tough and wiry
with whipcord muscles, muscles un-
suspected under his tweed suit. He
was adept at police school methods.
He felt the softer, untrained body of
Butch give way before him.

Haggerty was on top now, head-
locking the big man with a tortur-
ing hold. Butch was choking, incap-
able of sufficient breath for speech.
Haggerty's exploring fingers found
a dropped gun. One swish and Kin-
sey melted into stillness.

TTOT-TRAIL staggered to his feet
J-J- and felt for the light switch. In
a moment the room was flooded with
light. Butch Kinsey lay fiat and
moaned softly. In the comer Pete
Dawson was attempting to sit up.
The third man was gone.

The hall door swung open. Saps
was shoved into the room by a blue-
sleeved arm,

"l met this bozo goin’ down while

I was cornin® up,” said O’Hara.
“Want him, boss?”
“Yeah,” puffed Haggerty, "he’s

part of the picture.”
The police car was again in front
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of 1264 Collins Avenue, Hot-Trail
and O'Hara were back again with
the Headquarters squad and with
them were three sullen prisoners.

“Well, how’d you find that money,
Burke?"

"Phoney, all but the top and bot-
tom bills, but a mighty good job of
counterfeiting."”

TONES was eyeing Haggerty, “Give

us the low-down, Hot-Trail. We
give you credit for the catch, but
what's it all about?”

"Not much, an easy job,” said
Haggerty modestly. "I got the
breaks. You see, these birds wanted

money to make a quick scram. They

had the phoney dough but they
couldn’t drop the load of it all at
once. They Could crack the old

man's safe all right, but an empty
safe would have started an imme-
diate search. By substituting the
phoney money they might stave off
discovery for days, maybe a week,
plenty time to scram.

Dawson pulls off the housebreak-

ing, but Jarnigan catches him cold.

The kid loses his head and plugs
Jarnigan. Dawson leaps for the
dining room as Bolton runs down-

stairs, He don't have time to shut
the door so he hides behind the cur-

tain in the bow window. Treeman
runs in and holds Bolton and calls
the police.

"Dawson can't get out the window
behind him because it's locked and

nailed. He Can't cross the room to
the door because he'll be seen by
Bolton. When Golman makes the
flash  picture, Dawson gets his
chance and holts. We'd be blinded
enough for him to risk it. Before

he gets to tile alley door, he realizes
that he's probably in the picture.
“Dawson figures he's got to wreck
the camera. He goes up the back
stairs, gets Golman and wrecks the
camera. He slugs me as | run into
the corridor. He can't shoot me be-
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cause he’s already dropped the gun.
He goes into a aide room, out the
window and down the wall. He
used to be a human fly- At the end
of the alley is the reporter's taxi,
lie commandeers that and he's off."”

“Is that the way it was, boss?”
gasped O’Hara,

"Come on, come on, Hot-Trail"
pleaded Burke, "what put you next?”

u A FEW simple observations,
f t Burke—you ought to learn to

make ’em. In that bookcase are two
bullet holes. Tfeemaii admits firing
once; besides, we heard him. The

other was apparently fired by Jarni-
gan when he found someone robbing
the safe. Now, if he’d found his
nephew there, would he shoot him?”
"Not likely, He'd cuss him out,”
"So | figured. That made me feel
Bolton's story was true and an out-
sider did the job. Second, that cam-
era was deliberately shot. There was
a bullet hole in the floor under it
Why? To keep that film from being
developed. | went to the place where
the reporter stood. He'd get that
open door in the middle of the pic-
ture. | guessed there was somebody
in that room; for there was obvious-
ly no reason why the picture would
damage Bolton.”
"That's right,” cut in O'Hara.
"Sure, that’s the way it would be.”
“The next point was to see if
there’d been a robbery. When the
box showed full of money 1 was
flabbergasted. That upset every-
thing, | grabbed up a bundle and
examined it, | got the substitution
gag right off, | got on the trail of
the man who left the house—and
here he is. Just plain trailing,”
“Hot-Trail Haggerty. Attaboy!”
O'Hara leaned toward Bolton. “I
figured you was a good kid all
along,” he lied. "Here, I'll take off
them bracelets. But, say, what did
you run up to your room for”
Haggerty clicked his tongue.

THRILLING ADVENTURES

“O'Hara, you'll never be nothing
but a patrolman,” he mocked. “Didn't
Golman kid Bolton about some
woman? The boy got scared; he
didn't want her name dragged in.
lie figured his room would be
searched, so he took a chance on
burning up any letters with her name
and address. Right, kid?"

Bolton’s eyes grew round, but he
nodded affirmation.

Then Haggerty did a surprising
thing. He went to the man, Tree-
man, who was standing, white-faced,
near the wall.

“Trceman, let me congratulate you.
You made a mistake, but you acted
like a man. Your holding of the
supposed murderer was meritorious.
And your telling me where the
counterfeiters' den was, entitles you
to a reward. I*1 see you get it,”

Pete Dawson was crowding for-
ward, shaking his manacled hands,

"You dirty snitch, you squealer!”
he howled. "So that’s how the dick
found us so quick. Me payin’ you
a grand to play your part, You sold
me de combination. You gimme de
kid’s gun. You low-lifed son-—"

AGGERTY shoved Dawson back.
"That’s just what | wanted to

know. You've Said enough, Daw-
son. Put the nippers on Treeman,
Burke. | figured his act phoney

from the first. lie overdid his part
of guarding Bolton.” He turned
again toward the muttering Dawson,
“Can’t hold yourself, can you, Pete?
You've not got the control for
classy crime, not got the control.
All right, men, load ’em up,"

Haggerty and O'Hara were the
last to leave the premises. Hot-
Trail turned toward his partner,

“O'Hara, you may be only a dumb
gas cop, but you're a swell prophet,”
he complimented,

“W hat—why-—"

“You said Cheese Golman would
snap his camera once too often,"



The Gun-

Swinger

Buck Lawton Barges into Wolftown ami Runs Smack
into Some Mighty Tough Homhres Whose
Welcome Isn't Exactly Cordial!

By JACKSON COLE

Author of “Gun Law,"

UCK LAWTON whirled: his

fist smacked against the un-

shaven chin of Jed Adams.
The blow snapped the big man's
head back, but his fingers continued
to claw for the holstered gun on his
right hip.

“Vanishing Beef," etc.

There was a blur of motion from
the lean stranger in Wolftown, Law-
ton's gun was a streak of blue as it
rose, then crashed down on the head
of Jed Adams. The big man swayed
for an instant, then his knees buckled
and he hit the floor with a thud that
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jarred the glasses on the back bar.

"Anyone else figurin’ on takin' this
up where he left off?” Lawton
crouched, back to the wall, slitted
eyes scanning the faces of the men
in the saloon as he rasped the ques-
tion, “This jasper starts gettin’ nasty
when 1 first come in here five min-
utes ago, Yuh all know that!"

jIOR an instant no one spoke. The
gaze of the men in the bar seemed
fascinated by the long barreled Colt
in Lawton's left hand. From behind

the counter the bald-headed bar-
keeper looked like a mOQil rising
over a mountain as he stood up cau-
tiously.

The man who was seated at a
table idly thumbing a greasy deck
of cards laughed suddenly. The
sound was atartingly sharp in the

tense silence.

“Looks like th’ play is all yores,
stranger,” he said. "Me, | figured jed
Adams was bitin* morc'n he could
chew when he starts pickin’ on yuh,”

"Uh huh,” Lawton thrust his gun
back in the holster, a Cold smile
lingering on his lean face as he
glanced at the other man. “This Jed
Adams’ way of welcomin’ a stranger
to town shore is what might be
called conducive ttlh hostilities!”

"Ace Fenton’s my name,"” the man
at the table stood up as he spoke.
He was tall and thin with grey, ex-
pressionless eyes, “An’ I'm buyinV

Languidly the stout barkeeper
moved around the counter, a pail
of water in his hand. He sloshed it
in the face of the big man who was
still sprawled upon the floor, un-
conscious, jed Adams sputtered and
opened his eyes. The barkeeper
yawned and returned to his place
behind the counter.

"Name yore poison, gents,” he said
indolently.

Lawton followed Fenton to the
bar, but he stood so that he could
watch the big naan on the floor.

THRILLING ADVENTURES

Adams Sat up and looked about him
dazedly.
"Make mine
the barkeeper,
"As usual, Sam," said Fenton.
Jed Adams uttered a snarl of rage
as he got to his feet. His hand again
started toward his gun as he glared
at Lawton.
"Hold it, Jed!"™ Fenton spoke
sharply, his hand hovering near his
own weapon. "Th1lfight’s over. Law-

beer,” Lawton told

ton here could have plugged yuh
plum center, but he didnt, just
knocked yuh out- Yuh started it

Yuh asked him what he was doin’ in
town—what his name was—and a lot
of things that weren’t none of yore
business,

"He answers yuh, right friendly

like; then yuh stamp down on his
toes with yore heel and sure got
socked in th’ jaw.” Ace Fenton

frowned as the big man started to
speak. "l said it's finished 17

Lawton had been watching, tense
and ready. He caught the quick
glance that passed between Fenton
and the big man. It seemed almost
a command.

The big man scowled, but he moved
the hand away from the butt of his
gun. He hesitated for an instant
without speaking, then abruptly
swung around and stalked out of the
saloon.

ENTON picked up his drink and
Lawton poured out a glass of
beer. The other four men began a
game of cards, to all appearances no
longer interested in the new arrival,
“There might he some reason for
Jed Adams’ dislike of strangers,”
said Fenton. "Folks around here have
been bothered considerable by a ban-
dit who’s been doin’ a lot of robbm’
an’ killin' lately. Nobody knows who
this feller is, but he always wears a
bright green mask."
"Yeah,” Buck Lawton
"They were tellin me about

noddedl
him
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when | stopped in Festival a day or
so ago. He robbed th' stage near
there. Killed th’ driver and th’ guard
an' got away with a lot of money,"”
He filled his glass from the bottle
of beer beside it. "Too bad—that
guard was a nice feller. I knew him."

"Yuh sec any sign of this jasper
along th' trail?” asked Ace Fenton
as Lawton bought a second round of
drinks.

"Mebbc—I ain’t sure." Lawton
spoke thoughtfully. “Early this
mornin’ | was tidin’ through a nar-
row pass. Somebody ropes me, pulls
me right off tny horse. | lands on
my head an’ don’t know nothin' more
about it for some time. When |
comes to I'm layin* beside my pinto
—my gun's in tny holster and there
ain't a soul around,”

“That’s a funny one,” said Ace
Fenton.

"Sure is,"” Lawton nodded, "I ain’t
figured it out yet."

They talked casually for some
time. Then there was the sound of

hoofs coming along the dust-laden
street of the town. A few moments
later a cavalcade of grim faced horse-
men drew rein in front of the saloon.
They entered with a gray haired
man in the lead who wore a sher-
iff's Star pinned on his vest,

<T’M Sheriff Woods," he announced.

A "Me and th’ posse run into a
feller just outside of town. Said he
had been held up and robbed by thl
green masked bandit.”

Jed Adams entered close behind
the members of the posse. His eyes
glittered vindictively as he glared
at Buck Lawton.

"There's yore man, Sheriff” Ad-
ams exclaimed, pointing a big grimy
finger at Lawton, “He ain’t wearin'
no mask now, but | shore recognize
that checkered shirt.”

Lawton glanced about him tensely.
He knew that he had been framed
by the big man. His hand hovered
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above his gun for an instant and then
he Bhruggcd his shoulders. There
was nothing to be gained by show-
ing resistance,

"He's shore wrong,
said slowly, his gaze
around the room.

"We ain't takin’ any chances,”
said the sheriff grimly. "Raise yore
hands high, all of yuh!”

Lawton and Fenton promptly ex-
tended their hands above their heads,
as did the four men at the card
table. Lawton’s eyes narrowed as he
observed a torn place in Fenton’s
gray flannel shirt near the tall man's
left arm-pit.

“Search 'em!" ordered the sheriff,

Sheriff.” he
wandering

REE members of the posse
stepped forward and went through
the clothes of the seven men in the
saloon, Finally one of the sheriff’s
men unbuttoned the pocket of Law-
ton’s shirt. He took out a small bag
of tobacco and a package of cigarctto
papers. Beneath this he drew out a
tightly folded bit of green silk,
"Here it is!" exclaimed the man
who had searched, “Thlgreen maskl”
A eold smile passed over Lawton's
face. lie knew why he had been
roped back there in the rocky pas?.
It had given the real outlaw the op-
portunity to plant the mask on him.
It had been carefully planned, Ho
was a stranger in that part of the
country, and the masked bandit was
unknown.
“Thought sol” exclaimed Jed Ad-
ams from where he stood near the

door. “There’s yore bandit killerI”
The big man's hand streaked to his
gun. “An’ I'm firtishin> him right
now!"

"W ait!" shouted the sheriff.
One of the posse close to Jed Ad-
ams leaped forward, knocked the big

man's gun up into the air as he
fired. The bullet tore into the ceil-
ing of the saloon.

For the moment no one was
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watching Lawtort. He vaulted be-
hind the her, grabbed the Stout bar-
keeper as he landed, and swung the
man in the front of him, clutched
in a bearlikc grip of his right arm
as his gun covered the others,

"Hold it, gents,” Lawton grated.
"If yuh shoot at me an innocent
man sure dies, ‘cause Sam here will
stop th* bullets "

«TT7"HAT’S the idea?" growled the

W sheriff. “We know yuh’re
guilty.”

“No yuh don’t,” Lawton spoke
rapidly, his gun covering the men in
the room. "I've been framed, Listen,
Sheriff.”

Swiftly he related what had hap-
pened to him as he had been riding
through the rocky pass.

"Why should we believe that?"
demanded Sheriff Woods when Law-
ton had finished,

“What was th* name of th* stage
guard that was Kkilled?" Lawton
shot the question at the lawman.

"Why, Jim Lawton,” answered the
sheriff.

"Yeah, an' I'm his brother Buck,"
announced Lawton grimly. "l was
lookin' for th' green masked bandit
myself. That's why | came tuh
Wolftown. An’ | found himI"

"Huh?" Sheriff Woods glared in
Surprise.

“Yeah.” Lawton pointed his gun to-
ward Ace Fenton. “That’s him!"

"Yuh’rc crazy!” exclaimed Fenton,
hand close to his gun.

"No, I'm not. When they brought
Jim in after he wag killed, | ex-
amined him. He was clutchin’ a little
piece of grey cloth in one hand."

Lawton reached into the top of
his left boot and pulled out a bit of
grey flannel. He tossed it to the

sheriff as the latter moved closer to
the bar.

“There yuh are,” said Lawton.
"Yuh’ll find it fits that tear in Fen-
ton’s shirt under his arm.”

THRILLING ADVENTURES

Fenton uttered a snarl of rage,
but the guns in the hands of the
posse covered him, Jed Adams and
the four men at the card-table. The
sheriff stepped to the tall man and
found that the bit of flannel fitted
the torn place in Fenton's shirt ex-
actly.

"Looks like yuh’rc right, Lawton,"
said the sheriff. “Wc'H take care of
this. Yuh can let that barkeeper go
and put yore gun away.”

“That's a relief,” l-awton smiled as
Sam moved hastily away. "I’ve shore
been playin’ a bluff tuh a fare-yuh-
well,

“Well, Jed Adams picks a fight
with me when | first come intuh
town. Reckon he figures on downin’
me, and then claimin’ he's killed th’
feller with th’ green mask. But Fert-

ton, he don't figure on playin’ th’
hand that way. So he stops Adams.
But there was somethin’ more im-
portant than that as far afl | was
concerned,"

"Let’s have it,” commanded the
sheriff.

"My gun ain't loaded. When | was
thrown off my hoss in that ravine,
th’ feller that did it took all my bul-
lets away—"

“TITHATI” Sheriff Woods looked
at him in amazement.

"Yen—took all my bullets away,
an’ left th’ gun just like it was in
‘I’ holster?"

“But why didnt the feller who
knocked yuh out know yore gun was
empty?"

Tawton grinned,

“He did. But he couldn’t be sure
I hadn’t got me some bullets afore |
come intuh town, | reckon, I might
have met up with somebody an’ got
me a few shells, hut as it happens
I didnt see a soul till I got here,”
Lawton laughed.

“That’s why | had tuh be kind of
a gun-swinger, stead of the gun-
slingert”

»*
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HIL HARMON is back in town
—but not the same Phil who
went off on a vacation about
three weeks ago.

He dropped in on Ye Olde Globe
Trotter just before starting out; and
the Old boy was feeling pretty low.
W ell, no, he's not so old, as a matter
of fact. Twenty-five or so, and he
holds down an office job here in Bag-
dad on the Subway,

Off on a Camping Trip

“That’s about all there is in life,”
he groused gloomily; *“just the job

and the Subway. Fine chance a guy
like me has to bump into real adven-
ture. That's only for fellows like you
to write about. Yeah, I'm going off
on a vacation now—sure. A camping
trip—and that’ll be about as adven-
turous as a boarding house at a sum-
mer resort1”

Yes, sir, he was pretty low in his
mind.
And Then!
That's why | hardly recognized

the snappy-eyed, tanned and grinning
gent who flopped himself down beside
my desk this morning.

“Some vacation!" he gloated. “Boy,
I was just taking life easy, grabbing
a few winks, when it came down!
And did it rain! Buckets full is noth-
ing compared to that; when | looked
out of our tent there seemed to be a
solid wall of water. And then we
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heard the like a wild
man |

“We didn’t lose any time after that.
Just about flung ourselves into our
canoe in time. A minute later the
whole camp went down the river on a
rushing wall of water and we were
doing our darnedest to keep the canoe
afloat and headed with the deluge 1"

W hen Ye Olde Globe Trotter could
get in a word edgewise, he got the
key to all this, Phil and his partner
were camped on the Cohanscy River,
some miles above Bridgeton, N, J.
And their wiid ride carried them
right through the flooded town—just
in time to fish a young girl out of the
raging torrent.

Phil sorta colored up when he told
that part of it-——especially when he
had to admit that he expects to run
down there again this week-end, just
to see that she’s all right, you know.

Where You Find It

“And you were the gent who was
so sure you’d never bump into ad-
venture!™ The opportunity was too

river roaring

good to
crack.
wider,

"l guess it’s pretty much like they
say about gold — adventured where
you find it,” he admitted. “And, boy,
it’s just what a fellow needs to pep
him up and put him on his toesl"

Phil Harmon was dead right about

(Continued on page 1SO)

lose; |
But Phil

had to get in that
only grinned a bit
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World’s Easiest Way!
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No Bothersome Scales
No Boring Exercises

ALL BEGINNERS PLAY REAL
MUSIC FROM THE START

New Friends..Good Times..Popularity Come Quickly

If you've always had the notion
that learninK music requires years
of practice and expensive teachers
get ready now to change your
mind. Thousands of men and wo-
men in all whllch of life have learned
In play their favorite instruments—
have won new friends — thix quick,
modern, easy as A-B-C way.

You, too, can learn to play to en-
tertain other**- to pep up any party—
juHt os these thpiuandfl of other* -are
doing. And best of all you can do
this without the expense of a private
teacher right in your own boiA» and
in a much shorter tirh«%
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with such soul fire Umt everyone
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tsh't beHere von never had n tearher,4
we exslaimea! And then ahe told

about thi* new, easy way to learn
tnUale at hi.irnr, without a teaoh«r.
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Don't get the idea that you hav™*

pared for you a free Demon*!ration
Lenson and Explanatory Booklet. No
matter what instrument you select to

tii be a musical genius—or need pre- play, the Free Demonstration la-axon
vious musical training. and Booklet will show
Not at all. And unlLke you at once the amaz-
the old fashioned way. Plcl toir Ifiltniiiiit ingly simple principles
with Lhifl modern metlwHI PI*04 Violin around which thi* method
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The nuccess of this U Sohodl Bldg., New York City,
method of musical instruction is due

to two things. One j* the fact that
it ynKtun everything so simple — m
crystal clear — m* easy to understand
First it feii* you how to <fo a thing.
Then it §how9 you In pictures Hnw to
do it. Then you do it yourself and
hear it. W hat <*iuld be simpler?
The fchcond reason for the success
of this system i* that it i* wi fasci>
natlng. Learning music this w«y is
like playing a game. Practicing be-
comes real Dm instead of » bore ns

it Used tg be with the old way.
Free Booklet and Demonstration
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In order to show how easy — how
simple — how pleasant thi* tourac Is.
the U. S. School of Music has pra-
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that; adventure is where you find it.
It never sends in its card first to be
properly announced. It just comes
smack—and you're in it!

All Year Round

There are no seasons on adventure.
Now that the vacation season is over,
moat of us summer adventurers have
to be content with vicarious adventur-
ing, listening to someone else tell
about it. But in many other parts of
the globe adventure and danger are
walking along hand in hand without
regard to clime or season.

The Tropics, with their impene-
trable jungles; the Far North and
South, with their seas and mountains
of ice; the deserts, where the sun
beats down without regard for
whether it is July or December—men
arc adventuring there today just as
they were a few months ago.

Land of the Rajahs

This month we're going to have a
few of our yarn spinners tell us a bit
about some of these places where ad-
venture is an all-year-round proposi-
tion.

First of all. Major George Fielding
Eliot steps up to give us the lowdown
on what lies behind his great yarn,
"The Rajah of Jhanpur,” in this issue:

Dear Globe Trotter; ]

The background of "The Rajah of Jhan-
pur” is the peculiar political affair known
as an Indian "native state.l Almost one-
fourth of the population of India resides
in the various states of the semi-independ-
ent rulers, varying in size from a great
kingdom, such”as the dominions of the
Nizam of Hyberabnd, with his twelve mil-
lion subjects, to tiny villages ruled by
chiefs with little more authority than a
local magistrate. )

The various rajahs and maharajahs are
distinguished as to importance by the num-
ber Of guns allowed them by the Indian
Government as a personal ‘salute, from
twenty-one guns down. Sometimes a prince
is allowed an extra number of guns during
his lifetime in recognition_of some special
service to the British Raj, )
~Among the darkest chapter* of Indian
hlstor¥ are the “palace intrigues” by which,
from time to time, ambitious younger sons,
mothers of promising princelings, and
power-seeking courtiers have attempted to
alter the course of succession to some_ of
the Indian thrones. Many of the native
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princes are extremely wealthy, so, fre-
uently, the prize is over-temlptmg. The
agger, the poison cup, have_all too often
beén the instruments by which the ambi-
tious have sought to clear their path.

_ British residents are stationed at all na-
tive capitals. Their power is very great
in some matters, but does not extend to
details of administration. The more im-
portant princes maintain bodies of troops,

known formerl¥ as Imperial Service
Troops, some of which have British offii
cers attached as advisors.
~ The snake mentioned in my story—the
jessur, or Ressciian viper—:>8 éxceptionally
dangerous, and is responsible for a large
annual mortality in India. It is _especially
noted for its malignant disposition, being
far more prone to attack without provoca-
tion than any form of cobra except the
hamadryad. )

I might add that lumbering has long been
a prominent Indian industry, and iS _now
being much developed as a result of the
fine work of the Forest Research Institute
at Dehra Dun, one of the best equipped
units of its type in the world.

Major George Fielding Eliot.

Closer to Home

We don't have to go as far as Asia
for all-year-round adventure; there is
plenty to be found right here at home
—along our long and often wild Mex-
ican Border, and plenty more a few
miles below that Border 1 Tom Curry,
who contributes “Fool Americano" to
this issue, knows that country well.

Hear what he has to say about it:
Dear Globe Trotter;

Everybody knows how the Texans beat
off old Mexico, freem% themselves from
her yoke. Since then the Texas cowboy
has acquired a free-and-easy idea of hide,

endence along with the Conviction that

c's good for any number of Mexicans,
or, for that matter, any number of any
kind of hombre. And everyb(_)d%/ is aware
of how far You can trust a straight puncher,
which is all the way. In "Fool Americano”
| have tried to bring out these two traits
of the cowboy.

I've always liked the covybO)és, and old
Mexico is ever intriguing with her Banting
volcanoes, physical and human. The Mexi-
can mav not enjoy working, but he does
like fighting. So many clashes have oc-

(Continued On page 152)
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(Continued from page 1SO)

curred along the hundreds of miles of bor-
der, back and forth along the Rio Grande.
It’s impossible to patrol such a deserted,
attenuated line: smugglers and thieves run
back and forth almost at will. There’s still

plenty of excitement down on the Rio
Grande at any season of the year.

As for myself, I've traveled in Central
America and the West Indies, as well as
South American ports. A couple of years
ago | had a trip all the way to Guiana,
close to the equator. It proved exciting,
though | wasn’t looking for trouble at the
time. 1 happened to sail on a bad ship,
fend, what with terrific storms, a Negro
mutiny and a cracked boiler, we had n
warm voyage.

Another interest of mine is the French
penal colony, known aB Devil's Island, in
French Guiana, on the northern coast of
South America. Thousands of Frenchmen,
and with them criminals of other national’
ities, caught by the French police, have
died in La Guyana, the "Dry Guillotine,”
of fever, misery, bad food, ennui. There
are many still there.

Tom Curry,

Days Of Glamour

California, the balmy, holds the in-
vitation to adventure at any old time
of the year—and looks back with
pride at the stirring reception the ad*
venturer has found on her shores
throughout the vyears. Land of ro*
manee, the country of the missions
and the Doris holds many a stirring
tale for adventure lovers.

When we want to hear about the
old days on the West Coast, Johnston
McCulley is the man to tell us. Says
he;

Dear Globe Trotter! t .
The period of history in which the
W hirlwind lived and moved is one of the

most glamorous and romantic of all. Not
many of us realize that along the West
Coast, now dotted with great cities and
the Mecca of millions of tourist* from all
ever the world, there was an empire before
New England began thinking It was big
and powerful enough to start a nation of
its own.

The robed Franciscans worked their way
up from Mexico. The Hinted Junipero
Berra founded the missions of San Diego

adventures

de Alcala, where the city of San Diego
now stands, Northward they went, found-
ing more missions and erecting splendid
buildings, instructing the natives, multi-
plying their herds and flocks, until they
reached San Francisco de Asis, These mis-
sions were connected with a highway
called EI Camino Real, the highway of the
king, which is today marked suitably by
the California Historical Society,

In the wake of this great movement came
a splendid Castillian society, the don, the
dashing cabalhro. The valleys became the
scenes of splendid haciendas and ranchos.

Great houses were erected. There were
hundreds of native servants and field
workers. Hospitality was for all inside the

law. Gentlemen traveled in fine carriages
drawn by splendid steeds, or rode equally
fine horses. Servants used mules. So did
the humble Franciscans. It was a land and
time of prosperity and plenty. The ranchos
produced more than could be used,

Towns sprang Up, In each town was a
posada, an inn. They were patronized by
travelers off EI Camino Rea/—people of
quality and rogues alike. There was heavy
drinking of native and imported wines,
one particularly popular drink being heavy
wine into winch gobs of honey had been
dropped.

Men ate in those days, too,
roasted whole over low fires, the fore-
runner of the present barbecue. There was
always heavy playing at cards and dice.
Gay young Caballeros rode madly, made
love furiously to the senorhas, fought
with their jewel-hilted blades at the slight-
est provocation.

So rogues sprang up,

Sheep were

traveling up and

down EIl Cam<no Real to rob and cheat
and steal, robbing travelers at pistol'*
point, raiding a hacienda now and then.

When unmasked they were dealt with sum*
marily.

This is the time and the atmosphere in
which the Whirlwind moves- It i* more
than a profession for me to write these
stories— it is a real pleasure. Some years
ago, | made this period particularly my
own, | gathered the basic material during
a tour of the old missions, inspecting and
having translated for me rare old records
and documents. For me the Whirlwind
rides in reality, as | hope he does for you.

Johnston McCulley.

The Rest of Us

Now that the "guest speakers” have
had their say, let’s see what the rest
of us, the rank and file Globe Trot-
ters, are doing about finding a bit of
adventure for ourselves these days.
Here's a program that sounds like ad-
venture any day of the year:

Dear Globe Trotter;
Though Only nineteen, I am a national

(Continued on page 1S4)
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OUf companion mfiffazinaa for November
Ahnnnd with tho bett novels, Stories and
feature* to bo found anywhere,
THRILLING WESTERN fonturea KILL.
HRS CANTON. S roaring, hell fur-leather
complete book-length novel by Tom J. Hop
Sin*, Also, n novelette by R, (.-Talk ChHt-
tcimen—QUICK - TtttmiiCK COINTR Y,
Storlea by Chuck Martin, Murray Leinater
and others. 10c.

Follow Rlehsrd Curtis Van Loan's ezMtlOi?
' trail of crime lu THE TOMH OF DEATH,
n full book length novel by Robert Wallace
in THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE- Other
crime atOtles, JOf-.

NEVER FLY BACKWARDS, n looming
book-length novel by Arthur J, Hnrks, sets
the Novernber HKYY FIGHTERS off to a Hy-
Ing start. George Hrr.ce, Ralph Oppenhelui
and Fredefick C, Palfiton present other
bell-hnsting yarna. 10c.

Thflll 0 THE HOODED KILLER, by TauUl
Ernst, a complete bOOK-lengtn novel in
THRU.LINO DETECTIVE. Ed l.ybeek, 0.
H, Coie ana others. iOc.

THRILLING RANCH STORIES—the—fca-
ltures LOVE’S STAMPEDE, a complete
rOiiiaDtic W estern novel by J. Edward Leit-
head. Alao, ROUND-UP SHOWDOWN, a
novelette by Stephen I’ayne,

John Master*, world'* greatest nky fighter,

gl

A

in THE LAUGHING DEATH PATROL
complete book length novel—Ail THK [.(INS
EAGLE, Amerioa’a fastest fiction crate, 10c,

gT lirlng home a copy of THRILLING LOVE

—10c—to its anil morn, They’ll love it! The
featured novel this month la MIRACLE Oh

LOVE, by Sylvia Parker. And there®e a
great, ihrobhing love story by RUBY M.
AYRES. Other delightful Sstorloa and
feature™*.

—THE PUBLISHER.
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writing champion, Author of over a hun-
dred published itorie*, and ranked by the
National Forensic League among the ten
leading speakers in the U. S.

I've climbed every worth-while peak in,
this country; have bad many scares and
thrills. At present | am a member of the
W isconsin Collegiate Expedition going
down through Mexico, Honduras and
Brazil in search of a Fountain of Blood
and the missing Colonel Fawcett, who dis-
appeared in the Matto Grosso,

Our expedition is backed by Wisconsin’s
governor, Dr, Franks, William Beebe, Rob-
ert Ripley, etc. Equipped with motion pic-
ture camera and book and magazine con*
tracts,

I am anxious to be a member of the
Globe Trotters and think it would be great
if you Had pins.

Irving W allace.

Kenosha, Wisconsin.

Land and Sea

Thrilling Adventures sails a good
many seas. On Uncle Sam’s battle-
ships and on many a liner and tramp
freighter it does a good bit of ad-
venturing of its own. Here is one of
the merchant mariners who finds it a
good pal:

Dear Globe Trotter:

I'm A sailor in the Merchant Marine of
the U. S, A., and |’ve traveled All up ami
down the coast, THRILLING ADVEN-
TURES is my favorite magazine, for | like
fast-moving sea stories—adventure stories
of all kinds for that matter. Please join
me up with the Globe Trotters,

John Joseph Frazer,
New York, N. Y.

And another rolling stone who does
not stay put very well in any one
place no matter what the time of
year:

Dear Globe Trotter;

1 have read THRILLING ADVEN-
TURES and the letters of the Globe Trot-
ters with much interest for the last four
year* in all parts of the U, S. A., especially
while working as A mule-skinner on the
Mexican Border and as a soldier in the
U, S, cavalry, 1| always carry it with me
on my moose hunting trips way down in
Nova Scotia, Kindly enroll me as a Globe
Trotter so that I may hear from some of
the others, John Wytock.

Providence, R, I,

All the Same Outfit
Maybe you noticed, each of these
fellows wants to be lined up with the

Globe Trotters. They are just a drop
in the bucketful of Globe Trotters'
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Club applications that each month
brings in.

Have you sent yours in yet, or are
you still waiting? Time to hop to it,

if you haven't already. Remember, it
costs you nothing to join this unique
club of red-blooded adventurers
Spread all over the world. No dues,
No initiation fee. Merely fill in the
application blank which you will find
in this issue, let us have your name
and address and a self -addressed,
stamped envelop. We'll do the rest.

We’ll send you a handsome mem-
bership card that you will be glad to
show your friends—a card such as is
traveling in the pocket and the war-
bag of many a rolling stone bounding
along the rough spots in the far cor-
ners of the earth. It's an outfit you'll
be proud to belong to=just the way

(Continued on page 156)
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the rest of them are. How about it,
brother ?

The Clan is Gathering
In our September issue, George P.
Bradley called on the Globe Trotters
to join in an expedition to recover a
lost treasure which he hclieves is
buried on a little island somewhere
off the coast of Borneo. He has a let-

ter and a map with full details. The
response ?
Well, they’re coming in thick and

fast. Letters, requests for Mr, Brad-
ley's address, even callers here at the
office hoping to locate him. The last
word from Mr. Bradley came ia just
in time to be included in this depart-
ment. He writes:

Dear Globe Trotter:

The first fruits of my letter, published
in your department, are coming in abun-
dantly. I am on the up and up about this
trip, and am foolish enough to believe the
treasure is there.

W hile 1 haven’t located James Farley's
daughter, mentioned in the letter I found
in the bottle floating off the coast of Mex-
ico, I am on her trail and have found sev-
eral pople who knew her in her childhood
and youth,

I'll be glad to hear from any other Globe
Trotters who are interested in an expedi-
tion of this sort,

George P. Bradley,
Mr. Bradley is at present on the
shore of Lake Superior, but, as he

will soon be changing his address, Ye
Olde Globe Trotter suggests that you
address him in care of the Globe
Trotter if you want to drop him a
line-
They’ve Got the Bug
What sort of fellows ate interested
in such hare-brained things as buried
treasure expeditions? Well, here’s
one who has the bug badly:

Dear Globe Trotter

f have been a persistent reader of your
magazine whenever it has been possible for
me to obtain a copy, | am an engineer by
trade and spend most of my day? in places
far off the beaten tracks.

I've just returned from a wild goose
chase into northern Canada. Spent two
years in the bush this time. Well, better

luck next time. There wouldn’t be much
fun in it if we connected cverv time we

tried- AIll | got out of it was a broken leg
on which | had to crawl fifteen miles to
get back to camp,

i‘m at loose end* right now so would
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like to find something that will offer a
little diversion and excitement. The
trouble seems to be that places are getting
much too civilized at an altogether too
fast rate. | was down around the Straits
in 1921; went down again five years ago,
and what a difference!

Count me in with the Globe Trotters.
I'll be glad to answer any question relating
to Canada, China. Straits Settlements, and
the Islands. Also about flying and guns.

18 £. 120th St,, A. Shapel.

New York, N. Y.

Mr. Shapel is hot on George Brad-
ley’s trail, and so is this would-be
treasure hunter:

Dear Globe Trotter;
I am very much interested in searching
for buried treasure and would like to get

in touch with George Bradley, In my
estimation the small islands off the coast
of Borneo ought to produce something

worth while.

Enclosed is my Globe Trotter's applica
tion blank. 1 am seriously interested in
anything pertaining to the Orient and the
East Indies. W alter Grapen.

St. Louis, Missouri.

Far Places Information

One of our Globe Trotters features
is the exchange of letters among
members, the answering of questions
and giving information, first-hand, by
men who are right on the spot. May*
be these fellows have something that
will interest you:

Dear Globe Trotter;

I wish to be enrolled ns a Globe Trot-
ter. | was born here in Western Australia
and have traveled into almost every corner
of the state. Til be glad to answer ques-
tions about this state and Other parts of
Australia, | should also appreciate receiv-
ing letters from various parts of the U. S.

22 Chatham St., George R. Coulson,

W est Midland, W estern Australia.

Dear Globe Trotter;
I have certainly hopped here and there

(Continued on page 158)
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TYPEWRITER BARGAIN

10-DAY TRIAL OFFER

Only 10c a day buys this latest model Reming-
ton Portable. It is not a used typewriter. Not
a rebuilt machine. It is a brand new regula-
tion Remington Typewriter. Simple to oper-
ate, yet docs the finest work. Full set of keys
swith large and small letters—and all the new-
est features,

It is the biggest typewriter value ever offered
by this or any other company. Once you see
this machine, you will he amazed that such a
value is possible. The reason is simple. We
are the largest manufacturer of typewriters
in the world. Tremendous volume permits
buying the very best materials ut rock bottom
prices. This machine it sold and shipped di-
rect from the factory to you.

159

Tree course in typewriting

With your Remington, you will get a practi-
cal, edsy course in typewriting—absolutely
free. It teaches the fouch system quickly,
ractically. _You can only "get this course
_hrouﬁh us. Thousands have found that dur-
ing the 10-day trial period, they can dash
off letters fasfer than with pen and ink.

Don*t delay. Don't put off mailing thjs cou-
on. Labor and materjal costs are going up.
e do not know how long we can guarantee

present umuzingly low prices.

MAIL COUPON NOW

HrmlInglon Rand Inc. Dept.lOO-Itbuffalo, N. Y.

Tell me how I cSil buy a new Remington
Portable Typewriter for only 10c u day. A!»0
send nie your new Catalog-

Name.

Aililrmt . —

(lily __tttHUI
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Continued from page 158)

past few months. I don't know
whether or not he succeeded in shov-
ing off. Maybe he’ll let us know
when he reads this.

Guess there's room this month for
only one question, Here it is:

I Dear Globe TI'OttCi :

I ani contemplating a trip to Alaska and
would like to get some information from
Globe Trotters who live there Of who
'know about Alaska. Can you work your
way from the Pacific Coast to Alaska oil
p freighter Ot u idtxiil&| CF&ft?

I would also like to know where | can
contact the United Fruit Co, about a job

in Central America,
George C, Smith
Middlesboro, Kentucky.
idnswer;
Well, it looks as if you've aimed

your questions half at me and half at
the Globe Trotters—which is a right
smart idea, George. As long as your
questions about Alaska arc not spe-
cific, 1’ll leave it to some sourdough
Globe Trotter to take care of them.

Now, about getting there: yes, you
may be able to work your way to
IAlaska from the West Coast. Port-
lland or Seattle would be the moat
likely ports to try. But, again, | must
warn you that jobs of any sort are
scarce these days, Labor conditions
jon the coast are not what they might
be, and it would be very risky to take

Application for Membership

The Globe Trotter,
THRILLING ADVENTURES,
570 Seventh Ave.,

New York City.

I wish to be enrolled as a member
ot the Cilobc Trotter* Club. 1 am illI'
terrsfrd in adventure and will c¢n-
(leaver to answer all questions asked
me by other members regarding the
places with which I nm familiar.

(Print name plainly)

AdAress
City. ., e State..,..,
My hobbies are.........cccooeeiiinens
............................................................... Age.,,,

li) idil»t«In.- m mem lineklii > Ofkfd. pnclOIA

11 .1 A Self hLhuilh
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a chance going out there on the hope
of picking up a joh that will take you
north.

The United Fruit Company can be
reached at Pier 9, North River, New
York, Applicants for jobs should ad-
dress or get in touch with the Port
Steward, But, again, the Steward’s
office just warned me that they are
doing very little hiring at present.

Next Month's Issue

Globe Trotters, there are exciting
adventures in all parts of the world
in next month’s issue! 164 action-
packed pages, with a thrill in every
line! Getting off to a flying start with
THE LAGOON OF MONSTERS, a
complete book-length novel of Singa-
pore by Johnston McCulley.

You know McCulley. He's the man
whose fine letter you just read in
this department—and one of the most
popular writers in America, His fa-
vorite yarn, "The Mark of Zorro,"
will never be forgotten—and between
us, THE LAGOON OF MON -
STERS bids fair to rival that great
Story!

Then Major George Fielding Eliot
mwhose exciting novel, THE RA-
JAH oF JHANPUR, is in this num-
ber-will take you to Cairo next
month in THE POISONED CHAL-
ICE, a complete novelette packed
with action, surprise and color!

Claude Rister and George Allan
Moffatt will be other guides to far
places, and Arthur J. Burks will pre-
sent BORDERLAND, a humdinger
of a yarn that's different than any-
thing you've ever read.

And then—the most startling story
of them all! THE LOST TREAS-
URES OF EDEN — an exciting,
swift-moving true experience story
by CAPTAIN JOHN POWERS,
who lived through a most amazing
adventure. Stranger than fiction!
Captain Powers transports you to a
colorful city of flaming swords, un-
known to civilization at large! Com-
plete in the next issue.

I’'m saying so long—but let's all get
together again next month.

—THE GLOBE TROTTER.
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AWAY wfih («Ih modesty! At Use a lam*
** aui iliHfnf hm liild *7/ (Ik urrfri of
ux in freakidaring language* No prudish
hriting about the hiiiu, nt> Veiled hinta,
but TRUTH, blazmg through 576 pages
{tfllMlghdulen u (1

Low is the moic mAgmJktnt nutty la
thf WOfld . . . know bow |(} bold
loved one ... doo r glean hxlf-tfu\h* imnj
unreliable sources. Now yon ctaknow bow
to cad ignorante.,dear...and fell denial)

MORI THAN 100 VIVID PICTURES

The 106 IUditrillurti leave nothing ti>
the Imegiaenon «., know bow to over-
CX«"* phyxital mixmating ,.fkni.iw wb«C
co do on yourwedding algbt to avoid the
cnrniring 'mein qf ignorance.

Li critbrax pencilling (u Sex H diPCUSMd
In during language. Ail the things you
have wanted to know ahnaf ynur ife,
Informecioa about which other hooks only
«srnfly hin»f is yonrs at law.

SoiUe Will he "Oflcnded hy (hr amazing
frankness of this book end its vivid illua-
{ntinns, byt the world he* no longer any
use for prudery cad false modesty.
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unbelievable to the norm*! mind- .yet you
»bqgald umicrtUod them.

Money beck a! once ¥you iri no! SatisiUdl
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rtsH H od Marmonj' anil tugcnlca In plain

mt
]fWI" p<<y th* pninTan K.W
|ry

0*tacel Xn
aarlar&gq IpAln rrtum

Q 1 ahi n«t eo»«ple*|

tXa b<a awl th* «rtra purrhaa: nrlr* II b* refunded

(wmnedUbalT SJao m d me, o HARGE, your
RIKIj Cuulrul f*

R#ta#t i df*

AP —
<M 1 nwITToTety T (TTaiTW TS HKUUat 2 atpanea

162

Don't be a th?vt to Ignorant* tad fku
Enjoy the rapturous delights of the per-
fect physn:al lovet

Ig>stIqve ... scandal..
often be prevented by knowledge.

divorce Itlti
Only

the ignorant pay fhc Mirful pnauifl o#

s. Read the facts, clearfy.
startllnglél told . *Tudy theft iliuftxv
tions and grope ia darkness no i0Agyr,

You want to know ... tod you should
bIK>w everything alxmf xSt UOImIg r
a sin ... a mystery ... it'is your great**i
powerfor happiness. You owe it toyourvelf

.to the one you love, to rear aside the cur*
tain of hypocrisy and fearn the nuhtd ittulf

ATTRACT TMS OProSIYI $1X1

Know to trr/oy the thrilling experi-
ence* that are ytiiy hirrhright ,’, mknow
how to attract the opposite sea N.. how
to hold Jove,

There lano longer fny Peed to pay the
ifxrfnl ffrin for one moment of hli#a, Raid
the acicntiht pathological facts told so
bravely by Dt Ruhin. The chaptSn ota
vrnercal disease are alone WOfdl th§ prle*
of the hook.

li Six IOMdIAMCE
DRIVING The dm you

4GVT INTO THE ARMS
Of ANOTHER 7

Lcl NSea Harmon?l "
fiarb you how tefr it la
co win ana b<4d VOUf

HOOK NOT' SOD TO MINCR,
CecCE.| NEW BOOK
"WHY IIRTH CONTKXVA

i n;* HanlirLf book diiruXH
bulh | (mlrol |n an enrlr*)l

th't??‘lab"“ Y fKI(JDII\I/“IlJUI
—wnltVi reve atlon to

P*n TOIIItbt>K hoordaf
ny vn.j uaenlca -

at tb* rN aton prtra tIM
PIONEER  FUIUtHIHO C(k
WEL™ tier

*f20 foodc Ava, Haw T*A W A



A NEW LIFETIME BUSINESS

NO HIGH PRESSURE SELLING
NO HOUSE-TO-HOUSE CANVASSING

INCOME EQUAL TO REQUIREMENTS
OF THE HIGH-GRADE BUSINESS MAN

G, F, Pcgram. Texas, clears $315 in his first 5 days In this business,
J. C. May. Connecticut, cleared $262.35 in 9 dnys, E, Foyer, Calif-,
makes $4,920 In 3 months' time. C. W. Ferrell. Ohio, writ*-*: “My
earning# hnvc run well above $1,000 in a month’s time"—he has
made over 1,009 snles paying him as high as $5 to $60 profit each
salt. J. Clarke linker, Connecticut, sells 13 firms in 3 days’ time,
netting ?lul.7l clear profit—over $50 a day profit. Writes that
9 of these 13 firms nre already using second or third repeat refill
order. And so on. These men had never sold this item before they

came with us! How could they enter a field totally new to them and
enrn such remarkable sums in these desperate times? Read the answer
fn this announcement- Rend about a new business that does away
with the need for high pressure selling. A rich field that is creating
new money-makinK frontiers for wide-nwuke men. Those who enter
now will pioneci—isf them will go the choicest opportunities.

INSTALLING NEW BUSINESS SPECIALTY ON FREE TRIAL-MAKING EXCEPTIONAL
CASH SAVINGS FOR CONCERNS THROUGHOUT THE U. S. AND CANADA

$4,707 Returns
For One Kansas Store
in Three Months

Sanders Rids**?, Of Etna**. In-
r«w $88.60 and .howl return* p!
$4.707 PO _between April 5th and
Juno ‘'iSfiil Bowier Lumber and
Find Co.. Wrtl Virginia, Invoiti
$iS, rewrt* return* well aver
51.00u.00! Fox I1f And Coal Co..

TRAINING
Wisconsin,  return*  $3,584JJ0! F U R N I S H E D
Italltiaore _Sporlmi: Co-"1* Kfnrn

Invaiti $45. returpa $1,800! Fol- f
lom A son. Indians, in 45 days Manyd men with hUS today
turned  $1$  Installation Into started nt scratch, many
$2,250.00 nth, With there and comingout of clerking jobs,
Ulf“a' af Similar rnlultl }9 e mnny outofsmail btuinesies
mlay. pur repre** ntntlve* Intcmt ’
bui nmp* manpfront the very imall- some out of large concern*.
ait lod_l etve A IafOnItf II\IU ntﬂm We teach you every angle
ran _dispute the proof In i
phnin-euglcs of gnuil letters of the husmAess. We hnnd
which our men show. you the biggest money-
making business of iU

NO HIGH PRESSURE- k‘ind in t?eizqum{)y.ﬂ\/ou
SIMPLY INSTALL - XBSOLUTELY WITH-
LET IT SELL ITSELF

OUT RISKING A RED
COFFER CENT OF
Here I* a builnere offering an lhvantlon Yo U R OWN. Can»l
*» tueceuful that we make it rell Itself. possibly tell you all in
Our rcprereniAtlves timely tell what tiny the limited space
offer, show proof of success In every tine nf available here. Mail
business and crery *ertnn of the country. Then the coupon now for
install the specialty without a dollar down. It f ion-
3 R full information
start* working at once, producing a cash return thi t isk
that can_bo munii'd like the other cuh register nothing to risk,
money. The cuitomsr sees with hi* own eye* a bia everything to
Immediate prafit po his proposed Investment. Usually gain.
bn hAj the inve:tmcnt. and hi3 profit breldea, before tho
roproirnui.vo reiuriu. The repre*cnt*iivr calls back,
collects hit rpnnry.  OUT OF EVERY $73 BURINEBS
THE RLTIESENTATIVE DOES. NEARLY $60 18
H18 OWN PROFIT! THE SMALLEST HE MAKER 18 $5 ON
a $?50 RaLE! Our turn am makinz sale* running into the hwn-
dreds. They are Retting th* atrentinn of the largest cnneuma in th*
nmiitiy. and selling to the sraall*r huainr**** by the thousands. You can
grt nxXidunivn right*” Builne?* It GOOD. In fhli" line. In small town* pr hl|
cltlee ailka! It's on the boom now. Get In while the business I* yeuni!

F.E.ARMSTRONG, Pres., Depi4085-M, MOBILE, ALABAMA

COMPLETE

Brilliant Record of Success

A» well u MIIBJ Ih*uuniU or Injull.tton* to tntll miw-

chants, professional men, etc.. wo number cither the ?arent

companlra, or branches, or dealer*, Hie., uf many world-famed

condemn among our customer; ijuim Rrrvk-r “oil Co.. Na-

tional Maiestlc itaiiin, ChfTTOIM. Chrysler. Public: Utilltir*,
CniixiillilalfH_ Corp., Unite*! Al»nilnuin Corp.. Street Hallway*
AdvprtuiiiK Cu., ureat Amerksn ttr«i Undi-rwritera, and score*
of other nationally known. Unl*eni|tl<™. riFwapapCM, doctors,
etc., buy substantial luatallailuha and heavy repeat order*.

Customer Guaranteed Cash Profit

Customer gets signed certificate guaramrelng cash profit on hi*
invintimni.” Very few business men am_m>fuollsh t* to turn down
i prniHtnulun rc*ualrameed to pay « profit. with proof from leading

concerns that [t dure pay.
Portfolio of References from

America’s Leading Concerns

1* furnished you. A handsome. imprnwlre portfolio that represent*

every leading type of buslne** and profraaion. You show imme-
diate, iHwmvr proof of success. Immediately fornstalls the argu-
ument, "ithHAn‘l fit my business.” Shows”that it does flt, and
oes mike good. Clares th* dial.

Rush the Coupon for Full Information
Territory Filled in Order of Application

If you are looking for a raan-slie bil*InMA, fren from wor-
ries of other oViitchiwdrd lines of work, net In touch with
US at ohCS. la-arn thn puaslbllities now h*mr« the fran-
chise for your territory Jhringed. This specially la a* im-
portant a business opportunity today os the “typewriter,
adding machine, and_dictaphone were In their early day*
Don't lose valuable time and let tht* slip away fn»m you.
Ure th* coupon f*r convenience. It will ifiiag ypu “full
Information and our proposition ImmedIlat«y.

MAIL FOR FULLINFORMATION! |

F. E. ARMSTRONG. Pre*., Bret, 4685-M, Mobile, Ala.
Without obligation to me.send me fullinformation on {
your prupnaHIOB I

Nam* - J
Street or ROULE,,, .eeevieeeceeeeee e |
1hiX NOuwassssssassssannssnnnes j

Rial* e 1



850,000 Users have proved the economy of

FIICTORTTRICES

You'll thrill nt the FACTORY PRICES in this
NEW, FREE Kalamazoo Catalog -- just out,
You'll marvel at the beautiful new Porcelain
Enamel Range* and Heater*—new style*, new
featureef charming new color combinations.

200 Styles and Sties of Stores,
Ranges, Furnaces
Mail coupon now get thi* exciting, colorful
Free catalog, sFarinng with over 175 illuatrn*
tions— 200 style* and size*— 174 Range*, 12
Different Heatersi 22 Furnaces — the finest
Catalog Kalamazoo ever printed. More har-
ins than ill 20 Dig Stores—Come strnight to
Factory. Quality that over 850,000 satis-
fied customers have trusted for J4 Jcare.

What This Cdtdldg Offers You

1. Combination tin*. Coal and Wood Ranges;
Coal and Wood flanges; Circulating
Heater* e Furnace*—both pipe and on»*-

type—au ut FACTORY PRICES.

2, Cash or Fjihj Terms—Yeuf 1O Fuy—A
New Moneﬁs Saving Payment Plan,

3 .PﬁysF EE Trlal—h)DaysApprwal

i | Hoyr shipment—Safe Delivery cuar-

3, <100.000 Dank Hand Guarantee of Satis-
faction.

fl. li Year Parts Guarantee.
7, FREE Furnace Plans—1 RKK Service.

Tht "ovffl Thdt Floats in Flame*

Read about the marvelous “Oven thnt Float*
in Finnic" — also new Non-Scorch Lids, new

Copper Reservoir* and other new
features. Everybody will be talk-
ing about this FREE Catalog.
Quality Heaterf and
PurndQCf

Many styles of Porcelain Enumel
Heaters—both Walnut and Ulaek.
Also Wood-burning stoves nt bar-
gain price*. Make a double sav-
ing by ordering your furnace
nt the” factory price and in*tall-
ing it yourself. Thousands do.
It's easy. Send rough sketch

of your room*. We furnish FREE
plans,

Buy Your Stores Direct from
the Men Who Make Them

You don't have to p ore than
the Factory Price, f%]q]t“guess"
nt quality. Follow the lend of
850.000 Others why saved millions
of dollars by buying their stoves
direct from the men who make
them. Come straight to the Fac-
tory, Mail coupon now for tht*
interesting FREE Catalog,

THE KALAMAZOO STOVE CO-, Mfr*,

493 llocheiter Are., KiUmuuu, Mich.

30 DAYS
FREE
TRIAL

irarcAouifi; Utica. N, YAkron. 0.

493 RpchMtff AVi,
Kalamazoo. Mich.

Dust Sirs;  fMes*o
nrmi mu S0UT 1T1E£
riuloB

Check irtirlrn lii which
you are Interested.

Coal and Wood

Rinaei

Cant. GU, Canl
and Wood Ran***
0Oil Stoves Il Heatert

Furnaeei O

Name

Address
City—

State....,.....



